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This is for Mom and Dad.
For their love, their tolerance, their support.
I owe them so much.
I wish they could come home.


“Uschi Digard is one of the most aggressive sex partners anyone could hope to find. Everything was real. Her life was devoted to screwing. Marvelous. We need more women like that.”
—Russ Meyer
“Whenever better monsters are made, I’ll try.”
—Edward D. Wood, Jr.
What y’all are about to get treated to is a true story. This all honestly did happen.


Chapter One
Her breast implants were made from gallon size Ziploc plastic storage bags full of creamy peanut butter and a car radiator’s anti-freeze. They made the titties super-sized and provided plenty of jiggle and bounce and a real nice fleshy feel to them. They were so large there honest to God was hardly sufficient room on her torso for all her pert and proud bosomania fullness.
Her hair wasn’t blonde in the traditional golden sense, but a platinum shine like talcum powder in the moonlight. It was styled feathered in the exact same way Susan Kieger wore hers when she starred in the T&A drive-in classic H.O.T.S. Her pubic patch of hairs, dark, thick and wiry, was meticulously shaved and detailed into the grinning visage of Alfred E. Neuman, the “What, me worry?” gap-toothed moron forever on the cover of Mad magazine. How raunchy, yet creatively respectful to classic American satire.
This ultra-vixen had been built entirely from scratch. The hospital morgues and funeral homes in the general Dallas/Fort Worth areas he’d pirated parts from had come through for him like a champ. Obvious to the eyes a patchwork job, this dead woman, no two limbs directly proportionate with the other, and the barbed wire suturing holding her together like some rag doll as disturbingly noticeable on her Tijuana bible cartoon physique as bullet holes in a baby carriage.
Plentiful mail-order Home Shopping Network makeup had her tarted up like a caricature of a runaway teenage hooker, and she was well treated with insecticides to keep the bugs off her rotting flesh.
Her eyes were open and dry as sand. Putrid skin pigment a green as the guacamole dip served at a high-dollar Mexican food restaurant. The face was pure cadaver, putrefaction seeing to it the more pronounced features were like something that went and escaped from an Iron Maiden album cover, shriveled and puckered in like some death by drowning victim fished from a creek and unceremoniously allowed to air dry under the sun.
Her brain was an original. Constructed right here on these premises from a variety of special ingredients.
Denny Gleeth’s very own homemade zombie girlfriend.
She was on the kitchen table, laid out with a smart care for detail and loving appreciation. A dead body that had technically never lived.
The unwelcome suspense was a downright fierce physical pain. An intense cramping in the lower abdomen and groin regions as excitement and taxed nerves pulled Denny’s penis up inside him like it was a turtle too intimidated to confront the world. Had to work at it to keep his teeth from chattering and the shakes out of his hands. A cold sweat smelling of sun-baked roadkill and soured Ranch salad dressing liberally oiled his pale flesh. An engorged vein running along his brow made rise a squiggly Y.
Why the fuck wasn’t anything happening? What was taking so long? Why wasn’t it already over and done with by now and he enjoying his long yearned for treasure?
He thought this guy was supposed to have his shit together. Excuse me, we interrupt our regularly scheduled programming for this very important announcement: People with their shit together all good and proper typically are not half an hour late for their prearranged appointment.
Don’t let this fuck up. He so deserved this. He needed something good and positive to finally find its way into his miserable life. He believed the two of them had a deal, a bond, a binding contract. He wouldn’t go back on this deal, would he? Jesus, no, surely not.
Satan best get his lazy ass in gear and get it going to work for Denny Gleeth. Denny was paying in good currency—his soul, the immortal soul of a simple man all alone in the world who worked hard at his Blockbuster Video job rewinding the videotapes and keeping the foreign films from getting mixed in with the documentaries—and was expecting some mega supernatural results.
Like right the fuck now.
Denny, on his knees, waited in the kitchen space of his modest trailer home, racing heart hammering away like an insane motherfucker against the back of his ribs, before him a microwave oven stationed on the counter space between refrigerator and stove. What little light there was came from the small bulb inside the open wide microwave and the fluttering buttery golden glow produced from numerous candles spaced all throughout the kitchen. Denny was in the center of a sizeable pentagram drawn on the floor with acrylic paints he picked up cheap at a Dollar Store. For extra satanic energies he’d carefully arranged the plastic fruit magnets on the top freezer door of his Kenmore refrigerator into a crude 666. He figured every little contribution helps.
Outside, the storm achieved full force with lightning and thunder detonating in the skies above Vestron, Texas, loud as what a gas truck explosion must be like and rattling the walls. Torrential rain abused the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis, pelting the roofs of trailer homes with a racket like rocks striking a tin pie plate, shooting to shit the satellite dish reception on everyone’s television, overflowing above ground pools, and smothering all in a heavy, dark blanket of wetness. Winds blowing at a good forty-five mile an hour clip howled through and bowed back tree branches and tore at the tarps tied down over all the bass fishing boats up on trailers in gravel driveways. Backyard okra and blackeye pea gardens were threatened with becoming washed away and Wal-Mart lawn furniture and uncollected Fischer Price toys were sent scattering by the big blow.
Denny’s large eyes again darted to the microwave’s clock. Sweat beads poured off his face as if he were standing under a spraying showerhead. Shit. The lord of evil was now a whopping forty-five minutes late. Ain’t good. Maybe he wasn’t going to show.
Don’t think like that. Putting out those negative thoughts were just going to make the anxiety and tension he was enduring all the more worse. Keep it positive. Really, work at trying to keep the situation on the positive. Satan was coming. They were going to see this deal through. Things really were going to go his way for once.
Inside the microwave, belly up on the rotating dish, was a large and cigar ash gray toad that’s stomach after only four minutes on high had swelled and burst like an over inflated balloon. The microwave’s interior walls were a partially cooked amphibian calligraphy mess; bits of the animal were spewed everywhere, hard and crusty portions here, while softer and gooier morsels splattered there. Moist and steamy entrails drooled from the toad’s ruptured abdomen. Shrunken and shriveled eyes were still sizzling only the softest amount. The aroma of nuked to death toad was potent and about as loveable as a birth defect.
His patience was short-lived and best efforts weren’t enough to keep the negative thoughts from bouncing around inside his noggin. A considerable amount of worry began to gnaw like a pack of hungry rats through Denny’s consciousness. Everything was turning into a disaster. Did he do something wrong? The other times before when he summoned up the devil they went off without a single hitch. Was something missing this time around from his private little one-man black mass? A key ingredient absent that was preventing contact between him and Satan? If he fucked this up somehow he would never forgive himself.
He did it. He fucked it up. Naturally. He knew it now, had convinced himself with but a few quick thoughts that this was entirely his goddamn fault. Where had he gone wrong? A mispronounced word as he recited the incantation of summoning he believed he had memorized correctly from a dog-eared copy of an Anton LaVey paperback he bought at a Half Price Books? He didn’t use a cat this time. That’s got to be it. For a blood sacrifice to show his eternal loyalty and servitude to the king of hell and master of all who are damned, Denny had each time before hunted down a kitten and zapped its furry ass in his trusty microwave like it was a bag of popcorn. But not tonight. Oh dear. Tonight he stupidly went with the toad he caught hopping in the high weeds out behind his house. Damn, big mistake right there. It wasn’t like he couldn’t have gotten a kitten—there was always a healthy selection of strays slinking about the Big Kahuna Oasis—but tonight, this night when Denny was finally to get what he had desired since puberty hit, he wanted to go with a speck of variety. Instead, he’d destroyed any chance to ever be happy.
Way to go. Classic Denny Gleeth. Ruined things again. Just like he had ruined every fucking thing else in his sorry excuse for an existence. Never earned a high school diploma, never achieved a girlfriend, no real friends at all ever for a moment at any time in his life. He didn’t even own a dog. He struggled to think of any dreams fulfilled or goals he’d seen through to the end and managed to accomplish—some proof that he hadn’t always been directionless and a failure—but he found dishearteningly little to nothing. The biggest thing he could come up with was that he last month attended by his lonesome the big Chill-O-Rama horror, sci-fi and exploitation films and culture convention held at a Holiday Inn hotel in Fort Worth. He got an autographed topless 8x10 from Kitten “Hotter than a Mexican’s lunch” Natividad. That was a big thrill at the time and left him feeling proud. She’d smiled at him and called him sweetie as she had handed the photo over to him. Cost him $40.00 and it was now framed and hanging on his bedroom wall.
What would it be like to have a real, honest to goodness fulfilling life outside this trailer house and Blockbuster Video employment? Answer: Surely lightyears better than this loser reality he had going for himself now.
Godfuckingdamnit, he was so worthless, totally useless, a complete waste of space. He truly didn’t deserve to live.
And now Denny was off his knees, abandoning the pentagram, pacing the kitchen like a large animal trapped in a small cage, anxieties and pitifully low self-esteem on full power and going to cruel work on him.
“Idiot! You fucking idiot! Why did God curse you to be this way? Why?” The words came out on an adrenaline-spiked and machine-gunning tempo. The tone to it all was low and rough, a guttural growl, conveying nothing more than pure self hate. “Momma should’ve gone and done the right thing and gotten herself an abortion when she was pregnant with me. Would’ve done the world and myself a big whopping favor if she had. Yeah, one of those late along in the fourth or fifth month jobs them pro-life Jesus freaks are always so giddy to share horror stories about to anyone that’ll even so much as halfass listen. One where I get vacuumed out of the womb all still alive and percolating fine. And it becomes necessary for the doctor or nurse or somebody standing around and collecting a paycheck from the clinic to step up and terminate my after birth slimed self by giving the gift of a sharp head twist and snapping the neck. Painful and gory—a proper way for me to’ve been removed from the world. Why couldn’t you have thought ahead and done that for me, Momma? I fail at everything. My life is garbage. I’ve destroyed my last chance to ever be loved. I am always going to be alone. Always, forever, no woman will ever want to be with me.”
Verbal abuse was quick to lead to the physical. Continuing to hustle from one end of the kitchen space to the other, Denny commenced to punctuate each hurtful word he unleashed on himself with a doubled-up fist hammered against the side of his head. These were some pretty good licks he was laying in, too. The sound of impact loud and meaty and depositing a pain behind his face as intense as a dog biting on the scrotum. The sweat flew off of him with every self-inflicted punch like water from a lawn sprinkler, a misty spray sparkling in the flickering light from the candles, splattering the trailer walls. He soon managed a bloody nose. From there it wasn’t long before he had his hand in the silverware drawer and was slamming it shut on his fingers.
Then he heard it. Over the sounds of the upset weather outside and the singing of the rage-fueled blood pumping through his skull and echoing in his ears he heard it quite clearly. Coming from behind him, somewhere in the close vicinity of his microwave oven.
It was laughter, deep and all masculine. Someone was laughing their ass off at Denny.
His fists fell to his sides and he grew calmer as a rush of relief began to set in. He recognized the voice. Oh thank goodness, he knew that voice well. Denny turned around and looked right to the microwave, knowing full well where the laughter originated.
The exploded and splendidly deceased toad in there was having a good laugh at Denny Gleeth’s expense.
Satan was in the building and, finally, making his presence known.
“Shit in my mouth and tell me it is warm banana pudding, boy, you just ain’t right. Seriously, I mean it, all kinds of crazy fucked up in the head. Beating on your poor pitiful self like that. A punishment crazy motherfucker, that is you.”
The toad remained on the microwave’s rotating dish, inanimate but for the mouth, which spoke its words only by simply flopping open and closed like something from a cheap pull string operated ventriloquist puppet ordered out of the back of a comic book. The horror movies had it all wrong, the voice the devil spoke with was not unlike the one you’d hear from a typical hardcore working class man trying to make ends meet and keeping his wife and kids clothed, sheltered and fed. Nothing spectacular or memorable. Just some damn dude’s ordinary speaking voice, with a Texas good ol’ boy drawl about it as thick as the gravy spread over a chicken fried steak dinner. This never failed not to strike Denny as a disappointment. To his way of thinking, the devil should talk like a large and angered beast, all feral growls and reptilian hisses echoing out as if originating from the bottom of a deep, dark pit no living thing had any business making a home for itself in, not a trace of humanity detectable in the vocal stylings. Certainly would’ve been more impressive that way, and would’ve made Denny feel he was doing something more unholy and obscene in the eyes of God and decent thinking people. Instead, he was left at times believing he was ordering aluminum siding over the phone from just another Joe Blow. Why couldn’t the things that occur in his life ever live up to the expectations that he had created for them in his imagination?
“Denny, my little earthworm, you are funnier than almost anything playing on the TV these days. I swear it is so. A one-man slapstick comedy routine. Quality work. Why, I’d put you right up there next to Abbott and Costello, Mel Brooks or the Three Stooges. No bullshit, you are that good. Only thing missing in your act—the absent ingredient keeping it just a cunt’s hair shy of attaining memorable brilliance—is testicle mistreatment. A good shot to the crotch is always comedy gold. Do me a favor, boy, and think about adding that to your routine the next time you happen to loose it and find yourself gone apeshit. Maybe you could scorch your scrotum with a waffle iron. Hey now, there’s something to keep in mind, am I right? I don’t think I’ve ever seen that before.
“You’re Shemp funny, that’s what you are. Shemp was always my favorite Stooge, and I don’t give two shits and a chili dog fart who knows it. I’m not ashamed of my admiration for his comedic talent. The man is grossly underrated, that’s a fact. Those Curly aficionados can kiss my ass and enjoy the tangy after taste. You know, one of them is down here with me. A Stooge. I shit you not. There is a Stooge damned for eternity to hell. Yessir, there sure is. It’s Larry Fine, the fucked up haired one that was typically in the middle and was on the receiving end of the majority of Moe’s nasty eye pokes. True story—he burns in hell. You’d be surprised about the real Larry; despite his loveably goofy looks, he was quite the unsavory rascal. Back in the early fifties, he killed a whore with his bare hands because she stupidly made the big league mistake of snickering over the smallness of his pee-pee when he exposed it to her. Larry was a sensitive soul and self-conscious toward the caliber of his manhood. He promptly beat on her until she stopped living and dumped her remains in a ditch. He as well enjoyed harming his wife ... liked to use her face as an ashtray for his cigars. Plus that absolutely huge collection of child porn he kept hidden away from the Howard brothers and the rest of the world didn’t exactly endear his ass none to any of the heaven folk. One day, Denny, you will join Larry and me here in hell. Don’t the thought of that excite you? It does me. We’ll have us some good times, you’ll see. The devil, the Stooge in the middle, and you, the boy who loves zombies.”
More of Satan’s laughter via the dead toad’s flopping mouth. Like listening to the cackling of a white, middle-aged man who pulls in around less than thirty-five grand a year getting jolly at hearing an off color ethnic joke shared with his fellow aluminum siding salesmen over a beer and catfish platter lunch at a Red Lobster.
Denny sure hoped he was doing the right thing. Awful steep sacrifice to make all for essentially a quality fuck whenever he might like it.
“Anyway, earthworm, appreciate your little performance there. Put me in such a favorable mood.”
That explained the devil’s tardiness. Denny hadn’t done anything wrong. His black mass and invoking of blasphemous powers were solid. Satan was here all along, patiently waiting for the tension to get the better of Denny, knowing full well it wouldn’t take too long to send a high-strung butthole such as himself past his limit and set him off. The whole delay was just to get a comedy routine out of him.
Well, ain’t that a none too delightful pisser?
The running blood from Denny’s nose had reached his lips and gotten into his mouth, putting a salty copper taste on his tongue. Bruises from his beating on himself were starting to become noticeable on his face, ugly and angry looking red and purple tender splotches rising. He found the courage to speak. “Okay. You’ve had your laugh, sir. Glad you enjoyed yourself. Can we please get on with this now?” This all came out of Denny sounding so like a mewling whine. He knew that it did, but it couldn’t be helped. Fears, pain and escalating excitement all conspired to see to it that this was the only tone of voice he could manage. This has got to work. “Please, sir, make my dream woman live?”
“Ah, eager to let your funky lovemaking get going, eh? I can understand. I too am something of a willing slave to my own carnal urges. Panic not, Denny. Female companionship at last is at hand.”
If he wanted one, Denny could get a real woman. He truly could. Granted, he wasn’t anything close to being a good-looking man—physique underdeveloped and puny, eyes a bit too big and buggy and Steve Buscemi quality for his face, blessed with the personal hygiene habits of a pigeon, and a share of noticeably hillbilly crooked teeth here and there in his smile—but he certainly weren’t no circus freak, either. The man had had his portion of experiences with the ladies. Okay, face facts, maybe ladies, yes, was a stretch of the imagination. Can you really call a gal with shitbird ugly butterflies prison quality tattooed on her saggy titties and letting her flabby ass hang out of the back of her thong on a night when the temperature was below freezing and will happily go down on your dick for thirty bucks while you sit behind the wheel of your El Camino that’s pulled over to the curb a lady? No, truth be told, you couldn’t do that. They were nothing more than whores. Serviceable, moderately priced street walkers. But that’s cool. They did for Denny what he needed to get done—a quick, convenient orgasm and the release of some useless fluids. No love. No caring. No complaints.
They weren’t what he really desired, them hookers. None of them were even remotely close to his idea of his ultimate fantasy woman. The woman he could love and share his world with. No average woman could ever hope to fill that bill.
What Denny Gleeth wanted was a smoking hot super vixen living dead girl.
Now, this was not any of that ordinary necrophilia business. Denny didn’t want to just play hide the salami with any ol’ simple dead body. That turd won’t float. If that was the case, then all he had to do to quench his unnatural urges was to get a job at a funeral home, or perhaps become a happy-go-lucky serial killer. This was a terribly particular fetish Denny had here. Denny’s girlfriend had to be returned from the grave, a corpse once lifeless and decomposing nicely and now up and at it again. Preferably her flesh clammy to the touch and with a hint of rigor mortis firmness to her sexy little toe-tag needing self whenever Denny would embrace her in his arms. Her personal odor death camp in summer time fetid, a facsimile of pulse and respiration entirely optional and horny just for this one sex cowboy who was to share this trailer home with her.
What the boy wanted to be was a zombie fucker. That was about as blunt you could manage it. Only that would satisfy him.
Lucio Fulci movies, the brilliance of Frank Henenlotter’s Frankenhooker, and the make you jackoff right then and there into your popcorn while sitting in the third row at the movie house drop dead gorgeous Kathleen Kinmont in the inferior than the original but still hot damn stimulating Bride of Re-animator were some of his favorite pornography. Hustler ain’t got shit on Evil Dead.
Sometimes he’d pay extra for a whore to wear a Don Post original zombie Halloween rubber mask as she would work on him below the waistline. Seriously, he did that—the mask’s mouth hole he’d fixed with scissors to make it more accommodating for the professional to get her lips around his tallywhacker. But that shit always came off as shabby sloppy seconds. Our fearless hero needed to get his hands on and dick inside the real deal.
Hence the bargain with Old Scratch. Seemed like this was his last chance if ever he wanted to achieve true love and perfect pussy. Where science had failed (never try to jump start a would-be squeeze freshly liberated from her final resting place with jumper cables and a brand new car battery. You’re just begging for fire damage to your home and a trip to the ER for treatment for second-degree burns if you do) and heathen juju sorcery proved a heartbreaker (he was still trying to get all those goddamn chicken feathers from his last bungled voodoo ritual out of the carpeting) perhaps good ol’ fashioned Western Hemisphere Satanic witchcraft just may yet triumph.
The dead suited Denny. They made this awful world bearable. The roadkill he collected and played with in so many unique ways as an introverted, friendless young boy were his best companions throughout childhood. Dead things didn’t behave in a manner like his Momma and Daddy. They went through life perpetually disappointed and embarrassed over the way their only son had turned out. Ugly, stupid, non-athletic and able to quote verbatim every line of dubbed dialogue from Godzilla vs. the Smog Monster was not the caliber of man Tabor and Dottie Gleeth intended on raising. The two of them gave up on their baby boy long ago. They hadn’t talked to him in years. A cadaver didn’t bully and intimidate Denny as most men could do. Rotting remains weren’t nothing like living girls. Girls with heartbeats were always eager to openly giggle behind their hands at the sight of poor Denny doing no more than passing them on the street or in the mall. Women would stare at him with heated eyes blazing with this toxic cocktail of disgust and contempt for him, act toward him like he was nothing less than a foul bit of filth dug out from under a toenail. Denny’d rather take a brick slapped upside his jaw than endure one of those Ugh, how gross! looks from a woman. The dead treated Denny Gleeth with the greatest respect, forever accommodating, couldn’t give a damn if he wasn’t good enough to be amongst regular people, happy to bring pleasure into his small life.
This was a good thing he was doing. Everything from here on out was sure to change for the better. After tonight, with the love of a good zombie woman behind him, there’d be nothing Denny couldn’t put his mind to and not accomplish. Never again would he be alone and unloved.
“I take it all is in ready?” asked Satan.
“That’s a big and greasy ten-four. I’ve built her up from scratch exactly to the specifics I want and a few others that you insisted on. Now it’s your turn to deliver.”
“Alrighty. Stand back, I’m ’bout to put this bitch in gear.”
The storm remained a terror. Thunder boomed and the lightning flashed and the rain hammered down as if God and his boy Jesus both stood on the edge of heaven and were pissing like a pair of racehorses down on creation with all the hard-hitting full bladder action they could give. And all the while a strange glow commenced to fill the trailer home’s kitchen space. This glow was all purple and pink and gold and other colors popping up here and there in it. Pulsing rhythmically as if in tune with a human heart, the many colors coalesced into a mist-like cloud, gained a liquid consistency like that of someone’s vomit, and promptly settled in the air above the buxom female body on the table. A few seconds of time passed, then, as supple as an eel entering its ocean floor lair, this hellish mist-cloud of ill colors lowered like a shroud over the figure and seeped into the dead flesh, oozing through the lifeless skin’s pores, vanishing inside it.
This is it. This is it. A turtle no more, Denny’s hand was at his crotch and rubbing at the fast developing railroad spike hardness there behind the zipper of his blue jeans. He figured he had about a dependable six inches of dick to him. He surmised this because of this one time when he measured himself with the able assistance of Dawn of the Dead playing in the VCR and putting an at least seven-inch-tall McFarlane Snake Plisken action figure up next to compare to what he had to offer and estimated that size amount.
Please let this go right. Please let this be perfect. Please let me be happy. Please, please, please.
The homemade zombie girlfriend’s ultra-bosom suddenly jumped up, those mountainous titties swelling like hastily inflating twin Goodyear blimps in a hurry to get in the sky and commence circling the Super Bowl. A startled Denny stumbled back a step as her first ever intake of breath was sucked in with a rousing gasp, and then the chest slowly lowered as she calmly exhaled. A few more easy breaths were accomplished. As she sat up, the atmosphere crackled with the brittle sounding snaps and pops of newly reanimated joints, ligaments and muscles functioning. A dark silhouette in the puny candlelight, she swung her legs over the side of the table, lowered her feet to the floor, and stiffly brought herself to a standing position.
Her first few tentative steps were a shambling, awkward mess, but Denny’s lady was a fast learner, picking up the skills and sense of balance to strut her stuff in no time flat. Pretty soon she had it down perfect, prancing into the stronger light made from the open microwave, hips giving a Jayne Mansfield quite aware of Marilyn Monroe’s popularity exaggerated swaying. Gravity be damned riding high boobs fleshily jiggled on each step she executed. Nipples were hard and at erect attention in the center of areolas that were roughly the circumference of a 7-11’s Big Gulp’s to-go lid and black as the spoiled splotches found on the rind of a bad avocado. A couple of these crusty around the edges open sores dotting her Valentine’s heart shaped ass were weeping a vulgar fluid similar in color and density to that of strawberry jam spread over a warm slice of toast. The most precious little yarn of spermy drool oozed from her full, pouty lips and dangled from the chin.
“She’s beautiful,” spoke Denny in a voice no more than a soft and awed whisper. He refused to blink his eyes; terrified he’d miss some new detail about her. “Prettier than Barbara Steele with window cleaner injected straight into her brain. Perfection encased in flesh, that’s what we got going on here. I shall call her … Uschi.”
And these parting words from the devil: “Oh. A little speck of warning for you before I pop out. I made her a feisty bitch. Gave her plenty of personality. So she may from time to time get somewhat uppity with you here and again. You with me on this, earthworm? Just thought you should know. Enjoy your fucking, and be seeing you. I’ll tell Larry you said howdy. Hey, y’all take care.”
The mouth of the dead toad in the microwave oven then fell shut. Satan had left the building.
Man and undead were alone now in the trailer. Time to let the romancing commence. Time to turn on the ol’ Gleeth charm.
Hands were lickety-split to go to his head and try and finger comb his hair down as neatly as he could work it. Face twisted into what Denny hoped came off as a confident, he-man sexy smile. One of those bold and sassy lips parted back wide jobs, this smile, exposing rather shoddy dental care practice. What a terrible time not to be wearing cologne. He gave her solid eye contact, an act he rarely mastered with any living female. The voice that came out of him was not his usual one, this one practiced along with the toothy smile countless times before in front of the bathroom mirror slick and honey sweet and aiming for some of that 1970s Burt Reynolds masculine sexy coolness. “Hey, baby, and just how is the world treating you tonight?”
Uschi came in close on Denny, close enough for the hardness of her big, arrogant titties to brush against his Beneath the Planet of the Apes T-shirt and the weird supernatural aura that powered her to absorb dry the sweat from his skin. The autopsy Y incision on her ran from below the shoulders, down between her titanic tits, and stopped just above her navel. The parts of Uschi where she was joined and barbed wire sewn together appeared ruffled and almost fluted like the crust on a baked pecan pie.
A change came to her eyes, abrupt and dramatic. Gone was the lusterless, unfocused stare of some simple dead thing, and replaced now with what Denny identified as the lusty predatorial glint of a porn star not yet used up and burned out by the fucking and sucking business. She lifted a hand and first seductively ran her fingers along the deep cleavage of her veiny knockers, and then she reached out toward his face. Her lacquered nails, long like the talons of a bird of prey, were painted fresh blood red and were the epitome of trailer trash chic.
Rain hammering the roof and a sizeable crack of thunder was all that interfered with the intense silence existing between the two.
She put her thumb on Denny’s upper lip—her touch not too different from a putrefied slice of processed bologna lunchmeat pressing against him—and she wiped at the snotty blood that leaked from his nose. As her pale and fat snake of a tongue eased out past her lipstick coated lips and licked her thumb clean, she moaned in pleasure a grandma in the hospital deathbed rattle of a noise.
That was the sexiest goddamn thing Denny had ever been fortunate enough to be witness to. Fucked by Forrest J. Ackerman, he almost came in his Fruit of the Loom briefs right then and there. Everything was ninja killing cool now. Denny’s life was going to be wonderful from here on out.
“Why don’t we head on back to the bedroom now, honey. We gonna get on top of my Empire Strikes Back bed sheets and do some things that no registered voter would ever approve of. I can promise you that. Let’s hustle our asses. I’m eager to perform. I’m simply desperate to ride you like Roy Rogers did Trigger.”
Uschi’s hand moved away from her mouth, fingers straight and spaced apart, once more reaching out to Denny. She touched him below the chin and settled on the throat. She rubbed his Adam’s apple, a ticklish sensation making him reflectively dry swallow. All the while her other hand went exploring between his legs and found his erection. Could feel it throbbing beneath his clothing, and she prodded at it as if she were attempting to antagonize a caged animal.
“I like the way your mind works, sugar cube,” he told her.
And then, with a sudden degree of frightening force Denny never anticipated Uschi capable of, she took firm hold of him by throat and groin and with a positively sinful ease lifted him off the floor and spun him around and into the kitchen counter. The impact was great enough to make the plates in the cabinet shelf above and silverware in the drawer below rattle with a fragile shivering. One of Denny’s arms swung out, elbow hitting the microwave and batting its door shut. Uschi was quick to follow through by leaning into him a good deal, them Godzilla and Rodan monster mammaries of hers pressing down and weighing heavy on his chest. Denny was trapped, pinned between the counter edge cutting into his jelly soft ass cheeks and his homemade zombie girlfriend crowding him. He was off balance, elevated to where he shakily stood only on the tiptoes of his Converse All Stars.
“Whoa. Gently, gently. Honey, trust me on this; it ain’t at all a crime to go about it nice and easy. I swear it ain’t.”
But Uschi would have none of that. Quickly and efficiently she undid his belt and unbuttoned his Lee jeans. One good tug, keys and spare change in the pockets jingling away like poorly tuned Christmas sleigh bells, and she had jeans and underwear both puddled around his ankles.
His concrete hard-on sprang out like a circumcised jack-in-the-box. It energetically swayed from side to side. If this were a Looney Tunes cartoon and not the real live world there would’ve been an exaggerated BOING! sound effect to accompany the grand unveiling. Erection calmed soon, became stationary, settled on sticking out like a meat truncheon. Snaky veins bulged across the sides of the tallywhacker like tiny water hoses filled with high pressure running through them. A few kinky gray hairs were starting to accumulate in his pubes.
The fresh air on his genitals kickstarted his jock itch troubles and got him wanting to sneak a hand down there and start scratching at the perspiration slimy skin surrounding the scrotum, but what Uschi did next wiped that urge clean away.
She took a solid grip on his penis.
“Heavens to mergatroid!”
As if a cattle prod were just introduced to his tailbone, Denny’s entire body jerked violently for one quick but memorable moment. Head snapped back and bounced off of the cabinet door, the muscles in his face tightened as much as they could go, and he sucked in a sharp intake of oxygen between clenched together teeth. No way would he ever become accustomed to having a woman put her hand on him down there. She began to stroke his member, her eyes staring into his face, the rough skin along her corpse palm most pleasurable on the sensitive foreskin. His impatient loins begged for release, but something inside Denny told him to hang on. An instinct coming from somewhere in the back of his brain knew he had to stay strong and wait, the best was yet to get going.
Her free of dick hand took one of Denny’s by the wrist—the drawer abused one, fingers sore and red—and brought it up and slapped it down on one of her jumbo breasts. It looked like he was palming a basketball, the tit so sizeable in contrast with his hand. In the beginning, Uschi was the effort behind his hand kneading her breast flesh, but eventually he caught on to what it was she desired and in little time flat he managed doing it very well all on his lonesome. He teased and pinched the nipple. The condition of her skin was room temperature and a hint mushy. Quite pleasant to Denny’s way of thinking.
Uschi was having a good time. These piggish grunts of delight came from her drooling like a Mongoloid’s mouth. Eyes were now half-lidded in an erotic passion.
Next came the kissing. Almost teenagery stuff at the start, awkward and tentative. But it promptly graduated to a wildly passionate business, sloppy and primal, really digging in with the tongue and the lip actions, lost in enjoying the taste of one another. Denny sent a hand wandering to Uschi’s clitoris. It was a hard and withered beef jerky protuberance of flesh. He aimed to manipulate it to the best of his stunted abilities. This was foreign territory for Denny, striving to make the experience as good for his partner as it was for him. This was so much more than any of his other sexual encounters. Who cares if the hooker gets off? But here, for the first time ever, he was getting it on hot and heavy with an individual he had feelings for. His lady deserved a skilled and sharing lover.
There was no need for worry. Uschi never made a complaint one over Denny’s fingering. Her voluptuous hips rolled in a Charo “Cuchi-cuchi!” manner at the ecstasy this brought her. Silty and thick and sticky like sand mixed together with Kayro syrup vaginal moisture dribbled from her sex and ran between his busy fingers. The female musk from it taking dominance of the kitchen space’s air, a stench strongly similar to vomit and burning tires.
They finally separated at Uschi’s urging. She stepped back a few steps and whipped the hair out of her face with a smart toss of her head. Meanwhile, Denny sank down off the counter, at last back solidly on two feet and the strained muscles in his calves and thighs on fire; legs were shaky but managing to keep him erect. His aching erection was the purplish shade of a glowing neon tube on low wattage. Her lipstick had left a slutty red smear along his mouth. A residue of some sour, unsanitary substance was liberally filming his teeth and tongue, the aftertaste of a zombie’s kiss. It put him in mind of taking a big swig from a toilet bowl that had a number of cigarette butts floating in its soiled water.
Denny held his ground, didn’t make a move one on her. This was Uschi’s show, he decided without once ever consciously realizing he’d slipped over to a submissive state in this young relationship. Let her lead him into what she wanted next.
In a liquid smooth series of motions she was stepping past Denny and opening the refrigerator. Her barbed wire stitching shined in the bulb’s light that blinked on as she pulled the door back wide. She got the jar of Miracle Whip sandwich spread. She knew right where to go in the fridge to get it—second shelf, behind the jug of milk and past the plate of last night’s Popeye’s fried chicken leftovers. No hesitation, no sign of having to search the jar out, like she’d been living here for a long while now and had been putting it in and taking it out countless times before whenever she wanted to mix up tunafish or add a spoonful to her bowl of red beans.
As Denny watched, Uschi unscrewed the lid and tossed it in the sink, where it clattered like an old man’s denture plate dropped to the bottom of an empty drinking glass. She plunged her hand in the jar up to the wrist and then brought it back out slimed and dripping in greasy, congealed white mayonnaise substitute. Now she returned to him, leaving the Miracle Whip jar behind on the counter, her figure backlit by the refrigerator’s door light behind her.
Denny gulped like a sidekick from an old B western picture; pure pre-Green Acres Pat Butram.
Great masturbating Mexicans, what is she about to do to me now?
Again Uschi seized command of his tallywhacker, wrapping her un-Miracle Whip creamed hand around it, and again Denny did his cattleprod glad to get to know you tailbone jolt and sucking in a great lungful act. He instinctively embraced her, arms going around her waist and hands settling on her firm as soggy biscuit dough butt. His fingers he ran up and down the crack of the ass.
She guided him inside her, parting her chalky-gray like the fuzzy mold on bad bread cleft with an audible slurp. He penetrated to his full length, their hips coming together. Her hymen—go figure, the devil had insisted during construction she be pure, so Denny had glued one in—separated with puny resistance, bloodlessly tearing and the quick to fade spark of discomfort passing before Uschi had even finished shuddering over the sensation. Her mega-boobies collided into Denny, twin meat orbs rather forcefully bludgeoning and making their presence known. He heard the anti-freeze and peanut butter inside there sloshing about.
Uschi was tight, enveloped Denny quite snugly. As her head bent backwards, stretching her throat to its fullest length, this giggly sigh of delight that seemed just too adorable for anything short of a Smurf to produce jumped from her mouth.
Denny found it to be wet, slimy and wonderful inside her pussy. He had anticipated it to be cold, seeing as how it was the fish taco of a thing deceased, but it was in fact nothing like that. Couldn’t honestly describe it as warm or even room temperature acceptable. It was simply exactly as it should be. As he had always imagined how good it would turn out to be once he got it. This was just the most exquisite sensation.
Pure or not, this gifted cadaver strumpet came equipped with skills. Her hip action was beyond merely commendable. No hooker ever speared herself and rode his shaft such as this. Uschi went back and came forward, back and forward, the rhythm she set for this at a frisky trot. The crack of their flesh slapping together sounding close to being applause from an appreciative audience. He accidentally slipped out once, but in the blink of an eye she had him back in where he belonged, barely missing a single beat.
Denny listened to his own enthused cries of ecstasy escalating unashamedly loud. He was just about outright goddamn screaming enough to irritate the neighbors on any other night there wasn’t a noisy thunderstorm raging above to mute things.
This was not simple sex. For the first time in Denny’s carnal experience he wasn’t just fucking like every other asshole getting some in this world. Congratulations, champ, this was true, passionate lovemaking. Something of beauty and respect. Something long desired but feared he’d never achieve.
Denny looked into Uschi’s green coffin occupant face and saw that a grimace of intense pleasure had closed the eyes to narrow slits, giving her almost an Asian cast to her corpse features. Her jaw set firmly, she panted between her teeth as if she was in the throes of labor, spewing a spray of spittle that freckled Denny’s face. Whoa, she was coming, a sudden and aggressive climax. Vaginal juices squirted from her sex and watered his groin as sizeable bucking convulsions of orgasm rocked her.
She sensed his own ending was but moments away, and that’s when her Miracle Whip lathered hand came into play. Uschi reached behind Denny and, well lubricated, wiggled her hand energetically up between his clenched tight together buttocks.
“Uh … Excuse me, I don’t rightly know about this now,” he said, voice breaking, fearful, spine arching and the hairs along the back of his neck standing on ends.
But it was already too late to try and voice any protest. Uschi pushed the full length of her whole hand into Denny’s rectum, stimulating the prostrate like it ain’t ever been stimulated before. It initiated a tsunami of an orgasm that removed all negative thoughts, worries, fears and insecurities right the holy hell out of his person. His eyes rolled back in his head and veins popped out on his neck while a blinding flash of white light went off in his brain and tiny vibrations traveled throughout his entire skeleton. Breathing was forgotten, mouth fish taken from the water silently flapping open and close, and his own fingers dug deep into the meat of Uschi’s ass, nails raking open runny furrows across both cheeks. Denny came and came and came some more and then helped himself to another extra helping and came again. He imagined he must’ve in no more than five seconds time discharged more than a gallon’s worth of baby maker juice inside of her.
And then all too soon it ended. Denny was left with skin tingling in the glorious afterglow of the endeavor and his member already going flaccid and pulling out of Uschi’s sex.
She uncorked his ass to the music of a great wet and sloppy sucking pop! of a noise. The whistling sigh of relief he let go at that was like steam escaping from a boiling kettle.
The two disentangled themselves, and Denny intended for a step away from his lover, but, forgetting his jeans were down to his ankles, tripped and, arms windmilling, fell to the floor. His skull barely avoided a nasty encounter with the counter’s edge as he dropped brutally hard flat on his back. The floor’s tiling was one cold sumbitch against his bare hindquarters.
Uschi looked to her hand, holding it up to her face. Her head was cocked at an angle as she admired the smears of a certain brownish substance that had greatly mingled with the Miracle Whip’s greasy cream white coloring. Oh dear. The false nail on her pinkie finger was MIA. That wouldn’t do. Made her hand seem unbalanced and ruined the whole stylish look she had going.
She used a foot to roll Denny’s limp and pain wracked carcass over onto his stomach. She straddled him, bent low at the knees and separated his cheeks and returned to his greased anus. Denny groaned and squirmed to the best of his depleted strength, something Uschi didn’t bother to even really acknowledge as she dug around in there. She found what she wanted and came back out, standing, reapplying the pinkie nail.
Mission accomplished, she then set her tongue to work licking her hand clean. Grunted in satisfaction at the pleasing taste.
She towered over her man like a triumphant Amazon warrior surveying a bloody and bodies strewn battlefield, her Himalayan chest proudly thrust out as far as she could make it go and long, muscled legs spread wide and hand planted on her slim as a contemporary burlesque dancer’s waist. This milky trail of semen leaked from her vagina and created a spider’s web design as it ran down her inner thigh.
“Golly, best thing,” Uschi said between lip-smacking licks on her feces and Miracle Whip hand. Necessary to lean her head out a far ways so she could look around the swollen mass of her left titty and down on Denny. “You are indeed one ninja killing cool world class heavyweight champion of the whole freaking world when it comes to the art of fucking the ever-loving royal shit right on out of a lady. I’ll proudly and loudly tell you and anyone else that cares to listen that. With you and your faithful dick, I felt like I was riding a goddamn rail fence. And I mean that statement entirely in a complimentary manner. Fucked by a rail fence a definite positive in my book. You, best thing, are one talented fuck artist. Don’t you dare ever let anyone try to tell you different.”
Denny remained on the kitchen floor, spent and gasping, body quivering, his eyes staring off into space. One half of his face was smushed up against the tiles and he was drooling from the mouth. A nostril managed to blow a snot bubble around the size of a blackeye pea; it promptly popped and produced a narrow mucus bridge between the upper and lower lips. The Miracle Whip ring heavy around his mistreated bunghole had grown itchy and was making him desire some quality time with a roll or two of super absorbent toilet paper. He kept his arms curled in tight over his chest like the forelimbs on a dead cockroach. Everything reeked of sex and rotting flesh and Raid ant and roach killer spray worn like a perfume. The rain never relented, knocking the trailer house, a rat-a-tat-tat symphony always there in the background, and wind howling and one more big bang of thunder to make the humble homestead tremble.
Sometime in the last few minutes Denny’s brain kind of slipped over into neutral. Thought process gone numb and lazy to catch up with the world around him. He slowly comprehended his homemade zombie girlfriend was talking to him. Don’t be rude. Answer her.
Clearly, but in a voice only a smidgen above a whisper, he kept his head on the floor and said to his Uschi, “Well, thank you. Appreciate the compliment.” A decent-sized pause full of heavy breathing and rapid eye blinking, then Denny came up with the notion to do the polite thing and added, “Hey, ah, you were pretty damn spectacular your own self.”


Chapter Two
You’d normally find Denny pulling up to the Dairy Queen’s drive-thru window when picking up an order to go. But not tonight. Tonight he went with parking his grape-flavored bubblegum purple 1969 Chevrolet El Camino at the back of the lot and making the walk inside to the front counter and putting in his order for a late night dinner. He thought it the smooth move to go with, seeing as how he couldn’t help but be a touch worried over how the waitress working the window tonight might react at the sight of his sweet cadaver lady sitting and seatbelt buckled in place next to him in the El Camino’s cab. He wanted to avoid her looking inside the car when handing over to him their food and getting hit upside the head with an eyeful of hot mama zombie pulchitrude awash in the glow of the dashboard lights and screaming in terror like she just learned the president had signed into law a bill outlawing country and western music. Nothing good would come from a scenario like that.
It was a good deal of a shock for him when the DQ waitress handling his order told him the total. The cost was more than usual. Denny had never dated and was unprepared for having to pay for two people. He’d had to go back into his wallet and fetch a few extra bills.
A bag in each hand, he moved through the dining area’s clutter, slump-shouldered and head down, working hard to go unnoticed. He failed. The cruel eyes of the burger and onion ring eaters at the tables around him were following his every move. Denny could feel them giving him the once over, judging him unworthy to be amongst them. He imagined conversations on the best care for a John Deere riding mower’s engine, the quality of the latest Hank Williams, Jr. album, a good way to choose previously used porn from the half price bin at the adult bookstore, and next time at the counter be sure and do yourself a favor and check out that cherry ass on the new gal they got working here all trailing off at his approach and slow to resume once he passed. The contempt they all collectively formed for him was near palpable, like the searing wall of heat raised by an out of control house fire. Somebody—man or woman he couldn’t tell which—started to cackle just as he was nearing the exit, a high-pitched bark of noise like what a small animal being injured would make. Laughing at him, of that Denny was confident in. Laughing at the loser.
He stepped outside the Dairy Queen, relieved to be getting some space between himself and the DQ people, the door’s hydraulic operated arm hissing like a hornet’s nest submerged in shallow water as it eased shut behind him.
The thunderstorm had only finally relinquished and passed on twenty or so minutes ago. Cloud cover was gone and a vertical melon slice of moon had become visible in the star dotted black sky. The parking lot’s asphalt surface glistened under the harsh glow of the ambient sodium vapor lights like a piece of sucked on and spit-slimed hard candy. Illumination intoxicated moths and June bugs swarmed overhead, wings humming, their brittle, tiny bodies making a ping sound each time they aggressively threw themselves against the glass bulbs. The humid August temperatures were back in full swing in the storm’s wake, everything turning sweaty and steamy.
Overall, the night was going pretty good so far for Denny. Sold his soul to the devil and fucked his zombie and got a little anal manipulation as an extra bonus. That certainly did differ from his usual routine.
Denny had required a fair-sized period of adjustment before recovering from his first lovemaking session with Uschi. At least another ten minutes of staying down on the kitchen floor, mind keeping about as solid as a dysentery victim’s bowel movement. And while he slowly eased his way back into the reality of things, Uschi announced she was feeling rather starved and helped herself to the zapped toad in the microwave oven.
She had that popped amphibian gone in three big and healthy bites, the bones crunching against her teeth like uncooked macaroni shells being crushed under a boot heel. Them splattered intestines that had settled all along the microwave’s interior walls she collected with her fingers—now clean of any and all traces of Miracle Whip and Denny Gleeth fecal matter—and lapped up like it was the sugary icing from somebody’s birthday cake.
Eventually, Denny saw to it to getting around. He came up a bit shaky on his feet and breathing heavy from the mouth and trembling hands brought his underwear and jeans back up to around his waist. Switched on the lights and extinguished the few remaining ceremonial candles that hadn’t burned themselves out yet. The lid was screwed back on the jar of Miracle Whip before it was returned to the refrigerator. He never spoke a word and made his way to the bathroom and stripped and got in the shower.
That hot water did him good on his painful body parts. It took three washcloths to get his ass clean. The shit and sandwich spread came off easy enough; it was the bleeding from the damage Uschi’s hand had made in his sensitive sphincter was where the trouble was. Sort of worrisome there for a minute or two, what with the amount of blood soaked up by the cloths considerable and dark in coloring, starting Denny to think he may need to head on over to a hospital’s emergency room and get sewn up with stitches. But time and keeping pressure applied to the wound saw to it the bleeding ebbed, finally stopped.
After drying off, he smeared a fat dollop of hemorrhoid cream on. Yeah, that helped smooth a little of the discomfort.
Next he went to his bedroom, where he dressed in the same jeans he’d had on before and a clean Plan 9 from Outer Space T-shirt.
He sat on his unmade bed and studied on his reflection in the dresser mirror. Beads of piss warm water trickled from his still damp hair and rolled down his face. He was having a moment. His brain was coming back up to its more normal rate of speed. His eyelids had returned to blinking at their customary rhythm and breathing steadied. Soon he began to feel it was impolite of him to be keeping to himself like this. Mustn’t forget he now shared the trailer with another.
Going to the living room, he found Uschi sitting on the sofa. Hanging on the wall space behind her was an inexpensive reproduction of the theatrical poster for the original Humanoids from the Deep. Every home deserved a little Doug McClure coolness to it. Uschi had the remote control in hand and kept her eyes on the television. Playing in the VCR was his copy of Krull.
Fuck yeah Krull was a great movie, assuredly one of the premiere fantasy films of the 1980s. The Beastmaster was passably okay. Excalibur tried too much to be Shakespearean and important. Deathstalker was just dumb and ass numbing dull. Same for Ator: The Fighting Eagle. Sure, The Sword and the Sorcerer had its occasional moments, but its star was that goofy pretty boy who played TV’s Matt Houston, and that was just an unforgivable sin. Hawk the Slayer could make your eyes bleed. Heavy Metal and Fire and Ice were great, but cartoons, so it really wasn’t fair to count them. Ladyhawke was cool—if you were a twelve-year-old girl. Not enough Frank Langella to save Masters of the Universe and the Ray Harryhausen stop motion magic not enough to overcome the incredible suck quality of Harry Hamlin in Clash of the Titans. Willow was near as loveable as a stillbirth was. Conan the Barbarian truly had its fair share of epic scenes, but it in many key ways strayed too far from the original Robert E. Howard source material and that crippled it too much to be labeled great. Legend was for weirdoes and Scientologist. Only Krull was perfection.
And Dragonslayer. Can’t forget that one. It was ’80s fantasy greatness, too. Peter MacNichol was the tits in that thing.
“I love the fuck out of this movie,” she said. Somehow she was aware without ever looking away from the flickering screen that Denny was now in the room and standing off to the side of her, silently watching her. The dead girl had some voice to her. It was all bubbly, giggly late ’50s or early ’60s Hollywood sex kitten. Denny loved it. Made him feel like he was dating Joy Harmon or Joi Lansing. “Dude, this cyclops boy we got in this show—his name is Rell and carries one big ass trident—let me tell you, he’s got his act together good and proper in ways mere simple folk like me and you can’t even begin to understand.”
There she was. She really did exist. Weren’t no desperate fantasy produced from a sad and lonely imagination. His one and only zombie love. He just had his dick inside her, and she seemed to enjoy it quite a lot. Ah man, can it possibly get any more wonderful than this?
“Come over here, lover. Sit next to me. I like having you near.”
Denny obeyed, but apparently Uschi didn’t approve of the distance he put between them on the sofa, because the second he settled, she scooted herself over real close, knees touching and her head coming to rest on his shoulder. They remained that way through the remainder of the movie. Both of them wishing they owned a Glaive and thinking on all the cool business they could do with such a styling weapon. They even managed to get a touch emotional when the brave and noble Rell came riding to the rescue and sacrificed his life to aid his friends.
Show over and the videocassette tape rewinding, Denny announced he was hungry and asked if Uschi cared to join him for dinner.
“You know, like, maybe on a date?”
“I could eat,” she said, coming up off the couch. “But before we hightail it on out of here, how about I go ahead and give you the gift of a righteously fine titty fuck?”
She didn’t even manage to get the magic words “titty fuck” entirely from her mouth before Denny’s tool in his underwear was already becoming hard. He craned his head back to look up into her Berni Wrightson illustrated face. “I … ah, I believe I could tolerate a something such as that, sure.”
Uschi went down on her knees to position herself between his legs. Denny hustled to get his manhood out as fast as humanly possible. He was swollen big and stiff, eager to erupt. She spat egg yolk yellowy saliva in her hand a couple of times to collect enough to lube herself up with. She cupped her green tits and mashed them together, elbows out and arms folded in like chicken wings, and accepted Denny into her everything’s bigger in Texas cleavage. Looked like she swallowed him whole, it was so deep in there. Uschi pumped Denny, and when the end was at hand she offered to allow him to cum on her face. He declined, believing a something like that was porn film tacky and maybe even a share degrading to women. A simple, classic protein pearl necklace job was fine for Denny Gleeth.
They made their way to the Dairy Queen not long after that endeavor was concluded. During the ride they sang along with the Scandal hit “The Warrior” playing on the El Camino’s radio. Every time Patty Smyth went “Bang! Bang!” Uschi and Denny would make six shooter pistols out of their hands and shoot them off over their heads. A great time was had.
A breeze blew through the parking lot, summer warm and stinking of the trash Dumpster behind the place, serpentine twisting and turning as it moved through the pitch dark shadowy spaces between trucks and cars and stirring up the stray bits of litter about. A flattened and tire treads imprinted plastic nachos bowl, thick with congealed cheese, fashioned an ugly husking sound as it scraped the asphalt and came toward Denny as determined as if it had ideas of attacking him. He deftly avoided it and opened the door to his car and climbed in behind the steering wheel.
“Hell, you weren’t gone long at all.” Uschi had in his absence removed her seatbelt and rolled the windows down. She was wearing a direct from the Fredrick’s of Hollywood catalog a waist-length cotton candy pink baby doll nightie that hung off the points of her magnum chest like a theater curtain. Before leaving home she’d cleaned herself of Denny’s bodily fluids and freshened up her makeup. She was looking relaxed and comfortable, just taking it easy, and leaning back in the seat and an arm resting outside the window.
Dangling from the rearview mirror was a classy foam rubber shrunken head and glued to the top of the dashboard a Kenner original Chewbacca action figure, complete with a tiny crossbow blaster rifle in his hands. In the lower right corner of the rear windshield was a sun-faded decal of one of those sexy Coop devil girls, voluptuous and brandishing a sexually aggressive smirk.
“Yeah, they’re pretty good here about quick service,” Denny said. “Listen, I hope you don’t mind, but I just went ahead and got you the same thing I got for myself.” He reached into the bags and handed her food to her. He made sure to also give her plenty of the paper napkins the waitress had thoughtfully provided them. “That’s a double meat cheeseburger with mustard, large order of onion rings, and a large Dr Pepper. You said whatever I wanted to give you was fine. Is that fine? I didn’t let you down, did I? Sorry if I did. I can go back and get you something else if you prefer. I swear I don’t mind doing so. Tacos. How about some tacos? They make a pretty ninja killing cool taco here. Would you like that? The hot sauce, truth be told, they give you in them little squeeze packets ain’t particularly the best. Tepid and not spicy enough for my tastes. I’m a Pace picante sauce man myself. But the tacos are quality enough to go without the sauce and your mouth won’t feel like it’s missing a thing. Man, why didn’t I for once in my life think and get you tacos. Honey, I’m so sorry. I’ve gone and disappointed you.”
“That’s okay. Honest. I’m more than happy with what you’ve brought me. No need to go apeshit. You don’t need to be so eager to please me. I’m delighted already with the way things are and I don’t anticipate them taking a turn for the worse any time soon, best thing.”
Best thing was her pet name for Denny. Not sugar pie or honey darling or baby love. Uschi called him best thing. He’d asked why that particular term of endearment, and she didn’t miss a beat and smiled right at him big and butter pecan ice cream sweet and told him, “Because it’s what you are. You’re the best thing to ever happen to me. That’s you—my best thing.”
He’d never heard a woman talk like that about him before. What a spectacular creature this Uschi was. Beautiful, vivacious, sex skilled as quality as any five grand for the whole night Dallas whore. However, this rationalizing and conversing in full and coherent sentences was off putting. Certainly not what George A. Romero had prepared him for. This was an extra feature Denny had no recollection of requesting the devil install in her. Never for a moment did he think he would receive a lovely walking dead companion he could hold long and meaningful conversations with.
Not that Denny was all that accustomed to long, meaningful chitchat with anyone. Especially a girl.
“Made her a feisty bitch. Gave her plenty of personality.”
That was what Satan in the microwave warned only moments before he cut out. Was this what the devil meant? She certainly was feisty when it came to the lovemaking. And talking like she did sure was a strong indicator for plenty of personality. Or could be it was her brain and the special ingredients that went into its construction that gave her the gift of dialogue?
Oh well, Denny figured, don’t be looking a gift horse too thoroughly in the mouth. He was getting a kick out of Uschi just the way she was. Yep, it was decided, personality was a good thing in a Satanic homemade zombie girlfriend.
Uschi indulged in a diminutive, ladylike bite of her cheeseburger, chewed slowly, lips pinched tight together, swallowed, and immediately came to the conclusion that this alone weren’t going to get the job done. “Needs more seasoning.”
Denny had an onion ring halfway to his mouth when he stopped and said, “I brought some ketchup.”
“’Fraid that won’t have the kick I’m yearning for, either. You know, while you were gone I happened to have my head out the window for a moment and caught a whiff of a certain something I think is exactly what my burger is missing.” She set her food on the dashboard and then opened the door. “Be back in a flash.”
“What? Where are you going?”
Two spaces away from the El Camino was a parked dark 1979 Chevrolet Celebrity—that’s where Uschi was going. She got along in a quick Little Annie Fanny hop that caused all the sweet parts on her to bounce and sway in the sexiest ways imaginable. Her buoyant ultra platinum hair fanned out around her liberated from a graveyard face as four-inch-high platform shoes clomped on the pavement like a trotting horse’s hooves. Uschi reached into the Celebrity’s left rear tire’s wheel well. She grinned from ear to ear when she found what she was questing for, tugged until it came loose, and held it close to her as she hustled to return to the car.
“Don’t worry,” she said when spotting the reaction on Denny’s face to what she had brought back with her. “I’m fairly halfass confident I know what I’m doing.”
What Uschi carried in her hands was a big ol’ chunk of soggy roadkill. The late remains of an armadillo, to be precise on the subject. At least the ass end of an armadillo, everything on the poor little shell wearing critter from the mid thorax on up having been reduced to a gooey jelly substance that must’ve left a considerably vile stain behind on the road when the speeding Celeb’s wheel squashed it. Stringy loops of intestines were forced through its dilated asshole. The solid tail end had gotten stuck between the treads strong enough to be lifted up into the wheel well, where it became firmly lodged in there. Couldn’t have been any more than a day dead. The odor it produced and filled the cab with was positively savage. The soft underbelly was showing signs of trapped gas bloat and covered in a coat of coarse, springy hairs the color of mildewed bales of hay.
Uschi picked out the gravel from the armadillo’s squished portion, and Denny started to get an idea of where this was going.
He put his own dinner aside. “You look like you might need help. Let me hold your cheeseburger open for you.”
“Well, looky there, you’re about as handy as pockets on a shirt. It does my heart good to see chivalry is not dead in Texas.”
Uschi plunged her hand inside the dead animal. She went deep because she figured that’s where the best stuff was hiding. The putrid mass she scooped out she liberally smeared over the lathered in mustard surface of her cheeseburger’s meat patties. When Uschi finished at that, Denny put the top bun back in place. There was a juicy sound as he tried to mash it all down to a reasonable dimension to accommodate his girlfriend’s mouth.
She began with another dainty taste test nibble, and then, after determining she had a winner, went wild hair up the ass devouring it in huge hungry shark chomps.
“Oh yeah,” she enthusiastically ejaculated around a full mouth. “That’s paradise between two slices of bread right there. Remember, best thing, when I happened to have my hand up in your ass? That shit from you I sucked off of my fingers was extras-special good tasting. I don’t know, maybe the Miracle Whip helped it along, but either way it sure was delicious. Good enough to have come from the Bluebell ice cream people. I didn’t think I’d ever come across anything that’d ever taste that super again. As a matter of fact, I’ve been thinking about asking a favor of you next time you happen to need to take a seat on a toilet. It’s a Cleveland steamer sort of talk I want to have with you. But that’s a matter we can discuss another time. Well, guess what? We got us a new champion in taste. I’m almost having me a sexual experience with this armadillo secret sauce. It’s that tasty on a cheeseburger. Hope you don’t mind me saying so. That doesn’t make you down on yourself, does it? Your shit’s still quality. That isn’t changing, best thing. But what I got here I got to call it like it is.”
“That’s okay. Say what you feel. I don’t mind. I can be surprisingly thick skinned when it comes to criticism on the taste of my crap. Glad you found something you like so well.”
They ate their dinner in silence for the next few minutes, until Uschi decided she didn’t care for the dull vacuum that was forming between them and made a play to get a bit of small talk action going on.
“So, what’s your favorite kaiju movie?”
Denny gave his living dead girlfriend a stare. Kaiju? That’s no average word. It was Japanese; translated to English it meant something like “mysterious beast.” This was what Japanese giant monster movies are often called in their native homeland. But here in America, it’s a term about as common as a chicken with an in-depth knowledge of the novels of Dan Jenkins. Only hardcore occidental fans, like Denny, ever used the word.
“Guess, uh, I’ve got to say Mothra is my current fave. Tiny women and good giant worms’ activity in that one.”
“Really, you like it that much?” said Uschi. “Personally, I didn’t feel Godzilla came off too well in that one. He seemed to me like a pussy, a real pushover, gets beat way too easy by the big butterfly. That’s not His Royal Majesty, the King of all monsters, we know and love.
“The X from Outer Space—now that’s the one that gets me wet in my womanly zone. The big bad in it, Guilala, he’s a living apocalypse from beyond our solar system that looks a serviceable amount like a cross between a plucked lizard-chicken hybrid critter and a 1970’s era official Joe Namath popcorn popping machine. And he destroys Tokyo real good.”
Weirdness piled upon weirdness.
“When did you see it?” he asked her. He kept his voice even and face impassive.
“Excuse me?”
“The X from Outer Space. Or any Godzilla movie. When did you see them? How could you have seen them? How do you know what kaiju means? How to work a VCR? Where I keep the Miracle Whip in my refrigerator and that it will make a passable asshole lubricant? Uschi, you’re less than four hours old. It shouldn’t be possible for you to know these things. But somehow you do.”
Uschi gave Denny a no big deal shrug of the shoulders. “I don’t know. That’s just the way it is. I mean, why are some people born left-handed and others right? Why do Peter Fonda and Susan George have to be killed by the train at the end of Dirty Mary Crazy Larry? Maybe some things just need to go about their own business in their own way in this world unexplained. I say go with the flow, baby.”
There was solid logic to her words.
“Yeah, I suppose you’re right. Maybe I’m over analyzing the situation. I shouldn’t be trying to make logic a top priority in any of this. Love and hot romance aren’t supposed to be all logical. What else can you tell me about yourself?”
“All sorts of amazing shit. Ask away.”
“Well, you got a favorite song?”
“Sure do. ‘Blitzkrieg Bop’ from the Ramones.”
“Conan or Tarzan—who’s the better?”
Uschi didn’t need so much as second to have an answer for that one. “Neither. I’ll take Karl Edward Wagner’s Kane any time of the day, month or year over those two losers. The late and great Karl Edward kicked much ass with his dark and somber heroic fantasy writing.”
“Got a favorite western?”
“McKenna’s Gold. Ted Cassidy and Julie Newmar make damn good evil Apaches.”
“Do you like comic books?”
“Eh, some. I’m not too big on any superhero junk, truthfully. The Tomb of Dracula is a classic I can very much appreciate. And Garth Ennis’s Preacher is near perfect enough. And I prefer Steve Gerber’s Man-Thing’s stories over Alan Moore’s run on Swamp Thing. Jonah Hex and Rom: Space Knight are cool, too.”
“Bela Lugosi or Boris Karloff?”
“Boris all the way, best thing. He’s a sweetie and I think one of the most underrated actors from the golden age of Hollywood.”
“Democrat or Republican?”
“Proud independent.”
“Best quote from a Russ Meyer movie?”
“’Because I’m the ballsiest cat you ever met.’”
“Your opinion on Bruce Campbell?”
“He’s okay. Maybe a bit too much overrated. Personally, I prefer Jeffrey Combs or Ian McCulloch. Ian McCulloch doesn’t get enough love in the horror community to suit me. The man was all class act in Alien Contamination.”
“Does it hurt being a zombie?”
“Nope, I feel perfectly fine. In fact, better than fine. I’m strong and big-tittied powerful.” And here she began to shimmy her shoulders and get her large breasts to swaying and quaking and noisily gurgling like water balloons set to bouncing on a trampoline. “I feel super potent and ready for whatever type of challenge that might get tossed my way. The fact I’m made of spoiled choice cuts of dead people meat doesn’t mean dog food fuck to me. I feel like I could get in a fistfight with Jesus Christ and kick his ass.”
Pondering what question to ask next, Denny happened to turn away and look out onto the parking lot. He chewed on the end of the drinking straw impaled through the plastic lid on his Dr Pepper and watched as a couple stepped out of the Dairy Queen and started walking to their car. He was compelled to pay attention to them.
Nothing special about them, just a man and a woman. Both pretty fairly ugly and dressed by Wal-Mart. The man was balding and fat, his belly hanging low over his belt like raw biscuit dough seeping through the split in a ruptured Pillsbury tube. He looked like the type with no education after high school and was trapped working long and hard at a job that didn’t pay well enough to keep his family afloat on his one paycheck. The woman was frizzy-haired and short and squat and had an Alfred Hitchcock double chin flabby wattle. Denny figured her for a school cafeteria lunch lady.
They behaved like a couple that had been together for a good while now. They were relaxed and enjoying one another’s company, talking and laughing and holding each other close. She had her hand behind him and tucked in snug into one of the seat pockets of his blue jeans, cupping an ass cheek.
They were in love. It was obvious to see.
Every once in a while Denny would run across something like this. People in love. He’d see it between a man and a woman when he’d go alone to the movies or was pushing a shopping cart while shopping for his groceries. Did they know how lucky they were? Really, were they ever truly aware of how blessed the pair of them was that in this entire cruel and cold world they were able to connect with an actual fellow human being who didn’t find them utterly horrible and disgusting? Did they have any idea how horse piss in your lemonade terrible it was to have to go through life always alone? Probably not, no. The fucking world was overrunning with lucky assholes. Most folks weren’t as miserable and as big a failure as Denny was.
Whenever he would see love in action it would start an envious Denny to wondering what would it be like to be one of them, in love and that love reciprocated?
His hand went out and blindly found his Uschi’s leg. He began to affectionately stroke her thigh.
Actually, he didn’t have to wonder anymore. Here it was. True love with his idea of the ultimate example of femininity. There was no need any longer for jealousy or searing heartache or only hollow fantasies of going out on a date or shame that out of everyone on Earth only he was unable to find somebody. The real deal was sitting beside him. It was finally okay to put his worries and fears of being condemned to a life forever all to himself aside.
The couple had crossed the parking lot and were now arriving at their pickup truck—an old but dependable Dodge Ranger XLT with a rusted over hood and a collection of proud to be an American bumper stickers. They separated, him making his way to the driver’s side door and her remaining by the tailgate and waiting for him to climb inside the cab and unlock the passenger side door for her.
Denny couldn’t help but smile. All of a sudden the envy and anger he’d typically hold for a pair like this was washed away, and he seemed to instead develop a feeling of kinship with them. It felt nice seeing a fellow pair of lovers. He was now at last a member of the club.
Eyes keeping on the couple, he had one last question he cared to ask Uschi. “You really do love me, yes?”
Her cheeseburger and roadkill eaten, Uschi looked up from her onion rings seasoned with rancid armadillo scraps. First she used a wad of paper napkins to clean her hands as best she could manage, chewed her mouthful of food, swallowed, then ran her dead fingers through the hairs along the back of Denny’s neck. This provoked Denny to turn his face towards her. Uschi stared unblinkingly into his eyes, and her soured milk white glazed over cadaver eyes pierced his great big dull baby blues. She spoke with a clear, authoritative tone that was confident it would be understood to the very last detail.
“Forever and ever I will love you with all that I got, Denny. That’s a guaranteed promise from me to you.”
She truly meant that. Ninja killing cool. A splendidly warm, comforted sensation went through Denny, and he felt the compulsion to say something in response to such a powerful statement. He didn’t put any thought into his words, instead just made it up as he went along, allowing it all to originate straight from his heart. “When I die my soul is going to go straight to hell, where it will burn and be tormented for all of eternity. That’s concrete, a fact that can not be changed. But I don’t care. I honestly don’t. It’s a price I’m more than happy to pay for the chance to love a glorious woman like you, Uschi. Thank you. Thank you for coming into my world and making it for the first time ever worthwhile.”
They kissed. Their mouths joined together perfectly.
After Uschi returned to enjoying her onion rings, Denny was curious to check in with the parking lot lovebirds. He turned his head and looked to them again. The man was now behind the steering wheel, door still open and cab’s light on, leaning over the seat and fingers reaching for the passenger door’s lock knob. The woman continued to hold her ground back by the tailgate.
And then came the attack.
The attacker moved unnaturally fast. Fast enough to fool the naked eyeball. He was only this dark figure, an indistinct man-shape blur, coming out of the shadows between the parked cars at seemingly the speed of a bullet exiting the barrel of a .22 rifle. One second there was nothing but a frizzy-haired fat gal standing by her lonesome at the rear of a pickup, and in the very next instant there was this man who materialized from out of the night itself and was taking a mean-spirited hold of her by the shoulders.
With a whip-like fluidness to his motions, he swung a leg out and tripped her legs out from under her, dropping her with equal parts neat and brutal efficiency to her ass. Too stunned by the unexpected suddenness of it to cry out or react in any fashion in these few initial moments of the assault, the woman was wholeheartedly his to do with as he wished.
Denny’s mouth fell agape and he was jolted where he sat. What, did he just actually see that? “Fucked by a Trekkie at a Babylon 5 convention …”
Her man in the pickup truck was on the ball. He saw what was going down and was quick to respond. In a New York minute he was unhesitatingly coming to save her. He charged the man mistreating his lady, the fatty parts on him jiggling as he was in action, the look to his pie round red face a mixed expression of worry, concern and rage, and when reaching the attacker he was assaulted with a straight-arm chop. The arm lashed out as if it was spring-loaded and the knife-edge side of the hand went under the chin and struck hard against the windpipe. Denny saw it as almost a John Saxon as Roper in Enter the Dragon quality karate man move.
There was a chicken’s neck getting wrung crunchy-crack of a report that reverberated throughout the DQ parking lot. This was a larynx crusher of a hit that made oxygen to the lungs a luxury never more to be indulged in and dropped the man down ass over tits. He clutched at his throat and fought a loosing battle for breath, feeble, convulsing and helpless. He died in agony.
That’s the way to do it. An orderly, clean, hassle-free murder.
That business accomplished, the attacker returned his attention full on once again to her. He wanted something to do with her throat. He forced her head back, leaving the neck exposed and vulnerable, and bent at the knees to put his face in close to her throat. His movements carried the same lethal smooth characteristics of a born predator readying to deliver the killing stroke to its defenseless prey.
Denny watched on in wide-eyed astonishment. Holy Zontar shit. Those were people in love. How dare that quick on the move dickhead think he could spoil their happiness. Those two out there, they were Denny’s people. People just like him and Uschi. Don’t fuck with his people.
Adrenaline kicked in high gear and adopted a plan to take no prisoners. Denny’s eyes narrowed to a hateful squint as he could feel the rushing blood fill his face. He commenced to snorting through his nostrils like an aggravated bull. The muscles through his chest, shoulders and neck swelled and bunched to the best of their puny limits. Denny’s natural instinct for cowardice was forgotten in the face of such an atrocity to romance.
A decision was made.
A hero was needed.
He was about to get his ass in gear and do what he thought he would never do.
“Son of a bitch must pay!”
Get a weapon.
He reached between his legs and under the seat and got hold of the tire iron kept down there. Its touch was cold and unfamiliar on his soft and uncallused palm.
Get over there and teach that cum stain on the bedsheets of life that love and romance don’t have to tolerate any shitty behavior like that. Hurry! Hustle! Move like the motherfucking wind!
He shoved his door open and bolted at his top speed, breaking into a run when clear of the El Camino. The tire iron was a reassuring heft in his fist. The attack was taking place more or less at the center of the lot, a few more than a dozen parking spaces down form where his El Camino was parked. This was the greatest distance Denny had run since sixth grade PE. He was laboring for air and sweating like a whore in church before he was even halfway to his destination.
The attacker remained ignorant of Denny’s approach. Still hunched far over the woman, paying attention only to her throat. Strange since the noise of Denny’s Converse All Stars pounding the asphalt and his huffing and puffing for the sake of his burning lungs was as loud as firecrackers going off in a tin soup can. Something about that throat must really be the end all interesting.
Thought was now absent from Denny Gleeth’s head. A blinding neon red rage was all that was going on behind his eyes. He felt macho and testosterone-fueled powerful. A true man.
He came in from behind, raising his arm back across his chest and the tire iron going over his shoulder, and then swinging at the attacker in a backhanded motion. Tire iron loving connected full on across the rear half of the skull, directly behind an ear. The sound of the hit was satisfying and dense, like a hammer coming down hard on a big slab of granite. The impact vibration that passed through the tire iron and traveled up his arm left Denny grinning from ear to ear and feeling like he was The Man for once in his existence.
Hot damn, he did something good.
The attacker made this brief grunt of a cry at the moment he was struck—more like reluctantly acknowledging a mild annoyance rather than a legitimate reaction to any severe head trauma. He wobbled there for a second, all hunched forward over the woman, putting a little effort and repositioning of his weight to work to keep his balance. Then he lazily stood up straight and tall, turned to confront Denny.
“Well, hello to you, too, sunshine,” he said matter-of-I-shit-you-not-factly. He had the type of slow and drawling cadence to his voice that made a person think of an unhealthy appreciation for that fine American John Wayne, a love for music with a shitload too much steel guitar twang to it, tattoos of the Confederate flag on his hairy and farmer’s tanned hide, shotgun shells rolling free on the floorboard of a pickup truck, yelling out “Whoa, bitch!” each time he went down on the brake pedal to his truck when coming to a red light or stop sign, and one of the more vocal Texans demanding Ozzy Osbourne be strung up by his nuts and let the birds peck out his eyes after learning he had gone and taken a big ol’ steaming piss on the side of the Alamo. Outlaw peckerwood country boy bubba and proud as fuck about it.
Denny was not The Man. The neon red rage in his brain went dark. His grin died as quick as an ant crawling along a tabletop and content in its own little world getting crushed to smelly mush under a descending thumb.
“What are you, boy, one of them short bus riding retards they let wash dishes here at this dump?” he asked Denny. “I bet they pay you in all the french fries you can fish out of the trash and gum you can find stuck under the tables. Goddamn. Is that you? That what you are, boy?”
The attacker was this goat roper cowboy. Tall and rail thin drink of water. Got straight red hair oiled and parted down the center of his scalp like the way Larry Storch wore his on the old TV show F-Troop. Freckle-faced, his complexion was as pale as a blood and other juices long settled to the bottom cadaver resting on a morgue table. Eyes were simmering with a cocky mean disposition that promised bad times ahead for any one or thing who should happen to find themselves on this good ol’ boy’s shit list. He was dressed in a pearl snap buttons western cut shirt with the sleeves raggedly torn away and showing off girlishly slender broomstick narrow arms, tight fitting blue jeans that told the world which side his dong was partial to lean to (the left), and the belt buckle he had on him was fancy enough to suit a rodeo star and as big around as a hotel’s ashtray. His can of Copenhagen snuff kept in his jean’s seat pocket had left a permanent ring imprint in the denim. The boots on him looked brand new, a pair of oily clean Tony Lama snakeskins. On the outside of his right forearm was this tattoo that stated in clean, simple font ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA.
Call him Li’l Bocephus.
The large and goofy from ear to ear smile Li’l Bocephus gave Denny could only be described as inbred bright. This here was the sort of car wash built on a dirt road swift thinking bubba who would find substituting shit rag for toilet paper when writing out his weekend grocery shopping list the height of sophisticated wit. He licked at his lips, a feral act in the fashion he went about it, and absently scratched his balls. His lips had a purplish, drinking too much grape soda pop tint to them. There was a distinct Eddie Munster lupine pointed tip to his ears and a fine, full pelt of reddish-brown fur covering them. His mouth was open wide and beyond those discolored lips were all so many fangs. Yes, fangs—narrow and ending in needle points, stained first piss of the morning yellow; they jutted crookedly out of the blue gums and were cobwebby between many of them with fat and glistening yarns of gooey spit. A long tongue, black and warts spotted, was sighted slithering around in there.
Denny next managed to notice the woman, down on her butt and head remaining cocked back. She was in some serious deep-fried bad shit. Her throat having been savaged, deeply bitten into, the multiple fang punctures like the honeycomb holes along the surface of a yellowjackets’ nest. The carotid artery was compromised and a Shogun Assassin hose spray of an enormous volume of dark arterial blood spewed out as much as two feet into the air. It splattered the truck’s bumper and tailgate and collected in puddles on the parking lot; the sounds of the violent release a high-pitched gurgling squeal. More blood gushed and caused a lobster bib cascade down the front of her. She bled out toot-sweet quick, the red fountain that was her neck soon diminishing to a steady trickle, then a few spurts, followed by a weak dribble, and finally ending on a collection of bubbly wet fart disturbances before the tap was completely dry.
The light in her eyes Denny watched grow ever more dim. When it vanished completely he knew for sure the life in her was depleted. The lifeless body then leaned over and fell awkwardly onto its side, slapped the gore painted blacktop with a bit of a splash.
Denny had devoted a lifetime to watching horror motion pictures and knew instantly what this bullshit was all about. The redneck with all the teeth was coming straight from Chris Lee and Frank Langella country. Vampire.
Li’l Bocephus spat a brown stream of tobacco juice, loud and wet like a small breed of dog struggling with diaherra trouble. “What you got there in your hand, a tire iron?” The shitkicker bravado to his voice was as loveable as third degree burns covering ninety percent of the body.
High overhead one of those massive 747 jets out of D/FW Airport rumbled as it flew above Vestron, off to parts unknown and loaded with folks having a far better time with their lives right then than what Denny currently had going on way, way down here. Crickets were chirping somewhere off in the darkness.
“Answer me.”
“Yes.” Denny visibly trembled where he stood. He could feel the cheeseburger and onion rings in his belly turn sour and acidic. He tried to swallow but was unable to, his dry throat feeling as if it were filled with thumbtacks.
“Wrong, retard, that ain’t any tire iron. What you got there is a butt plug. The world’s finest butt plug, in fact. This is a butt plug of great and terrible infamy. Here, let me demonstrate on you and your kind to volunteer for me ass just what makes this here butt plug so special.”
Li’l Bocephus’s hand shot out and snatched the tire iron away from Denny. It was just that simple a feat for him to accomplish. His quickness and strength too much for Denny to counter. Denny was left feeling like a small child having his favorite toy abruptly taken from him by an adult.
“Now, don’t go and panic none on me—this is only going to hurt you like a vengeful motherfucker for the short remainder of your life.”
The blood-dripping tailgate to the parking lot lovers’ pickup truck was dropped with a noisome metallic thunk. Denny was grabbed by the scruff of his neck and bent over it. His face was pressed against the rough and dirty metal.
Unbuckling his belt and opening his jeans was never bothered with. Li’l Bocephus simply took hold along one belt loop at the hip area and continued yanking until they were down past Denny’s buttocks. The revealed ass was hopelessly Caucasian, flat and lacking any definition, as white as an uncooked flour tortilla. The medical odor of hemorrhoid cream was released and obvious. Li’l Bocephus permitted the tip of the tire iron to drag over one cheek, drawing a stinging red welt into the skin. So cold and unforgivingly hard.
It seemed like being the victim was bred into Denny Gleeth’s bones. He never protested, never struggled or tried to fight back. He was too scared to do anything. It was high school all over again, and the tough, bigger kids in his third period remedial math class had him cornered behind the gymnasium with nothing to hide behind but his digital Return of the Jedi wristwatch and a copy of an Alan Dean Foster sci-fi paperback.
The vampire leaned in close to Denny’s ear. “Look at you, retard. I know your kind.” His cold as a November morning breath was an absolute abomination, like the stench produced from a backed up septic tank inside a charnel house, and it went over the side of Denny’s face thick as wet paint and seemingly clogging the pores. “Got yourself full of piss and vinegar and puffed up with a sense of courage you never really had to begin with and thinking you can make a difference in the world. Come to save the poor little lady. Ignorant shitball. You’ve been reading too many Batman funny books. All you succeeded in doing was interrupting my supper. And why you wanna do something like that? Don’t you think I have as much right to eat as the next guy, huh? You ain’t got the common sense the Good Lord took the time and effort to give to some dog that spends all day licking its hairy black balls. You must be eager to die, the way you came running up and took a shot on my noggin. Hey now, you in luck—you done come upon the one super tough hombre of the night more than happy to oblige a fuck up such as yourself. I am gonna kill you, bug-eyes retardo. But before I go to work on that voodoo I do so well, I’m going to make sure you’re good and properly vicious nasty humiliated before you get to leave this world. I’m gonna break your spirit like it was made of Legos. Get ready for a pain biblically severe.”
The tire iron’s tip then altered direction, now directly headed for the asshole.
“Get ready to beg me for the sweet relief of death. Never gone and killed me a retard before. Ooo, it’s got me all excited and such. Goddamn, it is opportunities such as this that truly make America the greatest country in the world.”
Denny scrunched his eyes shut and whimpered. The tire iron commenced to invade the cleft of his buttocks. Penetration was now only a second away.
Not twice in one night.
The fist came out of seemingly nowhere and smashed into the side of Li’l Bocephus. It was low on his midsection, between the bottom rib and hip joint and behind the stomach. A sucker punch operating on rocket fuel.
“Sumbitch,” a stunned Li’l Bocephus wheezed as the might of the blow folded him over and sent him off balance and stumbling backwards away from the truck on the heels of his cowboy boots. His hand loosened and fingers uncoiled; the tire iron, glowing in a greasy sheen made from the harsh glare of the sodium vapor lighting, fell to the parking lot with an off-tune heavy clang. Li’l Bocephus bounced off the bumper of a Ford Taurus located three spaces away from the handicap parking Dairy Queen provided for the physically unfortunate and landed less than gracefully in a shallow puddle of oily rainwater. He settled there like something newly dead.
“I don’t appreciate you putting your hands on my boyfriend,” said Uschi. She puckered her lips around the straw in her Dr Pepper and sucked in a mouthful. “Hey, best thing, you think maybe next time I could try a Sprite? I got me a feeling that may be more my kind of drink.”
She saved me, Denny thought. She came over here and actually helped me. Nobody’s ever done that for me before.
“Baby, you can have whatever the fuck your heart desires.”
Li’l Bocephus sat up, water running off his face and messed all to fuck hair down over his eyes. “Sheep shit and cherry seeds,” he grimly commented. “I ain’t been turd walloped like that in a coon’s age.” His attention went to the gal who’d given him the mother of all body shots, watching her standing there at the pickup’s tailgate protectively close to the little retardo with the big, buggy eyeballs, all sassy and full of herself.
Basic heterosexual male instinct drove his eyes first and foremost to her knockers. My God Almighty, they were certainly a pair taken to heroic proportions. They were pert near bigger than the house Li’l Bocephus grew up in. He imagined if he were to pick one of them up waterbugs would come crawling out from under it. He next noted she weren’t wearing any panties. That was nice of her. He couldn’t ignore the perfect view he was being treated to of her pussy. Funny thing. Why did she have David Letterman’s goofy face carved into her pubes? Man, that’s ignorant. Her skin pigment was as green as a fresh picked booger from a nostril and barbed wire kept her held together like she was some kind of fleshy quilt. Her face was as repulsive as tattoos on a fat chick.
Li’l Bocephus had in his time watched and appreciated enough ’70s and ’80s movies on late night cable TV to know what he was being confronted with here. Titty bitch done been zombiefied.
He said to her, “I’m gonna go out on a limb here and say your unique looking ass ain’t originally from around these parts.”
Stupid thing to say. Stupid to waste a single word or ounce of communicative effort on this buttaface walking dead abomination. Sometimes that motor connected to Li’l Bocephus’s mouth just didn’t seem to come with an OFF switch. The annoyingly lingering traces of humanity inside him were responsible for this foolish act. It compelled him to say something, say anything. A human being was forever eager and hopeful to resolve a hostile predicament with wordplay. The realization he had just done such an asshole thing—had fallen back like that on a disgusting pussy-ass weak human natural reaction—left Li’l Bocephus angry and ashamed with himself. When was he going to outgrow such bad habits? He was not a man. He was a thing. A monster. A killer of men. Act that way, you little bitch.
Uschi held out her sucker punching hand and proudly showed Li’l Bocephus what she held in it. The object was dog turd brown, smaller than a tennis ball, shaped similar to a teardrop, and glistening wet. For some disturbing reason the sight of it set of the warning bells between Li’l Bocephus’s ears.
Around about then was when he also happened to finally put some attention on the fact he was feeling particularly off there where she had hit him. Didn’t feel like anything he would normally associate with a routine beating. A swelling concern moving through him, he looked down at himself to investigate.
Ah shit, bitch ruined his lucky official Larry Mahan shirt. She’d gone and put a heartbreakingly decent-sized tear in it; somehow had managed to bloody him up real fine, too.
Wait a minute. Hello? That blood should seriously not be there. He didn’t even come close to spilling a drop of the ol’ red stuff when he was working on the fat girl. Li’l Bocephus may be many things—murderer, borderline illiterate, despoiler of female virtue, bigot, hater of cats and dogs, crier like a baby the day he learned CBS had canceled Gunsmoke—but a sloppy eater was not one of them. And it appeared the dead woman with the roomful of bazooms didn’t have any gore on her she could’ve smeared over him. Well then where the fuck was it coming from, huh? He raised his shirt, lower lip chewing with worry at what he might discover.
She’d gotten him real good, no trying to deny that. There was on his pale as fresh sour cream freckled belly a jagged and deep tear a number of inches away from his navel. A hole in him size sufficient enough for a videocassette tape to be inserted through. The bleeding was vigorous and bubbly, leaving a foamy head over half his lap. The interior meat exposed was raw pork pink and the thin sheet of fat bathtub rubber ducky yellow. Again he looked to the homemade zombie girlfriend. How could she have done such a thing to him? It weren’t natural, no.
“I’m fairly confident,” Uschi all rainbows and unicorns cheerfully informed, “it’s your gallbladder.” She began to lift the organ toward her mouth.
Denny was working at getting his britches back where they belonged. He was an individual who assumed he knew enough about anatomy from repeat viewings of classic Herschel Gordon Lewis splatter movies to voice an opinion. “Yeah. You’ve got the gallbladder there.”
She popped the whole thing in her mouth and hungry big dog chewed. Noxious fluids moistened her lips. She spat the gravel-like gallstones out as if they were watermelon seeds. Swallowed it all in one impressive gulp. Followed it with the last of her Dr Pepper, and then tossed the cup aside. “Mmm, not halfass bad. Almost go far enough to label it ninja killing cool tasty. Think I’ll try a bit more.”
Chesty Morgan from beyond the grave moved, coming at Li’l Bocephus with the self-confident sashaying of a stripper taking to the stage to the pounding beat of a Nashville Pussy tune and satisfied only with hundred dollar bills stuffed in her G-string. She energetically clacked her teeth together in anticipation of more.
Li’l Bocephus told himself to remember what the movies had taught him. The brain. The only way to kill a zombie was to destroy the brain. That totally sounded like a chore he could accomplish. Get with it.
Lunging up off the parking lot with all the inhuman force he had to spare, Li’l Bocephus went at the organ thieving zombie female with arms spread wide and lips skinned back from his creepy Zuni fetish doll freak teeth. His mouth was a gusher, instantly and quite profusely salivating yarns of stout drool that were wind-tossed as he was in motion to thrash and wave about the lower portion of his face like the tentacles of some animated jellyfish. His eyes were bloodlust blazing. Fast as ever, he got her down with a linebacker’s tackle before being challenged by even so much as a molecule of any resistance from her.
Moist wash rag limp, Uschi was laid out toes up over the asphalt, and Li’l Bocephus perched himself atop her. He pinned her arms to her sides by planting his knees into her bicep muscles and parked his bony ass on her buoyant breasts, which audibly sloshed as he wiggled and situated himslef into the most comfortable position he could find. Sitting there as if he were on a bean bag chair, high and mighty and lording himself over her, he clamped a hand over her mouth, putting a stop to all that obscene teeth chattering, while his other hand obliged itself to a right large fistful of hair located just in front of her head’s crown.
That bantam rooster cockiness in him refused to keep its attitude in place. “Yeah, how ’bout that?” he said. Li’l Bocephus laughed like a southern sheriff in a ’70s era blaxplotation movie, condescending and unkind. “I got you with the greatest of fucking ease. Ain’t I pure motherfucking spectacular?”
The grip that Uschi was a prisoner of was superhuman, clearly beyond any normal physical limits. She imagined these hands could with minor exertion rend through sheet metal like a sharp knife making easy work of rotten cloth. His fingernails were uncared for, the dirt under them as dark as the ink from a defensive octopus. They were long and chipped to the point they were serrated like a hacksaw’s blade, tough as the bark on a pine tree and yellow from a mature fungus infection thriving deep beneath.
He raised her head, set his hold as firm as he could make it. The plan here was to take the zombie titty bitch’s head and just bash it against the parking lot until he came upon the promised land and split her skull wide open and brains spilled out like an overturned supper bowl of soupy baked red beans. He figured half a dozen admirable hits at most should get things done.
A wise plan. A sound plan. Sinfully easy, wickedly productive, decadently doable.
Shame Li’l Bocephus never got to find out whether or not it would’ve worked.
Uschi’s mouth snapped open, defying Li’l Bocephus’s hand, and a pair of his fingers dropped inside. They dragged over her tongue, tasting of the dirt and disease under the nails. She bit down, and then all she could taste was a peculiarly spicy flesh type she found difficult not to immediately fall head over heels in love for.
Yum-yum, eatum up. This shit is quality.
Yelping, Li’l Bocephus yanked his hand back and learned his ring and pinkie fingers were MIA. “Shit, fuck, damn, Democrat.” She’d bitten them off right above the knuckles. Blood pumped from the raw and juicy stumps like transmission fluid from a punctured hose. Li’l Bocephus brought the pitiful three-fingered hand closer to his face. A muscle in his jaw spasmed, his cheek rolling and undulating as if there were nightcrawlers squirming under his face. The wet sounds of Uschi’s eating echoed in his ears.
He gave her a mean-eyed stare. “Well, at least you had the common decency to spare the pussy finger.”
Legs together, Uschi moved as if she were down on the living room floor in front of the television set working on her abdominal muscles to a Jane Fonda work out video, springing her knees up in a pistons motion and driving them mercilessly hard against the center space of Li’l Bocephus’s spine. The brutality of the impact made his head snap backwards in classic whiplash fashion, fangs making a skeletal clack when jaws slammed together, and it was a damn miracle none of his warted tongue was snipped off. He released his hold on her head of hair and was thrown off of her mammarian carriage and sent tumbling away.
Keeping it meek and really eager to get on home, a sweaty and ashen-faced Denny stood at the side of the pickup. He watched his walking dead honey rise to her feet. “Can I do anything to help?”
“Don’t think so.” Uschi took the time to give Denny a winning smile and a saucy wink of the eye. Then she was whirling around in a pirouette, the fuzzy pink cuffed hem of her nightie billowing out like a blossoming buttercup flower, turning to face Li’l Bocephus. “I got this Barnabas Collins of the rodeo circuit right where I want him. Appreciate your thinking of me, though.”
Out of the corner of his eye Denny became aware that by now this ruckus in the parking lot had attracted the attention of everyone inside the Dairy Queen. Faces of employee and customer alike were pressed to the dining area’s plate glass windows, watching, thoroughly bumfuzzled at what they were witnessing.
Zombie vs. vampire. Was this a Fangoria moment or what?
Li’l Bocephus managed to stand. “Aw man, this night ain’t treating me right at all.”
Uschi came in on Li’l Bocephus with an animal’s swiftness that totally belied her decaying walking dead statehood and shoved him back between a new model Cadillac and a late ‘70s Ford Maverick. He slammed against the driver’s side of the Mav, collision fracturing the window’s glass. Its shocks were shot and the auto rocked back and forth like a small raft afloat on a choppy lake, creaking and squeaking during the whole thing. Uschi tore his shirt open and revealed a hairless and Karen Carpenter skinny torso; the ribs under his skin stood out like the ridges on a Ruffles potato chip. Never missing a single beat, she unhesitatingly put both hands inside that nifty gallbladder wound she earlier delivered upon him.
She looked into his face, her tone of voice nefariously teasing, “Excuse me while I pig out.”
Oh momma, that sounded way too unpleasant to be comfortable with.
“No … Don’t …” Li’l Bocephus spoke as if he were gargling with warm road tar, “… please …”
She ripped him open—tissue, tough muscle and abdominal vault so easy for her zombie hands to rend asunder. A wet horizontal opening that ran in a jagged path from one end of Li’l Bocephus’s abdomen to the other. His belly button was literally torn in two. The bleeding was an absolute insane monsoon of vital fluids that went everywhere, drenching the two of them entirely under its spray and painting both the hoods of the Caddy and Maverick the shade of gore. Freed viscera spilled out and poured into Uschi’s waiting arms. Her laughter was rapturous as it all went over her. The spillage was too much for her to carry it all, and quite a bit of slimy and colorful entrails overflow splattered to the ground.
She buried her face in the armfuls and feasted. Her supper grunts and groans loud and excited and her head kept continuously twisting from side to side like an anxious dog worrying a tasty bone.
A wild howling like it was gravely past feeding time at the zoo’s monkey house erupted from Li’l Bocephus. “You get the fuck away from me! AWAY FROM MEEEEEEE!”
And he took hold of her in his arms and lifted her 44-22-36 racy physique above his head and tossed her toward the Dairy Queen, her arms emptying as she sailed off and all those delicious eats splattering wet and messy down to earth.
The Satanic homemade zombie girlfriend traveled a healthy thirty yards, bulleting through the air at a spooky clip of speed above car rooftops, her trajectory holding steady and never faltering. A swift thinking individual inside the DQ yelled “Incoming!” and people scattered like frightened squirrels as Uschi hit one of the plate glass windows. The chiming of a multitude of glass shards falling to the floor carried a surprisingly musical cacophony. She cleared the whole length of the dining area, a big-boobed flesh eater missile that entered customer service air space above the main counter area and smashed into the electric menu board suspended from the ceiling.
She next dropped to the coutertop, limp as an old tube sock, landed very near the spot where earlier Denny had paid for their cheeseburgers, and crushed under her body a pair of steak finger baskets waiting to be collected and eaten here. Side of her head connected with a corner edge of a cash register, causing the little bell inside to make a brief jing sound that shivered through the atmosphere. Hissing sparks and glass fragments from the damaged and swinging menu board showered down on Uschi’s motionless form.
Somebody took a bite from their burger and commented around the mouthful, “Goddamn. I got to tell y’all goddamn.”
“Yeah,” said Li’l Bocephus, “that ought to calm your freak ass down a fair share.”
He looked down at the pile his unspooled internals made at his feet. As a boy growing up on a working farm, Li’l Bocephus had watched a cow give birth, and the load of rank and gooey afterbirth ol’ Bessie passed along with her calf were Miss America handsome in comparison to this nastiness from within himself. Sure was a lot of it, too. He must now be hollow inside. Trash was already mixed in—he spotted a straw impaled lid from a small Coke caught in the coils of a loop of large intestine, a few crushed cigarette butts trapped here and there in the snotty slime that coated his liver, a crusty ketchup packet stuck to what he assumed was supposed to be his spleen.
“Ain’t this the shits?” Li’l Bocephus told the world and himself. He next bent forward and put his hands to work in trying to shovel himself back inside. It was like wrestling with dead eels in taffy—the shit was delighted to go everywhere but where it was supposed to go. But he managed some progress: the bowels were returned home, maybe not back in their original position inside him, but beggars can’t be choosers, they were back in there and that was good enough for the time being.
Again Denny Gleeth went against his typical nature and was compelled to become courageous.
No one manhandles my lady like that and goes unpunished.
The Maverick’s car antenna snapped off in Denny’s hand shockingly easy. There was a tacky little plastic Dallas Cowboys football helmet mounted on the end of it. Denny got rid of that. The antenna screamed like an upset white woman when he sliced at the air with it. Denny reached the ways across the hood and whipped it into Li’l Bocephus’s face, the balled tip striking the left eye. Pop! The eyeball exploded like a pinpricked balloon and sent eye jelly gunk the color of fresh pus from a lanced boil oozing down half of his face. The eyelid collapsed and puckered like a cat’s sphincter.
“MOTHER and FUCKER!”
Forgetting all else, Li’l Bocephus was quick to retreat to the center of the parking lot, entrails pouring back out of him like groceries from a shopping sack tearing open along the bottom and dragging across the ground, leaving a bright red trail in his wake. His snakeskin boots became wrapped up in them, tangling his legs, and he tripped and fell hard to his knees and elbows.
“Shitfire … I so do not deserve this.”
Meanwhile, back in the Dairy Queen, Uschi was stirring. She lifted herself off the Formica and lowered her feet to the floor. The pair of ruined steak finger baskets all down the front of her looked like a good quantity of chunky vomit and the mashed french fry dangling from the end of her nose a king-size booger. The bell ringing collision with the cash register had torn open her face along the temple, and a flap of spoiled green flesh shaped roughly like how Florida looks on a map now hung low over her eye, a patch of yellowy-white skull out there for all to look upon.
People just silently stared at Uschi, unsure exactly what to do about her.
Her mouth was still full of Li’l Bocephus, cheeks puffed out, a large, partially jellied chunk of intestine protruding past her lips. She watched the people watch her chew and finally swallow it all down. The belch she cut loose with was like a foghorn, only juicier and carrying a chemical toilet odor stout enough to water the eyes and put a bitter taste on the tongue.
Uschi raised her hands and spoke to the crowd in a reassuring tone, “Citizens, there is no need for alarm. I am made from Satan reanimated dead body parts. My shit is together in ways y’all can’t even begin to understand. Now excuse me, there is more violence I need to be committing outside.”
The crowd of Dairy Queen people couldn’t part fast enough for Uschi when she started walking toward the nearest exit, everyone’s footsteps crunchy under all the broken glass. The door’s hydraulic arm hissed as it shut behind her. She calmly walked the parking lot and approached a Nissan and tore one of its door’s clear off, its steel hinges groaning in useless protest and snapping apart like they were made of peanut brittle.
Li’l Bocephus stood up and turned himself in the direction of Denny. The look to his face was all bad attitude. There was a retarded boy he needed to slaughter. He pointed a finger at the hemorrhaging eyeball wound and coldly and levelly said, “I got to tell you, retardo, I didn’t appreciate that stunt one speck.”
And that’s when the Nissan’s door batted into him at a tremendous rate of speed and might. Put him back on the ground, spread-eagled and head bouncing off the asphalt like a dribbled basketball. He put the one eye he had to work and looked up at Uschi. Her watermelon tits were as big as ever, she was richly gore-slimed from top to bottom, and the glass pieces in her skin and slutty clothing caught the light and twinkled. Uschi blessed Li’l Bocephus with a smile; she was in desperate need of dental floss, the ample and unattractive chunks of meat and gristle lodged between teeth unavoidably obvious.
“Funny how the world operates, isn’t it?” And she discarded the car door and lowered herself to sit sidesaddle on top of Li’l Bocephus’s chest. She crossed her legs and rested joined hands on her knee. Her additional weight caused Li’l Bocephus’s unoccupied abdominal vault to sink in like a pothole on a busy residential street, and a number of ribs cracked like celery stalks. Once things finished resettling, she continued, “A new surprise seems to take you every other second. Example: You think the Miracle Whipped feces from your best thing is the absolute finest culinary delight there can be. Then cheeseburger and roadkill arrives on the scene and opens your taste buds up to a whole new perspective of greatness. There will never be any better than that. And now your extra spicy self shows up on my radar and tells me the good stuff can just keep getting better and better. Don’t try to deny it. You are one scrumptious motherfucker. I simply can’t get enough of you. I am afraid I’m going to have to eat on you until I bust.”
The little hairs along the eyebrow above Li’l Bocephus’s destroyed eye were squirrelly, tangled and going every which way. Uschi used the tip of her finger to stroke them down straight and even. She then leisurely inserted her finger inside the empty socket, eyelid freely parting for her. She swished it around in there for one complete revolution and neatly succeeded in prying her digit between the cheekbone and flesh. Uschi curled her finger like a hook and pulled back. The skin and meat on that entire side of the face from beneath the socket to all the way to the jawline ripped loose and came off the bone. Tendons popped like old fishing line. Even a quarter of the upper lip was taken, leaving behind on the mouth a cleft-palate condition. She shoved it all into her mouth and chewed under a dozen times before swallowing. His beard stubble was rough against the inside of her throat.
Uschi positively tingled in delight. Boy-howdy, that were good shit. Almost better than sex. But only almost.
Finally, Li’l Bocephus found the initiative to resist. He arched his back and bucked Uschi off of him. He next jumped up and used both hands to lift his loose intestines and organs up and sling them over his shoulder in the same fashion a fireman carries a hose. Then, spider quick, he ran some twenty feet away from the thing that was treating him like a bucket of fried chicken on Superbowl Sunday. The tail end of the viscera running down his backside was touching the ground and slithering along behind him, collecting more trash and dirt.
Distance gave him the courage to turn around and act mouthy. “This ain’t over,” he told Uschi, who was squatting down on her haunches and yet to try and pursue the bow hunting fan bloodsucker. “No, not by a long shot is this shit over with. You hear me? I’ve put my mark on you.” His one eye hunted out Denny. “And you, too, retardo. Oh, I am not about to forget you. My mark is all the fuck on you just as much. I can find y’all anywhere on the face of the earth any goddamn time I choose. And I will get y’all. But not right now. This shit is to be continued.”
And with that Li’l Bocephus went adios and was out of there. He vanished into the pitch-black shadows from whence he originated. The last of him to go his flaccid tail of guts, the darkness sucking in and swallowing it like spaghetti going down a fat man’s gullet.
Denny hustled over to Uschi and offered a hand to help her to her feet. “That was some sure as shit ultra-fine ass kicking you just did there, sugar cube. I mean, whoa, you were the Infra-Man to that boy’s Princess Dragon Mom.”
The homemade zombie girlfriend smiled at hearing the high praise from the man she loved. “Thank you kindly.”
Shell-shocked and slack-jawed faces had returned to the Dairy Queen’s windows, drinking in all the parking lot wildness. Uschi and Denny both became aware roughly at the same moment of the eyes upon them. Silently and simultaneously they turned their heads in the direction of the Peanut Gallery.
“Howdy.” And Uschi raised a hand and waved at them like they were all her good friends. “One hell of an action packed night we’re having so far, ain’t we?”
Denny recognized the waitress who’d waited on him in the crowd. She had a “What the fuck?” expression on her face that was just too much to describe.
“For the curious,” Uschi explained, “that vampire boy who just hightailed it outta here, he is the best tasting person I’ve yet to sink my teeth into. God as my witness, I am not done eating his flesh. And this fine dick-equipped boy standing next to me I can safely and confidently say is the best fuck artist to ever live. Seriously. Any girl would be mucho lucky to get diddled by him. His fuck skills are potent. Wave to the folks, best thing.”
He actually had his hand halfway raised and about to start waving before his brain caught up to the moment and advised him not to do that.
“Honey, I think it was time we get while the getting is good,” said Denny, and already inching along toward his faithful El Camino, just waiting for the okay from Uschi before breaking out in a full scale run. He had a hand in his pocket, digging for his keys.
“You sure you want to go now?”
“I’m sure. We need to go.”
“You don’t want anything else to eat? Maybe a sundae or an ice cream sandwich?”
“No. I’m full. All I want to do is leave.”
“Okay. Then let us boogie-woogie on off these premises.” One last look back at the people in the Dairy Queen. She smiled warm and friendly at them while giving a cute salute. “Y’all have a good one, you here.”


Chapter Three
When home again at the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis, Uschi made a beeline straight for the shower. She invited Denny to join her, seductively promising she’d scrub his back and make certain he had the cleanest balls in all of North Texas, but he begged off. Denny was a devout one shower a night kind of guy. However, he did keep her company by putting the toilet seat down and sitting and watching as she washed with the bathtub’s shower curtain pushed open as far as it could go without coming off the rod.
Despite the hot zombie babe bathing in front of him, he kept the saddest, most miserable look on his face. His mind was buzzing with worries.
“I did things I shouldn’t have done tonight.” Denny needed to talk louder than his normal indoor voice to be heard over the hissing spray of the showerhead. Uschi liked her shower icy cold, the hot water was never for a heartbeat engaged, and the spray of moisture that reached Denny due to the commode’s close proximity left the exposed parts of him clammy and chilled. “I’m really sorry.”
“What do you have to be sorry for?” She hadn’t bothered with the hassle of removing her makeup before stepping under the cascading water, and now she featured runny mascara Alice Cooper eyes and smeared lipstick like melting Halloween wax lips. Her hands glided the bar of soap over her flat belly and became preoccupied below her Alfred E. Neuman hairs, sudsing her vagina. Again and again she rubbed it against her cleft, and the hard density to her dead clitoris made like a mini ice cream scooper and carved out mushy chunks from the bar. A lather of bubbles slid over her broad hips and toned thighs and down her sleek and sexy legs.
“What I did out there … The tire iron … Going after that guy tonight … You know what I’m talking about. That ain’t me. That ain’t in my nature.” He couldn’t keep his feet still, shaking and bouncing them in place. His pulse was throbbing through his temples like a running electrical current. A jittery anxiety filled him, an energy to do something but no idea exactly what. “I fucked up bad. I had no business getting us involved in a situation like that.”
“You introduced me to the best damn tasting eats I’ve yet to wrap my lips around.” That flap of loose skin over her temple had been repaired using a couple of average office staples to the skull.
“You aren’t upset with me? You should be. I ruined our first night out.”
Uschi’s titties were next to get her bathing attention. She cradled and lifted them while holding them under the water. Suds washed away and a waterfall was made of her cleavage. Uschi kneaded and rubbed at the great expanse of breast flesh until all was squeaky-clean. Then she took a moment to play with the pair, bouncing them in her hands as if in an attempt to juggle them. She smiled upon them with tremendous pride. For her next trick she put her tongue out and hoisted up the left boob and successfully put it in her mouth and suckled on her own self. Her spit was ice cold and stimulating on her spoiled skin. The nipple was sour and salty and all bliss for her mouth. Was it wrong for a girl to enjoy the taste of her own breast? No, she quickly concluded, it was not.
In time she emptied her mouth and told her best thing, “I’m not at all upset with you. Nothing was ruined for me. I had a great time—good food, good company, good amount of ass violently kicked. What kind of gal wouldn’t enjoy a date like that?”
“I can’t explain why I went apeshit like that. I’m normally a very much want to be ignored and left alone character. I don’t know. Something in me just lost it. Balls, I’m so stupid. Just when I finally have everything I want, I go and do what I do best and fuck it up. I should have battery acid thrown in my face. And that’s one Dairy Queen I imagine won’t be accepting our business anymore.”
“That’s why God gave us Burger King, darling. And don’t let me hear you call yourself stupid again. Name calling like that doesn’t get a person anywhere in this world. Same thing with that acid to face bullshit. We ain’t gonna tolerate tacky talk such as that anymore in this house.”
“Those Dairy Queen folk may not know my name, but they probably know my face. I’m a pretty regular customer there. I’m sure the police have been called in. That was a shitload of property damage and blood splatter. People died. Lot of folks tend to develop a wild hair up the butthole when they come in contact with uninvited violence. Maybe somebody memorized the license plate numbers on the El Camino? Shit oh shit. Uschi, they can track you down awful easy these days with nothing but plate numbers. They got them computers. They could be on the way here right as we speak. They’ll take you away from me. They’ll put me in jail. They will learn what I have been doing here—the morgue robberies, the animal killings, the soul selling. I’ll be news across the nation. A jail cell interview with 60 Minutes. Paul Giamattia—even though I personally would prefer Jack Black—will play me in the movie. You, Uschi, will be entirely a CGI creation. Odds aren’t good a soft thing like me will do well in the big house. First day I’ll probably have my front teeth busted out so to be better equipped for giving blowjobs to the top cons. Lord Humungous, the Ayotolla of rock ’n rolla of cellblock thirteen, will command me to swallow his dick sauce. You think maybe I could appeal to his common decency and he would allow me to occasionally spit? What am I saying? In prison there is no common decency. You’re looking at a full-time swallower.”
Her back to the shower spray, Uschi applied the shampoo to her hair and lathered up big and bubbly. “Your imagination is getting away with you, best thing.” Her fingers were deep into her hair and massaging the scalp. Her Joy Harmon sex kitten purr was level and calming. “Don’t fret. Keep it cool. I’m confident nobody remembers the plate numbers. No John Law is headed this way with designs to ruin our perfect life together. I feel sure about that. But if I should be wrong—highly unlikely as that is—don’t worry. Uschi’s here. I will take care of you. As soon as the police officers start to come up our driveway, I’m more than delighted to go outside and get my Linnea Quigley in Return of the Living Dead on and eat the brains of each and every one before they can get anywhere near to touching you. That is a promise.”
I believe she is serious on that. Got to admire a devoted woman.
She rinsed the shampoo out and shut off the water. Uschi exited the tub wet and her gross green flesh glistening like a lime Jell-O mold slathered in snot. She dried herself with a towel in front of the mirror above the sink. The last few remaining traces of her makeup came off on the towel. Denny noted how pretty she was with a bare face; her natural blind dead Knight of Templar cadaver attractiveness very beguiling.
“And what about the redneck with all the teeth? You believe any of that shit he was talking about? Him putting his mark on us? About how he could find us anywhere? Personally, I don’t think he was telling us any stories. He’s going to find us. I know he will. We two are about as fucked as fucked can hope to get in this world.”
“He put his mark on us alright.” Done drying off, Uschi had knotted the towel around her waist and was wearing it like a skirt. The hair dryer was now in her hand and she was plugging its electrical cord in the socket. “And he’s coming for us. Sooner than later, I’m sure.” The smile that came to her lips was positively feral. “I can’t wait. I’m gonna eat good and fierce that night, I’ll tell you that.”
The dryer blew hot air, a brush was used, and the Susan Kieger feathered hairstyle came together fast and with minimum effort.
“I can never have it good. Misery and long-term failure are all I’m ever ensured. I’m such a waste. I surely have no business being alive.”
“Best thing, please don’t start that up again. Goodness gracious, I swear there must be toenails with better self-esteem than what you have to offer at times.”
“Just telling it like it is.”
There was no thought behind Denny’s next act. He just commenced doing it. Like always. The compulsion he would not argue with. He needed to lash out with violence. Denny must be punished for being what he was.
This time it started small, softly and repeatedly knocking his fist against his forehead as he sat on the commode. It escalated at a frightful clip. Soon it started to seem like he was pretending his fist was a hammer and there was an invisible nail waiting on his forehead to be driven into his frontal lobe. The other fist became active, working in tandem to pound his sinus area. He whimpered and grunted with equal shares of effort and hurting, eyes closed and lips skinned back from his teeth in a snarl. His feet he stomped against the floor tile over and over again the same as a spoiled child in the midst of a horrible tantrum.
Uschi allowed this for only a brief period. “That’s enough,” she informed him in a voice even and sharp as a razor. Calmly she reached out and took hold of both his arms, stopping the beating. Denny could now see why Uschi was able to manhandle the parking lot bubba Count Yorga so efficiently—the grip she clamped down on his wrists was something to make a silverback gorilla think twice on. This was like comic book superhero strength. Her grip on him focused his attention; he went still and stared into her face as she knelt down before him.
“We need to have us a talk about this,” said Uschi. She steered his unresisting hands down and rested them on his lap. Her grip loosened enough to allow the blood flow to resume to his fingers. “This is going to stop, I mean it. No more hitting on yourself, no more talking hateful about yourself, no more saying you’re sorry for the smallest thing. I will not have it.”
Denny was red in the face and a small whitish gob of spit was trapped in one corner of his set tight mouth. His eyes were watery, as if he were close to tears. His voice was harsh and disgusted with himself. “But I deserve it.”
“No, you don’t. Please don’t think like that. You are so much better than this. This stops right now. You are a wonderful man. Smart, funny, creative, loving. So much better than you seem willing to give yourself credit for. There is no need to be afraid of whom you are. Somewhere buried deep under all this insecure and introverted crap, there is your pride and your warrior’s heart. You got one of those, you know—a warrior’s heart. I can feel it in you. We saw a spark of it tonight, when you for a great few minutes forgot your hang ups and became a tire iron samurai and went racing into battle to save the day and beat up on some villain. You swing a pretty mean car antenna, too. I saw you make that creep a cyclops.”
She paused to study Denny’s face to the point it turned uncomfortable for him. He got squirmy in his seat. It was like she was looking inside his brain, so intense her stare.
“I’m taking a personal oath right this second. A mission I’m determined to see through and triumph at. Come hell or high water I am going to help you bring that warrior’s heart and pride in yourself up to the surface where it belongs and will stay. Not all too sure how I will exactly go about this task yet. But I got an idea or two simmering in my head. I love you, best thing to ever happen to me. And together we’re going to make a man—a true man, a man that fears nothing, goes where he wants, does what he wants, and don’t give two shits and a chili dog fart what people might think about him—out of you. Today you fear the world; tomorrow the world gonna fear you. Now, and don’t be afraid to be honest, how does that take hold of you?”
Denny once again looked her in the face and saw that she was smiling at him. It was a beautiful smile, innocent and absent of any hint of condescension. He knew that for certain this was the type of smile a woman reserved exclusively for the man she loved.
“Gonna make a true man outta a slug-boy like me, huh? I think you may be biting off more than you can chew, sugar cube.”
Uschi laughed. One of her hands snaked up between his legs and went at his crotch, playfully pinching him on the head of his dick. This produced a nice little goosed jump out of Denny and a touch of a grin. “Best thing, I assure you anything I want to I can fit into my mouth just fine. And that’s the last time you ever call yourself slug-boy. Let’s go to bed. The time has come for you to be introduced to the joys of eating out my pussy. And don’t fret any, I’ll let you keep all your teeth and what you might want to do with my honeyhole juices will be entirely your prerogative.”


Chapter Four
In the age of the original theatrical release of Smokey and the Bandit, Frampton Comes Alive the vinyl album everybody in America under the age of thirty-five seemed compelled to own, and pert near every teenage boy was jacking off to the Farrah Fawcett Majors’s big hair, bigger teeth and biggest perky nipples poster, there was this lazy and piss-poor excuse for a sweet potato farmer from Texarkana sitting on his front porch swing and miserable because the power company won’t accept sincere promises in place of a check that don’t bounce and was missing out on his air-conditioning and his favorite Saturday night television programming.
When out of the darkness came a little girl child who appeared no older than six and was dressed in a torn and dirtied small dress. She had the palest complexion you could ever imagine finding on a young one. She told the sweet potato farmer in a voice warbling with barely held back tears a heartbreaking tale of being lost and desperate to find her Momma and Daddy.
A decent enough fellow, the sweet potato farmer was immediately touched by the poor child’s sorrowful plight and offered to let her come on inside his house and they would get hold of the police right quick. Thank God the Ma Bell payment was only twice past due at this point and still operational. “Don’t cry, child, we’ll get everything sorted out and you reunited with your folks.”
She was worn out and rough looking, so he came down off the porch and picked her up in his arms and carried her inside. Her skin was cold enough to chill a carton of milk. Before the screen door could finish slamming shut behind them she had her mouth to his neck and was hanging on to him like a tick on a dog. The attack on him so sudden and ungodly fierce there was no chance at defending himself. Girl drank him like he was a Dr Pepper on a hot day.
The very next evening the sweet potato farmer awoke, still a shitload deceased but now ready to confront the world with a new get up and get things done the way he wanted them done attitude and a positively feral hunger to keep satisfied.
Li’l Bocephus was working hard at the Home Depot, helping himself to another foot or more of duct tape, the ugly sound of it tearing off the roll reverberating through the aisle. He used his needle teeth to cut it free and awkwardly swathed the tape around his belly along with the other pieces already bandaging him. He’d been preoccupied at this task for a stretch of time now, this taping himself back together, the floor space close to his feet littered with dozens of bare cardboard rolls and ripped away cellophane wrapping. The country boy undead was entirely mummified between groin and man tits. His fingers were sticky and filthy.
He had stopped the drizzle of eye jelly by corking his eye socket with a clod of steel wool. From duct tape and an asphalt roof shingle, he fashioned a Phantom of the Opera style half mask to cover the mauled part of his face.
He right then smelled powerfully like diseased livestock and excited flies swarmed him. He kept his lower lip Copenhagen loaded and used any ol’ spot he might fancy of the floor as his cuspidor, small brown spit puddles all about.
Nothing would stay where he goddamn wanted it to stay. Every time he would manage to bundle his unspooled organs and such up into his arms and cram them once again inside his abdominal cavern, Li’l Bocephus would be treated to maybe a full two minutes of peace before the rip in his belly oozed back open and it all came messily plopping back out.
Well, even the most ignorant Yankee knows dependable duct tape can fix anything. Wasn’t the prettiest repair job, but it did so far keep him intact.
The blood splatter decorating him was long dried and turned rust on iron brown in coloring and was flaking off of him in some spots. Caked on clods of gore were in his scarlet hair like the dirt clumps clinging to the root system of an uprooted onion. The part down the center of his scalp remained visible, skin grub worm pale and slippery looking. The freckles along his face and the top of his shoulders had blackened as if they were cigarette burns on a leather sofa’s cushion.
Being on the receiving end of an uninvited barehanded vivisection can relieve an individual of a fair amount of their piss and vinegar. Not since Li’l Bocephus was that lazy sweet potato farmer from Texarkana had he felt so poorly.
It sucks donkey balls getting the shit stomped out of him by some girl. True, she was a particularly fierce cunt of unusual origin, but acknowledging that still didn’t make it any better. Goddamn humongous titties zombie woman. Where did that retard boyfriend of hers dig up a Famous Monsters of Filmland looking thing like her? Li’l Bocephus had no idea. Maybe at some toxic waste dump or a voodoo witch doctor was having a garage sale or something even crazier. That don’t really matter none. What was important was that she was there and eager to defend her man. Eat shit and chase rabbits, that dead and rotting bitch thoroughly had her way with him. He was zombie mangled. Tore him open like a bag of Doritos and started eating on him. Goddamnit. That’s a something that requires rather a strong mental effort to get your mind to accept and overcome.
After a something such as that he was never able to really get his feet under him and give her a fight. She fucked him up too good for that. They never saw Li’l Bocephus at a hundred percent. But he weren’t going to fret on that anymore. That groovy ghoulie and her boy were going to get coming to them what they deserved a lot sooner than later. Li’l Bocephus don’t forget and he sure as fuck don’t ever think for a second about any forgive. Pretty damn quick he would drop a hundred percent of Li’l Bocephus badassness down on their miserable heads. Payback was coming, cocksuckers. He’ll take care of all the business. Bet on it.
Another roll of tape was finished off and the empty roll discarded to the floor. That ought to be enough.
What the duct tape was holding within him was turned feisty and unsettled. All of it was eagerly moving and worming about. The undulating tape groaned and creaked under the strain of holding the active internals back. He assumed it was a sign he was on the road to a full recovery. Where his own sense was stupid when it came to internal anatomy, the spilled and chewed on parts themselves apparently knew more. A supernatural instinct bred into the cells of each organ and rope of intestine had a sort of homing pigeon sense to return to where they properly belonged. Everything was hard at work rearranging itself back to its proper location.
That’s right, don’t the world worry none about Li’l Bocephus. He was going to come through this and wind up at the end on top and smelling like a rose. By tomorrow night he’d be ten-fingered and belly sealed and looking at the world through two eyes and again enjoying depth perception.
When he raised his head he discovered he wasn’t alone on the aisle anymore.
There was this woman with deep purple eyeshadow and plastic pineapple earrings and pinned to her Home Depot employees orange apron that she wore untied at the waist and hanging off her neck like a Halloween costume superhero’s cape put on backwards was a nametag that identified her as RAINBOW.
Rainbow was standing at the end of the aisle. How long she had been there there was no way Li’l Bocephus could tell. He’d been so distracted working with the duct tape he lost all interest in keeping any attention on his surroundings. The Home Depot was less than an hour away from closing for the night; business was sparse and this was the first sight of anybody he had since he got here.
For this long minute Rainbow looked at Li’l Bocephus. Li’l Bocephus looked at Rainbow.
The missing flap of top lip saw to it he continuously drooled, spittle running down the inside of the roof shingle taped to his face and unattractively dripping off a corner edge. This disfigurement, however, did nothing to contribute to any sort of speech impediment. He was perfectly understandable when his excessively pointed fangs shined in the light and he said to her, “They working you real hard here?”
The clipboard and pen dropped from her slack hands, made a brittle clack! on contact with the concrete floor. Store policy was the only thing Rainbow could think to say. “Sir, we prefer our customers pay for the products before they take them out of the packaging.”
She had been over on the next aisle, inventorying the caulk tubes, and heard the screech of tape coming off the roll and felt compelled to investigate. She never suspected for a heartbeat anything sinister would be transpiring.
“I heard that,” Li’l Bocephus said. “Good thing I wasn’t planning on paying for any of this shit.”
He was coming toward her; all puffed up with Texas swagger, his boots as loud as a leaf falling from a tree as they tread the concrete. His one eye was trained on her face and never blinked. It was a stare that blazed with a cruel bliss and made Rainbow feel puny and without importance.
“I’m just about done here,” he told her. “Getting myself together correct and proper. All I need take care of now is finding me something to eat. Hey, ah, I believe you can help me out in that department. My, you gone and got yourself one real pretty throat. Anybody ever tell you that before? They should have. Probably the finest feature you have, seeing as how the rest of you is as fairly homely as a monkey’s shaved ass. That was rude of me, reminding you you’re not an attractive girl. I am sorry. The words slipped out of me before my brain could advise my mouth to maybe keep what I really was thinking to myself. Anyway, let’s wander back on over to the positive point of view. Indeed, that is a pretty throat. Ever wonder what it might look like a hair gnawed on? I’m curious. Let us find out. If you try to run from me, I swear to God I’ll chase you down lickety-split and hurt you a thousand and more times worse than I will if you stay sweet and passive and cooperate with me.”
She didn’t move. Fear kept her rooted to where she stood at the end of the aisle.
Li’l Bocephus closed the distance between them in a short amount of time. He ran his cold hands up her arms and settled them firmly on the shoulders. His three-fingered zombie bit hand was duct tape doctored the same as his other wounds; the tape sounded like dried cornhusks dragged over sandpaper as it rubbed against the polyester material of Rainbow’s blouse. The buzzing flies that flocked him were now aggravating her as well, dive bombing her face and getting in her mouth, their buzzing a continual noise in her ears.
Tears running down her cheeks, she found the will to speak. “Don’t do anything bad to me.” Her voice reminded him of the cries of an injured baby bird, weak and defenseless. “You gonna rape me? Please don’t. I’m begging you. Won’t be any fun for you. I’ve been told that down there I’m about as dry as the ashes at the bottom of a barbecue pit and wide open as the doors on a horse trailer. And don’t kill me none, either. I’m not ready to die. I really want to keep on living.”
“Aw honeybee, for what it’s worth, there’s nothing personal to any of this. I can promise you that much. I’m hungry. That’s about it. You ain’t anything more to me than food. Honestly sorry if that should damage your pride any. You just try and relax, maybe think on a few happy thoughts you might have handy in your head, and let this son of Count Chockula do that voodoo he do so well. Now, here come the teeth.”
Li’l Bocephus opened wide and went down on Rainbow. Fangs violated the neck, tapping one of his top three favorite arteries. This yelp of pain that couldn’t have been any louder than an infant’s belch hopped out of her. He fed quickly, fat kid at a picnic greedily sucking it down at a rate he feared there weren’t going to be no tomorrow. He had found a winner here. Rainbow’s plasma was salty-sweet and delicious, like how he remembered a pineapple slice off of a glazed baked ham tasting.
Somehow, despite the carnage inside him, all was properly digested. The blood that poured down his esophagus and filled him all stayed where it should. Not so much as a single ruby red drop got through the duct tape and dribbled out of him.
The mishandled entrails returned to the inside of him took excitedly to the feeding. The fresh blood seemed to rile them up. They became even more animated than they were before, jumpy and thrashing about, almost caffeine hyper. The duct tape over his belly rippled and waved as the renegade motions intensified beneath, threatening to burst loose.
Whether or not this wild hair up the ass business was positive or negative for his recuperation, Li’l Bocephus had the inclination to calm it down some. Never missing a beat in his feeding, he lowered his hand and slapped himself across the stomach a few times, disciplining the unruly parts of himself. Make them ornery guts behave.
It worked. Things calmed a noticeable degree.
Soon Rainbow’s eyes were swimming in an unfocused light, staring at a world she could no longer recognize. Her heart rate plummeted to almost nothing and breathing became this chore she no longer seemed to find the need to bother with anymore. Rainbow would have toppled to the floor by now and formed a puddle of useless bone and meat if not for Li’l Bocephus taking hold of her under the arms and keeping her propped up. Bowel control abandoned her; a chunky river of excrement flowed down the back of both of her legs. The smell of the shit was the new dominant stink for the next five aisles over.
Rainbow was denied having her life flash before her eyes. There just wasn’t time for any type of show in her mind. Not even a few brief snippets of family, friends, things she had done or wanted to do before her life concluded. Death came up too goddamn fast and snatched her away. Here one second, gone and never to return the exact next. That’s it. Good-bye. Thanks for playing. So sorry, but no second chances.
After he supped and had proudly made Rainbow excessively deceased, he took the moment to conceal her body on one of the lower shelves, behind a stack of air-conditioning filters. Leave her ass there and let it be a not soon forgotten random homicide surprise for some dipstick stockboy to come upon in a day or so.
Following that mini chore, a feeling positive and hopeful for the future Li’l Bocephus eased himself in a totally unnoticed way on out of the Home Depot. He got to his faithful canary bird yellow 1978 Chevrolet Silverado pick ’em up truck, which wasn’t too far away, just across the road and parked in the rear of a twenty-four hour International House of Pancakes. The truck had a roof mounted CB radio antenna reaching high enough into the air to pert near become a hazard for any low flying aircraft and a roomy diamond plate aluminum toolbox arc-welded to the cargo bed in back.
He reached into the truck’s cab to fetch a new shirt. It was western cut and with shiny pearl snap buttons and its sleeves long ago cut away from it. He closed the cab door and locked his truck up once he was dressed.
The lid on the truck bed’s toolbox he opened next. His long and skinny cowboy frame was seemingly boneless as it casually oozed like smoke up the side of the pickup. He entered the toolbox boots first and closed and locked the lid behind him after he was all the way inside and situated in a comfortable position. Turning in early tonight. Here he would stay through the daylight hours, happily asleep and healing at an impossibly fast rate. Li’l Bocephus was doing good and had it all under his control.


Chapter Five
Some hours later, but well before time to get up and start getting ready for work, Denny came awake. Nothing was wrong; it wasn’t like he was abruptly jolted out of his sleep by a loud noise or escaping a horrible nightmare. He simply stopped sleeping and eased into a wakeful state. His mind was calm and body feeling fine.
On the night table next to his side of the bed, along with about a hundred pages into it Edward Lee paperback novel and a WWF Jake “the Snake” Roberts wrestling action figure, was a digital alarm clock. It produced enough of a glow to stand in well enough for a nightlight. Denny stayed still on his back and watched how the shadows settled over the horror movie posters and pictures hanging on his bedroom walls. He was acutely aware that there was a difference to his bed tonight. It was alien territory, this having another body lying next to him.
Do zombies sleep? Uschi did. She was snuggled up close to Denny, joining him under the sheets. One of her arms was draped over his chest and holding him to her. She smelled nice: Ivory soap and hair shampoo and exhumed body putrescence. Strands of her clean and luxurious platinum hair were tossed onto his face, clingy and filmy on his skin as if he had walked into a spider’s web.
She snored in an adorable unladylike way. He raised his head off his pillow and watched her decaying face. Her big lips were slightly parted and for the first time he noticed she had an overbite. Her implants sandbagged chest rose and fell in steady respiration. Her dark nipples were relaxed and smooth.
The taste of her pussy was still plentiful in Denny’s mouth. It was a fantastic taste. It was official—cunnilingus rocked. He had treated that fish taco to the licking and loving it so rightfully deserved. Until tonight Denny had been a virgin when it came to the giving half of oral sex. Uschi, patient and knowledgeable, guided him brilliantly through the operation. She came twice with Denny kissing her deep between her fetid thighs. Uschi had squirmed in wicked delight on the Darth Vader decorated bedsheets, her legs draped over Denny’s shoulders and toes curled while hips rolled and pushed herself more into his mouth.
The night felt different, and not only because of the bed partner and new experiences in pussy eating. The world was feeling to Denny mute and frozen in place. The trailer’s air-conditioning had finished its blowing cycle and the place was now quiet. Way quiet. It was unnatural for the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis to be so silent, so still. No Black Sabbath or Garth Brooks playing at top volume, chained pit bull dogs not barking their heads off as they so commonly do all hours, any of the more profound white trashy couples fighting over unemployment checks or who drank the last Pabst Blue Ribbon. That doesn’t seem normal. Like God all of a sudden needed a bathroom break and so He got hold of the remote control and hit the PAUSE button.
And speaking of needing to take a pause for the cause, Denny Gleeth himself was starting to feel the urge to go. He careful as could be slowly and quietly extracted himself out of bed. Uschi rolled onto her back, continued uninterrupted in her snoring and farted once potent enough to ruffle the sheets as she resituated her position on her pillow. In the bathroom, he aimed his urine stream to the side of the commode’s bowl, hoping to curb the loud and far carrying watery noise and not disturb her sleep. He passed on flushing, but did think ahead and put the seat down in case she should need a visit.
He stopped to examine himself in the mirror.
Well, hello, handsome. He scratched at his butthole, making a skid mark in the seat of his underwear that was big and dirty and proud to be there and attracting the attention.
Whole hell of a lot of things going on in his little life right now to be worried and fearful over. Standing there in the bathroom, hand still planted on his shitty ass, this awful weight of depression and panic wanted to come down over him, suck him into an unavoidable and quite familiar pitch-black tunnel of despair and self-pity that had no bottom. But he refused to give in to any of that, resisted with this reserve of will power Denny was surprised to find he kept in stock. He reasoned there was plenty of time for feeling sorry about himself later. Right now enjoy what you’ve got for as long as it may last and be happy. Try and be happy.
He went back to bed. Uschi sensed his return and rolled over to spoon him. She wrapped a leg around his waist and her boobs mashed hard into the back of his ribs. They were this jellied bulk pressing against him that made him feel as if he were being prison yard shived with a Stretch Armstrong doll. That was good stuff. Denny felt safe and protected and loved.
Uschi feared nothing. Uschi was always going to be there for Denny. The love they shared would see them through any obstacle or hardship. Whatever she wanted to do, he’d be there right beside her. Fuck yeah. Believe it.
Denny soon enough eased into a dreamless and undisturbed sleep.


Chapter Six
Uschi stepped outside the trailer home and confronted the new day. On her spoiled cadaver green face was a bright and cheerful smile. She wore camel toe alert tight cut-off jeans offering a major majority of ass cheeks hanging out of the frayed backside and Mork from Ork fashion rainbow suspenders strategically arranged to cover her twin oil stains on a garage floor dark nipples. The side boobage she had on display was positively massive. On her feet were plastic flip-flops. Earlier she had found pushed to the back of a kitchen cabinet shelf an old and forgotten table center piece that belonged to the people that rented the trailer before Denny. She broke off one of its plastic flowers, washed it clean of dust bunnies and mouse turds and now was wearing it behind her ear. The skill and expertness of her makeup’s application was suitable of earning Uschi employment at the cosmetics counter at any Wal-Mart in America. The hornet and wasp killer spray she liberally doused herself with before stepping out gave her a heavy chemical miasma.
Let’s see what sort of mischief I can get myself fucked up in.
And she set off, strutting her stuff through the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis.
The hum of thriving in the August morning heat cicadas in the trees throughout the trailer park was coming in all directions. Only the rumble of numerous hard working air-conditioning compressors was louder. Kids were running around unsupervised and behaving apeshit crazy in their playing, laughing and screaming, enjoying these precious last few days of summer before the new school season got under way. This good music-appreciating dude was not too far off in his driveway washing his cherry ‘69 Dodge Charger and had his boombox turned up and sharing with everyone The Cramps performing “Cornfed Dames.” Uschi quickly found her step in rhythm with the song’s sweet and decadent psychobilly beat.
In one yard a pair of Mexican boys, grossly fat and the juvenile diabetes practically oozing from their pores, were going around barefoot and busy pestering a fireant mound with sticks. They stopped still and stared in wide-eyed amazement at the king-size maracas packing walking dead that came shaking her ass by.
“Hey, booger-eaters,” she said to them in a neighborly tone of voice and not giving a damn whether they knew a word of the English or not. “Y’all keep your shit straight and mind your parents.”
They didn’t come out of their dumbfuzzled daze until the fireants started stinging their feet and legs. Screaming in pain, they hustled and got their fat little asses inside. It’d be quite the period of time before either one of them felt the urge to be playing outdoors again.
Pets, sensing her Satanic origins, cowered and retreated at her approach and were none better in disposition after she moved on. She waved to a senior citizen dressed in boxer shorts and a wife beater T-shirt sitting on his patio porch and enjoying his first pack of cigarettes of the day. The old timer had eyes milky and blurred from a pronounced cataracts condition and was already feeling a fair share loose thanks to the healthy amount of vodka he’d mixed together with his breakfast of instant Sanka coffee and Pop Tarts. He waved back at the fuzzy image of the polite lady.
A housewife hanging clothes to dry on a line and whose own teenage daughter recently started to rebel and had turned herself into some kind of freaky walking and talking horror movie monster Goth thing caught sight of Uschi coming down the path and couldn’t hold her opinion inside.
Momma took the clothespins from her mouth and wagged a condemning finger and told it as she saw it. “I happen to have it on very good authority baby Jesus don’t have much patience for young women who dress too trashy and weird.”
Uschi shot right back at her, “Why don’t you use a dog turd for a tampon and shut the fuck up, bitch.” And she kept on keeping on, never pausing for a moment.
Her destination was a trailer house that had in its driveway an early ’80s Chevrolet Impala up on cinderblocks. There were busted bottles and all varieties of trash scattered through the yard’s high grass and weeds. Halloween and Christmas decorations hung all year round off the place.
She walked up to the door, took a moment to check her hair in her reflection in the screen door’s streaked and spotted glass, then knocked. Standing there, waiting, she bounced on the balls of her feet as anxious as a Girl Scout only a few boxes of thin mint sells short from setting a new troop record and winning herself a brand new Schwinn ten speed bicycle. Meeting new people sure was exciting.
The door was answered by the man of the house, Hondo. Hondo looked like the forgotten Allman Brother, chestnut hair past the shoulders long and broom straw straight and parted down the center of his head, with an uncontrolled bushy Jesus beard holding in it dried and crusty portions of last night’s chicken enchiladas dinner. His body odor was all soured dirty laundry and high testosterone.
Leaking from the trailer home were the sounds of a TV set playing noisy cartoons and Loretta Lynn and Conway Twitty doing a duet on “Mississippi Woman, Louisiana Man” from a radio tuned to a classic country station.
Hondo stood with the screen door between Uschi and him. He kept his hand inside a bathrobe pocket, gripping a S&W .38. He drank in the image of her, allowing all that watermelon mega boobage and running wild putrescence to be processed through his brain. Got us something new here, don’t we? Hondo was an old pro at the dope peddling trade. Crack, heroin, meth, pills, ‘shrooms—he had it all and was happy to provide any of it to anyone for the right price. Hondo’s life was intense and constantly running head-on into the unexpected. A bitch done up like some scary movie dead shit was nothing to loose his cool over.
“Well howdy, Moonshine McJuggs, can I be of help to you and your bigass funbags somehow?”
Uschi twirled a lock of her hair between her fingers. “I sure hope so. I have it on good authority you’re the one in these parts to come and see when you’re looking to buy weed.”
Some soft, snotty laughter came from Hondo. New business, no matter their peculiarities, was always welcomed. He unlocked the screen door and shoved it open enough for Uschi to grab and pull open the rest of the way. “C’mon in here, we’ll get you done right.”


Chapter Seven
Denny was just awake and still in bed, morning wood stretching the front of his underwear out. He kicked the sheets off of him and looked over at the clock. There was another hour to go before he would need to be at his Blockbuster job. Then he happened to remember his sleeping alone days were over.
Uschi!
He put his hand on her side of the bed. The spot where she had lain last night was empty and cold and ripped in spots where her barbed wiring had caught in the bedsheets.
The smell of fresh-brewed coffee was on the air. Might be that was where she he’d gotten to. He got up, went into the bathroom and did what needed to be done in there, and then made his way to the kitchen.
Sure enough, there Uschi was. She had this morning’s edition of the Fort Worth Star-Telegram spread open on the counter space she was standing at and intensely studying its contents. She was enjoying a cup of coffee along with a dead and maggots-ridden squirrel she was dunking into her cup as if it were a donut. She bit chunks out of the deceased critter and chewed well before swallowing. The curtains above the sink were parted and sharp, bright morning sunlight streamed inside. Dust motes as thick as a swarm of creek bed gnats were visible in the light; Denny watched them lazily waft in the air around her blonde head.
She turned away from the paper and aimed herself his way. “Morning, best thing. Sleep okay?”
He cupped his balls and readjusted himself. “Pretty good.” He was grinning at the sight of her cutoffs and rainbow suspenders ensemble. It was wonderful to be living with a woman with such a bold and outré fashion sense. “How about you? Did you have a good night?”
“I had a great night.”
Denny saw that there was a live maggot trapped between her two front teeth, squirming and struggling to escape. Politely as he could he pointed this out to Uschi, and she used a fingernail tip to work the worm free. It dropped on her tongue and she promptly swallowed it whole as if it were nothing less than a morning vitamin pill.
“Where’d the newspaper come from?” he asked as he was at the coffee maker and filling his cup.
“Oh, same place where I got the squirrel—stole it out of one of our neighbor’s front yards.”
A touch of a concerned shrill screech worked its way into Denny’s voice. “You were outside?”
“There was this errand I had to run.”
“People saw you?”
“Sure. I met some folks. Did some talking with a few. What can I say? I’m a people person. I have a friendly nature about myself.”
“Oh jack me off with salad tongs. And how did people seem to react when they saw you?”
“Pretty cool. Oh sure a few assholes stared and one Bible belt cunt with a face that if ugly knew the way of the samurai hers would qualify as deadly as a Shogun’s personal decapitator tried to shame me in how I was dressed. But other than that nobody seemed to be too upset about me being on the scene. I know where you’re going with this.”
“You do?”
Uschi finished the last of her squirrel and chased it down with a sip of coffee. Her eyes were half-lidded as her lips touched the cup and the rising steam from the hot beverage washed over her cemetery’s best face. The muscles in her throat were rippling just beneath the flesh as she swallowed. The lipstick imprint she left behind on the cup’s brim as juicy red as a wound after the scab’s been peeled back.
“I don’t look like what passes for normal,” she said, “and you’re worried I’ll frighten the community and make them panic and cause problems for yourself. You’d rather try and avoid any modern day pitchfork and torches Frankenstein confrontations with the townsfolk. I get you. It’s a valid concern, I’ll grant you. But I wouldn’t get too worked up over it. I’m really not as far out of the norm as you fear. Seriously, slow down, let your common sense get into gear and put some thought to it. Do I really seem that much more different than the last orange hair and dog collar wearing punk rock teen in the ‘Who Farted?’ T-shirt you saw with their mom and dad at The Olive Garden? The freaky, the offensive, and the generally fucked up blend surprisingly well with the American culture of today. I’m just another contribution to that great melting pot. The worst we’ll ever get from people is impolite stares and a sizeable distance kept between us and them.”
A charcoal black liquid substance that the human body surely did not typically produce began to drizzle from her nose. Denny watched the fluid drip off her upper lip and assumed it was the result of the hot steam from the coffee floating up into her nasal passageways and loosening something up in there.
She might be reaching with that blending in with the other weirdoes theory of hers. But he loved her, so he decided to play it charitable. “Okay. You might be on to something. What exactly kind of errand did you have to run?”
“Aw, I needed to go and get us some marijuana.”
From a back pocket Uschi produced a plastic baggie full of pot. She tossed it down on the counter. Denny recoiled from the sight of it as if it were a deadly scorpion. A child of the ’80s, he had always obeyed First Lady Nancy Reagan. He just said no.
“I assure you, best thing; I purchased it only for pure medicinal reasons. That shit will do you a world of good. That’ll relax you and your adorable ass in ways you thought you could never be relaxed.”
Denny stared at the bag of dope like it was cat vomit smeared on top of a graham cracker. “Where did you get that?”
“Over at Hondo’s place.”
Hondo. Oh yeah, Denny knew about him and what went on at his place. He always made sure to avoid Hondo and the people that were always coming and going from that trailer house.
“Honey,” he told her levelly, “that’s a crack house. You went crack house visiting. Sweet monkey motherfuckers.”
“Sure, it is a crack house, but that don’t stop it from being a lovely home full of nothing but wonderful individuals. Take Margo, Hondo’s wife, a charming dear only another month away from earning her trade school diploma in air-conditioning repair. I thought that was a pretty impressive achievement, especially considering how she’s a hardcore crystal meth tweaker. You would like her, best thing. She has a tattoo of Thundarr the Barbarian on her arm and Ookla the Mok high on her inner thigh. Thundarr’s her favorite Saturday morning cartoon hero. I asked her about Princess Ariel, and Margo told me she didn’t give a fuck about that bitch. How can you not like a woman like that?”
“I like Princess Ariel.” He mumbled that into his cup of coffee the second before he took a drink.
“And Hondo’s prices were quite reasonable.”
“Speaking of that, where’d you get the money for this?”
“I helped myself to what you had stashed away in the old Popsicle box up there in the freezer.”
“Oh. You know about that. Did you spend all of it?”
“The fair majority.”
Denny’s voice fell flat and the words were delivered with the same get up and go cheerleader spirit as an impulsive decision to do the colored clothes before the whites on laundry day. “Damn. And I was saving that money to buy a DVD player. Now I’ll never get to hear John Carpenter and Kurt Russell’s commentary track for Big Trouble in Little China.”
Uschi washed her cup out under the tap and left it to air dry in the dish rack. “And you’ve quit your job.”
“Man, this morning just keeps getting better and better. No more Blockbuster gig, huh? And how did you manage that to come about?”
“Glad you asked. Before I went to purchase grass, I made a phone call to your boss. I told him I was your girlfriend and about as politely as I could phrase it informed him in an articulate and precise manner that you were done working for him. Actually, to be wholly truthful with you, I wasn’t exactly all polite with him in our conversation. The, uh, words fuckface and diseased douchebag and horseshit-for-brains popped up surprisingly frequent in the productive time together we shared. There might also have been made references to his mother and wife a time or two. They were heat of the moment type of things that just jumped from my mouth before I could stop myself. Things such as how I was frightfully confident Momma enjoyed giving blowjobs to farm animals and the dear old wife had a certain interest in brushing her teeth with the runny diaherra from the poorly kept sanitary assholes of circus clowns. Needless to say, best thing, don’t expect a letter of recommendation from the guy.”
Denny wondered what a heartattack might feel like. Because right that moment, with Uschi’s calm explanation still ringing in his ears, he began to experience a sudden tightness in his chest and a difficulty breathing fine and a sense of numbness in a few of his extremities.
He didn’t have a job. But those bills were going to keep coming in and needing to be paid. The groceries had to be bought. What were they going to do? How were they going to get by? The Republicans were in power, which meant the economy was shit and jobs were mucho scarce.
“Uschi … oh, Uschi … love of my life Uschi … why on earth would you do something like get me fired from my job?”
“You don’t need a job anymore. You are free, you big swinging dick. Time to start doing only what you want to do. Other people need employment and responsibilities. Not us. We’re renegades. Free and wild and gonna fuck around with whatever we might want to fuck around with.”
“I can’t do this. You just can’t do this to me. I can’t let you take control of my life like this. This is getting way too Kelly LeBrock and Anthony Michael Hall in Weird Science on me. I hate that movie—no nudity and Vernon Wells doesn’t have enough screen time. Uschi, you’re not here to try and make me better somehow. You’re here for me to fuck, suck and fondle however I want whenever I want. Forgive me for being so blunt, but it really needs to be told to you like it is.”
When Denny Gleeth was done he gave himself mental congratulations for keeping the whining down as he spoke.
For that little speech Uschi gave Denny a hug and a pat on the ass. “That’s cute,” she said. “You’re trying to take charge. Best thing, sweet lover of mine, you’re not ready to be bossy like that. But give it time. When I’m done getting you in shape, you’ll give commands stern enough to make Superman’s Kryptonian asshole pucker. In the meanwhile, keep it Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer cool and go with the flow I set for us.”
He put his face in his hands. Not a good morning. He wanted to hurt. He was yearning to burn himself numerous times with a cigarette lighter.
“You’ll see, best thing, I’m doing us nothing but positives. At Blockbuster you were forced to live your life in the pan and scan format, but from now on it’s going to be nothing but widescreen letterbox. Doesn’t that sound like a winner? Huh? What do you say, sweetness? You gonna talk to me?”
Uschi tickled him along the ribs, and Denny slapped her hands aside and took a step back from her. Now he was pissed. Bad enough she cost him his job, stole his DVD player money, was without his permission socializing with known drug addicts and criminals, and now she wanted to tease him like he was he was a five-year-old. He tried staring hard into her face, putting his anger and disgust with her all out there showing in his expression.
Uschi initiated a plan to change his attitude. She undid her cutoff shorts and exposed for him her privates. She placed fingers on opposite sides of her vagina and manipulated the labia like it was a vertical puppet’s mouth. “Hi, this is Patty the pussy reminding you,” she said in a silly Deputy Dog cartoon voice. “Get your head out of your ass and wipe that shit right the fucking hell out of your eyes and start enjoying life to its fullest, you motherfucker.”
That got Denny to grinning. And from there it was but a quick hop, skip and a jump before he was laughing out loud.
“Aw, what the hell,” he said. “I made a deal with myself whatever you wanted to do I’d go with it. Didn’t think it would be to the unemployment office. But whatever. Okay, you’ve got the reins, honey. Unbelievable. Why am I letting you do this? Why am I letting you manipulate me like this with so little resistance coming from me?”
“Because we’re in love—and you totally know I’m right.”
“I see.”
“Hey, you still don’t look a hundred percent convinced.” She peeled the rainbow suspenders off and her gravity defying water balloon breasts became fully bared. “Why don’t you suckle on one of my titties for a while? That should take a fair amount of the edge off. You got a preference for which tit?”
“Think I’ll go with the left one, thank you.”


Chapter Eight
She made Denny strip naked as a jaybird and on the living room floor lay out over an old Close Encounters of the Third Kind beach towel. He was face up and in good proximity to the television. A goodly sum of Denny’s anatomy never got touched by so much as a hint of sunlight, so most of his body’s complexion was as white as toothpaste.
The television was tuned to a far down the dial UHF channel showing Zapped! for its early afternoon movie. Scott Baio and Willie Ames at their ’80’s best. The delightful scene where Heather Thomas explodes out of her pink sweater had come and gone, so Denny had no trouble giving Uschi all his attention.
Equally as naked as her man, Uschi sat close beside him. Her mighty porn star valkayre bazongas hovered pendulously over Denny like two green moons of decayed flesh. A heavy platinum lock of hair was gone rogue from the rest of her hairstyle and was hanging down over one eye and giving her a Captain Harlok half-face. Just for shit and giggles she got into his Hasbro action figure collection and balanced a WWF Honky Tonk Man, complete with guitar in hand, square in the center of his forehead. Personally, Denny would have preferred Papa Shango. The voodoo witch doctor of professional wrestling was the cooler dude.
They were sharing a big joint rolled out of the copyright page from a Max Allan Collins paperback mystery and using an empty Dr Pepper can cut in two for an ashtray. A bag of nacho cheese Doritos was close by, and every once in a while she would feed him a few chips.
She put the joint to his mouth. He inhaled and was reluctant to relinquish the best kind of smoke there was from his lungs. How perfectly Cheech and Chong he was. The inside of Denny’s skull was feeling like a brand new bottle of aspirin sitting on a pharmacy shelf: brain packed in tight with plenty of soft, comfortable cotton balls for insulation. None of his problems were forgotten, but it all seemed farther off now; didn’t seem any longer to require as much need or worry over any of it. Right now, this moment in this universe, everything felt nice and okay. Lungs achieving the burn, he finally relented and exhaled.
He’d gotten quite good at this dope smoking business in a surprisingly short amount of time. There hadn’t been a coughing or gagging fit in some time now. The raw soreness in his throat had started to ease. It was all coming in and going out easy and fine.
Now was Uschi’s turn with the spliff. She smoked and worked at shaving his pubes off. A mellow Denny watched through half-lidded eyes as his homemade zombie girlfriend sprayed room temperature cool shaving cream on her hand and thoroughly rubbed it in around and on his genitals. Then she went to town on him with a Bic disposable razor. Slowly, gently, carefully and expertly Uschi performed her task. The erection he sported made it easier for her to maneuver around the penis. Every few strokes she would pause to rinse the razor off in the Tupperware bowl full of warm water she kept in close reach.
Denny had never been shaved by anyone but himself before. Never had anyone in his life handled him with such a loving and sensual touch.
“You haven’t ever seen the ocean, have you, best thing?”
Along with the question he asked her, Denny could distinctly hear the small but unmistakable scrapping-scratchy sounds of the Bic razor cutting down the hairs on his balls. She removed the joint from her lips and offered him another hit. He accepted the hit, and then answered her while a hazy fog of marijuana smoke was drifting between the two of them. “Aw, I’d love to see me the ocean.” The Honky Tonk Man balanced on his brow maybe wavered for a moment the slightest bit as his lips were in action, but besides that was in no danger of falling over. “That’d be Malcolm McDowell in A Clockwork Orange special. It don’t matter to me if it’s the Pacific or the Atlantic, I just want to see with my own eyes the actual ocean. I’ve never been out of the Dallas and Fort Worth Metroplex my whole life. I’ve visited a lake and a few creeks, but that’s all chickenshit. Before I die I want to at least once stand on a beach somewhere barefoot and let the wet sand go between my toes and listen to the surf slap the shore. I want to know what a sea breeze smells like. I can’t swim for shit, but I think I could manage flopping around in a few waves.”
“I’m gonna make sure, best thing, you get to spend as much time on the beach as you desire. Soon as we are done with a few endeavors I’m sure are going to do you and your attitude of self-worth a world of positive, we’ll get on that.”
“And I want to get a tattoo. I’ve long held a secret wish to get inky.”
“Okay. What kind of tattoo?”
“Maybe get Vampira over my heart and a saluting Bub from Day of the Dead on my arm.”
“Baby, you can have all that and more. I promise you.”
The shaving was completed. She helped herself to a washrag left soaking in the bowl of water and cleaned him off. Next Uschi lowered her face to Denny’s crotch and rubbed her cheek against the area of now bare skin directly above his penis. Contact such as this made his already hard dick throb and purple and ache for action. It stood straight like a fence post and bumped against her chin now and then. “Mmmm,” she purred. “There we go. Smooth as a baby’s ass.”
She rose up and stared him in the face. She ran her hand over his chin and lower lip. The way she was touching him was tender, sweet, enjoyed. “Have you ever thought about growing a beard? Maybe a nice goatee?”
“That’s one of them little beards that joins up with the mustache to circle the mouth, right?”
“Correctamundo.”
Denny had to laugh. “I did that I’d probably with my luck end up looking like a goddamn Klingon—classic original series style, not the post Motion Picture and Next Generation brow ridges breed.”
“Buttfucked in Lubbock,” Uschi trilled. “That’s a groovy thought. You would make a bitching Klingon.”
“You think so?”
“Oh, I know so. You’d be G’Leeth, son of Kang, of the house of Kurn. I can picture you as the proud and fierce captain of the Empire’s most honored and feared Bird of Prey. Your name would be bandied about with envious admiration in the halls of the Klingon High Council and a curse on the lips of Starfleet admirals at Federation war rooms.”
“Uh, you’re kind of loosing me on this. Besides, I’m more a Star Wars man myself. Might be I’d look more like that dorky John Candy fat X-wing fighter pilot that gets blown to shit on the attack on the Death Star?”
“Jek Porkins,” stated Uschi.
“Excuse me?”
“The character you’re talking about, his name is Jek Porkins. Also known as Red Six.”
“Do tell? Lucas actually took the time and effort to give that guy a name?”
“Well, more likely Kenner toys gave the character his name and George Lucas allowed it.”
That was scary detailed knowledge of Star Wars lore. Awesome! If she should start spouting arcane information on the films of Sam Fuller, then he might just have to break down and ask her to marry him.
“It wouldn’t matter who you look like,” Uschi said. “You’d still be the prettiest thing going.”
His hearing her say that last part harmed his high. He winced and the upset Honky Tonk Man fell backwards and tumbled off his head and settled on the carpet. “Don’t,” he told her. “Don’t make up stories. Okay? I know what I look like.”
“I don’t follow, best thing.”
“Honey, we both know I’m far shy of being an attractive man.”
“I beg to differ.”
“It’s true, darling. I know my place in the world. I’m ugly. People have never found me attractive and they never will. It’s not always the easiest thing for me to accept, but I try and make do. I mean, sure, I would love for folks to get an eyeful of me and think me good looking. Absolutely. Be desired by others for just one day in my life would be great. I can remember when I was still living with my parents and we’d be watching a movie and Mom would see some Hollywood pretty boy with the perfect teeth and nice physique and absence of any belly and I’d have to hear her talk on and on about how much of a cutie he was. She’d often times look over at me and ask things like, ‘Don’t you wish you could be a cutie like that?’ And she would be sure to point out her and Daddy was attractive and popular when they were my age. What went wrong with me? What did they do to deserve a fuck up for a son? The girls who come into Blockbuster are the same way. They all love the cuties and point and snicker at me when they think I’m not looking and write me off as this useless and ugly loser. I know that they do. I don’t want you lying to me to try and make me feel better about myself.”
“You are the handsomest man to me, best thing. No bullshit. I swear it.”
Denny supposed he should believe her. Believe Uschi because that was probably what Satan programmed her to believe. Made her love him, didn’t he? Why not as well make Uschi look upon him as something at the least passably beautiful. He supposed he could live with that.
He smiled up at her. Her decomposition feminine musk was drifting down to him and reminding him it was good to be a healthy heterosexual zombie-fucking male past the legal age of consent.
Anxious for a new way to please her man, Uschi repositioned herself between Denny’s thighs, her hands sensitively pushing his legs apart like a scissor’s blades separating.
This is about to get very interesting, deduced Denny. Curious to keep up with her movements, he raised his head off the floor and stared past his erection.
She was by this time on all fours, green from rot ass elevated high and shoulders and head brought down low and hefty tits resting on the floor. Her face was directly above his groin region. Filmy white dead eyes meeting with his own ping pong balls Steve Buscemi eyeballs, Uschi opened her mouth very wide and her tongue, slimed in dripping saliva, slipped out.
She brushed her tongue tip over his scrotum. The tongue went over the left testicle, lapping at it like an affectionate dog licking its master’s face. This lasted but a fleeting single second.
“Whoa!” commented a surprised Denny. Did she really just do that? That was certainly the last thing he anticipated being acted upon him today when he climbed out of bed this morning.
It was only the beginning, a small tease before the main event was under way. His undead buttercup now held no reservations on going full tilt boogie with tongue stroking on Denny’s nutsack. Her dogged dedication to the procedure was detailed and admirable. She quickly made things saturated and sopping.
Then she put his balls in her mouth and sucked on them. The pressure she prescribed to this sucking the perfect amount, neither too hard nor too soft. It was flawless. What teeth action there was was nice and appreciated, never biting down too rough and only these occasional little love nips. She moaned and groaned around her mouthful and had eye contact with Denny and watched him watch her suck his testicles.
When reasoning she had her best thing’s sex motor revved up super hot and horny, Uschi used the fat middle portion of her tongue to push him out of her mouth. The fresh air on his spit-slimed scrotum made things feel a shade chilly. The lipstick ring left circling his sack tacky and blood red.
Her adventurous tongue explored his cock, slithering up the shaft and tickling the tip. She accepted the dork into her mouth and began to pump him. Denny very soon was informing the top of her going up and down head he didn’t think he could hold back for any longer, and she answered by raising a hand and giving him the thumbs up. It’s okay, best thing, she was telling him, fire the torpedo.
He released into her.
She sat up straight and with lips peeled back showed him what she had caught in her mouth. The sperm, gooey and thick as warmed jelly, seeped between her teeth and dribbled past her lower lip. It paused for a brief moment to dangle on her chin before falling to the top of her left breast, where it pooled like birdshit dropped from a fair height.
Denny shuddered in the afterglow of his commendable orgasm. Metaluna mutant menstruating, that was one of the best one’s yet. Smoking pot had him baked as fine as frog hairs. Truly he was feeling so way out he didn’t know whether to shit or go blind.
Uschi placed an arm under her titties, lifted and smooshed them firmly together. She used her free hand to absently start playing finger painting with the cum collected on her breast. She displayed talent with the spunk, managing to draw a small Valentine’s day heart and had just enough remaining to write below it U + D 4 EVER.
“Can I ask you a bit of a favor, best thing?”
“Sure.” His bloodshot eyes were unfocused. “Sure.”
“It’s just a little something I’d really be thrilled to do.”
“Ask away.”
And now she laid herself down on top of him and molded her figure against his. She could feel the vibrations from his beating heart pass from his body and into hers. Her added weight pressing down on his chest compromised his breathing some, made him pant from the mouth and wheeze a little. She put her mouth next to his ear. Her breath was like a splash of bleach tossed onto the floor of an autopsy room. In a soft, wet whisper she asked, “Ooo, pretty please with sugar on top, best thing, will you take me dancing tonight?”


Chapter Nine
He was over thirty years old, but the whine to his voice was pure ten-year-old being forced to do what he didn’t want to do.
“I’m not up to this. This isn’t my typical scene. Can we go home?”
“I promise you, you can do this.”
Denny had gotten as far as the end of his parked El Camino and then stopped. From there on he was having trouble making his legs take him any further. Fear had hold of him. Stern second thoughts on doing any of this crazily swirled through his worried brain. There was a part of him still gung-ho for doing this, but another half—the stronger and easier to fall in line with and obey half of him—was starting to throw its weight around and was about to get its way. He couldn’t do this. He should forget he ever considered doing such a thing. He was too ugly and pathetic for this.
He stood there, in the parking lot, blanch-faced and both hands holding securely to the tailgate of the El Camino. He had changed into a clean pair of blue jeans and a Big Bad Mama T-shirt that put a lot of Angie Dickinson across his chest. His Converse All Stars were washed and looking better than they had in a good stretch of time. Showered and shaved and smelling of Old Spice after-shave. Uschi insisted on a two-inch high cuff on his jeans’ legs, the shirt tucked snug inside his jeans, and she personally worked on his head of hair, greasing it down and combing it up with a heavy quantity of hair jelly pomade into this ultra cool psychobilly ducktail pompadour.
Uschi came up beside him, her railroad spike high heels crunchy of the parking lot’s gravel. Out of her Salvation Army and mail order wardrobe Denny had for her she had selected a glamorous zebra striped cocktail dress that’s daring neckline plunged to the navel and skirt slit ran up scandalously high on the leg. Her platinum blonde tresses were collected and amassed tall into a Queen of Blood outer space vampire beehive hairdo. Her jewelry was an imitation pearl necklace wrapped around the neck and big dangling rhinestone earrings.
“Hey, stay as cool as Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer with me, best thing. I got nothing but confidence in you. Prepare to have yourself a great time tonight. C’mon, let’s do this bitch up right.”
And she wrapped her arm around his and started to lead Denny out of the parking lot. He was trembling and ashamed at knowing Uschi could feel his trembling.
“I’m sorry I’m so afraid,” he said to her.
“Hush. Nothing to say you’re sorry for. Everybody gets a case of cold feet from time to time when they set out to do something new. Give me a smile and walk a strut like you’re proud to be out on the town with such a hot tamale of a dame like me. There you go, that’s an improvement. Yeah, look at my man go.”
This was a busy parking lot. There were lots of cars and trucks and people with scary tattoos and painful looking body piercings and black leather outfits.
The name of the establishment all were going to was Club Mutt. The Regal Beagle it was not. What we had here was a backwoods beer joint with warehouse cinderblock walls and a tin roof and no air-conditioning and the promise of live music every night. The front doors to the place were propped open, allowing the mercilessly loud thump and crash from tonight’s band already on stage to spill outside. The bass, heavy as the charging roar from a Tyrannosaurus Rex from one of those old Doug McClure dinosaur movies, passed through the air and went over Denny and made his sternum vibrate like a tuning fork struck against a chunk of bronze.
Tonight’s band was Feces from the Ass. Uschi had read about them this morning in the newspaper’s entertainment section; they were supposed to be like Black Sabbath meets Plasmatics with a distinct The Ghastly Ones horror-surf vibe undercurrent running through what they did. This sounded pretty ninja killing cool to her.
Denny and Uschi stepped in line and waited their turn to get in. The doorman who took their cash for the cover charge was as wide as he was tall. His XXXL “Darth Vader Lives” T-shirt hung over his feedsack of a gut like it was a maternity blouse. His melon round head was shaved bald and the stubbled scalp was the faded dirty blue shade of a week old bruise to the lip. His nametag read CHOPPED MEAT. Denny found it unlikely that was the name his Momma and Daddy gave him.
The hungry eyeballing Chopped Meat gave Uschi’s peanut butter and anti-freeze stuffed breasts as she and Denny stepped past him and entered clearly said he approved of their quantity and construction.
The air inside Club Mutt was smoky and crackling with excitement and frenzied activity. The tart BO of so many sweaty bodies together in such an enclosed space dwarfed any other odors and was the supreme sickening stink. So many goddamn people. Denny felt himself being swallowed by the mass of humanity as Uschi pulled him further inside the place. Strangers bounced and rubbed against him; faces all quickly morphed before his eyes together into an undistinguishable blur. Screaming voices united with the music’s thrash and became no different to his ears as the high decibel humming of some giant turbine engine.
They arrived at the bar. Good. It was solid, like the El Camino’s tailgate, something Denny could hold on to and brace himself against. Uschi called to the bartender and requested two shots of tequila.
That didn’t thrill Denny. Inches apart from one another, but still he had to lean in close to her ear and shout to be heard over the noise. “I’m not a drinker. I never developed a taste for any sort of alcohol. Thank you, but none for me.”
And she shot off this shit-eating grin at him that he immediately recognized as meaning she knew she was going to get her way no matter what. “A little won’t hurt. Try it. You might like it. You never tried pot until today, and now you’ve taken to it like Leatherface to a chainsaw.”
That was true, about the pot smoking. Denny had come right promptly to appreciate its effect. Just a taste of liquor shouldn’t harm him. And it would make his homemade zombie girlfriend happy.
The bartender, arms sleeved in colorful tattoos and upper lip pierced with a diaper’s safety pin (a nod, surmised Denny, to 1970s London punk fashion) and a Lou Costello stylish brown derby hat perched at a snappy angle on his head, sat two glasses down before them and put a hand out for the payment. Denny got out his wallet and handed over a few bills. Money was starting to slip away fast. That surely wasn’t good. His bank savings were for shit and what puny amount of cash remaining on him was hopefully enough to get a full tank of gas for the El Camino.
Uschi stopped the bartender before he could step away and leaned in to ask Denny, “Are any of those like the kind of tattoo you want to get?”
The bartender managed to hear enough of that to understand the question. He was proud of his body art and had no reservations on flaunting it, raising his arms and holding them out so Denny could get a better view.
Unaccustomed to people voluntarily putting themselves in such close proximity to him, Denny instinctively took a skittish step backwards. Uschi casually placed a hand on his back and didn’t let him scamper any further away. He took a moment to steady himself and stand in Uschi’s encouraging stare, then leaned in a little bit to examine the tattoos.
“Heavens to Mergatroid,” he remarked at what he found running all along the bartender’s arms.
He was expecting skulls and crossbones and raunchy naked ladies and perhaps one or two white supremacist symbols. None of that; instead Denny discovered quite the refreshing revelation.
“They’re Wacky Packages,” he said outloud. And just like that all the worry and fear that had pinched and cramped Denny’s face evaporated. He was now all smiles and positive attitude. “This is the original card series from the early seventies. I recognize some of them from my own collection. Honey, look at these, they’re fucking amazing.” He enthusiastically pointed out for his girlfriend specific skin illustrations. “There’s Kook-Aid, Dopey Whip, Quacker Oats and Jail-O. These are some of my all-time favorites. Hey, man, you have got the coolest fucking arms I’ve ever eyeballed. These are Sonny Chiba paying off my Discover card bill fantastic.”
The bartender was happy to see Denny’s approval. They spent the next few minutes in a conversation about favorite lowbrow art and tattooing and his aspirations of one-day having all The Garbage Pail Kids put on his back. Only after he had to return to bartending was when a shockingly loose and relaxed Denny suddenly realized he had just experienced a nice and friendly chat with a guy who didn’t seem to be bothered by his company. How about that?
Uschi picked up her shot of tequila and motioned for him to do likewise. She clicked her glass against his and toasted, “Hail Satan and may God always be watching out for the big-tittied women!”
She downed her drink in one macho head tossed back fast gulp. Immediately afterwards she dropped the shot glass in to follow, chewed it down to crunchy shards and swallowed. She opened her mouth to show Denny no lacerations and it was all gone as easy as if it were nothing less than a spoonful of warm applesauce.
“I’m not doing that,” he levelly informed her.
“I don’t expect you to, best thing. Just drink.”
He started to put the tequila to his lips, and then took it away. “I really don’t want to do this.”
Extra incentive was put into action when Uschi reached below the bar and searched out his groin. She unzipped his jeans with a flawless dexterity, her hand maneuvering through the piss hole, and laid siege upon his barbered private parts. Fingers manipulated the testicles while the thumb rubbed up against the head of his cock.
Denny performed a young Jerry Lewis animate convulsion; once he settled he could only open mouth stare at Uschi. Oh my. What brazenness, what daring. This was a public place. People could see what she was doing to him.
She leaned into him so she could brush his arm with her giant boobs. “I want to see you drink, best thing.” Looking up into his face and batting her milky dead eyes, her long eyelashes fanning her face. “Please.”
Well. Really. Denny hated the idea of disappointing the unholy returned from the dead love of his life. He’d give it a go. For her.
“You can do this,” she said, her hand remaining firmly entrenched inside his pants. “You’re strong as steel, best thing. It is an acquired taste, I admit, but it can become agreeable. The trick is don’t sip it. Sipping is for pussies and people who enjoy reading Robert Jordan fantasy novels. You’re no pussy. Shotgun it down. Open wide and toss your head back and allow gravity to take it through the throat and to the gut. That’s all it takes. Easy as pie. I know you can do it. Show me your strength.”
He followed her directions: open wide and tossing the head back. The tequila burned like a malicious communist asslicker as it made its way to the stomach, but at least it traveled quickly. He feared he was going to vomit it back up, but Uschi, sensing his trouble, used her non-genitals preoccupied hand to stroke his windpipe and cooed soothingly to him. That was sure good of her. Denny could feel the alcohol acting up inside him. Whoa, it was rough shit that definitely enjoyed being rowdy. It churned and bubbled like it were a corrosive acid, then out of nowhere suddenly decided to settle and become friendly and warming to his belly. The urge to hurl passed. He started feeling better.
He did it. Denny Gleeth had done what he had set out to accomplish. He blinked the tears from his eyes and looked to Uschi and exposed his uneven and nasty teeth when he smiled, proud of himself. He used the back of his hand to wipe at his runny nose.
“The time to dance is upon us,” informed Uschi.
Feces from the Ass were performing a freaky and crashing cover of Blondie’s “Heart of Glass” as Uschi pulled Denny along by his dick and they joined the madness of jumping bodies on the dance floor. She got right to it, letting the rhythm take control and moving all fluid and supple with the music. The flashing strobe lights caused her beyond the grave moldering green complexion to glisten in a scrumptious gloss and her platinum Queen of Blood raised hair as radiant as a propane gas fireball. The fog from the smoke machine wrapped around her legs like kudzu vines. She was a Frazetta painting from the cover of a classic issue of Eerie or Creepy magazine made real—sensual and primal, gorgeously otherworldly. Quickly Uschi became the center of attention on the dance floor; everybody turning his or her head and watching the homemade zombie girlfriend go. And by association all eyes as well watched Denny.
He zipped up his fly and was painfully self-conscious his choreography wasn’t going to be nearly as nice as hers. He decided on a simple pogo. He just bounced up and down in place. That seemed safe enough.
The next number was a Reverend Horton Heat rockabilly piece, “It Hurts Your Daddy Bad.” The band took this one slow and raunchy. Put a real sleazy early ’60s titty joint grind behind it. This was meant for the slow dancing.
Uschi brought Denny in close to her and held on tight. He felt safe and loved inside her arms. They easy swayed from side to side. Now this was quality body on body action. Other couples surrounding them were doing likewise, going slow and holding on to one another. This deserved to continue for a good, long while.
It didn’t.
As with everything in Denny’s miserable life, it had to be spoiled sooner than later. Not even halfway through the song before a hand as wide as the business end of a shovel latched on to his shoulder and abruptly yanked on him, pulling him apart from his walking dead significant other.
“I’m gonna dance with your girl.” The tone to the voice was like a master speaking a command to a dog—complete obedience mandatory.
It was the morbidly obese doorman, Chopped Meat his ownself. He was all Baby Huey blubbery hard fat and a sweat-beaded bald head. He didn’t give Denny so much as a second look, putting his backside to him the moment following shoving him aside. Chopped Meat’s grotesque mass and casual willingness to use physical force leaving him super confident there would be no objection to what he was doing. This big boy always gets what he wants.
Denny fumbled backwards a number of steps and didn’t stop until he bounced off the bony shoulder of a kid with a devillock haircut dancing with his own date. He apologized for any bother and then stood there, the music playing and the dancers around him all in motion, watching Chopped Meat close in on Uschi. He had his gorilla arms out like he was about to try a bearhug on her. The rolls of fat collected on the back of his neck reminded Denny of the coils of a rat snake wrapped tight around a stout fence post. Great saddlebags of sloppy flesh on his hips spilled over his belt and made his shirt balloon out on the sides.
I’m loosing her. He’s going to take her away from me.
Denny was going to speak up. He was going to take action. Something was going to be done. He had to stand up for himself. Uschi was his.
“… hey …” he dry mouth croaked and started to take a half step forward.
And Uschi took over from there. She never lost her smile or joyful attitude, only raised her hands, the fingers parted far apart and twisted like claws, and placed them on Chopped Meat’s face and raked her nails hard and deep down him. They were like carving knives, the fingernails, digging raw and juicy furrows into the doorman’s flesh. An eyeball was compromised, sliced open and leaking soft material. Blood poured from Chopped Meat’s face the same as tap water from a kitchen faucet. The ribbons of meat her nails took out of him were corkscrewed like curly fries and fell from Uschi’s fingers and rolled off of the top of Chopped Meat’s protruding round belly and dropped to the dance floor. He screamed once, slapped hands to his striped face, and a snarling Denny helped him to get to stepping by giving him a swift kick to his ass. The fat menace shambled away fast into the throng of people.
Denny and Uschi came back together. He gave her a worried look. “You think we’re in trouble?”
“I don’t give a shit if we are or not.” She put her arms around the one she loved, and the gore on her hands went all over the back of his Big Bad Mama T-shirt. “I’m not going to let this get in the way of our good time. I hope the cocksucker crawls off somewhere and dies.”
They danced for three more songs. Nobody else ever bothered them. Then Uschi decided it was time for a trip to the men’s room.


Chapter Ten
She just took him straight on inside, into the men’s room, invading without a second of hesitation male’s only territory. Some guys gave her appearance a double take, most had catcalls and other lewd noises ready for her when she passed. Uschi ignored them all.
There were three urinals and four toilet stalls and only the one sink for hand washing. The graffiti on the cinderblock walls was plentiful, colorful and beyond the call of duty vulgar. The sounds from the stage didn’t carry well past the bathroom’s walls; Feces from the Ass were muted. You could use your indoor voice in here. The smell wasn’t much changed from the odor on the dance floor, maybe a tad more piss and barf added.
Holding him by the hand, Uschi led a red-faced Denny to the first available stall. She closed and latched the door behind them. This one was designed for the handicapped. It was more spacious than other stalls and there were handlebars mounted on the commode.
“I thought we were due some you and me time,” said Uschi. She reached inside her notable amount of cleavage, did a little digging around to find what she wanted. Eventually she pulled out from under the right hooter a joint and cigarette lighter. She lit up, enjoyed the first toke, and then handed it over to Denny.
He went right to it, putting it to his lips and having a drag. This positive glow promptly embraced Denny the split second the weed started to reach his bloodstream.
“Tell me something I don’t know, best thing.”
“Well, did you know Boris Karloff’s real name was William Henry Pratt?”
“No, I did not.”
“Well, it most certainly was. I read that this one time in Psychotronic magazine. So it’s got to be true. Find it hard to believe Michael Weldon would ever steer me wrong on something like that.”
“That’s why it’s so groovy to hang out with you, best thing. I learn new and fascinating shit all the goddamn time. Plus you got a really sweet cock that does the most wonderful things to me.”
The unexpectedness of that last statement caught Denny Gleeth unprepared. His penis had never been complemented before.
“Are you having a good time tonight?” It was the only thing he could think to say after hearing talk concerning his dick.
“I sure am. How about you?”
“Yeah, it’s an experience.” Denny could feel the toilet paper rack jabbing into the back of his knee.
“Thanks for doing this for me.” She eyed him through the sweet smelling smoke and her hand went to his shoulder and straightened the collar of his T-shirt and stroked the wrinkles that were bunching up along there out of the material. “I really do appreciate it. This isn’t your bag. I know you’d rather be at a comic book store, or home watching Manos: the Hands of Fate right now. It means an awful lot to me you would do this.”
“You don’t have to thank me like that. I’m glad to get out. Do something I never thought I would do. It makes me feel good about myself.”
They finished the joint in short time.
“Y’know,” said Uschi, “standing here looking at you, it is giving me an itch.”
“Yeah.” Denny just stood there, keeping his hands to himself, being innocent.
“It’s a certain kind of itch.”
Poor Denny. He still wasn’t getting it. He raised an eyebrow. “Okay.”
Uschi wetted her fingers and untucked the front half of his Big Bad Mama T-shirt and snaked her hand up inside there. She went to the nearest available nipple and pinched and teased it. It was amazing how unaware men were to the sensitivity of their own nipples. Denny moaned like he had never had it this blissful before and needed to raise an arm and brace himself against the stall’s wall to remain standing.
“Best thing,” she told him, “it’s a sexual itch. One only you and your mighty tallywhacker can scratch. Tend to it for me, will you?”
And she lifted the skirt of her zebra print cocktail dress. She was going commando, no panties for her. Howdy, Alfred E. Neuman and Patty the pussy, right nice to be seeing y’all again so soon.
Now he had it. She wanted some. Sex in the bathroom.
Maybe it was the tequila and pot working, or could be the love of a swell zombie dame, but Denny felt emboldened, ten feet tall and too goddamn good to be true. He believed the operation she requested was doable. His steady hands worked like a pro and dropped his jeans and underwear below the knees. “I’ll scratch you.” Not the sexiest thing he could have said, but it was all he could think of at the moment.
There was no lover’s foreplay slap and tickle preface to this fucking. This was straight intercourse. Getting to the nitty-gritty like two animals in heat. Uschi bent over the commode and grabbed on to its handlebars while Denny advanced on her from behind. Their genitalia interlocked and the pumping rhythm was instantly established. Denny dedicated all his concentration into his hip action. Uschi admired his thrusting motion, highly commendable, hard and steadfast as a machine. He got her whole person to rocking and the toilet to rattling. The bowl’s filthy brown water was agitated, stirring up a frothy head of bubbles. A soiled condom floating on the surface rode a storm tossed sea.
“That’s it,” Uschi encouraged. “Give it to me, best thing. Go. Go. Go. You are hitting the spot. Oh yeah. You’re hitting the spot. Harder. Go. Harder. That’s it. Va-va-voom, three-D, pow.” She turned her head and looked over her shoulder up at him. Her lips were curled back in a dazzling slutty snarl porn legend Seka would be envious of. “Look at me. I said, goddamnit, look at me.”
“I’m looking, I’m looking.”
“Don’t I look hot with your dick inside me?”
He had to agree she did look most hot indeed.
They orgasmed simultaneously—brilliantly and equally most gratified. About a minute to get themselves resituated and on their second wind, and then they exited the men’s room stall to rejoin the world already in progress.
The dead man they came upon splayed over the floor only a few short steps outside their fuck stall did do some damage to their positive afterglow.
“Sweet monkey motherfuckers,” calmly commented Uschi, nearly tripping over the lifeless unfortunate littering the urine sticky tiles.
“Roger Corman Christ,” added a shocked Denny.
Exsanguination was the cause of death. The body’s blood had been quickly and violently drained from the torn open throat. The prominent lip imprints made from tremendous suction pressure circled the wrinkled, puckered wound. There were other corpses not far off from where this one laid. A half dozen or more puddles of dead meat strewn across the men’s room floor and one left propped sitting up against the side of a urinal. All of them on the receiving end of the relative same level of graphic neck mistreatment. All this murderous mayhem committed in only the short spell of time Uschi and Denny where inside the shitter.
“I told y’all this shit was to be continued.”
That voice, like Slim Pickens seasoned with Charlie Manson Hee-Haw cornpone drawl. The words took control of the room the same as would the crack from a snapped bullwhip.
There stood Li’l Bocephus, arms crossed over his chest and leaning a hip against the sink and wearing this total rascal smile on his anemic Jethro Bodine of a face. “Did you two turd monkeys honestly think I was done with y’all? You thought you could put me out of your minds and go and do whatever you wished? That I weren’t ever gonna come back and do something wicked toward y’all? You did think that? Well, that wasn’t in any way, shape or form smart thinking on y’alls behalf, was it? I told you I put my mark on you two. I promised that this ain’t over by a long shot. I said I’d get you. And now, retardo and blimp tits dead whore, the shitting and the getting is upon us.”
The atmosphere was electric with eminent hostility. One of the toilets was experiencing water pressure difficulties. It gurgled like a content frog in a pond.
“I got me some plans,” coolly informed Li’l Bocephus. “Put a lot of creative thinking into these plans. Y’all are a critical part of them. They’s revenge sort of stuff. It’s gonna be nasty and bleak for y’all. Time I give the two of you the gift of a little Li’l Bocephus goodness.”


Chapter Eleven
“Why, if it isn’t the NASCAR fan nightstalker,” pleasantly exclaimed an excited Uschi. “Well, alright. I’ll have you know you’re the reason I skipped dinner. I knew we were going to run into your tasty self somewhere along the way tonight. Hey, you’re looking a lot better than the last time we met up. You seem right fine and peppy.”
That was true. A day’s rest inside his Chevy Silverado’s toolbox had worked shock-you-shitless wonders on improving Li’l Bocephus’s condition. His eye was fully-grown back, pushing out the clod of steel wool plug sometime during his daylight slumber. He had removed the duct tape from his hand and chuckled in relief when he found brand new pinkie and ring fingers. The fingernails on these two new ones were disease free and immaculately clean, unlike their eight dirty and fungus infected crusty yellow brothers. That duct tape was made to last and what he had wrapped around his middle wasn’t cooperative when it came time to remove. It required serious effort to tear it away. But he finally got rid of every last bit of it, and there beneath waiting for him was his bare belly, sealed shut and the pale and freckled skin smooth and displaying not a hint of the zombie massacre comeuppance he was the victim of. Those good ol’ intestines and organs in him were feeling fine and settled and exactly where they ought to be. His roof shingle mask the last thing he ripped off of him and now he again was as whole-faced and pretty as ever.
The dark ink of that ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA tattoo on his arm caught the bathroom’s lighting and glistened like chocolate syrup on a bone white china plate.
Li’l Bocephus thought to bring backup to this shindig. Three more vampires were as well in the men’s room, each one as murderous and supernatural in origin as he. They were currently holding down the fort over close by the urinals. You couldn’t get anymore arrogantly cocky than the way they were presenting themselves. Smug douche bags unrestrained.
The blood-drinking trio Uschi gave a good looking over. She was far shy of being impressed with what she was getting an eyeful of.
“Truth is told about it, pilgrims, I’ve seen better in Jess Franco movies.”
There was a dark-skinned Mexican gentleman. He was beer loving potbellied and dressed in stained sweatpants and a Pantera concert T-shirt. His eyebrows were large and fuzzy and grown together to form one giant unibrow that cut a bushy horizontal slash along the upper half of his face. The eyes were charcoal black with gold irises and the teeth very unnaturally long and very unnaturally sharp. He tirelessly picked his nose and greedily devoured whatever snotty treasures he discovered.
The one in the middle must be a Republican. A proud Rush Limbaugh dittohead filled with an obscene abundance of Anglo-Saxon Caucasian moral and financial conceited superiority. The idea of Ronald Reagan’s face added to Mount Rushmore probably made his dick hard. He was tall and in good shape and the brown suit and red tie he was wearing dirty and overdue for a pressing, but besides that smart and conservative. A small American flag was pinned to the left lapel of his jacket. He featured Clark Kent hair, dark and cut neat and strict, greasy like it were combed with slices of buttered toast. The vampire fangs inside his blood slobbering mouth were white the same as powdered sugar and serrated as much as the cutting edge of a steak knife and were the only thing outwardly showing he didn’t work in some medium high six figure capacity at a savings and loan bank and volunteer his evenings to a committee dedicated to keep another pro-abortion liberal judge off the Supreme Court.
Number three was Linda Blair in Roller Boogie. Frizzy brunette hair trapped in a tacky perm and the headband circling her cranium scaled in purple sequins. Her teenage physique was still hoarding plenty of baby fat and encased in control top pantyhose and a flashy purple Danskin leotard. Her roller skates were hot pink with neon bright orange laces. There were plenty of freckles on her dimpled cheeks and her fangs resplendent smile was as wholesome as acid thrown into your face.
The four undead commenced to close in on the man and zombie couple. Uschi assumed a protective stance in front of Denny. The compulsion to quote Rock ’N Roll High School was overwhelming. “’This is the big time, girlie. This is rock ’n roll.’”
Linda Blair in Roller Boogie was the nearest, and Uschi threw back the skirt of her cocktail dress and attacked with a swift Rockette’s high kick to the face that sent the high heel of her shoe up beneath the chin and stabbing through the floor of the mouth and spearing the tongue and burying itself in the palate. The roller disco queen of the dead spasmed and convulsed at the end of Uschi’s leg like a bug pinned to a corkboard, her clattering skates frantically scurrying over the floor and gaining her no traction. She spewed hemorrhaging blood from both her mouth and nostrils. The shoe heel was lodged in there impressively firm; Uschi didn’t bother with trying to free it, opting instead to slip her foot out and leave it behind for a falling ungracefully to her ass Linda Blair in Roller Boogie to keep and enjoy.
Next she put her hands on the ringleader, the delicious Li’l Bocephus. She put him in an arm lock powerful enough to double him over and spun him around to face where he had just been. Taking hold of him by his ugly-ass red hair along the back of his skull, she none too gently steered him into the bathroom sink. An unprepared to counter such an aggression Li’l Bocephus had just enough time to scream “Cocksucker!” before his brand-new eyeball went into the faucet’s spigot. The optical organ ruptured with a gush of blood and jelly and made a mean and juicy sound like a nailgun puncturing a ripe cantaloupe as the faucet penetrated the eye socket to its full length. Damned if he didn’t become wedged in there tight. Try as he might, it was impossible for a cussing and fussing Li’l Bocephus to pull himself loose of the sink. Uschi left him there fucked up sound and proper.
Unibrow Mexican she went after now. She kicked off her one remaining shoe for better and faster maneuverability and was on him before he had barely a chance to realize he was next on her hit list. He was confused and unbalanced to have intended prey come forward and confront him instead of the typical other way around. He was too slow to react in any meaningful way. Uschi gave him a backhanded slap from hell that threw him face-first into a urinal so hard the entire men’s room wall trembled dramatically from the awesome impact. The porcelain broke and many shards of varying shape and size embedded themselves in Unibrow Mexican’s face and neck. Somehow the piss-soaked soap cake at the bottom hopped up and managed to go in his mouth and slipped whole down his throat like the world’s biggest aspirin. The taste was nothing for him to get excited for.
Uschi then stomped down across the back of his neck, and his mouth slammed on the urinal’s edge. A fair majority of fangs were snapped off at the gum line and sent scattering over the floor like dropped loose change. The plumbing held together—Unibrow Mexican not so much. Muscles, tendons and stringy gristle and such tore away and the skull and spine’s cervical section parted ways. The head of Unibrow Mexican ripped off above the lower jaw and was left behind at the bottom of the urinal; it situated in a position where blinking eyes could look out over the men’s room, the expression to them quite a bit on the baffled side of things.
Surprisingly, this did not actually qualify as a complete decapitation.
With the gore wet fart noisily flowing from him like a spraying lawn sprinkler, what was Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down sprang erect and put on a show. He waved his arms in front of him and set off blindly running from one end of the bathroom to the other. His spry self tripped over anything happening to come under his feet and he bounced rough off of the walls whenever he struck them. His undulating dark tongue was reared back like a cobra anxious to strike and was now the highest part of his person.
“Hey, look at me go!” yelled Uschi, blood spattered and unabashedly proud with her big-busted walking dead self. She put arms out wide and was bouncing her titties and shaking her ass like a hyperactive Vegas showgirl. “I’m happily kicking the snot outta all y’all despicable motherfuckers!”
With flashing fangs and mouth distended to impossible proportions, the Republican attacked like a savage beast operating entirely on agitation and blood lust. He charged the homemade zombie girlfriend. And she greeted the charge with a straight-hand chop descending from above to the top of his head. Uschi’s fingers, strong as steel rebar, cleaved through the conservative vampire’s skull like the blade of a broadsword and didn’t stop until arriving at about mid-throat. The divided head yawned apart like a fat phone book opening along the middle, each skull half coming to lay on top of a shoulder. The blood poured a copious amount and the brain matter that wormed its way between her fingers felt as mushy as overcooked white rice drowned in brown beef gravy.
The Republican’s gurgling cries were quite similar to those of the commode with the plumbing trouble. He sank to the floor like a withering plant, settled toes up. His limbs feebly thrashed and kicked.
Uschi made haste and lifted a foot and stomped him a good one dead center of his stomach, and the things inside him ruptured with a terrible authority. He super herniated with his scrotum ballooning to the bursting point and producing a D-Day on Normandy beach gore splatter in his pants. The belly split open along opposite sides and passed rich and chunky mashed viscera. Colon was turned inside out and shotgunned from the prolapsed anus, a septic tank of a disaster was let loose in the seat of his boxer shorts. Other intestinal matter was forced up the esophagus and vomited from the throat, pooling on the floor between the two head halves.
By now Unibrow Mexican from the chin down had found the men’s room door and was somehow working it open. When the sounds of Feces from the Ass on stage came flooding inside, Uschi looked up just in time to see him scamper outside.
She turned her head toward Denny, smiling wickedly sly and sexy the exact same way Ellen Barkin did to Dennis Quaid in those special scenes in The Big Easy, and told him in Nipsey Russell worthy rhyme, “I’ll be back in a flash, and later tonight I’m gonna give you permission to fuck me wild and funky in the ass.”
And then she was in hot pursuit, determined not to let the job go halfass, and was out of the men’s room in the blink of an eye.
Denny Gleeth was on his own.
Not long after Uschi’s abrupt departure, Linda Blair in Roller Boogie was finally successful in prying the shoe from her mouth. The shoe heel puncture wound behind her chin was a vaginal-like slit that leaked a steady flow of syrupy blood and spittle down the front of her. She rose to her feet, looking around for something to take her frustrations out on. She right soon settled on Denny. She hissed at him like an aggravated Gila monster.
“Bleached assholes and Harlan Ellison,” he cussed under his breath.
She executed a number of nifty disco moves as she rolled toward him, whirling herself around in tight pirouettes and hips wiggling and the occasional legs split. The whole while she was in motion she softly sang to herself “Boogie Wonderland.”
The band started in on “No More Mr. Nice Guy,” and Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down picked that moment to dash onto Club Mutt’s dance floor. His was a presence that couldn’t be ignored, arms windmilling every which way and his fat gut bouncing and his tongue flopping up and down like a madman operating a sock puppet over the jagged shards of ruined fangs running along the lower jaw. He continued to lavishly bleed, spurting and spewing in all directions from his raw stump, and, what with the strobe lights flashing around him and the music thumbing and smoke machine billowing between his nonstop going legs, was an instant success with the crowd. It was simple for most to imagine it was like a lost scene from the Thriller music video. An Alice Cooper song seemed the perfect music to accompany him.
Everyone quickly fell into step believing this was part of the show. Seriously, who didn’t appreciate a touch of Gwar theatrics in their rock ’n roll? Soon bodies were slam dancing into Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down, ricocheting him off of human beings and dousing them in his blood spray. They clapped and fist pumped and chanted, “Go, tongue boy! Go, tongue boy! You got it! Go, tongue boy! You got it!”
Safe to assume there were not any MENSA members in the place tonight.
Uschi, headbanging in tempo with Feces from the Ass, came in on him from behind and did a reach around to get hold of him below the chin. With one swift jerk she uprooted jaw and neck and gave Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down a true and complete decapitation.
A real and finally deceased at last Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down commenced to rapidly melt like ice cream in a microwave set on HIGH for four minutes. The meaty portions of him instantly began to boil and bubble, became loose and effortlessly dropped off the bone and splattered the dance floor. His abdomen eroded and its contents flowed forth and quickly were reduced to a liquid state. The skeletal remains surrendered density and drooled apart to mingle with the colorful as clown paint pool of sludge. Even the stained sweatpants and Pantera T-shirt he wore gave up the ghost and disintegrated to smoke. The stench of all this was fragrant enough to make an expectant mother miscarry. It all burned away eventually, evaporated at a supernatural accelerated rate. All that finally remained was a slick residue stain that would never be entirely cleaned away.
To the appreciative applause of all on the dance floor, Uschi flashed her Gigantor caliber cans and stayed to hear the rest of the song before moving on.
Inside the men’s room, Unibrow Mexican’s head from the top lip on up behaved the same as the rest of him on the dance floor. Eyeballs turned gooey and poured from the sockets and the nose collapsed and slithered off the face like a bold snail making a break for it and the cheeks and scalp deteriorated in haste to a runny wet smear. He oozed over the urinal’s cusp and plops of him hit the tiles with a wet smack. Then it all burned away to nothing.
Linda Blair in Roller Boogie pointed a finger and none too politely informed Denny, “I’m gonna douche with your blood.”
“Please don’t,” was all he could think to say in reply. “That sounds terribly unsanitary.” He was in a pure fright by now. The marijuana’s mellow mood had upped and departed him. He was cowering in the face of Linda Blair in Roller Boogie, backed against a toilet stall wall, cornered, and his teeth chattering together and a cold sweat broken out over him as thick as Thanksgiving giblet gravy.
She started to lean in toward him, eager to bite.
“You don’t get to touch him,” Uschi frostily informed.
In a heartbeat she was there and stepping between them. Zombie laid hands on vampire’s crotch and ripped her pussy a considerable ways open and reached inside of her. Uschi tore beyond the uterus and dug through the lower intestines. She acquired a stranger’s shit under her fingernails when she lanced the bowels, its vulgar contents liberally spilling along with the other gore down between Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s legs. She found the rear of the pelvis and followed it to the base of the spine, where her fingers fit fine in the grooves between vertebrae.
“Okey-doke,” Uschi said with a giggle while up to her elbows deep in Linda Blair in Roller Boogie. “I’m gonna take this away from you now. And, bitch, you are never going to get it back.”
One forceful tug and easy separation from pelvic bone, ribcage and skull was granted. Uschi unsheathed the whole spinal column form Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s cunt as if she were Arthur extracting Excalibur not from a stone but from a mass of loose and extra moist meat.
When uprooted, the spine was rubbery and drooled seaweed stringy severed lumbar nerves. Like Uschi’s arms, it was bathed in a rich slather of blood, watery fecal sludge, spinal fluid and other bodily juices. It was too tempting a delectable sight not to try a taste. Uschi put the spine to her mouth.
Down went Linda Blair in Roller Boogie. Everything that was her dropped to the floor as limp as a fully thawed boneless chicken breast. She pathetically wriggled and squirmed along the tiles like a headless snake.
“Are we winning?” That was coming from Li’l Bocephus, his voice echoing up from the bottom of the sink that he remained an eye socket prisoner of. “I can’t see anything but the handle to the hot water and a fucking bar of Lava soap. Tell me what’s going on. We’re winning, right? It sounds like we’re winning. I have high hopes.”
Uschi’s tongue was in maximum overdrive and licked the spine spotless in less than thirty seconds. She then nibbled at the few chunks of meat that were stuck to it. Wasn’t bad, certainly better eating than anything you could order off the menu at any Olive Garden. Yet Linda Blair in Roller Boogie was tragically lacking that spicy kick she recalled Li’l Bocephus having for her.
She trashed the spine and looked to Denny. “Say, best thing, you wanna do something ninja killing cool?” she asked.
Denny didn’t seem entirely too eager for talk. His mouth worked but no words were spoken. Not everything with him was set to go back to behaving normally just yet. He was having a time trying to calm his nerves. He made due with a nod of the head and giving her the thumbs up signal.
“Get your darling ass on over here beside me and watch this. It’s something to see.”
Uschi put a bare foot down on Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s neck. She put her full weight against it and things collapsed and were crushed. She started to grind her heel in as if she were extinguishing a cigarette. The spineless Linda Blair in Roller Boogie struggled for survival, but her crippled resistance was fruitless. The mounting pressure on either side of her neck caused the skin to dramatically swell outward, next split apart, and finally squirt blood and fluids that had nowhere else to go. Other moist matter excreted from her puckering like a chicken’s asshole lips.
“Now comes the best part,” Uschi told Denny.
Bending down, her hand went to Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s face. She put a finger in each of her eyes, popping them, and managed a bowler’s grip on her head. Uschi tore the head off the body as simple as ripping aside the pretty wrapping paper on a Christmas gift.
The Linda Blair in Roller Boogie remains immediately turned to nasty goo. Melting flesh and bone popped and sparked like green wood in a campfire. The severed head in Uschi’s hand poured between her fingers like running water and joined the boiling toxic stew on the bathroom floor. Her leotard, headband and roller skates dissolved away along with the rest of her. Only a foul stink so potent it would’ve uncurled Denny’s pubes if he still were sporting any and a slippery stain on the floor tiles remained.
Denny found his voice. “Goodness. I don’t think ol’ Peter Cushing ever did it that way.”
Through the distinct oily fog only the steam from an evaporating nosferatu could produce, Uschi stared at her boyfriend and said, “You can do the one in the suit.”
“Me? I can’t do that.”
“Sure you can. Don’t fret so. Keep it Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer. I’ll talk you through it.”
“That don’t sound like we’re winning,” Li’l Bocephus told the sink’s drainpipe. He next spent a spell fighting with the sink, trying one more time to work himslef free. He promptly failed again—could neither tear his eye socket loose of the faucet or the sink off the wall. “Shit. I’m going from bad, to worse, to raped by a camel despondent.”
Uschi pulled an ear off the Republican and sampled him. She chewed the cartilage as if it were a stick of gum. Like Linda Blair in Roller Boogie, he too sadly didn’t have that secret spicy ingredient that made Li’l Bocephus such a culinary delight. His removal from the world wouldn’t chap her ass any.
“Okay, best thing, destroy this motherfucker for good.”
The Republican was still very much animate. His sliced down the middle head and stomped belly injuries couldn’t allow him much mobility, but he continued some movements. From the look in the eye that occupied space on each split half of head, it seemed likely he had a fair understanding of what was going on in his surroundings.
Denny started to lean down toward him, trembling hands out and appearing like they were ready for any kind of action, then he stopped, straightened himself, and bashfully admitted to Uschi, “I have no idea what I’m exactly supposed to do here. I’m painfully confused and disturbed right now. Do you want me to try and yank his head parts off his neck? Or are you expecting from me a stake through the heart operation? If it’s the heart, then I’m lacking specific tools. I’m gonna need something made from wood. The cardboard tubes in the toilet paper rolls are wood, I think. Maybe we could join a bunch of them together and fashion a kind of wooden stake outta them. Can we do that? Would something like that even work? Or maybe I could use my pocketknife and cut the head parts off? I’m just throwing ideas out there. Does any of this sound like a plan to you?”
Uschi placed a bloody finger with shit under the nail on his lips and this gently silenced him. “Best thing, you’re rambling. Hush.” She then opened her arms and embraced him in a hug. They held on to one another for a time. Just hugging. Just enjoying the comfort of each other. Denny’s condition rapidly improved. He calmed and resumed thinking rationally. Love can do that to a person; sometimes work as a cure for what afflicts you better than anything else.
“Thanks, sugar cube, I needed that.”
A pair of guys stepped inside the men’s room, sweaty and laughing and already working at unzipping their pants. They were alike in buzz haircuts and porcelain pale skin, fingernails painted black, and waif thin figures inside spike studded leather motorcycle jackets and skinny jeans drainpipe narrow in the legs and dog collars around their necks.
Both froze at the sight of the dead bodies scattered all along the floor and the redneck dude with his head in the sink. Neither could decide on what was the best way to react to the green hoochie mama whose lung pumpkins were bigger than her head and a face only a Stephen King fan could truly appreciate.
Uschi was perfectly polite, ladylike, but as well undeniably firm when she told them, “I hate to put you out any, boys, put you need to put your dicks back in your britches and turn around. Sorry to report the men’s room is closed for the foreseeable future. Y’all need to head on over to the ladies. You might enjoy pissing sitting down for a change. Have a good night, drive safely on the way home, and now get your asses in gear.”
They decided going on over to the ladies room for a piss could well turn out to be the swiftest goddamn move they ever did. They were quick to depart.
The Republican was still in need of being taken care of. Uschi gladly guided Denny through what she believed was the best way for him to slay the monster. She suggested a good ol’ fashioned head stomping.
“Trust me. You’re gonna be surprised at how easily it comes off.” She slipped her hands around the thigh of one of his legs, casually lifted his foot and aimed it directly above the Republican’s throat. “Just bring your foot down as hard as you can manage it. It’ll probably take more than one stomp, but that’s okay. Do as many as necessary. Go on. Stomp away.”
“Okay, if you say so.”
Down came Denny’s Converse All Stars encased foot. It took a few times and caused a heck of a mess on his shoes and jeans, but it finally worked. He stomped clean through the neck—a decapitation was achieved. The two head halves of the Republican were sent in separate directions away from the rest of his right-wing body.
Everything that was the Republican instantly became like hot muck on a stick, dripping away and soon vanishing.
A proud Uschi laughed and kissed Denny. “That’s how we do it.”
He was sweating and out of breath from the procedure. “Now there is some business I never dreamed I would be involved with. I just went and killed me a vampire. Somebody call Buffy and tell her to stick it where the sun doesn’t shine.”
Uschi approached the sink. Her mouth commenced to watering and stomach growling. “Oooo,” she excitedly purred, “this is going to be so, so, so good.”
“Don’t hurt me no more,” Li’l Bocephus cried out. He elevated a leg and blindly mule kicked in hopes of warding off the zombie woman. “Don’t you hurt me no more. Titty bitch be kind.”
Trigger and Dale Evans need not worry. Roy Rogers never did fuck Li’l Bocephus’s Momma. He just had that statement inked into his arm because he figured it made a nice conversation starter and enjoyed the different reactions it stirred in people. He believed John Wayne would prove too hard for folks to swallow and Lash Larue too obscure the cowboy star. The king of the singing cowboys fit just right.
Momma, three years dead when he was tattooed, would never have approved of such a thing. Lot of things Li’l Bocephus was up to she would not have approved of. She’d been a hard working and loving and clean thinking woman during her stay on Earth. She hadn’t deserved such a vulgar, lazy son such as the one she was afflicted with.
Uschi caught the kicking leg by the ankle and removed and discarded the Tony Lama snakeskin cowboy boot. The tube sock Li’l Bocephus wore on the foot was once white but now filthy and turned a fresh cow patty russet. A hungrier than fuck Uschi bit like she was going to town on a turkey leg through the sock and tore a sizeable chunk of meat from the arch area of his foot.
Aw yeah, there was the good shit. He was as delicious as she remembered him. Dirty sock didn’t do a thing to hurt the taste. Uschi, chewing away and the blood running down her chin, rolled her eyes and groaned in pleasure at the party going on inside her mouth.
“Kemo sabe,” Li’l Bocephus was saying. “Kemo sabe. Okay? Kemo sabe. Y’all with me on this? That is the word I want to share with y’all. That’s Indian talk for friend for life … or something pretty fucking sweet close to that. Yes it is. I know that for a fact. I know my Lone Ranger real well. I want to be friends. Let’s be cool now. Let’s be best buds. And friends don’t eat on each other. No they really do not. Please be my kemo sabe. I don’t want to fight no more. Y’all win. I can’t take this any more. I just ain’t made to be able to tolerate somebody eating on me. Let’s talk a deal. Please, please, let’s talk a deal. Y’all uncork me outta this sink and set my ass loose and I promise with everything I got in me you won’t ever see or hear a single, solitary goddamn thing ever again from me. I do swear it. I’m gone. Outta here. Never to trouble you fine folks again. Y’all give that a proper thinking over. Doesn’t it sound fair and a winner? I want to go home so bad. Please let me go. Want y’all be my kemo sabe? And please leave me something of myself below the ankle.”
It was as if his words were never there, totally ignored. Uschi was undaunted in her feasting. She did not leave Li’l Bocephus anything below the ankle but stripped bones that were cracked open and the marrow sucked from them.
About somewhere around mid-calf, with his blue jeans leg rolled up above the knee—Uschi was okay with a side dish of dirty sock, but not any of that heavy denim—she came up for air and said to her best thing, “’bout time we were headed home.”
Denny had questions on what they were going to do with Li’l Bocephus.
“He’s going home with us.” She punctuated the announcement by giving the white trash suckhead a sassy smack on his skinny ass. “There’s still plenty to enjoy on this Happy Meal.”
That was some truly shitty news for Li’l Bocephus to hear. Didn’t seem anybody wanted to be his kemo sabe.


Chapter Twelve
Another storm was coming together over Vestron. Lightning flashed and skipped in the clouded skies above the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis. The weatherman on the El Camino’s radio had talked of two to possibly four inches of rainfall between now and the next few hours. The Dallas and Fort Worth and surrounding areas were under a flash flood alert until morning.
“I vote we put him and his ass in the bathtub,” said Denny. He stood in the living room of his and Uschi’s trailer home and was eating cold Wolf Brand chili direct from the can. “I don’t care for him to become leaky in here and possibly might splatter and stain any of my stuff. I don’t think I would ever settle down if something vile and icky were to get onto one of my Mego Planet of the Apes figures and permanently disfigure it.”
“Works for me,” said Uschi and casually shrugged her shoulders. She carried Li’l Bocephus slung over a shoulder in the same casual fashion a cowboy with no horse would haul around his saddle.
Back at Club Mutt’s men’s room, a fistful of red hair and a pair of hardy tugs on him was all Uschi had to do to liberate Li’l Bocephus from the sink. He left behind hooked on the spigot’s mouth a dollop of dripping raw eyeball that dangled over the sink bowl like a recently picked runny booger on the end of a kid’s finger. Uschi never noticed it; or else for sure she would’ve had it for a nosh.
That eaten on skeleton foot of his wasn’t much use for standing. He required leaning on Uschi to help stay erect.
“Now, how are we going to handle you exactly?” Uschi asked herself more than anyone else. Then, as inspiration suddenly struck, her dead face split open with a smile proud with herself over how smart her thinking could be. “I know, let us give this a try.”
And she took the undead good ol’ boy’s head and commenced pounding it against the nearest available cinderblock wall.
Bam, bam, bam, bam, bam, bam!
And these were some good-sized savage blows, but still playing it conservative enough to keep the skull in one piece. She wasn’t looking to set the brains free. This would have killed an average alive human being. Li’l Bocephus, however, was only pestered by it.
He went to yelling, “Waitaminutewaitaminute! Two rats fucking hard and funky in my sock drawer, what the goddamn hell are you trying to do to me?”
Uschi paused in her work to reply, “I’m trying like the dickens to knock you unconscious. But so far you’re not being particularly cooperative about the endeavor.”
And then she was right back at it.
Bam, bam, bam, bam!
“Well, stop it. C’mon, I mean it. Stop it. You’re behaving retardedly. It ain’t gonna work. I don’t think I’m wired that way.”
Uschi, sighing in frustration, did cease the head bashing. “You could be right.” She gave Li’l Bocephus a disgusted with him stare. “Backwoods bloodsucker, you sure can be the biggest of disappointments at times.”
Holding him strong at arm length and his head shoved down between his knees to curb any drive to tangle with her, Uschi did some more heavy thinking. “Can we trust you?” she asked him.
For some stupid as fucking a tree stump and later bragging about it to all the relatives and friends reason Li’l Bocephus went with his first instinct and answered honestly. “No. Pert near not especially.”
“I see. Well, I thought there for a second we could put you on the honor system and you could ride in the El Camino with us unmolested.”
“You call this unmolested?” asked Li’l Bocephus, one-eyed and a foot gnawed down to the bone.
“I need you situated in the proper form.”
She broke his arm at the elbow. The sound of the fracture commandingly zipped through the bathroom’s air. There was no other noise like that in the world, the breaking of large bones. It caught the attention as undoubtedly as would God clearing his throat.
Denny watched on in wonder. That shit right there was far and away more visceral and cooler than anything you can get treated to in a direct-to-video Steven Seagal movie.
She moved to the other arm. It snapped with roughly the same degree of protest, only on this one a bone splinter tore through the forearm. It was blood spurty and ivory white and over three inches in length, jagged at the end like the whittled point of a bamboo stake lying in wait at the bottom of a tiger pit. This totally ruined his classy ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA tattoo.
“Oh shit,” Li’l Bocephus despairingly spoke out loud. Whether he was distraught about his arms being broken or the destruction of his tattoo was difficult to decide.
Uschi next piston kicked him in the side of his shin of the one leg that wasn’t half devoured. It was wrecked, and Li’l Bocephus dropped, uncoordinated and pathetic, and made a cruel thud when he hit the floor with his limbs assuming positions they typically were denied going in.
“That’s satisfactory,” said Uschi. “We gone and got you hobbled and ready to venture out on the open road with us.” She put him over her shoulder and said to Denny, “Let’s roll, best thing.”
They exited Club Mutt unbothered. Denny opened the El Camino for Uschi and she put Li’l Bocephus in before herself. He was deposited on the floorboard and crammed in forcefully under the dash. His being a skinny runt of a critter with now fresh broken and exotically bendable arms and legs gave him high compactability for fitting into small places.
And now at the trailer home’s bathtub, she placed Li’l Bocephus ass end up in it and jammed the tub faucet’s spigot into his vacant eye socket. This wasn’t a slender and short sink faucet—to accommodate the new dimensions of this spigot his skull fractured in three places and the frontal lobe of his brain was penetrated. The socket resumed hemorrhaging a steady flow of blood that ran across his face and poured off the end of his chin, splashing to the bottom of the tub and easily making a path to the drain. He was positioned sitting up doggy style as best as possible on devastated arms and legs and was anchored to the faucet just as solid as the one that frustrated him back at the men’s room.
“Could I maybe have me a dip of snuff?” he asked once Uschi was finished manhandling him. “On top of everything else, I am having me one hell of a nicotine fit going on here. Sure would appreciate it. How about some charity? Just a pinch between cheek and gum will do me fine and dandy.”
Denny found himself feeling merciful toward the redneck horror. Between spoonfuls of chili, he said, “I don’t reckon it’d be too much of a tragedy if we at least allowed him that.”
“You’re cute when you’re tenderhearted, you know that?” Uschi told Denny.
Denny could feel a heat rushing through his face. She had him blushing.
The can of Copenhagen was fetched from his pocket. The shit inside that little can was foul, black and silty like kitty litter saturated in motor oil. Uschi collected a momentous gob of it between finger and thumb. Then she got hold of Li’l Bocephus’s nose, pinched down on it criminally fierce and pulled on it to where it felt just short of being uprooted from the rest of his face.
She communicated to the hick vampire in a cold, level tone; clearly indicating no tomfoolery was to be permitted. “Here is some information you need to know before we venture any further with this operation. You try to bite on me or do anything I suspect is malicious intent while I’m administering the Copenhagen, and I am going to tear your nose clean off and treat you to a suppository that comes with nostrils. True, you’re probably thinking that won’t be too much worse off than you already are, but, and you really need to keep this strong in mind, this would be an ass violation. You’re behind is still going solid. It hasn’t been tampered with or mistreated yet. You ready for that? You want ass violations? Of course you don’t. Inbred country boys like you live in constant fear of the ass play. Afraid you’ll never be a man again if the sphincter ever does anything more than operate as an exit. So behave. Or your booger shack and me will make you irreversibly faggot. We understand each other?”
Li’l Bocephus did indeed want to keep his butthole virginal and free of perverted homosexual acts. He cleared his throat and said, “Yes, I understand.”
“Alrighty. Good to know. Open up.”
She crammed the pinch of snuff inside him. Li’l Bocephus attempted nothing wicked; the obedience he displayed would have made Lassie’s trainer jealous. He did some tongue manipulations, working it all into its usual dipping spot in his mouth. The tobacco rush was near instantaneous, familiar and comforting. He shuddered with relief. That was worlds better. He enjoyed it for a spell. When needing to spit, he aimed his lips in a downward position and released a concentrated stream of saliva and juices at the blood-slimed grill over the bathtub’s drain.
“Thank you kindly.”
Amazing how polite you can turn when you’re busted up worse than a Ford Pinto competing in a demolition derby and it seems like all that’s holding you together is dwindling positive intentions.
“You’re welcome, tasty-fangy.” Uschi put the lid back on the Copenhagen and slipped the can into the left front pocket of his jeans.
The rain had started sometime in the last few minutes. It was a hard, hammering shower that came down on the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis with such ferocity it seemed almost as if it carried a personal hostility toward it and its inhabitants.
“We’re going to leave you alone for a little while now,” informed the dead tits woman. “I and my boy with the dick that don’t quit require some time for ourselves. Give us a chance to get our shit back together the way we prefer it and come down from this highly active night. You be good and stay where we got you. Do nothing to anger us.”
There was nothing in any of that to indicate she expected a verbal response from Li’l Bocephus. So he didn’t venture to share one. Orders were given and were assumed to be accepted.
Denny kept a little battery-operated radio in here that sometimes he’d listen to while shaving. He now turned it on for Li’l Bocephus’s benefit and set it to a shitkicker station he figured some western thing like him would appreciate. Got some Roy Clark singing “Thank God and Greyhound You’re Gone” filling the bathroom’s air.
He and Uschi then turned around and walked out of there. They left the door open and the light on for him.
Li’l Bocephus listened to Roy and rolled the only eye he seemed able to keep these days and sighed long and mournful through yellow fangs. “Gloom, despair and agony on me,” he moaned outloud. Black grains of snuff peppered his wet bottom lip. “If it weren’t for bad luck, I’d have no luck at all.”
This was one of those moments where he surely wished the world was more like the Hollywood make believes and he could right now turn himslef into a bat and fly away from this bad scene. Heartbreaking shame he couldn’t manage any of that. Goddamn reality, always full of let downs and shortcomings.


Chapter Thirteen
Getting their shit back together consisted of Uschi stripping out of her slinky dress and spending time in the kitchen washing her hair in the sink. As for Denny Gleeth, he got himself comfortable on the sofa, finished his can of chili in peace, and watched Django on his VCR.
Here was one of the finer examples of the spaghetti western genre. Director Sergio Corbucci in the mud and the blood and getting done what needed to be got done.
Uschi came into the living room just when Django opened for the first time in the movie the mud-slimed coffin he was fond of dragging along behind him and gave the red-hooded posse slowly closing in on him a taste of machine gun mayhem.
“And how is my best thing doing?”
He used the remote to pause the action and look his lady over. She was dearly hot to trot. Her wet hair was wrapped snug in a towel rolled up tall on top of her head and the lacy thong panties and brassiere she wore were matching lavender in coloring. The panties’ material was onionskin thin enough for that loveable Alfred E. Neuman pubic patch underneath to be recognizable. Her jumbo 44H-cup bra with the five snaps in back still wasn’t big enough to contain her complete fullness, black areolas peeking over the top of each overflowing cup. The heft of her bosoms had the bra straps cutting painful looking indentations into the rotting emerald flesh on her shoulders. She had a joint going between her frosted pink lips. She was sexy without even trying for sexy.
“I’m doing alright,” he said. “Honestly, I’m alright.”
There was something in the way he said that that made her suspicious. Her head cocked to a quizzical angle. “You sure? Anything you want to talk about with me?”
“Just that I know I wasn’t much help to you back at that men’s room,” said Denny. “I’m sorry about that. I failed to man up to any measurable degree. You could’ve needed my help. I did sort of let you down, didn’t I? If you want to hit me you can go ahead. I got it coming.”
“I’m not going to hit you! No fucking way. I love you too much to cause you harm.”
“Should I let loose and hit on myself? I don’t mind.”
“No! Don’t you dare hit on yourself. We’ve been down this road before. Remember our conversation the other night? No more abusing yourself. I mean it, no more. Ever. And you haven’t done a thing wrong. I was perfectly fine and enjoying myself in that fight. In fact, I appreciate it that you didn’t try to interfere and get in my beating things up way. Don’t worry any; I am exceedingly confident once my master plan gets in full swing you’ll man up like a motherfucker.”
“Master plan?”
“Huh?”
“You just said you got a master plan.”
Yes, I do. All will be made clear concerning that later.”
Denny spent a moment fidgeting in the sofa cushions, avoided eye contact while he struggled for the nerve to say what he wanted to say next, then cut loose with the question, “Were you on the up and up when you told me that poem? The back in the flash and permission to fuck you in the ass stuff that happened to be mentioned?”
The joint she put out by grinding it against the inside of her wrist. The rough stench of burning spoiled skin mingled with the weed’s sickly sweet aroma while slender tentacles of smoke rose from the end of Uschi’s arm and floated past her non-reactive face. “Why sure I was.” And she quick as a jackrabbit was pulling down her thong and bending over the sofa’s armrest and presenting herself for anal. “Hey, watussi cat, let us do some back door visiting.”
For lube Denny fetched from the kitchen pantry a can of Wal-Mart brand butter-flavored no stick cooking spray. He stood there, jeans and drawers around his ankles, and sprayed down thoroughly both her inviting asshole and his boner. Then, hands gripping Uschi by the shoulders and his own ass clenched tight, he entered her.
A tight squeeze, but manageable. She made the same sassy Smurf sigh just like when he put himself in her pussy. The rectum of a zombie woman is a wondrous orifice to fuck. Denny was very pleased that he decided to explore coitus with this hole. The hip action a little slower and harder to keep at a solid rhythm, what with the anus being smaller and less accommodating for his dick than her vagina, but he soldiered through and fucked her butt to the best of his abilities.
Her hand found one of his hands and guided it down to her pussy, and he started to three finger fuck her in the front. Repeated friction contact with her petrified and hardened clitoris dug a stinging blister into his palm. The smell of her wet sex was the mouth watering same as spoiled medical waste.
The VCR was back on PLAY and Django resumed. As their carnal activities were in heated progress, Uschi caught sight of a scruffy and squinty-eyed cowboy with a roaring machinegun in hand and busy killing a shitload of people.
“Is that Terrence Hill?” she asked.
“Nope. Franco Nero.”
“Ah.”
In the bathroom, Li’l Bocephus could hear them going at it like two over excited hogs in slop and wished if he couldn’t go bat and escape from here could somebody at least turn up that fucking radio so he didn’t have to listen to their disgusting physical relations.
“Y’know,” said Uschi between Denny’s vigorous rectal thrustings, “a part of my master plan involves that gourmet grand fang-boy we got in the bathtub. He knows things I want to know. I’m going to have to force them out of him.”
“You sound like you intend to torture him.”
“Correctamundo. Would that upset you, best thing, if I did?”
Conversation did nothing to disturb Denny’s enjoyment of the balloon knot intercourse. “I suppose not. It’s not like he’s one of the more loveable shitballs I’ve run across. Let’s not forget, on our first meeting he was happily going to put a tire iron up my butthole.”
“I’m probably going to have to dig through a whole lot of ugly before I hit any pretty when it comes to dealing with him. Best thing, a head’s up, the situation could turn grim. Torture is a vicious and wholly unkind affair. It can be terrible to be in its vicinity. I need a best thing that can keep it cool as Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer through the procedure. Can you do that for me?”
“I can do that,” he said at the moment of climax and ejaculation. “I think I can. I hope I can. I’m going to give it my best for you.”
Her own solid orgasm, presented to her by Denny’s hard working fingers, arrived shortly after the frosting of her poop chute.
He came out of her and leaned a shoulder against a wall, panting and the sweat on him as thick as the perspiration lather on a plow mule. “Much appreciated, sugar cube. That got done what needed to get done. Goddamn and devil-blessed, you are as cool as an original Aurora monster model kit, you know that? Sometimes I’m surprised there aren’t parts on you that don’t glow in the dark.”
“More than happy to oblige. I quite enjoyed the exercise myself.” Uschi came away from the sofa and with a mischievous pixie grin on her past the point of rigor mortis face casually pulled her thong panties back in correct butt floss place and turned her attentions to Denny’s dick. She inserted his semi flaccid self in her mouth and promptly and attentively cleaned off of him the no stick cooking spray, rectal juices, excrement clods, and spunk. Finally, she presented him with a loving little peck on the cheek kiss. “Yeah. I’m glad we did that.”


Chapter Fourteen
When Uschi and Denny returned to the bathroom, they found that except for the song on the radio nothing had changed. Li’l Bocephus had not budged from where she put him; still tub surfing and the pinch of Copenhagen between cheek and gum as smooth and tasty as when he first received it.
“Why you lazy thing,” a hands on hips Uschi chastised. “Why haven’t you tried an escape? I mean, I told you not to try, but I never expected you to really do what I tell you to do. You can’t get away from us, but at least some minimum of effort to do so seemed a logical assumption. You just been taking it easy in here and done nothing the whole time we were gone. Lazy, lazy, lazy.”
“I just didn’t see the point in any of it.” The tone to Li’l Bocephus’s sad words would make a sack of pinto beans seem downright hyperactive in comparison.
“That all you got to say for yourself?”
No, as a matter of fucking fact, it wasn’t. Why hold his opinions inside? He cut loose with it.
“The needle to my gas tank is squarely sitting on the big E,” Li’l Bocephus said. “I gave trying for revenge a go and it up and failed me, and now I don’t want to bother with anything anymore. I’m past the kemo sabe phase and gone on to full-tilt-boogie-woogie unconditional surrender. It is official; I have entirely given the fuck up on everything. Go and do to me what you want. You and your Frankenstein titties go on and eat on me to your fucked up worse than a catshit snocone heart’s content. I don’t care. Look at me, this is about as pitiful as you can achieve. I suppose I am at the point where I’d be better off taken out of this world. You’ll be doing something of a fair majority of a favor here, ending my existence. That there is what I would call an unavoidable fact. Complete destruction would be a whopper of a relief after these two past nights I have suffered through.”
Denny was standing close behind his homemade zombie girlfriend powered by the devil and had his hands tucked deep in his pockets. “Calamine lotion on Bettie Page’s mosquito bites,” he commented. A hardy share of those pitiful words just uttered by the vampire struck closer to home than he was comfortable admitting to. He had to wonder outloud: “I don’t sound that sorry when I’m down on myself, do I?”
Uschi turned her towel turbaned head away from Li’l Bocephus and looked at Denny over her shoulder. She answered his question truthfully but still with compassion.
“You’re even more sorrowful. A lot more. It’s so dismal at times it almost turns my stomach.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, really. It’s a very negative habit you have, best thing. And the sooner we cure you of it the better you and I both will be. But you especially will be the better.”
“I guess I don’t know no better.”
“I think you do,” she told him. “But it’s just much easier for you to hate on and talk bad about yourself than to actually face whatever problem has put you in such a fit. You won’t let yourself be confident and try to do anything to make things better. You’d rather wallow in self-pity and self-abuse than go to work and risk any kind of failure. You keep yourself closed up and unwilling to partake of the world happening around you.”
He didn’t have any answer for that. It was true and he knew it and she wasn’t going to let him avoid it.
Attention returned to the honky tonk undead in the bathtub.
“There’s sure as shit nothing worse y’all can do to me now, I’ll tell you that,” he said.
“Oh, tasty-fangy, what famous last words.”
Along with the washing her hair, Uschi had used her time in the kitchen to assemble a tool for herself. She had unscrewed the wooden handle to a toilet plunger and taped to the end of it a rolled and fat stack of The Watchtower magazine.
A born hoarder, Denny rarely if ever threw anything away, so whenever the Jehovah Witnesses came to the Big Kahuna grounds for door to door preaching, he’d take a copy of their Jesus loving pamphlet and just toss it into any ol’ pile of periodicals. Besides copies of Starlog, D-Cup,
Filmfax, Gorzone,
Juggs and Bust Out throughout the place, there was a plentiful supply of God rags given to him in hopes of saving his soul.
Uschi brought her construction down and brushed the magazine half lightly along the exposed base of Li’l Bocephus’s neck, drawing a line across his hairline. Where it touched the skin he instantly smoked and blistered and globs of sizzling melted flesh drooled off of him.
There was pain. A pain unlike any Li’l Bocephus had ever experienced either in death or the days of a pulse and ability to acquire a sunburn. This was a hurting more than God and government both ought to allow, a tremendous searing napalm pleasant agony.
He spit out his dip of snuff and screamed all he could give. Li’l Bocephus bucked once, elevating himself out of the tub high enough to slam a hip into the mounted on the wall soap dish and hammer it to rubble. Broken limbs uselessly flapped about like the flippers on a baby walrus unable to remove itself from dry land, and his whole body shook as energetically as an old electric football game’s metal field. His trembling skull caused the faucet spigot to quake and the pipes in the trailer’s wall to rattle.
He eventually found the gumption for this comment: “That was … Oh shit … That was so wrong in so many different ways.”
Jehovah Witnesses generally made it a practice to bless each copy of their magazine; thus The Watchtower was transformed into a type of low rent holy object. It held the same destructive powers against a vampire as did a crucifix or holy water. The pain those pages visited upon Li’l Bocephus’s wretched carcass was literally biblical in proportion. The hellish energies that animated Uschi and gave her her winning personality operated on a different frequency than those that kept Li’l Bocephus and others of his like functioning, making her immune to the burning touch of mundane holy instruments.
She dragged her torture device down the length of his back. It cut him open as if a surgical laser were being used in the procedure, burning away his western shirt and scorching a four-inch deep furrow into his meat. Boiling and bubbling parts of him ran off of his body in sloppy rivulets, and what parts of his spinal column that The Watchtower came in contact with were reduced to shriveled and steaming clumps of charcoal ash.
More screaming. Li’l Bocephus sounded positively girlish with how high-pitched his yelling could reach. He was freely weeping from his one eye by now.
“Please stop doing that,” he begged.
She parked her ass down on the side of the tub, posing herself like a ’40s cheesecake pinup model. She stroked Li’l Bocephus’s hair and this seemed to calm him some. The shaking decreased and the pipes rattling quieted. Then she was reaching inside his vertebra damage and clacking the tips of her fingernails against the parts of bone that had avoided being scorched. Uschi asked with a hellcat purr in her voice, “Where is your nest? Where are the rest of the Salem’s Lot rejects spending the daylight hours? And don’t bother trying to tell me any stories. I know things such as you like to keep together like a pack whenever manageable. There are more of you out there. I want to know where we can find them. Tell me. Tell me real quick.”
Not waiting for any answers, she held the roll of magazines against his forehead and cooked away his sinus area. The smell of burning Li’l Bocephus reminded Denny of bacon cut from a diseased hog staying too long on a hot skillet. His brow in under a minute was reduced to a smoldering and blackened crust ringed crater.
“Mapache,” whimpered Li’l Bocephus, ruined brow trickling in watery streams down his impaled on a faucet face and dripping off the chin like hot melted wax. “We’ve been spending the last few months camping out in the Mapache Thicket. We’re just off of Nyman Road, in spitting distance of this old abandoned goat ranch. We’re pretty out in the open, not trying to hide ourselves from anyone.”
“I know about Mapache,” said Denny. “It’s just a couple of miles away from here, toward the east. It’s this undeveloped patch of wilderness that goes avoided by a good deal of people. There’s been gossip about it for as long as I can recall. They say it’s haunted and where the unnatural tends to thrive. Story goes lots of folks have wandered in there and never been heard from again.”
“How many are left of you?” asked Uschi.
“Not counting myself, only four. But they are the four strongest of us. Especially the sisters.” Thinking of the sisters suddenly had Li’l Bocephus rediscovering his smile; it came loaded with a dash of that old time mean-cockiness disposition he had believed lost to him. Nothing positive could come from a shitheel such as this finding his good humor again. “Oooo, titty bitch and retardo, y’all aren’t going want to tangle with them two sisters we got. They can do violence like no one else I ever seen.”
Uschi grinned. “They sound like my kind of girls.”
“You’re chickenshit compared to them.”
“That a fact?”
“Fact.”
The storm was starting to peter out, the thunder and lightning on the wane and the rainfall down to a polite shower. Give it another half an hour or maybe less and it should all be over for the night.
“Well, fangface, let me take a moment here and demonstrate to you just how chickenshit a zombie hellspawn such as my little ol’ big-busted self can be. I would like to dedicate this next act of obscene cruelty to all the lovers out there in the world. Especially the handsome one standing next to me with the superhero tallywhacker that delights me so.”
Denny made with a bashful one side of his mouth smile. “Aw, that’s sweet of you to say, sugar cube.”
Over time the exposure to Li’l Bocephus’s unholiness had contaminated his clothing with the same evil that possessed his body. Uschi positioned her torture device in the general vicinity of Li’l Bocephus’s ass. The seat of his britches was eaten away to smoke and inconsequential cinders after only the briefest contact with the collection of magazines. The Hanes underwear beneath went the same way, the heat produced sufficient enough to melt the elastic in the waistband of the briefs and fuse it with his blistering hide. Buttocks were fully revealed.
“Time we said good-bye to that virgin ass.”
Li’l Bocephus was hip to the situation. The homosexual attack threats from earlier were becoming reality. “Don’t!” His behind was in mortal jeopardy. His being a man was on the verge of being erased. Not this. Not anything like this. Please. Why doesn’t she just eat him like a good zombie should do?
“Don’t worry too much,” she said, and joined him in the tub, climbing in behind him. “You won’t feel a thing but for extraordinary agony.”
Uschi reached between her legs and moved the crotch of her panties over to one side. The plunger half of the torture implement she inserted inside her vagina. Pretty much a whole half of the handle’s length was swallowed. A bubbly, loud queef she cut as it slid in. She locked down on it, tight as a steel trap. Nothing was going to budge from there until she wished it.
“Don’t. Don’t! DON’T!”
Li’l Bocephus’s cheeks were clenched together and his sphincter puckered up tighter than the vacuum seal on a Tupperware bowl. It did him no help. Uschi pushed with her hips and drove forward, and the Jehovah’s Witness dildo bore right through, burning its way into his asshole.
The potency of her pelvic thrust was pure superhuman. The penetration was deep and the cornholing had commenced. She went at it hard and fast. Push, push, push, push, push, push. Uschi was going at this business like she was apeshit to set some new world’s record.
“Looky here,” she was telling Li’l Bocephus. She never deviated from her stride, riding the country boy bloodsucker like she was barrel racing at the rodeo. “Looky here at this. I got you. I got you so good. You’re ass is mine to do with as I see fit.”
Denny could only stand there and stare. Wolfman’s got nards; this was anal mistreatment for the history books.
The holy dildo mercilessly obliterated whatever it came in contact with up inside Li’l Bocephus. Its influence was a fast moving poison spreading through his whole system. The butt cheeks deteriorated to loose and mud-like goo that each time Uschi’s groin slapped into, it splattered a putrid mess along the sides of the bathtub. His back turned boiled lobster red and developed swollen pustules that then popped and spewed scalding hot Li’l Bocephus pus magma. Entrails and organs were reduced to sewage slush that gushed from his ruptured open stomach and all spilled to the tub’s bottom and swirled down the drain. The muscles in Li’l Bocephus’s face fell into ruin, collapsed and withered terribly. His when cousins marry good looks became as handsome as an old timer’s shriveled and wrinkled scrotum.
One final thrust, then Uschi dismounted from him and with good humor and dignity exited the tub. She stood on the bathmat, dripping from her crotch gross vampire slop. The roll of magazines on the end of the stick sticking out of her snatch had caught fire sometime while in Li’l Bocephus. A little flickering orange fireball, bright and black smoke making, sparked into being from the holy on unholy contact.
“Oh,” she said when noticing it and uncorked herself and dropped her torture tool in the toilet. The bowl’s water extinguished the flame with a quick sizzle.
Li’l Bocephus’s one eye was now a blood gorged scarlet orb that had grown too big to rest comfortably in his head. It ballooned from the socket, as big as and steaming hot like a baked potato fresh from the oven. His violated and close to three-quarters dissolved person hung from the tub’s faucet, loose as wet laundry on the line.
“You done homsexualized me,” he pitifully moaned in his good ol’ country boy drawl. “I did not enjoy any part of that unsavory business not one tiny bit. I hate y’all fucking people so goddamn much. I swear … I honestly do.”
He and his dismal condition were soundly ignored.
“We’re going hunting, ain’t we?” said Denny. “You want to take me vampire killing. Gadzooks, you intend to Van Helsing me. This is your master plan? What you think is going to macho me out more than John Milius on a gun range?”
Uschi hungered for comfort food. She helped herself to the bicep muscle in one of Li’l Bocephus’s arms, tearing it off the bone. She bit into it as if she were enjoying a ripe peach and spoke to Denny as the colorful gore circled her lips and hung in stringy, glistening yarns from her chin. “When you put it like that it may not sound like the most mastery of master plans, but, yeah, in a nutshell, best thing, that’s what we gonna do starting bright and early tomorrow morning. So be sure before we turn in tonight to set the alarm for seven o’clock.”
He wasn’t going to argue with his darling returned from the dead lady. Denny only stated the obvious to her. “You’re going to get me killed.”
“Poppycock. I will be with you, best thing, every step of the way. And I’m the best protection you could ever hope to have. I would sooner have a breast reduction surgery and give up eating people than see any harm come to you. We will have sexy fun and ass puckering adventure and lots and lots of lovely murdering. It’s going to be positively grand. The human adventure is only just beginning.”


Chapter Fifteen
The Get It Quick convenience store was inside the boundaries of the Mapache Thicket. This was the country, with mostly open pastureland and grazing livestock for company on this lonely part of two-lane road. The establishment came equipped with four self-serve gas pumps—unleaded, super unleaded, premium unleaded and diesel—and this was one of those godawful businesses where you had to come inside and pay before you could begin to fill your tank. Except for the metal doorframe, the entire front of the store was glass, and lit up glowing neon beer signs occupied nearly every available inch of space like electrified graffiti. Small but well stocked, the inside of the Get It Quick featured everything from brake fluid to tunafish, dishwasher detergent to ladies sanitary napkins. A large metal sign bolted to the front of the cashier stand in back of the place informed in both English and Spanish THE CASHIER DOES NOT KNOW THE COMBINATION TO THE STORE SAFE. The smells of lottery ticket ink and microwaved burritos forever dominated the atmosphere in here.
The lone employee working there tonight was sitting on a bar stool behind the counter, wasting time and life span on a fat girls porno magazine he was “borrowing” from the adult reading material newsstand with him behind the counter.
This was Gator. His eyes were bland and vacuous like a ventriloquist dummy’s and his hair he kept cut short and shaped in a Moe Howard chili bowl haircut. In the back pocket of Gator’s dark slacks was his price labeling gun, and the feel of it pressing against his left ass cheek continuously kept reminding him there was work to be doing around these parts. There was a corner aisle display of canned dog food that required a ten-cent mark up. Yes, he knew he best be getting on it, but Gator was just in too much of a lazy mood right then and there to snap into high flying dog food pricing action.
A small thirteen-inch TV set was sitting on the counter, in close proximity to the cash register, and it was showing an old, old Barnaby Jones episode. Special guest-star William Shatner was the obvious fiendish killer, so that left Gator with marginal if any interest in the program.
Soon he could hear the racket made by a weird sounding engine. A weak, bad carburetor putt-putt-putting. It was too small for an automobile or motorcycle. More suited for a go-cart or a kid’s moped. Gator took his eyeballs away from a particularly graphic full-page spread of a three-hundred sixty pounds Nebraska farm girl who was more than happy to give the world an especially up close and personal examination of her hairy like a cat’s belly where babies come from and sat up straight on the barstool. He turned down the volume on the television. The weird engine sounds were steadily growing closer.
He came off the stool. A powerful curiosity had taken hold of him. What was this all about? He approached the storefront, looking outside. He watched as a going at it in third gear riding lawn mower, its twin headlights doing puny little to cut through the evening’s darkness and the disengaged mower deck raised maybe at best six inches off the road, pulled into the Get It Quick’s parking lot and stopped beside the gas pumps.
It was a Murray brand mower, dirty and its paint job sun-faded, driven by a woman trying to work the wheel while balancing a small child perched on her lap.
After a brief hunt, she found the key and switched off the engine. She hadn’t considered throttling down and there was a backfire as loud as a shotgun blast. Both her and the kid jumped and wailed and had a short crying fit over that. Some effort and figuring things through, but in time they disembarked safely enough. They held hands as they walked together to the store.
The woman wore a man’s western cut shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows and a down to the ankles pioneer dress skirt that did nothing to complement the shape of her ass. The child was a little boy in Spider-Man pajamas and a Dallas Cowboys football helmet that swallowed his head whole and wobbled on top of him like the dome on a bobble head doll.
By the time the door was opening, Gator was back comfortably on his stool seat. He put the dirty fat girls periodical away under the counter. “Well howdy.” He smiled at the two of them and watched as they were approaching the counter. “Good to have y’all come in. I was hoping for some company to come around for a while now. Tell me how I can help y’all tonight.”
The woman’s hair was long and straight and dark and parted down the center in a beatnik coffeehouse poet girl style. She had recently been on the receiving end of a brutal beating. She looked just godawful. A considerable fat lip to her mouth and a turnip purple bruising had swollen her left eye shut; red welts of differing sizes pocked her forehead and much of her face. Only recently had she stopped bleeding from her nose, the red stuff dried and crusty around her nostrils and staining the front of her shirt. There was a tangible sadness about her that filled the immediate air surrounding her. She seemed frightened, insecure and terribly fragile right this moment. Gator imagined that if he were to only breathe on her too hard she’d snap in two like a Popsicle stick.
It took a spell before she could muster up the initiative to speak to him. “Sir, did you see what we drove up in?” Her voice was sounding rough, strained and small. “The lawn mower?”
“Uh, yeah, missy, I did happen to notice that.”
“Its gauge is sitting on the E. I don’t know much about these kinds of machines. Do you by any chance happen to know how much gas it holds?”
“Oh, I’d imagine three or four gallons worth. Give or take a share.”
She opened her purse, produced a pair of fives, and slid them over the counter to Gator. Her painted fingernails were green like pistachio almond ice cream. “That’s enough to get me a full tank, yes?”
“We’ll let it make do, sure.”
The boy was leaning his little head back a far ways so he could look out of the big football helmet and up at Gator. Behind the facemask was a grin on his mudpie plain face that was one those so ugly it was kind of cute jobs. “We’re adventure driving,” he informed in a breathy, high-pitched voice.
“Y’all are? And what exactly is all that about?”
She answered that. “Here we are on a lawn mower with a dang near empty gas tank, we got for company them giant dump trucks hauling gravel and trash that travel this road at like a hundred miles an hour roaring past us every other minute, and it’s all happening in the pitch black middle of the night. Lord, if you can’t call that adventure driving, then I don’t know what you could.”
Gator chuckled. “I hear you on that.”
“I’m thirsty, Momma. Can I have a soda pop?”
“I tell you what, I’m thirsty myself. How about you go and fetch us a Big Red and the two of us will share it.”
“Okey-doke.” And he did his best little military salute, his hand going thock when it bounced off the side of the Cowboys helmet, and then he was off in a hurry to the soft drinks cooler.
With her little boy out of earshot, the woman next told Gator, “I’ve left my husband. I promised him I would if he was ever to come at me drunk and fists doubled up again.” She said that without an ounce of shame or reservations concerning sharing this information with a complete stranger. A convenience store clerk was a lot like a bartender that way—people always eager to come along and spill their life’s story to them. “Tonight he decided to one more time take his frustration with how he thinks the world treats him so shitty out on my face. That’s it. I’m done. I’m all out of forgiveness.”
This quiet pall then happened between the two of them. It was awkward and uncomfortable. Gator didn’t rightly know the proper way to respond to something like this. Finally, he went with what first came to his mind.
“Why a getaway on a mower?”
“When my husband’s arms got tired and there was no more beer in the house, he cut out to his favorite bar in the one car we got. My mind was made up. I wasn’t going to spend another night in that house no matter what. I promised I’d leave him and I am come hell or high water determined to hold myself to it. I woke my baby and fetched my purse and we hightailed it out of there on the only means of transportation available to us.”
“I see. Makes sense.”
“Now, I may not look it to you,” she continued, “but I do actually have this thought out. Well, mostly thought out. I got a friend, and she doesn’t live too far off from these whereabouts. She should be willing to put us up for at least one night. From there I can make arrangements to skeedaddle out of state. I have family in Arkansas. They’re good people. They’ll help; they’ll look out for us. I’ll get me a divorce and start fresh. We’re gonna do okay. Just need some gas, then we’ll be set to rock ’n roll.”
The boy returned to the counter, bottle of Big Red in his hands. His mother handed it over to Gator and he rang it and the gas up together on the register. He bagged the Big Red and gave it back to the boy before reaching under the counter and switching on the pump.
“You ever pumped gas before?” he asked.
This big sigh came from the beaten mother. “Nope. This is about to be my first time at it.”
“Tell you what, let me walk out there with y’all and show you how it’s done.”
“I don’t want to put you out any.”
“Aw, you ain’t putting me out. Don’t worry any about that. In fact, I appreciate the something to do. I’ve been too complacent around these parts lately. This gives me the chance to shake off the cobwebs.”
All good country boy charm and manners, Gator came around the counter’s corner and began heading down one of the Get It Quick’s shopping aisles. “I’d hate for y’all to get out there and get stuck with a problem and have nobody close by to help you.” He stopped beside the pyramidal display of canned dog food he needed to reprice, turned around and waited while they fell in step and started to follow him. “The three of us working together ought to get it done right.”
She was smiling and ignoring the pain this brought to her abused face. “It’s really kind of you to do this.” She looked at her son and gave him a slight nudge along the shoulder. “What do we say to the nice man?”
“Thank you.”
“Just trying to satisfy my customers.”
One of those cans of dog food then all of a sudden found its way off the display and into Gator’s hand. It was a 13OZ. can, thick and heavy and its contents a mixed chicken and rice recipe that guaranteed right there on the label to help give your pet’s coat a healthy, shiny luster. When, hand in hand with her child, she stepped in reach of the kind convenience store clerk, Gator whacked her as viscously hard as he could upside the head with the can.
There was this short but memorable dense kunk! of a sound that visited every corner of the Get It Quick.
The woman screamed once and collapsed. She hit a shelf and did a rattling good job of knocking over cans of condensed milk and chopped black olives before lying in a fleshy heap on the floor. A split in her scalp started to bleed, quickly painting one half of her face red. She remained conscious, but deeply pain shocked and unresponsive to all around her. The hold on her son’s hand slipped away and was lost. They would never touch one another again.
“MOMMA!” screamed the boy.
There’s something special about a child’s scream. Like no other sound imaginable. It was impossible not to have an ounce of humanity somewhere lurking inside you and not be affected by it. Not wanting to immediately forget all else and reach out and do something to help.
Gator put a swift kick to the kid’s belly. That shut him up and left him thrashing on the floor next to his mother. Then, nonchalant as lifting the lid on a commode, he put his fingers through the slots in the facemask’s grill and removed the helmet from the boy’s head. His expression quite neutral, he raised the helmet and brought it down like a medieval executioner’s axe, fast and savagely on the crown of the young customer’s skull. It was a killing blow. The blood that flowed from the boy’s head wound was enough for a Brian De Palma movie, and merged together with his mother’s own spilled blood and collected in a large pool around the both of them.
A silent Gator behaved like a caveman in love and dragged the woman by her hair along the floor and deposited her at the doors to the beer and wine cooler. She tried to move in an attempt to sit up. It was not the smartest thing she could have done right then, what with Gator standing over her and watching with a detached cold stare as she struggled to rise. Another solid kunk! from the can of dog food ended those shenanigans.
The beer and wine cooler’s six doors were glass; five metal frame shelves behind each door, and the variety of alcoholic beverages it appeared stocked with vast and plentiful. Gator opened one of its doors and pushed back and to the side the shelf rack. It was on wheels and moved smoothly and with not too much effort required. Bottles and cans softly rattled and clacked together.
There were no lights on inside, only impenetrable blackness. It would seem logical to anticipate an icy blast of air to strike as the door opened, something just above freezing and sure to put gooseflesh on exposed skin. That didn’t happen with this cooler. Instead the air that wafted out was a tropical climate, dank and warm, with an earthy and ripe vegetation stench about it.
Under half a dozen tentacle-like appendages with brown bark scaled skin and covered in green leaves squirmed and slithered from out of the cooler and coiled around the woman’s limp form. She was effortless and silently but for the occasional leaves rustling together lifted off the floor and carried inside the cooler.
Gator fetched the boy, dragging him by one leg back to the cooler. More sinuous vegetable matter reached for the dead kid and took him. Very soon there were eating sounds, noisy and gurgling sucking like a straw hitting the empty bottom of a strawberry milkshake.
(You have performed well.) The strange voice that telepathically communicated with Gator seductively oozed and slithered amongst his brainwaves. (I am proud of you. Continue to serve me like this, and soon all of Earth will be at your feet.)
The Master was pleased with his meal. The adrenaline rush satisfaction of knowing he had done well for the one he served pumped through Gator as if it were a really excellent drug. All felt right with the world.
The shelf rack was returned to its place and the door closed. The riding lawn mower parked by the gas pumps he could take care of shortly. He knew some people to telephone that would take it off his hands with no questions asked, just like they had done with all the abandoned cars left here.
He went to the stock room in back of the store and got a bottle of Pine Sol and a mop and bucket and set to work cleaning up the blood. He labored hard, generating sweat that dripped from his face and a burn in the muscles of his arms and back. He wiped down each can of condensed milk and chopped olives and placed them on their correct space on the aisle shelf. The price-labeling gun was unholstered from his slacks’ pocket and a $30.00 tag Gator slapped on the Dallas Cowboys football helmet. He set it on a shelf between jars of salsa and bags of pork rinds.
Gator mounted back up on the barstool behind the sales counter. He turned the volume on the TV set up and learned he was just in time to watch a post Beverly Hillbillies Buddy Ebsen turn a pre Barbary Coast Bill Shatner over to the police. He resumed scrutinizing the pages of the fatty pornography magazine.
In the beer and wine cooler, a thing not of this world continued to feast.


Chapter Sixteen
Hondo was in the front yard of his trailer home and playing Frisbee by himself. Shirtless and in blue jeans, he tossed the plastic disc up in the air at a sharp forty-five degree angle toward the morning sky, lot of muscle behind it so it’d really take off and soar high. This wasn’t actually an authentic made by Whammo Frisbee, only the lid to a can of Folgers coffee. But it worked as well as a real Frisbee, giving Hondo a lot of fun.
He watched as it reached the peak of its ascension and commenced to descend. He scrambled to position himself under it before it was too late and the Frisbee could hit the ground. His legs were pumping through the yard’s unkempt grass, footfalls squishy when they struck the saturated and muddy from last night’s storm ground, the wind blowing in his Allman Brothers’ hair and Jesus beard. A lit cigarette was going between his lips as he was at play, puffing away. The ash from the end of the smoke dropped on him and mixed with the sweat coating his bare chest and speckled him like runny bird shit clods on the windshield of a car. His eyes never wavered from his spinning quarry, face rigid in locked concentration. It was going to be close. He looked like he might be a step behind this one. He stretched out his arm and was just in time to catch it by his fingertips.
About that time was when a pimp’s suit purple El Camino with a rubber shrunken head dangling from the rearview mirror and Chewbacca action figure glued to the top of the dashboard pulled in the drive and parked behind the up on cinderblocks Impala. Hondo watched with the coffee can lid absently spinning on the end of his finger as the car came to a stop and the engine shut off. He put a hand over his eyes to block the sun and recognized the girl in the passenger seat—the titties and green darling who came by yesterday morning shopping for weed.
Uschi told Denny, “I just want to pop in here real quick and tell everybody howdy and kill them.” The barbed wire sewn into her assembled like a jigsaw puzzle figure was looking especially sparkly in the bright sunlight of the day. She was perfumed in an entire can’s worth of Black Flag ant and roach killer spray. “Then we’ll hightail it from here for good, okay?”
“Uh, okay. I suppose. If that’s what you really care to do.” Denny was in jeans and a Faster Pussycat! Kill! Kill! T-shirt that flaunted much Tura Satana cleavage. A fresh Jerry Lewis as Buddy Love in The Nutty Professor varnish of hair pomade was in the psychobilly hairstyle his homemade zombie girlfriend now insisted he maintain.
They weren’t done with Li’l Bocephus. Uschi intended to keep him close by so she could continue eating on him for a while yet. Dormant these daylight hours, he was in the bed of the El Camino, rolled up inside a bed comforter as tight as the meat in the center of a tamale, sealed in snug with duct tape to keep the damaging rays of the sun away from him. Dozens of miscellaneous blessed pages from The Watchtower were glued in place over nearly every square inch outside the comforter to prevent an escape after sundown.
“Hey, Queen Gazongas,” said Hondo at Uschi’s exiting the El Camino. “Good to have you back on the Ponderosa. Needing some more pot? That’s cool. Or maybe this time around I can interest you in something stronger? What can I help you with?”
Uschi was wearing a quite saucy original Fredrick’s of Hollywood fetish red and black latex nurse’s costume. The short skirt hugged her hips as tight as the skin on a copperhead snake and squeaked like a dog’s chew toy whenever she moved fast or sudden. The neckline was cut low and provided access for a bonanza of Ziploc implants augmented breast exposure. The hosiery on her legs streetwalker fishnets and on her feet cha-cha shoes hot enough to make Dawn Davenport homicidal with jealousy. Finishing out the ensemble was a little retro nurse’s cap on top of her long and lustrous locks of platinum blonde hair.
“You can help me,” she informed the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis’s top drug dealer, “by acting like a top-notch sweetie and allowing me to murder you ninja killing cool wise.”
The Frisbee/Folgers’ can lid stopped spinning and fell from the end of his finger and dropped forgotten to the grass. “What the fuck sort of talk is that?” he demanded with lips separating wide enough for the cigarette to loose its perch and also plummet to the ground.
Smile on her rancid spookshow face, she stepped up to the driver’s side of the Chevy Impala and put her fist through the window glass. She took hold of the steering wheel roughly somewhere around the ten o’clock position and tore it loose with no more than a quick yank accompanied by the unmistakable sounds of metal tearing and plastic snapping apart. She brought the wheel out and held it up in front of herself. Uschi did all of that as easily as if she were fetching a done meatloaf from the oven.
Hondo’s .38 Smith & Wesson was in a back pocket of his jeans. He went for it. But Uschi was quicker.
She was on him before the gun could clear denim, swinging her arm out with the Impala’s steering wheel on the end of it as if it were a scythe. Made this great whoosh of a sound as it sliced the air and went towards Hondo’s head at a horizontal angle and hit the skull around two inches above the eyebrows. So quick and with such inhuman Satan made force behind the swing, the steering wheel cut clean and effectively through the bone and brain.
The top of Hondo’s head popped off of him as flawlessly as the removal of a bottle cap. The skullcap, fuzzy on one side with a thick tuff of hair and now perfect on the other side to work as a breakfast bowl for a kid to eat his Freakies brand cereal from while sitting in front of the television set and watching Saturday morning cartoons, flew a decent distance, spinning around and around during its flight as good as Hondo’s Frisbee, and became lost in the weeds and grass when it landed somewhere in the shaggy lawn. The amount of brain cut loose and sent sailing from the cranium the same moment the skullcap departed was the size of a porkchop and was able to reach the cement walkway leading to the trailer home’s front door. It crashed with a wet splatter and puddled like chunky dog barf.
And now there was one less drug dealer to trouble the world.
Denny saw the kill go down from the comfort of the El Camino. “Thunder clitoris,” he whispered to himself. That was an act of extreme termination worthy of one of the more quality practical effects Tom Savini would do in any of the better Friday the 13th movies.
The small smattering of neighbors that witnessed the creatively different and in broad daylight murder quickly averted their eyes and made themselves scarce. Nobody at the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis ever wanted to get involved with other people’s affairs. Especially the criminal ones.
The gore that poured down dead Hondo’s face and drenched his beard was a textbook example of what the professional wrestler’s commonly call in the business a crimson mask. The body fell forward and into Uschi’s waiting arms. She reached inside the skull and filled the hollow of her hand with the remaining brain and scooped it out. As Hondo’s corpse was cast aside and dropped to the ground, she crammed the choice cut of meat in her mouth. Jaws laboring, her food was slowly chewed as she stood there in the front yard and admired her fingernail polish. She had to swallow twice to get it all down her throat.
That was some capital brain eating. Made Uschi hungry for more. Got to have more.
From there she went to the cement walkway and put herself down on all fours in front of the last remaining portion of Hondo’s brain. The ants had already found it and were swarming. No biggie, they’re supposed to be high in protein. Invoking the five-second rule, she slurped the puddle up and enjoyed.
Attention then turned to the trailer home. Uschi could sense a number of warm and alive human beings inside, waiting to receive her company.
“Hey there, good Americans!” She yelled that out as she entered Hondo’s trailer home so everyone inside would be aware Uschi was here and taking charge. The living room carpeting had never been cleaned and was sticky from years of accumulated filth; each footstep Uschi made on it made this tearing sound quite similar to strips of Velcro being separated. The place smelled like burnt hair and unsanitary toilet water and the vile fluids that collect at the bottom of a full kitchen trash bag and long time unwashed human beings.
There was this dude on the sofa, dirty and unwholesome, splayed across the cushions as if he were growing on them like some renegade mutant fungus. He wore a wash faded Cradle of Filth T-shirt and piss-stained boxer shorts. His dick was out, poking through the flap in the shorts. The head of his tallywhacker was almost walnut-sized and was adorned on top with a tattoo no bigger than a thumbprint of a blue and green butterfly. He ate a taco and watched a movie on TV. He seemed inclined to hardly acknowledge Uschi’s presence. He finished his taco and drank chocolate milk from an old pickle jar.
The movie he was watching was Highlander. People getting their noggins lopped off by swords left and right, the main title theme performed by Queen, and big Clancy Brown doing his badass shit better than anyone else.
The sofa surfer’s words rode out of his mouth upon an unsavory and palatable belch. “What you want, bitch?” His teeth were saddle leather brown.
Stepping in close on the sofa and its occupant, Uschi examined the bare feet of the dude. He had large, hairy gorilla toes. She caught hold of him by one of his big toes. It wasn’t a hard grip at all, mostly fingertips, and light enough to barely go noticed.
“Uh?” said the dude, and his eyebrows arched in mild curiosity. The high he was currently on kept him hardly caring what was going on way down there, but still he felt compelled to give it at least a halfass investigation. He lifted his head and aimed his eyes at his feet. “Why is my toe being bothered?”
Uschi broke the toe off where it joined with the foot. All that was required was a brief and brittle snap of bone and a swift rending of flesh and it was removed.
Naturally, she ate it; the bark-like toenail crunchy between her rear molars like a piece of hard candy.
Damn if this didn’t manage to get some excitement into the dude. Right suddenly he couldn’t help but get to moving. The nine-toed wonder ejected himself from the sofa as fast as a horse-kicked dog hightailing it for safer territory. He was screaming and all in a fit and behaving like a flightless bird just desperate for once the experience of soaring, flapping his arms in all directions all at once.
“Oh, it isn’t that bad,” said Uschi. “Many people with less than the standard number of toes on their feet have gone on to have full, productive and, yes, even making a positive contribution to society lives. I’m sure you can too.”
The Impala’s steering wheel was still with Uschi, in her hand, gore-slimed, but otherwise in fine and dandy condition.
“That is they can have lives like that as long as no shit like this then comes along and befalls them.”
She raised the steering wheel and hammered it at a vertical angle into the dude’s breastbone. The Cradle of Filth T-shirt ripped and his flesh parted and the bone shattered. The wheel buried itself a full quarter of the way inside him, now lodged in tight and solid and reluctant to leave, like a coin trapped in a vending machine’s jammed slot.
The screaming and the get up and go activity all instantly stopped. Like the shrapnel from a detonated handgrenade, bone shards went in all directions through the dude’s internals at a high velocity. The lungs received multiple punctures, and breathing now was a taxing strain to endure. The abdominal cavity and its contents were violated and quick to bleed and leak other fluids.
He looked at Uschi with this flawlessly pathetic “How could you do this to me?” expression. And then expired.
Next Uschi sat him back down on the sofa. She peeled his scalp back and cracked his skull open. His brain was just as good eating as Hondo’s.
There was another one waiting for her in the kitchen. Uschi was happy about that. The brains of Hondo and the sofa surfer were delicious, but not all that filling. There was room for much more.
This one was looking like a failed tennis pro hit hard times, all grungy sweatband on his head and white socks on his sneakers wearing feet and tight shorts that showed the outline of his phallus. But instead of a racket in his hands he was carrying a Heckler & Koch G-11 assault rifle. He stood with his back to the kitchen counter.
The sofa surfer’s screaming having alerted him to trouble on the premises, Tennis Boy screamed himself once he saw an approaching Uschi’s Revenge of the Zombies and City of the Living Dead double feature at the drive-in gorgeous good looks. He started to raise the rifle, putting the stock to his shoulder and elevating the barrel.
She attacked with the steering wheel, swatting the rifle free of his grasp before he could take aim. His one shot went wild and blasted to smithereens the dirty dishes piled up high in the sink. The report of the shot was positively painful to the eardrums of both Tennis Boy and the built like a brick shithouse zombie.
“Hi there,” she grinned big and told him as hearing returned and the damages in the sink started to settle. After pinning him up against the counter and giving him nowhere to skeedaddle, she raised a hand and made the Mr. Spock fingers split apart down the center Vulcan salute. “Squa Tront, motherfucker.”
There was a dirty steak knife in easy reach. Uschi helped herself to it with her Spock saluting hand. Its stainless steel serrated blade was roughly six inches in length and appeared quite durable. Should work like a champ for what she had in mind.
Tennis Boy saw that the knife was being lowered in a Jack the Ripper on the hunt for a Whitechapel strumpet to butcher menacing fashion toward his face. He raised his arms and grabbed at her arm, attempting to divert it from him and force her to drop it. He couldn’t make any of that happen, his brawn too little against the hellish strength Uschi possessed. Untroubled, the steak knife continued its murderous progress. She inserted the blade’s entire length up his right nostril, piercing deep into the brain. She then jiggled it around for a good, hard while. Tennis Boy’s life span was cut short and a trailer park lobotomy was achieved. The brain was promptly pureed to the creamy consistency of peaches and cream yogurt.
Uschi removed the knife and put her lips to his nose and sucked out the skull smoothie. The mucus it acquired as it passed through the nasal passageways gave it this extra salty kick that did not go unappreciated.
The final trailer house resident was Margo, Hondo’s charming air-conditioning repair trade school student wife. Uschi came upon her in the bedroom. She was on the bed, open textbooks scattered around her, and taking a pause in her homework to smoke some crystal meth. She had the burnt-blackened glass pipe to her mouth and her lighter was just about a dead soldier; she had to work at it a number of frustrating times before a spark caught flame. Long experience with holding the hot pipe made her fingers swollen and blisters callused; the nails chewed down to the quick. The meth melted, turned to smoke, and she inhaled it fast and deep.
Margo looked with her sunken-in eyes up at Uschi standing at the foot of the bed. Her svelte physique was that of the only recently liberated from a concentration camp. The tube top and skirt she wore were barely able to maintain hanging on her. Her skin was spotted in parts with scabbed over sores and pimples. The Thundarr tattoo on her arm and Ookla the Mok on the inside of a thigh were looking poorly. The hair in her armpits was wild and wooly enough for them to make a Bomba the Jungle Boy movie in. She was tweaking; body shaking and grinding her jaws, riding a rush that had her feeling hyped enough to run through a brick wall.
“Was that you out there making all that noise?” She picked at the invisible insects she was confident were crawling over her. “I don’t appreciate loud noises while I’m studying.”
“Yeah, girlfriend, that was me. Well, mostly me, I did have some help. But those boys will be nothing but silent from here on out.”
Fighting with that low on fluid lighter again, trying over and over to get it to make fire. “You wanting to get some more weed, then talk to Hondo. He’s the man for that.”
“I’ve already seen Hondo. He’s dead and his brain is now sitting comfortably in my tummy.”
Margo stopped tussling with the lighter. Paid all the attention she could muster on the weird-ass looking gal. “Do what?” she inquired.
“I’m Uschi.” She had hands on her hips and the Impala’s steering wheel hanging off her grotesquely ample bosoms like some raunchy parody of an ornament on a Christmas tree branch. “And I will be your killer today.”
Quick as a snake, Margo’s arm darted under a pillow and then came back out clutching one mean-ass looking machete. Brandishing it above her head, she bolted off the bed and charged Uschi.
The wheel came off Uschi’s tits and she batted it against Margo’s wrist. The hand went numb and the machete dropped from her unresponsive fingers. Margo was put on the floor when Uschi used the steering wheel to break her clavicle.
Uschi next reached inside Margo’s mouth. Margo gagged and fidgeted and went blue in the face and did a piss poor job of trying to stop Uschi from doing this. A scream from her like a bald tire unable to gain any traction on a slick patch of road escaped past the invading hand.
The flesh inside the meth head’s mouth was rough and dry as old and cracked car upholstery. The tongue was useless in its efforts to expel Uschi. A knuckle brushed against the uvula at the back of the throat.
Uschi made a fist and punched her way through the palate at the top of the mouth, the whole hand intruding into the skull, and got after the brain. Needed to be careful, this one was a particularly slippery thing to wrangle. The son of a bitch eluded her grasp like a slimy stock tank tadpole determined to remain free. Uschi had to work to make this one hers, but eventually her wiggling fingers were able to seize a good enough hold and the brain was plucked off its stem and it now belonged exclusively to her. It slipped past Margo’s lips as simple as taking a 9-volt battery from a smoke alarm.
The laid naked brain was raw pork pink and with tiny blue and purple blood vessels running all through it, the cerebral folds deep and pronounced. She was halfway done with eating it when she stepped out of the trailer home and waved for Denny to get out of the El Camino and join her inside.
He emphatically shook his head no. He would really prefer to stay out of the crack house.
Uschi retaliated with a “Pretty please with sugar on top do this for me” expression on her post autopsy face.
Denny relented. He left the El Camino and started the walk toward the front door.
“Sorry to keep you waiting like that, best thing. Who knew brain eating could be so time consuming?”
“I didn’t mind the wait. What I do mind is being inside this nasty home. I told you I didn’t want to associate with these kinds of people. I’m alright with you killing them; just don’t let me near them.”
Uschi spoke around her final bite of brain. “Now, don’t be a surly bear.”
“I want to go home. I want to be with my books and videotapes and my action figures.”
“I already explained to you earlier, best thing, that part of your life is now concluded. We’re putting this trailer park in our rearview mirror and never returning. You and I are hitting the open road and from here on out will be seeking adventure and things to get in fights with. You don’t need to live vicariously through books and movies anymore. I’m gonna make your life better and more entertaining and thrilling than any book. Even the ones written by Joe R. Lansdale.”
The dead remains of Margo, Tennis Boy and the sofa surfer dude were stacked one on top of the other in a mound in the center of the living room floor. On the television, Highlander was done and its end credits were rolling.
“What’s this outré shit?” Denny asked.
Bodacious ta-tas bouncing and hips wiggling, Uschi put her whole physique to work to pull the squeaky skirt of her latex nurse’s costume up around her waist. She then laid herself over her kills and spread her legs ingloriously wide. Her pussy was wet and drizzling and smelling strongly like the dead and sun decayed fish lining the bottom of a draught ravaged lake.
“It’s a fantasy of mine,” she said, “to be fucked while being the cherry on top of a corpse sundae made by my own two hands. Do that for me, best thing. Please make my fantasy come true.”
Now that she mentioned it, the endeavor did sound rather enticing. Denny came out of his pants erection first.
The dead bodies made a fine mattress for their lovemaking. They were comfortably firm but still with plenty of room for sexy action bounce. The occasional trapped gases farting and belching was ignored, along with the unclean contents of released bowels and bladders oozing out of the pile.
Bonanza was now getting started on the television set. Without ever consciously becoming aware of it, the motions of Denny’s pelvic thrusts fell in perfect synch with the beat of the show’s dynamic opening theme music. They were post coital before the commercials could even begin.
“Sorry about that,” an embarrassed Denny apologized while still on top of Uschi. “You probably wanted that to last longer than what I could give you. Fucker and mother. If it had been one of the earlier episodes with Pernell Roberts as oldest son Adam, I might have managed another five to eight seconds. I let you down. I’m so sorry.”
“It’s okay, best thing. Don’t go into a fit over it.” She was able to hide her disappointment and give him an understanding grin and a reassuring pat on the shoulder. She understood that not every time up to bat could be a homer. “Don’t worry you’re pretty little head over it. We’ll try it this way again real soon. Only next time with more bodies beneath us, I promise.”


Chapter Seventeen
Gator, his ass planted firmly on the barstool behind the Get It Quick’s sales counter, was for his porn choice of the day enjoying a magazine dedicated to the mysteries and glories of chicks with dicks. Ah the transgender babes, how they make the hours fly by. The tiny TV on the counter was on Gunsmoke, and this was doing a far better job of keeping Gator’s attention than anything else he’d watched so far today. Oh heavens to Betsy, it looked like that Festus was in a terrible pickle. Gator would sit and watch Gunsmoke, and when the commercial breaks would come along he’d put his eyes on the penises where penises had no business being pornography spread out over his lap.
An El Camino was pulling up beside the gas pumps and Gator was able to make out the shapes of a man and a woman inside the car. Hot damn. Two more to appease the Master’s insatiable appetite.
He paid more attention to the classic TV and smut magazine than he did to what was going on at the pumps. He never noticed the buxotic zombie exit the El Camino and put the unleaded pump nozzle in the El Camino’s tank. Not until he heard Denny Gleeth enter the store did Gator bother to pay any attention to his future victims.
“How can I help you, sir?” Smiling and talking to Denny like all Gator ever wanted in the world was to get on his good side and be best friends with him. “If we ain’t got it, we’ll move heaven and hell to get it for you.”
Denny approached the counter. “Twenty dollars worth from the unleaded, please,” he requested in the soft and timid tone of voice he routinely assumed when dealing with sales people. He kept eye contact to a bare minimum.
“Yessir. Watch me go. I am all over that.” Gator reached below the Formica-coated countertop, and with a practiced ease earned from years of experience as a convenience store employee he never needed to remove his eyes from the bashful customer as he flipped the switch and activated the unleaded pump.
Denny shuffled to the soft drinks cooler and picked up a bottle of Dr Pepper for himself and a Sprite for his pretty cadaver lady. When he returned to the counter, Gator was waiting for him with an important question that was asked with deadly seriousness.
“Son, by any chance would you happen to consider yourself an expert on pussy?”
“Well … Uh … I’m not sure I understand you.”
“Let’s discuss pussy,” said Gator. “You would know it when you see it, yeah? Because I am terribly right at this certain time in need of a pussy expert. And when I say pussy, son, I’m not in any manner referring to the pussy that walks on all fours and shits in a hole it digs in the ground.”
There was a first time for everything. And this was the first time anyone cared to ask Denny for his opinion on pussy. He continued to stammer for a proper response.
“Pussy,” pressed on an even voiced Gator. “The female vagina. Perhaps mankind’s greatest creation. I’m in favor of it. How about you?”
“Uh, well, it does indeed have its merits, sure.”
“Would you say you feel confident you would know one when you laid eyes on it? Reason I inquire is because I’m actually having my doubts if I am actually seeing one in this one situation.”
This peckerwood was talking more shit than the radio. But, got to admit, it was attention holding shit. Denny rested his hands on the counter and leaned himself in closer.
“It all has to do with this new Miller Lite poster I hung on the wall today. It’s your typical buy-this-brand-of-beer attention getter—bright, flashy, got a hot piece of ass gal with a bottle in hand as the main attraction. Our gal in question is wearing a bikini, and this particular bikini is sending me, my eyeballs and my brain mixed signals. Let me tell you, from the moment I first noticed the crotch area on this beer model I have been deeply suspecting her pussy was photographed right at the moment when it was close to eating its way through her bikini bottom. We are talking here, son, beyond mere mortal Lawrence of Arabia camel toe goodness. She is letting it all hang out in whichever way it may care to hang out.”
“Crap in a hat.”
“At least I think that’s what I am seeing. I’ve got myself about eighty-eight percent positive at this point that’s what it is. A woman’s holiest of holy regions peeking out and boldly teasing me. But I continue to have these lingering doubts. Could it be a trick of the light? Perhaps a shadow caught coming off her thigh? My imagination running wild on me? I don’t know. This is something that has been bugging and tormenting me all day long. What I need is a second opinion. Someone who knows a thing or two regarding the cooter. You look to me like that kind of someone. I’d appreciate it mightily if you would join me and walk on over here and take a gander at what may or may not be renegade vagina on the loose.”
Gator was already on the move, coming out from behind the counter and headed toward where the poster in question was taped to the wall. He raised a hand and energetically waved for Denny to get with it and follow him.
“This needs to be seen to, son.”
Denny, designated amateur pussy expert, could find no excuse not to go, and so he made his way to the poster and required no less than two seconds of study upon it to learn enough to voice his opinion.
“’Fraid I got to bust your bubble, sir. You’re way off base here.”
“Am I now?” There was a frozen foods case in easy reach of where Gator was standing. With the customer’s back currently to him, he had no difficulty slowly sliding open the case’s lid and reaching inside it.
Both Denny’s eyes and concentration stayed trained on the Miller Lite ad as he spoke. “Yeah, as a man who has had his run ins with vagina a time or two, I can safely confirm there ain’t no camel toe happening on this girl in this picture. In fact, I can’t see any bulge or lump at all that would even begin to give the impression there was even a hint of any snatch to commence with.”
“The dickens you say, son.” Gator was about a step and a half behind Denny. From out of the frozen foods case he had taken a long as his forearm tube of original recipe Jimmy Dean sausage and was now brandishing it in his hands like a baseball bat. The freezing temperature made it as hard as a brick, and experience over the past few weeks made Gator a Shaolin kung fu master on the proper way to work the Jimmy Dean as a bludgeon. He had it down to a goddamn science, knew exactly where to hit and the degree of force to put behind the swing to rend the food for the Master down for the count.
“The dickens I do say, sir. This no fly zone between this lady’s legs has been so airbrushed smooth it leads me to believe they are trying to imply her cooter has been sealed closed and any trace it ever existed erased. There is nothing to report here. Wherever did you get the idea in your head you were seeing her goodies coming out?”
Gator raised the sausage tube over his shoulder and readied his swinger’s stance. “Oh, I guess I just get a little lonely in here form time to time and I allow things to get away from me. This is rather embarrassing. I could have sworn I was eyeballing something worthwhile. Anyway, I do appreciate your coming over and putting your fresh eyes on it and setting me straight. Hope it weren’t no bother.”
The projectile broke through the plate glass front of the store and shattered and short-circuited whatever colorful neon tubes were unfortunate enough to be in its path. It was the metal gas nozzle torn free from the unleaded pump’s hose, spinning end over end like a thrown tomahawk at a whooshing clip of speed through the Get It Quick’s air. The tart odor of gasoline followed in its wake.
Gator, his batter’s swing not yet set loose, was granted just enough time to acknowledge the sounds of breaking glass and turn an eye and see the nozzle come in and strike him along the side of his head. The big tube of Jimmy Dean fell from his hands. Gator briefly wobbled and stumbled, and then dropped to the floor as dignified as a colostomy bag at maximum capacity. He made this painful sounding loud and fleshy smack on hitting the tiles.
“Oh, darling Mr. store employee man, please don’t break my cold and unbeating heart by doing such a cruel thing as murdering the boy I love.”
An ass shaking Uschi was sashaying her way inside the store, her feminine pulchitrude preceding her by a full ten seconds or more.
The oversized eyes of Denny bounced back and forth from the tube of sausage and dropped store clerk. It took him a while, but eventually his brain caught up to what was going on here. White in the face and dry swallowing, he nervously rubbed at the back of his greasy-haired noggin as he thought on the grisly fate he had just by the slimmest of margins avoided.
“Lipstick on hemorrhoids, that boy was going to bean me good, wasn’t he?”
“He sure as shit was. I finished pumping gas and looked up just in time to see him preparing to put a dent in your skull, best thing. Lucky for us I got me some good aim and an arm worthy of Roger Staubach.”
Denny explained to Uschi why he allowed the clerk to lead him over here and put his vulnerable backside to him. “Uncouth cocksucker was gonna kill me just because I couldn’t see any pussy in that Miller Lite poster. I suppose there are some people who just can’t tolerate being proved wrong.”
“Maybe. Or maybe he had other reasons for wanting you dead. Let’s investigate further.”
She approached the still open frozen foods case and helped herself to an individually wrapped frozen corn dog. Then she one-handedly took hold of Gator by the scruff of his neck and lifted him off the floor and propped him up against the front of the sales counter. The corn dog she used as a cold compress and placed on his swelling and bleeding head injury. She slapped him across the face and roughhouse jostled him until he came around enough to be reasonably conscious and self-aware so he could be interrogated.
A moaning and groaning Gator managed to raise a hand and take over pressing the corn dog against his pained skull. Eyesight cleared some and he indulged in his first ever complete and unobstructed vision of Uschi, the Satan animated walking dead. He saw that she was all freak show roomful of bazooms and Tales from the Crypt beauty pageant winner stunning. The filter between his brain and mouth was non-functioning; he told it as he saw it.
“Goddamn, honey, allow me to inform you that in my travels I have just about covered every square-inch of Texas and twice I’ve wandered into a few of the more raunchier parts of Louisiana, and I ain’t ever come across a thing as weirded up wrong looking as you most unfortunately are. Staring at you and your ugliness, I can’t decide between laughing my ass off, or simply whipping my always dependable dick on out and pissing on you in hopes of completing your pitiful ensemble.”
“Not the smartest of things to say to a girl like me in a situation like this. I can not begin to tell you, sir, how much of a poor reflection your actions are on the standard of service I would expect from an establishment such as this. The right thing to do is to report you to your supervisor. But I rarely do right things. The wrong ones are so much more fun. So instead I’m willing to settle for this dollop of hurting and torture I am now going to deliver unto you.”
And Uschi ripped his shirt open, flying buttons going in every available direction. Revealed were a pale chest and a stomach with more jiggly spare tire flab to it than what Gator was comfortable admitting to. The fresh convenience store air draft on such a commonly covered and vulnerable area of Gator’s person compelled him try at breaking free and escaping from the zombie miss. Alas, the best he could accomplish was to fidget and squirm in the spot where she held him solid.
“What are you going to do? Wait, I don’t like this. You are violating my personal space. You should stop. I fear this borders on the sexual. For the love of God, please don’t rape me. I don’t want to be raped by an ugly and weird fucked up woman. I wouldn’t enjoy it.”
Then Gator started to make annoying and emasculating whinny noises.
“I know, I know,” she cooed to him in a counterfeit sympathizing tone of voice. The smile she was giving him was as heartwarming as a child’s arm caught in a meat grinder. “I’m sure you consider what I’m about to do to you as not one bit fair, but this is the shit you get when you fuck with my boyfriend.”
Uschi next violated Gator’s own personal material. She began with spitting a large gob of ice cold spit into his belly button, following that she extended her middle finger and inserted it inside of him. Greased along by her saliva, Uschi found little difficulty in driving the finger in efficiently deep. Her finger took to penetrating his belly button as if this was the task it was always designed to perform. It went in all the way, Gator’s body swallowing the whole thing up to the palm of her hand, and not in the least bit painlessly did it go.
No macho man bullshit for Gator. His helpless body danced in wild, agonized convulsions, eyes rolled back in his head, and a frozen scream trapped at the back of his throat. The bomb on Hiroshima degree of agony that detonated inside of him drove him spectacularly ill. Like an erupting volcano, he vomited his nuked in the microwave macaroni and cheese lunch, an orange and chunky stew that splattered plentifully over the front of both himself and the ugly and weird lady customer. It was hot enough it could almost scald someone’s bare skin, and with a bitter smell of rancid dairy and sour bile.
Limp bits of regurgitated pasta dripping from her face and collecting in her foot long cleavage, an unperturbed Uschi licked the barf off her lips and chin and started to swirl her inserted middle finger around and around in a slow and careful clockwise motion. She was digging for a specific something, and in no time flat she found it. She extracted her finger from the belly button with a loop of small intestine hooked around the end of it.
“Oh, that is ingenious,” commented a standing a safe distance away Denny Gleeth. “That’s some drive-in gore quality enough to give Drew F. Friedman a hard-on.”
“Why thank you, I do consider it rather clever of myself. The idea just popped into my head and I didn’t hesitate to go with it.”
The two feet or more of unearthed intestine was thick around as a common garden water hose and the whitish-pink shade of a wad of bubblegum chewed to beyond the point there was still any flavor left to it. The now uncorked ruptured navel became a bleeding bonanza, rooster tail spurting arcs of rich red plasma that flowed with the forceful energy from a racing heartbeat.
“Why were you about to cave in my best thing’s head?” she evenly inquired of the clerk. Uschi was rotating her wrist and unspooling more and more of the gut from the belly button, wrapping it around her fingers like spaghetti caught up in the tongs of a fork.
A foaming at the mouth Gator screamed in answer, “I was going to feed him to the Master from outer space!”
Uschi almost went with a step back on hearing such Buck Rogers jibber-jabber. “Pardon?”
“It fell from the sky on a meteor. All occurred only a few short days ago. Landed right in my backyard and started out no bigger than a dainty dandelion. But it sure grew awful goddamn fast, I tell you what. It’s telepathic; it broadcast its thoughts directly into my brain. The words it put in my head were so polite and seductive. It made itself my best buddy right quick. We’ve made promises to one another. We’re going to jointly rule the Earth together and enslave all of humankind. Yessir, we are a team with a winning plan. Only it ain’t grown big enough yet for the enslaving and world conquering to get going on any large scale. So for the time being I have it hid out here. I took a pickaxe and knocked a hole in the foundation that runs all the way down to the soil beneath the store. I replanted it right in here. It misses the sun a good amount, cooped up in that dark spot I have it growing in, but I have ways to keep it nourished. I’m feeding it a healthy and regular diet. Feeding the Master like a champion. Not going hungry one bit on my watch. The Master is growing real good now. The world will be ours soon. I’m telling you no stories. You’re looking at the future co-ruler of the planet Earth. I’m better than all you buttfuckers are. You best start showing me some proper-ass respect. The Master will punish you. Won’t you, Master? Come, uproot yourself and show them how great and powerful you are! Crush these insignificant beings! Feast upon them so that you may grow even more powerful!”
First the plate glass front of the store began to rattle and tremble. Not long after the majority of contents on the Get It Quick’s aisle shelves joined in and was also shaking. Then the cinderblock walls were noticeably quaking. It intensified at a fearful rate; steadily developing more pronounced and agitated. A powerful rumbling originating below the foundation bubbled up and impregnated the entire building. Posters and framed state licenses on the walls were jostled loose and dropped to the floor. Jars, canned goods and other products bounced off shelves. Jagged fissures opened in the ceiling’s Sheetrock and the fluorescent lighting had fits, blinking in and out and the tubes breaking apart and shorting out their wiring. Hissing sparks, falling shards of glass and ghostly mercury vapor clouds filled the air. The floor beneath their feet suddenly shifted violently, concrete fragmenting and tiles fracturing.
The spot of floor he was standing on bucked and Denny was raised high as if he was a piece of wood adrift on a strong ocean wave and was tossed off balance. There was just enough time to get off a quick exclamation of “Whoa-nelly!” before he landed somewhere about the center of aisle two, broken jars of jelly and barbecue sauce surrounding him.
The beer and wine cooler exploded as a something large and dangerous came charging out of it. All kinds of thunder and force accompanied the cooler dweller’s entrance. Alcoholic beverages of a wide variety of labels joined with metal, glass and cinderblock debris in swarming through the inside of the store with a mean tornadic velocity.
Denny kept hunkered down with his legs under him and arms crossed over his head. The shelf racks stood in well as a blast barrier and protected him from any major harm.
Things eventually settled. The debris was gone from the clearing air and the building’s rocking and shaking stopped. The new dominate smell in the Get It Quick was spilt liquor, fresh turned earth and something like exotic plant life. Gator’s television set on the counter was still going; it sounded like The Bob Newhart Show was playing.
Slowly, like a green soldier rising from a foxhole after surviving his first mortar shell barrage, Denny put his feet under him and looked out beyond aisle two.
Uschi and Gator had jumped over the sales counter and taken refuge behind it. They were both in the process of standing when Denny was coming up. All of them were at the same moment treated to an excellent view of what it was that had been lurking inside the cooler.
“Behold your new Master, people!” cried Gator. Uschi had stopped playing with the rope of intestine and allowed it all to slide off her fingers and plop to the countertop, where it situated itself into a nasty mound of meat shaped very similar to a pile of dog shit. The belly button hemorrhaging was slacking off, reduced to a steady leak that trickled down the intestinal umbilical cord like raindrops on a windowpane and formed a red puddle around Gator’s feet. His agonies and discomfort were dismissed; the only thing now buzzing through Gator’s warped brain he would acknowledge was the savage glory and otherworldly beauty of his partner in multiple homicides. “The Master will devour you so that the Earth can be ours!”
“We’re under attack,” said Denny, “from a guest star from the worst ever episode of Lost in Space.”
It, this alien invader from beyond our solar system, was a tree. The wide trunk was covered in scaly brown bark and the leafy branches it carried reached high enough to scrape noisily against the store’s ceiling. The fruit these branches produced were its eyeballs; the ripest ones around the size of a farmer’s market fresh peach. They were gruesomely human-like in many details, with a dozen or more hanging on the larger branches. The eyes peeked through the foliage and stared upon Denny and Uschi with less than loveable interest.
“Ain’t nothing positive,” Denny grimaced, “is going to come from an encounter with this unwholesomeness.”
Along with the eyeball fruit, many Get It Quick customers were also seen caught and entangled in the ghastly devil vegetation’s branches. These branches featured multiple spherical and puckered suckers dotting the bark. The suckers had attached themselves, leechlike, in multiple places to the people in the branches and were hungrily draining them. All were dead and in different stages of desiccation ranging from a leathery skeletal cowboy husk shriveled up worse than a mummified cat to a little boy in Power Rangers pajamas with still a fair portion of juicy freshness clinging to him.
“Pathetic Earthlings,” taunted a mad Gator. “Who will save you now?”
With leaves rustling, it slithered along the floor on its wriggling roots with the boneless fluidity of an octopus traversing the bottom of an aquarium tank. As it fast approached Denny, a sizeable group of rubbery vines that seemed better suited for scenery work in a jungle thriller motion picture than contributor to a North Texas convenience store’s décor extended beyond the alien tree’s branches. These vines thrashed and squirmed like water moccasins struggling to swim upstream, making cracking whip sounds as they wrapped around a defenseless Denny’s waist and neck and snatched him up high off the floor.
Denny got his hands on the vines coiled around his neck and fought to break their strangling embrace. Now I know what it feels like to be on the sour end of a calf-roping contest at the rodeo. His legs were kicking as if he were pedaling in an invisible bicycle race. He was useless in freeing himself, the best he managed was his fingernails scrapping away some of the surface bark covering. The tree began to pull him in toward its eager to feed branch suckers.
“And here I am without the Impala’s steering wheel,” said Uschi. “Oh well, I don’t mind improvising. This is mine now.”
And Uschi reached out and got hold of Gator under the chin and ripped his jawbone clean off. There was a can’t miss pop! as joints separated and muscle and sinew tore as easily as the pages from an old thirty-five cents House of Mystery comic book. It looked at first the store clerk’s tongue was going to come along with the mandible, but the tough tendons residing in the throat and mouth came from behind and won the brief tug of war between them and her and kept it. Free of any lower support, the tongue dropped and flopped against Gator’s Adam’s apple like a saturated paintbrush. Gore flowed from his missing chunk of face as if it were spewing from an open wide showerhead and down the front of him. His eyes panic swelled to three times their normal dimensions and arms flailed. Gator tried to scream, but it was difficult to articulate and instead it came off as more of a gargling croak.
She examined the bone, enamel and bit of a lower lip. Gator must’ve been a regular brusher, Uschi surmised. His teeth and gums appeared fine and healthy. That was pleasing news to discover, especially considering the task she had in mind for them.
Uschi’s other hand went behind Gator and without any complication her fingers penetrated into the meat of his backside and burrowed a more than fair ways inside of him. She converted his left shoulder blade into a handle and used it to lift him up off of the floor, her forearm and elbow a brace against his spine so she could hold Gator out before her as a shield. His jawbone her sword, Uschi bounded over the sales counter and charged the creature that had taken her best thing.
By now the tree’s vines were dangling Denny upside-down, his resistance impotent and the loose change falling from his pockets. He was looking as attractive as a worm on a fishing pole’s hook. Other vines came at Uschi, at least a dozen, and closing in fast, wiggling like snakes in copulation frenzy.
“Come on, you rascals,” Uschi said to the vines. “I’m anxious to create some mega damage on y’all.”
And damage the zombie titty woman did make. Gator protecting her from a frontal attack, she put his mandible to work on the vines, hacking whichever ones came around him and got in reach of her. Jim Bowie and his famous namesake blade couldn’t have cut any better.
The vines promptly recoiled, not wanting a thing to do with being pruned. Where they were slashed and severed the wounds secreted a milky white and sticky sap that had an odor like raw beef and a fresh mown lawn. At this point in its development the devil vegetation had a low threshold for pain. Give it another month or so of eating right and healthy growth and it could laugh off a tank attack, but right now an injury of any noteworthy caliber would not be tolerated.
The second attack was a touch more thought out. The man-eating plant’s objective was to remove the human shield she protected herself behind. Whipping and snapping vines came for Gator and wrapped around whatever purchase on him was available. As Gator shook his head no and tried to plead with his eyes to his vegetable best buddy to leave him be, they entwined heavily around his arms and legs like kudzu, pulled hard, and left nothing behind but a bloody and ragged writhing torso. More of them went after his head and face, invading the sockets and uprooting his eyes, finding the tongue and performing what Uschi couldn’t—yanking it away. The ensnared skull was squeezed until it shattered, and mashed brain matter squirted loose like Spam out of a can run over by a speeding pickup truck. Still more vines became like knives and stabbed into the chest and abdomen, going deep and showing no signs of stopping. The ribcage was split apart and lungs were punctured and the plant life thrashed about wildly and destructively around inside them like rats eager to make their escape from a twin set of brown paper grocery bags. Multiple ruinous lacerations on the heart and other organs were performed, shredding the stomach and ripping entrails to muddy slush. Gator was whittled away to chunky grue in a matter of seconds, exposing the decaying corpse super female for attack.
Uschi was by this time in reach of a suspended Denny and was able to cut the vines that held him. He dropped to the rubble-strewn convenience store’s floor and untangled the mass of herbage around his neck. He resumed breathing, sat there on his ass and helplessly watched as a new crop of vines were able to overpower an unshielded Uschi and pick her up.
Gator had not been telling any stories concerning the killer tree’s telepathic gifts. It now broadcasted its thoughts inside both of Uschi and Denny’s minds.
(I will eat you to death, female of the species. But first there shall be some humiliating mistreatment for you. Have at it.)
The devil vegetation maliciously hammered her bountifully bosomed rotting dead person into the aisle shelves. She smashed all she came in contact with. Impact with the canned goods section was especially rough; they didn’t show much give at all give when she was meeting them.
(What Gator told you is only a half-truth. I am on your planet to overtake, correct, but I have no intentions of ruling you miserable beasts. All I care to do is eat you. You are indeed tasty apes, this I can not deny. I told Gator what he wanted to hear so that he would act as my willing slave and care for me during my more vulnerable development period. Another week or two of his aid, and then I would have been large enough to betray his trust and consume his bodily fluids. I hope that didn’t come off sounding too heartless. Because I am not a heartless thing. I can love. I can sympathize with others. Don’t judge me too fast. As apes go, Gator was an enjoyable pet. He was good to me and fine company. His services were appreciated, and I must admit I will miss him. Now I must move on and find another weak-willed ape and con him into taking care of me until I am ready to go out on my own and destroy your world’s armies and feast on all the living matter your planet has. I would offer the task to you, male of the species, but I sense you possess more intestinal fortitude than I am willing to put up with. I will simply have to satisfy myself in eating you and your mate. Once your world is stripped barren of nourishment and I am satiated, I will do as I have done countless times before and launch a seedpod containing my intellect into outer space and move on in search for the next populated planet to appease my unending appetite. I know it may not be the most glamorous existence, but it is what I do. I am happy enough with my lot in life.)
Uschi was stirring. While the dust cloud caused by her collision with what was likely the majority of the Get It Quick’s inventory began to settle around her, her head came off the cracked and leaking bottle of Windex it was resting upon like a pillow. Gator’s jawbone was still with her, clutched in her hand. She went back to work with it. She cut any vine that encroached on her and ran at the tree. Not wanting it to try escaping from her, she stomped a cha-cha shoe wearing foot down on a particularly fat root, pinning the plant to this one spot. Uschi next began to swing the jawbone as if it were a hatchet, chopping away at the tree.
(Damnit, that hurts.)
At that same moment the devil vegetation was coming again for Denny, one vine behaving like a tentacle and slithering around his leg all the way up to the hip. Denny found in the wreckage close beside him a shard of glass that once belonged to a Hellmann’s jar of mayonnaise. It reminded Denny of what he imagined a dragon’s tooth must look like: serrated, number of inches in length, and curved a scimitar’s blade crescent shape. Could be he could perform a miracle or two with this nasty bit of trash.
He slashed at the vine and was amazed when he found he won his freedom. The mayonnaise-slimed glass went through the vegetable matter like a machete on cardboard, hardly any resistance. Then he looked over at Uschi and saw the wood chips flying where she was hitting the trunk. Sure, a sharp-edged tool would’ve performed better, but don’t sell Gator’s back molars short, they were getting the job done on the tree’s fibrous, moist material. Uschi never showed signs of tiring, never deviated in the amount of unholy supernatural power she devoted to the chore. Her arm was a blur as it went down and came up, down and up relentlessly against the trunk.
(You dare to assault a devourer of worlds in such a classless manner. For this your suffering shall be the stuff of legend.)
Vines were reaching out of the branches and closing in on her, anxious to put a stop to her malicious lumberjack mischief.
She needs me.
With no concern for his own well-being or any hesitation, Denny sprang to his feet and raced to join his homemade zombie girlfriend under the man-eating tree.
“I got your back, sugar cube,” Denny told her.
“I know you do, best thing,” Uschi told him.
He and the broken Hellmann’s jar prevented any nonsense out of the devil vegetation from interfering in Uschi’s wood cutting chore. A hack and slash sending all vines back in sliced and sap-bleeding retreat whenever they got too close to her.
(I will deplete you both of every last particle of digestible material. I so swear that I will.)
When about halfway through the plant, Uschi ceased chopping. She lowered her unbothered arm, not a drop of sweat anywhere on her, you’d need to start with a heartbeat for it to be racing, and no breath for her to be huffing and puffing to try and recover. She told Denny to back up a ways and heisted one of her legs and executed an amateur karate fighter style sidekick directly above where she had been cutting.
Whole fucking lot of oomph behind that kick—getting backed over by a truck might’ve gone more gently. Perhaps yelling “Timbre!” may have been appropriate, but neither Uschi nor Denny thought to do that. Uprooted as it was the devil vegetation’s center of gravity was all top half; there was no hope of it remaining upright. It toppled over, the trunk splintering and snapping in two with a great cracking report. The felled world-eating thing from another solar system came crashing down on the sales counter, smashing it to bits. The electric cash register managed a final ring before it was bashed into a shorted-out mess. Little TV set turned off for the final time. The CASHIER DOES NOT KNOW THE COMBINATION TO THE STORE SAFE sign broke into three separate pieces. The ever-popular adult reading material newsstand behind the counter was torn asunder, dirty picture magazines cruelly decimated.
Uschi dropped Gator’s jawbone, and Denny tossed aside the fragment of mayonnaise jar glass. They watched together as the plant’s leaves blackened and withered like a vegetable garden victimized by an unexpected late spring freeze. The eyeballs suddenly spoiled and rotted and dropped from the branches. Those troublesome vines now lay lifeless and motionless.
But the slaying of the thing was still not finished. Like any plant, it was not dead until you killed the roots. The less than a foot high stump scuttled along the floor on its root ends, and was leaving an obvious trail through the convenience store debris easy for Uschi to follow. As she tracked it down and got hold of it with both hands, it put these words into their heads:
(I will yet have your world!)
An empty boast. For as it telepathically spoke, Uschi was approaching the nearest available wall space and mercilessly set to work battering the stump of the devil vegetation against it three to four dozen times. She pounded the plant into a weak and pulpy mess. After that she returned to the frozen foods case and dropped it inside with the ice cream and microwave enchiladas and chicken pot pies.
“Now you go right ahead,” she told it, “and make your sorry self comfortable in there. Make some new friends. I bet you and that bag of frozen peas beside you have got a lot in common.”
Uschi slammed the lid on the case shut.
“Honey,” said Denny. “There’s something you need to know.”
“What is that, best thing?”
“You got a kinda something going on.”
It was difficult for him to put the problem in words, so he just pointed at her general upper body half and tried to convey with his facial expression what that something was.
She misunderstood the direction he was pointing in and assumed he was referring to something below the neckline. She looked down at herself and did find a wardrobe malfunction currently in progress. Whoops, nipple slip. Her great big right titty had sometime during the rumble tumble popped out of her latex nurse’s costume and was seeking adventure. That big areola in the center was as black as a thrill killer’s intention’s.
“I guess it’s got a mind of its own.” And Uschi grabbed hold of her anti-freeze and peanut butter fattened hooter and returned it home back inside the dress. She gave it a couple of jiggling palm pats to be certain it was secure. “How is it Vampirella never has this trouble?”
“That’s not actually what I’m talking about. Up. What you got is happening higher up.”
“Huh?” She put her hands on her cadaver bliss face and started to feel around the cheeks and chin.
“Still higher, sugar cube.”
Felt around her eyes.
“You’re getting real close. More along the left temple. No, my left. There you go.”
Uschi’s fingers found a hockey puck shaped object attached to the side of her brow. She tapped a fingernail against it and there was a recognizable metal tink, tink sound.
“What the fuck is this?” she asked.
It was a can of tunafish. A 5 OZ. can of StarKist, to be specific. She must’ve acquired it when the devil vegetation walloped her into the shelves. It was mounted on Uschi’s head not too terribly far above her left eye, protruding like the stub of a sawn off horn. She tried to pry it off, but it was embedded in her quite firmly. Downright uncooperative thing, the can was. Fucker had its own agenda: stay where it was. It would not relinquish its new home. Uschi used both hands and a lot of body english to tug and yank, but no hope. It was as if it was somehow fused to her skull.
“Aw man, come on,” she complained and continued struggling with the can’s removal. “Come on. Work with me. Work with me.”
The StarKist’s paper label did manage to tear off. She supposed that was a puny victory of a sort.
She found a bottle of Quaker State motor oil on the floor, opened it and poured a liberal amount over the can, hoping this would make things slippery enough for taking it off. But it only complicated matters for the worse. Now Uschi couldn’t master a firm grip, her hands sliding and flying off.
“Let’s find the bathroom,” suggested Denny. “Maybe we can figure this out in there.”
In the washroom—a tiny one sink and one toilet closet of a room—the faucet was turned on and a bunch of paper towels wetted. Uschi and Denny together industriously worked cleaning the oil and whatever else was on the can off.
In the mirror bolted to the wall above the sink, in a lower corner, there was a decal applied to the glass. It was old, speckled with water stains, and showing a topless hippie chick holding an oversized sunflower in her hand and a peace symbol painted over each of her saggy nature girl titties. Beneath that were the words LET IT ALL HANG OUT, BABY.
Uschi eyeballed that sticker and was not at all in the mood to let it all hang out. She wanted the tunafish off her head and everything else returned to her idea of normal. Uschi wanted that now. She was getting pissed.
Okay, ready to give it another try. Standing there in the cramped, smelly shithouse, her back arched and head leaning back, the only sounds were of the trickling of the faucet water continuing to run and the fleshy squish of fingernails digging in deep for the best possible hold. Uschi pulled with all she had.
And all she had came up short. Failed again. Hands came away missing four nails and the StarKist unbudged.
Denny got out his pocketknife. “Here, give this a go.”
“It’s nut cutting time.” Uschi forced the blade through her skin and wedged a good majority of it between skull bone and can metal. The objective was to work it like a spatula on a pancake stuck to the griddle—just pop that motherfucker clean off. She started to pry the knife’s blade away from her head.
Barely into the operation when: Glink.
Glink was the sound of a Dunlap pocketknife’s blade breaking apart.
“You got to be shitting me?”
“No,” informed an increasingly frustrated Denny. “No shitting. It broke.”
Uschi could feel the short nub of blade where the break occurred, saw it in the mirror’s reflection peeking out beneath the can. She looked at the impotent knife’s handle in her hand. The sad luster of coming to terms with defeat washed over her dead girl’s eyes; she calmly said, “Well, color me disappointed.”
“Sorry.”
“What have you got be sorry for, best thing? It’s not your fault.” She gave the knife handle back to Denny, and he tossed it right away into the trash. She turned off the faucet and leaned herself against the sink, hands on the sides of it and head lowered. Uschi stayed that way for a spell. Quiet, settled, contemplative.
Denny stepped back and watched her. He didn’t know what to do. In his life there had never been anyone to step up and comfort him when he was in a bad way, and his lack of experience kept him frozen in place and unable to find words to say to her that might be of some help. All he could do was leave her alone. Let her work it out herself.
Uschi decided to go apeshit.
She suddenly belted out a Fay Wray in the hollow of Kong’s hand scream and ripped the sink from the wall. Severed pipes gushed and immediately flooded the floor. She turned away from the mirror and her classy cha-cha shoes slipped in the water and legs went out from under her and she fell on her ass. A pipe sprayed Uschi in the face like a clown’s seltzer bottle and stopped her screaming. She awkwardly kept the sink in her hands as she made her way to a standing position.
More senseless vandalism was called for. She raised the sink over her head, hitting the ceiling light fixture and busting two out of the three fluorescent tubes, and quite forcefully she spiked the sink into the commode’s bowl. There followed a whale of a crash and the biggest splash this bathroom would ever have. Toilet and sink both shattered to crumbs and more water gushed. She kicked the tank in to complete the destruction.
“I do not deserve this!” Uschi raged. “I swear I don’t!”
She punctuated her remarks by smashing the mirror and hunting down that stupid little hippie sticker. She took particular mean joy in tearing it to itty-bitty bits. Then she punched a series of holes in the cinderblock walls and stomped the bathroom door off its hinges.
Surly, miserable, filthy and wetter than a half drowned dog, she turned toward Denny and said to him in a sad, pouting voice, “I need you to be honest with me, best thing. Can you love a zombie with tunafish stuck to her head?”
And just like that Denny Gleeth all of a sudden knew exactly how he should comfort his watermelon-chested walking dead delight. It didn’t have to be anything special or grand. He only had to be himself and show her in his own way he cared and was there for her.
Denny stepped forward and embraced her in his arms and kissed her long and passionately. This was the first time in their relationship he had initiated such intimacy between them. Up until now Uschi was the one to always be the aggressor in such matters. When that was done, he then raised his mouth and kissed the tunafish can.
“I don’t know if I could love just any zombie with tunafish on her head,” he said while holding her face up by the chin and staring unflinchingly into her eyes. “But I sure as hell know I love this one. There is nothing that can change that. I’m more than likely to always be the first to admit there ain’t that much to me, but what there is—every last little grain of it—is here for you and won’t stop loving you no matter what.”
She was smiling now, after hearing all that, her attitude undergoing a total one-hundred-fifty-degree turn. “Goddamn, boy, you got it all going on for you, don’t you? Good looking, a dick that won’t quit when it comes to making me feel super good, and now I find you’re one silver-tongued bastard as well. Best thing to ever happen to me.”
The world saved from alien fauna annihilation, it was time to leave this shitty-ass establishment. Denny at her side, Uschi exited the Get It Quick with a gallon jug of milk in her hand. Open and upended, she allowed its contents to empty on the parking lot asphalt as they made their way to the gas pumps.
The cows across the street from the store huddled together at the fence line. Equally spooked and curious, they intensely watched the unnatural Uschi and mooed her.
She gave them a friendly wave. “Hey there, livestock.”
Denny reached inside his car and pushed in the dashboard cigarette lighter.
Earlier, before barehanded removing the nozzle from the unleaded hose, Uschi had thoughtfully tied a knot in it to prevent any major gasoline spillage. Now she untied that knot and filled the milk jug. She didn’t bother with a second knot, just discarding the hose when its usefulness was done and allowed it to pump fuel out onto the lot.
The lighter popped and was ready to go. She took it and the jug of gas back into the store. She thoroughly doused the dead tree and other spots and used the red-hot end of the cigarette lighter to set on fire a torn open roll of Bounty paper towels.
Uschi tossed the burning roll and hightailed it from the Get It Quick as fast she could go. Her hands clutched at her huge bosoms to prevent them from bouncing too high and flogging her in the face as she was in full run. She reached the El Camino, where Denny was already behind the wheel. The engine was running and in gear, and she was shutting the door and putting on her seatbelt as they got moving.
The fire spread at an awesome clip of speed. As the El Camino got on the road and began to drive off, the gas spilling over the parking lot reached the blaze. Instantly an orange carpet of fire spread and raced to the pumps. There was a colossal explosion and a thirty-foot-tall fireball was brought into the world and the little country store was removed from it. A huge, flame-belching crater in the blacktop was now where the gas pumps once stood. A hailstorm of blazing debris of a variety of sizes and variable grade of being aflame fell in all directions.
The terrified cows screamed like the doors to the slaughterhouse were thrown open and they were being treated to an educational peek inside. They promptly dispersed and skeedaddled for safer territories.
The shock wave from the blast reached the El Camino and forced it to fishtail, swerving over into the other lane, tires squealing. The intense heat blistered and bubbled the paint job on the tailgate. Denny fought with the steering wheel, won the battle, and never took his foot of the accelerator.
“I just went and had me a revelation of a thought,” said Uschi.
“What about, darling?” said Denny.
“We never did get your Dr Pepper and a Sprite for me.”
“You’re right. That is a disappointment, ain’t it? Sorry.”
“We’ll survive.”


Chapter Eighteen
The speed limit on this old country two-lane back road running through the heart of the Mapache Thicket was thirty. On both sides of the road there was only open land that was overrun with mature and tall mesquite, bodark and cedar trees. Their long and entwining branches reached out over the road and formed a leafy canopy that obstructed much of the afternoon sun and kept the shadows thriving. This was a remote area, rarely traveled or bothered, so the roadkill in these whereabouts was far from being plentiful, but they did happen upon a perfectly fine and only four days dead Irish Setter.
The postmortem princess Uschi had insisted that Denny pull the El Camino over so that she may partake of the dead dog. Now she was enjoying the hind leg while Denny kept the car at the speed limit and his window down and an arm hanging out. She chewed on her juicy mouthful, scarlet fur wedged between her teeth and rancid fluids dribbling down her chin. Both of their heads energetically bobbed along in beat with Pat Benatar’s “Stop Using Sex as a Weapon” playing on the radio.
Once her belly was full, she wanted sweet loving. Uschi tossed the canine bones out of her window and removed her seatbelt. She scooched over and pressed herself against her man. A hand settled in his lap, started to play with his dick lying under his jeans’ zipper. She covered his face in kisses; her dog gore slathered mouth leaving behind bright red lip prints, each one as thick and oily against his skin as a veneer of Vaseline petroleum jelly.
“Somebody’s feeling awful friendly,” said a smiling Denny. He guided her hand to the perfect spot on his groin to manipulate.
She had earlier taken her fingers and combed her platinum hair down in Bettie Page fashion bangs over her brow in hopes of concealing the can of StarKist tunafish stuck to her temple. It did a fine job of hiding it. If you didn’t know the can of tunafish was there, you never would have thought to look for it.
Her hand manipulations made Denny well stimulated and his penis stiff. “Let me inspect your gearshift,” she purred into his ear. Uschi got his jeans open suitable enough to set loose his erection. Next she hiked up her skirt and straddled Denny, sliding a leg in over his lap and squeezing her large and in charge green ass in between himself and the steering wheel. As she came down on him with his dick slipping into her wet pussy, she completely obstructed his view of the road.
“Uh, not the best of ideas, sugar cube. At least not now.”
“Not to worry,” Uschi assured. “Just keep your dick hard and put your trust in your Satan blessed sweetie. I assure you I know what I am doing.”
She removed his hands from the wheel and placed them on her big boobies. She assumed control of the steering, her hands settling on the seven and five o’clock positions on the wheel.
“I steer, you control the pedals.”
The motion of her hips completely controlled the pace of this fucking. She refused to allow this one to go the same way as what transpired back at the drug dealer’s trailer home. No Bonanza fueled premature finish this time. Uschi rode up and down Denny’s shaft at a leisurely gait, slow and steady. Quaint and loving. There wasn’t going to be no rush on this one. No hurry for either of them to cum. Enjoying every second of it.
Denny’s busy hands had slipped inside the nurse uniform’s latex and they now rubbed and kneaded her outstanding tits, thumbs flicking her hardened nipples. He buried his face in her hair and kissed on the back of her neck.
“If they were to make fucking like this a part of NASCAR, I might actually watch,” said Uschi.
The El Camino cruised steadily along, continuing to mind the speed limit and taking the curves in the road just fine. Pat Benatar was finished on the radio, and now it was Joan Jett and the Blackhearts rendition of “Crimson and Clover” going. Good tune, and an outstanding musical selection to snail’s pace copulate to.
Then all four tires blew out. As the car sharply veered into the oncoming lane, the wheel rims made quick work of chewing through the rubber and gouging out chunks of road asphalt.
“Holy rape gorilla!” cried Denny.
A shocked Uschi’s vaginal muscles suddenly constricted so hard and strong they almost snapped Denny’s up inside her tallywacker clean off. He screamed like a billy goat with its leg caught in a gopher hole, but still was thinking clearly enough to come down on the brake and remove his hands from her breasts and return them to the wheel. Together they steered the wounded El Camino to a stop on the gravel shoulder of the road.
The engine was killed. A few seconds were needed for everything to calm down. In time Uschi got out first, then Denny was next. He was getting along in a rather bowlegged cowpoke fashion.
“Are you okay?”
“No! Oh horse piss, no, I’m not at all okay. My dick has been pussy strangled.” Dork was hurting him so bad he had to leave things unzipped and hanging out. Bruising was already setting in and the discomfort so great it was like some nasty person with a personal hate toward him had gotten away with taking a metal cheese grader to his tender foreskin. He had to lean against Uschi so he could better stand up straight. “That’s one powerfully potent vagina choke hold you got, girlfriend.”
“Oops. Sorry.”
The El Camino stood on its rims with its undercarriage only inches above the ground. Fenders were battered and dented where tire fragments repeatedly smacked them. A slab of rear tire had been thrown into the exhaust pipe with a force great enough to bend it dramatically out of shape. With the key still in the ignition and driver’s side door wide open, they followed the trail of mangled Goodyear chunks to see what it was that caused such severe tire damage.
What they found was a homemade spike strip constructed from a flat garden soaker hose and hundreds of seven-inch or longer roofing nails driven through it. It was laid out across the width of the road with strips of duct tape employed to hold it down in place. All of it was heavily spray painted black so to better blend in with the blacktop.
“That can’t be good,” said Denny. “What we got here is a hillbilly speed bump. Somebody was bound and determined to stop all traffic coming through these parts. I wonder who did it.”
“It was them.”
He looked at Uschi. “Who?”
“Them.” And Uschi chin pointed to an area across the road.
There were two men in the trees. They wore no pants. They both descended from their arboreal roosts on strings of silk originating from their assholes. Around their relaxed sphincters were these spinnerets—busily working stubby, fingerlike appendages that helped reel out the webs their assholes made. Producing a spiderweb with the ass caused quite the noticeable moist noise, something like afternoon drunk Grandpa sloppily popping his dentures out of his mouth to fashion a toothy hand puppet so to amuse the grandkids with. When safely on the ground, they both puckered and pinched off the webs they rode.
They were Blink and Dash. They were healthy looking and in fit condition. Dash was the one wearing a Budman T-shirt and with dark and wavy hair done up in an Eraserhead haircut. Blink had a The Greatest American Hero white guy afro and was in a colorful Hawaiian party shirt. Both had on brown patent leather shoes that seemed less than ideal footwear for tree climbing and black socks with garters around the calves holding them up. Bare legs were hairy and reddish sunburned due to a long and pantless summer under the sun. Every now and then a breeze would catch hold of one of their shirttails and lift it up and reveal proof their parents had not believed in the practice of circumcision.
They had no eyes. Their sockets were round and shallow and lidless instead of a pair of eyeballs, they housed a cluster of little brown spiders to each hole. Quite the active arachnids, they would squirm and thrash inside the eye sockets like maggots at the bottom of a Dixie paper cup. Often one or more would crawl out and go wandering over the face, but eventually would return to a socket hole. The brothers were not blind; no sightless thing could move that sure and confidently as they did. Somehow the spiders must work as their eyes.
“I do declare,” said Uschi. “I believe these anything but bashful boys have been playing in the Zygrot-24. They are seriously hideous mutant freaked out.”
“What are you going to do about them?” asked Denny. His sense of decency and modesty had him learning to ignore the tallywhacker pain and putting away his junk and zipping up his jeans.
Uschi’s answer, “I’m going to do what any good zombie lass with a sassy attitude and mouth-watering humongous knockers that go all the way out into next week would do. I’m going to kill them up in a real inventively horrific manner, then indulge myself and eat on their brains. Sometimes the shit you got to do in this world is just that simple.”
Dash, standing alongside Blink directly across the street from Uschi and Denny, started things off. He turned, putting his backside to the couple, bent over to grab his ankles with his buttocks separating, and aimed his anus. He farty blasted from the ass a gob of webbing that cut like a cannonball through the air and struck Denny in the side of his face with much the same authority as a mule’s kick.
The impact of the hit slammed him backward several steps, awkwardly stumbling on the heels of his feet, and left him withering in new pain. The icky gob stuck to Denny as tenaciously as a heavy coating of honey and sealed one eye and half of his mouth shut. Dash executed another rectal discharge. This one targeted Denny’s raised arms and glued them down firm against his chest.
Blink came with his attack a moment behind Dash’s second gob. He spun himself around and pooted Uschi with his bunghole magic before she could launch any form of counter strike against them. A major flow of beaded like a pearl necklace web strands erupted from between his cheeks, a gooey and tacky as hot glue mess that twisted and tied around her in a neat cocoon.
This was some strong shit. Uschi struggled and fought, but the webbing would not play along and stubbornly would not relent under her strength. She got angry, snarling and growling and cussing and fussing. This was bruising to a Satan made girl’s ego, being caught in webs manufactured from some pantless freak’s hindquarters. “Come on, dudette,” she tried to encourage herself. “This is breaking shit. Next to killing folks and fucking your boyfriend this is what you do best. Get with it.”
But Uschi didn’t get with it. Finally the cocoon fully encased her like a concrete condom. She dropped to the ground, wrangled in and made docile.
Blink stepped in closer to put the concluding ass shots in on Denny. Entangling his legs in goo and incapacitating him quite nicely.
The brothers stood over their captured prey. The spiders residing in their grinning faces showing their delight by bubbling with action inside the eye sockets like the vinegar and baking soda lava in a fifth grader’s science class chemical volcano diorama.
“Congratulations, you two,” taunted Blink. “You have lost your privilege to live.”
“You’re both going to make excellent eating,” laughingly informed Dash. “The church is going to be rocking tonight.”


Chapter Nineteen
The situation was as grim as the malignant brain tumor that took celebrated film critic Gene Siskel from us.
The tailgate of the El Camino was dropped and Uschi and Denny were loaded into the back. Blink put himself behind the wheel and started the engine. Dash got in on the passenger side and immediately started to fuck around with the radio. Their bare asses stuck to the seat upholstery. Blink put the car in drive, but before lifting his foot off the brake he took hold of little Chewbacca and broke the adhesive hold that kept him stationed on the dashboard and tossed the plastic Wookie out the window.
“I wouldn’t wipe my ass with that sci-fi garbage,” he explained to no one in particular.
“I heard that,” agreed Dash. The radio was settled on an AM lite jazz station. Some Kenny G shit.
The El Camino was driven as fast as possible on its four rims off the paved street and onto a muddy and pothole generous dirt trail that went far into the wild and wooly frontier of the Mapache Thicket. As the sun was setting on the day and night was beginning to darken this half of the world, they finally stopped when arriving at a large clearing where the natives of the thicket were restless.
Dozens of torches were lit to illuminate the clearing. Jungle drums were being played at a fevered frenzy pitch. Savage women danced with an insane pagan abandon.
Denny and Uschi were removed from the El Camino’s bed and carried to the top of a sacrificial altar standing seven feet high and assembled from the same concrete and red bricks contractors commonly use to build backyard barbecue pits. From this vantage point they had a good view of what weirdness transpired here.
The jungle drums being played by men dressed only in grass skirts were actually emptied laundry detergent plastic buckets turned upside down and pounded on with sticks. The torches nothing more than Wal-Mart citronella candles tiki patio lighting stabbed crookedly into the earth. And the dancing girls were all nude but for shiny vinyl go-go boots. Every last one of them worked hard to get their groove on properly to the jungle drumbeat.
Good bodies to them, the dancing girls, certainly quality enough to cut it in the amateur model mail-in pages of Hustler. However, not a one of them in the group had titties going any bigger than a set of muffins and their bush hairs seemed unnaturally full and pronounced. Their sweat-slimed flesh glowed in the eerily flickering firelight of the citronella candles with a basted in melted butter sheen.
All of the dancing girls and men beating the buckets were without eyes. Instead of eyeballs inside their heads there were clusters of active little spiders.
All these freakified folks were going long and strong chanting incessantly over and over again. “Praise be Ga’Hantor! Praise be Ga’Hantor! Praise be Ga’Hantor!”
At the feet of the drummers and dancers, the ground was heavily littered in a varied menu of animal and human bones. Many were aged and sun-bleached white; a fair share of others were fresher and still had bits of desiccated tough flesh to them. All to a varying degree featured a coat of webbing stuck here and there. Pretty obvious some thing or things on this property were eating good and regularly.
“This looks nifty,” critiqued Uschi, staring out through the hole in her cocoon. “Like a Boris Vallejo cover to one of the better Gor novels. Or perhaps a bitching mural on the side of a van.”
Joining Uschi and Denny on the altar were Dash and Blink, standing on either side of a young brunette woman who wore her hair in a Suzie Quatro she-mullet style. She sat regally upon an aluminum lawn chair as if it were a throne and she the queen of this land. When the woman noticed the two prisoners had turned their eyes toward her, she looked down upon them with her spiders for eyes and smiled as joyfully as a cute Nazi cheerleader. Her teeth were perfectly straight and bleached white.
“I am Stompanato,” she informed. Her eyebrows were clotted with little brown spiders scampering through the hairs. “I am High Priestess of the First North Texas Church of Ga’Hantor. It is because of me the two of you are here tonight. Howdy.”
An unaffected Uschi fired right back at her, “And a fine and dandy how do to you and your own, cunt. How about you start explaining why you cared to have us here?”
The High Priestess stood and confidently approached. She was built like a ballet dancer, slender and long and muscled and supple. Go-go boots and nail polish the silvery color of chrome was all she bothered to wear. She was closer than the dancing women were, so Denny was treated to a more detailed view of her snatch.
That was no pubic hair she sported, but instead the prodigious inverted dark triangle around her sex was a ghastly concentrated congregation of a crawling thatch of well behaved and huddled in tight formation black widow spiders. Their small bodies a slick, oily black, and the red hourglass marking on the underbelly of their bulbous rear abdomens unavoidable to the eye. Their proximity to her vagina was practically a piece of high drama, brushing their dark, toothpick thin legs against the fleshy labia, teasing the sensitive clitoris with their venom filled fangs. The tampon string dangling out of Stompanato’s pussy only enhanced the gross tackiness.
“Ga’Hantor, the father of all us spider children, demands a sacrifice tonight. You two were fortunate enough for us to wander into our little trap. You shall be fed to our great and powerful god.”
Another evening thunderstorm was coming together. There was a thunderclap frightful enough to make even God flinch. The winds were picking up acceleration, the branches of the towering trees surrounding the clearing spiritedly swaying. Pellets of rain began to fall.
“We must hurry,” said High Priestess Stompanato. “The time is right to summon Ga’Hantor and present to him our tribute.”
“Aren’t you at all curious about that?” asked Dash. He pointed a finger down to the altar’s steps, where the bed comforter and Watchtower pages enshrouded Li’l Bocephus lay. During the trip out here, Denny had been forced to ride on top of him. They took Li’l Bocephus out of the El Camino’s bed and carried him here the same time as they did Denny and Uschi. “There’s a body in there, I could feel it when I picked it up.”
“I’m pretty sure it’s the body of somebody these two murdered and were bringing out here to dump in the thicket,” said Blink. “Sounds logical enough.”
“Oh, so that’s what brings y’all out here tonight to our little unique chunk of Texas, is it?” said Stompanato. The sneer coming to her lips told she possessed a wicked appetite for scandal. Her eyebrows arched, and the sudden upheaval made some of the brown spiders in the hairs hang on for dear life. “Indulging in a little body dump? Who was it you killed? A husband or a wife that was in the way? Some relative you’re hoping left you in the will or has an insurance policy that will pay out to one of you? Maybe just a random stranger you picked up for a thrill kill? How positively noir. It doesn’t really matter. Leave the body where it is. Dead or alive, Ga’Hantor shouldn’t mind. There are still precious fluids contained within the carcass he can enjoy.”
High Priestess Stompanato’s arms went up high, reaching for the stormy night sky. Intense lightning flashes ignited like gigantic strobe lights. Frisky currents of static electricity were about, passing through her black widows bush and causing her privates to snap and pop with the occasional spark between arachnids. The sensation for Stompanato was not an entirely unpleasant one. The rain was now stronger, coming down in steady sheets. The tampon string was soon soaked and pasted to her inner thigh, looking not too terribly unlike a dead, pale worm lying on a cement pavement.
While all this was happening, a curious Dash was making his way down the altar steps. “I need me a look at this dead body. I got to know how they rubbed the boy out.” He started to tear the bed comforter open as if it were the paper wrapping on an ice cream fudge bar, ripping the top off and then splitting it apart down the center.
“Summon our father,” Stompanato commanded. “Summon our god.”
The chanting and drumming ceased. One of the detergent bucket drummers put down his instrument and picked up another: a hubcap to a ’78 Ford Pinto station wagon that he began to beat with a metal cafeteria ladle as if it were a gong.
Ga’Hantor heard and answered the call. There was a distinct rumbling occurring beyond the clearing, the sounds of a something hefty being active. Everyone could see trees being bent aside as that something hefty began to make its way toward the clearing. The spider people, rain-sodden and in worshipful awe, dropped to their knees when Ga’Hantor joined them in the clearing and was fully revealed.
It was a giant tarantula; three tons of arachnid sensation huge enough to be just the right size to make hot and heavy love to a fishtailed 1953 Cadillac El Dorado. Its coat of fur was remarkably adept at repelling the rainwater—something to do with the natural oils it produced. The moisture would bead and roll off of Ga’Hantor, leaving the undercoat warm and dry. There appeared to be a light of intelligence to its obsidian, lidless eyes—all eight of them—that the more common spider did without. The chelicerae members above the mouth were twitchy and seemed anxious for action; the fangs at the end of them pointed straight down from the head and were as long as a man’s leg.
“Just what the fuck are you people doing to each other?”
That question was asked by Li’l Bocephus. He was out of the bed comforter and clear of any Watchtower holy pages, standing on the lower steps of the altar. His eaten on and unleashed homosexuality ass raped injuries from the previous night were all healed and faded to nothing, broken bones knitted perfectly back together and one hundred percent whole and vampire healthy and cocky with himself again. The ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA arm tat of his right back to going strong. His ruined western shirt and blue jeans hung off of his frame in Doc Savage in the thick of an exotic pulp magazine adventure tatters. There was no seat to his jeans, burned away by the blessed power of holy magazines, so his scrawny lily-white ass was exposed and on view for anyone who cared to see it.
He flawlessly performed a one-handed opening of his can of Copenhagen and crowded his bottom lip with a pinch of snuff. Necessary to one hand the task due to his other hand currently occupied choking a pert near to death Dash, holding the spider eyes boy down kneeling at the backwoods vampire’s one bare and other wearing a snakeskin cowboy boot feet.
Li’l Bocephus’s two good eyes looked up toward Stompanato and Uschi and all the rest, the rain beating his freckled face and washing his oily red hair for the first time in three years, and he leisurely inquired, “Y’all with the circus? Because this shit seems a good deal like some of the unnatural business I would assume circus folk would willing allow themselves to be caught up in.”
The unexpected arrival of a bare-assed good ol’ boy redneck confused the hell out of High Priestess Stompanato. She put little thought behind her response and simply replied in an indignant tone, “There is no circus here. You are standing in a church and this is the middle of a religious service.”
“Whatever, I really don’t give two shits and a chili dog fart. If it floats your boat and don’t cause me any headaches, then more power to you and y’alls and call it what you want. I just need two things from y’all, then I’m outta your hair for life.”
Quick like a bullet, Li’l Bocephus was at the top of the altar and standing nose to nose with Stompanato. He brought Dash right along with, never missing a beat in throttling the butthole web spinner. With a playful as a ruptured appendix wink, he reached between Stompanato’s thighs and uncorked her vagina by plucking out the soiled tampon. Li’l Bocephus tossed the bloody sanitary napkin in his mouth and commenced chewing on it like it were a stick of gum. He savored the flavorable taste.
“One,” he resumed saying around the chewy mouthful, “I would powerfully like to see you get some industrial strength bug spray on your suffering twat and eyes. That’s got to be the nastiest state of venereal disease I’ve yet to come upon. So bad off it’s to the sorrowful point of attracting bugs. That nasty business is unquestionably to the point of being the un in unsanitary. Two, the green titty bitch and her faithful retardo companion you got gooed in Silly String are mine. All mine. We have got ourselves revenge issues. They are gonna die by my hand and my hand only. If you don’t agree to my demands, then the shit we got going on in here is gonna get awful damn toothy. You don’t want to get toothy with me, bugs lady.”
“You don’t give me goosepimples,” High Priestess Stompanato pointed out. “All you are is one dead shitkicker standing in front of me. Care to know why I’m so confident in your being dead? Turn around and face the wrath of Ga’Hantor, the one true spider god.”
A bolt of lightning, crooked as loaded dice and hotter than three feet up a bull’s ass, then slashed the night sky, and Li’l Bocephus did as the bug lady suggested. He treated himself to a look at what was going on behind him. It was a sight he could find no way possible to appreciate.
There was the giant spider the folks in these here parts called Ga’Hantor. The bug had crossed the length of the clearing and now squatted at the bottom of the sacrificial altar, reared back on its segmented hind legs and more up close and personal with Li’l Bocephus than he honestly would prefer such a critter as that to be.
Tampon was tapped out, so Li’l Bocephus spat it from his mouth. The sight of such a massive beast in such uncomfortably close proximity to himself drove him to forget about the throat in his hand, and a gasping Dash was able to slip loose and scamper away from him. “It ought,” Li’l Bocephus theorized, “to be against the laws of both God and government for a critter like that to grow so fucking awful considerable.”
“The first sacrifice of the evening is now!”
As if Stompanato’s words were the cue it waited for, Ga’Hantor then aimed its spinning tubes at the end of its abdomen and fired a cable of silk directly at Li’l Bocephus. It hit the vampire in the chest. This mass of webbing was ten times the size of what Blink and Dash could fire from their asses, splattered over the front of Li’l Bocephus like it was wet paint, and instantly bonded to him. The spider took hold of the web with its forelegs, the hooked claws at the end of the legs working as nimbly as fingers, and it began to reel its prey in.
Li’l Bocephus resisted, pulling back on the web and digging his feet in. He reacted without thinking and put his hands on the web, intending to snap it in two. That didn’t work out well. Its adhesive properties glued his hands down and compounded his trouble.
Ga’Hantor’s strength easily won out, yanking Li’l Bocephus off his feet and dragging his tumbling carcass down the rain-slicked altar steps.
Now he was prepared to go apeshit with panic. “Don’t eat me!” Li’l Bocephus screamed as he was brought in closer by the second. “Please don’t eat me! None of this shit is fair. Please no, not another monster thing roughhousing on me and spoiling my regularity. All I ever wanna do is drive around in my pickup truck and drink folks’ blood. That’s it. When the two mules fornicating in a horse trailer did that become too much to ask for? Tell me. When? Why am I being picked on all of a sudden? Is there any hope for my situation to get back to normal for my loveable blood-drinking self? Goddmanit, I said please don’t be eating on me!”
Once he was towed off the altar and flopping about in the mud and rainwater, Ga’Hantor lifted the whiny bitch Li’l Bocephus off the ground and brought him in close to its mouth.
“Hey, freaky deaky bug-boy, are you at all by any chance familiar with the term kemo sabe?”
The monstrous fangs of Ga’Hantor penetrated a flailing and crying Li’l Bocephus along his belly, a pinch below the base of the sternum. They sank in with no difficulty and penetrated obscenely deep, avoiding hitting his spinal column by mere inches. A vast quantity of venom was injected into him; it spread fast, burning through his internal workings like bleach splashed into the eyes. Immediately Li’l Bocephus fell victim to the venom’s paralyzing properties. He was turned flexible as a bathmat and stone silent.
As well as a paralysis, the tarantula venom was also acidic. Within seconds all flesh material inside Li’l Bocephus was dissolved to a smooth, watery soup that Ga’Hantor found most palatable. The spider put the unable to earn a GED vampire to its mouth and commenced to enjoy its first meal of the evening. Porn stars wish they could boast of possessing the suction power the overgrown spider employed. Li’l Bocephus was in a hiccup’s time drained empty. All that remained was a shriveled, papery husk of a thing that blew away with the wind like so much inconsequential litter.
“I hate to see that happen,” said Uschi. “I’m gonna miss that boy. He was quality good eating.”
First, Denny was compelled to congratulate himself for neither pissing nor shitting his pants. In a situation like this and for a guy like himself that was a legitimate achievement. Second, he asked Uschi around the gob of web cemented to the side of his face in a not wholeheartedly calm tone of voice, “Do you suppose now is a good time to perhaps get it in gear and start doing some begging for our lives? May not do any positives for us, but at least it’d be a cunt’s hair more proactive than doing zilch.”
“No, best thing, that’s not called for. We’re not the ones dying tonight. All these fucked up in the wrong way shitballs are the ones dying.”
And Uschi then dedicated every last Satan installed ounce of strength she possessed to the task of escaping her cocoon. She attempted movement, found it to be a tough but viable option. If she struggled long and hard enough there was some give to the sticky, stringy stuff. Uschi managed her hands in front of her and started to dig with her fingers. Soon there was enough space where she could push out with her arms. She cracked her prison open as if it were a peanut shell and started squirming, coming out of the cocoon. The sound of the webbing being forced to separate was like medieval chainmail being cut with a hacksaw. Her latex costume tore and was ripped off of her; she even lost the cute little nurse’s cap. When she finally emerged free and standing, the one-woman bust-tackular zombie massacre was nude but for cha-cha shoes and fishnet stockings and a garter belt. Her hair was a wet and silk clotted mess. In the lightning flashes, the can of tunafish on her head was as noticeable as a car’s headlight installed in a watermelon and would flash a bright sparkle. Titties bounced like they were auditioning for a starring role in a 1970s Aaron Spelling TV series.
“Now allow me to set to the task of going about murdering every last one of you positively despicable motherfuckers.”
“Subdue her,” ordered High Priestess Stompanato.
Blink acknowledged the command. He turned his back to Uschi and, hands on his knees, cocked his naked and water beaded ass in her general direction, preparing to deliver some butt web justice. The spinnerets surrounding his brown balloon knot began to move like inch worms trying to race across the scorching surface of a hot plate.
High Priestess Stompanato was the closest to Uschi. She reached out and snatched hold of her with both hands by an arm, right above the wrist. The grip she was cinched in was tighter than the iron jaws of a sprung bear trap. A chill of grave concern suddenly struck Stompanato. She couldn’t move her arm, couldn’t break loose. Stompanato’s arm wasn’t hers to do with as she wished any longer.
“I certainly would appreciate it if you and your tig ol bitties wouldn’t do anything harmful toward me. Show respect, I’m a member of the clergy.”
“I’m going,” Uschi told her, “to take this briefest of brief moments to quote the words of the sainted Mother Teresa and say to you ‘Fuck you, you fucking unlicensed ass inspector dick-faced fucker.’”
She raised a leg and planted her foot on Stompanato’s bony hip. This proved to be a sturdy spot for a brace to push off from as Uschi tore the high priestess’s arm off at the shoulder. The humerous bone wrenched free from the socket, skin and muscle and ligament and other gristly matter ripped, and a high arcing fountain of arterial blood gushed from the end of the raw stump as forcefully as an open fire hydrant spraying a street corner.
The loss of the arm drove Stompanato into a cold, numbing shock, mercifully saving her much in the way of pain. Her brain shut down and turned as sharp as a TV set without any antenna reception. She was blissfully unaware when Uschi choked up on the severed limb like a big leaguer and bludgeoned her over the head with it brutally enough the snap her neck and render her dead before the body could even hit the altar bricks.
It was every arachnid for themselves. The black widows disbanded formation around the vagina and scattered, spreading like a dark pool over the thighs and belly. The eye socket little brown guys wanted to stay where they were, but since High Priestess Stompanato’s dead body settled face up, the falling rain made quick work of flooding the sockets and washing them out of their skull homes.
Dash and Blink were dispatched in rapid tandem.
Uschi turned on Blink, leading with Stompanato’s arm, and assaulted his asshole. She rammed the long, slender female limb up inside his ass, capping the well before any silk could be spun and launched. It went in bloody stump first and not stopping until reaching all the way up to the elbow.
This was colon Armageddon for Blink. Not an easy entrance for the arm—blood had made poor lubricant on the rectal interior. The sharp and jagged break in the bone cut open the flesh and did irreversible damage to the web spinning tubes and hemorrhoids. Spinnerets crumbled like brittle pecan sandies cookies and massive internal hemorrhaging occurred. The bowels were profoundly lacerated and spilled, smothering the other ravaged viscera in waste.
Blink went down to one knee and was understandably screaming his head off in pure agony. Uschi set to work relieving the spider-human mutant of his misery by taking hold of him and turning him upside down. She lifted him up high over her head with an ankle in each of her hands and split his legs wide apart. Imagining he was a posthole shovel, Uschi unmercifully hammered the top of his cranium against the altar’s bricks and concrete. His Greatest American Hero honky afro was ruined. Flattened and his skull cracked open in multiple areas and granting easy passage for brains and blood to squirt from. The spiders serving as his eyes were smooshed to nasty pudding when the sockets unexpectedly collapsed under the force of the violent contact and snapped shut with the authority of a pissed snapping turtle closing its jaws. Yeah, that killed him up real fine and dandy.
Dash was still reeling from his encounter with Li’l Bocephus, clutching at his bruised and hurting like it was on fire neck and fighting to regulate his breathing. He was only vaguely aware some sort of activity was happening around him. He was totally taken by surprise when Uschi used a roundhouse scythe kick to the back of his knees to take him down.
She next anchored him to the altar by placing her feet on top of his calves. Her hands slipped under his arms and settled on a firm hold. She yanked up, and where there was only one Dash she now made two by snapping his spinal column off at the pelvic bone, tearing his lower torso open, and dividing him just below the ribcage. As the two halves of Dash died, the most amazingly colorful and interestingly arranged internal network spilled out of him.
Denny was freed from his silken bonds. There hadn’t been as much webbing applied to him as Uschi, so his impression of a butterfly leaving the cocoon wasn’t as difficult. He came out still wearing his clothing and managing to stand. The rectum concoction glued to his face was successfully peeled off. He was not feeling particularly Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer right then.
“We need to hit it,” he skittishly yelled to his zombie love over the commotion of the storm, “and run away from this spot as fast as we can like the cowardly motherfucker I know God has always intended for me to be.”
“Why we need to be doing that, best thing?”
The high winds made the rain drop at a near sideways angle. It cruelly beat against Denny as if it had just caught him in bed with its wife.
“That is why?” And he pointed a finger at the god of the Mapache spider people standing before the altar and curiously watching the two of them with its collection of eyes. “I am simply overcome with a powerful urge to strive to avoid being spider ate. Ain’t you?”
“Oh poo, he ain’t no bother.”
“He ain’t?!”
“Come here and give me some good luck and then watch the show.”
Uschi grabbed a rain-soaked and shaking Denny and pulled him in close. She guided his hand to her crotch and aided him in inserting two fingers inside her wetter than Seaworld sex. Then she put her mouth on his and stuck her tongue like halfway down his throat.
“Time to get my homicide on.”
“I tell you what,” said Denny, as he watched Uschi go off to battle, “if we get out of this, it’ll be a shitting gold-platted turds miracle.”
Devil zombie sex goddess charged the giant spider. Ga’Hantor, prepared to meet her attack, lunged forward with its enormous fangs leading the way. Snarling and growling like Karloff’s Frankenstein monster, Uschi grabbed hold of the fangs and twisted them counter clockwise as if she had a steer by the horns and was bulldogging it. This stopped the spider dead before it could manage to perpetrate upon her any harm. She exerted herself more and ripped the right chelicera member off the arachnid’s head. A wounded Ga’Hantor screamed in anguish a bubbling hiss that Uschi silenced after she then turned the bare-handed amputated appendage around and used the fang on the end of it as a weapon against the tarantula, spearing the nearest available eye.
While it was distracted with its misery, Uschi darted to the third leg on the right and scaled the limb as quickly and as efficiently as a monkey on a mission. Battering rain and blowing wind trying to knock her off, she scrambled over the furry cephalothorax and reached for the two top eyes. Grapefruit-sized, the two darlings fit right snug in the palms of her hands. She squeezed on them rougher than they could tolerate. Pop! Pop! Eye jelly oozed between her fingers.
Now we really had a rodeo going.
A terrified and agonizing Ga’Hantor, just shy of halfway blinded and its own paralyzing and corrosive venom now filling its head, began to jump and buck a terrible deal. Uschi held on to the back of the tarantula like a pro rodeo bull rider bound and determined to stay on the whole eight seconds and win her that grand prize money.
Tonight’s church services were over and done. The spider people in the clearing were now making a mad scramble into the woods to escape being crushed under a stampeding Ga’Hantor. A fair majority of them were successful, but there was the occasional unfortunate who was slashed in two by the tarantula’s clawed feet or somebody was smashed to goo when they fell under the arachnid’s descending bloated rear abdomen.
During her rambunctious ride, Uschi stomped the heel of a cha-cha shoe over and over again down against the cephalothorax, fracturing exoskeleton and sending shards flying like the shrapnel from a handgrenade. She didn’t relent until she heard it crack open with a shattering sound like a fireman’s ax chopping into a block of ice. Six-inch thick sheets of chitin were peeled back. The revealed internal spider flesh beneath was pale and spongy stuff; the blood it copiously hemorrhaged blackish and fragrant like an infected tooth.
She unhesitantly reached inside the vulnerable meat and began to rip out spider parts by the fistfuls. Uschi knew two things regarding arachnid anatomy: jack and shit. She didn’t know what the fuck she was bringing out of this thing—could be part of the heart, possibly the liver, maybe the stomach, or only large masses of inconsequential fat. The idea was to keep tearing shit out until she hit the motherlode, some vital organ critical to maintaining life, and Ga’Hantor would keel over dead.
A fine idea. Because that’s exactly what happened.
Ga’Hantor abruptly calmed its ass down and collapsed lifelessly to the ground. The large quantity of blood loss caused the carcass to shrivel up and its eight limbs to curl in under itself.
Uschi dismounted her kill and commenced strutting about the arachnid corpse like she had just won the Miss Hawaiian Tropic beauty contest. “I’m the king booby around here.”
Denny came off the altar and joined her at her side. “Congrats on your giant spider slaying, honey. Big achievement. Something to be proud over. You’re my own little illustrated by Frank Thorne and a script by Bruce Jones Red Sonja.”
“Thank you kindly for the compliment. I am proud. But fuck that third-rate Conan in a chainmail bikini Red Sonja shit. I prefer to think of myself more a Vampirella girl.”
“I don’t recall Vampirella ever killing a giant spider.”
“Oh, I’m confident Vampi did once or twice.”
“I can’t ever remember her doing so. And you’re talking to somebody who prides themselves on his knowledge of all things Warren comic magazines. Vampirella was always fucking around with haunted mansions and killer Satanic cults and a Count Dracula from her home planet of Drakulon. No bigass spiders. Maybe you’re thinking about Sheena Queen of the Jungle. I’m sure she tangled with spiders now and then.”
“Okay, best thing. All right. Whatever you say goes. This isn’t the situation to get going with an argument. I just think a Jose Gonzalez drawn Vampirella is more the ninja killing cool than any Red Sonja bullshit.”
“I will give you that, sugar cube.”
The creek about a half-mile up from their location had finally had enough of the past few days of heavy rain. It swelled beyond its banks and joined with the livestock tanks and other bodies of water in these hereabouts to form a rushing eight-foot-high wall of flash flood waters that flowed over the saturated lands of the Mapache Thicket. Uschi and Denny turned their heads and saw it bearing down on the clearing and them, roaring louder than an F-5 tornado and uprooting trees and utility poles and fence posts in its way like a swarm of bulldozers making space for a new strip mall.
“Now, best thing, we need to do it to it.” She picked her boyfriend up in her arms and tossed him onto the backside of the dead Ga’Hantor. A split-second later she joined him on the bug. “Don’t worry; I’ve got myself confidently believing that a dead insect, no matter its colossal proportions, will always float in water. Just pucker your asshole, hang on tight to me, and pray like a first-class cocksucker to Satan this all works out hunky-dory for us.” And here Uschi found the will to smile a big and sunshiny bright one from ear to ear at Denny. “Again, don’t worry your pretty head none. I’m on top of this diaherra sandwich like Vampirella on a giant spider killing.”
The water poured over the clearing and consumed Denny’s El Camino and all other objects. The brick altar built by Ga’Hantor’s spider children was smashed to total ruin. It next slammed against Ga’Hantor and roughly scooped the bug off the ground and swept it and its two riders away on a forceful current. They rose and fell on wave swells and barreled over trees and tore through a cow pasture fence, where it acquired barbed wire tangles in its fur and all through its eight legs.
The homemade zombie girlfriend and her beau were spun and tossed on the churning waters like filthy clothing inside of a washing machine put on its highest setting. They fought like hell to remain atop the buoyant giant spider as they were carried out over roads and flat pastureland and farther into the thicket. Trash and a diverse variety of drowned animal bodies floated past them on their journey. Uschi and Denny never let go of one another, never stopped fighting to keep surviving.
A radio tower defying the flood’s wrath and remaining upright and firmly secured to the ground came into sight. The red aircraft warning lights mounted on it were flashing. Before he had time to figure out what she was up to, Uschi slung Denny over one of her shoulders and dived into the water. She swam with superhuman strokes toward the tower, Denny riding her back the whole trip. When they reached their destination, Uschi continued to carry Denny as she climbed the metal lattice. She wasn’t comfortable with stopping until they were at least double digits in feet above the water.
Their last view of Ga’Hantor was in a lightning flash, when the spider crested upon the top of a huge wave, rolling over to expose its underbelly and lifting out of the water its twisted and barbed wire hog-tied legs, then it was over the wave and gone from sight.
Denny and Uschi stayed perched on the radio tower for the remainder of the night.


Chapter Twenty
They came down from the tower shortly after sunrise. Both Denny and Uschi’s every footstep on a ground that could absorb not a drop more of water was squishy like a sponge being wrung out. The storm had faded hours earlier and the floodwaters now finally receded. The weather for today was a beautiful clear blue sky and a bright summertime sun already running hot. A dense humidity made things steamy as a randy dog’s balls. The fecund odor in the flood’s aftermath was all coming from massive quantities of turned earth, dirty pools quickly turning stagnant, multiple dead carcasses spread about in every direction you bothered to look, and plenty of rotting vegetation.
Birds were having a good time. The feathered bastards were blanketing the ground and pecking away at the smorgasbord of worms and burrowing insects driven to the surface. The carrion eaters were happy to make gluttons of themselves with all the deceased they could eat. All their squawking and chirping was as loud as rush hour downtown Dallas traffic.
Denny was sore, stiff and all kinds of worn out. His eyes were red and stinging from all the silt they gathered during last night’s swim and his skin was lathered in a gritty, nasty funk. The Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! T-shirt was sticking to him like it was coated in an industrial strength glue and sodden blue jeans were hanging low enough on him to give a plumber’s ass crack showcase extravaganza in the back. His hair was as wild and as unruly as a cougar with a wasp sting on the end of its dick.
Uschi had mudball clots in her platinum blonde locks and her Alfred E. Neuman pubes mussed up enough to now look more like a hippie Ted Koppel. That rascally tenacious StarKist can of tunafish continued to remain embedded with a vengeance in her head. Fishnet stockings were now ripped in places and a dead crawdad as long as an index finger was caught in her garter belt. Besides all that she was looking extra fine, her personality and way she presented herself as sexy positive as always.
“How’s my favorite fuck artist doing?” she asked him. She spat into both of her hands and reached up to his head and started to finger comb his hair back into that snazzy psychobilly ducktail she found so attractive on him.
Denny put his fingers in his belt loops and worked at pulling his britches up to a more polite society acceptable height. “Right now I’m having me a socialist cunt of a lovely time making up my mind what I want more—air-conditioning, a shower, some good Mexican food, or lots and lots of lovely ice water.”
“Don’t you worry, best thing. I’m gonna get you all that and more as soon as can be managed.”
“Well, there is a one thing you can do for me right now.”
She continued to work at creating the ducktail, adding more of her spit and combing and molding it the way she wanted it to be. At last she and Denny’s hair arrived at the promised land; a rocking ducktail hairstyle was achieved. “And what’s that one thing I can be doing for you, best thing?”
He reached for Uschi’s slamming mammaries and unhesitantly inserted his face between them. “This,” he said when deep inside her anti-freeze and creamy peanut butter Ziploc bag tits.
And Denny Gleeth performed a head shaking and lips slobbering sputtering motorboat for their mutual pleasure. Uschi went to jiggling and giggling. Saliva and dirt and the flesh on flesh friction action came together to make a mud lubricating film between them. The grit that rubbed against his face and into her breasts only mutually enhanced the pleasure.
When finished, he rose out of her Sarlacc that swallowed Bobba Fett whole cleavage, his muddy face grinning large and happy. From the waistline down he was practically nothing but pulsing hard-on. “There, I needed that.”
“Best thing, you have no idea how good it does my flatlining heart to see you do something as rambunctious and uninhibited as that.” She spied the bulge in the crotch of his jeans. “Oh heavens, you’ll never be able to get along well with that stiffy in your drawers. Let me do an old fashioned to relieve the tension.”
Denny’s sexually naivete raised its head one more time. “Old fashion?” he inquired as Uschi was already undoing his jeans. They dropped and puddled around his feet. She noted his damp Fruit of the Loom briefs were to the touch the gummy texture of warm chicken fat. She yanked them down to around his knees. Some fresh morning air got on his dick and balls and made the skin tingle as if a low current of electricity was passing through them.
“Sugar cube, we—you especially—have recently been through and endured some most exerting activities. I don’t want you to feel obligated to do something you don’t want to do. We can put the more physically demanding stuff off to later. I’m more than happy to play it patient. Also, let’s remember we are outdoors. Don’t you figure whatever you are about to do to me and my penis is an activity best reserved for the indoors? We ain’t Tarzan and Jane. We can go somewhere more private and less nature positive.”
“What is this? A horny man actually trying hard to talk a willing big-tittied slut out of giving him sexual satisfaction? Best thing, your innocence and decency never fail to astound me. Now shut the fuck up, be Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer, and enjoy.”
Uschi put her hand on Denny’s dick and that entirely changed his attitude. All of a sudden he was wholeheartedly gung-ho for the operation. Her fingers wrapped firmly around his rod, and his teeth tightly clenched and the muscles in his neck stood out and his spine went rigid. Thinking for Denny became a lot less of a priority then.
The sweat and floodwater residue wetting him was plenty slick to work as a lube. Uschi began to pump him. She didn’t bother with asking if he cared for any ass treatment to go with his old fashioned hand job—just went right on ahead and gleefully inserted three fingers inside him and prodded his prostrate in the best imaginable way possible. His climax and release of fluids was prompt and very pleasurable.
“Inappropriate lambada dancing,” he commented in the afterglow.
She licked the raw human feces and cum off her hands while he put his underwear and jeans back on.
“What now?” he asked of her.
“We resume with our original vampire hunting goal.” Uschi gently picked Denny up in her arms and cradled him the same way big, gruff Glenn Strange would do a helpless village damsel in any of the latter post-Karloff Universal fright movies. Filmed over soured milk white eyes briefly aimed skyward to study on the position of the sun to help in judging which direction they should go. “Let’s head ’em up and move ’em out.”
The homemade zombie girlfriend took confident, powerful strides as she walked. Birds squawked their complaints as they were forced to scatter and take flight at her approach, then quickly quieted and returned to the patch they were scavenging once she had passed. She hit a few slippery spots now and then and cha-cha shoes threatened to slide out from under her. This made Denny nervous, but Uschi was always able to catch herself and correct her balance in time before any bad nonsense could happen.
By afternoon they came upon the horse. He was a big, muscular gelding roan with a black mane, and was grazing in the grass beside a tall juniper tree that was partially uprooted and now lying on its side; the exposed root system was contorted and misshapen like the complexion of some Lovecraftian creature. The horse was wet and mud-caked, obviously a fellow survivor of last night’s flood. Despite the unkempt appearance, the animal was clearly healthy and cared for. This horse was someone’s property, looked after and appreciated.
“I wonder what his meat and brains taste like?” a lips licking Uschi pondered. She was sunburned, her guacamole green coloring having turned a more wilted head of lettuce greenish-black.
“No, sugar cube, let’s keep his brain and everything else where it is for the time being,” said Denny. Uschi acknowledged his request to stop walking and set him down on the ground. “Let’s see instead if we can’t put him to work for us.”
Denny hated horses. He thought they were nothing but stupid and deathly dull things that came with unending and aggravating feeding, watering and cleaning up after responsibilities. But that didn’t prevent him from not knowing a thing or two about them. He was a Texas born and bred country boy, so, no matter how extensive his collection of Jaws 2 trading cards and knowledge of the ’70s paperback cover artwork of Jeffery Jones, there was no avoiding during his childhood years having some experiences with the beasts pounded into his gray matter.
Denny approached the gelding cautiously and hands held out before him. Sweat was dripping off of him and the intense sun was burning the top of his head. The rolled cuffs of his jeans were growing even wetter from stepping through the soggy earth and water beaded blades of high grass. The soaked denim was starting to chaff his skin along the ankles.
The horse raised his head, his ears perked and eyes turned alert. He watched Denny gradually coming toward him and neighed.
“Whoa, boy,” he told him. Denny wasn’t afraid and he never faltered in his step. He actually had some confidence in his skills at this. “Whoa. It’s all right. Nobody wants to hurt you.”
There were cicadas off in the distance, in the trees that were still left standing. They reveled in the hazy heat and were loud with their insect chorus. It seemed like they and the flocking birds were the only ones enjoying today.
When he was close enough, Denny laid a hand on the side of the horse’s neck and stroked it. The fur was sun-warmed and oily with perspiration. The muscles beneath the skin felt as dense as concrete slabs. Perhaps because he advanced with no bridle in his hands or maybe the animal was just lonely and welcomed the company, he seemed content to allow Denny’s presence.
Uschi, however, was an entirely different story.
As she began to step forward, the horse’s senses became aware of the unholy energy that animated her and he certainly did not appreciate her presence. He reacted in panic, neighing at such an awful pitch it sounded more like a human scream than any cry a horse could make. He bucked and reared back on his hind legs, threatening them both with his shod hooves.
Denny tried to calm him. “Whoa! Whoa! We don’t need that!”
An unintimidated Uschi simply stepped up and took charge. She put her hands on the horse and pulled him down to all fours and halted the action. The horse shimmied from top to bottom in surprise at confronting such no arguing with power.
“This is not how a good boy behaves,” she informed the horse.
Denny resumed stroking the fur, combing it down flat and removing mud. He talked to the horse in a soothing and gentle tone. This went on for a spell. Gradually, the hostility was worn down and disposition improved.
After pulling his jeans up as high as he could make them go without unbuckling and unbuttoning, Denny Gleeth jumped and mounted the horse. He took him out for a test drive, walking him in circles at first, and then a short, brisk run. The roan gelding was agreeable with being ridden. He steered him back toward Uschi and offered his cadaver chunks delight lady a smile and a hand up. “How about,” he proposed, “we say fuck off to the walking and we Randolph Scott this shit for a while?”
She laughed and took his offered hand and was lifted, taking a seat on the horse behind Denny and scootching in close as could be. Her arms went around his waist and her fat dirty pillows mashed into his backside.
“You are so ninja killing cool,” Uschi whispered into Denny’s ear. “I love you so much.”
“Love you, too, crypt baby.” Denny put the heels of his Converse All Stars to the horse and they were away at a tail swinging trot.


Chapter Twenty-one
It was sometime past dusk before they finally stumbled upon a paved road. Denny used the horse’s longer mane hairs to steer him onto its shoulder, hooves clacking on the blacktop.
Uschi was the one to first spot the street sign cemented into the ground. “Hot-diggity-damn, good Americans, we’ve made it. This is Nyman Road. We’re not far now from where we need to be. Help me look for the old goat ranch tasty-fangy told us was in spitting distance of the vampire campsite.”
Not a split-second had passed after she spoke before a pair of bloodsuckers came bounding out of the heavy brush across the road and charged toward horse and riders. Both had lily-white skin complexions and fangs in their snarling mouths almost as scary as a diagnosis of stage four lung cancer. One of them was wearing a Dallas Mavericks jersey and the bottom half of him covered in only a disposable adult diaper riding low on his slim hips. The other was grossly fat, with a front butt blubber bulge as big as a lawn mower’s twelve horsepower engine going on between his belt buckle and the crotch of his off the rack at the big and tall men’s clothing store polyester slacks.
The gelding roan reacted to the sudden appearance of the fiends with the abrupt decision to hightail it from these whereabouts, and he didn’t need any passengers slowing him down. He bucked and sent Denny and Uschi flying off of him. Then the horse ran.
The nosferatu duo hesitated, standing in the center of the road and undecided on which prey to pursue. It didn’t look like the two bucked off people were going to be moving fast any time soon. A silent agreement was struck between them to go with the animal.
They turned on the supernatural speed and closed the gap between them and the galloping steed. They caught him by the hind legs, clawlike nails digging in and finding a fixed purchase in the skin and muscle. Eyes ballooning from the sockets and slobber spraying from an open mouth, the gelding screamed worse than he did when first meeting Uschi. Superhuman strength was employed to drag him down and have him fall awkwardly to the asphalt.
The one in the diaper assaulted the neck with his fangs and tore great, meaty chunks from it. A major artery was soon opened and hemorrhaged in a voluminous scarlet gush that washed over his happy face just as he was putting mouth over it and starting to sup. Polyester fatass slacks barehanded lacerated open the abdomen and made his way to the bleeding viscera. He went down on all fours and put his whole face inside the wound and suckled on the free flowing gore like a piglet at its momma hog’s teat.
A pack of lions taking down a gazelle on the African veldt couldn’t have done it any more quick and economical.
Uschi and Denny helped one another to their feet and attempted to collect themselves. About twenty feet away from where they stood, monsters feasted. The vigorous sucking and slurping eating sounds coming from the two of them were like nothing Denny’s ears had ever heard before. They totally put Uschi’s own brains chewing mouth music to shame.
“Huh,” said Uschi and picked road gravel out of the crack in her ass. “Welcome to Mutual of Transylvania’s Wild Kingdom.”
“Where in the wide world of professional amateur buttfucking did they come from?” wondered Denny.
Newbomb was the vampire in the adult diaper. He clothed himself in it not because of any bathroom control problems, but due to the simple fact that he enjoyed the feel of them on his skin and it as well gave him a distinct kinky delight to flaunt himself like this in front of others. His feet were bare and the dark calluses on the bottom of them were thicker than the soles on most shoes. He had the chiseled and shaved everywhere physique of a bachelorette party’s male stripper. His face was strikingly handsome the same housewife’s fantasy way as the male protagonist on the cover of a paperback romance novel.
Big and fat Van Valkenburgh wore along with his polyester slacks a wifebeater T-shirt and a preppy tennis sweater draped over his shoulders and knotted around the neck. His hair was long and in Rastafarian dreadlocks. In one of the back pockets of his slacks was a first edition paperback copy of Murder on Location by George Kennedy that he was about halfway through reading.
“I don’t honestly care where they come from, best thing,” said Uschi. “I’m just thrilled they could join us. You don’t have any ideas of trying to make friends and ride them, do you?”
“Fuck no!” He said that with a tone as serious as a heart attack while behind the wheel driving along on the highway.
“I was hoping to hear that. I figure I’ll take myself on over there and eat on both for a spell.”
“Is there any chance I could convince you to think it would be better if we were to just leave them alone?”
“Oh, you big worrier, it’ll be alright. How often does a girl in this part of the world get to brag she lunched on vampire roadkill?”
The voluptuous like a racy Bill Ward pinup girl homemade zombie girlfriend began to sashay toward the pair. Her hands were resting on her swinging hips and the peanut butter and anti-freeze soup residing inside her wobbling oversized breasts was sloshing about like a half gallon’s worth of milk inside a gallon jug.
She whistled and cleared her throat a number of times in hopes of attracting their attention, but neither one seemed interested in abandoning the dead horse. It wasn’t until she rapped her knuckles hard against the StarKist can in her head and that unique metal on decayed flesh sound was successful in pulling Newbomb off the throat and turning eyes toward her.
His upper lip was curled back and the slick, gooey blood on him appeared in the pale moonlight the reddish-black color of a pickup truck’s brake fluid. He growled at her and it sounded the exact same as a chainsaw’s motor revving.
Uschi suggested with her ’60’s sex kitten bubbly purr, “Yo, Pampers, be a dear and come over here to me so that I can fuck up your sorry ass in naughty ways like it has never been fucked up before.”
Like the way an old timey burlesque dancer would wear a feathered boa wrapped around her neck, Newbomb carried a pair of automotive battery jumper cables, running down the shoulders and dangling past his knees. These were twenty-foot long four-gauge cables with color-coded insulation and vinyl-coated clamps. Lively and smoothly, as if it were as simple an act for him as peeling off the condom after concluding a rewarding fuck, Newbomb took the jumper cables in hand and lifted them off of him. He was like a Gaucho working a bola when he began to whirl them around and around over his head. They made a helicopter’s rotating tail rotary blade whooshing roar as they spun.
Uschi arched an eyebrow. “I got to admit, this I did not anticipate.”
Newbomb hurled one end of the jumper cables at her. They were propelled forward at an incredible speed and force. The red positive and black negative clamps whipped twice around Uschi’s neck and then cinched in tight. She was yanked forward and sent stumbling off balance on the toes of her cha-cha shoes. Her eyes she rolled at the embarrassment of getting caught in a predicament like this as her superstructure teetered and wavered on the verge of a complete collapse.
The other end of the cables Newbomb swung out low to the ground. These negative and positive clamps snaked about her left ankle and caught the leg before there was any chance of Uschi regaining some semblance of equilibrium. One fierce tug took her foot out from under her and there was no way now she was going to keep upright. “Oh fuckity-fuck!” she exclaimed and toppled backwards. Her tailbone landed with a mean determination on the unyielding street surface.
Newbomb stepped forward and stood over her, looked down on her with his head turned at a diagonal angle. He was unaware at the time, but this was his first ever zombie encounter. He believed he recognized Uschi.
“I know you, don’t I?” he said and shook a finger at her. “You use to be kinda halfway famous. You’re that bosomy kissing bandit bitch that back in the eighties would run out onto the baseball fields and smooch the players. Yeah, I saw you plant one on Nolan Ryan this one time. Damnation, girl, you done went and let yourself get fearsomely ugly. Ugh. I’ve seen assholes on livestock that were prettier than what you and your face have got to offer. We’re talking a skank ugly that makes sure to pay all its gross taxes fully and promptly every April fifteenth. Here I am now trying to make up my mind whether it’s worth the mild effort to get your autograph or not.”
Talk of a high caliber class of ugliness prompted Van Valkenburgh to cease licking the rich slather of plasma off of horse organs and rise up from his hands and knees and join the down on her ass Uschi and his fellow creature of the night in the center of Nyman Road.
Uschi stared up at the both of them, her hands cupping her tremendous breasts, and said in a sunshine, lollipops and comic books illustrated by Joe Kubert cheery tone, “Stop smoking in time and you’ll have lungs as healthy as mine.”
The reference was incredibly obscure, and not surprisingly the vampires didn’t catch it. But Denny Gleeth, who owned a copy of the June 1983 issue of Playboy, did. Even in the face of such horrible conditions, he still was able to giggle about it.
A giggling that drew a vampire’s notice. Van Valkenburgh turned his head in Denny’s direction. He studied intensely on a squirming where he stood Denny for a heartbeat or two. Then the grin he gave told he approved of what he saw and he started to pregnant momma waddle toward him, his abundant belly leading the way and the soft, flabby man boobs meat spilling out over the sides of his wifebeater T-shirt rippling with his every step. He was scat singing the theme music to The Rockford Files to himself and his chunky white thighs rubbed together as he was in motion and he had to work at it to ignore the uncomfortable sweaty friction feeling so he wouldn’t loose his jolly mood.
“You find something funny in all of this? Okay. I can appreciate a sense humor in my food. Know what I find humorous?” And out of the ass pocket of his slacks that didn’t contain the first mystery novel penned by the Academy Award winning co-star of Cool Hand Luke he produced the mowing blade from a Sears Craftsman riding lawn mower. One end of it was wrapped heavily in black electrical tape to fashion a crude handle for gripping. “I always find good for a chuckle the opportunity to present to some bug-eyed and bad teeth dicklicker a proper and up close and personal wet and sloppy slaughtering. Yeah, buddy, here we go.”
Vampire versus a fired over the phone Blockbuster Video store employee. Hot damn, this was truly to be a confrontation for the ages.
Van Valkenburgh swung the mower blade at the face—a cold-blooded downward vertical swipe—and, miracles of miracles, Denny did something to protect himself. Faster than he had ever moved before, he managed to sidestep and evade having his head slashed open. Van Valkenburgh, his hair tentacles fanning out around his pumpkin round head like a gorgon on a bad hair day, was lax to bring his arm back in close to him quickly, and this gave Denny the opportunity to go on the offensive. He went after the obese vampire’s wrist, snatching at it and leaning over and biting down and sinking his big, crooked teeth deep in it.
“What the what?” This pained and inconvenienced Van Valkenburgh about as much as would an itch on the end of his dick. He looked down at his chomped on arm and couldn’t decide whether this spectacle should drive him to shit his pants or go blind. “Boy, you are tragically confused. I am supposed to be the one here that do the biting—not you. Behave yourself. You’re making a scene.”
Denny was not a fighter. He didn’t know the first thing about how to throw a punch or put a chokehold on an opponent or any other manly self-defense shit. He just went with what seemed comfortable and came easiest to him. So the biting. And kicking. He started to raise a leg and repeatedly kicked at Van Valkenburgh’s shins while his jaws remained clamped down on the wrist. His Converse sneakers didn’t manage much damage, but they kept trying.
Now Van Valkenburgh was outright laughing at him. He looked to his fellow bloodsucker, Newbomb, and said, “Do you believe this tomfoolery? I swear, this boy has got more goofy in him than the Saturday morning cartoons.”
Distracted as he was, the tight grip on the mower blade was something he became forgetful of. It grew slack and loose. From the corner of his eye, Denny spotted the fingers relax and the blade droop. Van Valkenburgh was barely bothering to keep clasping the thing. There it all of a sudden was—just shit eating grin perfect for the picking. Denny had to go for it.
Please let me do something right for just once in my life.
Denny whipped his own hand out and plucked the blade out of Van Valkenburgh’s hold while simultaneously giving up on the kicking and removing his teeth from the wrist.
Van Valkenburgh’s head came swinging back around to face Denny the split-second he registered the theft. There was surprise and agitation on his puffy face. “Hey!” he snarled between bloody fangs.
“Hay is for horses, douchebag.”
Denny swung that razor-sharp solid steel motherfucker like he was Prince Valiant going to town with a broadsword.
So fast. So accurate. So effective against the portly vampire.
The lawn mower blade came in on a horizontal slice perfectly parallel with Van Valkenburgh’s bunched shoulders. It traveled effortlessly into the neck an inch or less under the jawline, cutting through sinew and fatty flesh like a hot knife doing what it does best on butter. There was only a momentary spot of resistance when blade connected with neck bone—a contact harsh enough to make Van Valkenburgh’s skull vibrate like a just rung bell and the fangs in his mouth to rattle and the bloody saliva pooled under his tongue to fizz—then it was past and exiting the body on the opposite side.
Beautiful, flawless decapitation.
“I did it!”
The jumper cables coiled tight around Uschi’s throat couldn’t stop her from praising her man. “That’s my best thing. Cutting heads off and giving nothing but misery to the folks we don’t like.”
Van Valkenburgh’s untethered noggin, with picture perfect “Oh calamity!” expression to the face, tipped backwards and fell clear of the body it only until just recently was a major part of. There was a dull smack and very little of a bounce when it struck the street pavement.
Dissolution immediately followed. The meat of Van Valkenburgh had no hesitancy to assume the density of warm nasal mucus and trickled off the skull and skeletal frame. All bone matter timely followed the same path and joined the watery flesh in a bubbling hot pool that cooked away in seconds. Clothing and the George Kennedy mystery novel crumbled to ashes. The dark coloring in the blacktop’s tar where the remains once lay was permanently leached out, leaving behind a nauseating pale splotch.
Denny the fearless vampire killer was actually driven to get a touch boastful. With his newly acquired mower blade weapon cradled in the crook of an arm, his chest puffed out and chin raised, he smirked and remarked, “Sweet Claudia Jennings, I think that went pretty goddamn admirable.”
“You are so going to get the fucking of a lifetime as soon as I’m done tangling with Pampers.”
And that was Uschi’s cue to go on the attack against Newbomb. He happened to be standing in easy range for her to kick. The foot that wasn’t entangled with battery jumper cables Uschi raised and launched in a piston motion at Newbomb’s closest available leg.
Those cha-cha shoes she wore were damn well-made footwear. Uschi had already worn them through hell and back and treated them with all sorts of abuse, but still they kept holding it strong and remaining stylish and doing for her what she needed them to do. Satan given brute force drove the heel to lance the kneecap and shatter it as if it were no more than a cheap sheet of old, brittle fiberglass.
The whole knee ruptured like spoiled fruit in the grip of a squeezing hand, spraying scarlet fluids. The leg buckled. Newbomb, never in enough pain to bother with screaming but still a deal distressed, struggled on one leg to remain upright.
The jumper cables were unwrapped from around Uschi’s ankle and neck. She rose to her feet and came after the diaper boy with malevolent intentions on her specially designed brain. She had a squeezed open cable clamp clutched in each of her rotted green hands.
The red positive clamp she closed shut on his right man-titty and the black negative pinched down on the left one. The tiny triangular teeth fashioned into the clamps bit down on him like a pair of starved weasels desperate for meat. They chewed through the mesh of his Mavericks jersey and instantly drew a steady trickle of blood. They forlornly dangled and swayed on Newbomb’s breasts like the tasseled pasties attached to a depressed stripper whose heart wasn’t into her performance. Then an evil laughing Uschi gave the clamps a sudden and hard twist, one nipple taken for a ride clockwise and the other going counter.
“The purple nurples from hell, shitstain,” she taunted him.
This maybe wasn’t anything that could harm a vampire, but it was definitely something that could put him in a screaming freak panic. No dude, be he alive or Anne Rice material, cares to see his male bosoms so criminally mistreated.
When done twisting, she then repositioned her hold on the cables and tugged on them powerfully enough to uproot his man-titties. Thus was born a backyard double mastectomy. They tore off his chest with a juicy ripping sound and left in their wake a ruined basketball jersey and two gushing craters on his upper torso.
A roundhouse pimp slab Uschi happily put upon Newbomb’s head was the follow through, a potent enough strike to cause an alive and in his prime Andre the Giant to stutter step and drool like a moron. It took any desire for mischief or hostility right out of every last cell in Newbomb’s creature of the night carcass. Sorry to break your heart, Bela Lugosi, but the homemade zombie girlfriend totally outclassed this bloodsucking asshole in every category of monster mayhem. The lowly vampire didn’t have any last remaining hope of turning things around and surviving this confrontation.
Adding humiliation to Newbomb’s tittiless shame, the adhesive snaps holding up his adult diaper picked that moment to surrender the last of their stickiness and came undone. Diaper fell to the wayside and nosferatu genitalia became exposed. It was an unwholesome unveiling. Newbomb was revealed to be a small-dick-equipped unfortunate. The thing in question was an uncircumcised and malformed sea cucumber no longer than a Vienna sausage.
Uschi looked upon it with an arched eyebrow and promptly came to the conclusion she wouldn’t want to be fucked with that, but she could be tempted to find out what it tastes like. She placed a hand between his thighs. A sturdy grip on what puny quantity there was available was indulged in. Since she was already down there, she thought it okay to go ahead and treat herself to the balls as well. It all settled in her hand snug and with room to spare.
She tore it all out and popped the bleeding junk into her hungry mouth before Newbomb could even begin to try and figure out what she wanted with his precious lower equator equipment. When he witnessed his pecker and plumes being gnashed to mush between her teeth, his eyeballs ballooned and he liked to have swallowed his tongue.
“My pee-pee!”
“Fair,” critiqued Uschi. “Though, if I must be bluntly honest, I’ve had better tasting come past my lips. What else have you got on you I could sample?”
Her hands plunged inside where once his man-titties resided and fingers grabbed on to ribs. She split his sternum cartilage apart down the center and opened his chest cavity as if it were the wooden shudders over a window. The papery lungs she popped open like piñatas as she clawed her way past muscle and gristle to the heart. The organ was cold, still, and had been inactive for a considerable piece of time. Its removal was no trouble for Uschi to achieve.
Newbomb’s heart was bigger than a peach but smaller than a grapefruit. It squirted and squished from all four ventricles when Uschi bit into it. It was all tough, stringy muscle that required an exhausting considerable amount of chewing before the mouthful could be swallowed. The taste was bland and not worth the chewing effort. She tossed it with but only the one bite taken from it. Brains were better.
The skull she opened with her fingers splitting the bone and lifting back the top of it like it was the hinged lid on a fisherman’s tackle box. The brain appeared plump and delectable and eager to be dined upon. Uschi took it out and put it into her mouth. It proved more palatable than that chewy heart, but it lacked the spicy zing of a certain someone else’s vampire flesh.
“Aw,” she pouted as spittle and brain fluids dribbled from the corners of her lips, “I miss my redheaded tasty-fangy boy. He was such a treat to munch on.”
Nevertheless, Uschi earnestly marshaled on and finished her cranial fete. Deciding nothing else Newbomb had appealed to her, she moved her arm faster than the eye could follow and chopped with her open hand as if it was a butcher’s meat clever straight through the neck, cutting off the dickless undead’s hollowed out head. The wonders of decapitation were once more pressed into service. Newbomb was dismissed, forgotten, and Uschi’s back to him as he commenced to slimily disintegrate to nothing.
Now was the time for best thing to have all of her attention.
“You saw it, yeah? You saw what I did to that guy?” Denny was still proud as hell with himself and having a bit of a hard time believing it was actually he who did the heroic deed. “I killed him up real good, huh? I did it right? Or did I fuck it up somehow? Truthfully, I wouldn’t be a smidgen surprised to find out I’m the one loser who could find a way to do something right but still end up doing it wrong. Did I manage someway to disappoint you?”
Crickets were out, their chirping coming from all around them. Every once and a while a barn owl or two could be heard off in the distance hooting to one another.
“Best thing, haven’t we established by now that you are not a loser and there is no way you could ever disappointment me? You did everything perfect.” She was walking across Nyman Road, bathed in the moonlight, approaching where Denny stood. “It was a Sybil Danning’s cleavage in Battle beyond the Stars magnificent kill. You treated that boy so slick and deadly I caught myself thinking there for a heartbeat maybe you got yourself some CIA training I never knew about.”
“Gosh. That impressed, huh?”
Now Uschi stood inches in front of him, hands going to his jeans’ zipper and laboring to remove his precious to her dick. Cradling his erection in the palm of the same hand that only a minute early had destroyed another man’s johnson, she leaned in to whisper into his ear with a soft, wet voice, “I’m always impressed with you, best thing.”
Denny was gently laid down upon the shoulder of the road’s gravel surface. Uschi mounted and inserted Denny into her. Her head tilted back and she Smurf sighed loud enough to make the surrounding wildlife go quite for a spell. Their lovemaking was fierce but passionate and for both unquestionably so far the highlight of the evening.


Chapter Twenty-two
The sisters Pandora and Dusty sat close beside the campfire. Pandora was lost in her clarinet playing, lips on the instrument and blowing. She sat in her chair, back stiff and knees together. Dusty busied herself with eating. She was draining one of the go-go boots and wearing nothing else lost children of Ga’Hantor who was sent scattering into the thicket after the destruction of their church and death of their arachnid god. Dusty’s food was placed on her lap like a child taking a seat on a mall Santa and her fangs in the girl’s neck, sucking her dry. She was dead, this bug girl, the spiders in her eye sockets and accumulated around the sugar booger either long ago escaping from the corpse or dead husks as well.
The sisters were conjoined twins. Cruel nature had the two forever together shoulder to shoulder and necks at a forty-five degree angle leaning into each other. The abnormal mass of bone and flesh that held them fused together was John Merrick gnarled and heavily warted and reached from temple to behind the necks at the base of each woman’s petite skull. Both sisters owned only one ear, stationed on the malformed-free side of their head. Within the two skulls, resting side by side brains shared numerous critical blood vessels and tangled synapses.
They dressed alike in simple off the shoulder patio dresses and bargain priced Wal-Mart tennis shoes. Both were honey blondes who wore their tresses in long and flowing lazy curls. They appeared to be teenagers not old enough yet to earn driver’s licenses. In reality, if they were still living human beings, they’d be old enough by now to be receiving Medicare and full Social Security benefits.
Pandora finished on the clarinet, and Dusty took her food off her mouth, spat a blood clot out from between her two front fangs, and said, “I know that music. I’ve heard it before. That’s an Elvis song, right?”
“’In the Ghetto,’” said Pandora, using the skirt of her dress to wipe away the spittle and lipstick collected on the clarinet’s reed.
“I thought I knew it. Mac Davis wrote that song, you know?”
“He sure did. Mr. “It’s Hard to be Humble’ himself.”
This piece of the Mapache Thicket had dodged a bullet and been spared the ravages of the previous night’s flooding. The old goat ranch home near the vampires’ campsite was just visible in the glow of the ass high on a bull campfire’s flames. The place was about as shithole as shithole a place could hope to achieve. Nothing more than a condemned squatter’s hovel, with all window glass long ago busted out and its roof weather-stripped of shingles. The puny traces of paint somehow managing to remain clinging to the clapboard outer walls was peeling back like the dried and dead skin flaps hanging from a palm blister. Just the type of decrepit hacienda a Bram Stoker reader would assume a vampire would be residing in.
Actually, the sisters spent their daylight resting hours keeping it cozy in the comfortable trunk space of a Mary Kay Cosmetics top earner of the year pink 1981 four-door Coup de Ville Cadillac parked in the weed-choked dirt driveway leading to the wretched old house.
“What was that shitty movie Mac starred in?” asked Dusty.
“North Dallas Forty?”
“No, that one was halfway pretty decent. Nick Nolte was a total dick, but Bo Svenson had a few funny moments. North Dallas Forty was enough of a hit it got some believing maybe Mac Davis could be the new Burt Reynolds. I’m thinking of that turkey comedy Mac did where he played this low-rent private eye that thought he was the absolute sexiest thing going. I remember there was this scene in it where he goes undercover as a gay boy and it was so much a nasty caricature it would make even a fire and brimstone Baptist minister flinch in discomfort to watch it.”
“That sounds like Cheaper to Keep Her.”
“That’s it—Cheaper to Keep Her. What a stinky shitball. It right quickly tanked at the box office and murdered any chances of him ever becoming another Burt the flirt.”
“Yeah, you don’t ever hear too much about ol’ Mac Davis anymore, do you?”
“No, you certainly do not.”
A third party then joined the conversation. This was Denny Gleeth doing the talking.
“Hey now, don’t y’all come down too awful brutal on the man. I recall him doing an A plus job portraying Davy Crockett in a cable TV show. Fess Parker would’ve been impressed and the Duke humiliated with how confidently Mac played the celebrated frontiersman. And that one song he got—‘Baby, Don’t Get Hooked on Me’—has always been able to sneak up on me and touch me in that soft spot in my heart.”
The sisters were not expecting any company. The surprised conjoined living dead twins turned as one in the direction the voice originated from. They watched as Denny and Uschi, holding hands and giving one another lovey-dovey glances like happy newlyweds, stepped into the light of the fire.
Pandora eyed the couple with tangible disgust and theorized, “This is what Ken and Barbie would look like if they were made from dogshit.”
“Ding-dong, Avon calling,” said an all tits and dead flesh and brassy attitude Uschi. “You fine-looking Thalidomide ladies care to share any stories about what it was like on the set of Freaks? What kind of a half-man was Johnny Eck in real life? Which one of y’all sideshow hotties had to give Todd Browning head to get a role in the classic film? Is it true this one day when F. Scott Fitzgerald saw you two eating in the MGM cafeteria he was so disgusted he had no choice but to vomit? Come on, let’s gossip.”
The conjoined vampire twins, all skull deformities and murderous intentions, rose from their seats and the child of Ga’Hantor corpse was discarded. They concentrated and focused their thoughts. They reached out with their special united minds’ telekinetic abilities and had at it. Invisible hands formed into existence and grabbed Denny, snatching his feet off the ground.
“I could do without this,” he desperately whined, and his startled figure was raised higher and higher. His legs were slapped together and arms were forced out straight at his sides. He was carried to the driveway and slammed down on the pink Caddy, crucified against the hood by the power of the mind.
“French ticklers for school children!” he yelped as the shock absorbers calmed and the car steadied.
This telekinesis shit doesn’t play around. Denny uselessly strained and squirmed to break loose. He could accomplish nothing, couldn’t move so much as a finger unless Pandora and Dusty allowed it.
Big-tittied and resoundingly RIP qualified Uschi rushed them, fists raised and lips skinned back from the teeth and ready to go zombie apocalypse and rip into people meat.
Their telekinesis could multitask. As Denny was rendered a non-threat, Pandora and Dusty now put attention to the homemade zombie girlfriend without ever relinquishing any of the mind effort they employed against him. They sent a forceful mental command her way, just as she was beginning to bolt, arresting her forward progress to an abrupt dead stop and proceeding to haul her backwards. Her smart mouth they hadn’t appreciated, so even that they shut off; lips sealed closed and vocal cords stopped. She was brains escorted away a fair distance from Pandora and Dusty, placed into a corner like a naughty child being disciplined for disrupting the class. There, she’d keep like that until they were ready to take care of her.
Meanwhile, they reached inside Denny and played around amongst the contents of his chest. Mental forces moved and wriggled about and pushed aside whatever fleshy object was in the way. He gritted his teeth and groaned from the pain of it. Things quickly settled on the lower left rib, knotted around it like bridle reins wrapping about a hitching post. It was a snug and tight hold.
“Tell us how this suits you, young man,” said Dusty.
Crack!
The rib effortlessly snapped in two as if it were nothing more than a stale breadstick. Denny screamed at the agonizing pain, and the sisters made rib pieces jiggle about, agitating nerve endings and increasing the hurt.
“Sounds like it don’t suit him one bit,” said Pandora.
“I would agree,” said a smiling Dusty. “Look at him—I don’t believe he is enjoying our special kind of company. We keep this up, and he could learn to hate us.”
“We are so wicked sometimes, aren’t we?”
“We’ve caused him pain; now let’s treat him to a touch of delight.”
“Oh, I believe we can manage a trick like that.”
They mentally went after Denny’s dick. They assumed control and made the blood come rushing to that specific area and commanded an erection into being.
“Hey now,” commented a no longer screaming Denny.
Their telekinetic powers allowed them a sense of scale when manipulating a physical object, and when Dusty and Pandora surmised the size of his dork, they were not too roundly impressed. They giggled over it like a pair of mean high school girls. They began to stroke him, jacking him off.
“Connie Mason for President!” he wild-eyed swore.
“I love doing shit like this,” said Pandora. “We’ll let him have this goodness for a short while, and then tear him inside out from nostrils to asshole.”
There was no holding back. Climax quickly was achieved and Denny soiled his underwear with his hot, sticky dude goo to the laughter of the conjoined at the head sisters.
“I thought I recognized those voices.”
Once again, Li’l Bocephus.
He came good ol’ boy strutting out of the old house, scratching at his balls and wearing the same tattered, assless filthy jeans and sleeves long gone western shirt on him as the last time living dead girlfriend and her alive boyfriend had seen him. With his ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA tattooed arm he dragged along behind him another exsanguinated spider girl corpse, gripping her by an ankle. The inner right thigh of her leg had been savaged, skin and other wet materials violated as Li’l Bocephus’s fingers had gone digging around inside there and hunted down the femoral artery. Elastic as the most pliable of rubber, he stretched the capillary out until it comfortably reached his lips. He’d used the sharp edge of a thumbnail to slice the narrow tube open and put it in his mouth like it were a straw in a Coke and had leisurely drank her dead.
He looked in one direction at a frozen Uschi, then slowly pivoted his head in another to stare upon current hood ornament Denny. The Near Dark castaway couldn’t keep the evil joy off his face. “Well, doesn’t this relax my butthole a considerable share. Titty bitch and retardo done found me. It seems to be my luck has finally gotten up off of its lazy ass and made a turn for the better.”
Denny’s mind overcame his torment and his thoughts focused on the redneck that refused to stay dead. Here we go from bad, to worse, to somebody setting fire to your favorite porn collection all out miserable.
A few final sucks off the elongated femoral before he dropped the ankle and stepped off the old shithole’s porch. His lower lip was packing Copenhagen and he paused for a moment of recreational spitting, standing casually with thumbs hooked in the belt loops of his jeans. Then he had a story he cared to share.
“I bet y’all two thought for sure I was done for, huh? Well, as you now can plainly see, that’s bullshit. No spider could do in Li’l Bocephus. I survived Ga’Hantor’s terrible hunger with but a piffle of trouble. That big bug-boy may not have wanted to be kemo sabe with me, but never, pilgrims, was yours truly down for the count. I knew I’d be coming back; there are more sequels in me than Star Trek. Them blustery thunderstorm winds treated me like a plastic Wal-Mart grocery bag let loose on an empty parking lot and blew my husk far and long out amongst the trees. When the flood came, I was already caught up and hooked in the lower branches of a cottonwood. My body at this time could be about as physically active as a toilet brush—no muscles or sinews to work. I could do nothing but watch the water swallow me. Things like me, we don’t drown. But that don’t mean we enjoy being submerged. I was swirled and swished about and thoroughly educated on how it feels to be flushed down the world’s biggest commode, I’ll tell you that right now. From calamity came a positive. Once the waters settled and commenced to recede, I became buried under several feet of sediment. This conveniently protected my sunshine sensitive ass from the daytime, and as I lay under the earth like a black eye pea seed planted in a backyard vegetable garden, my supernatural self set to healing. Just like the times before, everything grew back. Partially eroded bones reformed their natural density, dissolved entrails and muscles and all that other good shit a body needs to be in tip-top form reestablished a hold inside of me and developed back as soundly as it all was at the beginning. By nightfall I was I again. I came up out of the ground and managed to rustle up for the eating a few of these they got VD so bad its attracted bugs people and returned to our little vampire retreat. And here I was all set to take the night off. I was happily gonna treat you two repellent assholes to a night free from my vengeful wrath. I was just gonna hang around these parts and be lazy about things, spend me some time drinking folks and taking it easy. But y’all done been thoughtful enough to come straight to me and I don’t want to be inhospitable and not be wrathful toward y’all. I’ll give you the torturing and killing y’all are wanting. Delighted to oblige.”
“Excuse us, son, but you might need to take a closer look,” said conjoined twin Dusty. A number of brown droplets of drying blood had accumulated in the corners of her mouth; they clustered close together and strongly resembled the scales running down the backside of a dark reptile.
Pandora practiced her fingering on her clarinet as she spoke. “We’re the ones that did all the heavy lifting and have snared these two. And we will be the ones that reap the rewards and will do the killing with them. You get nothing, buckaroo.”
That he did not want to hear. A profound sadness touched Li’l Bocephus’s face. He began to whine and mewl on a grandiose scale. “That’s not fair. Hold the phone and slap granny in the mouth if she should try and talk back, that ain’t one bit of a percentage fair. But for the past three nights these two Twinkies have done nothing to me but treat me wrong and give me misery. That retardo with the eyes and teeth hit me in the head with a tire iron when I wasn’t looking. Blimp tits of the dead likes to eat on parts of me every chance she can get. And they’re butthole enthusiasts; they worked together to homosexualize me in my behind. Come on, don’t y’all do me like that. I have more than earned my revenge. I should get the killings.”
The decision was both theirs, but the voicing of their conclusion was Dusty’s sole task. “Okay, okay, just shut up. We can’t stand to hear you go on like that. You can have the boy. But the girl we want to play with.”
Li’l Bocephus was on the verge of protest, but before a sound could pass his lips the twins used their minds to snap his jaws shut. There was quite the audible enamel slamming against enamel clack and a few bubbly gobs of spittle spewed form both mouth corners.
“Don’t argue with us, just say thank you and be glad we’re giving you that much.”
“Thank you,” Li’l Bocephus sullenly mumbled. He made his way to the Cadillac, shoulders low and dragging his feet and ass hanging out of the back of his burnt seatless blue jeans. He joined Denny on the pink hood; the car momentarily rocking as he jumped up and sat beside his mental bonds shackled victim.
The jiggling of Denny’s broken rib had stopped, but the Caddy in motion like that ignited a fresh surge of stabbing agony into the side of him. He cried out for a time. Once it subsided, easing back to a steady and barely at best manageable ache, he looked up at Li’l Bocephus and saw no harm in asking, “If I were to say I was sorry, would that change your attitude about wanting to hurt me any?”
“No.” Li’l Bocephus examined Denny with all the enthusiasm of turning the page on an instruction manual on how to properly operate an oscillating desk fan. Finally he spotted something that intrigued him a hair. “What have you got here on you?”
It was Van Valkenburgh’s lawn mower blade that Denny had taken to carrying sheathed in the left front pocket of his blue jeans. Denny was proud to be in possession of his vampire slaying weapon. He’d named it Van Sloan, after the thespian that portrayed the original movie Abraham Van Helsing.
Li’l Bocephus took hold of Van Sloan by the electrical tape hilt and pulled it loose. He studied it for a moment, then tossed it to the ground. “A something as stupid as you shouldn’t be playing with sharp objects. You’ll cut yourself bad and bleed to death. Silly, retardo, that’s what you got me for.”
Li’l Bocephus put two fingers along the side of Denny’s neck and pinched a plump fold of skin and a portion of the vital jugular vein.
“I’d surely appreciate it if you wouldn’t do that,” Denny squeaked between gasps at how much this was hurting him.
The skin immediately purpled and the circulation compromised artery throbbed at an unhealthy grade. Li’l Bocephus’s mood showed definite improvement as he saw proof of Denny’s suffering on the increase, a twinkle sparking in his eyes and a bit of a grin pulling at the corners of his lips. All he need do now was just barely nick the jugular with the sharp tip of one fang and the little retarded asshole’s unimportant life would squirt out in a high-pressure stream right into his waiting mouth. He began to lean in toward the neck, watering mouth coming open and black and warted tongue wiggling in anticipation of a blood shower.
The sisters thought it, and a frozen like a statue Uschi was brought closer. Her cha-cha shoes dug furrows into the earth as she was hauled just shy of being within reaching out and touching distance of the skull sharing sisters.
It’s Sissy Spacek at the prom, times two. I got to get myself moving and grooving and doing something before I find myself Modern Problems to death.
Uschi resisted the telekinesis stranglehold upon her. The results she managed were positively negligible, like trying to dig her way out from under a mountain. There seemed no hope of her ever-regaining control of her own body again.
Dusty placed her spread wide hands out in front of her chest and made the international symbol for big tits. “You ever wish you had a pair that sizeable?”
“Honestly,” said Pandora, “I don’t believe there isn’t a girl alive in America who hasn’t wondered at one time or another what it would be like to be that top heavy. But, in the end, no, I wouldn’t want to be built like that. I’d feel like a giant, two-legged cow. I get enough attention everywhere we go with just these two little B cups of mine. I had a pair as big as that I’d never have any peace.”
“You’re right. We would be freaks.”
“Okay, we need to make a decision with this thing,” said Pandora. “I’m anxious to massacre her, but I don’t want to do it the same old way we do most people. How creative do we care to get with her?”
“Personally, I’m in the mood for a touch of the ol’ prehistoric,” said Dusty.
“Oh, you imaginative thing you. I believe I know exactly what you have in mind.”
They turned themselves in the direction of the run down two-bedroom, one-bathroom home and kicked their mental powers into high gear. Invisible hands fashioned from their diabolical telekinesis grew gigantic and enveloped the old house, tore it loose from the ground with the screams of rending rotted wood and fracturing cement foundation. As it was elevated high in the air, anything that may have anchored it to mother earth—the dry plumbing pipes and the long without power copper wiring—broke and snapped. Now the unseen hands crushed the house, smashing in all walls, destroying the foundation, collapsing the roof and folding in the flooring, compressing the whole thing up into a ball of ruined housing materials.
Pandora and Dusty’s performance turned into a momentary stay of execution for Denny. When the house went outlaw against gravity’s laws, that was enough to pull Li’l Bocephus’s attention off blood drinking. His fingers released Denny’s throat, skin and artery snapping back into their original condition, and he eased himself off the Caddy and approached for a closer view as the house was demolished.
The home was quickly reformatted and resorted, reassembled into something completely brand new. Towering legs were manufactured from support beam lumber and crumbled rocks of foundation concrete, ending in four-inch long and nasty sharp hardwood floor claws. There came into existence a thirteen-foot-long thrashing tail armor plated in Sheetrock scales the yellowy-pale coloring of the aged and faded pages of an original Mickey Spillane paperback novel. Bathtub stomach and kitchen sink and toilet bowl breasts followed. Three-fingered forelimbs also boasting razor hardwood flooring claws sprouted from the sides, deceptively dainty and weak appearing in contrast to the rest of the assemblage’s gross mass. A mallet-shaped skull was willed into being from warped and tangled pipes and wiring, and then sheathed in a flesh of shattered clapboard walls debris. Every light socket in the house was coerced to pick a team and become bunched together on opposite sides of the head and assume the responsibility of a pair of eyes. Bathroom and kitchen floor linoleum lips pulled back to reveal jagged crossbeam teeth embedded in pink attic heating insulation gums.
The old shithole was reborn into a stomping and teeth gnashing three-story-tall prehistoric Tyrannosaurs Rex.
The tract housing dinosaur moved with the disturbingly smooth stop-motion animation fluidity of a Ray Harryhausen creation. The ground beneath it noticeably trembled with each step it made. It lacked vocal cords or lungs, but still it tossed its enormous head back and simulated bellowing a great and thunderous roar.
“Ain’t this some down home wild and crazy cum gobbling?” said Li’l Bocephus. “I never seen nobody get dinosaur killed before. This ought to be interesting stuff.”
Dusty and Pandora moved Uschi away from them and repositioned her on the other side of the campfire and face to face with their do-it-yourself T-Rex. There’d be no fun in just holding Uschi motionless to that one spot and have the counterfeit thunder lizard easily tear her apart. It needed to be a fight. A rumble tumble worthy of something adventurer David Innes might endure while exploring the inner world of Pellucidar from a lost chapter from At the Earth’s Core.
The sisters surrendered their ironclad clasp upon her. She was free, her body her own once more. Even her voice was back in action.
Her spunky attitude was undaunted. A whopper of a grin on her mausoleum natural good looks, she informed in a level and confident everything was going to turn out peachy for her and the one she loved peppy tone, “Time to eat with your ass cheeks, motherfuckers.” Then she licked her thumb, laid said thumb upon her own ass while with her mouth simulated the sound of a sizzling steak. “I’m hot to trot and putting myself in a killing frenzy just for y’all.”
By Pandora and Dusty’s mental commands the Tyrannosaurus Rex extended its neck and lunged forward, its snout rocketing toward Uschi. Huge jaws separated a wide space apart and all those onrushing big as a toy Tonka dump truck pointed wooden teeth seemed hopelessly unavoidable.
But avoidable they were for Uschi, who employed a speed only the devil could bestow upon someone to at just the last second dash to the side and dodge the mouth as it chomped down on where she previously had been standing. She bolted toward one of the T-Rex’s baby forelimbs and used both hands to grab at it and yanked with an awesome ferocity. It snapped off clean and simple. The liberated limb continued to remain quite animate, flexing its copper pipe muscles and wiggling the fingers. As she tossed it aside, its flooring claws were rubbing together and making a noise like a plow blade scrapping over a buried rock.
Uschi found herself with time to assault a foot. In one smooth motion the king-size jugs packing zombie super woman grabbed on to one of the biggest facsimile of a dinosaur toe available to her on the foot in closest reach and wrenched it back and didn’t relent until the wood and cement shattered and the giant digit popped off.
The Home Depot trash dinosaur had no concept of pain, but the unanticipated loss of a pair of body parts did damage its sense of balance. As the sister vampires directed the Tyrannosaurs Rex to whirl its great bulk about too fast and too uncoordinated in an attempt to launch a counter attack, it hopped on one foot while the toe amputated other was comically elevated high, and soon it drunkenly tumbled over onto its side. The pratfall impact with the earth was powerful enough to make the ground momentarily shake like a hull breached ship beginning to sink to the ocean’s bottom. A significant dust cloud swirling around it and legs kicking in futility, it rolled itself onto its belly and right into the campfire.
The old, dry wood and other flammable housing materials were most agreeable to burning. The conflagration spread as if the dinosaur construct was bathed in gasoline. By the time it was standing erect again, the Tyrannosaurus Rex was from top to bottom engulfed in raging yellow tongues of flame as large in many areas as a man. The dense black smoke issuing from it was foul and choking.
Still it wanted to fight. It came lumbering at a hastened step toward Uschi, bonfire of a tail swinging from side to side and leaving behind it in the grass a trail of scorched and smoldering blackened footprints. A prodigious quantity of glowing red embers and dark ashes flaked off the blazing thing with each move it made and fell as heavy as February snow. The head reared back and silently pretended to roar one more time, now with a great blast of fire belching from the mouth.
“Run, titty bitch, run!” taunted a standing on the sidelines Li’l Bocephus. His hateful guffaws sounded rape at gunpoint loveable. His fangs in the illumination of the burning imitation dinosaur shined like a piranha fish’s teeth under the glow of a black light bulb. “Watch them fat udders of hers bounce! Boom! Boom! Boom!”
Fire was an outstanding motivator, goosing the T-Rex to ever-greater speed. Her devil-bestowed quickness fell short this time. The burning prehistoric creation got in close enough on Uschi to singe her Alfred E. Neuman hairs, snapping jaws snatching her up whole in its mouth and clapping smoke and fire ringed lips down around her.
Pandora and Dusty set their plaything’s mighty jaws to begin chewing on its mouthful. But this mouthful vigorously protested against that action.
Inside the thing’s mouth it was hotter than the foreskin on a human torch’s tallywhacker. The surrounding flames were licking at her past due for an embalming flesh. She would have already asphyxiated on the choking smoke if breathing happened to be one of Uschi’s top shelf priorities. She was on her feet but hunched a far ways over, her back braced against the drywall roof of the fake dinosaur’s mouth, knees out to her sides as she straddled between her legs the charred wood and melted floor tile squirming forked tongue, and her feet were solidly planted on the lower jaw.
“You know,” she grumbled to the dino’s teeth and gums, “it is unwholesome predicaments such as this one that really chap my precious pussy lips.”
Uschi raised her back and straightened her legs, pitting her Satan muscles against the T-Rex’s jaws. She was successful in prying the mouth apart. The wind got in there and helped in dissipating some of the smoke, and for the first time in a long stretch of years legitimate concern blossomed in the eyes of the conjoined twin verdilaks.
“Where is she getting all this strength?” questioned a frustrated Dusty. The strain of fighting against the green woman’s might had her figure 8.2 on the Richter scale quaking from head to toe.
Pandora’s eyes had rolled back into her head, the sockets turned all white. She was vibrating just as fiercely as her attached sibling was. “Godfuckingdamnit. Too much … strain. I don’t know if I can hold this up for much longer.”
By the time Uschi’s grandiosely voluptuous figure was extended to its full upright stance, the muscles in her legs were ballooned and veiny like the engorged udder of a cow desperately late for a milking. The T-Rex was distressed over its distended mouth. If it could have it would have behaved the same as a dog after discovering how yucky a toad taste and spat her out and been done with her. Currently the best it could manage was to wildly shake and bob its head. So far that brought no relief to its malady.
One final surge of hellish zombie brawn and the fraudulent dinosaur’s jaw mandible broke off from the burning head. It dropped, bounced once off the bathtub belly, and then crashed to rubble like a flaming and fragile meteorite before the clawed feet.
Uschi did not fall along with the mandible. Instead, as the jaw dropped away below her feet, she slid down the reptilian simulated giant tongue and swung like a young Johnny Weissmuller in his Tarzan prime down safely to the ground not far from where the sister vampires stood. She worked faster than their overtaxed minds could perform and took hold of them each by their heads. A fleshy clap as she helped herself to a pair of firm handfuls of scalp with her two hands.
Both Dusty’s and Pandora’s Three-Mile Island craniums fit quite well in her palms. Uschi ripped the conjoined skulls apart down the center of the unavoidable birth defect. The sisters were for the first time ever in their existence separated. Their two brains as well went in different directions, no longer lying side by side, rubbery blood vessels severed and sensitive synapses broken.
Their telekinesis powers were canceled. The T-Rex instantly desolidified and fell apart into a huge pile of roasting garbage. Denny was no longer pinned down onto the hood of the Cadillac.
They were turned toward one another, Uschi deciding to allow them this one and only opportunity to see each other from a new perspective before she punched their tickets and sent them on to the big sleep.
Pandora, hemorrhaging blood and brain material heavily from the side of her single skull, looked across the way and did what she believed she would never do: stare at her sister Dusty face to face.
“Hi there,” moaned a slack-faced Dusty when noticing sis eyeballing her. Her own cascade of rich red gore was flowing from her own massive head injury like watery raw sewage running out of a funnel.
“Hi there back at you,” replied Pandora. She dropped her clarinet and couldn’t resist and raised a hand and gave sister dear a slight but polite wave.
Uschi told the both of them, “This is the part where you two go away and never are allowed to come back. More violence, please.”
She smashed their heads together. Skulls spectacularly shattered and all traces of brain matter were pulverized to smooth jelly. It was a grisly masterstroke that easily registered as a decapitation. The two bodies immediately were reduced to vile goo that puddled and briefly bubbled on the ground, then dissolved entirely away to nothing. The earth in these twin spots spoiled and died and became so ruined and infertile nothing ever again would grow or hold any trace of life here.
With the mental control over him vanished, Denny sprang up off the hood and none too dexterously dropped to the ground. His broken rib forbade any long lasting celebrations of freedom. It was a sadistic discomfort that left him doubled over and shuddering. He put his hands over the break and used his fingers to tenderly as possible move the broken pieces beneath his skin around until he judged he had them back where they belonged.
Li’l Bocephus heard him moving around and turned to face him. The dead country boy with a hankering for human blood was gravely concerned at the idea of an untethered titty bitch on the loose and started to hustle at a frightened trot toward him, his footsteps rustling in the high vegetation.
“I’s got us a plan, retardo. How about you, me and all that fine-ass blood stored up inside you skeedaddle off into the thicket where nobody can ever find us before your funbags bigger than your head sweetheart can catch up to me and do me any misery? Don’t you worry none—I’m gonna treat you right. Be cooperative with me and I promise to kill you with no pain and quick as a fly’s fart.”
Denny found Van Sloan not far from him in the grass and weeds. Hello, new friend. Good to have you back again. He closed his hand around the electrical tape handle; made sure his grip was firm and could do what he wanted to do with it. A vampire slaying scheme was already hard at work formulating in his head.
I did it once. Who the fuck says I can’t do it again?
That was quite the radical confident thinking for someone as typically anti-positive minded as Denny Gleeth was. He grinned a little at the realization he came up with such a thought all on his lonesome. It even made him feel a touch proud of himself.
I can do it. I ought to do it. And here I go doing it.
When Li’l Bocephus stepped in close enough, Denny bellowed an attack cry and suddenly lashed out in a powerful backhanded swipe with the mower blade he named Van Sloan with the same savage efficiency of a Robert E. Howard hero. Contact was just above the knee of Li’l Bocephus’s right leg. The awful goddamn sharp blade was more than up to the task of slicing through clothing, meat and bone. The cut was complete, a full amputation performed.
Li’l Bocephus had just begun to hop on the one whole surviving leg he was left in possession of, a tirade of cussing and fussing on the brink of spewing from his mouth, when Denny rose to a standing firm and determined position and was coming at him again with intentions of whittling off another chunk of him. This time it was a downward axe chop of a motion he swung with. He went for Li’l Bocephus’s tattooed arm, and got him between the U and the C in FUCKED in the ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA. The removed partial limb dropped and the stump was quick to bleed.
The third time with Van Sloan was a vertical swipe to the belly, slightly above the belt and opening Li’l Bocephus as if his middle was an envelope stuffed full of content. A splatterpunk’s delight curtain of fleshy viscera and watery blood and uniquely odorous intestinal fluids poured out of him.
“There you go,” a satisfied with his labors Denny told Li’l Bocephus. “You try and make do with all that I just gave you.”
The drugstore cowboy abomination fell guts drooling stomach first to the ground, and a singed and still smoking in areas soot blackened Uschi hit the scene just in time to step up and anything but lovingly plant a foot down securely between his narrow shoulder blades. That made for damn sure positive he weren’t about to go and try and hightail it from the premises.
She gave Denny an impressed glance and slowly wetted her lips. “Somebody I enjoying fucking has developed a taste for carnage. Oh my, Mama does like.” And her arm went out and hooked around his waist and she pulled her lover boy in close to her.
That broken rib of Denny’s didn’t appreciate that much. As his wrecked body collapsed up against her, Denny had to cry out at the hurting. “Careful, careful, careful! You’re playing way too rough. I hate to tell you, sugar cube, but you’re currently dealing with damaged goods. I got no more I can give you. That was the last adrenaline surge I have to offer. I’m too pained, too dehydrated, and too thoroughly from A to Z tuckered out for anymore adventuring with you tonight. I’m sorry, but I’m gonna be dead weight for now and the foreseeable future. You need to get me out of these woods and to some civilization, I’ll tell you that much right now.”
She picked up the discarded part of Li’l Bocephus’s severed arm and took a considerable bite out of the meaty area of the hand between the thumb and forefinger. There was that spicy kick she had been yearning for for so long. The heavenly taste was like an A-list celebrity Hollywood orgy going on in Uschi’s mouth.
She said around her lips smacking chewing, “My poor, poor best thing. Don’t you worry; we’re done with our business around these parts. We’ve killed enough things for the time being. I’m going to put you in that pink Caddy and take you somewhere divine. We’ve had a blast of a time here in the ol’ Mapache Thicket, haven’t we? Been murdering vampires and undesirable people and unique critters and causing all different kinds of havoc. I am so proud of you. I’ve seen real improvement in your confidence and attitude about yourself these past few days. You’re turning into the caliber of man I know you can be, best thing. That warrior’s heart you possess is kicking ass and taking names. I never had a single doubt. And I’m not doing too shabby my ownself. Look at me, I got the man I love right here with me, his dynamite dick that always explodes just the way I love it to in my super pussy, a set of tits that could conquer the world if they ever had a mind to do so, and somebody delicious to eat on. What possibly more could a decent and clean thinking all-American girl such as me ask for?”
Li’l Bocephus heard all that and buried his face in the grass and held nothing back pity wise as he pathetically whined into the dirt, “Don’t this take a big ol’ steaming shit in my dishwashing machine.”


Epilogue
PART 1
Thongor Bronson had been introduced to the spectators as a modern day barbarian. He was a giant mass of muscles grappler who entered the wrestling ring wearing animal skins covered tights and to Basil Poledouris blood and thunder main theme music to the first and best Schwarzenegger Conan movie blaring over the auditorium’s sound system.
But he weren’t looking all too particularly barbarian at the moment. Thongor was in dire jeopardy. His opponent in tonight’s wrestling match, the Lampshade Maniac, had him cornered in one of the ring corners and was relentlessly hammering him with a pitiless series of open hand chops to the throat.
The referee in the ring with the two adversaries was about as useful as testicles on a doorknob. He had already called for the bell and disqualified the Maniac from the match, but that didn’t halt the sadistic throat chops, and when the ref physically attempted to intervene, the three hundred eighty-two pounds of muscle and hateful attitude with his face covered behind a real lampshade he wore on his head and hailing from parts unknown paused just long enough in his Thongor abusing to take the little man in the zebra striped shirt up in his immense arms and present him with a godawful awesome powerslam to the canvas mat that knocked him as sound as diarrhea running unencumbered through a colander. Then he was right back on the throat chops on Thongor Bronson. It looked as if he were determined to kill the modern day barbarian.
The bell ringer continued to clang away over and over again on the bell in some useless attempt that maybe he could reach some sane area of the Lampshade Maniac’s mind and coerce him to quit his savagery. The red-faced ringside announcer was out of his chair and screaming into his microphone for wrestlers from the back to come and rescue Thongor, but none seemed to be coming.
A person could barely hear any of this over the chorus of boos coming from the capacity crowd that filled the Kaki Hunter Sports Auditorium in beautiful downtown Corpus Christi, Texas. Besides the boos and a plethora of obscene hand gestures, some ticket holders were so caught up in the moment they felt compelled to share creative sentiments they screamed at the Lampshade Maniac.
“I hope all your children are born retarded!”
“Get ass cancer!”
“You lick dog pussy—and enjoy it!”
“I hope one day Jesus Christ finds the decency to kill you with a steak knife!”
That last one yelled by none other than the one and the only Denny Gleeth. His ass was out of his seat and he very well may have been the most rancorous spectator in the whole crowd.
The stink in the auditorium’s atmosphere was a vile miasma of corn dogs frying at the concession booths, watery cups of beer as far as the eye could see, testosterone unchained, methane produced from a high volume of popcorn flatulence, and fat people sweat. The faces of the riled crowd were twisted and malformed by their animosity into something better suited for Halloween fright masks. Some of them started to throw things into the ring—trash and spit and even a shoe.
Denny was so caught up in the moment he didn’t want to be left out. He tossed his two bites taken out of it chilidog with impressive accuracy. It hit the big grappler in the back of his lampshade, shit brown and greasy chili sauce splattering and sure to leave a prominent permanent stain in the fabric.
But still the Lampshade Maniac’s atrocities continued. Done with the chops, he now took a seemingly barely conscious Thongor Bronson by an arm and Irish whipped him out of the ring corner and into the one on the opposite side of the four-cornered circle. Thongor went into the turnbuckles at a vicious velocity. His head was brutally whiplashed forward and his tongue protruded from his mouth as if he were a victim of a hanging. He backwards staggered on spaghetti legs a few measly steps from the ring corner, theatrically wobbling and unsure, then collapsed ass first onto the center of the canvas mat, apparently dead to the world.
Around three weeks had passed since the vampires and other such malicious nonsense at the Mapache Thicket, and, truth was told about it, Denny was doing pretty good. Real ninja killing cool awesome good in fact. His broken rib continued to mend along right nicely and the rest of his health tip-top perfect.
Denny’s psychobilly greaser’s ducktail hair choice was sharp and sexy; half a jar’s worth of Hep Cat hair pomade currently kept him slick and in place. Under his lady’s urging, he was going bearded these days. A full and neatly trimmed goatee circled his mouth and chin. Time in the sun and not in a trailer house all day gave him a glowing tan. Denny was looking quite the Michael Ansara in the “Day of the Dove” third season episode of the original Star Trek.
His fear of the needle was gone, and his arms now were sleeved in multiple colorful tattoos. The left one was dedicated to the Universal classics. There were prominent portraits of Frankenstein’s monster, the Bride of Frankenstein, a mole man from The Mole People, Creature from the Black Lagoon, Kharis the mummy, and the Metaluna Mutant all starting at the shoulder and not stopping until reaching the wrist. The right was more of a free for all, horror and sci-fi characters ranging from several different decades and varying popularity. Blanketing near every available inch of skin on this limb was the tar zombie from Return of the Living Dead, Max Von Sydow as Ming the Merciless, Fright Night’s own Peter Vincent, Dr. Zauis, Dr. Phibes, Godzilla fighting Rodan, that little girl with the top half of her face shot off from The Beyond, and a Morlock from George Pal’s interpretation of The Time Machine.
Denny’s clothes were brand new Converse All Stars, clean and crisp blue jeans with the rolled up cuffs on the pants legs and a dark T-shirt with a shotgun holding Michael Cain in his Get Carter tough English bloke period emblazoned across the chest. He looked Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer cool, knew it, and wasn’t at all bashful about flaunting it.
The inner Denny was these days nearly as solid as he was looking on the outside. The boy had found confidence and an assured attitude in himself that he once believed he could never have. He now could talk to people and make eye contact with anyone of them. And he was no longer so afraid to go places and try new things.
There was still the occasional bad days, times when he’d get frustrated or scared and would slip and allow insecurities and worry to take advantage of him. Depressive mood days when he wanted nothing more than to puncture his thighs into a bloody mess with a staple gun. When those days would roll around he required calming and reassurances and needed reminding he was loved and was better than this bullshit behavior.
Even with small setbacks like that, it was clear this was not the same milquetoast frightened looser in the days before hot zombie romance. Here was a man who could handle himslef. He was living loud and proud in the widescreen presentation format.
“Goddamnit, why isn’t anybody doing something about this!” he screamed in angered futility.
“I don’t see an anchor tied to your ass.”
That was Uschi making the observation. She was unbothered with what was going on in the wrestling ring, staying in her seat beside Denny’s, all zombie doll erotic and eating from a box of popcorn she had salted with dead mice and roaches. Her too much of a good thing big fake titties jutted out so proudly from her ribcage under her Sado County Auto Show T-shirt she could easily be confused with a suspect attempting to shoplift bowling balls. The rattlesnake skin pattern mini skirt around her hips was loosing the battle in covering her moldering ass. Platinum hair was done old school 80’s valley girl “Gag me with a spoon!” ponytail up high on one side of her head. The StarKist can of tunafish embedded in her forehead was still with her. She had come to accept it, even show it off and fashionably accentuate it with accessories. Currently a plastic rooster fridge magnet was attached to it, cocked at a stylish angle.
Denny turned his attention to her. The screaming throngs of wrestling fans surrounding them never bothered with acknowledging the two of them. Uschi turned in her set and spread her legs enough to remind him she wasn’t wearing any unmentionables under there. Flashed him some A number 1 dead gal pussy that was only for him, she did. William Gaines would be thrilled to know that Alfred E. Neuman was still there, goofy looking as ever.
As her festering sex gave him a vertical wink, she gave him a saucy grin that told Denny to go for it.
His mouth split open in a considerable in size smile, exposing pert near every crooked and discolored tooth he possessed. The eagerness to cause some havoc was obvious in the way his great big Steve Buscemi eyes lit up. Denny practically radiated aggressiveness and an appreciation for violent mischief. This was the face of a man who didn’t apologize or put himself down or think of himself as weak and ineffectual or some hapless asshole.
Next thing you know Denny Gleeth was beating on his chest with his fists and letting loose with a Tarzan yell. Then he was bolting down the aisle and headed straight for the wrestling ring.
“Whosoever knows fear burns at the Man-Thing’s touch!” was his battle cry.
He picked up a metal folding chair before he headfirst slid under the bottom ring rope. The Lampshade Maniac was just coming off the ring ropes and dropping an elbow across Thongor’s breast when Denny reached him and swung the folding chair at his head. The blow struck with a big metallic sounding whack!
The crowd of pro wrestling fans immediately went dead quiet and still. No more trash was thrown into the ring. The ring announcer fell silent and the bell ringer finally stopped.
Shitfire, that looked real. And painful. And good enough to cause honest to God authentic damage on a body.
But not painful or damaging enough to put the Lampshade Maniac down for the three count. The wrestler grunted like a bad tempered bull and shook his head a few times as if he were warding off something as simple as a sudden chill, and then he was getting to his feet and turning himself in Denny’s direction.
The lampshade that concealed his whole head and face was turquoise in color and matched well with his navy blue tights and laced up boots. The hit to his skull had smashed and crumpled one side of it in a fair share. He now from the shoulders up looked lopsided.
This up close, Denny could make out the two little eyeholes the Maniac looked through. That unblinking stare he was giving him didn’t appear to be all too tolerably sociable. The red and puss-fattened body acne from years of steroids and other growth hormones abuse was everywhere on his shaved smooth and tanning salon bronzed monstrous physique. He was slimed in a heavy coating of dripping sweat and smelled of ass and feet.
There is an unwritten rule in professional wrestling that only a select few fans of the sport ever learn firsthand. That rule is if you get in that ring uninvited, then you’re taking your life in your own hands.
Fuck the script and the rehearsals, this shit just turned real.
The Lampshade Maniac, twice the size of scrawny Denny, came for him. This didn’t seem to trouble Denny, who held the chair below his waist and pointed down to the mat. He kept on keeping on with his smiling and didn’t give an inch before the giant wrestler’s approach.
“I’m gonna pop you like a dog tic, boy,” the wrestler growled through his lampshade.
When he was in range, Denny abruptly struck out with the chair. He swung with an upward backhanded motion, too fast for the Lampshade Maniac to raise his arms in hopes of defending himself against, and connected inside the lampshade and directly under the chin. This headshot was even worse than the original one was.
The auditorium crowd collectively cringed and cried “Oooooo!” at the moment of devastating impact. The Lampshade Maniac’s teeth were slammed together, many fracturing and shedding enamel shards, and profuse bleeding from the mouth was quick to start pouring out from behind the lampshade. His head was batted back and he teetered on the heels of his wrestling boots.
Denny didn’t give him a chance for any recovery. As he was reeling, the metal folding chair came back around and slapped against his chiseled six-pack abs with all the loving compassion and tenderness of a head on collision between two garbage trucks. That took the air from him and doubled him over. He was laid wide open for Denny’s patented finishing maneuver.
Up went the chair above Denny’s head. The crowd was back into the action, cheering and stamping their feet. Denny’s tattooed arms brought it down as hard as he could work it across the rear half of the Lampshade Maniac’s head.
BAM!
Knocked the ever-loving and living shit out of the muscle-bound jabroni and left him laid out flat on the mat.
Denny quoted the late great Gorilla Monsoon. “’Stick a fork in him. He’s done.’”
Denny stood victorious over his foe and basked in the appreciation of the audience. He never saw the huge and hairy knuckled fist coming at him.
Again the wrestling fans cringed and cried “Oooo!” when they witnessed the severity of the punch to the side of Denny’s face. Down he went, hurting and bleeding from a cut beneath an eye and harming the integrity of his ducktail hairstyle. He was able to prop himself up on one elbow and try and look up. Through the pain fog that distorted his eyesight, Denny was just able to make out the shaggy and savage form of the modern day barbarian, Thongor Bronson himself, towering over him and set to really get started with the high caliber ass kicking.
“Dude,” Denny moaned as his face throbbed, “it’s cool. I’m here to save you.”
Long strands of brownish-red hair ran down past Thongor’s troglodyte prominent slopping brow and hung in front of his eyes. He was breathing hard and heavy with the occasional booger blasted from a nostril and redeposited into his bushy wildman beard. It was Thongor Bronson, in his furry tights and needing no one to save him. He sneered and said, “Fucking pencil neck geek.”
He raised a booted foot, intentions to stomp Denny’s face in, but Uschi and her extraordinary feminine curves entered the ring in time to prevent that from happening.
Wrestling fans weren’t too sure how to react to the arrival of a voluptuous green woman with barbed wire running through different parts of her figure and a face so decomposed it barely at best could any longer pass for a human being’s. So they for the most part remained neutral. A little polite applause from some and a few jeers coming out of others.
As Thongor was standing balanced on a single foot, she came up on the modern day barbarian from behind and sucker punched his ass in the kidneys. He hadn’t ever been hit that hard before. And God willing, he never would be again.
Thongor couldn’t keep erect after a turd walloping such as that, the strength just all of a sudden evaporating out of his barbarian physique. He collapsed like melting butter to his knees. His face flushed with humiliation as he listened to the sad and long-winded pitiful weak man’s moan that escaped past his lips. A line of sloppy drool began to unspool from his slack mouth. The ruined kidney made him unable to stop his bladder from voiding. The front of his fur-covered tights became a sopping wet mess of blood and piss.
Reaching out at him from behind, Uschi took hold of his face with her hands. The smell of advanced corpse decay and insect repellent wafting off of her almost drove him to vomit. Uschi, in-between sucking at the popcorn kernels and rodent hairs and roach carapace shards caught between her teeth, politely but firmly informed Thongor, “Excuse me, sir. I represent the estate of the late Lin Carter. This is your cease and desist order in using the copyrighted name of Mr. Carter’s beloved Lemurian barbarian character.”
Her fingers dug in like steel hooks in a side of beef, ruthlessly piercing facial matter. Thongor commenced screaming. Uschi hardly noticed any resistance from his pliant flesh as she pulled the two sides of his face in opposite directions. Skin was stretched, became taut, and finally reached the limit of its elasticity and snapped.
The face ruptured open with a rich spew of gore that darkened a fair majority of the canvas mat and managed to blood spatter freckle the first three rows of wrestling enthusiasts facing Thongor. As she continued to pull, it split in two down the middle. Skin and muscle and all other things facial came away from the bone.
Thongor’s screaming was over.
Uschi crammed one whole handful in her mouth. She chewed and swallowed. That was one tasty half of face. The other handful of face followed the first into her hungry mouth. The beard whiskers helped bring out the flesh’s natural flavor.
The naked skullface of Thongor Bronson was like the poster art for an early 1970s Amicus horror picture suddenly and quite successfully brought into reality. With the unruly and filthy barbarian hair swinging in front of it, the unveiled bone was pearly white, with very little blood smears marring its smooth complexion, and shiny wet under the Kaki Hunter Sports Auditorium’s lights. His fear and agony dilated eyes were still intact within the sockets, now lidless and as big around as ripe oranges. Absent any lips, it was now unattractively obvious that the wrestler suffered from gum disease problems and they were receding from his smoker’s stained teeth. The nasal cavity drained clear, watery mucus. The tip of his moist tongue poked out past the teeth and did a bit of wiggling, but only for a brief moment.
Thongor fell dead at Uschi’s feet. Not a single spasm or squirm left in the remains, instantly at rest and unmoving. One, two, three—ring the bell. The modern day barbarian was off to that big wrestling federation in the sky.
Auditorium security, fat, middle-aged weekend wannabe cops armed with only rubber nightsticks and watered down pepper spray, finally arrived at ringside and were about to storm the ring, but when they witnessed the gruesome face eating, they stopped and seriously hesitated about going any further. Might be this was a something they shouldn’t tangle with.
The crowd was apeshit with panic. The may be professional wrestling aficionados, but they still knew enough to know when something real was really real. And, brother, this was real. That guy in the center of the ring was just barehanded murdered. A collective decision all at once passed through everyone’s head: This was the time when the getting was good to get the fuck on out of this place and not look back. A mad stampede broke out for all available exits.
Uschi rushed to Denny’s side and knelt beside him. The worry was easy to read in her expression. “And how’s my best thing doing?”
He was going to have a whale of a bruise there on his face. The cut under his eye continued to leak; it would require doctoring. It had to be hurting him something terrible. Her poor best thing.
Despite all that horseshit, Denny gave his graveyard ghoul girl a little fondle along her right boob, cupping what he could fit in the palm of his hand. He let his thumb pleasingly rub over the T-shirt and make her nipple beneath stand at attention. “Ain’t no need to be all concerned, sugar cube,” he good-naturedly informed over the chaos of the fleeing audience. “I happily assure you I am still moving and grooving and boogalooing with the best of them.”
Uschi looked to the hooter in question that was receiving the heavy petting, and then back at the beautiful man who was doing it to her. In answer to his feeling her up, one of her copiously blood-dripping hands ventured to his crotch, unzipped him, and exuberantly reached inside. He jolted and sucked in his wind and managed quite well to never falter in continuing to give her tit attention as she indulged in a hardy handful of hard-on.
Uschi told him, “I love you.”
Denny smiled with only one side of his mouth and did his best Han Solo at the end of Empire response, “I know.”
PART 2
Later, at Corpus Christi’s only Half Price Books, the two lovebirds huddled close together amongst the shelves in the MEDICAL section and were hot and bothered lost in an old autopsy manual that provided a wealth of graphic photographs. The book’s contents were lust at first sight for the both of them. Who would have ever imagined the illustrated step-by-step guide for the proper procedural for spleen removal could be so romantic?
“Are you what we think you are?” The question was asked with one part wonder, another part fanboy getting to meet a celebrity hyperactivity, and a dash of disbelieving skepticism.
Uschi looked up from the manual. “I don’t know,” she said. “Depends on who y’all might be taking the time and effort to think I am.”
The ones asking were a pair of gawky teenage boys wearing tawdry horror movie T-shirts and ugly punk rock haircuts. Plenty of pimples and overweight and the two of them were probably the only friend each other had. There were difficulties maintaining eye contact with her, what with them braless Gojira-proportioned knockers under her T-shirt an out of control grass fire in your very own front yard major distraction. But one boy found enough willpower to look her in the face and asked, “Aw, you know, one of them? Like from the movies?”
Denny was using the distraction to work on his ducktail. Comb out of his pocket and molding and striving for perfect hair. His black and blue face bruise was major and Neosporin and butterfly sutures were applied to his cut. There was going to be a scar. That was fine and dandy. Uschi said she thought scars were sexy.
The other boy joined in on the conversation. “You know, one of them? ‘They’re coming to get you, Barbara.’ You know what we mean, yeah? ‘When there is no more room in hell the dead will walk the earth.’ That kind of folk? ‘Brrrrrrrrraaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiins … More brrrraaaaiiiins.’ Is that what you’re up to?”
She raised a hand and put a not that innocent coquettish look upon her beyond the body bag face. “Guilty as charged.”
“Cool,” said one boy.
“Righteous,” spoke the other.
“That’s right, gentlemen,” said Denny. He finished for the time being with his hair and wrapped an arm around his walking dead honey. Uschi leaned in close and snuggled against him. With his other hand he hiked up her skirt the short distance required to leave her beaver open for a peek. “Say your Satanic prayers, eat your vitamins, and do good in school, and maybe one day you too can achieve quality pussy such as this for yourself.”
For both boys this was the first time they ever saw a real female pussy. This up close they could smell the rancid juices and count the cracks in the desiccated rock hard clit.
No way could the two young geeks not avoid making cock snot in their pants after noticing lady business as blissful as that. So fucking awesome. This was the kind of behavior you’d expect to see on the red carpet by a porn star nominee attending the Adult Video Awards, not a used bookstore customer. Best. Book. Shopping. Trip. Ever.
“Could we maybe get your autograph?” Perspiring and his face flush in the afterglow of cuming in his underwear; his arms went out, reaching toward Uschi with a ballpoint pen and a paperback copy of Resurrection Dreams by Richard Laymon. Uschi would have also accepted The Book of the Dead edited by John Skipp and Craig Spector or anything by Brian Keene.
“Ah, the demands of being famous,” she joked and took the pen and book in her hands. She asked for the boys names and scribbled this on the dedication page:
To Bismark and Faust,
Fuck something dead any chance you can get.
Breast wishes,
Uschi
They thanked her and soon moved on, thrilled more than they had ever yet been in their lives.
“Well,” commented Denny, “it’s good to know the youth of America has got its shit straight.”
PART 3
Here it was. At long last.
The ocean.
Denny was actually for the first time ever here and laying eyeballs on it. Experiencing it. He had made it. Another life-long dream of his come true, motherfuckers.
The tide came in and loudly crashed against the beach of Corpus Christi Bay. The calendar said fall was fast approaching, but the weather said different. Summer was continuing to go strong in these whereabouts. The night air on the Gulf of Mexico coastline was hot and humid and quite still, made a body easily turn to sweating and feeling sticky. In the moonlight, the frothy whitecap crests on the incoming waves appeared to be the same chrome coloring as great pools of mercury.
Denny stood on the edge of the water. He wore baggy swim trunks; ace bandages were wound Aztec mummy snug around his ribs and there was an amazed expression over his features. Time to go for it. Tentatively, he ventured toward the water. The first wave to come at him scared him. He yelped and retreated from it, feet backpedaling.
You can do this. I know it.
Again he approached the water, determined this time to surrender no ground. He met the next wave. It splashed against his calves and submerged his feet. The wet sand tickled as it passed between his toes. It weren’t that bad. Kinda nice, in fact. It didn’t feel like any pool or bath water he’d ever come across. It was surprisingly cool and seemed to feel thicker than what he was accustomed to.
He dared to go further. Arms elevated, he waded in until it was around his waist. A new wave struck, hitting him in the chest, spraying his face in sea foam and leaving droplets falling off the end of his nose. He laughed a little bit and lowered his inky arms into the water. He was out far enough now he could push off with his feet and float and bob on the surface before slowly sinking back down to the sandy bottom.
I’m doing it. I’m in the ocean. Fucked by a Democrat while a Republican videotapes it, I’m one frolicking in the Atlantic crazy asshole.
Denny stayed out for a while. Playing and laughing and enjoying himself. There was nothing Esther Williams graceful to report here; he got about in the waves as lithe as a mischievous monkey in pancake batter, a lot of flopping and splashing and churning up a turbulent spray in his wake wherever he went. But who cared how pretty he looked? It was fun. He was having an adventure he would always cherish.
Finally, tired and feeling his skin starting to prune, he returned to dry land. Uschi was waiting for him at the picnic area they had set up for themselves. It was after midnight, not another soul in sight, and the beach seemed reserved exclusively for the two of them.
Uschi was sitting on a large beach towel with paper plates and drinks spread out before her. She dressed in a taking care of business wickedly provocative red sequined tiny slingshot bikini that hardly bothered to cover her top and with a holy shit thin butt floss thong that went deep between the ass cheeks and rode up camel toe perfection snug against her magnificent pussy. The new fridge magnet stuck to the tuna can was a watermelon slice.
As Denny sat panting and dripping wet across from her on the towel, she struggled to find just the right way to spray a blast of Raid ant and roach killer on her armpits. “Putting deodorant on with big tits,” she said, “is like working for a moving company.” Eventually, she figured it out and saw the good zombie hygiene task through. Her attention she subsequently put on him.
“Well, best thing, how was it? Was it as Malcolm McDowell in A Clockwork Orange as you hoped it would be?”
And Denny gave her a beaming smile. His hair was a tragedy. It was now sopping wet and the salt water had made simple work of washing any trace of the Hep Cat pomade out, had lost all psychobilly ducktail shape and definition. Catch his second wind, and then he’d get a comb and set to work on repairs. “Ah, sugar cube, it was all that and more from beginning to end.”
“That’s what I was hoping to hear. Can we talk, best thing?”
“Well, sure. What do you want to talk about?”
“Are you okay with the way things have turned out? You’re homemade zombie girlfriend having plenty of attitude and taking you away from the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis and setting you off in all these wild hair up the ass escapades? Do you ever regret me coming into your quiet, alone nerd boy life? Do I make you happy?”
“Happy? Honey, when I’m with you this fucked up fanboy thinks he’s gone and done better than winning the state lottery, had a blow job by Raquel Welch in her One Million Years BC prime, and got the privilege to shake hands with Vincent Price all in one grand day joyful. That’s how good you and what you have done to my way of life make me feel.”
She reached across the picnic spread and with her hand lovingly stroked the side of his face and his magnificently old school Klingon beard. “That’s what I wanted to hear. And it’s what I want you to keep thinking about as you go over this.”
Uschi opened her mouth wide and with her thumb and index finger reached in under her tongue and removed an object from there. She quietly handed it over to a confused Denny Gleeth.
It was bone dry, not a trace of the saliva in Uschi’s mouth attached to it. It was a simple piece of paper, like one of those Jack Chick Christian comic tracts. He unfolded it and read.
All it was was just a friendly reminder from Satan on how things were going to work out.
The artwork was in black and white and workmanlike mediocre in quality. The first panel showed a skinny guy with great big eyes and goofy teeth obviously designed to represent Denny standing in his trailer home kitchen space and facing the microwave oven. The word balloon attached to him had him saying, “I’VE SOLD YOU MY SOUL, LUCIFER. NOW MAKE MY ZOMBIE LIVE AND LOVE ME.” Second panel was a close up of the contents of the oven, an on its back dead frog, steaming hot intestines running out of its burst open abdomen, and replying, ‘YOU GOT IT, MY LITTLE EARTHWORM. ZOMBIE WOMAN LIVE!” The third panel displayed a caricature of Uschi rising off the kitchen table, her boobs tragically smaller than they were in real life and face an unattractive less cadaver and more Veronica from Archie comics. In the fourth panel she was on top of Denny and fucking his brains out, the box above them read AND THEY LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER … Fifth and final panel read in the top box UNTIL HE DIED AND WAS DAMNED TO SUFFER IN HELL FOR ALL OF ETERNITY, and below the illustration was a terrified Denny surrounded by fire and standing in the middle between a horns and pitchfork devil and a person who looked a suspiciously large amount like Larry Fine of The Three Stooges.
“Well isn’t this the badger that bit Victor Buono on his right fatty man titty,” said Denny.
Uschi looked worriedly upon him. “Is my best thing gonna be okay? I know nobody ever enjoys being reminded of impending bad news. And that there is some serious big ass bad news. Do you need to have a shit fit? If you like, we can go for a quick ride and find somebody for you to murder? Perhaps a wino or a crack whore? Crack whore killing could be a good time. That might take some of the edge off. Never underestimate random homicides, they can be quite therapeutic.”
He smiled and calmly told her, “I’m okay.”
That was the truth. This didn’t freak Denny out. No, really, he was okay with this. He hadn’t forgotten the price paid for Uschi. Denny was a damned soul. And he was cool with it.
“I’m taking things this way,” he explained. “What I did to have you I did with a clear head and open heart and take full responsibility for. Having you with me is so fucking worth the price I’m going to have to pay one day. Hell will have me. But, Good Lord willing, not right away. With a little luck and clean living we can hold that burning for eternity business off for a spell. Don’t you worry any about me, Uschi; I have a lot of living and loving you yet to do. And, I’m hoping, you have a lot more wonders to show me and things to teach me.”
It would have been fine for Uschi to weep after hearing such tender and loving words from Denny. The moment certainly seemed ideal for girl tears. But that would not happen. Zombies do not cry. The best she could manage was to get up and come over there next to him and give him the best and most heartfelt kiss and hug she could do and tell him, “Oh, best thing, I am always going to do whatever it takes to make you happy.”
“I know you will, sugar cube. Now let’s eat. Thrashing around in the ocean can work up a powerful hunger in a man.”
Their midnight dinner consisted of Dr Pepper and tortilla chips and bologna sandwiches for Denny. For Uschi it was Sprite and tortilla chips and Li’l Bocephus sandwiches.
She threw back a beach towel and revealed hiding beneath it her dinner laying face up in the sand. There he was, Li’l Bocephus. Yes, he was still around and keeping reluctant company with Uschi and Denny.
The redneck cousin to Count Dracula weren’t at all looking robust and healthy. Uschi had some time ago stripped him naked and hacked off his arms and legs, capped the raw stumps with stapled down in place multiple pages taken from motel room Bibles. That way the wounds were kept perpetually burnt and cauterized and prevented limbs from regenerating over night and causing anybody any trouble. His disclosed genitalia were just as overly pale and freckled as his face. The collection of ginger pubic hairs was widespread and identical to a Brillo pad consumed by rust. During the daytime he was kept in the trunk of the Mary Kay pink Caddy Uschi and Denny were cruising around Texas in as if he were no more than just another spare tire. His good ol’ country boy existence these days was all pig’s blood and piss-poor gloom.
He twisted his neck and raised two of the most pitiful eyes imaginable up toward the homemade zombie girlfriend. “And a how do to y’all tonight. Any chance could this be the night you finally find in your heart a touch of tender compassion and kill me once and for all? Please be a kemo sabe and say yes.”
Uschi borrowed Van Sloan from Denny and reached toward Li’l Bocephus with it. He tried to cower and worm away from the descending blade, but was unable to accomplish anything. He whimpered like a dying old dog as Uschi carved into him and removed his liver and slapped the big and bloody raw thing down between two slices of Mrs. Baird’s bread.
“Oooo, baby.” She was positively drooling as she was going in for her first bite. “Here do be the good shit.”
“I guess not,” said Li’l Bocephus.
Their beach picnic was enjoyed. Then things naturally progressed to the more amorous.
They indulged their X-rated urges, getting their beach blanket bingo on like a hot and horny demonic Frankie and Annette. The moonlight illuminated their energetically writhing forms while wave after wave rolled in and crashed on the beach. Their sexual intercourse was primal and animalistic, dynamic and enjoyed down to the very last detail. Sand got into places it really should never be, but in the heat of the moment nobody cared.
Li’l Bocephus had no choice but to be a spectator to their nauseating lovemaking. It was nasty to watch, but it wasn’t like there was anything else going on to hold his attention.
“Y’all just thoroughly disgust me, you know that?” he happily informed as they fucked. “You’re unnatural and obscene and about as tacky as tacky can get up off its lazy ass and hope to strive to be. Boy, you really shouldn’t allow that girl to put her hand up inside your asshole like that. At least not in public. What if people were to suddenly walk up on y’all right this moment? Nobody cares to see her go five-finger spelunking in your personal Carlsbad Caverns. And don’t you put your tongue in her there. That’s a right smart way to contract a disease scary enough to make penicillin shit its britches. Where is the decency?”
When post-coital, they held on tight to one another and shared their beyond satisfactory afterglow.
“Y’know, it’s funny,” pillow talked Denny. “Guys like me aren’t supposed to have happy endings. Somewhere along the way I should have been screwed over by the devil and cheated out of my side of the deal and sent straight to hell. At least that’s how it always winds up in the old Robert Bloch stories.”
“Shit, best thing, that ain’t nothing. Look at me. I’m a monster. When’s the last time you heard of the monster getting the boy and being able to ride off into the sunset happily ever after? We’re both trailblazers. For us everything is new and fresh and belongs only to us. We kicked the impossible in the balls and stole its lunch money. Young and in love and have got the whole world before us. Oh, the misconduct and thrill-a-minute adventures we are going to get ourselves fucked up in. I can not wait. I promise you we are going to have a long and unique life together.”
•   •   •
 
Ga’Hantor will return in
HERCULES VS. THE KU KLUX KLAN
•   •   •
THE END
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Chapter Thirteen

Getting their shit back together consisted of Uschi stripping out of her slinky dress and spending time in the kitchen washing her hair in the sink. As for Denny Gleeth, he got himself comfortable on the sofa, finished his can of chili in peace, and watched Django on his VCR.

Here was one of the finer examples of the spaghetti western genre. Director Sergio Corbucci in the mud and the blood and getting done what needed to be got done.

Uschi came into the living room just when Django opened for the first time in the movie the mud-slimed coffin he was fond of dragging along behind him and gave the red-hooded posse slowly closing in on him a taste of machine gun mayhem.

“And how is my best thing doing?”

He used the remote to pause the action and look his lady over. She was dearly hot to trot. Her wet hair was wrapped snug in a towel rolled up tall on top of her head and the lacy thong panties and brassiere she wore were matching lavender in coloring. The panties’ material was onionskin thin enough for that loveable Alfred E. Neuman pubic patch underneath to be recognizable. Her jumbo 44H-cup bra with the five snaps in back still wasn’t big enough to contain her complete fullness, black areolas peeking over the top of each overflowing cup. The heft of her bosoms had the bra straps cutting painful looking indentations into the rotting emerald flesh on her shoulders. She had a joint going between her frosted pink lips. She was sexy without even trying for sexy.

“I’m doing alright,” he said. “Honestly, I’m alright.”

There was something in the way he said that that made her suspicious. Her head cocked to a quizzical angle. “You sure? Anything you want to talk about with me?”

“Just that I know I wasn’t much help to you back at that men’s room,” said Denny. “I’m sorry about that. I failed to man up to any measurable degree. You could’ve needed my help. I did sort of let you down, didn’t I? If you want to hit me you can go ahead. I got it coming.”

“I’m not going to hit you! No fucking way. I love you too much to cause you harm.”

“Should I let loose and hit on myself? I don’t mind.”

“No! Don’t you dare hit on yourself. We’ve been down this road before. Remember our conversation the other night? No more abusing yourself. I mean it, no more. Ever. And you haven’t done a thing wrong. I was perfectly fine and enjoying myself in that fight. In fact, I appreciate it that you didn’t try to interfere and get in my beating things up way. Don’t worry any; I am exceedingly confident once my master plan gets in full swing you’ll man up like a motherfucker.”

“Master plan?”

“Huh?”

“You just said you got a master plan.”

Yes, I do. All will be made clear concerning that later.”

Denny spent a moment fidgeting in the sofa cushions, avoided eye contact while he struggled for the nerve to say what he wanted to say next, then cut loose with the question, “Were you on the up and up when you told me that poem? The back in the flash and permission to fuck you in the ass stuff that happened to be mentioned?”

The joint she put out by grinding it against the inside of her wrist. The rough stench of burning spoiled skin mingled with the weed’s sickly sweet aroma while slender tentacles of smoke rose from the end of Uschi’s arm and floated past her non-reactive face. “Why sure I was.” And she quick as a jackrabbit was pulling down her thong and bending over the sofa’s armrest and presenting herself for anal. “Hey, watussi cat, let us do some back door visiting.”

For lube Denny fetched from the kitchen pantry a can of Wal-Mart brand butter-flavored no stick cooking spray. He stood there, jeans and drawers around his ankles, and sprayed down thoroughly both her inviting asshole and his boner. Then, hands gripping Uschi by the shoulders and his own ass clenched tight, he entered her.

A tight squeeze, but manageable. She made the same sassy Smurf sigh just like when he put himself in her pussy. The rectum of a zombie woman is a wondrous orifice to fuck. Denny was very pleased that he decided to explore coitus with this hole. The hip action a little slower and harder to keep at a solid rhythm, what with the anus being smaller and less accommodating for his dick than her vagina, but he soldiered through and fucked her butt to the best of his abilities.

Her hand found one of his hands and guided it down to her pussy, and he started to three finger fuck her in the front. Repeated friction contact with her petrified and hardened clitoris dug a stinging blister into his palm. The smell of her wet sex was the mouth watering same as spoiled medical waste.

The VCR was back on PLAY and Django resumed. As their carnal activities were in heated progress, Uschi caught sight of a scruffy and squinty-eyed cowboy with a roaring machinegun in hand and busy killing a shitload of people.

“Is that Terrence Hill?” she asked.

“Nope. Franco Nero.”

“Ah.”

In the bathroom, Li’l Bocephus could hear them going at it like two over excited hogs in slop and wished if he couldn’t go bat and escape from here could somebody at least turn up that fucking radio so he didn’t have to listen to their disgusting physical relations.

“Y’know,” said Uschi between Denny’s vigorous rectal thrustings, “a part of my master plan involves that gourmet grand fang-boy we got in the bathtub. He knows things I want to know. I’m going to have to force them out of him.”

“You sound like you intend to torture him.”

“Correctamundo. Would that upset you, best thing, if I did?”

Conversation did nothing to disturb Denny’s enjoyment of the balloon knot intercourse. “I suppose not. It’s not like he’s one of the more loveable shitballs I’ve run across. Let’s not forget, on our first meeting he was happily going to put a tire iron up my butthole.”

“I’m probably going to have to dig through a whole lot of ugly before I hit any pretty when it comes to dealing with him. Best thing, a head’s up, the situation could turn grim. Torture is a vicious and wholly unkind affair. It can be terrible to be in its vicinity. I need a best thing that can keep it cool as Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer through the procedure. Can you do that for me?”

“I can do that,” he said at the moment of climax and ejaculation. “I think I can. I hope I can. I’m going to give it my best for you.”

Her own solid orgasm, presented to her by Denny’s hard working fingers, arrived shortly after the frosting of her poop chute.

He came out of her and leaned a shoulder against a wall, panting and the sweat on him as thick as the perspiration lather on a plow mule. “Much appreciated, sugar cube. That got done what needed to get done. Goddamn and devil-blessed, you are as cool as an original Aurora monster model kit, you know that? Sometimes I’m surprised there aren’t parts on you that don’t glow in the dark.”

“More than happy to oblige. I quite enjoyed the exercise myself.” Uschi came away from the sofa and with a mischievous pixie grin on her past the point of rigor mortis face casually pulled her thong panties back in correct butt floss place and turned her attentions to Denny’s dick. She inserted his semi flaccid self in her mouth and promptly and attentively cleaned off of him the no stick cooking spray, rectal juices, excrement clods, and spunk. Finally, she presented him with a loving little peck on the cheek kiss. “Yeah. I’m glad we did that.”
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Chapter Seventeen

Gator, his ass planted firmly on the barstool behind the Get It Quick’s sales counter, was for his porn choice of the day enjoying a magazine dedicated to the mysteries and glories of chicks with dicks. Ah the transgender babes, how they make the hours fly by. The tiny TV on the counter was on Gunsmoke, and this was doing a far better job of keeping Gator’s attention than anything else he’d watched so far today. Oh heavens to Betsy, it looked like that Festus was in a terrible pickle. Gator would sit and watch Gunsmoke, and when the commercial breaks would come along he’d put his eyes on the penises where penises had no business being pornography spread out over his lap.

An El Camino was pulling up beside the gas pumps and Gator was able to make out the shapes of a man and a woman inside the car. Hot damn. Two more to appease the Master’s insatiable appetite.

He paid more attention to the classic TV and smut magazine than he did to what was going on at the pumps. He never noticed the buxotic zombie exit the El Camino and put the unleaded pump nozzle in the El Camino’s tank. Not until he heard Denny Gleeth enter the store did Gator bother to pay any attention to his future victims.

“How can I help you, sir?” Smiling and talking to Denny like all Gator ever wanted in the world was to get on his good side and be best friends with him. “If we ain’t got it, we’ll move heaven and hell to get it for you.”

Denny approached the counter. “Twenty dollars worth from the unleaded, please,” he requested in the soft and timid tone of voice he routinely assumed when dealing with sales people. He kept eye contact to a bare minimum.

“Yessir. Watch me go. I am all over that.” Gator reached below the Formica-coated countertop, and with a practiced ease earned from years of experience as a convenience store employee he never needed to remove his eyes from the bashful customer as he flipped the switch and activated the unleaded pump.

Denny shuffled to the soft drinks cooler and picked up a bottle of Dr Pepper for himself and a Sprite for his pretty cadaver lady. When he returned to the counter, Gator was waiting for him with an important question that was asked with deadly seriousness.

“Son, by any chance would you happen to consider yourself an expert on pussy?”

“Well … Uh … I’m not sure I understand you.”

“Let’s discuss pussy,” said Gator. “You would know it when you see it, yeah? Because I am terribly right at this certain time in need of a pussy expert. And when I say pussy, son, I’m not in any manner referring to the pussy that walks on all fours and shits in a hole it digs in the ground.”

There was a first time for everything. And this was the first time anyone cared to ask Denny for his opinion on pussy. He continued to stammer for a proper response.

“Pussy,” pressed on an even voiced Gator. “The female vagina. Perhaps mankind’s greatest creation. I’m in favor of it. How about you?”

“Uh, well, it does indeed have its merits, sure.”

“Would you say you feel confident you would know one when you laid eyes on it? Reason I inquire is because I’m actually having my doubts if I am actually seeing one in this one situation.”

This peckerwood was talking more shit than the radio. But, got to admit, it was attention holding shit. Denny rested his hands on the counter and leaned himself in closer.

“It all has to do with this new Miller Lite poster I hung on the wall today. It’s your typical buy-this-brand-of-beer attention getter—bright, flashy, got a hot piece of ass gal with a bottle in hand as the main attraction. Our gal in question is wearing a bikini, and this particular bikini is sending me, my eyeballs and my brain mixed signals. Let me tell you, from the moment I first noticed the crotch area on this beer model I have been deeply suspecting her pussy was photographed right at the moment when it was close to eating its way through her bikini bottom. We are talking here, son, beyond mere mortal Lawrence of Arabia camel toe goodness. She is letting it all hang out in whichever way it may care to hang out.”

“Crap in a hat.”

“At least I think that’s what I am seeing. I’ve got myself about eighty-eight percent positive at this point that’s what it is. A woman’s holiest of holy regions peeking out and boldly teasing me. But I continue to have these lingering doubts. Could it be a trick of the light? Perhaps a shadow caught coming off her thigh? My imagination running wild on me? I don’t know. This is something that has been bugging and tormenting me all day long. What I need is a second opinion. Someone who knows a thing or two regarding the cooter. You look to me like that kind of someone. I’d appreciate it mightily if you would join me and walk on over here and take a gander at what may or may not be renegade vagina on the loose.”

Gator was already on the move, coming out from behind the counter and headed toward where the poster in question was taped to the wall. He raised a hand and energetically waved for Denny to get with it and follow him.

“This needs to be seen to, son.”

Denny, designated amateur pussy expert, could find no excuse not to go, and so he made his way to the poster and required no less than two seconds of study upon it to learn enough to voice his opinion.

“’Fraid I got to bust your bubble, sir. You’re way off base here.”

“Am I now?” There was a frozen foods case in easy reach of where Gator was standing. With the customer’s back currently to him, he had no difficulty slowly sliding open the case’s lid and reaching inside it.

Both Denny’s eyes and concentration stayed trained on the Miller Lite ad as he spoke. “Yeah, as a man who has had his run ins with vagina a time or two, I can safely confirm there ain’t no camel toe happening on this girl in this picture. In fact, I can’t see any bulge or lump at all that would even begin to give the impression there was even a hint of any snatch to commence with.”

“The dickens you say, son.” Gator was about a step and a half behind Denny. From out of the frozen foods case he had taken a long as his forearm tube of original recipe Jimmy Dean sausage and was now brandishing it in his hands like a baseball bat. The freezing temperature made it as hard as a brick, and experience over the past few weeks made Gator a Shaolin kung fu master on the proper way to work the Jimmy Dean as a bludgeon. He had it down to a goddamn science, knew exactly where to hit and the degree of force to put behind the swing to rend the food for the Master down for the count.

“The dickens I do say, sir. This no fly zone between this lady’s legs has been so airbrushed smooth it leads me to believe they are trying to imply her cooter has been sealed closed and any trace it ever existed erased. There is nothing to report here. Wherever did you get the idea in your head you were seeing her goodies coming out?”

Gator raised the sausage tube over his shoulder and readied his swinger’s stance. “Oh, I guess I just get a little lonely in here form time to time and I allow things to get away from me. This is rather embarrassing. I could have sworn I was eyeballing something worthwhile. Anyway, I do appreciate your coming over and putting your fresh eyes on it and setting me straight. Hope it weren’t no bother.”

The projectile broke through the plate glass front of the store and shattered and short-circuited whatever colorful neon tubes were unfortunate enough to be in its path. It was the metal gas nozzle torn free from the unleaded pump’s hose, spinning end over end like a thrown tomahawk at a whooshing clip of speed through the Get It Quick’s air. The tart odor of gasoline followed in its wake.

Gator, his batter’s swing not yet set loose, was granted just enough time to acknowledge the sounds of breaking glass and turn an eye and see the nozzle come in and strike him along the side of his head. The big tube of Jimmy Dean fell from his hands. Gator briefly wobbled and stumbled, and then dropped to the floor as dignified as a colostomy bag at maximum capacity. He made this painful sounding loud and fleshy smack on hitting the tiles.

“Oh, darling Mr. store employee man, please don’t break my cold and unbeating heart by doing such a cruel thing as murdering the boy I love.”

An ass shaking Uschi was sashaying her way inside the store, her feminine pulchitrude preceding her by a full ten seconds or more.

The oversized eyes of Denny bounced back and forth from the tube of sausage and dropped store clerk. It took him a while, but eventually his brain caught up to what was going on here. White in the face and dry swallowing, he nervously rubbed at the back of his greasy-haired noggin as he thought on the grisly fate he had just by the slimmest of margins avoided.

“Lipstick on hemorrhoids, that boy was going to bean me good, wasn’t he?”

“He sure as shit was. I finished pumping gas and looked up just in time to see him preparing to put a dent in your skull, best thing. Lucky for us I got me some good aim and an arm worthy of Roger Staubach.”

Denny explained to Uschi why he allowed the clerk to lead him over here and put his vulnerable backside to him. “Uncouth cocksucker was gonna kill me just because I couldn’t see any pussy in that Miller Lite poster. I suppose there are some people who just can’t tolerate being proved wrong.”

“Maybe. Or maybe he had other reasons for wanting you dead. Let’s investigate further.”

She approached the still open frozen foods case and helped herself to an individually wrapped frozen corn dog. Then she one-handedly took hold of Gator by the scruff of his neck and lifted him off the floor and propped him up against the front of the sales counter. The corn dog she used as a cold compress and placed on his swelling and bleeding head injury. She slapped him across the face and roughhouse jostled him until he came around enough to be reasonably conscious and self-aware so he could be interrogated.

A moaning and groaning Gator managed to raise a hand and take over pressing the corn dog against his pained skull. Eyesight cleared some and he indulged in his first ever complete and unobstructed vision of Uschi, the Satan animated walking dead. He saw that she was all freak show roomful of bazooms and Tales from the Crypt beauty pageant winner stunning. The filter between his brain and mouth was non-functioning; he told it as he saw it.

“Goddamn, honey, allow me to inform you that in my travels I have just about covered every square-inch of Texas and twice I’ve wandered into a few of the more raunchier parts of Louisiana, and I ain’t ever come across a thing as weirded up wrong looking as you most unfortunately are. Staring at you and your ugliness, I can’t decide between laughing my ass off, or simply whipping my always dependable dick on out and pissing on you in hopes of completing your pitiful ensemble.”

“Not the smartest of things to say to a girl like me in a situation like this. I can not begin to tell you, sir, how much of a poor reflection your actions are on the standard of service I would expect from an establishment such as this. The right thing to do is to report you to your supervisor. But I rarely do right things. The wrong ones are so much more fun. So instead I’m willing to settle for this dollop of hurting and torture I am now going to deliver unto you.”

And Uschi ripped his shirt open, flying buttons going in every available direction. Revealed were a pale chest and a stomach with more jiggly spare tire flab to it than what Gator was comfortable admitting to. The fresh convenience store air draft on such a commonly covered and vulnerable area of Gator’s person compelled him try at breaking free and escaping from the zombie miss. Alas, the best he could accomplish was to fidget and squirm in the spot where she held him solid.

“What are you going to do? Wait, I don’t like this. You are violating my personal space. You should stop. I fear this borders on the sexual. For the love of God, please don’t rape me. I don’t want to be raped by an ugly and weird fucked up woman. I wouldn’t enjoy it.”

Then Gator started to make annoying and emasculating whinny noises.

“I know, I know,” she cooed to him in a counterfeit sympathizing tone of voice. The smile she was giving him was as heartwarming as a child’s arm caught in a meat grinder. “I’m sure you consider what I’m about to do to you as not one bit fair, but this is the shit you get when you fuck with my boyfriend.”

Uschi next violated Gator’s own personal material. She began with spitting a large gob of ice cold spit into his belly button, following that she extended her middle finger and inserted it inside of him. Greased along by her saliva, Uschi found little difficulty in driving the finger in efficiently deep. Her finger took to penetrating his belly button as if this was the task it was always designed to perform. It went in all the way, Gator’s body swallowing the whole thing up to the palm of her hand, and not in the least bit painlessly did it go.

No macho man bullshit for Gator. His helpless body danced in wild, agonized convulsions, eyes rolled back in his head, and a frozen scream trapped at the back of his throat. The bomb on Hiroshima degree of agony that detonated inside of him drove him spectacularly ill. Like an erupting volcano, he vomited his nuked in the microwave macaroni and cheese lunch, an orange and chunky stew that splattered plentifully over the front of both himself and the ugly and weird lady customer. It was hot enough it could almost scald someone’s bare skin, and with a bitter smell of rancid dairy and sour bile.

Limp bits of regurgitated pasta dripping from her face and collecting in her foot long cleavage, an unperturbed Uschi licked the barf off her lips and chin and started to swirl her inserted middle finger around and around in a slow and careful clockwise motion. She was digging for a specific something, and in no time flat she found it. She extracted her finger from the belly button with a loop of small intestine hooked around the end of it.

“Oh, that is ingenious,” commented a standing a safe distance away Denny Gleeth. “That’s some drive-in gore quality enough to give Drew F. Friedman a hard-on.”

“Why thank you, I do consider it rather clever of myself. The idea just popped into my head and I didn’t hesitate to go with it.”

The two feet or more of unearthed intestine was thick around as a common garden water hose and the whitish-pink shade of a wad of bubblegum chewed to beyond the point there was still any flavor left to it. The now uncorked ruptured navel became a bleeding bonanza, rooster tail spurting arcs of rich red plasma that flowed with the forceful energy from a racing heartbeat.

“Why were you about to cave in my best thing’s head?” she evenly inquired of the clerk. Uschi was rotating her wrist and unspooling more and more of the gut from the belly button, wrapping it around her fingers like spaghetti caught up in the tongs of a fork.

A foaming at the mouth Gator screamed in answer, “I was going to feed him to the Master from outer space!”

Uschi almost went with a step back on hearing such Buck Rogers jibber-jabber. “Pardon?”

“It fell from the sky on a meteor. All occurred only a few short days ago. Landed right in my backyard and started out no bigger than a dainty dandelion. But it sure grew awful goddamn fast, I tell you what. It’s telepathic; it broadcast its thoughts directly into my brain. The words it put in my head were so polite and seductive. It made itself my best buddy right quick. We’ve made promises to one another. We’re going to jointly rule the Earth together and enslave all of humankind. Yessir, we are a team with a winning plan. Only it ain’t grown big enough yet for the enslaving and world conquering to get going on any large scale. So for the time being I have it hid out here. I took a pickaxe and knocked a hole in the foundation that runs all the way down to the soil beneath the store. I replanted it right in here. It misses the sun a good amount, cooped up in that dark spot I have it growing in, but I have ways to keep it nourished. I’m feeding it a healthy and regular diet. Feeding the Master like a champion. Not going hungry one bit on my watch. The Master is growing real good now. The world will be ours soon. I’m telling you no stories. You’re looking at the future co-ruler of the planet Earth. I’m better than all you buttfuckers are. You best start showing me some proper-ass respect. The Master will punish you. Won’t you, Master? Come, uproot yourself and show them how great and powerful you are! Crush these insignificant beings! Feast upon them so that you may grow even more powerful!”

First the plate glass front of the store began to rattle and tremble. Not long after the majority of contents on the Get It Quick’s aisle shelves joined in and was also shaking. Then the cinderblock walls were noticeably quaking. It intensified at a fearful rate; steadily developing more pronounced and agitated. A powerful rumbling originating below the foundation bubbled up and impregnated the entire building. Posters and framed state licenses on the walls were jostled loose and dropped to the floor. Jars, canned goods and other products bounced off shelves. Jagged fissures opened in the ceiling’s Sheetrock and the fluorescent lighting had fits, blinking in and out and the tubes breaking apart and shorting out their wiring. Hissing sparks, falling shards of glass and ghostly mercury vapor clouds filled the air. The floor beneath their feet suddenly shifted violently, concrete fragmenting and tiles fracturing.

The spot of floor he was standing on bucked and Denny was raised high as if he was a piece of wood adrift on a strong ocean wave and was tossed off balance. There was just enough time to get off a quick exclamation of “Whoa-nelly!” before he landed somewhere about the center of aisle two, broken jars of jelly and barbecue sauce surrounding him.

The beer and wine cooler exploded as a something large and dangerous came charging out of it. All kinds of thunder and force accompanied the cooler dweller’s entrance. Alcoholic beverages of a wide variety of labels joined with metal, glass and cinderblock debris in swarming through the inside of the store with a mean tornadic velocity.

Denny kept hunkered down with his legs under him and arms crossed over his head. The shelf racks stood in well as a blast barrier and protected him from any major harm.

Things eventually settled. The debris was gone from the clearing air and the building’s rocking and shaking stopped. The new dominate smell in the Get It Quick was spilt liquor, fresh turned earth and something like exotic plant life. Gator’s television set on the counter was still going; it sounded like The Bob Newhart Show was playing.

Slowly, like a green soldier rising from a foxhole after surviving his first mortar shell barrage, Denny put his feet under him and looked out beyond aisle two.

Uschi and Gator had jumped over the sales counter and taken refuge behind it. They were both in the process of standing when Denny was coming up. All of them were at the same moment treated to an excellent view of what it was that had been lurking inside the cooler.

“Behold your new Master, people!” cried Gator. Uschi had stopped playing with the rope of intestine and allowed it all to slide off her fingers and plop to the countertop, where it situated itself into a nasty mound of meat shaped very similar to a pile of dog shit. The belly button hemorrhaging was slacking off, reduced to a steady leak that trickled down the intestinal umbilical cord like raindrops on a windowpane and formed a red puddle around Gator’s feet. His agonies and discomfort were dismissed; the only thing now buzzing through Gator’s warped brain he would acknowledge was the savage glory and otherworldly beauty of his partner in multiple homicides. “The Master will devour you so that the Earth can be ours!”

“We’re under attack,” said Denny, “from a guest star from the worst ever episode of Lost in Space.”

It, this alien invader from beyond our solar system, was a tree. The wide trunk was covered in scaly brown bark and the leafy branches it carried reached high enough to scrape noisily against the store’s ceiling. The fruit these branches produced were its eyeballs; the ripest ones around the size of a farmer’s market fresh peach. They were gruesomely human-like in many details, with a dozen or more hanging on the larger branches. The eyes peeked through the foliage and stared upon Denny and Uschi with less than loveable interest.

“Ain’t nothing positive,” Denny grimaced, “is going to come from an encounter with this unwholesomeness.”

Along with the eyeball fruit, many Get It Quick customers were also seen caught and entangled in the ghastly devil vegetation’s branches. These branches featured multiple spherical and puckered suckers dotting the bark. The suckers had attached themselves, leechlike, in multiple places to the people in the branches and were hungrily draining them. All were dead and in different stages of desiccation ranging from a leathery skeletal cowboy husk shriveled up worse than a mummified cat to a little boy in Power Rangers pajamas with still a fair portion of juicy freshness clinging to him.

“Pathetic Earthlings,” taunted a mad Gator. “Who will save you now?”

With leaves rustling, it slithered along the floor on its wriggling roots with the boneless fluidity of an octopus traversing the bottom of an aquarium tank. As it fast approached Denny, a sizeable group of rubbery vines that seemed better suited for scenery work in a jungle thriller motion picture than contributor to a North Texas convenience store’s décor extended beyond the alien tree’s branches. These vines thrashed and squirmed like water moccasins struggling to swim upstream, making cracking whip sounds as they wrapped around a defenseless Denny’s waist and neck and snatched him up high off the floor.

Denny got his hands on the vines coiled around his neck and fought to break their strangling embrace. Now I know what it feels like to be on the sour end of a calf-roping contest at the rodeo. His legs were kicking as if he were pedaling in an invisible bicycle race. He was useless in freeing himself, the best he managed was his fingernails scrapping away some of the surface bark covering. The tree began to pull him in toward its eager to feed branch suckers.

“And here I am without the Impala’s steering wheel,” said Uschi. “Oh well, I don’t mind improvising. This is mine now.”

And Uschi reached out and got hold of Gator under the chin and ripped his jawbone clean off. There was a can’t miss pop! as joints separated and muscle and sinew tore as easily as the pages from an old thirty-five cents House of Mystery comic book. It looked at first the store clerk’s tongue was going to come along with the mandible, but the tough tendons residing in the throat and mouth came from behind and won the brief tug of war between them and her and kept it. Free of any lower support, the tongue dropped and flopped against Gator’s Adam’s apple like a saturated paintbrush. Gore flowed from his missing chunk of face as if it were spewing from an open wide showerhead and down the front of him. His eyes panic swelled to three times their normal dimensions and arms flailed. Gator tried to scream, but it was difficult to articulate and instead it came off as more of a gargling croak.

She examined the bone, enamel and bit of a lower lip. Gator must’ve been a regular brusher, Uschi surmised. His teeth and gums appeared fine and healthy. That was pleasing news to discover, especially considering the task she had in mind for them.

Uschi’s other hand went behind Gator and without any complication her fingers penetrated into the meat of his backside and burrowed a more than fair ways inside of him. She converted his left shoulder blade into a handle and used it to lift him up off of the floor, her forearm and elbow a brace against his spine so she could hold Gator out before her as a shield. His jawbone her sword, Uschi bounded over the sales counter and charged the creature that had taken her best thing.

By now the tree’s vines were dangling Denny upside-down, his resistance impotent and the loose change falling from his pockets. He was looking as attractive as a worm on a fishing pole’s hook. Other vines came at Uschi, at least a dozen, and closing in fast, wiggling like snakes in copulation frenzy.

“Come on, you rascals,” Uschi said to the vines. “I’m anxious to create some mega damage on y’all.”

And damage the zombie titty woman did make. Gator protecting her from a frontal attack, she put his mandible to work on the vines, hacking whichever ones came around him and got in reach of her. Jim Bowie and his famous namesake blade couldn’t have cut any better.

The vines promptly recoiled, not wanting a thing to do with being pruned. Where they were slashed and severed the wounds secreted a milky white and sticky sap that had an odor like raw beef and a fresh mown lawn. At this point in its development the devil vegetation had a low threshold for pain. Give it another month or so of eating right and healthy growth and it could laugh off a tank attack, but right now an injury of any noteworthy caliber would not be tolerated.

The second attack was a touch more thought out. The man-eating plant’s objective was to remove the human shield she protected herself behind. Whipping and snapping vines came for Gator and wrapped around whatever purchase on him was available. As Gator shook his head no and tried to plead with his eyes to his vegetable best buddy to leave him be, they entwined heavily around his arms and legs like kudzu, pulled hard, and left nothing behind but a bloody and ragged writhing torso. More of them went after his head and face, invading the sockets and uprooting his eyes, finding the tongue and performing what Uschi couldn’t—yanking it away. The ensnared skull was squeezed until it shattered, and mashed brain matter squirted loose like Spam out of a can run over by a speeding pickup truck. Still more vines became like knives and stabbed into the chest and abdomen, going deep and showing no signs of stopping. The ribcage was split apart and lungs were punctured and the plant life thrashed about wildly and destructively around inside them like rats eager to make their escape from a twin set of brown paper grocery bags. Multiple ruinous lacerations on the heart and other organs were performed, shredding the stomach and ripping entrails to muddy slush. Gator was whittled away to chunky grue in a matter of seconds, exposing the decaying corpse super female for attack.

Uschi was by this time in reach of a suspended Denny and was able to cut the vines that held him. He dropped to the rubble-strewn convenience store’s floor and untangled the mass of herbage around his neck. He resumed breathing, sat there on his ass and helplessly watched as a new crop of vines were able to overpower an unshielded Uschi and pick her up.

Gator had not been telling any stories concerning the killer tree’s telepathic gifts. It now broadcasted its thoughts inside both of Uschi and Denny’s minds.

(I will eat you to death, female of the species. But first there shall be some humiliating mistreatment for you. Have at it.)

The devil vegetation maliciously hammered her bountifully bosomed rotting dead person into the aisle shelves. She smashed all she came in contact with. Impact with the canned goods section was especially rough; they didn’t show much give at all give when she was meeting them.

(What Gator told you is only a half-truth. I am on your planet to overtake, correct, but I have no intentions of ruling you miserable beasts. All I care to do is eat you. You are indeed tasty apes, this I can not deny. I told Gator what he wanted to hear so that he would act as my willing slave and care for me during my more vulnerable development period. Another week or two of his aid, and then I would have been large enough to betray his trust and consume his bodily fluids. I hope that didn’t come off sounding too heartless. Because I am not a heartless thing. I can love. I can sympathize with others. Don’t judge me too fast. As apes go, Gator was an enjoyable pet. He was good to me and fine company. His services were appreciated, and I must admit I will miss him. Now I must move on and find another weak-willed ape and con him into taking care of me until I am ready to go out on my own and destroy your world’s armies and feast on all the living matter your planet has. I would offer the task to you, male of the species, but I sense you possess more intestinal fortitude than I am willing to put up with. I will simply have to satisfy myself in eating you and your mate. Once your world is stripped barren of nourishment and I am satiated, I will do as I have done countless times before and launch a seedpod containing my intellect into outer space and move on in search for the next populated planet to appease my unending appetite. I know it may not be the most glamorous existence, but it is what I do. I am happy enough with my lot in life.)

Uschi was stirring. While the dust cloud caused by her collision with what was likely the majority of the Get It Quick’s inventory began to settle around her, her head came off the cracked and leaking bottle of Windex it was resting upon like a pillow. Gator’s jawbone was still with her, clutched in her hand. She went back to work with it. She cut any vine that encroached on her and ran at the tree. Not wanting it to try escaping from her, she stomped a cha-cha shoe wearing foot down on a particularly fat root, pinning the plant to this one spot. Uschi next began to swing the jawbone as if it were a hatchet, chopping away at the tree.

(Damnit, that hurts.)

At that same moment the devil vegetation was coming again for Denny, one vine behaving like a tentacle and slithering around his leg all the way up to the hip. Denny found in the wreckage close beside him a shard of glass that once belonged to a Hellmann’s jar of mayonnaise. It reminded Denny of what he imagined a dragon’s tooth must look like: serrated, number of inches in length, and curved a scimitar’s blade crescent shape. Could be he could perform a miracle or two with this nasty bit of trash.

He slashed at the vine and was amazed when he found he won his freedom. The mayonnaise-slimed glass went through the vegetable matter like a machete on cardboard, hardly any resistance. Then he looked over at Uschi and saw the wood chips flying where she was hitting the trunk. Sure, a sharp-edged tool would’ve performed better, but don’t sell Gator’s back molars short, they were getting the job done on the tree’s fibrous, moist material. Uschi never showed signs of tiring, never deviated in the amount of unholy supernatural power she devoted to the chore. Her arm was a blur as it went down and came up, down and up relentlessly against the trunk.

(You dare to assault a devourer of worlds in such a classless manner. For this your suffering shall be the stuff of legend.)

Vines were reaching out of the branches and closing in on her, anxious to put a stop to her malicious lumberjack mischief.

She needs me.

With no concern for his own well-being or any hesitation, Denny sprang to his feet and raced to join his homemade zombie girlfriend under the man-eating tree.

“I got your back, sugar cube,” Denny told her.

“I know you do, best thing,” Uschi told him.

He and the broken Hellmann’s jar prevented any nonsense out of the devil vegetation from interfering in Uschi’s wood cutting chore. A hack and slash sending all vines back in sliced and sap-bleeding retreat whenever they got too close to her.

(I will deplete you both of every last particle of digestible material. I so swear that I will.)

When about halfway through the plant, Uschi ceased chopping. She lowered her unbothered arm, not a drop of sweat anywhere on her, you’d need to start with a heartbeat for it to be racing, and no breath for her to be huffing and puffing to try and recover. She told Denny to back up a ways and heisted one of her legs and executed an amateur karate fighter style sidekick directly above where she had been cutting.

Whole fucking lot of oomph behind that kick—getting backed over by a truck might’ve gone more gently. Perhaps yelling “Timbre!” may have been appropriate, but neither Uschi nor Denny thought to do that. Uprooted as it was the devil vegetation’s center of gravity was all top half; there was no hope of it remaining upright. It toppled over, the trunk splintering and snapping in two with a great cracking report. The felled world-eating thing from another solar system came crashing down on the sales counter, smashing it to bits. The electric cash register managed a final ring before it was bashed into a shorted-out mess. Little TV set turned off for the final time. The CASHIER DOES NOT KNOW THE COMBINATION TO THE STORE SAFE sign broke into three separate pieces. The ever-popular adult reading material newsstand behind the counter was torn asunder, dirty picture magazines cruelly decimated.

Uschi dropped Gator’s jawbone, and Denny tossed aside the fragment of mayonnaise jar glass. They watched together as the plant’s leaves blackened and withered like a vegetable garden victimized by an unexpected late spring freeze. The eyeballs suddenly spoiled and rotted and dropped from the branches. Those troublesome vines now lay lifeless and motionless.

But the slaying of the thing was still not finished. Like any plant, it was not dead until you killed the roots. The less than a foot high stump scuttled along the floor on its root ends, and was leaving an obvious trail through the convenience store debris easy for Uschi to follow. As she tracked it down and got hold of it with both hands, it put these words into their heads:

(I will yet have your world!)

An empty boast. For as it telepathically spoke, Uschi was approaching the nearest available wall space and mercilessly set to work battering the stump of the devil vegetation against it three to four dozen times. She pounded the plant into a weak and pulpy mess. After that she returned to the frozen foods case and dropped it inside with the ice cream and microwave enchiladas and chicken pot pies.

“Now you go right ahead,” she told it, “and make your sorry self comfortable in there. Make some new friends. I bet you and that bag of frozen peas beside you have got a lot in common.”

Uschi slammed the lid on the case shut.

“Honey,” said Denny. “There’s something you need to know.”

“What is that, best thing?”

“You got a kinda something going on.”

It was difficult for him to put the problem in words, so he just pointed at her general upper body half and tried to convey with his facial expression what that something was.

She misunderstood the direction he was pointing in and assumed he was referring to something below the neckline. She looked down at herself and did find a wardrobe malfunction currently in progress. Whoops, nipple slip. Her great big right titty had sometime during the rumble tumble popped out of her latex nurse’s costume and was seeking adventure. That big areola in the center was as black as a thrill killer’s intention’s.

“I guess it’s got a mind of its own.” And Uschi grabbed hold of her anti-freeze and peanut butter fattened hooter and returned it home back inside the dress. She gave it a couple of jiggling palm pats to be certain it was secure. “How is it Vampirella never has this trouble?”

“That’s not actually what I’m talking about. Up. What you got is happening higher up.”

“Huh?” She put her hands on her cadaver bliss face and started to feel around the cheeks and chin.

“Still higher, sugar cube.”

Felt around her eyes.

“You’re getting real close. More along the left temple. No, my left. There you go.”

Uschi’s fingers found a hockey puck shaped object attached to the side of her brow. She tapped a fingernail against it and there was a recognizable metal tink, tink sound.

“What the fuck is this?” she asked.

It was a can of tunafish. A 5 OZ. can of StarKist, to be specific. She must’ve acquired it when the devil vegetation walloped her into the shelves. It was mounted on Uschi’s head not too terribly far above her left eye, protruding like the stub of a sawn off horn. She tried to pry it off, but it was embedded in her quite firmly. Downright uncooperative thing, the can was. Fucker had its own agenda: stay where it was. It would not relinquish its new home. Uschi used both hands and a lot of body english to tug and yank, but no hope. It was as if it was somehow fused to her skull.

“Aw man, come on,” she complained and continued struggling with the can’s removal. “Come on. Work with me. Work with me.”

The StarKist’s paper label did manage to tear off. She supposed that was a puny victory of a sort.

She found a bottle of Quaker State motor oil on the floor, opened it and poured a liberal amount over the can, hoping this would make things slippery enough for taking it off. But it only complicated matters for the worse. Now Uschi couldn’t master a firm grip, her hands sliding and flying off.

“Let’s find the bathroom,” suggested Denny. “Maybe we can figure this out in there.”

In the washroom—a tiny one sink and one toilet closet of a room—the faucet was turned on and a bunch of paper towels wetted. Uschi and Denny together industriously worked cleaning the oil and whatever else was on the can off.

In the mirror bolted to the wall above the sink, in a lower corner, there was a decal applied to the glass. It was old, speckled with water stains, and showing a topless hippie chick holding an oversized sunflower in her hand and a peace symbol painted over each of her saggy nature girl titties. Beneath that were the words LET IT ALL HANG OUT, BABY.

Uschi eyeballed that sticker and was not at all in the mood to let it all hang out. She wanted the tunafish off her head and everything else returned to her idea of normal. Uschi wanted that now. She was getting pissed.

Okay, ready to give it another try. Standing there in the cramped, smelly shithouse, her back arched and head leaning back, the only sounds were of the trickling of the faucet water continuing to run and the fleshy squish of fingernails digging in deep for the best possible hold. Uschi pulled with all she had.

And all she had came up short. Failed again. Hands came away missing four nails and the StarKist unbudged.

Denny got out his pocketknife. “Here, give this a go.”

“It’s nut cutting time.” Uschi forced the blade through her skin and wedged a good majority of it between skull bone and can metal. The objective was to work it like a spatula on a pancake stuck to the griddle—just pop that motherfucker clean off. She started to pry the knife’s blade away from her head.

Barely into the operation when: Glink.

Glink was the sound of a Dunlap pocketknife’s blade breaking apart.

“You got to be shitting me?”

“No,” informed an increasingly frustrated Denny. “No shitting. It broke.”

Uschi could feel the short nub of blade where the break occurred, saw it in the mirror’s reflection peeking out beneath the can. She looked at the impotent knife’s handle in her hand. The sad luster of coming to terms with defeat washed over her dead girl’s eyes; she calmly said, “Well, color me disappointed.”

“Sorry.”

“What have you got be sorry for, best thing? It’s not your fault.” She gave the knife handle back to Denny, and he tossed it right away into the trash. She turned off the faucet and leaned herself against the sink, hands on the sides of it and head lowered. Uschi stayed that way for a spell. Quiet, settled, contemplative.

Denny stepped back and watched her. He didn’t know what to do. In his life there had never been anyone to step up and comfort him when he was in a bad way, and his lack of experience kept him frozen in place and unable to find words to say to her that might be of some help. All he could do was leave her alone. Let her work it out herself.

Uschi decided to go apeshit.

She suddenly belted out a Fay Wray in the hollow of Kong’s hand scream and ripped the sink from the wall. Severed pipes gushed and immediately flooded the floor. She turned away from the mirror and her classy cha-cha shoes slipped in the water and legs went out from under her and she fell on her ass. A pipe sprayed Uschi in the face like a clown’s seltzer bottle and stopped her screaming. She awkwardly kept the sink in her hands as she made her way to a standing position.

More senseless vandalism was called for. She raised the sink over her head, hitting the ceiling light fixture and busting two out of the three fluorescent tubes, and quite forcefully she spiked the sink into the commode’s bowl. There followed a whale of a crash and the biggest splash this bathroom would ever have. Toilet and sink both shattered to crumbs and more water gushed. She kicked the tank in to complete the destruction.

“I do not deserve this!” Uschi raged. “I swear I don’t!”

She punctuated her remarks by smashing the mirror and hunting down that stupid little hippie sticker. She took particular mean joy in tearing it to itty-bitty bits. Then she punched a series of holes in the cinderblock walls and stomped the bathroom door off its hinges.

Surly, miserable, filthy and wetter than a half drowned dog, she turned toward Denny and said to him in a sad, pouting voice, “I need you to be honest with me, best thing. Can you love a zombie with tunafish stuck to her head?”

And just like that Denny Gleeth all of a sudden knew exactly how he should comfort his watermelon-chested walking dead delight. It didn’t have to be anything special or grand. He only had to be himself and show her in his own way he cared and was there for her.

Denny stepped forward and embraced her in his arms and kissed her long and passionately. This was the first time in their relationship he had initiated such intimacy between them. Up until now Uschi was the one to always be the aggressor in such matters. When that was done, he then raised his mouth and kissed the tunafish can.

“I don’t know if I could love just any zombie with tunafish on her head,” he said while holding her face up by the chin and staring unflinchingly into her eyes. “But I sure as hell know I love this one. There is nothing that can change that. I’m more than likely to always be the first to admit there ain’t that much to me, but what there is—every last little grain of it—is here for you and won’t stop loving you no matter what.”

She was smiling now, after hearing all that, her attitude undergoing a total one-hundred-fifty-degree turn. “Goddamn, boy, you got it all going on for you, don’t you? Good looking, a dick that won’t quit when it comes to making me feel super good, and now I find you’re one silver-tongued bastard as well. Best thing to ever happen to me.”

The world saved from alien fauna annihilation, it was time to leave this shitty-ass establishment. Denny at her side, Uschi exited the Get It Quick with a gallon jug of milk in her hand. Open and upended, she allowed its contents to empty on the parking lot asphalt as they made their way to the gas pumps.

The cows across the street from the store huddled together at the fence line. Equally spooked and curious, they intensely watched the unnatural Uschi and mooed her.

She gave them a friendly wave. “Hey there, livestock.”

Denny reached inside his car and pushed in the dashboard cigarette lighter.

Earlier, before barehanded removing the nozzle from the unleaded hose, Uschi had thoughtfully tied a knot in it to prevent any major gasoline spillage. Now she untied that knot and filled the milk jug. She didn’t bother with a second knot, just discarding the hose when its usefulness was done and allowed it to pump fuel out onto the lot.

The lighter popped and was ready to go. She took it and the jug of gas back into the store. She thoroughly doused the dead tree and other spots and used the red-hot end of the cigarette lighter to set on fire a torn open roll of Bounty paper towels.

Uschi tossed the burning roll and hightailed it from the Get It Quick as fast she could go. Her hands clutched at her huge bosoms to prevent them from bouncing too high and flogging her in the face as she was in full run. She reached the El Camino, where Denny was already behind the wheel. The engine was running and in gear, and she was shutting the door and putting on her seatbelt as they got moving.

The fire spread at an awesome clip of speed. As the El Camino got on the road and began to drive off, the gas spilling over the parking lot reached the blaze. Instantly an orange carpet of fire spread and raced to the pumps. There was a colossal explosion and a thirty-foot-tall fireball was brought into the world and the little country store was removed from it. A huge, flame-belching crater in the blacktop was now where the gas pumps once stood. A hailstorm of blazing debris of a variety of sizes and variable grade of being aflame fell in all directions.

The terrified cows screamed like the doors to the slaughterhouse were thrown open and they were being treated to an educational peek inside. They promptly dispersed and skeedaddled for safer territories.

The shock wave from the blast reached the El Camino and forced it to fishtail, swerving over into the other lane, tires squealing. The intense heat blistered and bubbled the paint job on the tailgate. Denny fought with the steering wheel, won the battle, and never took his foot of the accelerator.

“I just went and had me a revelation of a thought,” said Uschi.

“What about, darling?” said Denny.

“We never did get your Dr Pepper and a Sprite for me.”

“You’re right. That is a disappointment, ain’t it? Sorry.”

“We’ll survive.”
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Chapter Sixteen

Hondo was in the front yard of his trailer home and playing Frisbee by himself. Shirtless and in blue jeans, he tossed the plastic disc up in the air at a sharp forty-five degree angle toward the morning sky, lot of muscle behind it so it’d really take off and soar high. This wasn’t actually an authentic made by Whammo Frisbee, only the lid to a can of Folgers coffee. But it worked as well as a real Frisbee, giving Hondo a lot of fun.

He watched as it reached the peak of its ascension and commenced to descend. He scrambled to position himself under it before it was too late and the Frisbee could hit the ground. His legs were pumping through the yard’s unkempt grass, footfalls squishy when they struck the saturated and muddy from last night’s storm ground, the wind blowing in his Allman Brothers’ hair and Jesus beard. A lit cigarette was going between his lips as he was at play, puffing away. The ash from the end of the smoke dropped on him and mixed with the sweat coating his bare chest and speckled him like runny bird shit clods on the windshield of a car. His eyes never wavered from his spinning quarry, face rigid in locked concentration. It was going to be close. He looked like he might be a step behind this one. He stretched out his arm and was just in time to catch it by his fingertips.

About that time was when a pimp’s suit purple El Camino with a rubber shrunken head dangling from the rearview mirror and Chewbacca action figure glued to the top of the dashboard pulled in the drive and parked behind the up on cinderblocks Impala. Hondo watched with the coffee can lid absently spinning on the end of his finger as the car came to a stop and the engine shut off. He put a hand over his eyes to block the sun and recognized the girl in the passenger seat—the titties and green darling who came by yesterday morning shopping for weed.

Uschi told Denny, “I just want to pop in here real quick and tell everybody howdy and kill them.” The barbed wire sewn into her assembled like a jigsaw puzzle figure was looking especially sparkly in the bright sunlight of the day. She was perfumed in an entire can’s worth of Black Flag ant and roach killer spray. “Then we’ll hightail it from here for good, okay?”

“Uh, okay. I suppose. If that’s what you really care to do.” Denny was in jeans and a Faster Pussycat! Kill! Kill! T-shirt that flaunted much Tura Satana cleavage. A fresh Jerry Lewis as Buddy Love in The Nutty Professor varnish of hair pomade was in the psychobilly hairstyle his homemade zombie girlfriend now insisted he maintain.

They weren’t done with Li’l Bocephus. Uschi intended to keep him close by so she could continue eating on him for a while yet. Dormant these daylight hours, he was in the bed of the El Camino, rolled up inside a bed comforter as tight as the meat in the center of a tamale, sealed in snug with duct tape to keep the damaging rays of the sun away from him. Dozens of miscellaneous blessed pages from The Watchtower were glued in place over nearly every square inch outside the comforter to prevent an escape after sundown.

“Hey, Queen Gazongas,” said Hondo at Uschi’s exiting the El Camino. “Good to have you back on the Ponderosa. Needing some more pot? That’s cool. Or maybe this time around I can interest you in something stronger? What can I help you with?”

Uschi was wearing a quite saucy original Fredrick’s of Hollywood fetish red and black latex nurse’s costume. The short skirt hugged her hips as tight as the skin on a copperhead snake and squeaked like a dog’s chew toy whenever she moved fast or sudden. The neckline was cut low and provided access for a bonanza of Ziploc implants augmented breast exposure. The hosiery on her legs streetwalker fishnets and on her feet cha-cha shoes hot enough to make Dawn Davenport homicidal with jealousy. Finishing out the ensemble was a little retro nurse’s cap on top of her long and lustrous locks of platinum blonde hair.

“You can help me,” she informed the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis’s top drug dealer, “by acting like a top-notch sweetie and allowing me to murder you ninja killing cool wise.”

The Frisbee/Folgers’ can lid stopped spinning and fell from the end of his finger and dropped forgotten to the grass. “What the fuck sort of talk is that?” he demanded with lips separating wide enough for the cigarette to loose its perch and also plummet to the ground.

Smile on her rancid spookshow face, she stepped up to the driver’s side of the Chevy Impala and put her fist through the window glass. She took hold of the steering wheel roughly somewhere around the ten o’clock position and tore it loose with no more than a quick yank accompanied by the unmistakable sounds of metal tearing and plastic snapping apart. She brought the wheel out and held it up in front of herself. Uschi did all of that as easily as if she were fetching a done meatloaf from the oven.

Hondo’s .38 Smith & Wesson was in a back pocket of his jeans. He went for it. But Uschi was quicker.

She was on him before the gun could clear denim, swinging her arm out with the Impala’s steering wheel on the end of it as if it were a scythe. Made this great whoosh of a sound as it sliced the air and went towards Hondo’s head at a horizontal angle and hit the skull around two inches above the eyebrows. So quick and with such inhuman Satan made force behind the swing, the steering wheel cut clean and effectively through the bone and brain.

The top of Hondo’s head popped off of him as flawlessly as the removal of a bottle cap. The skullcap, fuzzy on one side with a thick tuff of hair and now perfect on the other side to work as a breakfast bowl for a kid to eat his Freakies brand cereal from while sitting in front of the television set and watching Saturday morning cartoons, flew a decent distance, spinning around and around during its flight as good as Hondo’s Frisbee, and became lost in the weeds and grass when it landed somewhere in the shaggy lawn. The amount of brain cut loose and sent sailing from the cranium the same moment the skullcap departed was the size of a porkchop and was able to reach the cement walkway leading to the trailer home’s front door. It crashed with a wet splatter and puddled like chunky dog barf.

And now there was one less drug dealer to trouble the world.

Denny saw the kill go down from the comfort of the El Camino. “Thunder clitoris,” he whispered to himself. That was an act of extreme termination worthy of one of the more quality practical effects Tom Savini would do in any of the better Friday the 13th movies.

The small smattering of neighbors that witnessed the creatively different and in broad daylight murder quickly averted their eyes and made themselves scarce. Nobody at the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis ever wanted to get involved with other people’s affairs. Especially the criminal ones.

The gore that poured down dead Hondo’s face and drenched his beard was a textbook example of what the professional wrestler’s commonly call in the business a crimson mask. The body fell forward and into Uschi’s waiting arms. She reached inside the skull and filled the hollow of her hand with the remaining brain and scooped it out. As Hondo’s corpse was cast aside and dropped to the ground, she crammed the choice cut of meat in her mouth. Jaws laboring, her food was slowly chewed as she stood there in the front yard and admired her fingernail polish. She had to swallow twice to get it all down her throat.

That was some capital brain eating. Made Uschi hungry for more. Got to have more.

From there she went to the cement walkway and put herself down on all fours in front of the last remaining portion of Hondo’s brain. The ants had already found it and were swarming. No biggie, they’re supposed to be high in protein. Invoking the five-second rule, she slurped the puddle up and enjoyed.

Attention then turned to the trailer home. Uschi could sense a number of warm and alive human beings inside, waiting to receive her company.

“Hey there, good Americans!” She yelled that out as she entered Hondo’s trailer home so everyone inside would be aware Uschi was here and taking charge. The living room carpeting had never been cleaned and was sticky from years of accumulated filth; each footstep Uschi made on it made this tearing sound quite similar to strips of Velcro being separated. The place smelled like burnt hair and unsanitary toilet water and the vile fluids that collect at the bottom of a full kitchen trash bag and long time unwashed human beings.

There was this dude on the sofa, dirty and unwholesome, splayed across the cushions as if he were growing on them like some renegade mutant fungus. He wore a wash faded Cradle of Filth T-shirt and piss-stained boxer shorts. His dick was out, poking through the flap in the shorts. The head of his tallywhacker was almost walnut-sized and was adorned on top with a tattoo no bigger than a thumbprint of a blue and green butterfly. He ate a taco and watched a movie on TV. He seemed inclined to hardly acknowledge Uschi’s presence. He finished his taco and drank chocolate milk from an old pickle jar.

The movie he was watching was Highlander. People getting their noggins lopped off by swords left and right, the main title theme performed by Queen, and big Clancy Brown doing his badass shit better than anyone else.

The sofa surfer’s words rode out of his mouth upon an unsavory and palatable belch. “What you want, bitch?” His teeth were saddle leather brown.

Stepping in close on the sofa and its occupant, Uschi examined the bare feet of the dude. He had large, hairy gorilla toes. She caught hold of him by one of his big toes. It wasn’t a hard grip at all, mostly fingertips, and light enough to barely go noticed.

“Uh?” said the dude, and his eyebrows arched in mild curiosity. The high he was currently on kept him hardly caring what was going on way down there, but still he felt compelled to give it at least a halfass investigation. He lifted his head and aimed his eyes at his feet. “Why is my toe being bothered?”

Uschi broke the toe off where it joined with the foot. All that was required was a brief and brittle snap of bone and a swift rending of flesh and it was removed.

Naturally, she ate it; the bark-like toenail crunchy between her rear molars like a piece of hard candy.

Damn if this didn’t manage to get some excitement into the dude. Right suddenly he couldn’t help but get to moving. The nine-toed wonder ejected himself from the sofa as fast as a horse-kicked dog hightailing it for safer territory. He was screaming and all in a fit and behaving like a flightless bird just desperate for once the experience of soaring, flapping his arms in all directions all at once.

“Oh, it isn’t that bad,” said Uschi. “Many people with less than the standard number of toes on their feet have gone on to have full, productive and, yes, even making a positive contribution to society lives. I’m sure you can too.”

The Impala’s steering wheel was still with Uschi, in her hand, gore-slimed, but otherwise in fine and dandy condition.

“That is they can have lives like that as long as no shit like this then comes along and befalls them.”

She raised the steering wheel and hammered it at a vertical angle into the dude’s breastbone. The Cradle of Filth T-shirt ripped and his flesh parted and the bone shattered. The wheel buried itself a full quarter of the way inside him, now lodged in tight and solid and reluctant to leave, like a coin trapped in a vending machine’s jammed slot.

The screaming and the get up and go activity all instantly stopped. Like the shrapnel from a detonated handgrenade, bone shards went in all directions through the dude’s internals at a high velocity. The lungs received multiple punctures, and breathing now was a taxing strain to endure. The abdominal cavity and its contents were violated and quick to bleed and leak other fluids.

He looked at Uschi with this flawlessly pathetic “How could you do this to me?” expression. And then expired.

Next Uschi sat him back down on the sofa. She peeled his scalp back and cracked his skull open. His brain was just as good eating as Hondo’s.

There was another one waiting for her in the kitchen. Uschi was happy about that. The brains of Hondo and the sofa surfer were delicious, but not all that filling. There was room for much more.

This one was looking like a failed tennis pro hit hard times, all grungy sweatband on his head and white socks on his sneakers wearing feet and tight shorts that showed the outline of his phallus. But instead of a racket in his hands he was carrying a Heckler & Koch G-11 assault rifle. He stood with his back to the kitchen counter.

The sofa surfer’s screaming having alerted him to trouble on the premises, Tennis Boy screamed himself once he saw an approaching Uschi’s Revenge of the Zombies and City of the Living Dead double feature at the drive-in gorgeous good looks. He started to raise the rifle, putting the stock to his shoulder and elevating the barrel.

She attacked with the steering wheel, swatting the rifle free of his grasp before he could take aim. His one shot went wild and blasted to smithereens the dirty dishes piled up high in the sink. The report of the shot was positively painful to the eardrums of both Tennis Boy and the built like a brick shithouse zombie.

“Hi there,” she grinned big and told him as hearing returned and the damages in the sink started to settle. After pinning him up against the counter and giving him nowhere to skeedaddle, she raised a hand and made the Mr. Spock fingers split apart down the center Vulcan salute. “Squa Tront, motherfucker.”

There was a dirty steak knife in easy reach. Uschi helped herself to it with her Spock saluting hand. Its stainless steel serrated blade was roughly six inches in length and appeared quite durable. Should work like a champ for what she had in mind.

Tennis Boy saw that the knife was being lowered in a Jack the Ripper on the hunt for a Whitechapel strumpet to butcher menacing fashion toward his face. He raised his arms and grabbed at her arm, attempting to divert it from him and force her to drop it. He couldn’t make any of that happen, his brawn too little against the hellish strength Uschi possessed. Untroubled, the steak knife continued its murderous progress. She inserted the blade’s entire length up his right nostril, piercing deep into the brain. She then jiggled it around for a good, hard while. Tennis Boy’s life span was cut short and a trailer park lobotomy was achieved. The brain was promptly pureed to the creamy consistency of peaches and cream yogurt.

Uschi removed the knife and put her lips to his nose and sucked out the skull smoothie. The mucus it acquired as it passed through the nasal passageways gave it this extra salty kick that did not go unappreciated.

The final trailer house resident was Margo, Hondo’s charming air-conditioning repair trade school student wife. Uschi came upon her in the bedroom. She was on the bed, open textbooks scattered around her, and taking a pause in her homework to smoke some crystal meth. She had the burnt-blackened glass pipe to her mouth and her lighter was just about a dead soldier; she had to work at it a number of frustrating times before a spark caught flame. Long experience with holding the hot pipe made her fingers swollen and blisters callused; the nails chewed down to the quick. The meth melted, turned to smoke, and she inhaled it fast and deep.

Margo looked with her sunken-in eyes up at Uschi standing at the foot of the bed. Her svelte physique was that of the only recently liberated from a concentration camp. The tube top and skirt she wore were barely able to maintain hanging on her. Her skin was spotted in parts with scabbed over sores and pimples. The Thundarr tattoo on her arm and Ookla the Mok on the inside of a thigh were looking poorly. The hair in her armpits was wild and wooly enough for them to make a Bomba the Jungle Boy movie in. She was tweaking; body shaking and grinding her jaws, riding a rush that had her feeling hyped enough to run through a brick wall.

“Was that you out there making all that noise?” She picked at the invisible insects she was confident were crawling over her. “I don’t appreciate loud noises while I’m studying.”

“Yeah, girlfriend, that was me. Well, mostly me, I did have some help. But those boys will be nothing but silent from here on out.”

Fighting with that low on fluid lighter again, trying over and over to get it to make fire. “You wanting to get some more weed, then talk to Hondo. He’s the man for that.”

“I’ve already seen Hondo. He’s dead and his brain is now sitting comfortably in my tummy.”

Margo stopped tussling with the lighter. Paid all the attention she could muster on the weird-ass looking gal. “Do what?” she inquired.

“I’m Uschi.” She had hands on her hips and the Impala’s steering wheel hanging off her grotesquely ample bosoms like some raunchy parody of an ornament on a Christmas tree branch. “And I will be your killer today.”

Quick as a snake, Margo’s arm darted under a pillow and then came back out clutching one mean-ass looking machete. Brandishing it above her head, she bolted off the bed and charged Uschi.

The wheel came off Uschi’s tits and she batted it against Margo’s wrist. The hand went numb and the machete dropped from her unresponsive fingers. Margo was put on the floor when Uschi used the steering wheel to break her clavicle.

Uschi next reached inside Margo’s mouth. Margo gagged and fidgeted and went blue in the face and did a piss poor job of trying to stop Uschi from doing this. A scream from her like a bald tire unable to gain any traction on a slick patch of road escaped past the invading hand.

The flesh inside the meth head’s mouth was rough and dry as old and cracked car upholstery. The tongue was useless in its efforts to expel Uschi. A knuckle brushed against the uvula at the back of the throat.

Uschi made a fist and punched her way through the palate at the top of the mouth, the whole hand intruding into the skull, and got after the brain. Needed to be careful, this one was a particularly slippery thing to wrangle. The son of a bitch eluded her grasp like a slimy stock tank tadpole determined to remain free. Uschi had to work to make this one hers, but eventually her wiggling fingers were able to seize a good enough hold and the brain was plucked off its stem and it now belonged exclusively to her. It slipped past Margo’s lips as simple as taking a 9-volt battery from a smoke alarm.

The laid naked brain was raw pork pink and with tiny blue and purple blood vessels running all through it, the cerebral folds deep and pronounced. She was halfway done with eating it when she stepped out of the trailer home and waved for Denny to get out of the El Camino and join her inside.

He emphatically shook his head no. He would really prefer to stay out of the crack house.

Uschi retaliated with a “Pretty please with sugar on top do this for me” expression on her post autopsy face.

Denny relented. He left the El Camino and started the walk toward the front door.

“Sorry to keep you waiting like that, best thing. Who knew brain eating could be so time consuming?”

“I didn’t mind the wait. What I do mind is being inside this nasty home. I told you I didn’t want to associate with these kinds of people. I’m alright with you killing them; just don’t let me near them.”

Uschi spoke around her final bite of brain. “Now, don’t be a surly bear.”

“I want to go home. I want to be with my books and videotapes and my action figures.”

“I already explained to you earlier, best thing, that part of your life is now concluded. We’re putting this trailer park in our rearview mirror and never returning. You and I are hitting the open road and from here on out will be seeking adventure and things to get in fights with. You don’t need to live vicariously through books and movies anymore. I’m gonna make your life better and more entertaining and thrilling than any book. Even the ones written by Joe R. Lansdale.”

The dead remains of Margo, Tennis Boy and the sofa surfer dude were stacked one on top of the other in a mound in the center of the living room floor. On the television, Highlander was done and its end credits were rolling.

“What’s this outré shit?” Denny asked.

Bodacious ta-tas bouncing and hips wiggling, Uschi put her whole physique to work to pull the squeaky skirt of her latex nurse’s costume up around her waist. She then laid herself over her kills and spread her legs ingloriously wide. Her pussy was wet and drizzling and smelling strongly like the dead and sun decayed fish lining the bottom of a draught ravaged lake.

“It’s a fantasy of mine,” she said, “to be fucked while being the cherry on top of a corpse sundae made by my own two hands. Do that for me, best thing. Please make my fantasy come true.”

Now that she mentioned it, the endeavor did sound rather enticing. Denny came out of his pants erection first.

The dead bodies made a fine mattress for their lovemaking. They were comfortably firm but still with plenty of room for sexy action bounce. The occasional trapped gases farting and belching was ignored, along with the unclean contents of released bowels and bladders oozing out of the pile.

Bonanza was now getting started on the television set. Without ever consciously becoming aware of it, the motions of Denny’s pelvic thrusts fell in perfect synch with the beat of the show’s dynamic opening theme music. They were post coital before the commercials could even begin.

“Sorry about that,” an embarrassed Denny apologized while still on top of Uschi. “You probably wanted that to last longer than what I could give you. Fucker and mother. If it had been one of the earlier episodes with Pernell Roberts as oldest son Adam, I might have managed another five to eight seconds. I let you down. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay, best thing. Don’t go into a fit over it.” She was able to hide her disappointment and give him an understanding grin and a reassuring pat on the shoulder. She understood that not every time up to bat could be a homer. “Don’t worry you’re pretty little head over it. We’ll try it this way again real soon. Only next time with more bodies beneath us, I promise.”
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Chapter Four

In the age of the original theatrical release of Smokey and the Bandit, Frampton Comes Alive the vinyl album everybody in America under the age of thirty-five seemed compelled to own, and pert near every teenage boy was jacking off to the Farrah Fawcett Majors’s big hair, bigger teeth and biggest perky nipples poster, there was this lazy and piss-poor excuse for a sweet potato farmer from Texarkana sitting on his front porch swing and miserable because the power company won’t accept sincere promises in place of a check that don’t bounce and was missing out on his air-conditioning and his favorite Saturday night television programming.

When out of the darkness came a little girl child who appeared no older than six and was dressed in a torn and dirtied small dress. She had the palest complexion you could ever imagine finding on a young one. She told the sweet potato farmer in a voice warbling with barely held back tears a heartbreaking tale of being lost and desperate to find her Momma and Daddy.

A decent enough fellow, the sweet potato farmer was immediately touched by the poor child’s sorrowful plight and offered to let her come on inside his house and they would get hold of the police right quick. Thank God the Ma Bell payment was only twice past due at this point and still operational. “Don’t cry, child, we’ll get everything sorted out and you reunited with your folks.”

She was worn out and rough looking, so he came down off the porch and picked her up in his arms and carried her inside. Her skin was cold enough to chill a carton of milk. Before the screen door could finish slamming shut behind them she had her mouth to his neck and was hanging on to him like a tick on a dog. The attack on him so sudden and ungodly fierce there was no chance at defending himself. Girl drank him like he was a Dr Pepper on a hot day.

The very next evening the sweet potato farmer awoke, still a shitload deceased but now ready to confront the world with a new get up and get things done the way he wanted them done attitude and a positively feral hunger to keep satisfied.

Li’l Bocephus was working hard at the Home Depot, helping himself to another foot or more of duct tape, the ugly sound of it tearing off the roll reverberating through the aisle. He used his needle teeth to cut it free and awkwardly swathed the tape around his belly along with the other pieces already bandaging him. He’d been preoccupied at this task for a stretch of time now, this taping himself back together, the floor space close to his feet littered with dozens of bare cardboard rolls and ripped away cellophane wrapping. The country boy undead was entirely mummified between groin and man tits. His fingers were sticky and filthy.

He had stopped the drizzle of eye jelly by corking his eye socket with a clod of steel wool. From duct tape and an asphalt roof shingle, he fashioned a Phantom of the Opera style half mask to cover the mauled part of his face.

He right then smelled powerfully like diseased livestock and excited flies swarmed him. He kept his lower lip Copenhagen loaded and used any ol’ spot he might fancy of the floor as his cuspidor, small brown spit puddles all about.

Nothing would stay where he goddamn wanted it to stay. Every time he would manage to bundle his unspooled organs and such up into his arms and cram them once again inside his abdominal cavern, Li’l Bocephus would be treated to maybe a full two minutes of peace before the rip in his belly oozed back open and it all came messily plopping back out.

Well, even the most ignorant Yankee knows dependable duct tape can fix anything. Wasn’t the prettiest repair job, but it did so far keep him intact.

The blood splatter decorating him was long dried and turned rust on iron brown in coloring and was flaking off of him in some spots. Caked on clods of gore were in his scarlet hair like the dirt clumps clinging to the root system of an uprooted onion. The part down the center of his scalp remained visible, skin grub worm pale and slippery looking. The freckles along his face and the top of his shoulders had blackened as if they were cigarette burns on a leather sofa’s cushion.

Being on the receiving end of an uninvited barehanded vivisection can relieve an individual of a fair amount of their piss and vinegar. Not since Li’l Bocephus was that lazy sweet potato farmer from Texarkana had he felt so poorly.

It sucks donkey balls getting the shit stomped out of him by some girl. True, she was a particularly fierce cunt of unusual origin, but acknowledging that still didn’t make it any better. Goddamn humongous titties zombie woman. Where did that retard boyfriend of hers dig up a Famous Monsters of Filmland looking thing like her? Li’l Bocephus had no idea. Maybe at some toxic waste dump or a voodoo witch doctor was having a garage sale or something even crazier. That don’t really matter none. What was important was that she was there and eager to defend her man. Eat shit and chase rabbits, that dead and rotting bitch thoroughly had her way with him. He was zombie mangled. Tore him open like a bag of Doritos and started eating on him. Goddamnit. That’s a something that requires rather a strong mental effort to get your mind to accept and overcome.

After a something such as that he was never able to really get his feet under him and give her a fight. She fucked him up too good for that. They never saw Li’l Bocephus at a hundred percent. But he weren’t going to fret on that anymore. That groovy ghoulie and her boy were going to get coming to them what they deserved a lot sooner than later. Li’l Bocephus don’t forget and he sure as fuck don’t ever think for a second about any forgive. Pretty damn quick he would drop a hundred percent of Li’l Bocephus badassness down on their miserable heads. Payback was coming, cocksuckers. He’ll take care of all the business. Bet on it.

Another roll of tape was finished off and the empty roll discarded to the floor. That ought to be enough.

What the duct tape was holding within him was turned feisty and unsettled. All of it was eagerly moving and worming about. The undulating tape groaned and creaked under the strain of holding the active internals back. He assumed it was a sign he was on the road to a full recovery. Where his own sense was stupid when it came to internal anatomy, the spilled and chewed on parts themselves apparently knew more. A supernatural instinct bred into the cells of each organ and rope of intestine had a sort of homing pigeon sense to return to where they properly belonged. Everything was hard at work rearranging itself back to its proper location.

That’s right, don’t the world worry none about Li’l Bocephus. He was going to come through this and wind up at the end on top and smelling like a rose. By tomorrow night he’d be ten-fingered and belly sealed and looking at the world through two eyes and again enjoying depth perception.

When he raised his head he discovered he wasn’t alone on the aisle anymore.

There was this woman with deep purple eyeshadow and plastic pineapple earrings and pinned to her Home Depot employees orange apron that she wore untied at the waist and hanging off her neck like a Halloween costume superhero’s cape put on backwards was a nametag that identified her as RAINBOW.

Rainbow was standing at the end of the aisle. How long she had been there there was no way Li’l Bocephus could tell. He’d been so distracted working with the duct tape he lost all interest in keeping any attention on his surroundings. The Home Depot was less than an hour away from closing for the night; business was sparse and this was the first sight of anybody he had since he got here.

For this long minute Rainbow looked at Li’l Bocephus. Li’l Bocephus looked at Rainbow.

The missing flap of top lip saw to it he continuously drooled, spittle running down the inside of the roof shingle taped to his face and unattractively dripping off a corner edge. This disfigurement, however, did nothing to contribute to any sort of speech impediment. He was perfectly understandable when his excessively pointed fangs shined in the light and he said to her, “They working you real hard here?”

The clipboard and pen dropped from her slack hands, made a brittle clack! on contact with the concrete floor. Store policy was the only thing Rainbow could think to say. “Sir, we prefer our customers pay for the products before they take them out of the packaging.”

She had been over on the next aisle, inventorying the caulk tubes, and heard the screech of tape coming off the roll and felt compelled to investigate. She never suspected for a heartbeat anything sinister would be transpiring.

“I heard that,” Li’l Bocephus said. “Good thing I wasn’t planning on paying for any of this shit.”

He was coming toward her; all puffed up with Texas swagger, his boots as loud as a leaf falling from a tree as they tread the concrete. His one eye was trained on her face and never blinked. It was a stare that blazed with a cruel bliss and made Rainbow feel puny and without importance.

“I’m just about done here,” he told her. “Getting myself together correct and proper. All I need take care of now is finding me something to eat. Hey, ah, I believe you can help me out in that department. My, you gone and got yourself one real pretty throat. Anybody ever tell you that before? They should have. Probably the finest feature you have, seeing as how the rest of you is as fairly homely as a monkey’s shaved ass. That was rude of me, reminding you you’re not an attractive girl. I am sorry. The words slipped out of me before my brain could advise my mouth to maybe keep what I really was thinking to myself. Anyway, let’s wander back on over to the positive point of view. Indeed, that is a pretty throat. Ever wonder what it might look like a hair gnawed on? I’m curious. Let us find out. If you try to run from me, I swear to God I’ll chase you down lickety-split and hurt you a thousand and more times worse than I will if you stay sweet and passive and cooperate with me.”

She didn’t move. Fear kept her rooted to where she stood at the end of the aisle.

Li’l Bocephus closed the distance between them in a short amount of time. He ran his cold hands up her arms and settled them firmly on the shoulders. His three-fingered zombie bit hand was duct tape doctored the same as his other wounds; the tape sounded like dried cornhusks dragged over sandpaper as it rubbed against the polyester material of Rainbow’s blouse. The buzzing flies that flocked him were now aggravating her as well, dive bombing her face and getting in her mouth, their buzzing a continual noise in her ears.

Tears running down her cheeks, she found the will to speak. “Don’t do anything bad to me.” Her voice reminded him of the cries of an injured baby bird, weak and defenseless. “You gonna rape me? Please don’t. I’m begging you. Won’t be any fun for you. I’ve been told that down there I’m about as dry as the ashes at the bottom of a barbecue pit and wide open as the doors on a horse trailer. And don’t kill me none, either. I’m not ready to die. I really want to keep on living.”

“Aw honeybee, for what it’s worth, there’s nothing personal to any of this. I can promise you that much. I’m hungry. That’s about it. You ain’t anything more to me than food. Honestly sorry if that should damage your pride any. You just try and relax, maybe think on a few happy thoughts you might have handy in your head, and let this son of Count Chockula do that voodoo he do so well. Now, here come the teeth.”

Li’l Bocephus opened wide and went down on Rainbow. Fangs violated the neck, tapping one of his top three favorite arteries. This yelp of pain that couldn’t have been any louder than an infant’s belch hopped out of her. He fed quickly, fat kid at a picnic greedily sucking it down at a rate he feared there weren’t going to be no tomorrow. He had found a winner here. Rainbow’s plasma was salty-sweet and delicious, like how he remembered a pineapple slice off of a glazed baked ham tasting.

Somehow, despite the carnage inside him, all was properly digested. The blood that poured down his esophagus and filled him all stayed where it should. Not so much as a single ruby red drop got through the duct tape and dribbled out of him.

The mishandled entrails returned to the inside of him took excitedly to the feeding. The fresh blood seemed to rile them up. They became even more animated than they were before, jumpy and thrashing about, almost caffeine hyper. The duct tape over his belly rippled and waved as the renegade motions intensified beneath, threatening to burst loose.

Whether or not this wild hair up the ass business was positive or negative for his recuperation, Li’l Bocephus had the inclination to calm it down some. Never missing a beat in his feeding, he lowered his hand and slapped himself across the stomach a few times, disciplining the unruly parts of himself. Make them ornery guts behave.

It worked. Things calmed a noticeable degree.

Soon Rainbow’s eyes were swimming in an unfocused light, staring at a world she could no longer recognize. Her heart rate plummeted to almost nothing and breathing became this chore she no longer seemed to find the need to bother with anymore. Rainbow would have toppled to the floor by now and formed a puddle of useless bone and meat if not for Li’l Bocephus taking hold of her under the arms and keeping her propped up. Bowel control abandoned her; a chunky river of excrement flowed down the back of both of her legs. The smell of the shit was the new dominant stink for the next five aisles over.

Rainbow was denied having her life flash before her eyes. There just wasn’t time for any type of show in her mind. Not even a few brief snippets of family, friends, things she had done or wanted to do before her life concluded. Death came up too goddamn fast and snatched her away. Here one second, gone and never to return the exact next. That’s it. Good-bye. Thanks for playing. So sorry, but no second chances.

After he supped and had proudly made Rainbow excessively deceased, he took the moment to conceal her body on one of the lower shelves, behind a stack of air-conditioning filters. Leave her ass there and let it be a not soon forgotten random homicide surprise for some dipstick stockboy to come upon in a day or so.

Following that mini chore, a feeling positive and hopeful for the future Li’l Bocephus eased himself in a totally unnoticed way on out of the Home Depot. He got to his faithful canary bird yellow 1978 Chevrolet Silverado pick ’em up truck, which wasn’t too far away, just across the road and parked in the rear of a twenty-four hour International House of Pancakes. The truck had a roof mounted CB radio antenna reaching high enough into the air to pert near become a hazard for any low flying aircraft and a roomy diamond plate aluminum toolbox arc-welded to the cargo bed in back.

He reached into the truck’s cab to fetch a new shirt. It was western cut and with shiny pearl snap buttons and its sleeves long ago cut away from it. He closed the cab door and locked his truck up once he was dressed.

The lid on the truck bed’s toolbox he opened next. His long and skinny cowboy frame was seemingly boneless as it casually oozed like smoke up the side of the pickup. He entered the toolbox boots first and closed and locked the lid behind him after he was all the way inside and situated in a comfortable position. Turning in early tonight. Here he would stay through the daylight hours, happily asleep and healing at an impossibly fast rate. Li’l Bocephus was doing good and had it all under his control.
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Being the first book in the monsters & big tits chronicles.
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This is for Mom and Dad.
For their love, their tolerance, their support.
I owe them so much.
I wish they could come home.
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Chapter One

Her breast implants were made from gallon size Ziploc plastic storage bags full of creamy peanut butter and a car radiator’s anti-freeze. They made the titties super-sized and provided plenty of jiggle and bounce and a real nice fleshy feel to them. They were so large there honest to God was hardly sufficient room on her torso for all her pert and proud bosomania fullness.

Her hair wasn’t blonde in the traditional golden sense, but a platinum shine like talcum powder in the moonlight. It was styled feathered in the exact same way Susan Kieger wore hers when she starred in the T&A drive-in classic H.O.T.S. Her pubic patch of hairs, dark, thick and wiry, was meticulously shaved and detailed into the grinning visage of Alfred E. Neuman, the “What, me worry?” gap-toothed moron forever on the cover of Mad magazine. How raunchy, yet creatively respectful to classic American satire.

This ultra-vixen had been built entirely from scratch. The hospital morgues and funeral homes in the general Dallas/Fort Worth areas he’d pirated parts from had come through for him like a champ. Obvious to the eyes a patchwork job, this dead woman, no two limbs directly proportionate with the other, and the barbed wire suturing holding her together like some rag doll as disturbingly noticeable on her Tijuana bible cartoon physique as bullet holes in a baby carriage.

Plentiful mail-order Home Shopping Network makeup had her tarted up like a caricature of a runaway teenage hooker, and she was well treated with insecticides to keep the bugs off her rotting flesh.

Her eyes were open and dry as sand. Putrid skin pigment a green as the guacamole dip served at a high-dollar Mexican food restaurant. The face was pure cadaver, putrefaction seeing to it the more pronounced features were like something that went and escaped from an Iron Maiden album cover, shriveled and puckered in like some death by drowning victim fished from a creek and unceremoniously allowed to air dry under the sun.

Her brain was an original. Constructed right here on these premises from a variety of special ingredients.

Denny Gleeth’s very own homemade zombie girlfriend.

She was on the kitchen table, laid out with a smart care for detail and loving appreciation. A dead body that had technically never lived.

The unwelcome suspense was a downright fierce physical pain. An intense cramping in the lower abdomen and groin regions as excitement and taxed nerves pulled Denny’s penis up inside him like it was a turtle too intimidated to confront the world. Had to work at it to keep his teeth from chattering and the shakes out of his hands. A cold sweat smelling of sun-baked roadkill and soured Ranch salad dressing liberally oiled his pale flesh. An engorged vein running along his brow made rise a squiggly Y.

Why the fuck wasn’t anything happening? What was taking so long? Why wasn’t it already over and done with by now and he enjoying his long yearned for treasure?

He thought this guy was supposed to have his shit together. Excuse me, we interrupt our regularly scheduled programming for this very important announcement: People with their shit together all good and proper typically are not half an hour late for their prearranged appointment.

Don’t let this fuck up. He so deserved this. He needed something good and positive to finally find its way into his miserable life. He believed the two of them had a deal, a bond, a binding contract. He wouldn’t go back on this deal, would he? Jesus, no, surely not.

Satan best get his lazy ass in gear and get it going to work for Denny Gleeth. Denny was paying in good currency—his soul, the immortal soul of a simple man all alone in the world who worked hard at his Blockbuster Video job rewinding the videotapes and keeping the foreign films from getting mixed in with the documentaries—and was expecting some mega supernatural results.

Like right the fuck now.

Denny, on his knees, waited in the kitchen space of his modest trailer home, racing heart hammering away like an insane motherfucker against the back of his ribs, before him a microwave oven stationed on the counter space between refrigerator and stove. What little light there was came from the small bulb inside the open wide microwave and the fluttering buttery golden glow produced from numerous candles spaced all throughout the kitchen. Denny was in the center of a sizeable pentagram drawn on the floor with acrylic paints he picked up cheap at a Dollar Store. For extra satanic energies he’d carefully arranged the plastic fruit magnets on the top freezer door of his Kenmore refrigerator into a crude 666. He figured every little contribution helps.

Outside, the storm achieved full force with lightning and thunder detonating in the skies above Vestron, Texas, loud as what a gas truck explosion must be like and rattling the walls. Torrential rain abused the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis, pelting the roofs of trailer homes with a racket like rocks striking a tin pie plate, shooting to shit the satellite dish reception on everyone’s television, overflowing above ground pools, and smothering all in a heavy, dark blanket of wetness. Winds blowing at a good forty-five mile an hour clip howled through and bowed back tree branches and tore at the tarps tied down over all the bass fishing boats up on trailers in gravel driveways. Backyard okra and blackeye pea gardens were threatened with becoming washed away and Wal-Mart lawn furniture and uncollected Fischer Price toys were sent scattering by the big blow.

Denny’s large eyes again darted to the microwave’s clock. Sweat beads poured off his face as if he were standing under a spraying showerhead. Shit. The lord of evil was now a whopping forty-five minutes late. Ain’t good. Maybe he wasn’t going to show.

Don’t think like that. Putting out those negative thoughts were just going to make the anxiety and tension he was enduring all the more worse. Keep it positive. Really, work at trying to keep the situation on the positive. Satan was coming. They were going to see this deal through. Things really were going to go his way for once.

Inside the microwave, belly up on the rotating dish, was a large and cigar ash gray toad that’s stomach after only four minutes on high had swelled and burst like an over inflated balloon. The microwave’s interior walls were a partially cooked amphibian calligraphy mess; bits of the animal were spewed everywhere, hard and crusty portions here, while softer and gooier morsels splattered there. Moist and steamy entrails drooled from the toad’s ruptured abdomen. Shrunken and shriveled eyes were still sizzling only the softest amount. The aroma of nuked to death toad was potent and about as loveable as a birth defect.

His patience was short-lived and best efforts weren’t enough to keep the negative thoughts from bouncing around inside his noggin. A considerable amount of worry began to gnaw like a pack of hungry rats through Denny’s consciousness. Everything was turning into a disaster. Did he do something wrong? The other times before when he summoned up the devil they went off without a single hitch. Was something missing this time around from his private little one-man black mass? A key ingredient absent that was preventing contact between him and Satan? If he fucked this up somehow he would never forgive himself.

He did it. He fucked it up. Naturally. He knew it now, had convinced himself with but a few quick thoughts that this was entirely his goddamn fault. Where had he gone wrong? A mispronounced word as he recited the incantation of summoning he believed he had memorized correctly from a dog-eared copy of an Anton LaVey paperback he bought at a Half Price Books? He didn’t use a cat this time. That’s got to be it. For a blood sacrifice to show his eternal loyalty and servitude to the king of hell and master of all who are damned, Denny had each time before hunted down a kitten and zapped its furry ass in his trusty microwave like it was a bag of popcorn. But not tonight. Oh dear. Tonight he stupidly went with the toad he caught hopping in the high weeds out behind his house. Damn, big mistake right there. It wasn’t like he couldn’t have gotten a kitten—there was always a healthy selection of strays slinking about the Big Kahuna Oasis—but tonight, this night when Denny was finally to get what he had desired since puberty hit, he wanted to go with a speck of variety. Instead, he’d destroyed any chance to ever be happy.

Way to go. Classic Denny Gleeth. Ruined things again. Just like he had ruined every fucking thing else in his sorry excuse for an existence. Never earned a high school diploma, never achieved a girlfriend, no real friends at all ever for a moment at any time in his life. He didn’t even own a dog. He struggled to think of any dreams fulfilled or goals he’d seen through to the end and managed to accomplish—some proof that he hadn’t always been directionless and a failure—but he found dishearteningly little to nothing. The biggest thing he could come up with was that he last month attended by his lonesome the big Chill-O-Rama horror, sci-fi and exploitation films and culture convention held at a Holiday Inn hotel in Fort Worth. He got an autographed topless 8x10 from Kitten “Hotter than a Mexican’s lunch” Natividad. That was a big thrill at the time and left him feeling proud. She’d smiled at him and called him sweetie as she had handed the photo over to him. Cost him $40.00 and it was now framed and hanging on his bedroom wall.

What would it be like to have a real, honest to goodness fulfilling life outside this trailer house and Blockbuster Video employment? Answer: Surely lightyears better than this loser reality he had going for himself now.

Godfuckingdamnit, he was so worthless, totally useless, a complete waste of space. He truly didn’t deserve to live.

And now Denny was off his knees, abandoning the pentagram, pacing the kitchen like a large animal trapped in a small cage, anxieties and pitifully low self-esteem on full power and going to cruel work on him.

“Idiot! You fucking idiot! Why did God curse you to be this way? Why?” The words came out on an adrenaline-spiked and machine-gunning tempo. The tone to it all was low and rough, a guttural growl, conveying nothing more than pure self hate. “Momma should’ve gone and done the right thing and gotten herself an abortion when she was pregnant with me. Would’ve done the world and myself a big whopping favor if she had. Yeah, one of those late along in the fourth or fifth month jobs them pro-life Jesus freaks are always so giddy to share horror stories about to anyone that’ll even so much as halfass listen. One where I get vacuumed out of the womb all still alive and percolating fine. And it becomes necessary for the doctor or nurse or somebody standing around and collecting a paycheck from the clinic to step up and terminate my after birth slimed self by giving the gift of a sharp head twist and snapping the neck. Painful and gory—a proper way for me to’ve been removed from the world. Why couldn’t you have thought ahead and done that for me, Momma? I fail at everything. My life is garbage. I’ve destroyed my last chance to ever be loved. I am always going to be alone. Always, forever, no woman will ever want to be with me.”

Verbal abuse was quick to lead to the physical. Continuing to hustle from one end of the kitchen space to the other, Denny commenced to punctuate each hurtful word he unleashed on himself with a doubled-up fist hammered against the side of his head. These were some pretty good licks he was laying in, too. The sound of impact loud and meaty and depositing a pain behind his face as intense as a dog biting on the scrotum. The sweat flew off of him with every self-inflicted punch like water from a lawn sprinkler, a misty spray sparkling in the flickering light from the candles, splattering the trailer walls. He soon managed a bloody nose. From there it wasn’t long before he had his hand in the silverware drawer and was slamming it shut on his fingers.

Then he heard it. Over the sounds of the upset weather outside and the singing of the rage-fueled blood pumping through his skull and echoing in his ears he heard it quite clearly. Coming from behind him, somewhere in the close vicinity of his microwave oven.

It was laughter, deep and all masculine. Someone was laughing their ass off at Denny.

His fists fell to his sides and he grew calmer as a rush of relief began to set in. He recognized the voice. Oh thank goodness, he knew that voice well. Denny turned around and looked right to the microwave, knowing full well where the laughter originated.

The exploded and splendidly deceased toad in there was having a good laugh at Denny Gleeth’s expense.

Satan was in the building and, finally, making his presence known.

“Shit in my mouth and tell me it is warm banana pudding, boy, you just ain’t right. Seriously, I mean it, all kinds of crazy fucked up in the head. Beating on your poor pitiful self like that. A punishment crazy motherfucker, that is you.”

The toad remained on the microwave’s rotating dish, inanimate but for the mouth, which spoke its words only by simply flopping open and closed like something from a cheap pull string operated ventriloquist puppet ordered out of the back of a comic book. The horror movies had it all wrong, the voice the devil spoke with was not unlike the one you’d hear from a typical hardcore working class man trying to make ends meet and keeping his wife and kids clothed, sheltered and fed. Nothing spectacular or memorable. Just some damn dude’s ordinary speaking voice, with a Texas good ol’ boy drawl about it as thick as the gravy spread over a chicken fried steak dinner. This never failed not to strike Denny as a disappointment. To his way of thinking, the devil should talk like a large and angered beast, all feral growls and reptilian hisses echoing out as if originating from the bottom of a deep, dark pit no living thing had any business making a home for itself in, not a trace of humanity detectable in the vocal stylings. Certainly would’ve been more impressive that way, and would’ve made Denny feel he was doing something more unholy and obscene in the eyes of God and decent thinking people. Instead, he was left at times believing he was ordering aluminum siding over the phone from just another Joe Blow. Why couldn’t the things that occur in his life ever live up to the expectations that he had created for them in his imagination?

“Denny, my little earthworm, you are funnier than almost anything playing on the TV these days. I swear it is so. A one-man slapstick comedy routine. Quality work. Why, I’d put you right up there next to Abbott and Costello, Mel Brooks or the Three Stooges. No bullshit, you are that good. Only thing missing in your act—the absent ingredient keeping it just a cunt’s hair shy of attaining memorable brilliance—is testicle mistreatment. A good shot to the crotch is always comedy gold. Do me a favor, boy, and think about adding that to your routine the next time you happen to loose it and find yourself gone apeshit. Maybe you could scorch your scrotum with a waffle iron. Hey now, there’s something to keep in mind, am I right? I don’t think I’ve ever seen that before.

“You’re Shemp funny, that’s what you are. Shemp was always my favorite Stooge, and I don’t give two shits and a chili dog fart who knows it. I’m not ashamed of my admiration for his comedic talent. The man is grossly underrated, that’s a fact. Those Curly aficionados can kiss my ass and enjoy the tangy after taste. You know, one of them is down here with me. A Stooge. I shit you not. There is a Stooge damned for eternity to hell. Yessir, there sure is. It’s Larry Fine, the fucked up haired one that was typically in the middle and was on the receiving end of the majority of Moe’s nasty eye pokes. True story—he burns in hell. You’d be surprised about the real Larry; despite his loveably goofy looks, he was quite the unsavory rascal. Back in the early fifties, he killed a whore with his bare hands because she stupidly made the big league mistake of snickering over the smallness of his pee-pee when he exposed it to her. Larry was a sensitive soul and self-conscious toward the caliber of his manhood. He promptly beat on her until she stopped living and dumped her remains in a ditch. He as well enjoyed harming his wife ... liked to use her face as an ashtray for his cigars. Plus that absolutely huge collection of child porn he kept hidden away from the Howard brothers and the rest of the world didn’t exactly endear his ass none to any of the heaven folk. One day, Denny, you will join Larry and me here in hell. Don’t the thought of that excite you? It does me. We’ll have us some good times, you’ll see. The devil, the Stooge in the middle, and you, the boy who loves zombies.”

More of Satan’s laughter via the dead toad’s flopping mouth. Like listening to the cackling of a white, middle-aged man who pulls in around less than thirty-five grand a year getting jolly at hearing an off color ethnic joke shared with his fellow aluminum siding salesmen over a beer and catfish platter lunch at a Red Lobster.

Denny sure hoped he was doing the right thing. Awful steep sacrifice to make all for essentially a quality fuck whenever he might like it.

“Anyway, earthworm, appreciate your little performance there. Put me in such a favorable mood.”

That explained the devil’s tardiness. Denny hadn’t done anything wrong. His black mass and invoking of blasphemous powers were solid. Satan was here all along, patiently waiting for the tension to get the better of Denny, knowing full well it wouldn’t take too long to send a high-strung butthole such as himself past his limit and set him off. The whole delay was just to get a comedy routine out of him.

Well, ain’t that a none too delightful pisser?

The running blood from Denny’s nose had reached his lips and gotten into his mouth, putting a salty copper taste on his tongue. Bruises from his beating on himself were starting to become noticeable on his face, ugly and angry looking red and purple tender splotches rising. He found the courage to speak. “Okay. You’ve had your laugh, sir. Glad you enjoyed yourself. Can we please get on with this now?” This all came out of Denny sounding so like a mewling whine. He knew that it did, but it couldn’t be helped. Fears, pain and escalating excitement all conspired to see to it that this was the only tone of voice he could manage. This has got to work. “Please, sir, make my dream woman live?”

“Ah, eager to let your funky lovemaking get going, eh? I can understand. I too am something of a willing slave to my own carnal urges. Panic not, Denny. Female companionship at last is at hand.”

If he wanted one, Denny could get a real woman. He truly could. Granted, he wasn’t anything close to being a good-looking man—physique underdeveloped and puny, eyes a bit too big and buggy and Steve Buscemi quality for his face, blessed with the personal hygiene habits of a pigeon, and a share of noticeably hillbilly crooked teeth here and there in his smile—but he certainly weren’t no circus freak, either. The man had had his portion of experiences with the ladies. Okay, face facts, maybe ladies, yes, was a stretch of the imagination. Can you really call a gal with shitbird ugly butterflies prison quality tattooed on her saggy titties and letting her flabby ass hang out of the back of her thong on a night when the temperature was below freezing and will happily go down on your dick for thirty bucks while you sit behind the wheel of your El Camino that’s pulled over to the curb a lady? No, truth be told, you couldn’t do that. They were nothing more than whores. Serviceable, moderately priced street walkers. But that’s cool. They did for Denny what he needed to get done—a quick, convenient orgasm and the release of some useless fluids. No love. No caring. No complaints.

They weren’t what he really desired, them hookers. None of them were even remotely close to his idea of his ultimate fantasy woman. The woman he could love and share his world with. No average woman could ever hope to fill that bill.

What Denny Gleeth wanted was a smoking hot super vixen living dead girl.

Now, this was not any of that ordinary necrophilia business. Denny didn’t want to just play hide the salami with any ol’ simple dead body. That turd won’t float. If that was the case, then all he had to do to quench his unnatural urges was to get a job at a funeral home, or perhaps become a happy-go-lucky serial killer. This was a terribly particular fetish Denny had here. Denny’s girlfriend had to be returned from the grave, a corpse once lifeless and decomposing nicely and now up and at it again. Preferably her flesh clammy to the touch and with a hint of rigor mortis firmness to her sexy little toe-tag needing self whenever Denny would embrace her in his arms. Her personal odor death camp in summer time fetid, a facsimile of pulse and respiration entirely optional and horny just for this one sex cowboy who was to share this trailer home with her.

What the boy wanted to be was a zombie fucker. That was about as blunt you could manage it. Only that would satisfy him.

Lucio Fulci movies, the brilliance of Frank Henenlotter’s Frankenhooker, and the make you jackoff right then and there into your popcorn while sitting in the third row at the movie house drop dead gorgeous Kathleen Kinmont in the inferior than the original but still hot damn stimulating Bride of Re-animator were some of his favorite pornography. Hustler ain’t got shit on Evil Dead.

Sometimes he’d pay extra for a whore to wear a Don Post original zombie Halloween rubber mask as she would work on him below the waistline. Seriously, he did that—the mask’s mouth hole he’d fixed with scissors to make it more accommodating for the professional to get her lips around his tallywhacker. But that shit always came off as shabby sloppy seconds. Our fearless hero needed to get his hands on and dick inside the real deal.

Hence the bargain with Old Scratch. Seemed like this was his last chance if ever he wanted to achieve true love and perfect pussy. Where science had failed (never try to jump start a would-be squeeze freshly liberated from her final resting place with jumper cables and a brand new car battery. You’re just begging for fire damage to your home and a trip to the ER for treatment for second-degree burns if you do) and heathen juju sorcery proved a heartbreaker (he was still trying to get all those goddamn chicken feathers from his last bungled voodoo ritual out of the carpeting) perhaps good ol’ fashioned Western Hemisphere Satanic witchcraft just may yet triumph.

The dead suited Denny. They made this awful world bearable. The roadkill he collected and played with in so many unique ways as an introverted, friendless young boy were his best companions throughout childhood. Dead things didn’t behave in a manner like his Momma and Daddy. They went through life perpetually disappointed and embarrassed over the way their only son had turned out. Ugly, stupid, non-athletic and able to quote verbatim every line of dubbed dialogue from Godzilla vs. the Smog Monster was not the caliber of man Tabor and Dottie Gleeth intended on raising. The two of them gave up on their baby boy long ago. They hadn’t talked to him in years. A cadaver didn’t bully and intimidate Denny as most men could do. Rotting remains weren’t nothing like living girls. Girls with heartbeats were always eager to openly giggle behind their hands at the sight of poor Denny doing no more than passing them on the street or in the mall. Women would stare at him with heated eyes blazing with this toxic cocktail of disgust and contempt for him, act toward him like he was nothing less than a foul bit of filth dug out from under a toenail. Denny’d rather take a brick slapped upside his jaw than endure one of those Ugh, how gross! looks from a woman. The dead treated Denny Gleeth with the greatest respect, forever accommodating, couldn’t give a damn if he wasn’t good enough to be amongst regular people, happy to bring pleasure into his small life.

This was a good thing he was doing. Everything from here on out was sure to change for the better. After tonight, with the love of a good zombie woman behind him, there’d be nothing Denny couldn’t put his mind to and not accomplish. Never again would he be alone and unloved.

“I take it all is in ready?” asked Satan.

“That’s a big and greasy ten-four. I’ve built her up from scratch exactly to the specifics I want and a few others that you insisted on. Now it’s your turn to deliver.”

“Alrighty. Stand back, I’m ’bout to put this bitch in gear.”

The storm remained a terror. Thunder boomed and the lightning flashed and the rain hammered down as if God and his boy Jesus both stood on the edge of heaven and were pissing like a pair of racehorses down on creation with all the hard-hitting full bladder action they could give. And all the while a strange glow commenced to fill the trailer home’s kitchen space. This glow was all purple and pink and gold and other colors popping up here and there in it. Pulsing rhythmically as if in tune with a human heart, the many colors coalesced into a mist-like cloud, gained a liquid consistency like that of someone’s vomit, and promptly settled in the air above the buxom female body on the table. A few seconds of time passed, then, as supple as an eel entering its ocean floor lair, this hellish mist-cloud of ill colors lowered like a shroud over the figure and seeped into the dead flesh, oozing through the lifeless skin’s pores, vanishing inside it.

This is it. This is it. A turtle no more, Denny’s hand was at his crotch and rubbing at the fast developing railroad spike hardness there behind the zipper of his blue jeans. He figured he had about a dependable six inches of dick to him. He surmised this because of this one time when he measured himself with the able assistance of Dawn of the Dead playing in the VCR and putting an at least seven-inch-tall McFarlane Snake Plisken action figure up next to compare to what he had to offer and estimated that size amount.

Please let this go right. Please let this be perfect. Please let me be happy. Please, please, please.

The homemade zombie girlfriend’s ultra-bosom suddenly jumped up, those mountainous titties swelling like hastily inflating twin Goodyear blimps in a hurry to get in the sky and commence circling the Super Bowl. A startled Denny stumbled back a step as her first ever intake of breath was sucked in with a rousing gasp, and then the chest slowly lowered as she calmly exhaled. A few more easy breaths were accomplished. As she sat up, the atmosphere crackled with the brittle sounding snaps and pops of newly reanimated joints, ligaments and muscles functioning. A dark silhouette in the puny candlelight, she swung her legs over the side of the table, lowered her feet to the floor, and stiffly brought herself to a standing position.

Her first few tentative steps were a shambling, awkward mess, but Denny’s lady was a fast learner, picking up the skills and sense of balance to strut her stuff in no time flat. Pretty soon she had it down perfect, prancing into the stronger light made from the open microwave, hips giving a Jayne Mansfield quite aware of Marilyn Monroe’s popularity exaggerated swaying. Gravity be damned riding high boobs fleshily jiggled on each step she executed. Nipples were hard and at erect attention in the center of areolas that were roughly the circumference of a 7-11’s Big Gulp’s to-go lid and black as the spoiled splotches found on the rind of a bad avocado. A couple of these crusty around the edges open sores dotting her Valentine’s heart shaped ass were weeping a vulgar fluid similar in color and density to that of strawberry jam spread over a warm slice of toast. The most precious little yarn of spermy drool oozed from her full, pouty lips and dangled from the chin.

“She’s beautiful,” spoke Denny in a voice no more than a soft and awed whisper. He refused to blink his eyes; terrified he’d miss some new detail about her. “Prettier than Barbara Steele with window cleaner injected straight into her brain. Perfection encased in flesh, that’s what we got going on here. I shall call her … Uschi.”

And these parting words from the devil: “Oh. A little speck of warning for you before I pop out. I made her a feisty bitch. Gave her plenty of personality. So she may from time to time get somewhat uppity with you here and again. You with me on this, earthworm? Just thought you should know. Enjoy your fucking, and be seeing you. I’ll tell Larry you said howdy. Hey, y’all take care.”

The mouth of the dead toad in the microwave oven then fell shut. Satan had left the building.

Man and undead were alone now in the trailer. Time to let the romancing commence. Time to turn on the ol’ Gleeth charm.

Hands were lickety-split to go to his head and try and finger comb his hair down as neatly as he could work it. Face twisted into what Denny hoped came off as a confident, he-man sexy smile. One of those bold and sassy lips parted back wide jobs, this smile, exposing rather shoddy dental care practice. What a terrible time not to be wearing cologne. He gave her solid eye contact, an act he rarely mastered with any living female. The voice that came out of him was not his usual one, this one practiced along with the toothy smile countless times before in front of the bathroom mirror slick and honey sweet and aiming for some of that 1970s Burt Reynolds masculine sexy coolness. “Hey, baby, and just how is the world treating you tonight?”

Uschi came in close on Denny, close enough for the hardness of her big, arrogant titties to brush against his Beneath the Planet of the Apes T-shirt and the weird supernatural aura that powered her to absorb dry the sweat from his skin. The autopsy Y incision on her ran from below the shoulders, down between her titanic tits, and stopped just above her navel. The parts of Uschi where she was joined and barbed wire sewn together appeared ruffled and almost fluted like the crust on a baked pecan pie.

A change came to her eyes, abrupt and dramatic. Gone was the lusterless, unfocused stare of some simple dead thing, and replaced now with what Denny identified as the lusty predatorial glint of a porn star not yet used up and burned out by the fucking and sucking business. She lifted a hand and first seductively ran her fingers along the deep cleavage of her veiny knockers, and then she reached out toward his face. Her lacquered nails, long like the talons of a bird of prey, were painted fresh blood red and were the epitome of trailer trash chic.

Rain hammering the roof and a sizeable crack of thunder was all that interfered with the intense silence existing between the two.

She put her thumb on Denny’s upper lip—her touch not too different from a putrefied slice of processed bologna lunchmeat pressing against him—and she wiped at the snotty blood that leaked from his nose. As her pale and fat snake of a tongue eased out past her lipstick coated lips and licked her thumb clean, she moaned in pleasure a grandma in the hospital deathbed rattle of a noise.

That was the sexiest goddamn thing Denny had ever been fortunate enough to be witness to. Fucked by Forrest J. Ackerman, he almost came in his Fruit of the Loom briefs right then and there. Everything was ninja killing cool now. Denny’s life was going to be wonderful from here on out.

“Why don’t we head on back to the bedroom now, honey. We gonna get on top of my Empire Strikes Back bed sheets and do some things that no registered voter would ever approve of. I can promise you that. Let’s hustle our asses. I’m eager to perform. I’m simply desperate to ride you like Roy Rogers did Trigger.”

Uschi’s hand moved away from her mouth, fingers straight and spaced apart, once more reaching out to Denny. She touched him below the chin and settled on the throat. She rubbed his Adam’s apple, a ticklish sensation making him reflectively dry swallow. All the while her other hand went exploring between his legs and found his erection. Could feel it throbbing beneath his clothing, and she prodded at it as if she were attempting to antagonize a caged animal.

“I like the way your mind works, sugar cube,” he told her.

And then, with a sudden degree of frightening force Denny never anticipated Uschi capable of, she took firm hold of him by throat and groin and with a positively sinful ease lifted him off the floor and spun him around and into the kitchen counter. The impact was great enough to make the plates in the cabinet shelf above and silverware in the drawer below rattle with a fragile shivering. One of Denny’s arms swung out, elbow hitting the microwave and batting its door shut. Uschi was quick to follow through by leaning into him a good deal, them Godzilla and Rodan monster mammaries of hers pressing down and weighing heavy on his chest. Denny was trapped, pinned between the counter edge cutting into his jelly soft ass cheeks and his homemade zombie girlfriend crowding him. He was off balance, elevated to where he shakily stood only on the tiptoes of his Converse All Stars.

“Whoa. Gently, gently. Honey, trust me on this; it ain’t at all a crime to go about it nice and easy. I swear it ain’t.”

But Uschi would have none of that. Quickly and efficiently she undid his belt and unbuttoned his Lee jeans. One good tug, keys and spare change in the pockets jingling away like poorly tuned Christmas sleigh bells, and she had jeans and underwear both puddled around his ankles.

His concrete hard-on sprang out like a circumcised jack-in-the-box. It energetically swayed from side to side. If this were a Looney Tunes cartoon and not the real live world there would’ve been an exaggerated BOING! sound effect to accompany the grand unveiling. Erection calmed soon, became stationary, settled on sticking out like a meat truncheon. Snaky veins bulged across the sides of the tallywhacker like tiny water hoses filled with high pressure running through them. A few kinky gray hairs were starting to accumulate in his pubes.

The fresh air on his genitals kickstarted his jock itch troubles and got him wanting to sneak a hand down there and start scratching at the perspiration slimy skin surrounding the scrotum, but what Uschi did next wiped that urge clean away.

She took a solid grip on his penis.

“Heavens to mergatroid!”

As if a cattle prod were just introduced to his tailbone, Denny’s entire body jerked violently for one quick but memorable moment. Head snapped back and bounced off of the cabinet door, the muscles in his face tightened as much as they could go, and he sucked in a sharp intake of oxygen between clenched together teeth. No way would he ever become accustomed to having a woman put her hand on him down there. She began to stroke his member, her eyes staring into his face, the rough skin along her corpse palm most pleasurable on the sensitive foreskin. His impatient loins begged for release, but something inside Denny told him to hang on. An instinct coming from somewhere in the back of his brain knew he had to stay strong and wait, the best was yet to get going.

Her free of dick hand took one of Denny’s by the wrist—the drawer abused one, fingers sore and red—and brought it up and slapped it down on one of her jumbo breasts. It looked like he was palming a basketball, the tit so sizeable in contrast with his hand. In the beginning, Uschi was the effort behind his hand kneading her breast flesh, but eventually he caught on to what it was she desired and in little time flat he managed doing it very well all on his lonesome. He teased and pinched the nipple. The condition of her skin was room temperature and a hint mushy. Quite pleasant to Denny’s way of thinking.

Uschi was having a good time. These piggish grunts of delight came from her drooling like a Mongoloid’s mouth. Eyes were now half-lidded in an erotic passion.

Next came the kissing. Almost teenagery stuff at the start, awkward and tentative. But it promptly graduated to a wildly passionate business, sloppy and primal, really digging in with the tongue and the lip actions, lost in enjoying the taste of one another. Denny sent a hand wandering to Uschi’s clitoris. It was a hard and withered beef jerky protuberance of flesh. He aimed to manipulate it to the best of his stunted abilities. This was foreign territory for Denny, striving to make the experience as good for his partner as it was for him. This was so much more than any of his other sexual encounters. Who cares if the hooker gets off? But here, for the first time ever, he was getting it on hot and heavy with an individual he had feelings for. His lady deserved a skilled and sharing lover.

There was no need for worry. Uschi never made a complaint one over Denny’s fingering. Her voluptuous hips rolled in a Charo “Cuchi-cuchi!” manner at the ecstasy this brought her. Silty and thick and sticky like sand mixed together with Kayro syrup vaginal moisture dribbled from her sex and ran between his busy fingers. The female musk from it taking dominance of the kitchen space’s air, a stench strongly similar to vomit and burning tires.

They finally separated at Uschi’s urging. She stepped back a few steps and whipped the hair out of her face with a smart toss of her head. Meanwhile, Denny sank down off the counter, at last back solidly on two feet and the strained muscles in his calves and thighs on fire; legs were shaky but managing to keep him erect. His aching erection was the purplish shade of a glowing neon tube on low wattage. Her lipstick had left a slutty red smear along his mouth. A residue of some sour, unsanitary substance was liberally filming his teeth and tongue, the aftertaste of a zombie’s kiss. It put him in mind of taking a big swig from a toilet bowl that had a number of cigarette butts floating in its soiled water.

Denny held his ground, didn’t make a move one on her. This was Uschi’s show, he decided without once ever consciously realizing he’d slipped over to a submissive state in this young relationship. Let her lead him into what she wanted next.

In a liquid smooth series of motions she was stepping past Denny and opening the refrigerator. Her barbed wire stitching shined in the bulb’s light that blinked on as she pulled the door back wide. She got the jar of Miracle Whip sandwich spread. She knew right where to go in the fridge to get it—second shelf, behind the jug of milk and past the plate of last night’s Popeye’s fried chicken leftovers. No hesitation, no sign of having to search the jar out, like she’d been living here for a long while now and had been putting it in and taking it out countless times before whenever she wanted to mix up tunafish or add a spoonful to her bowl of red beans.

As Denny watched, Uschi unscrewed the lid and tossed it in the sink, where it clattered like an old man’s denture plate dropped to the bottom of an empty drinking glass. She plunged her hand in the jar up to the wrist and then brought it back out slimed and dripping in greasy, congealed white mayonnaise substitute. Now she returned to him, leaving the Miracle Whip jar behind on the counter, her figure backlit by the refrigerator’s door light behind her.

Denny gulped like a sidekick from an old B western picture; pure pre-Green Acres Pat Butram.

Great masturbating Mexicans, what is she about to do to me now?

Again Uschi seized command of his tallywhacker, wrapping her un-Miracle Whip creamed hand around it, and again Denny did his cattleprod glad to get to know you tailbone jolt and sucking in a great lungful act. He instinctively embraced her, arms going around her waist and hands settling on her firm as soggy biscuit dough butt. His fingers he ran up and down the crack of the ass.

She guided him inside her, parting her chalky-gray like the fuzzy mold on bad bread cleft with an audible slurp. He penetrated to his full length, their hips coming together. Her hymen—go figure, the devil had insisted during construction she be pure, so Denny had glued one in—separated with puny resistance, bloodlessly tearing and the quick to fade spark of discomfort passing before Uschi had even finished shuddering over the sensation. Her mega-boobies collided into Denny, twin meat orbs rather forcefully bludgeoning and making their presence known. He heard the anti-freeze and peanut butter inside there sloshing about.

Uschi was tight, enveloped Denny quite snugly. As her head bent backwards, stretching her throat to its fullest length, this giggly sigh of delight that seemed just too adorable for anything short of a Smurf to produce jumped from her mouth.

Denny found it to be wet, slimy and wonderful inside her pussy. He had anticipated it to be cold, seeing as how it was the fish taco of a thing deceased, but it was in fact nothing like that. Couldn’t honestly describe it as warm or even room temperature acceptable. It was simply exactly as it should be. As he had always imagined how good it would turn out to be once he got it. This was just the most exquisite sensation.

Pure or not, this gifted cadaver strumpet came equipped with skills. Her hip action was beyond merely commendable. No hooker ever speared herself and rode his shaft such as this. Uschi went back and came forward, back and forward, the rhythm she set for this at a frisky trot. The crack of their flesh slapping together sounding close to being applause from an appreciative audience. He accidentally slipped out once, but in the blink of an eye she had him back in where he belonged, barely missing a single beat.

Denny listened to his own enthused cries of ecstasy escalating unashamedly loud. He was just about outright goddamn screaming enough to irritate the neighbors on any other night there wasn’t a noisy thunderstorm raging above to mute things.

This was not simple sex. For the first time in Denny’s carnal experience he wasn’t just fucking like every other asshole getting some in this world. Congratulations, champ, this was true, passionate lovemaking. Something of beauty and respect. Something long desired but feared he’d never achieve.

Denny looked into Uschi’s green coffin occupant face and saw that a grimace of intense pleasure had closed the eyes to narrow slits, giving her almost an Asian cast to her corpse features. Her jaw set firmly, she panted between her teeth as if she was in the throes of labor, spewing a spray of spittle that freckled Denny’s face. Whoa, she was coming, a sudden and aggressive climax. Vaginal juices squirted from her sex and watered his groin as sizeable bucking convulsions of orgasm rocked her.

She sensed his own ending was but moments away, and that’s when her Miracle Whip lathered hand came into play. Uschi reached behind Denny and, well lubricated, wiggled her hand energetically up between his clenched tight together buttocks.

“Uh … Excuse me, I don’t rightly know about this now,” he said, voice breaking, fearful, spine arching and the hairs along the back of his neck standing on ends.

But it was already too late to try and voice any protest. Uschi pushed the full length of her whole hand into Denny’s rectum, stimulating the prostrate like it ain’t ever been stimulated before. It initiated a tsunami of an orgasm that removed all negative thoughts, worries, fears and insecurities right the holy hell out of his person. His eyes rolled back in his head and veins popped out on his neck while a blinding flash of white light went off in his brain and tiny vibrations traveled throughout his entire skeleton. Breathing was forgotten, mouth fish taken from the water silently flapping open and close, and his own fingers dug deep into the meat of Uschi’s ass, nails raking open runny furrows across both cheeks. Denny came and came and came some more and then helped himself to another extra helping and came again. He imagined he must’ve in no more than five seconds time discharged more than a gallon’s worth of baby maker juice inside of her.

And then all too soon it ended. Denny was left with skin tingling in the glorious afterglow of the endeavor and his member already going flaccid and pulling out of Uschi’s sex.

She uncorked his ass to the music of a great wet and sloppy sucking pop! of a noise. The whistling sigh of relief he let go at that was like steam escaping from a boiling kettle.

The two disentangled themselves, and Denny intended for a step away from his lover, but, forgetting his jeans were down to his ankles, tripped and, arms windmilling, fell to the floor. His skull barely avoided a nasty encounter with the counter’s edge as he dropped brutally hard flat on his back. The floor’s tiling was one cold sumbitch against his bare hindquarters.

Uschi looked to her hand, holding it up to her face. Her head was cocked at an angle as she admired the smears of a certain brownish substance that had greatly mingled with the Miracle Whip’s greasy cream white coloring. Oh dear. The false nail on her pinkie finger was MIA. That wouldn’t do. Made her hand seem unbalanced and ruined the whole stylish look she had going.

She used a foot to roll Denny’s limp and pain wracked carcass over onto his stomach. She straddled him, bent low at the knees and separated his cheeks and returned to his greased anus. Denny groaned and squirmed to the best of his depleted strength, something Uschi didn’t bother to even really acknowledge as she dug around in there. She found what she wanted and came back out, standing, reapplying the pinkie nail.

Mission accomplished, she then set her tongue to work licking her hand clean. Grunted in satisfaction at the pleasing taste.

She towered over her man like a triumphant Amazon warrior surveying a bloody and bodies strewn battlefield, her Himalayan chest proudly thrust out as far as she could make it go and long, muscled legs spread wide and hand planted on her slim as a contemporary burlesque dancer’s waist. This milky trail of semen leaked from her vagina and created a spider’s web design as it ran down her inner thigh.

“Golly, best thing,” Uschi said between lip-smacking licks on her feces and Miracle Whip hand. Necessary to lean her head out a far ways so she could look around the swollen mass of her left titty and down on Denny. “You are indeed one ninja killing cool world class heavyweight champion of the whole freaking world when it comes to the art of fucking the ever-loving royal shit right on out of a lady. I’ll proudly and loudly tell you and anyone else that cares to listen that. With you and your faithful dick, I felt like I was riding a goddamn rail fence. And I mean that statement entirely in a complimentary manner. Fucked by a rail fence a definite positive in my book. You, best thing, are one talented fuck artist. Don’t you dare ever let anyone try to tell you different.”

Denny remained on the kitchen floor, spent and gasping, body quivering, his eyes staring off into space. One half of his face was smushed up against the tiles and he was drooling from the mouth. A nostril managed to blow a snot bubble around the size of a blackeye pea; it promptly popped and produced a narrow mucus bridge between the upper and lower lips. The Miracle Whip ring heavy around his mistreated bunghole had grown itchy and was making him desire some quality time with a roll or two of super absorbent toilet paper. He kept his arms curled in tight over his chest like the forelimbs on a dead cockroach. Everything reeked of sex and rotting flesh and Raid ant and roach killer spray worn like a perfume. The rain never relented, knocking the trailer house, a rat-a-tat-tat symphony always there in the background, and wind howling and one more big bang of thunder to make the humble homestead tremble.

Sometime in the last few minutes Denny’s brain kind of slipped over into neutral. Thought process gone numb and lazy to catch up with the world around him. He slowly comprehended his homemade zombie girlfriend was talking to him. Don’t be rude. Answer her.

Clearly, but in a voice only a smidgen above a whisper, he kept his head on the floor and said to his Uschi, “Well, thank you. Appreciate the compliment.” A decent-sized pause full of heavy breathing and rapid eye blinking, then Denny came up with the notion to do the polite thing and added, “Hey, ah, you were pretty damn spectacular your own self.”
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Chapter Ten

She just took him straight on inside, into the men’s room, invading without a second of hesitation male’s only territory. Some guys gave her appearance a double take, most had catcalls and other lewd noises ready for her when she passed. Uschi ignored them all.

There were three urinals and four toilet stalls and only the one sink for hand washing. The graffiti on the cinderblock walls was plentiful, colorful and beyond the call of duty vulgar. The sounds from the stage didn’t carry well past the bathroom’s walls; Feces from the Ass were muted. You could use your indoor voice in here. The smell wasn’t much changed from the odor on the dance floor, maybe a tad more piss and barf added.

Holding him by the hand, Uschi led a red-faced Denny to the first available stall. She closed and latched the door behind them. This one was designed for the handicapped. It was more spacious than other stalls and there were handlebars mounted on the commode.

“I thought we were due some you and me time,” said Uschi. She reached inside her notable amount of cleavage, did a little digging around to find what she wanted. Eventually she pulled out from under the right hooter a joint and cigarette lighter. She lit up, enjoyed the first toke, and then handed it over to Denny.

He went right to it, putting it to his lips and having a drag. This positive glow promptly embraced Denny the split second the weed started to reach his bloodstream.

“Tell me something I don’t know, best thing.”

“Well, did you know Boris Karloff’s real name was William Henry Pratt?”

“No, I did not.”

“Well, it most certainly was. I read that this one time in Psychotronic magazine. So it’s got to be true. Find it hard to believe Michael Weldon would ever steer me wrong on something like that.”

“That’s why it’s so groovy to hang out with you, best thing. I learn new and fascinating shit all the goddamn time. Plus you got a really sweet cock that does the most wonderful things to me.”

The unexpectedness of that last statement caught Denny Gleeth unprepared. His penis had never been complemented before.

“Are you having a good time tonight?” It was the only thing he could think to say after hearing talk concerning his dick.

“I sure am. How about you?”

“Yeah, it’s an experience.” Denny could feel the toilet paper rack jabbing into the back of his knee.

“Thanks for doing this for me.” She eyed him through the sweet smelling smoke and her hand went to his shoulder and straightened the collar of his T-shirt and stroked the wrinkles that were bunching up along there out of the material. “I really do appreciate it. This isn’t your bag. I know you’d rather be at a comic book store, or home watching Manos: the Hands of Fate right now. It means an awful lot to me you would do this.”

“You don’t have to thank me like that. I’m glad to get out. Do something I never thought I would do. It makes me feel good about myself.”

They finished the joint in short time.

“Y’know,” said Uschi, “standing here looking at you, it is giving me an itch.”

“Yeah.” Denny just stood there, keeping his hands to himself, being innocent.

“It’s a certain kind of itch.”

Poor Denny. He still wasn’t getting it. He raised an eyebrow. “Okay.”

Uschi wetted her fingers and untucked the front half of his Big Bad Mama T-shirt and snaked her hand up inside there. She went to the nearest available nipple and pinched and teased it. It was amazing how unaware men were to the sensitivity of their own nipples. Denny moaned like he had never had it this blissful before and needed to raise an arm and brace himself against the stall’s wall to remain standing.

“Best thing,” she told him, “it’s a sexual itch. One only you and your mighty tallywhacker can scratch. Tend to it for me, will you?”

And she lifted the skirt of her zebra print cocktail dress. She was going commando, no panties for her. Howdy, Alfred E. Neuman and Patty the pussy, right nice to be seeing y’all again so soon.

Now he had it. She wanted some. Sex in the bathroom.

Maybe it was the tequila and pot working, or could be the love of a swell zombie dame, but Denny felt emboldened, ten feet tall and too goddamn good to be true. He believed the operation she requested was doable. His steady hands worked like a pro and dropped his jeans and underwear below the knees. “I’ll scratch you.” Not the sexiest thing he could have said, but it was all he could think of at the moment.

There was no lover’s foreplay slap and tickle preface to this fucking. This was straight intercourse. Getting to the nitty-gritty like two animals in heat. Uschi bent over the commode and grabbed on to its handlebars while Denny advanced on her from behind. Their genitalia interlocked and the pumping rhythm was instantly established. Denny dedicated all his concentration into his hip action. Uschi admired his thrusting motion, highly commendable, hard and steadfast as a machine. He got her whole person to rocking and the toilet to rattling. The bowl’s filthy brown water was agitated, stirring up a frothy head of bubbles. A soiled condom floating on the surface rode a storm tossed sea.

“That’s it,” Uschi encouraged. “Give it to me, best thing. Go. Go. Go. You are hitting the spot. Oh yeah. You’re hitting the spot. Harder. Go. Harder. That’s it. Va-va-voom, three-D, pow.” She turned her head and looked over her shoulder up at him. Her lips were curled back in a dazzling slutty snarl porn legend Seka would be envious of. “Look at me. I said, goddamnit, look at me.”

“I’m looking, I’m looking.”

“Don’t I look hot with your dick inside me?”

He had to agree she did look most hot indeed.

They orgasmed simultaneously—brilliantly and equally most gratified. About a minute to get themselves resituated and on their second wind, and then they exited the men’s room stall to rejoin the world already in progress.

The dead man they came upon splayed over the floor only a few short steps outside their fuck stall did do some damage to their positive afterglow.

“Sweet monkey motherfuckers,” calmly commented Uschi, nearly tripping over the lifeless unfortunate littering the urine sticky tiles.

“Roger Corman Christ,” added a shocked Denny.

Exsanguination was the cause of death. The body’s blood had been quickly and violently drained from the torn open throat. The prominent lip imprints made from tremendous suction pressure circled the wrinkled, puckered wound. There were other corpses not far off from where this one laid. A half dozen or more puddles of dead meat strewn across the men’s room floor and one left propped sitting up against the side of a urinal. All of them on the receiving end of the relative same level of graphic neck mistreatment. All this murderous mayhem committed in only the short spell of time Uschi and Denny where inside the shitter.

“I told y’all this shit was to be continued.”

That voice, like Slim Pickens seasoned with Charlie Manson Hee-Haw cornpone drawl. The words took control of the room the same as would the crack from a snapped bullwhip.

There stood Li’l Bocephus, arms crossed over his chest and leaning a hip against the sink and wearing this total rascal smile on his anemic Jethro Bodine of a face. “Did you two turd monkeys honestly think I was done with y’all? You thought you could put me out of your minds and go and do whatever you wished? That I weren’t ever gonna come back and do something wicked toward y’all? You did think that? Well, that wasn’t in any way, shape or form smart thinking on y’alls behalf, was it? I told you I put my mark on you two. I promised that this ain’t over by a long shot. I said I’d get you. And now, retardo and blimp tits dead whore, the shitting and the getting is upon us.”

The atmosphere was electric with eminent hostility. One of the toilets was experiencing water pressure difficulties. It gurgled like a content frog in a pond.

“I got me some plans,” coolly informed Li’l Bocephus. “Put a lot of creative thinking into these plans. Y’all are a critical part of them. They’s revenge sort of stuff. It’s gonna be nasty and bleak for y’all. Time I give the two of you the gift of a little Li’l Bocephus goodness.”
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Chapter Eighteen

The speed limit on this old country two-lane back road running through the heart of the Mapache Thicket was thirty. On both sides of the road there was only open land that was overrun with mature and tall mesquite, bodark and cedar trees. Their long and entwining branches reached out over the road and formed a leafy canopy that obstructed much of the afternoon sun and kept the shadows thriving. This was a remote area, rarely traveled or bothered, so the roadkill in these whereabouts was far from being plentiful, but they did happen upon a perfectly fine and only four days dead Irish Setter.

The postmortem princess Uschi had insisted that Denny pull the El Camino over so that she may partake of the dead dog. Now she was enjoying the hind leg while Denny kept the car at the speed limit and his window down and an arm hanging out. She chewed on her juicy mouthful, scarlet fur wedged between her teeth and rancid fluids dribbling down her chin. Both of their heads energetically bobbed along in beat with Pat Benatar’s “Stop Using Sex as a Weapon” playing on the radio.

Once her belly was full, she wanted sweet loving. Uschi tossed the canine bones out of her window and removed her seatbelt. She scooched over and pressed herself against her man. A hand settled in his lap, started to play with his dick lying under his jeans’ zipper. She covered his face in kisses; her dog gore slathered mouth leaving behind bright red lip prints, each one as thick and oily against his skin as a veneer of Vaseline petroleum jelly.

“Somebody’s feeling awful friendly,” said a smiling Denny. He guided her hand to the perfect spot on his groin to manipulate.

She had earlier taken her fingers and combed her platinum hair down in Bettie Page fashion bangs over her brow in hopes of concealing the can of StarKist tunafish stuck to her temple. It did a fine job of hiding it. If you didn’t know the can of tunafish was there, you never would have thought to look for it.

Her hand manipulations made Denny well stimulated and his penis stiff. “Let me inspect your gearshift,” she purred into his ear. Uschi got his jeans open suitable enough to set loose his erection. Next she hiked up her skirt and straddled Denny, sliding a leg in over his lap and squeezing her large and in charge green ass in between himself and the steering wheel. As she came down on him with his dick slipping into her wet pussy, she completely obstructed his view of the road.

“Uh, not the best of ideas, sugar cube. At least not now.”

“Not to worry,” Uschi assured. “Just keep your dick hard and put your trust in your Satan blessed sweetie. I assure you I know what I am doing.”

She removed his hands from the wheel and placed them on her big boobies. She assumed control of the steering, her hands settling on the seven and five o’clock positions on the wheel.

“I steer, you control the pedals.”

The motion of her hips completely controlled the pace of this fucking. She refused to allow this one to go the same way as what transpired back at the drug dealer’s trailer home. No Bonanza fueled premature finish this time. Uschi rode up and down Denny’s shaft at a leisurely gait, slow and steady. Quaint and loving. There wasn’t going to be no rush on this one. No hurry for either of them to cum. Enjoying every second of it.

Denny’s busy hands had slipped inside the nurse uniform’s latex and they now rubbed and kneaded her outstanding tits, thumbs flicking her hardened nipples. He buried his face in her hair and kissed on the back of her neck.

“If they were to make fucking like this a part of NASCAR, I might actually watch,” said Uschi.

The El Camino cruised steadily along, continuing to mind the speed limit and taking the curves in the road just fine. Pat Benatar was finished on the radio, and now it was Joan Jett and the Blackhearts rendition of “Crimson and Clover” going. Good tune, and an outstanding musical selection to snail’s pace copulate to.

Then all four tires blew out. As the car sharply veered into the oncoming lane, the wheel rims made quick work of chewing through the rubber and gouging out chunks of road asphalt.

“Holy rape gorilla!” cried Denny.

A shocked Uschi’s vaginal muscles suddenly constricted so hard and strong they almost snapped Denny’s up inside her tallywacker clean off. He screamed like a billy goat with its leg caught in a gopher hole, but still was thinking clearly enough to come down on the brake and remove his hands from her breasts and return them to the wheel. Together they steered the wounded El Camino to a stop on the gravel shoulder of the road.

The engine was killed. A few seconds were needed for everything to calm down. In time Uschi got out first, then Denny was next. He was getting along in a rather bowlegged cowpoke fashion.

“Are you okay?”

“No! Oh horse piss, no, I’m not at all okay. My dick has been pussy strangled.” Dork was hurting him so bad he had to leave things unzipped and hanging out. Bruising was already setting in and the discomfort so great it was like some nasty person with a personal hate toward him had gotten away with taking a metal cheese grader to his tender foreskin. He had to lean against Uschi so he could better stand up straight. “That’s one powerfully potent vagina choke hold you got, girlfriend.”

“Oops. Sorry.”

The El Camino stood on its rims with its undercarriage only inches above the ground. Fenders were battered and dented where tire fragments repeatedly smacked them. A slab of rear tire had been thrown into the exhaust pipe with a force great enough to bend it dramatically out of shape. With the key still in the ignition and driver’s side door wide open, they followed the trail of mangled Goodyear chunks to see what it was that caused such severe tire damage.

What they found was a homemade spike strip constructed from a flat garden soaker hose and hundreds of seven-inch or longer roofing nails driven through it. It was laid out across the width of the road with strips of duct tape employed to hold it down in place. All of it was heavily spray painted black so to better blend in with the blacktop.

“That can’t be good,” said Denny. “What we got here is a hillbilly speed bump. Somebody was bound and determined to stop all traffic coming through these parts. I wonder who did it.”

“It was them.”

He looked at Uschi. “Who?”

“Them.” And Uschi chin pointed to an area across the road.

There were two men in the trees. They wore no pants. They both descended from their arboreal roosts on strings of silk originating from their assholes. Around their relaxed sphincters were these spinnerets—busily working stubby, fingerlike appendages that helped reel out the webs their assholes made. Producing a spiderweb with the ass caused quite the noticeable moist noise, something like afternoon drunk Grandpa sloppily popping his dentures out of his mouth to fashion a toothy hand puppet so to amuse the grandkids with. When safely on the ground, they both puckered and pinched off the webs they rode.

They were Blink and Dash. They were healthy looking and in fit condition. Dash was the one wearing a Budman T-shirt and with dark and wavy hair done up in an Eraserhead haircut. Blink had a The Greatest American Hero white guy afro and was in a colorful Hawaiian party shirt. Both had on brown patent leather shoes that seemed less than ideal footwear for tree climbing and black socks with garters around the calves holding them up. Bare legs were hairy and reddish sunburned due to a long and pantless summer under the sun. Every now and then a breeze would catch hold of one of their shirttails and lift it up and reveal proof their parents had not believed in the practice of circumcision.

They had no eyes. Their sockets were round and shallow and lidless instead of a pair of eyeballs, they housed a cluster of little brown spiders to each hole. Quite the active arachnids, they would squirm and thrash inside the eye sockets like maggots at the bottom of a Dixie paper cup. Often one or more would crawl out and go wandering over the face, but eventually would return to a socket hole. The brothers were not blind; no sightless thing could move that sure and confidently as they did. Somehow the spiders must work as their eyes.

“I do declare,” said Uschi. “I believe these anything but bashful boys have been playing in the Zygrot-24. They are seriously hideous mutant freaked out.”

“What are you going to do about them?” asked Denny. His sense of decency and modesty had him learning to ignore the tallywhacker pain and putting away his junk and zipping up his jeans.

Uschi’s answer, “I’m going to do what any good zombie lass with a sassy attitude and mouth-watering humongous knockers that go all the way out into next week would do. I’m going to kill them up in a real inventively horrific manner, then indulge myself and eat on their brains. Sometimes the shit you got to do in this world is just that simple.”

Dash, standing alongside Blink directly across the street from Uschi and Denny, started things off. He turned, putting his backside to the couple, bent over to grab his ankles with his buttocks separating, and aimed his anus. He farty blasted from the ass a gob of webbing that cut like a cannonball through the air and struck Denny in the side of his face with much the same authority as a mule’s kick.

The impact of the hit slammed him backward several steps, awkwardly stumbling on the heels of his feet, and left him withering in new pain. The icky gob stuck to Denny as tenaciously as a heavy coating of honey and sealed one eye and half of his mouth shut. Dash executed another rectal discharge. This one targeted Denny’s raised arms and glued them down firm against his chest.

Blink came with his attack a moment behind Dash’s second gob. He spun himself around and pooted Uschi with his bunghole magic before she could launch any form of counter strike against them. A major flow of beaded like a pearl necklace web strands erupted from between his cheeks, a gooey and tacky as hot glue mess that twisted and tied around her in a neat cocoon.

This was some strong shit. Uschi struggled and fought, but the webbing would not play along and stubbornly would not relent under her strength. She got angry, snarling and growling and cussing and fussing. This was bruising to a Satan made girl’s ego, being caught in webs manufactured from some pantless freak’s hindquarters. “Come on, dudette,” she tried to encourage herself. “This is breaking shit. Next to killing folks and fucking your boyfriend this is what you do best. Get with it.”

But Uschi didn’t get with it. Finally the cocoon fully encased her like a concrete condom. She dropped to the ground, wrangled in and made docile.

Blink stepped in closer to put the concluding ass shots in on Denny. Entangling his legs in goo and incapacitating him quite nicely.

The brothers stood over their captured prey. The spiders residing in their grinning faces showing their delight by bubbling with action inside the eye sockets like the vinegar and baking soda lava in a fifth grader’s science class chemical volcano diorama.

“Congratulations, you two,” taunted Blink. “You have lost your privilege to live.”

“You’re both going to make excellent eating,” laughingly informed Dash. “The church is going to be rocking tonight.”
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Chapter Two

You’d normally find Denny pulling up to the Dairy Queen’s drive-thru window when picking up an order to go. But not tonight. Tonight he went with parking his grape-flavored bubblegum purple 1969 Chevrolet El Camino at the back of the lot and making the walk inside to the front counter and putting in his order for a late night dinner. He thought it the smooth move to go with, seeing as how he couldn’t help but be a touch worried over how the waitress working the window tonight might react at the sight of his sweet cadaver lady sitting and seatbelt buckled in place next to him in the El Camino’s cab. He wanted to avoid her looking inside the car when handing over to him their food and getting hit upside the head with an eyeful of hot mama zombie pulchitrude awash in the glow of the dashboard lights and screaming in terror like she just learned the president had signed into law a bill outlawing country and western music. Nothing good would come from a scenario like that.

It was a good deal of a shock for him when the DQ waitress handling his order told him the total. The cost was more than usual. Denny had never dated and was unprepared for having to pay for two people. He’d had to go back into his wallet and fetch a few extra bills.

A bag in each hand, he moved through the dining area’s clutter, slump-shouldered and head down, working hard to go unnoticed. He failed. The cruel eyes of the burger and onion ring eaters at the tables around him were following his every move. Denny could feel them giving him the once over, judging him unworthy to be amongst them. He imagined conversations on the best care for a John Deere riding mower’s engine, the quality of the latest Hank Williams, Jr. album, a good way to choose previously used porn from the half price bin at the adult bookstore, and next time at the counter be sure and do yourself a favor and check out that cherry ass on the new gal they got working here all trailing off at his approach and slow to resume once he passed. The contempt they all collectively formed for him was near palpable, like the searing wall of heat raised by an out of control house fire. Somebody—man or woman he couldn’t tell which—started to cackle just as he was nearing the exit, a high-pitched bark of noise like what a small animal being injured would make. Laughing at him, of that Denny was confident in. Laughing at the loser.

He stepped outside the Dairy Queen, relieved to be getting some space between himself and the DQ people, the door’s hydraulic operated arm hissing like a hornet’s nest submerged in shallow water as it eased shut behind him.

The thunderstorm had only finally relinquished and passed on twenty or so minutes ago. Cloud cover was gone and a vertical melon slice of moon had become visible in the star dotted black sky. The parking lot’s asphalt surface glistened under the harsh glow of the ambient sodium vapor lights like a piece of sucked on and spit-slimed hard candy. Illumination intoxicated moths and June bugs swarmed overhead, wings humming, their brittle, tiny bodies making a ping sound each time they aggressively threw themselves against the glass bulbs. The humid August temperatures were back in full swing in the storm’s wake, everything turning sweaty and steamy.

Overall, the night was going pretty good so far for Denny. Sold his soul to the devil and fucked his zombie and got a little anal manipulation as an extra bonus. That certainly did differ from his usual routine.

Denny had required a fair-sized period of adjustment before recovering from his first lovemaking session with Uschi. At least another ten minutes of staying down on the kitchen floor, mind keeping about as solid as a dysentery victim’s bowel movement. And while he slowly eased his way back into the reality of things, Uschi announced she was feeling rather starved and helped herself to the zapped toad in the microwave oven.

She had that popped amphibian gone in three big and healthy bites, the bones crunching against her teeth like uncooked macaroni shells being crushed under a boot heel. Them splattered intestines that had settled all along the microwave’s interior walls she collected with her fingers—now clean of any and all traces of Miracle Whip and Denny Gleeth fecal matter—and lapped up like it was the sugary icing from somebody’s birthday cake.

Eventually, Denny saw to it to getting around. He came up a bit shaky on his feet and breathing heavy from the mouth and trembling hands brought his underwear and jeans back up to around his waist. Switched on the lights and extinguished the few remaining ceremonial candles that hadn’t burned themselves out yet. The lid was screwed back on the jar of Miracle Whip before it was returned to the refrigerator. He never spoke a word and made his way to the bathroom and stripped and got in the shower.

That hot water did him good on his painful body parts. It took three washcloths to get his ass clean. The shit and sandwich spread came off easy enough; it was the bleeding from the damage Uschi’s hand had made in his sensitive sphincter was where the trouble was. Sort of worrisome there for a minute or two, what with the amount of blood soaked up by the cloths considerable and dark in coloring, starting Denny to think he may need to head on over to a hospital’s emergency room and get sewn up with stitches. But time and keeping pressure applied to the wound saw to it the bleeding ebbed, finally stopped.

After drying off, he smeared a fat dollop of hemorrhoid cream on. Yeah, that helped smooth a little of the discomfort.

Next he went to his bedroom, where he dressed in the same jeans he’d had on before and a clean Plan 9 from Outer Space T-shirt.

He sat on his unmade bed and studied on his reflection in the dresser mirror. Beads of piss warm water trickled from his still damp hair and rolled down his face. He was having a moment. His brain was coming back up to its more normal rate of speed. His eyelids had returned to blinking at their customary rhythm and breathing steadied. Soon he began to feel it was impolite of him to be keeping to himself like this. Mustn’t forget he now shared the trailer with another.

Going to the living room, he found Uschi sitting on the sofa. Hanging on the wall space behind her was an inexpensive reproduction of the theatrical poster for the original Humanoids from the Deep. Every home deserved a little Doug McClure coolness to it. Uschi had the remote control in hand and kept her eyes on the television. Playing in the VCR was his copy of Krull.

Fuck yeah Krull was a great movie, assuredly one of the premiere fantasy films of the 1980s. The Beastmaster was passably okay. Excalibur tried too much to be Shakespearean and important. Deathstalker was just dumb and ass numbing dull. Same for Ator: The Fighting Eagle. Sure, The Sword and the Sorcerer had its occasional moments, but its star was that goofy pretty boy who played TV’s Matt Houston, and that was just an unforgivable sin. Hawk the Slayer could make your eyes bleed. Heavy Metal and Fire and Ice were great, but cartoons, so it really wasn’t fair to count them. Ladyhawke was cool—if you were a twelve-year-old girl. Not enough Frank Langella to save Masters of the Universe and the Ray Harryhausen stop motion magic not enough to overcome the incredible suck quality of Harry Hamlin in Clash of the Titans. Willow was near as loveable as a stillbirth was. Conan the Barbarian truly had its fair share of epic scenes, but it in many key ways strayed too far from the original Robert E. Howard source material and that crippled it too much to be labeled great. Legend was for weirdoes and Scientologist. Only Krull was perfection.

And Dragonslayer. Can’t forget that one. It was ’80s fantasy greatness, too. Peter MacNichol was the tits in that thing.

“I love the fuck out of this movie,” she said. Somehow she was aware without ever looking away from the flickering screen that Denny was now in the room and standing off to the side of her, silently watching her. The dead girl had some voice to her. It was all bubbly, giggly late ’50s or early ’60s Hollywood sex kitten. Denny loved it. Made him feel like he was dating Joy Harmon or Joi Lansing. “Dude, this cyclops boy we got in this show—his name is Rell and carries one big ass trident—let me tell you, he’s got his act together good and proper in ways mere simple folk like me and you can’t even begin to understand.”

There she was. She really did exist. Weren’t no desperate fantasy produced from a sad and lonely imagination. His one and only zombie love. He just had his dick inside her, and she seemed to enjoy it quite a lot. Ah man, can it possibly get any more wonderful than this?

“Come over here, lover. Sit next to me. I like having you near.”

Denny obeyed, but apparently Uschi didn’t approve of the distance he put between them on the sofa, because the second he settled, she scooted herself over real close, knees touching and her head coming to rest on his shoulder. They remained that way through the remainder of the movie. Both of them wishing they owned a Glaive and thinking on all the cool business they could do with such a styling weapon. They even managed to get a touch emotional when the brave and noble Rell came riding to the rescue and sacrificed his life to aid his friends.

Show over and the videocassette tape rewinding, Denny announced he was hungry and asked if Uschi cared to join him for dinner.

“You know, like, maybe on a date?”

“I could eat,” she said, coming up off the couch. “But before we hightail it on out of here, how about I go ahead and give you the gift of a righteously fine titty fuck?”

She didn’t even manage to get the magic words “titty fuck” entirely from her mouth before Denny’s tool in his underwear was already becoming hard. He craned his head back to look up into her Berni Wrightson illustrated face. “I … ah, I believe I could tolerate a something such as that, sure.”

Uschi went down on her knees to position herself between his legs. Denny hustled to get his manhood out as fast as humanly possible. He was swollen big and stiff, eager to erupt. She spat egg yolk yellowy saliva in her hand a couple of times to collect enough to lube herself up with. She cupped her green tits and mashed them together, elbows out and arms folded in like chicken wings, and accepted Denny into her everything’s bigger in Texas cleavage. Looked like she swallowed him whole, it was so deep in there. Uschi pumped Denny, and when the end was at hand she offered to allow him to cum on her face. He declined, believing a something like that was porn film tacky and maybe even a share degrading to women. A simple, classic protein pearl necklace job was fine for Denny Gleeth.

They made their way to the Dairy Queen not long after that endeavor was concluded. During the ride they sang along with the Scandal hit “The Warrior” playing on the El Camino’s radio. Every time Patty Smyth went “Bang! Bang!” Uschi and Denny would make six shooter pistols out of their hands and shoot them off over their heads. A great time was had.

A breeze blew through the parking lot, summer warm and stinking of the trash Dumpster behind the place, serpentine twisting and turning as it moved through the pitch dark shadowy spaces between trucks and cars and stirring up the stray bits of litter about. A flattened and tire treads imprinted plastic nachos bowl, thick with congealed cheese, fashioned an ugly husking sound as it scraped the asphalt and came toward Denny as determined as if it had ideas of attacking him. He deftly avoided it and opened the door to his car and climbed in behind the steering wheel.

“Hell, you weren’t gone long at all.” Uschi had in his absence removed her seatbelt and rolled the windows down. She was wearing a direct from the Fredrick’s of Hollywood catalog a waist-length cotton candy pink baby doll nightie that hung off the points of her magnum chest like a theater curtain. Before leaving home she’d cleaned herself of Denny’s bodily fluids and freshened up her makeup. She was looking relaxed and comfortable, just taking it easy, and leaning back in the seat and an arm resting outside the window.

Dangling from the rearview mirror was a classy foam rubber shrunken head and glued to the top of the dashboard a Kenner original Chewbacca action figure, complete with a tiny crossbow blaster rifle in his hands. In the lower right corner of the rear windshield was a sun-faded decal of one of those sexy Coop devil girls, voluptuous and brandishing a sexually aggressive smirk.

“Yeah, they’re pretty good here about quick service,” Denny said. “Listen, I hope you don’t mind, but I just went ahead and got you the same thing I got for myself.” He reached into the bags and handed her food to her. He made sure to also give her plenty of the paper napkins the waitress had thoughtfully provided them. “That’s a double meat cheeseburger with mustard, large order of onion rings, and a large Dr Pepper. You said whatever I wanted to give you was fine. Is that fine? I didn’t let you down, did I? Sorry if I did. I can go back and get you something else if you prefer. I swear I don’t mind doing so. Tacos. How about some tacos? They make a pretty ninja killing cool taco here. Would you like that? The hot sauce, truth be told, they give you in them little squeeze packets ain’t particularly the best. Tepid and not spicy enough for my tastes. I’m a Pace picante sauce man myself. But the tacos are quality enough to go without the sauce and your mouth won’t feel like it’s missing a thing. Man, why didn’t I for once in my life think and get you tacos. Honey, I’m so sorry. I’ve gone and disappointed you.”

“That’s okay. Honest. I’m more than happy with what you’ve brought me. No need to go apeshit. You don’t need to be so eager to please me. I’m delighted already with the way things are and I don’t anticipate them taking a turn for the worse any time soon, best thing.”

Best thing was her pet name for Denny. Not sugar pie or honey darling or baby love. Uschi called him best thing. He’d asked why that particular term of endearment, and she didn’t miss a beat and smiled right at him big and butter pecan ice cream sweet and told him, “Because it’s what you are. You’re the best thing to ever happen to me. That’s you—my best thing.”

He’d never heard a woman talk like that about him before. What a spectacular creature this Uschi was. Beautiful, vivacious, sex skilled as quality as any five grand for the whole night Dallas whore. However, this rationalizing and conversing in full and coherent sentences was off putting. Certainly not what George A. Romero had prepared him for. This was an extra feature Denny had no recollection of requesting the devil install in her. Never for a moment did he think he would receive a lovely walking dead companion he could hold long and meaningful conversations with.

Not that Denny was all that accustomed to long, meaningful chitchat with anyone. Especially a girl.

“Made her a feisty bitch. Gave her plenty of personality.”

That was what Satan in the microwave warned only moments before he cut out. Was this what the devil meant? She certainly was feisty when it came to the lovemaking. And talking like she did sure was a strong indicator for plenty of personality. Or could be it was her brain and the special ingredients that went into its construction that gave her the gift of dialogue?

Oh well, Denny figured, don’t be looking a gift horse too thoroughly in the mouth. He was getting a kick out of Uschi just the way she was. Yep, it was decided, personality was a good thing in a Satanic homemade zombie girlfriend.

Uschi indulged in a diminutive, ladylike bite of her cheeseburger, chewed slowly, lips pinched tight together, swallowed, and immediately came to the conclusion that this alone weren’t going to get the job done. “Needs more seasoning.”

Denny had an onion ring halfway to his mouth when he stopped and said, “I brought some ketchup.”

“’Fraid that won’t have the kick I’m yearning for, either. You know, while you were gone I happened to have my head out the window for a moment and caught a whiff of a certain something I think is exactly what my burger is missing.” She set her food on the dashboard and then opened the door. “Be back in a flash.”

“What? Where are you going?”

Two spaces away from the El Camino was a parked dark 1979 Chevrolet Celebrity—that’s where Uschi was going. She got along in a quick Little Annie Fanny hop that caused all the sweet parts on her to bounce and sway in the sexiest ways imaginable. Her buoyant ultra platinum hair fanned out around her liberated from a graveyard face as four-inch-high platform shoes clomped on the pavement like a trotting horse’s hooves. Uschi reached into the Celebrity’s left rear tire’s wheel well. She grinned from ear to ear when she found what she was questing for, tugged until it came loose, and held it close to her as she hustled to return to the car.

“Don’t worry,” she said when spotting the reaction on Denny’s face to what she had brought back with her. “I’m fairly halfass confident I know what I’m doing.”

What Uschi carried in her hands was a big ol’ chunk of soggy roadkill. The late remains of an armadillo, to be precise on the subject. At least the ass end of an armadillo, everything on the poor little shell wearing critter from the mid thorax on up having been reduced to a gooey jelly substance that must’ve left a considerably vile stain behind on the road when the speeding Celeb’s wheel squashed it. Stringy loops of intestines were forced through its dilated asshole. The solid tail end had gotten stuck between the treads strong enough to be lifted up into the wheel well, where it became firmly lodged in there. Couldn’t have been any more than a day dead. The odor it produced and filled the cab with was positively savage. The soft underbelly was showing signs of trapped gas bloat and covered in a coat of coarse, springy hairs the color of mildewed bales of hay.

Uschi picked out the gravel from the armadillo’s squished portion, and Denny started to get an idea of where this was going.

He put his own dinner aside. “You look like you might need help. Let me hold your cheeseburger open for you.”

“Well, looky there, you’re about as handy as pockets on a shirt. It does my heart good to see chivalry is not dead in Texas.”

Uschi plunged her hand inside the dead animal. She went deep because she figured that’s where the best stuff was hiding. The putrid mass she scooped out she liberally smeared over the lathered in mustard surface of her cheeseburger’s meat patties. When Uschi finished at that, Denny put the top bun back in place. There was a juicy sound as he tried to mash it all down to a reasonable dimension to accommodate his girlfriend’s mouth.

She began with another dainty taste test nibble, and then, after determining she had a winner, went wild hair up the ass devouring it in huge hungry shark chomps.

“Oh yeah,” she enthusiastically ejaculated around a full mouth. “That’s paradise between two slices of bread right there. Remember, best thing, when I happened to have my hand up in your ass? That shit from you I sucked off of my fingers was extras-special good tasting. I don’t know, maybe the Miracle Whip helped it along, but either way it sure was delicious. Good enough to have come from the Bluebell ice cream people. I didn’t think I’d ever come across anything that’d ever taste that super again. As a matter of fact, I’ve been thinking about asking a favor of you next time you happen to need to take a seat on a toilet. It’s a Cleveland steamer sort of talk I want to have with you. But that’s a matter we can discuss another time. Well, guess what? We got us a new champion in taste. I’m almost having me a sexual experience with this armadillo secret sauce. It’s that tasty on a cheeseburger. Hope you don’t mind me saying so. That doesn’t make you down on yourself, does it? Your shit’s still quality. That isn’t changing, best thing. But what I got here I got to call it like it is.”

“That’s okay. Say what you feel. I don’t mind. I can be surprisingly thick skinned when it comes to criticism on the taste of my crap. Glad you found something you like so well.”

They ate their dinner in silence for the next few minutes, until Uschi decided she didn’t care for the dull vacuum that was forming between them and made a play to get a bit of small talk action going on.

“So, what’s your favorite kaiju movie?”

Denny gave his living dead girlfriend a stare. Kaiju? That’s no average word. It was Japanese; translated to English it meant something like “mysterious beast.” This was what Japanese giant monster movies are often called in their native homeland. But here in America, it’s a term about as common as a chicken with an in-depth knowledge of the novels of Dan Jenkins. Only hardcore occidental fans, like Denny, ever used the word.

“Guess, uh, I’ve got to say Mothra is my current fave. Tiny women and good giant worms’ activity in that one.”

“Really, you like it that much?” said Uschi. “Personally, I didn’t feel Godzilla came off too well in that one. He seemed to me like a pussy, a real pushover, gets beat way too easy by the big butterfly. That’s not His Royal Majesty, the King of all monsters, we know and love.

“The X from Outer Space—now that’s the one that gets me wet in my womanly zone. The big bad in it, Guilala, he’s a living apocalypse from beyond our solar system that looks a serviceable amount like a cross between a plucked lizard-chicken hybrid critter and a 1970’s era official Joe Namath popcorn popping machine. And he destroys Tokyo real good.”

Weirdness piled upon weirdness.

“When did you see it?” he asked her. He kept his voice even and face impassive.

“Excuse me?”

“The X from Outer Space. Or any Godzilla movie. When did you see them? How could you have seen them? How do you know what kaiju means? How to work a VCR? Where I keep the Miracle Whip in my refrigerator and that it will make a passable asshole lubricant? Uschi, you’re less than four hours old. It shouldn’t be possible for you to know these things. But somehow you do.”

Uschi gave Denny a no big deal shrug of the shoulders. “I don’t know. That’s just the way it is. I mean, why are some people born left-handed and others right? Why do Peter Fonda and Susan George have to be killed by the train at the end of Dirty Mary Crazy Larry? Maybe some things just need to go about their own business in their own way in this world unexplained. I say go with the flow, baby.”

There was solid logic to her words.

“Yeah, I suppose you’re right. Maybe I’m over analyzing the situation. I shouldn’t be trying to make logic a top priority in any of this. Love and hot romance aren’t supposed to be all logical. What else can you tell me about yourself?”

“All sorts of amazing shit. Ask away.”

“Well, you got a favorite song?”

“Sure do. ‘Blitzkrieg Bop’ from the Ramones.”

“Conan or Tarzan—who’s the better?”

Uschi didn’t need so much as second to have an answer for that one. “Neither. I’ll take Karl Edward Wagner’s Kane any time of the day, month or year over those two losers. The late and great Karl Edward kicked much ass with his dark and somber heroic fantasy writing.”

“Got a favorite western?”

“McKenna’s Gold. Ted Cassidy and Julie Newmar make damn good evil Apaches.”

“Do you like comic books?”

“Eh, some. I’m not too big on any superhero junk, truthfully. The Tomb of Dracula is a classic I can very much appreciate. And Garth Ennis’s Preacher is near perfect enough. And I prefer Steve Gerber’s Man-Thing’s stories over Alan Moore’s run on Swamp Thing. Jonah Hex and Rom: Space Knight are cool, too.”

“Bela Lugosi or Boris Karloff?”

“Boris all the way, best thing. He’s a sweetie and I think one of the most underrated actors from the golden age of Hollywood.”

“Democrat or Republican?”

“Proud independent.”

“Best quote from a Russ Meyer movie?”

“’Because I’m the ballsiest cat you ever met.’”

“Your opinion on Bruce Campbell?”

“He’s okay. Maybe a bit too much overrated. Personally, I prefer Jeffrey Combs or Ian McCulloch. Ian McCulloch doesn’t get enough love in the horror community to suit me. The man was all class act in Alien Contamination.”

“Does it hurt being a zombie?”

“Nope, I feel perfectly fine. In fact, better than fine. I’m strong and big-tittied powerful.” And here she began to shimmy her shoulders and get her large breasts to swaying and quaking and noisily gurgling like water balloons set to bouncing on a trampoline. “I feel super potent and ready for whatever type of challenge that might get tossed my way. The fact I’m made of spoiled choice cuts of dead people meat doesn’t mean dog food fuck to me. I feel like I could get in a fistfight with Jesus Christ and kick his ass.”

Pondering what question to ask next, Denny happened to turn away and look out onto the parking lot. He chewed on the end of the drinking straw impaled through the plastic lid on his Dr Pepper and watched as a couple stepped out of the Dairy Queen and started walking to their car. He was compelled to pay attention to them.

Nothing special about them, just a man and a woman. Both pretty fairly ugly and dressed by Wal-Mart. The man was balding and fat, his belly hanging low over his belt like raw biscuit dough seeping through the split in a ruptured Pillsbury tube. He looked like the type with no education after high school and was trapped working long and hard at a job that didn’t pay well enough to keep his family afloat on his one paycheck. The woman was frizzy-haired and short and squat and had an Alfred Hitchcock double chin flabby wattle. Denny figured her for a school cafeteria lunch lady.

They behaved like a couple that had been together for a good while now. They were relaxed and enjoying one another’s company, talking and laughing and holding each other close. She had her hand behind him and tucked in snug into one of the seat pockets of his blue jeans, cupping an ass cheek.

They were in love. It was obvious to see.

Every once in a while Denny would run across something like this. People in love. He’d see it between a man and a woman when he’d go alone to the movies or was pushing a shopping cart while shopping for his groceries. Did they know how lucky they were? Really, were they ever truly aware of how blessed the pair of them was that in this entire cruel and cold world they were able to connect with an actual fellow human being who didn’t find them utterly horrible and disgusting? Did they have any idea how horse piss in your lemonade terrible it was to have to go through life always alone? Probably not, no. The fucking world was overrunning with lucky assholes. Most folks weren’t as miserable and as big a failure as Denny was.

Whenever he would see love in action it would start an envious Denny to wondering what would it be like to be one of them, in love and that love reciprocated?

His hand went out and blindly found his Uschi’s leg. He began to affectionately stroke her thigh.

Actually, he didn’t have to wonder anymore. Here it was. True love with his idea of the ultimate example of femininity. There was no need any longer for jealousy or searing heartache or only hollow fantasies of going out on a date or shame that out of everyone on Earth only he was unable to find somebody. The real deal was sitting beside him. It was finally okay to put his worries and fears of being condemned to a life forever all to himself aside.

The couple had crossed the parking lot and were now arriving at their pickup truck—an old but dependable Dodge Ranger XLT with a rusted over hood and a collection of proud to be an American bumper stickers. They separated, him making his way to the driver’s side door and her remaining by the tailgate and waiting for him to climb inside the cab and unlock the passenger side door for her.

Denny couldn’t help but smile. All of a sudden the envy and anger he’d typically hold for a pair like this was washed away, and he seemed to instead develop a feeling of kinship with them. It felt nice seeing a fellow pair of lovers. He was now at last a member of the club.

Eyes keeping on the couple, he had one last question he cared to ask Uschi. “You really do love me, yes?”

Her cheeseburger and roadkill eaten, Uschi looked up from her onion rings seasoned with rancid armadillo scraps. First she used a wad of paper napkins to clean her hands as best she could manage, chewed her mouthful of food, swallowed, then ran her dead fingers through the hairs along the back of Denny’s neck. This provoked Denny to turn his face towards her. Uschi stared unblinkingly into his eyes, and her soured milk white glazed over cadaver eyes pierced his great big dull baby blues. She spoke with a clear, authoritative tone that was confident it would be understood to the very last detail.

“Forever and ever I will love you with all that I got, Denny. That’s a guaranteed promise from me to you.”

She truly meant that. Ninja killing cool. A splendidly warm, comforted sensation went through Denny, and he felt the compulsion to say something in response to such a powerful statement. He didn’t put any thought into his words, instead just made it up as he went along, allowing it all to originate straight from his heart. “When I die my soul is going to go straight to hell, where it will burn and be tormented for all of eternity. That’s concrete, a fact that can not be changed. But I don’t care. I honestly don’t. It’s a price I’m more than happy to pay for the chance to love a glorious woman like you, Uschi. Thank you. Thank you for coming into my world and making it for the first time ever worthwhile.”

They kissed. Their mouths joined together perfectly.

After Uschi returned to enjoying her onion rings, Denny was curious to check in with the parking lot lovebirds. He turned his head and looked to them again. The man was now behind the steering wheel, door still open and cab’s light on, leaning over the seat and fingers reaching for the passenger door’s lock knob. The woman continued to hold her ground back by the tailgate.

And then came the attack.

The attacker moved unnaturally fast. Fast enough to fool the naked eyeball. He was only this dark figure, an indistinct man-shape blur, coming out of the shadows between the parked cars at seemingly the speed of a bullet exiting the barrel of a .22 rifle. One second there was nothing but a frizzy-haired fat gal standing by her lonesome at the rear of a pickup, and in the very next instant there was this man who materialized from out of the night itself and was taking a mean-spirited hold of her by the shoulders.

With a whip-like fluidness to his motions, he swung a leg out and tripped her legs out from under her, dropping her with equal parts neat and brutal efficiency to her ass. Too stunned by the unexpected suddenness of it to cry out or react in any fashion in these few initial moments of the assault, the woman was wholeheartedly his to do with as he wished.

Denny’s mouth fell agape and he was jolted where he sat. What, did he just actually see that? “Fucked by a Trekkie at a Babylon 5 convention …”

Her man in the pickup truck was on the ball. He saw what was going down and was quick to respond. In a New York minute he was unhesitatingly coming to save her. He charged the man mistreating his lady, the fatty parts on him jiggling as he was in action, the look to his pie round red face a mixed expression of worry, concern and rage, and when reaching the attacker he was assaulted with a straight-arm chop. The arm lashed out as if it was spring-loaded and the knife-edge side of the hand went under the chin and struck hard against the windpipe. Denny saw it as almost a John Saxon as Roper in Enter the Dragon quality karate man move.

There was a chicken’s neck getting wrung crunchy-crack of a report that reverberated throughout the DQ parking lot. This was a larynx crusher of a hit that made oxygen to the lungs a luxury never more to be indulged in and dropped the man down ass over tits. He clutched at his throat and fought a loosing battle for breath, feeble, convulsing and helpless. He died in agony.

That’s the way to do it. An orderly, clean, hassle-free murder.

That business accomplished, the attacker returned his attention full on once again to her. He wanted something to do with her throat. He forced her head back, leaving the neck exposed and vulnerable, and bent at the knees to put his face in close to her throat. His movements carried the same lethal smooth characteristics of a born predator readying to deliver the killing stroke to its defenseless prey.

Denny watched on in wide-eyed astonishment. Holy Zontar shit. Those were people in love. How dare that quick on the move dickhead think he could spoil their happiness. Those two out there, they were Denny’s people. People just like him and Uschi. Don’t fuck with his people.

Adrenaline kicked in high gear and adopted a plan to take no prisoners. Denny’s eyes narrowed to a hateful squint as he could feel the rushing blood fill his face. He commenced to snorting through his nostrils like an aggravated bull. The muscles through his chest, shoulders and neck swelled and bunched to the best of their puny limits. Denny’s natural instinct for cowardice was forgotten in the face of such an atrocity to romance.

A decision was made.

A hero was needed.

He was about to get his ass in gear and do what he thought he would never do.

“Son of a bitch must pay!”

Get a weapon.

He reached between his legs and under the seat and got hold of the tire iron kept down there. Its touch was cold and unfamiliar on his soft and uncallused palm.

Get over there and teach that cum stain on the bedsheets of life that love and romance don’t have to tolerate any shitty behavior like that. Hurry! Hustle! Move like the motherfucking wind!

He shoved his door open and bolted at his top speed, breaking into a run when clear of the El Camino. The tire iron was a reassuring heft in his fist. The attack was taking place more or less at the center of the lot, a few more than a dozen parking spaces down form where his El Camino was parked. This was the greatest distance Denny had run since sixth grade PE. He was laboring for air and sweating like a whore in church before he was even halfway to his destination.

The attacker remained ignorant of Denny’s approach. Still hunched far over the woman, paying attention only to her throat. Strange since the noise of Denny’s Converse All Stars pounding the asphalt and his huffing and puffing for the sake of his burning lungs was as loud as firecrackers going off in a tin soup can. Something about that throat must really be the end all interesting.

Thought was now absent from Denny Gleeth’s head. A blinding neon red rage was all that was going on behind his eyes. He felt macho and testosterone-fueled powerful. A true man.

He came in from behind, raising his arm back across his chest and the tire iron going over his shoulder, and then swinging at the attacker in a backhanded motion. Tire iron loving connected full on across the rear half of the skull, directly behind an ear. The sound of the hit was satisfying and dense, like a hammer coming down hard on a big slab of granite. The impact vibration that passed through the tire iron and traveled up his arm left Denny grinning from ear to ear and feeling like he was The Man for once in his existence.

Hot damn, he did something good.

The attacker made this brief grunt of a cry at the moment he was struck—more like reluctantly acknowledging a mild annoyance rather than a legitimate reaction to any severe head trauma. He wobbled there for a second, all hunched forward over the woman, putting a little effort and repositioning of his weight to work to keep his balance. Then he lazily stood up straight and tall, turned to confront Denny.

“Well, hello to you, too, sunshine,” he said matter-of-I-shit-you-not-factly. He had the type of slow and drawling cadence to his voice that made a person think of an unhealthy appreciation for that fine American John Wayne, a love for music with a shitload too much steel guitar twang to it, tattoos of the Confederate flag on his hairy and farmer’s tanned hide, shotgun shells rolling free on the floorboard of a pickup truck, yelling out “Whoa, bitch!” each time he went down on the brake pedal to his truck when coming to a red light or stop sign, and one of the more vocal Texans demanding Ozzy Osbourne be strung up by his nuts and let the birds peck out his eyes after learning he had gone and taken a big ol’ steaming piss on the side of the Alamo. Outlaw peckerwood country boy bubba and proud as fuck about it.

Denny was not The Man. The neon red rage in his brain went dark. His grin died as quick as an ant crawling along a tabletop and content in its own little world getting crushed to smelly mush under a descending thumb.

“What are you, boy, one of them short bus riding retards they let wash dishes here at this dump?” he asked Denny. “I bet they pay you in all the french fries you can fish out of the trash and gum you can find stuck under the tables. Goddamn. Is that you? That what you are, boy?”

The attacker was this goat roper cowboy. Tall and rail thin drink of water. Got straight red hair oiled and parted down the center of his scalp like the way Larry Storch wore his on the old TV show F-Troop. Freckle-faced, his complexion was as pale as a blood and other juices long settled to the bottom cadaver resting on a morgue table. Eyes were simmering with a cocky mean disposition that promised bad times ahead for any one or thing who should happen to find themselves on this good ol’ boy’s shit list. He was dressed in a pearl snap buttons western cut shirt with the sleeves raggedly torn away and showing off girlishly slender broomstick narrow arms, tight fitting blue jeans that told the world which side his dong was partial to lean to (the left), and the belt buckle he had on him was fancy enough to suit a rodeo star and as big around as a hotel’s ashtray. His can of Copenhagen snuff kept in his jean’s seat pocket had left a permanent ring imprint in the denim. The boots on him looked brand new, a pair of oily clean Tony Lama snakeskins. On the outside of his right forearm was this tattoo that stated in clean, simple font ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA.

Call him Li’l Bocephus.

The large and goofy from ear to ear smile Li’l Bocephus gave Denny could only be described as inbred bright. This here was the sort of car wash built on a dirt road swift thinking bubba who would find substituting shit rag for toilet paper when writing out his weekend grocery shopping list the height of sophisticated wit. He licked at his lips, a feral act in the fashion he went about it, and absently scratched his balls. His lips had a purplish, drinking too much grape soda pop tint to them. There was a distinct Eddie Munster lupine pointed tip to his ears and a fine, full pelt of reddish-brown fur covering them. His mouth was open wide and beyond those discolored lips were all so many fangs. Yes, fangs—narrow and ending in needle points, stained first piss of the morning yellow; they jutted crookedly out of the blue gums and were cobwebby between many of them with fat and glistening yarns of gooey spit. A long tongue, black and warts spotted, was sighted slithering around in there.

Denny next managed to notice the woman, down on her butt and head remaining cocked back. She was in some serious deep-fried bad shit. Her throat having been savaged, deeply bitten into, the multiple fang punctures like the honeycomb holes along the surface of a yellowjackets’ nest. The carotid artery was compromised and a Shogun Assassin hose spray of an enormous volume of dark arterial blood spewed out as much as two feet into the air. It splattered the truck’s bumper and tailgate and collected in puddles on the parking lot; the sounds of the violent release a high-pitched gurgling squeal. More blood gushed and caused a lobster bib cascade down the front of her. She bled out toot-sweet quick, the red fountain that was her neck soon diminishing to a steady trickle, then a few spurts, followed by a weak dribble, and finally ending on a collection of bubbly wet fart disturbances before the tap was completely dry.

The light in her eyes Denny watched grow ever more dim. When it vanished completely he knew for sure the life in her was depleted. The lifeless body then leaned over and fell awkwardly onto its side, slapped the gore painted blacktop with a bit of a splash.

Denny had devoted a lifetime to watching horror motion pictures and knew instantly what this bullshit was all about. The redneck with all the teeth was coming straight from Chris Lee and Frank Langella country. Vampire.

Li’l Bocephus spat a brown stream of tobacco juice, loud and wet like a small breed of dog struggling with diaherra trouble. “What you got there in your hand, a tire iron?” The shitkicker bravado to his voice was as loveable as third degree burns covering ninety percent of the body.

High overhead one of those massive 747 jets out of D/FW Airport rumbled as it flew above Vestron, off to parts unknown and loaded with folks having a far better time with their lives right then than what Denny currently had going on way, way down here. Crickets were chirping somewhere off in the darkness.

“Answer me.”

“Yes.” Denny visibly trembled where he stood. He could feel the cheeseburger and onion rings in his belly turn sour and acidic. He tried to swallow but was unable to, his dry throat feeling as if it were filled with thumbtacks.

“Wrong, retard, that ain’t any tire iron. What you got there is a butt plug. The world’s finest butt plug, in fact. This is a butt plug of great and terrible infamy. Here, let me demonstrate on you and your kind to volunteer for me ass just what makes this here butt plug so special.”

Li’l Bocephus’s hand shot out and snatched the tire iron away from Denny. It was just that simple a feat for him to accomplish. His quickness and strength too much for Denny to counter. Denny was left feeling like a small child having his favorite toy abruptly taken from him by an adult.

“Now, don’t go and panic none on me—this is only going to hurt you like a vengeful motherfucker for the short remainder of your life.”

The blood-dripping tailgate to the parking lot lovers’ pickup truck was dropped with a noisome metallic thunk. Denny was grabbed by the scruff of his neck and bent over it. His face was pressed against the rough and dirty metal.

Unbuckling his belt and opening his jeans was never bothered with. Li’l Bocephus simply took hold along one belt loop at the hip area and continued yanking until they were down past Denny’s buttocks. The revealed ass was hopelessly Caucasian, flat and lacking any definition, as white as an uncooked flour tortilla. The medical odor of hemorrhoid cream was released and obvious. Li’l Bocephus permitted the tip of the tire iron to drag over one cheek, drawing a stinging red welt into the skin. So cold and unforgivingly hard.

It seemed like being the victim was bred into Denny Gleeth’s bones. He never protested, never struggled or tried to fight back. He was too scared to do anything. It was high school all over again, and the tough, bigger kids in his third period remedial math class had him cornered behind the gymnasium with nothing to hide behind but his digital Return of the Jedi wristwatch and a copy of an Alan Dean Foster sci-fi paperback.

The vampire leaned in close to Denny’s ear. “Look at you, retard. I know your kind.” His cold as a November morning breath was an absolute abomination, like the stench produced from a backed up septic tank inside a charnel house, and it went over the side of Denny’s face thick as wet paint and seemingly clogging the pores. “Got yourself full of piss and vinegar and puffed up with a sense of courage you never really had to begin with and thinking you can make a difference in the world. Come to save the poor little lady. Ignorant shitball. You’ve been reading too many Batman funny books. All you succeeded in doing was interrupting my supper. And why you wanna do something like that? Don’t you think I have as much right to eat as the next guy, huh? You ain’t got the common sense the Good Lord took the time and effort to give to some dog that spends all day licking its hairy black balls. You must be eager to die, the way you came running up and took a shot on my noggin. Hey now, you in luck—you done come upon the one super tough hombre of the night more than happy to oblige a fuck up such as yourself. I am gonna kill you, bug-eyes retardo. But before I go to work on that voodoo I do so well, I’m going to make sure you’re good and properly vicious nasty humiliated before you get to leave this world. I’m gonna break your spirit like it was made of Legos. Get ready for a pain biblically severe.”

The tire iron’s tip then altered direction, now directly headed for the asshole.

“Get ready to beg me for the sweet relief of death. Never gone and killed me a retard before. Ooo, it’s got me all excited and such. Goddamn, it is opportunities such as this that truly make America the greatest country in the world.”

Denny scrunched his eyes shut and whimpered. The tire iron commenced to invade the cleft of his buttocks. Penetration was now only a second away.

Not twice in one night.

The fist came out of seemingly nowhere and smashed into the side of Li’l Bocephus. It was low on his midsection, between the bottom rib and hip joint and behind the stomach. A sucker punch operating on rocket fuel.

“Sumbitch,” a stunned Li’l Bocephus wheezed as the might of the blow folded him over and sent him off balance and stumbling backwards away from the truck on the heels of his cowboy boots. His hand loosened and fingers uncoiled; the tire iron, glowing in a greasy sheen made from the harsh glare of the sodium vapor lighting, fell to the parking lot with an off-tune heavy clang. Li’l Bocephus bounced off the bumper of a Ford Taurus located three spaces away from the handicap parking Dairy Queen provided for the physically unfortunate and landed less than gracefully in a shallow puddle of oily rainwater. He settled there like something newly dead.

“I don’t appreciate you putting your hands on my boyfriend,” said Uschi. She puckered her lips around the straw in her Dr Pepper and sucked in a mouthful. “Hey, best thing, you think maybe next time I could try a Sprite? I got me a feeling that may be more my kind of drink.”

She saved me, Denny thought. She came over here and actually helped me. Nobody’s ever done that for me before.

“Baby, you can have whatever the fuck your heart desires.”

Li’l Bocephus sat up, water running off his face and messed all to fuck hair down over his eyes. “Sheep shit and cherry seeds,” he grimly commented. “I ain’t been turd walloped like that in a coon’s age.” His attention went to the gal who’d given him the mother of all body shots, watching her standing there at the pickup’s tailgate protectively close to the little retardo with the big, buggy eyeballs, all sassy and full of herself.

Basic heterosexual male instinct drove his eyes first and foremost to her knockers. My God Almighty, they were certainly a pair taken to heroic proportions. They were pert near bigger than the house Li’l Bocephus grew up in. He imagined if he were to pick one of them up waterbugs would come crawling out from under it. He next noted she weren’t wearing any panties. That was nice of her. He couldn’t ignore the perfect view he was being treated to of her pussy. Funny thing. Why did she have David Letterman’s goofy face carved into her pubes? Man, that’s ignorant. Her skin pigment was as green as a fresh picked booger from a nostril and barbed wire kept her held together like she was some kind of fleshy quilt. Her face was as repulsive as tattoos on a fat chick.

Li’l Bocephus had in his time watched and appreciated enough ’70s and ’80s movies on late night cable TV to know what he was being confronted with here. Titty bitch done been zombiefied.

He said to her, “I’m gonna go out on a limb here and say your unique looking ass ain’t originally from around these parts.”

Stupid thing to say. Stupid to waste a single word or ounce of communicative effort on this buttaface walking dead abomination. Sometimes that motor connected to Li’l Bocephus’s mouth just didn’t seem to come with an OFF switch. The annoyingly lingering traces of humanity inside him were responsible for this foolish act. It compelled him to say something, say anything. A human being was forever eager and hopeful to resolve a hostile predicament with wordplay. The realization he had just done such an asshole thing—had fallen back like that on a disgusting pussy-ass weak human natural reaction—left Li’l Bocephus angry and ashamed with himself. When was he going to outgrow such bad habits? He was not a man. He was a thing. A monster. A killer of men. Act that way, you little bitch.

Uschi held out her sucker punching hand and proudly showed Li’l Bocephus what she held in it. The object was dog turd brown, smaller than a tennis ball, shaped similar to a teardrop, and glistening wet. For some disturbing reason the sight of it set of the warning bells between Li’l Bocephus’s ears.

Around about then was when he also happened to finally put some attention on the fact he was feeling particularly off there where she had hit him. Didn’t feel like anything he would normally associate with a routine beating. A swelling concern moving through him, he looked down at himself to investigate.

Ah shit, bitch ruined his lucky official Larry Mahan shirt. She’d gone and put a heartbreakingly decent-sized tear in it; somehow had managed to bloody him up real fine, too.

Wait a minute. Hello? That blood should seriously not be there. He didn’t even come close to spilling a drop of the ol’ red stuff when he was working on the fat girl. Li’l Bocephus may be many things—murderer, borderline illiterate, despoiler of female virtue, bigot, hater of cats and dogs, crier like a baby the day he learned CBS had canceled Gunsmoke—but a sloppy eater was not one of them. And it appeared the dead woman with the roomful of bazooms didn’t have any gore on her she could’ve smeared over him. Well then where the fuck was it coming from, huh? He raised his shirt, lower lip chewing with worry at what he might discover.

She’d gotten him real good, no trying to deny that. There was on his pale as fresh sour cream freckled belly a jagged and deep tear a number of inches away from his navel. A hole in him size sufficient enough for a videocassette tape to be inserted through. The bleeding was vigorous and bubbly, leaving a foamy head over half his lap. The interior meat exposed was raw pork pink and the thin sheet of fat bathtub rubber ducky yellow. Again he looked to the homemade zombie girlfriend. How could she have done such a thing to him? It weren’t natural, no.

“I’m fairly confident,” Uschi all rainbows and unicorns cheerfully informed, “it’s your gallbladder.” She began to lift the organ toward her mouth.

Denny was working at getting his britches back where they belonged. He was an individual who assumed he knew enough about anatomy from repeat viewings of classic Herschel Gordon Lewis splatter movies to voice an opinion. “Yeah. You’ve got the gallbladder there.”

She popped the whole thing in her mouth and hungry big dog chewed. Noxious fluids moistened her lips. She spat the gravel-like gallstones out as if they were watermelon seeds. Swallowed it all in one impressive gulp. Followed it with the last of her Dr Pepper, and then tossed the cup aside. “Mmm, not halfass bad. Almost go far enough to label it ninja killing cool tasty. Think I’ll try a bit more.”

Chesty Morgan from beyond the grave moved, coming at Li’l Bocephus with the self-confident sashaying of a stripper taking to the stage to the pounding beat of a Nashville Pussy tune and satisfied only with hundred dollar bills stuffed in her G-string. She energetically clacked her teeth together in anticipation of more.

Li’l Bocephus told himself to remember what the movies had taught him. The brain. The only way to kill a zombie was to destroy the brain. That totally sounded like a chore he could accomplish. Get with it.

Lunging up off the parking lot with all the inhuman force he had to spare, Li’l Bocephus went at the organ thieving zombie female with arms spread wide and lips skinned back from his creepy Zuni fetish doll freak teeth. His mouth was a gusher, instantly and quite profusely salivating yarns of stout drool that were wind-tossed as he was in motion to thrash and wave about the lower portion of his face like the tentacles of some animated jellyfish. His eyes were bloodlust blazing. Fast as ever, he got her down with a linebacker’s tackle before being challenged by even so much as a molecule of any resistance from her.

Moist wash rag limp, Uschi was laid out toes up over the asphalt, and Li’l Bocephus perched himself atop her. He pinned her arms to her sides by planting his knees into her bicep muscles and parked his bony ass on her buoyant breasts, which audibly sloshed as he wiggled and situated himslef into the most comfortable position he could find. Sitting there as if he were on a bean bag chair, high and mighty and lording himself over her, he clamped a hand over her mouth, putting a stop to all that obscene teeth chattering, while his other hand obliged itself to a right large fistful of hair located just in front of her head’s crown.

That bantam rooster cockiness in him refused to keep its attitude in place. “Yeah, how ’bout that?” he said. Li’l Bocephus laughed like a southern sheriff in a ’70s era blaxplotation movie, condescending and unkind. “I got you with the greatest of fucking ease. Ain’t I pure motherfucking spectacular?”

The grip that Uschi was a prisoner of was superhuman, clearly beyond any normal physical limits. She imagined these hands could with minor exertion rend through sheet metal like a sharp knife making easy work of rotten cloth. His fingernails were uncared for, the dirt under them as dark as the ink from a defensive octopus. They were long and chipped to the point they were serrated like a hacksaw’s blade, tough as the bark on a pine tree and yellow from a mature fungus infection thriving deep beneath.

He raised her head, set his hold as firm as he could make it. The plan here was to take the zombie titty bitch’s head and just bash it against the parking lot until he came upon the promised land and split her skull wide open and brains spilled out like an overturned supper bowl of soupy baked red beans. He figured half a dozen admirable hits at most should get things done.

A wise plan. A sound plan. Sinfully easy, wickedly productive, decadently doable.

Shame Li’l Bocephus never got to find out whether or not it would’ve worked.

Uschi’s mouth snapped open, defying Li’l Bocephus’s hand, and a pair of his fingers dropped inside. They dragged over her tongue, tasting of the dirt and disease under the nails. She bit down, and then all she could taste was a peculiarly spicy flesh type she found difficult not to immediately fall head over heels in love for.

Yum-yum, eatum up. This shit is quality.

Yelping, Li’l Bocephus yanked his hand back and learned his ring and pinkie fingers were MIA. “Shit, fuck, damn, Democrat.” She’d bitten them off right above the knuckles. Blood pumped from the raw and juicy stumps like transmission fluid from a punctured hose. Li’l Bocephus brought the pitiful three-fingered hand closer to his face. A muscle in his jaw spasmed, his cheek rolling and undulating as if there were nightcrawlers squirming under his face. The wet sounds of Uschi’s eating echoed in his ears.

He gave her a mean-eyed stare. “Well, at least you had the common decency to spare the pussy finger.”

Legs together, Uschi moved as if she were down on the living room floor in front of the television set working on her abdominal muscles to a Jane Fonda work out video, springing her knees up in a pistons motion and driving them mercilessly hard against the center space of Li’l Bocephus’s spine. The brutality of the impact made his head snap backwards in classic whiplash fashion, fangs making a skeletal clack when jaws slammed together, and it was a damn miracle none of his warted tongue was snipped off. He released his hold on her head of hair and was thrown off of her mammarian carriage and sent tumbling away.

Keeping it meek and really eager to get on home, a sweaty and ashen-faced Denny stood at the side of the pickup. He watched his walking dead honey rise to her feet. “Can I do anything to help?”

“Don’t think so.” Uschi took the time to give Denny a winning smile and a saucy wink of the eye. Then she was whirling around in a pirouette, the fuzzy pink cuffed hem of her nightie billowing out like a blossoming buttercup flower, turning to face Li’l Bocephus. “I got this Barnabas Collins of the rodeo circuit right where I want him. Appreciate your thinking of me, though.”

Out of the corner of his eye Denny became aware that by now this ruckus in the parking lot had attracted the attention of everyone inside the Dairy Queen. Faces of employee and customer alike were pressed to the dining area’s plate glass windows, watching, thoroughly bumfuzzled at what they were witnessing.

Zombie vs. vampire. Was this a Fangoria moment or what?

Li’l Bocephus managed to stand. “Aw man, this night ain’t treating me right at all.”

Uschi came in on Li’l Bocephus with an animal’s swiftness that totally belied her decaying walking dead statehood and shoved him back between a new model Cadillac and a late ‘70s Ford Maverick. He slammed against the driver’s side of the Mav, collision fracturing the window’s glass. Its shocks were shot and the auto rocked back and forth like a small raft afloat on a choppy lake, creaking and squeaking during the whole thing. Uschi tore his shirt open and revealed a hairless and Karen Carpenter skinny torso; the ribs under his skin stood out like the ridges on a Ruffles potato chip. Never missing a single beat, she unhesitatingly put both hands inside that nifty gallbladder wound she earlier delivered upon him.

She looked into his face, her tone of voice nefariously teasing, “Excuse me while I pig out.”

Oh momma, that sounded way too unpleasant to be comfortable with.

“No … Don’t …” Li’l Bocephus spoke as if he were gargling with warm road tar, “… please …”

She ripped him open—tissue, tough muscle and abdominal vault so easy for her zombie hands to rend asunder. A wet horizontal opening that ran in a jagged path from one end of Li’l Bocephus’s abdomen to the other. His belly button was literally torn in two. The bleeding was an absolute insane monsoon of vital fluids that went everywhere, drenching the two of them entirely under its spray and painting both the hoods of the Caddy and Maverick the shade of gore. Freed viscera spilled out and poured into Uschi’s waiting arms. Her laughter was rapturous as it all went over her. The spillage was too much for her to carry it all, and quite a bit of slimy and colorful entrails overflow splattered to the ground.

She buried her face in the armfuls and feasted. Her supper grunts and groans loud and excited and her head kept continuously twisting from side to side like an anxious dog worrying a tasty bone.

A wild howling like it was gravely past feeding time at the zoo’s monkey house erupted from Li’l Bocephus. “You get the fuck away from me! AWAY FROM MEEEEEEE!”

And he took hold of her in his arms and lifted her 44-22-36 racy physique above his head and tossed her toward the Dairy Queen, her arms emptying as she sailed off and all those delicious eats splattering wet and messy down to earth.

The Satanic homemade zombie girlfriend traveled a healthy thirty yards, bulleting through the air at a spooky clip of speed above car rooftops, her trajectory holding steady and never faltering. A swift thinking individual inside the DQ yelled “Incoming!” and people scattered like frightened squirrels as Uschi hit one of the plate glass windows. The chiming of a multitude of glass shards falling to the floor carried a surprisingly musical cacophony. She cleared the whole length of the dining area, a big-boobed flesh eater missile that entered customer service air space above the main counter area and smashed into the electric menu board suspended from the ceiling.

She next dropped to the coutertop, limp as an old tube sock, landed very near the spot where earlier Denny had paid for their cheeseburgers, and crushed under her body a pair of steak finger baskets waiting to be collected and eaten here. Side of her head connected with a corner edge of a cash register, causing the little bell inside to make a brief jing sound that shivered through the atmosphere. Hissing sparks and glass fragments from the damaged and swinging menu board showered down on Uschi’s motionless form.

Somebody took a bite from their burger and commented around the mouthful, “Goddamn. I got to tell y’all goddamn.”

“Yeah,” said Li’l Bocephus, “that ought to calm your freak ass down a fair share.”

He looked down at the pile his unspooled internals made at his feet. As a boy growing up on a working farm, Li’l Bocephus had watched a cow give birth, and the load of rank and gooey afterbirth ol’ Bessie passed along with her calf were Miss America handsome in comparison to this nastiness from within himself. Sure was a lot of it, too. He must now be hollow inside. Trash was already mixed in—he spotted a straw impaled lid from a small Coke caught in the coils of a loop of large intestine, a few crushed cigarette butts trapped here and there in the snotty slime that coated his liver, a crusty ketchup packet stuck to what he assumed was supposed to be his spleen.

“Ain’t this the shits?” Li’l Bocephus told the world and himself. He next bent forward and put his hands to work in trying to shovel himself back inside. It was like wrestling with dead eels in taffy—the shit was delighted to go everywhere but where it was supposed to go. But he managed some progress: the bowels were returned home, maybe not back in their original position inside him, but beggars can’t be choosers, they were back in there and that was good enough for the time being.

Again Denny Gleeth went against his typical nature and was compelled to become courageous.

No one manhandles my lady like that and goes unpunished.

The Maverick’s car antenna snapped off in Denny’s hand shockingly easy. There was a tacky little plastic Dallas Cowboys football helmet mounted on the end of it. Denny got rid of that. The antenna screamed like an upset white woman when he sliced at the air with it. Denny reached the ways across the hood and whipped it into Li’l Bocephus’s face, the balled tip striking the left eye. Pop! The eyeball exploded like a pinpricked balloon and sent eye jelly gunk the color of fresh pus from a lanced boil oozing down half of his face. The eyelid collapsed and puckered like a cat’s sphincter.

“MOTHER and FUCKER!”

Forgetting all else, Li’l Bocephus was quick to retreat to the center of the parking lot, entrails pouring back out of him like groceries from a shopping sack tearing open along the bottom and dragging across the ground, leaving a bright red trail in his wake. His snakeskin boots became wrapped up in them, tangling his legs, and he tripped and fell hard to his knees and elbows.

“Shitfire … I so do not deserve this.”

Meanwhile, back in the Dairy Queen, Uschi was stirring. She lifted herself off the Formica and lowered her feet to the floor. The pair of ruined steak finger baskets all down the front of her looked like a good quantity of chunky vomit and the mashed french fry dangling from the end of her nose a king-size booger. The bell ringing collision with the cash register had torn open her face along the temple, and a flap of spoiled green flesh shaped roughly like how Florida looks on a map now hung low over her eye, a patch of yellowy-white skull out there for all to look upon.

People just silently stared at Uschi, unsure exactly what to do about her.

Her mouth was still full of Li’l Bocephus, cheeks puffed out, a large, partially jellied chunk of intestine protruding past her lips. She watched the people watch her chew and finally swallow it all down. The belch she cut loose with was like a foghorn, only juicier and carrying a chemical toilet odor stout enough to water the eyes and put a bitter taste on the tongue.

Uschi raised her hands and spoke to the crowd in a reassuring tone, “Citizens, there is no need for alarm. I am made from Satan reanimated dead body parts. My shit is together in ways y’all can’t even begin to understand. Now excuse me, there is more violence I need to be committing outside.”

The crowd of Dairy Queen people couldn’t part fast enough for Uschi when she started walking toward the nearest exit, everyone’s footsteps crunchy under all the broken glass. The door’s hydraulic arm hissed as it shut behind her. She calmly walked the parking lot and approached a Nissan and tore one of its door’s clear off, its steel hinges groaning in useless protest and snapping apart like they were made of peanut brittle.

Li’l Bocephus stood up and turned himself in the direction of Denny. The look to his face was all bad attitude. There was a retarded boy he needed to slaughter. He pointed a finger at the hemorrhaging eyeball wound and coldly and levelly said, “I got to tell you, retardo, I didn’t appreciate that stunt one speck.”

And that’s when the Nissan’s door batted into him at a tremendous rate of speed and might. Put him back on the ground, spread-eagled and head bouncing off the asphalt like a dribbled basketball. He put the one eye he had to work and looked up at Uschi. Her watermelon tits were as big as ever, she was richly gore-slimed from top to bottom, and the glass pieces in her skin and slutty clothing caught the light and twinkled. Uschi blessed Li’l Bocephus with a smile; she was in desperate need of dental floss, the ample and unattractive chunks of meat and gristle lodged between teeth unavoidably obvious.

“Funny how the world operates, isn’t it?” And she discarded the car door and lowered herself to sit sidesaddle on top of Li’l Bocephus’s chest. She crossed her legs and rested joined hands on her knee. Her additional weight caused Li’l Bocephus’s unoccupied abdominal vault to sink in like a pothole on a busy residential street, and a number of ribs cracked like celery stalks. Once things finished resettling, she continued, “A new surprise seems to take you every other second. Example: You think the Miracle Whipped feces from your best thing is the absolute finest culinary delight there can be. Then cheeseburger and roadkill arrives on the scene and opens your taste buds up to a whole new perspective of greatness. There will never be any better than that. And now your extra spicy self shows up on my radar and tells me the good stuff can just keep getting better and better. Don’t try to deny it. You are one scrumptious motherfucker. I simply can’t get enough of you. I am afraid I’m going to have to eat on you until I bust.”

The little hairs along the eyebrow above Li’l Bocephus’s destroyed eye were squirrelly, tangled and going every which way. Uschi used the tip of her finger to stroke them down straight and even. She then leisurely inserted her finger inside the empty socket, eyelid freely parting for her. She swished it around in there for one complete revolution and neatly succeeded in prying her digit between the cheekbone and flesh. Uschi curled her finger like a hook and pulled back. The skin and meat on that entire side of the face from beneath the socket to all the way to the jawline ripped loose and came off the bone. Tendons popped like old fishing line. Even a quarter of the upper lip was taken, leaving behind on the mouth a cleft-palate condition. She shoved it all into her mouth and chewed under a dozen times before swallowing. His beard stubble was rough against the inside of her throat.

Uschi positively tingled in delight. Boy-howdy, that were good shit. Almost better than sex. But only almost.

Finally, Li’l Bocephus found the initiative to resist. He arched his back and bucked Uschi off of him. He next jumped up and used both hands to lift his loose intestines and organs up and sling them over his shoulder in the same fashion a fireman carries a hose. Then, spider quick, he ran some twenty feet away from the thing that was treating him like a bucket of fried chicken on Superbowl Sunday. The tail end of the viscera running down his backside was touching the ground and slithering along behind him, collecting more trash and dirt.

Distance gave him the courage to turn around and act mouthy. “This ain’t over,” he told Uschi, who was squatting down on her haunches and yet to try and pursue the bow hunting fan bloodsucker. “No, not by a long shot is this shit over with. You hear me? I’ve put my mark on you.” His one eye hunted out Denny. “And you, too, retardo. Oh, I am not about to forget you. My mark is all the fuck on you just as much. I can find y’all anywhere on the face of the earth any goddamn time I choose. And I will get y’all. But not right now. This shit is to be continued.”

And with that Li’l Bocephus went adios and was out of there. He vanished into the pitch-black shadows from whence he originated. The last of him to go his flaccid tail of guts, the darkness sucking in and swallowing it like spaghetti going down a fat man’s gullet.

Denny hustled over to Uschi and offered a hand to help her to her feet. “That was some sure as shit ultra-fine ass kicking you just did there, sugar cube. I mean, whoa, you were the Infra-Man to that boy’s Princess Dragon Mom.”

The homemade zombie girlfriend smiled at hearing the high praise from the man she loved. “Thank you kindly.”

Shell-shocked and slack-jawed faces had returned to the Dairy Queen’s windows, drinking in all the parking lot wildness. Uschi and Denny both became aware roughly at the same moment of the eyes upon them. Silently and simultaneously they turned their heads in the direction of the Peanut Gallery.

“Howdy.” And Uschi raised a hand and waved at them like they were all her good friends. “One hell of an action packed night we’re having so far, ain’t we?”

Denny recognized the waitress who’d waited on him in the crowd. She had a “What the fuck?” expression on her face that was just too much to describe.

“For the curious,” Uschi explained, “that vampire boy who just hightailed it outta here, he is the best tasting person I’ve yet to sink my teeth into. God as my witness, I am not done eating his flesh. And this fine dick-equipped boy standing next to me I can safely and confidently say is the best fuck artist to ever live. Seriously. Any girl would be mucho lucky to get diddled by him. His fuck skills are potent. Wave to the folks, best thing.”

He actually had his hand halfway raised and about to start waving before his brain caught up to the moment and advised him not to do that.

“Honey, I think it was time we get while the getting is good,” said Denny, and already inching along toward his faithful El Camino, just waiting for the okay from Uschi before breaking out in a full scale run. He had a hand in his pocket, digging for his keys.

“You sure you want to go now?”

“I’m sure. We need to go.”

“You don’t want anything else to eat? Maybe a sundae or an ice cream sandwich?”

“No. I’m full. All I want to do is leave.”

“Okay. Then let us boogie-woogie on off these premises.” One last look back at the people in the Dairy Queen. She smiled warm and friendly at them while giving a cute salute. “Y’all have a good one, you here.”
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Chapter Seven

Denny was just awake and still in bed, morning wood stretching the front of his underwear out. He kicked the sheets off of him and looked over at the clock. There was another hour to go before he would need to be at his Blockbuster job. Then he happened to remember his sleeping alone days were over.

Uschi!

He put his hand on her side of the bed. The spot where she had lain last night was empty and cold and ripped in spots where her barbed wiring had caught in the bedsheets.

The smell of fresh-brewed coffee was on the air. Might be that was where she he’d gotten to. He got up, went into the bathroom and did what needed to be done in there, and then made his way to the kitchen.

Sure enough, there Uschi was. She had this morning’s edition of the Fort Worth Star-Telegram spread open on the counter space she was standing at and intensely studying its contents. She was enjoying a cup of coffee along with a dead and maggots-ridden squirrel she was dunking into her cup as if it were a donut. She bit chunks out of the deceased critter and chewed well before swallowing. The curtains above the sink were parted and sharp, bright morning sunlight streamed inside. Dust motes as thick as a swarm of creek bed gnats were visible in the light; Denny watched them lazily waft in the air around her blonde head.

She turned away from the paper and aimed herself his way. “Morning, best thing. Sleep okay?”

He cupped his balls and readjusted himself. “Pretty good.” He was grinning at the sight of her cutoffs and rainbow suspenders ensemble. It was wonderful to be living with a woman with such a bold and outré fashion sense. “How about you? Did you have a good night?”

“I had a great night.”

Denny saw that there was a live maggot trapped between her two front teeth, squirming and struggling to escape. Politely as he could he pointed this out to Uschi, and she used a fingernail tip to work the worm free. It dropped on her tongue and she promptly swallowed it whole as if it were nothing less than a morning vitamin pill.

“Where’d the newspaper come from?” he asked as he was at the coffee maker and filling his cup.

“Oh, same place where I got the squirrel—stole it out of one of our neighbor’s front yards.”

A touch of a concerned shrill screech worked its way into Denny’s voice. “You were outside?”

“There was this errand I had to run.”

“People saw you?”

“Sure. I met some folks. Did some talking with a few. What can I say? I’m a people person. I have a friendly nature about myself.”

“Oh jack me off with salad tongs. And how did people seem to react when they saw you?”

“Pretty cool. Oh sure a few assholes stared and one Bible belt cunt with a face that if ugly knew the way of the samurai hers would qualify as deadly as a Shogun’s personal decapitator tried to shame me in how I was dressed. But other than that nobody seemed to be too upset about me being on the scene. I know where you’re going with this.”

“You do?”

Uschi finished the last of her squirrel and chased it down with a sip of coffee. Her eyes were half-lidded as her lips touched the cup and the rising steam from the hot beverage washed over her cemetery’s best face. The muscles in her throat were rippling just beneath the flesh as she swallowed. The lipstick imprint she left behind on the cup’s brim as juicy red as a wound after the scab’s been peeled back.

“I don’t look like what passes for normal,” she said, “and you’re worried I’ll frighten the community and make them panic and cause problems for yourself. You’d rather try and avoid any modern day pitchfork and torches Frankenstein confrontations with the townsfolk. I get you. It’s a valid concern, I’ll grant you. But I wouldn’t get too worked up over it. I’m really not as far out of the norm as you fear. Seriously, slow down, let your common sense get into gear and put some thought to it. Do I really seem that much more different than the last orange hair and dog collar wearing punk rock teen in the ‘Who Farted?’ T-shirt you saw with their mom and dad at The Olive Garden? The freaky, the offensive, and the generally fucked up blend surprisingly well with the American culture of today. I’m just another contribution to that great melting pot. The worst we’ll ever get from people is impolite stares and a sizeable distance kept between us and them.”

A charcoal black liquid substance that the human body surely did not typically produce began to drizzle from her nose. Denny watched the fluid drip off her upper lip and assumed it was the result of the hot steam from the coffee floating up into her nasal passageways and loosening something up in there.

She might be reaching with that blending in with the other weirdoes theory of hers. But he loved her, so he decided to play it charitable. “Okay. You might be on to something. What exactly kind of errand did you have to run?”

“Aw, I needed to go and get us some marijuana.”

From a back pocket Uschi produced a plastic baggie full of pot. She tossed it down on the counter. Denny recoiled from the sight of it as if it were a deadly scorpion. A child of the ’80s, he had always obeyed First Lady Nancy Reagan. He just said no.

“I assure you, best thing; I purchased it only for pure medicinal reasons. That shit will do you a world of good. That’ll relax you and your adorable ass in ways you thought you could never be relaxed.”

Denny stared at the bag of dope like it was cat vomit smeared on top of a graham cracker. “Where did you get that?”

“Over at Hondo’s place.”

Hondo. Oh yeah, Denny knew about him and what went on at his place. He always made sure to avoid Hondo and the people that were always coming and going from that trailer house.

“Honey,” he told her levelly, “that’s a crack house. You went crack house visiting. Sweet monkey motherfuckers.”

“Sure, it is a crack house, but that don’t stop it from being a lovely home full of nothing but wonderful individuals. Take Margo, Hondo’s wife, a charming dear only another month away from earning her trade school diploma in air-conditioning repair. I thought that was a pretty impressive achievement, especially considering how she’s a hardcore crystal meth tweaker. You would like her, best thing. She has a tattoo of Thundarr the Barbarian on her arm and Ookla the Mok high on her inner thigh. Thundarr’s her favorite Saturday morning cartoon hero. I asked her about Princess Ariel, and Margo told me she didn’t give a fuck about that bitch. How can you not like a woman like that?”

“I like Princess Ariel.” He mumbled that into his cup of coffee the second before he took a drink.

“And Hondo’s prices were quite reasonable.”

“Speaking of that, where’d you get the money for this?”

“I helped myself to what you had stashed away in the old Popsicle box up there in the freezer.”

“Oh. You know about that. Did you spend all of it?”

“The fair majority.”

Denny’s voice fell flat and the words were delivered with the same get up and go cheerleader spirit as an impulsive decision to do the colored clothes before the whites on laundry day. “Damn. And I was saving that money to buy a DVD player. Now I’ll never get to hear John Carpenter and Kurt Russell’s commentary track for Big Trouble in Little China.”

Uschi washed her cup out under the tap and left it to air dry in the dish rack. “And you’ve quit your job.”

“Man, this morning just keeps getting better and better. No more Blockbuster gig, huh? And how did you manage that to come about?”

“Glad you asked. Before I went to purchase grass, I made a phone call to your boss. I told him I was your girlfriend and about as politely as I could phrase it informed him in an articulate and precise manner that you were done working for him. Actually, to be wholly truthful with you, I wasn’t exactly all polite with him in our conversation. The, uh, words fuckface and diseased douchebag and horseshit-for-brains popped up surprisingly frequent in the productive time together we shared. There might also have been made references to his mother and wife a time or two. They were heat of the moment type of things that just jumped from my mouth before I could stop myself. Things such as how I was frightfully confident Momma enjoyed giving blowjobs to farm animals and the dear old wife had a certain interest in brushing her teeth with the runny diaherra from the poorly kept sanitary assholes of circus clowns. Needless to say, best thing, don’t expect a letter of recommendation from the guy.”

Denny wondered what a heartattack might feel like. Because right that moment, with Uschi’s calm explanation still ringing in his ears, he began to experience a sudden tightness in his chest and a difficulty breathing fine and a sense of numbness in a few of his extremities.

He didn’t have a job. But those bills were going to keep coming in and needing to be paid. The groceries had to be bought. What were they going to do? How were they going to get by? The Republicans were in power, which meant the economy was shit and jobs were mucho scarce.

“Uschi … oh, Uschi … love of my life Uschi … why on earth would you do something like get me fired from my job?”

“You don’t need a job anymore. You are free, you big swinging dick. Time to start doing only what you want to do. Other people need employment and responsibilities. Not us. We’re renegades. Free and wild and gonna fuck around with whatever we might want to fuck around with.”

“I can’t do this. You just can’t do this to me. I can’t let you take control of my life like this. This is getting way too Kelly LeBrock and Anthony Michael Hall in Weird Science on me. I hate that movie—no nudity and Vernon Wells doesn’t have enough screen time. Uschi, you’re not here to try and make me better somehow. You’re here for me to fuck, suck and fondle however I want whenever I want. Forgive me for being so blunt, but it really needs to be told to you like it is.”

When Denny Gleeth was done he gave himself mental congratulations for keeping the whining down as he spoke.

For that little speech Uschi gave Denny a hug and a pat on the ass. “That’s cute,” she said. “You’re trying to take charge. Best thing, sweet lover of mine, you’re not ready to be bossy like that. But give it time. When I’m done getting you in shape, you’ll give commands stern enough to make Superman’s Kryptonian asshole pucker. In the meanwhile, keep it Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer cool and go with the flow I set for us.”

He put his face in his hands. Not a good morning. He wanted to hurt. He was yearning to burn himself numerous times with a cigarette lighter.

“You’ll see, best thing, I’m doing us nothing but positives. At Blockbuster you were forced to live your life in the pan and scan format, but from now on it’s going to be nothing but widescreen letterbox. Doesn’t that sound like a winner? Huh? What do you say, sweetness? You gonna talk to me?”

Uschi tickled him along the ribs, and Denny slapped her hands aside and took a step back from her. Now he was pissed. Bad enough she cost him his job, stole his DVD player money, was without his permission socializing with known drug addicts and criminals, and now she wanted to tease him like he was he was a five-year-old. He tried staring hard into her face, putting his anger and disgust with her all out there showing in his expression.

Uschi initiated a plan to change his attitude. She undid her cutoff shorts and exposed for him her privates. She placed fingers on opposite sides of her vagina and manipulated the labia like it was a vertical puppet’s mouth. “Hi, this is Patty the pussy reminding you,” she said in a silly Deputy Dog cartoon voice. “Get your head out of your ass and wipe that shit right the fucking hell out of your eyes and start enjoying life to its fullest, you motherfucker.”

That got Denny to grinning. And from there it was but a quick hop, skip and a jump before he was laughing out loud.

“Aw, what the hell,” he said. “I made a deal with myself whatever you wanted to do I’d go with it. Didn’t think it would be to the unemployment office. But whatever. Okay, you’ve got the reins, honey. Unbelievable. Why am I letting you do this? Why am I letting you manipulate me like this with so little resistance coming from me?”

“Because we’re in love—and you totally know I’m right.”

“I see.”

“Hey, you still don’t look a hundred percent convinced.” She peeled the rainbow suspenders off and her gravity defying water balloon breasts became fully bared. “Why don’t you suckle on one of my titties for a while? That should take a fair amount of the edge off. You got a preference for which tit?”

“Think I’ll go with the left one, thank you.”
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Chapter Five

Some hours later, but well before time to get up and start getting ready for work, Denny came awake. Nothing was wrong; it wasn’t like he was abruptly jolted out of his sleep by a loud noise or escaping a horrible nightmare. He simply stopped sleeping and eased into a wakeful state. His mind was calm and body feeling fine.

On the night table next to his side of the bed, along with about a hundred pages into it Edward Lee paperback novel and a WWF Jake “the Snake” Roberts wrestling action figure, was a digital alarm clock. It produced enough of a glow to stand in well enough for a nightlight. Denny stayed still on his back and watched how the shadows settled over the horror movie posters and pictures hanging on his bedroom walls. He was acutely aware that there was a difference to his bed tonight. It was alien territory, this having another body lying next to him.

Do zombies sleep? Uschi did. She was snuggled up close to Denny, joining him under the sheets. One of her arms was draped over his chest and holding him to her. She smelled nice: Ivory soap and hair shampoo and exhumed body putrescence. Strands of her clean and luxurious platinum hair were tossed onto his face, clingy and filmy on his skin as if he had walked into a spider’s web.

She snored in an adorable unladylike way. He raised his head off his pillow and watched her decaying face. Her big lips were slightly parted and for the first time he noticed she had an overbite. Her implants sandbagged chest rose and fell in steady respiration. Her dark nipples were relaxed and smooth.

The taste of her pussy was still plentiful in Denny’s mouth. It was a fantastic taste. It was official—cunnilingus rocked. He had treated that fish taco to the licking and loving it so rightfully deserved. Until tonight Denny had been a virgin when it came to the giving half of oral sex. Uschi, patient and knowledgeable, guided him brilliantly through the operation. She came twice with Denny kissing her deep between her fetid thighs. Uschi had squirmed in wicked delight on the Darth Vader decorated bedsheets, her legs draped over Denny’s shoulders and toes curled while hips rolled and pushed herself more into his mouth.

The night felt different, and not only because of the bed partner and new experiences in pussy eating. The world was feeling to Denny mute and frozen in place. The trailer’s air-conditioning had finished its blowing cycle and the place was now quiet. Way quiet. It was unnatural for the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis to be so silent, so still. No Black Sabbath or Garth Brooks playing at top volume, chained pit bull dogs not barking their heads off as they so commonly do all hours, any of the more profound white trashy couples fighting over unemployment checks or who drank the last Pabst Blue Ribbon. That doesn’t seem normal. Like God all of a sudden needed a bathroom break and so He got hold of the remote control and hit the PAUSE button.

And speaking of needing to take a pause for the cause, Denny Gleeth himself was starting to feel the urge to go. He careful as could be slowly and quietly extracted himself out of bed. Uschi rolled onto her back, continued uninterrupted in her snoring and farted once potent enough to ruffle the sheets as she resituated her position on her pillow. In the bathroom, he aimed his urine stream to the side of the commode’s bowl, hoping to curb the loud and far carrying watery noise and not disturb her sleep. He passed on flushing, but did think ahead and put the seat down in case she should need a visit.

He stopped to examine himself in the mirror.

Well, hello, handsome. He scratched at his butthole, making a skid mark in the seat of his underwear that was big and dirty and proud to be there and attracting the attention.

Whole hell of a lot of things going on in his little life right now to be worried and fearful over. Standing there in the bathroom, hand still planted on his shitty ass, this awful weight of depression and panic wanted to come down over him, suck him into an unavoidable and quite familiar pitch-black tunnel of despair and self-pity that had no bottom. But he refused to give in to any of that, resisted with this reserve of will power Denny was surprised to find he kept in stock. He reasoned there was plenty of time for feeling sorry about himself later. Right now enjoy what you’ve got for as long as it may last and be happy. Try and be happy.

He went back to bed. Uschi sensed his return and rolled over to spoon him. She wrapped a leg around his waist and her boobs mashed hard into the back of his ribs. They were this jellied bulk pressing against him that made him feel as if he were being prison yard shived with a Stretch Armstrong doll. That was good stuff. Denny felt safe and protected and loved.

Uschi feared nothing. Uschi was always going to be there for Denny. The love they shared would see them through any obstacle or hardship. Whatever she wanted to do, he’d be there right beside her. Fuck yeah. Believe it.

Denny soon enough eased into a dreamless and undisturbed sleep.
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Epilogue

PART 1

Thongor Bronson had been introduced to the spectators as a modern day barbarian. He was a giant mass of muscles grappler who entered the wrestling ring wearing animal skins covered tights and to Basil Poledouris blood and thunder main theme music to the first and best Schwarzenegger Conan movie blaring over the auditorium’s sound system.

But he weren’t looking all too particularly barbarian at the moment. Thongor was in dire jeopardy. His opponent in tonight’s wrestling match, the Lampshade Maniac, had him cornered in one of the ring corners and was relentlessly hammering him with a pitiless series of open hand chops to the throat.

The referee in the ring with the two adversaries was about as useful as testicles on a doorknob. He had already called for the bell and disqualified the Maniac from the match, but that didn’t halt the sadistic throat chops, and when the ref physically attempted to intervene, the three hundred eighty-two pounds of muscle and hateful attitude with his face covered behind a real lampshade he wore on his head and hailing from parts unknown paused just long enough in his Thongor abusing to take the little man in the zebra striped shirt up in his immense arms and present him with a godawful awesome powerslam to the canvas mat that knocked him as sound as diarrhea running unencumbered through a colander. Then he was right back on the throat chops on Thongor Bronson. It looked as if he were determined to kill the modern day barbarian.

The bell ringer continued to clang away over and over again on the bell in some useless attempt that maybe he could reach some sane area of the Lampshade Maniac’s mind and coerce him to quit his savagery. The red-faced ringside announcer was out of his chair and screaming into his microphone for wrestlers from the back to come and rescue Thongor, but none seemed to be coming.

A person could barely hear any of this over the chorus of boos coming from the capacity crowd that filled the Kaki Hunter Sports Auditorium in beautiful downtown Corpus Christi, Texas. Besides the boos and a plethora of obscene hand gestures, some ticket holders were so caught up in the moment they felt compelled to share creative sentiments they screamed at the Lampshade Maniac.

“I hope all your children are born retarded!”

“Get ass cancer!”

“You lick dog pussy—and enjoy it!”

“I hope one day Jesus Christ finds the decency to kill you with a steak knife!”

That last one yelled by none other than the one and the only Denny Gleeth. His ass was out of his seat and he very well may have been the most rancorous spectator in the whole crowd.

The stink in the auditorium’s atmosphere was a vile miasma of corn dogs frying at the concession booths, watery cups of beer as far as the eye could see, testosterone unchained, methane produced from a high volume of popcorn flatulence, and fat people sweat. The faces of the riled crowd were twisted and malformed by their animosity into something better suited for Halloween fright masks. Some of them started to throw things into the ring—trash and spit and even a shoe.

Denny was so caught up in the moment he didn’t want to be left out. He tossed his two bites taken out of it chilidog with impressive accuracy. It hit the big grappler in the back of his lampshade, shit brown and greasy chili sauce splattering and sure to leave a prominent permanent stain in the fabric.

But still the Lampshade Maniac’s atrocities continued. Done with the chops, he now took a seemingly barely conscious Thongor Bronson by an arm and Irish whipped him out of the ring corner and into the one on the opposite side of the four-cornered circle. Thongor went into the turnbuckles at a vicious velocity. His head was brutally whiplashed forward and his tongue protruded from his mouth as if he were a victim of a hanging. He backwards staggered on spaghetti legs a few measly steps from the ring corner, theatrically wobbling and unsure, then collapsed ass first onto the center of the canvas mat, apparently dead to the world.

Around three weeks had passed since the vampires and other such malicious nonsense at the Mapache Thicket, and, truth was told about it, Denny was doing pretty good. Real ninja killing cool awesome good in fact. His broken rib continued to mend along right nicely and the rest of his health tip-top perfect.

Denny’s psychobilly greaser’s ducktail hair choice was sharp and sexy; half a jar’s worth of Hep Cat hair pomade currently kept him slick and in place. Under his lady’s urging, he was going bearded these days. A full and neatly trimmed goatee circled his mouth and chin. Time in the sun and not in a trailer house all day gave him a glowing tan. Denny was looking quite the Michael Ansara in the “Day of the Dove” third season episode of the original Star Trek.

His fear of the needle was gone, and his arms now were sleeved in multiple colorful tattoos. The left one was dedicated to the Universal classics. There were prominent portraits of Frankenstein’s monster, the Bride of Frankenstein, a mole man from The Mole People, Creature from the Black Lagoon, Kharis the mummy, and the Metaluna Mutant all starting at the shoulder and not stopping until reaching the wrist. The right was more of a free for all, horror and sci-fi characters ranging from several different decades and varying popularity. Blanketing near every available inch of skin on this limb was the tar zombie from Return of the Living Dead, Max Von Sydow as Ming the Merciless, Fright Night’s own Peter Vincent, Dr. Zauis, Dr. Phibes, Godzilla fighting Rodan, that little girl with the top half of her face shot off from The Beyond, and a Morlock from George Pal’s interpretation of The Time Machine.

Denny’s clothes were brand new Converse All Stars, clean and crisp blue jeans with the rolled up cuffs on the pants legs and a dark T-shirt with a shotgun holding Michael Cain in his Get Carter tough English bloke period emblazoned across the chest. He looked Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer cool, knew it, and wasn’t at all bashful about flaunting it.

The inner Denny was these days nearly as solid as he was looking on the outside. The boy had found confidence and an assured attitude in himself that he once believed he could never have. He now could talk to people and make eye contact with anyone of them. And he was no longer so afraid to go places and try new things.

There was still the occasional bad days, times when he’d get frustrated or scared and would slip and allow insecurities and worry to take advantage of him. Depressive mood days when he wanted nothing more than to puncture his thighs into a bloody mess with a staple gun. When those days would roll around he required calming and reassurances and needed reminding he was loved and was better than this bullshit behavior.

Even with small setbacks like that, it was clear this was not the same milquetoast frightened looser in the days before hot zombie romance. Here was a man who could handle himslef. He was living loud and proud in the widescreen presentation format.

“Goddamnit, why isn’t anybody doing something about this!” he screamed in angered futility.

“I don’t see an anchor tied to your ass.”

That was Uschi making the observation. She was unbothered with what was going on in the wrestling ring, staying in her seat beside Denny’s, all zombie doll erotic and eating from a box of popcorn she had salted with dead mice and roaches. Her too much of a good thing big fake titties jutted out so proudly from her ribcage under her Sado County Auto Show T-shirt she could easily be confused with a suspect attempting to shoplift bowling balls. The rattlesnake skin pattern mini skirt around her hips was loosing the battle in covering her moldering ass. Platinum hair was done old school 80’s valley girl “Gag me with a spoon!” ponytail up high on one side of her head. The StarKist can of tunafish embedded in her forehead was still with her. She had come to accept it, even show it off and fashionably accentuate it with accessories. Currently a plastic rooster fridge magnet was attached to it, cocked at a stylish angle.

Denny turned his attention to her. The screaming throngs of wrestling fans surrounding them never bothered with acknowledging the two of them. Uschi turned in her set and spread her legs enough to remind him she wasn’t wearing any unmentionables under there. Flashed him some A number 1 dead gal pussy that was only for him, she did. William Gaines would be thrilled to know that Alfred E. Neuman was still there, goofy looking as ever.

As her festering sex gave him a vertical wink, she gave him a saucy grin that told Denny to go for it.

His mouth split open in a considerable in size smile, exposing pert near every crooked and discolored tooth he possessed. The eagerness to cause some havoc was obvious in the way his great big Steve Buscemi eyes lit up. Denny practically radiated aggressiveness and an appreciation for violent mischief. This was the face of a man who didn’t apologize or put himself down or think of himself as weak and ineffectual or some hapless asshole.

Next thing you know Denny Gleeth was beating on his chest with his fists and letting loose with a Tarzan yell. Then he was bolting down the aisle and headed straight for the wrestling ring.

“Whosoever knows fear burns at the Man-Thing’s touch!” was his battle cry.

He picked up a metal folding chair before he headfirst slid under the bottom ring rope. The Lampshade Maniac was just coming off the ring ropes and dropping an elbow across Thongor’s breast when Denny reached him and swung the folding chair at his head. The blow struck with a big metallic sounding whack!

The crowd of pro wrestling fans immediately went dead quiet and still. No more trash was thrown into the ring. The ring announcer fell silent and the bell ringer finally stopped.

Shitfire, that looked real. And painful. And good enough to cause honest to God authentic damage on a body.

But not painful or damaging enough to put the Lampshade Maniac down for the three count. The wrestler grunted like a bad tempered bull and shook his head a few times as if he were warding off something as simple as a sudden chill, and then he was getting to his feet and turning himself in Denny’s direction.

The lampshade that concealed his whole head and face was turquoise in color and matched well with his navy blue tights and laced up boots. The hit to his skull had smashed and crumpled one side of it in a fair share. He now from the shoulders up looked lopsided.

This up close, Denny could make out the two little eyeholes the Maniac looked through. That unblinking stare he was giving him didn’t appear to be all too tolerably sociable. The red and puss-fattened body acne from years of steroids and other growth hormones abuse was everywhere on his shaved smooth and tanning salon bronzed monstrous physique. He was slimed in a heavy coating of dripping sweat and smelled of ass and feet.

There is an unwritten rule in professional wrestling that only a select few fans of the sport ever learn firsthand. That rule is if you get in that ring uninvited, then you’re taking your life in your own hands.

Fuck the script and the rehearsals, this shit just turned real.

The Lampshade Maniac, twice the size of scrawny Denny, came for him. This didn’t seem to trouble Denny, who held the chair below his waist and pointed down to the mat. He kept on keeping on with his smiling and didn’t give an inch before the giant wrestler’s approach.

“I’m gonna pop you like a dog tic, boy,” the wrestler growled through his lampshade.

When he was in range, Denny abruptly struck out with the chair. He swung with an upward backhanded motion, too fast for the Lampshade Maniac to raise his arms in hopes of defending himself against, and connected inside the lampshade and directly under the chin. This headshot was even worse than the original one was.

The auditorium crowd collectively cringed and cried “Oooooo!” at the moment of devastating impact. The Lampshade Maniac’s teeth were slammed together, many fracturing and shedding enamel shards, and profuse bleeding from the mouth was quick to start pouring out from behind the lampshade. His head was batted back and he teetered on the heels of his wrestling boots.

Denny didn’t give him a chance for any recovery. As he was reeling, the metal folding chair came back around and slapped against his chiseled six-pack abs with all the loving compassion and tenderness of a head on collision between two garbage trucks. That took the air from him and doubled him over. He was laid wide open for Denny’s patented finishing maneuver.

Up went the chair above Denny’s head. The crowd was back into the action, cheering and stamping their feet. Denny’s tattooed arms brought it down as hard as he could work it across the rear half of the Lampshade Maniac’s head.

BAM!

Knocked the ever-loving and living shit out of the muscle-bound jabroni and left him laid out flat on the mat.

Denny quoted the late great Gorilla Monsoon. “’Stick a fork in him. He’s done.’”

Denny stood victorious over his foe and basked in the appreciation of the audience. He never saw the huge and hairy knuckled fist coming at him.

Again the wrestling fans cringed and cried “Oooo!” when they witnessed the severity of the punch to the side of Denny’s face. Down he went, hurting and bleeding from a cut beneath an eye and harming the integrity of his ducktail hairstyle. He was able to prop himself up on one elbow and try and look up. Through the pain fog that distorted his eyesight, Denny was just able to make out the shaggy and savage form of the modern day barbarian, Thongor Bronson himself, towering over him and set to really get started with the high caliber ass kicking.

“Dude,” Denny moaned as his face throbbed, “it’s cool. I’m here to save you.”

Long strands of brownish-red hair ran down past Thongor’s troglodyte prominent slopping brow and hung in front of his eyes. He was breathing hard and heavy with the occasional booger blasted from a nostril and redeposited into his bushy wildman beard. It was Thongor Bronson, in his furry tights and needing no one to save him. He sneered and said, “Fucking pencil neck geek.”

He raised a booted foot, intentions to stomp Denny’s face in, but Uschi and her extraordinary feminine curves entered the ring in time to prevent that from happening.

Wrestling fans weren’t too sure how to react to the arrival of a voluptuous green woman with barbed wire running through different parts of her figure and a face so decomposed it barely at best could any longer pass for a human being’s. So they for the most part remained neutral. A little polite applause from some and a few jeers coming out of others.

As Thongor was standing balanced on a single foot, she came up on the modern day barbarian from behind and sucker punched his ass in the kidneys. He hadn’t ever been hit that hard before. And God willing, he never would be again.

Thongor couldn’t keep erect after a turd walloping such as that, the strength just all of a sudden evaporating out of his barbarian physique. He collapsed like melting butter to his knees. His face flushed with humiliation as he listened to the sad and long-winded pitiful weak man’s moan that escaped past his lips. A line of sloppy drool began to unspool from his slack mouth. The ruined kidney made him unable to stop his bladder from voiding. The front of his fur-covered tights became a sopping wet mess of blood and piss.

Reaching out at him from behind, Uschi took hold of his face with her hands. The smell of advanced corpse decay and insect repellent wafting off of her almost drove him to vomit. Uschi, in-between sucking at the popcorn kernels and rodent hairs and roach carapace shards caught between her teeth, politely but firmly informed Thongor, “Excuse me, sir. I represent the estate of the late Lin Carter. This is your cease and desist order in using the copyrighted name of Mr. Carter’s beloved Lemurian barbarian character.”

Her fingers dug in like steel hooks in a side of beef, ruthlessly piercing facial matter. Thongor commenced screaming. Uschi hardly noticed any resistance from his pliant flesh as she pulled the two sides of his face in opposite directions. Skin was stretched, became taut, and finally reached the limit of its elasticity and snapped.

The face ruptured open with a rich spew of gore that darkened a fair majority of the canvas mat and managed to blood spatter freckle the first three rows of wrestling enthusiasts facing Thongor. As she continued to pull, it split in two down the middle. Skin and muscle and all other things facial came away from the bone.

Thongor’s screaming was over.

Uschi crammed one whole handful in her mouth. She chewed and swallowed. That was one tasty half of face. The other handful of face followed the first into her hungry mouth. The beard whiskers helped bring out the flesh’s natural flavor.

The naked skullface of Thongor Bronson was like the poster art for an early 1970s Amicus horror picture suddenly and quite successfully brought into reality. With the unruly and filthy barbarian hair swinging in front of it, the unveiled bone was pearly white, with very little blood smears marring its smooth complexion, and shiny wet under the Kaki Hunter Sports Auditorium’s lights. His fear and agony dilated eyes were still intact within the sockets, now lidless and as big around as ripe oranges. Absent any lips, it was now unattractively obvious that the wrestler suffered from gum disease problems and they were receding from his smoker’s stained teeth. The nasal cavity drained clear, watery mucus. The tip of his moist tongue poked out past the teeth and did a bit of wiggling, but only for a brief moment.

Thongor fell dead at Uschi’s feet. Not a single spasm or squirm left in the remains, instantly at rest and unmoving. One, two, three—ring the bell. The modern day barbarian was off to that big wrestling federation in the sky.

Auditorium security, fat, middle-aged weekend wannabe cops armed with only rubber nightsticks and watered down pepper spray, finally arrived at ringside and were about to storm the ring, but when they witnessed the gruesome face eating, they stopped and seriously hesitated about going any further. Might be this was a something they shouldn’t tangle with.

The crowd was apeshit with panic. The may be professional wrestling aficionados, but they still knew enough to know when something real was really real. And, brother, this was real. That guy in the center of the ring was just barehanded murdered. A collective decision all at once passed through everyone’s head: This was the time when the getting was good to get the fuck on out of this place and not look back. A mad stampede broke out for all available exits.

Uschi rushed to Denny’s side and knelt beside him. The worry was easy to read in her expression. “And how’s my best thing doing?”

He was going to have a whale of a bruise there on his face. The cut under his eye continued to leak; it would require doctoring. It had to be hurting him something terrible. Her poor best thing.

Despite all that horseshit, Denny gave his graveyard ghoul girl a little fondle along her right boob, cupping what he could fit in the palm of his hand. He let his thumb pleasingly rub over the T-shirt and make her nipple beneath stand at attention. “Ain’t no need to be all concerned, sugar cube,” he good-naturedly informed over the chaos of the fleeing audience. “I happily assure you I am still moving and grooving and boogalooing with the best of them.”

Uschi looked to the hooter in question that was receiving the heavy petting, and then back at the beautiful man who was doing it to her. In answer to his feeling her up, one of her copiously blood-dripping hands ventured to his crotch, unzipped him, and exuberantly reached inside. He jolted and sucked in his wind and managed quite well to never falter in continuing to give her tit attention as she indulged in a hardy handful of hard-on.

Uschi told him, “I love you.”

Denny smiled with only one side of his mouth and did his best Han Solo at the end of Empire response, “I know.”

PART 2

Later, at Corpus Christi’s only Half Price Books, the two lovebirds huddled close together amongst the shelves in the MEDICAL section and were hot and bothered lost in an old autopsy manual that provided a wealth of graphic photographs. The book’s contents were lust at first sight for the both of them. Who would have ever imagined the illustrated step-by-step guide for the proper procedural for spleen removal could be so romantic?

“Are you what we think you are?” The question was asked with one part wonder, another part fanboy getting to meet a celebrity hyperactivity, and a dash of disbelieving skepticism.

Uschi looked up from the manual. “I don’t know,” she said. “Depends on who y’all might be taking the time and effort to think I am.”

The ones asking were a pair of gawky teenage boys wearing tawdry horror movie T-shirts and ugly punk rock haircuts. Plenty of pimples and overweight and the two of them were probably the only friend each other had. There were difficulties maintaining eye contact with her, what with them braless Gojira-proportioned knockers under her T-shirt an out of control grass fire in your very own front yard major distraction. But one boy found enough willpower to look her in the face and asked, “Aw, you know, one of them? Like from the movies?”

Denny was using the distraction to work on his ducktail. Comb out of his pocket and molding and striving for perfect hair. His black and blue face bruise was major and Neosporin and butterfly sutures were applied to his cut. There was going to be a scar. That was fine and dandy. Uschi said she thought scars were sexy.

The other boy joined in on the conversation. “You know, one of them? ‘They’re coming to get you, Barbara.’ You know what we mean, yeah? ‘When there is no more room in hell the dead will walk the earth.’ That kind of folk? ‘Brrrrrrrrraaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiins … More brrrraaaaiiiins.’ Is that what you’re up to?”

She raised a hand and put a not that innocent coquettish look upon her beyond the body bag face. “Guilty as charged.”

“Cool,” said one boy.

“Righteous,” spoke the other.

“That’s right, gentlemen,” said Denny. He finished for the time being with his hair and wrapped an arm around his walking dead honey. Uschi leaned in close and snuggled against him. With his other hand he hiked up her skirt the short distance required to leave her beaver open for a peek. “Say your Satanic prayers, eat your vitamins, and do good in school, and maybe one day you too can achieve quality pussy such as this for yourself.”

For both boys this was the first time they ever saw a real female pussy. This up close they could smell the rancid juices and count the cracks in the desiccated rock hard clit.

No way could the two young geeks not avoid making cock snot in their pants after noticing lady business as blissful as that. So fucking awesome. This was the kind of behavior you’d expect to see on the red carpet by a porn star nominee attending the Adult Video Awards, not a used bookstore customer. Best. Book. Shopping. Trip. Ever.

“Could we maybe get your autograph?” Perspiring and his face flush in the afterglow of cuming in his underwear; his arms went out, reaching toward Uschi with a ballpoint pen and a paperback copy of Resurrection Dreams by Richard Laymon. Uschi would have also accepted The Book of the Dead edited by John Skipp and Craig Spector or anything by Brian Keene.

“Ah, the demands of being famous,” she joked and took the pen and book in her hands. She asked for the boys names and scribbled this on the dedication page:

To Bismark and Faust,

Fuck something dead any chance you can get.

Breast wishes,

Uschi

They thanked her and soon moved on, thrilled more than they had ever yet been in their lives.

“Well,” commented Denny, “it’s good to know the youth of America has got its shit straight.”

PART 3

Here it was. At long last.

The ocean.

Denny was actually for the first time ever here and laying eyeballs on it. Experiencing it. He had made it. Another life-long dream of his come true, motherfuckers.

The tide came in and loudly crashed against the beach of Corpus Christi Bay. The calendar said fall was fast approaching, but the weather said different. Summer was continuing to go strong in these whereabouts. The night air on the Gulf of Mexico coastline was hot and humid and quite still, made a body easily turn to sweating and feeling sticky. In the moonlight, the frothy whitecap crests on the incoming waves appeared to be the same chrome coloring as great pools of mercury.

Denny stood on the edge of the water. He wore baggy swim trunks; ace bandages were wound Aztec mummy snug around his ribs and there was an amazed expression over his features. Time to go for it. Tentatively, he ventured toward the water. The first wave to come at him scared him. He yelped and retreated from it, feet backpedaling.

You can do this. I know it.

Again he approached the water, determined this time to surrender no ground. He met the next wave. It splashed against his calves and submerged his feet. The wet sand tickled as it passed between his toes. It weren’t that bad. Kinda nice, in fact. It didn’t feel like any pool or bath water he’d ever come across. It was surprisingly cool and seemed to feel thicker than what he was accustomed to.

He dared to go further. Arms elevated, he waded in until it was around his waist. A new wave struck, hitting him in the chest, spraying his face in sea foam and leaving droplets falling off the end of his nose. He laughed a little bit and lowered his inky arms into the water. He was out far enough now he could push off with his feet and float and bob on the surface before slowly sinking back down to the sandy bottom.

I’m doing it. I’m in the ocean. Fucked by a Democrat while a Republican videotapes it, I’m one frolicking in the Atlantic crazy asshole.

Denny stayed out for a while. Playing and laughing and enjoying himself. There was nothing Esther Williams graceful to report here; he got about in the waves as lithe as a mischievous monkey in pancake batter, a lot of flopping and splashing and churning up a turbulent spray in his wake wherever he went. But who cared how pretty he looked? It was fun. He was having an adventure he would always cherish.

Finally, tired and feeling his skin starting to prune, he returned to dry land. Uschi was waiting for him at the picnic area they had set up for themselves. It was after midnight, not another soul in sight, and the beach seemed reserved exclusively for the two of them.

Uschi was sitting on a large beach towel with paper plates and drinks spread out before her. She dressed in a taking care of business wickedly provocative red sequined tiny slingshot bikini that hardly bothered to cover her top and with a holy shit thin butt floss thong that went deep between the ass cheeks and rode up camel toe perfection snug against her magnificent pussy. The new fridge magnet stuck to the tuna can was a watermelon slice.

As Denny sat panting and dripping wet across from her on the towel, she struggled to find just the right way to spray a blast of Raid ant and roach killer on her armpits. “Putting deodorant on with big tits,” she said, “is like working for a moving company.” Eventually, she figured it out and saw the good zombie hygiene task through. Her attention she subsequently put on him.

“Well, best thing, how was it? Was it as Malcolm McDowell in A Clockwork Orange as you hoped it would be?”

And Denny gave her a beaming smile. His hair was a tragedy. It was now sopping wet and the salt water had made simple work of washing any trace of the Hep Cat pomade out, had lost all psychobilly ducktail shape and definition. Catch his second wind, and then he’d get a comb and set to work on repairs. “Ah, sugar cube, it was all that and more from beginning to end.”

“That’s what I was hoping to hear. Can we talk, best thing?”

“Well, sure. What do you want to talk about?”

“Are you okay with the way things have turned out? You’re homemade zombie girlfriend having plenty of attitude and taking you away from the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis and setting you off in all these wild hair up the ass escapades? Do you ever regret me coming into your quiet, alone nerd boy life? Do I make you happy?”

“Happy? Honey, when I’m with you this fucked up fanboy thinks he’s gone and done better than winning the state lottery, had a blow job by Raquel Welch in her One Million Years BC prime, and got the privilege to shake hands with Vincent Price all in one grand day joyful. That’s how good you and what you have done to my way of life make me feel.”

She reached across the picnic spread and with her hand lovingly stroked the side of his face and his magnificently old school Klingon beard. “That’s what I wanted to hear. And it’s what I want you to keep thinking about as you go over this.”

Uschi opened her mouth wide and with her thumb and index finger reached in under her tongue and removed an object from there. She quietly handed it over to a confused Denny Gleeth.

It was bone dry, not a trace of the saliva in Uschi’s mouth attached to it. It was a simple piece of paper, like one of those Jack Chick Christian comic tracts. He unfolded it and read.

All it was was just a friendly reminder from Satan on how things were going to work out.

The artwork was in black and white and workmanlike mediocre in quality. The first panel showed a skinny guy with great big eyes and goofy teeth obviously designed to represent Denny standing in his trailer home kitchen space and facing the microwave oven. The word balloon attached to him had him saying, “I’VE SOLD YOU MY SOUL, LUCIFER. NOW MAKE MY ZOMBIE LIVE AND LOVE ME.” Second panel was a close up of the contents of the oven, an on its back dead frog, steaming hot intestines running out of its burst open abdomen, and replying, ‘YOU GOT IT, MY LITTLE EARTHWORM. ZOMBIE WOMAN LIVE!” The third panel displayed a caricature of Uschi rising off the kitchen table, her boobs tragically smaller than they were in real life and face an unattractive less cadaver and more Veronica from Archie comics. In the fourth panel she was on top of Denny and fucking his brains out, the box above them read AND THEY LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER … Fifth and final panel read in the top box UNTIL HE DIED AND WAS DAMNED TO SUFFER IN HELL FOR ALL OF ETERNITY, and below the illustration was a terrified Denny surrounded by fire and standing in the middle between a horns and pitchfork devil and a person who looked a suspiciously large amount like Larry Fine of The Three Stooges.

“Well isn’t this the badger that bit Victor Buono on his right fatty man titty,” said Denny.

Uschi looked worriedly upon him. “Is my best thing gonna be okay? I know nobody ever enjoys being reminded of impending bad news. And that there is some serious big ass bad news. Do you need to have a shit fit? If you like, we can go for a quick ride and find somebody for you to murder? Perhaps a wino or a crack whore? Crack whore killing could be a good time. That might take some of the edge off. Never underestimate random homicides, they can be quite therapeutic.”

He smiled and calmly told her, “I’m okay.”

That was the truth. This didn’t freak Denny out. No, really, he was okay with this. He hadn’t forgotten the price paid for Uschi. Denny was a damned soul. And he was cool with it.

“I’m taking things this way,” he explained. “What I did to have you I did with a clear head and open heart and take full responsibility for. Having you with me is so fucking worth the price I’m going to have to pay one day. Hell will have me. But, Good Lord willing, not right away. With a little luck and clean living we can hold that burning for eternity business off for a spell. Don’t you worry any about me, Uschi; I have a lot of living and loving you yet to do. And, I’m hoping, you have a lot more wonders to show me and things to teach me.”

It would have been fine for Uschi to weep after hearing such tender and loving words from Denny. The moment certainly seemed ideal for girl tears. But that would not happen. Zombies do not cry. The best she could manage was to get up and come over there next to him and give him the best and most heartfelt kiss and hug she could do and tell him, “Oh, best thing, I am always going to do whatever it takes to make you happy.”

“I know you will, sugar cube. Now let’s eat. Thrashing around in the ocean can work up a powerful hunger in a man.”

Their midnight dinner consisted of Dr Pepper and tortilla chips and bologna sandwiches for Denny. For Uschi it was Sprite and tortilla chips and Li’l Bocephus sandwiches.

She threw back a beach towel and revealed hiding beneath it her dinner laying face up in the sand. There he was, Li’l Bocephus. Yes, he was still around and keeping reluctant company with Uschi and Denny.

The redneck cousin to Count Dracula weren’t at all looking robust and healthy. Uschi had some time ago stripped him naked and hacked off his arms and legs, capped the raw stumps with stapled down in place multiple pages taken from motel room Bibles. That way the wounds were kept perpetually burnt and cauterized and prevented limbs from regenerating over night and causing anybody any trouble. His disclosed genitalia were just as overly pale and freckled as his face. The collection of ginger pubic hairs was widespread and identical to a Brillo pad consumed by rust. During the daytime he was kept in the trunk of the Mary Kay pink Caddy Uschi and Denny were cruising around Texas in as if he were no more than just another spare tire. His good ol’ country boy existence these days was all pig’s blood and piss-poor gloom.

He twisted his neck and raised two of the most pitiful eyes imaginable up toward the homemade zombie girlfriend. “And a how do to y’all tonight. Any chance could this be the night you finally find in your heart a touch of tender compassion and kill me once and for all? Please be a kemo sabe and say yes.”

Uschi borrowed Van Sloan from Denny and reached toward Li’l Bocephus with it. He tried to cower and worm away from the descending blade, but was unable to accomplish anything. He whimpered like a dying old dog as Uschi carved into him and removed his liver and slapped the big and bloody raw thing down between two slices of Mrs. Baird’s bread.

“Oooo, baby.” She was positively drooling as she was going in for her first bite. “Here do be the good shit.”

“I guess not,” said Li’l Bocephus.

Their beach picnic was enjoyed. Then things naturally progressed to the more amorous.

They indulged their X-rated urges, getting their beach blanket bingo on like a hot and horny demonic Frankie and Annette. The moonlight illuminated their energetically writhing forms while wave after wave rolled in and crashed on the beach. Their sexual intercourse was primal and animalistic, dynamic and enjoyed down to the very last detail. Sand got into places it really should never be, but in the heat of the moment nobody cared.

Li’l Bocephus had no choice but to be a spectator to their nauseating lovemaking. It was nasty to watch, but it wasn’t like there was anything else going on to hold his attention.

“Y’all just thoroughly disgust me, you know that?” he happily informed as they fucked. “You’re unnatural and obscene and about as tacky as tacky can get up off its lazy ass and hope to strive to be. Boy, you really shouldn’t allow that girl to put her hand up inside your asshole like that. At least not in public. What if people were to suddenly walk up on y’all right this moment? Nobody cares to see her go five-finger spelunking in your personal Carlsbad Caverns. And don’t you put your tongue in her there. That’s a right smart way to contract a disease scary enough to make penicillin shit its britches. Where is the decency?”

When post-coital, they held on tight to one another and shared their beyond satisfactory afterglow.

“Y’know, it’s funny,” pillow talked Denny. “Guys like me aren’t supposed to have happy endings. Somewhere along the way I should have been screwed over by the devil and cheated out of my side of the deal and sent straight to hell. At least that’s how it always winds up in the old Robert Bloch stories.”

“Shit, best thing, that ain’t nothing. Look at me. I’m a monster. When’s the last time you heard of the monster getting the boy and being able to ride off into the sunset happily ever after? We’re both trailblazers. For us everything is new and fresh and belongs only to us. We kicked the impossible in the balls and stole its lunch money. Young and in love and have got the whole world before us. Oh, the misconduct and thrill-a-minute adventures we are going to get ourselves fucked up in. I can not wait. I promise you we are going to have a long and unique life together.”

•   •   •

 

Ga’Hantor will return in
HERCULES VS. THE KU KLUX KLAN

•   •   •

THE END
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Chapter Six

Uschi stepped outside the trailer home and confronted the new day. On her spoiled cadaver green face was a bright and cheerful smile. She wore camel toe alert tight cut-off jeans offering a major majority of ass cheeks hanging out of the frayed backside and Mork from Ork fashion rainbow suspenders strategically arranged to cover her twin oil stains on a garage floor dark nipples. The side boobage she had on display was positively massive. On her feet were plastic flip-flops. Earlier she had found pushed to the back of a kitchen cabinet shelf an old and forgotten table center piece that belonged to the people that rented the trailer before Denny. She broke off one of its plastic flowers, washed it clean of dust bunnies and mouse turds and now was wearing it behind her ear. The skill and expertness of her makeup’s application was suitable of earning Uschi employment at the cosmetics counter at any Wal-Mart in America. The hornet and wasp killer spray she liberally doused herself with before stepping out gave her a heavy chemical miasma.

Let’s see what sort of mischief I can get myself fucked up in.

And she set off, strutting her stuff through the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis.

The hum of thriving in the August morning heat cicadas in the trees throughout the trailer park was coming in all directions. Only the rumble of numerous hard working air-conditioning compressors was louder. Kids were running around unsupervised and behaving apeshit crazy in their playing, laughing and screaming, enjoying these precious last few days of summer before the new school season got under way. This good music-appreciating dude was not too far off in his driveway washing his cherry ‘69 Dodge Charger and had his boombox turned up and sharing with everyone The Cramps performing “Cornfed Dames.” Uschi quickly found her step in rhythm with the song’s sweet and decadent psychobilly beat.

In one yard a pair of Mexican boys, grossly fat and the juvenile diabetes practically oozing from their pores, were going around barefoot and busy pestering a fireant mound with sticks. They stopped still and stared in wide-eyed amazement at the king-size maracas packing walking dead that came shaking her ass by.

“Hey, booger-eaters,” she said to them in a neighborly tone of voice and not giving a damn whether they knew a word of the English or not. “Y’all keep your shit straight and mind your parents.”

They didn’t come out of their dumbfuzzled daze until the fireants started stinging their feet and legs. Screaming in pain, they hustled and got their fat little asses inside. It’d be quite the period of time before either one of them felt the urge to be playing outdoors again.

Pets, sensing her Satanic origins, cowered and retreated at her approach and were none better in disposition after she moved on. She waved to a senior citizen dressed in boxer shorts and a wife beater T-shirt sitting on his patio porch and enjoying his first pack of cigarettes of the day. The old timer had eyes milky and blurred from a pronounced cataracts condition and was already feeling a fair share loose thanks to the healthy amount of vodka he’d mixed together with his breakfast of instant Sanka coffee and Pop Tarts. He waved back at the fuzzy image of the polite lady.

A housewife hanging clothes to dry on a line and whose own teenage daughter recently started to rebel and had turned herself into some kind of freaky walking and talking horror movie monster Goth thing caught sight of Uschi coming down the path and couldn’t hold her opinion inside.

Momma took the clothespins from her mouth and wagged a condemning finger and told it as she saw it. “I happen to have it on very good authority baby Jesus don’t have much patience for young women who dress too trashy and weird.”

Uschi shot right back at her, “Why don’t you use a dog turd for a tampon and shut the fuck up, bitch.” And she kept on keeping on, never pausing for a moment.

Her destination was a trailer house that had in its driveway an early ’80s Chevrolet Impala up on cinderblocks. There were busted bottles and all varieties of trash scattered through the yard’s high grass and weeds. Halloween and Christmas decorations hung all year round off the place.

She walked up to the door, took a moment to check her hair in her reflection in the screen door’s streaked and spotted glass, then knocked. Standing there, waiting, she bounced on the balls of her feet as anxious as a Girl Scout only a few boxes of thin mint sells short from setting a new troop record and winning herself a brand new Schwinn ten speed bicycle. Meeting new people sure was exciting.

The door was answered by the man of the house, Hondo. Hondo looked like the forgotten Allman Brother, chestnut hair past the shoulders long and broom straw straight and parted down the center of his head, with an uncontrolled bushy Jesus beard holding in it dried and crusty portions of last night’s chicken enchiladas dinner. His body odor was all soured dirty laundry and high testosterone.

Leaking from the trailer home were the sounds of a TV set playing noisy cartoons and Loretta Lynn and Conway Twitty doing a duet on “Mississippi Woman, Louisiana Man” from a radio tuned to a classic country station.

Hondo stood with the screen door between Uschi and him. He kept his hand inside a bathrobe pocket, gripping a S&W .38. He drank in the image of her, allowing all that watermelon mega boobage and running wild putrescence to be processed through his brain. Got us something new here, don’t we? Hondo was an old pro at the dope peddling trade. Crack, heroin, meth, pills, ‘shrooms—he had it all and was happy to provide any of it to anyone for the right price. Hondo’s life was intense and constantly running head-on into the unexpected. A bitch done up like some scary movie dead shit was nothing to loose his cool over.

“Well howdy, Moonshine McJuggs, can I be of help to you and your bigass funbags somehow?”

Uschi twirled a lock of her hair between her fingers. “I sure hope so. I have it on good authority you’re the one in these parts to come and see when you’re looking to buy weed.”

Some soft, snotty laughter came from Hondo. New business, no matter their peculiarities, was always welcomed. He unlocked the screen door and shoved it open enough for Uschi to grab and pull open the rest of the way. “C’mon in here, we’ll get you done right.”
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Chapter Twelve

Another storm was coming together over Vestron. Lightning flashed and skipped in the clouded skies above the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis. The weatherman on the El Camino’s radio had talked of two to possibly four inches of rainfall between now and the next few hours. The Dallas and Fort Worth and surrounding areas were under a flash flood alert until morning.

“I vote we put him and his ass in the bathtub,” said Denny. He stood in the living room of his and Uschi’s trailer home and was eating cold Wolf Brand chili direct from the can. “I don’t care for him to become leaky in here and possibly might splatter and stain any of my stuff. I don’t think I would ever settle down if something vile and icky were to get onto one of my Mego Planet of the Apes figures and permanently disfigure it.”

“Works for me,” said Uschi and casually shrugged her shoulders. She carried Li’l Bocephus slung over a shoulder in the same casual fashion a cowboy with no horse would haul around his saddle.

Back at Club Mutt’s men’s room, a fistful of red hair and a pair of hardy tugs on him was all Uschi had to do to liberate Li’l Bocephus from the sink. He left behind hooked on the spigot’s mouth a dollop of dripping raw eyeball that dangled over the sink bowl like a recently picked runny booger on the end of a kid’s finger. Uschi never noticed it; or else for sure she would’ve had it for a nosh.

That eaten on skeleton foot of his wasn’t much use for standing. He required leaning on Uschi to help stay erect.

“Now, how are we going to handle you exactly?” Uschi asked herself more than anyone else. Then, as inspiration suddenly struck, her dead face split open with a smile proud with herself over how smart her thinking could be. “I know, let us give this a try.”

And she took the undead good ol’ boy’s head and commenced pounding it against the nearest available cinderblock wall.

Bam, bam, bam, bam, bam, bam!

And these were some good-sized savage blows, but still playing it conservative enough to keep the skull in one piece. She wasn’t looking to set the brains free. This would have killed an average alive human being. Li’l Bocephus, however, was only pestered by it.

He went to yelling, “Waitaminutewaitaminute! Two rats fucking hard and funky in my sock drawer, what the goddamn hell are you trying to do to me?”

Uschi paused in her work to reply, “I’m trying like the dickens to knock you unconscious. But so far you’re not being particularly cooperative about the endeavor.”

And then she was right back at it.

Bam, bam, bam, bam!

“Well, stop it. C’mon, I mean it. Stop it. You’re behaving retardedly. It ain’t gonna work. I don’t think I’m wired that way.”

Uschi, sighing in frustration, did cease the head bashing. “You could be right.” She gave Li’l Bocephus a disgusted with him stare. “Backwoods bloodsucker, you sure can be the biggest of disappointments at times.”

Holding him strong at arm length and his head shoved down between his knees to curb any drive to tangle with her, Uschi did some more heavy thinking. “Can we trust you?” she asked him.

For some stupid as fucking a tree stump and later bragging about it to all the relatives and friends reason Li’l Bocephus went with his first instinct and answered honestly. “No. Pert near not especially.”

“I see. Well, I thought there for a second we could put you on the honor system and you could ride in the El Camino with us unmolested.”

“You call this unmolested?” asked Li’l Bocephus, one-eyed and a foot gnawed down to the bone.

“I need you situated in the proper form.”

She broke his arm at the elbow. The sound of the fracture commandingly zipped through the bathroom’s air. There was no other noise like that in the world, the breaking of large bones. It caught the attention as undoubtedly as would God clearing his throat.

Denny watched on in wonder. That shit right there was far and away more visceral and cooler than anything you can get treated to in a direct-to-video Steven Seagal movie.

She moved to the other arm. It snapped with roughly the same degree of protest, only on this one a bone splinter tore through the forearm. It was blood spurty and ivory white and over three inches in length, jagged at the end like the whittled point of a bamboo stake lying in wait at the bottom of a tiger pit. This totally ruined his classy ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA tattoo.

“Oh shit,” Li’l Bocephus despairingly spoke out loud. Whether he was distraught about his arms being broken or the destruction of his tattoo was difficult to decide.

Uschi next piston kicked him in the side of his shin of the one leg that wasn’t half devoured. It was wrecked, and Li’l Bocephus dropped, uncoordinated and pathetic, and made a cruel thud when he hit the floor with his limbs assuming positions they typically were denied going in.

“That’s satisfactory,” said Uschi. “We gone and got you hobbled and ready to venture out on the open road with us.” She put him over her shoulder and said to Denny, “Let’s roll, best thing.”

They exited Club Mutt unbothered. Denny opened the El Camino for Uschi and she put Li’l Bocephus in before herself. He was deposited on the floorboard and crammed in forcefully under the dash. His being a skinny runt of a critter with now fresh broken and exotically bendable arms and legs gave him high compactability for fitting into small places.

And now at the trailer home’s bathtub, she placed Li’l Bocephus ass end up in it and jammed the tub faucet’s spigot into his vacant eye socket. This wasn’t a slender and short sink faucet—to accommodate the new dimensions of this spigot his skull fractured in three places and the frontal lobe of his brain was penetrated. The socket resumed hemorrhaging a steady flow of blood that ran across his face and poured off the end of his chin, splashing to the bottom of the tub and easily making a path to the drain. He was positioned sitting up doggy style as best as possible on devastated arms and legs and was anchored to the faucet just as solid as the one that frustrated him back at the men’s room.

“Could I maybe have me a dip of snuff?” he asked once Uschi was finished manhandling him. “On top of everything else, I am having me one hell of a nicotine fit going on here. Sure would appreciate it. How about some charity? Just a pinch between cheek and gum will do me fine and dandy.”

Denny found himself feeling merciful toward the redneck horror. Between spoonfuls of chili, he said, “I don’t reckon it’d be too much of a tragedy if we at least allowed him that.”

“You’re cute when you’re tenderhearted, you know that?” Uschi told Denny.

Denny could feel a heat rushing through his face. She had him blushing.

The can of Copenhagen was fetched from his pocket. The shit inside that little can was foul, black and silty like kitty litter saturated in motor oil. Uschi collected a momentous gob of it between finger and thumb. Then she got hold of Li’l Bocephus’s nose, pinched down on it criminally fierce and pulled on it to where it felt just short of being uprooted from the rest of his face.

She communicated to the hick vampire in a cold, level tone; clearly indicating no tomfoolery was to be permitted. “Here is some information you need to know before we venture any further with this operation. You try to bite on me or do anything I suspect is malicious intent while I’m administering the Copenhagen, and I am going to tear your nose clean off and treat you to a suppository that comes with nostrils. True, you’re probably thinking that won’t be too much worse off than you already are, but, and you really need to keep this strong in mind, this would be an ass violation. You’re behind is still going solid. It hasn’t been tampered with or mistreated yet. You ready for that? You want ass violations? Of course you don’t. Inbred country boys like you live in constant fear of the ass play. Afraid you’ll never be a man again if the sphincter ever does anything more than operate as an exit. So behave. Or your booger shack and me will make you irreversibly faggot. We understand each other?”

Li’l Bocephus did indeed want to keep his butthole virginal and free of perverted homosexual acts. He cleared his throat and said, “Yes, I understand.”

“Alrighty. Good to know. Open up.”

She crammed the pinch of snuff inside him. Li’l Bocephus attempted nothing wicked; the obedience he displayed would have made Lassie’s trainer jealous. He did some tongue manipulations, working it all into its usual dipping spot in his mouth. The tobacco rush was near instantaneous, familiar and comforting. He shuddered with relief. That was worlds better. He enjoyed it for a spell. When needing to spit, he aimed his lips in a downward position and released a concentrated stream of saliva and juices at the blood-slimed grill over the bathtub’s drain.

“Thank you kindly.”

Amazing how polite you can turn when you’re busted up worse than a Ford Pinto competing in a demolition derby and it seems like all that’s holding you together is dwindling positive intentions.

“You’re welcome, tasty-fangy.” Uschi put the lid back on the Copenhagen and slipped the can into the left front pocket of his jeans.

The rain had started sometime in the last few minutes. It was a hard, hammering shower that came down on the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis with such ferocity it seemed almost as if it carried a personal hostility toward it and its inhabitants.

“We’re going to leave you alone for a little while now,” informed the dead tits woman. “I and my boy with the dick that don’t quit require some time for ourselves. Give us a chance to get our shit back together the way we prefer it and come down from this highly active night. You be good and stay where we got you. Do nothing to anger us.”

There was nothing in any of that to indicate she expected a verbal response from Li’l Bocephus. So he didn’t venture to share one. Orders were given and were assumed to be accepted.

Denny kept a little battery-operated radio in here that sometimes he’d listen to while shaving. He now turned it on for Li’l Bocephus’s benefit and set it to a shitkicker station he figured some western thing like him would appreciate. Got some Roy Clark singing “Thank God and Greyhound You’re Gone” filling the bathroom’s air.

He and Uschi then turned around and walked out of there. They left the door open and the light on for him.

Li’l Bocephus listened to Roy and rolled the only eye he seemed able to keep these days and sighed long and mournful through yellow fangs. “Gloom, despair and agony on me,” he moaned outloud. Black grains of snuff peppered his wet bottom lip. “If it weren’t for bad luck, I’d have no luck at all.”

This was one of those moments where he surely wished the world was more like the Hollywood make believes and he could right now turn himslef into a bat and fly away from this bad scene. Heartbreaking shame he couldn’t manage any of that. Goddamn reality, always full of let downs and shortcomings.
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Chapter Nineteen

The situation was as grim as the malignant brain tumor that took celebrated film critic Gene Siskel from us.

The tailgate of the El Camino was dropped and Uschi and Denny were loaded into the back. Blink put himself behind the wheel and started the engine. Dash got in on the passenger side and immediately started to fuck around with the radio. Their bare asses stuck to the seat upholstery. Blink put the car in drive, but before lifting his foot off the brake he took hold of little Chewbacca and broke the adhesive hold that kept him stationed on the dashboard and tossed the plastic Wookie out the window.

“I wouldn’t wipe my ass with that sci-fi garbage,” he explained to no one in particular.

“I heard that,” agreed Dash. The radio was settled on an AM lite jazz station. Some Kenny G shit.

The El Camino was driven as fast as possible on its four rims off the paved street and onto a muddy and pothole generous dirt trail that went far into the wild and wooly frontier of the Mapache Thicket. As the sun was setting on the day and night was beginning to darken this half of the world, they finally stopped when arriving at a large clearing where the natives of the thicket were restless.

Dozens of torches were lit to illuminate the clearing. Jungle drums were being played at a fevered frenzy pitch. Savage women danced with an insane pagan abandon.

Denny and Uschi were removed from the El Camino’s bed and carried to the top of a sacrificial altar standing seven feet high and assembled from the same concrete and red bricks contractors commonly use to build backyard barbecue pits. From this vantage point they had a good view of what weirdness transpired here.

The jungle drums being played by men dressed only in grass skirts were actually emptied laundry detergent plastic buckets turned upside down and pounded on with sticks. The torches nothing more than Wal-Mart citronella candles tiki patio lighting stabbed crookedly into the earth. And the dancing girls were all nude but for shiny vinyl go-go boots. Every last one of them worked hard to get their groove on properly to the jungle drumbeat.

Good bodies to them, the dancing girls, certainly quality enough to cut it in the amateur model mail-in pages of Hustler. However, not a one of them in the group had titties going any bigger than a set of muffins and their bush hairs seemed unnaturally full and pronounced. Their sweat-slimed flesh glowed in the eerily flickering firelight of the citronella candles with a basted in melted butter sheen.

All of the dancing girls and men beating the buckets were without eyes. Instead of eyeballs inside their heads there were clusters of active little spiders.

All these freakified folks were going long and strong chanting incessantly over and over again. “Praise be Ga’Hantor! Praise be Ga’Hantor! Praise be Ga’Hantor!”

At the feet of the drummers and dancers, the ground was heavily littered in a varied menu of animal and human bones. Many were aged and sun-bleached white; a fair share of others were fresher and still had bits of desiccated tough flesh to them. All to a varying degree featured a coat of webbing stuck here and there. Pretty obvious some thing or things on this property were eating good and regularly.

“This looks nifty,” critiqued Uschi, staring out through the hole in her cocoon. “Like a Boris Vallejo cover to one of the better Gor novels. Or perhaps a bitching mural on the side of a van.”

Joining Uschi and Denny on the altar were Dash and Blink, standing on either side of a young brunette woman who wore her hair in a Suzie Quatro she-mullet style. She sat regally upon an aluminum lawn chair as if it were a throne and she the queen of this land. When the woman noticed the two prisoners had turned their eyes toward her, she looked down upon them with her spiders for eyes and smiled as joyfully as a cute Nazi cheerleader. Her teeth were perfectly straight and bleached white.

“I am Stompanato,” she informed. Her eyebrows were clotted with little brown spiders scampering through the hairs. “I am High Priestess of the First North Texas Church of Ga’Hantor. It is because of me the two of you are here tonight. Howdy.”

An unaffected Uschi fired right back at her, “And a fine and dandy how do to you and your own, cunt. How about you start explaining why you cared to have us here?”

The High Priestess stood and confidently approached. She was built like a ballet dancer, slender and long and muscled and supple. Go-go boots and nail polish the silvery color of chrome was all she bothered to wear. She was closer than the dancing women were, so Denny was treated to a more detailed view of her snatch.

That was no pubic hair she sported, but instead the prodigious inverted dark triangle around her sex was a ghastly concentrated congregation of a crawling thatch of well behaved and huddled in tight formation black widow spiders. Their small bodies a slick, oily black, and the red hourglass marking on the underbelly of their bulbous rear abdomens unavoidable to the eye. Their proximity to her vagina was practically a piece of high drama, brushing their dark, toothpick thin legs against the fleshy labia, teasing the sensitive clitoris with their venom filled fangs. The tampon string dangling out of Stompanato’s pussy only enhanced the gross tackiness.

“Ga’Hantor, the father of all us spider children, demands a sacrifice tonight. You two were fortunate enough for us to wander into our little trap. You shall be fed to our great and powerful god.”

Another evening thunderstorm was coming together. There was a thunderclap frightful enough to make even God flinch. The winds were picking up acceleration, the branches of the towering trees surrounding the clearing spiritedly swaying. Pellets of rain began to fall.

“We must hurry,” said High Priestess Stompanato. “The time is right to summon Ga’Hantor and present to him our tribute.”

“Aren’t you at all curious about that?” asked Dash. He pointed a finger down to the altar’s steps, where the bed comforter and Watchtower pages enshrouded Li’l Bocephus lay. During the trip out here, Denny had been forced to ride on top of him. They took Li’l Bocephus out of the El Camino’s bed and carried him here the same time as they did Denny and Uschi. “There’s a body in there, I could feel it when I picked it up.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s the body of somebody these two murdered and were bringing out here to dump in the thicket,” said Blink. “Sounds logical enough.”

“Oh, so that’s what brings y’all out here tonight to our little unique chunk of Texas, is it?” said Stompanato. The sneer coming to her lips told she possessed a wicked appetite for scandal. Her eyebrows arched, and the sudden upheaval made some of the brown spiders in the hairs hang on for dear life. “Indulging in a little body dump? Who was it you killed? A husband or a wife that was in the way? Some relative you’re hoping left you in the will or has an insurance policy that will pay out to one of you? Maybe just a random stranger you picked up for a thrill kill? How positively noir. It doesn’t really matter. Leave the body where it is. Dead or alive, Ga’Hantor shouldn’t mind. There are still precious fluids contained within the carcass he can enjoy.”

High Priestess Stompanato’s arms went up high, reaching for the stormy night sky. Intense lightning flashes ignited like gigantic strobe lights. Frisky currents of static electricity were about, passing through her black widows bush and causing her privates to snap and pop with the occasional spark between arachnids. The sensation for Stompanato was not an entirely unpleasant one. The rain was now stronger, coming down in steady sheets. The tampon string was soon soaked and pasted to her inner thigh, looking not too terribly unlike a dead, pale worm lying on a cement pavement.

While all this was happening, a curious Dash was making his way down the altar steps. “I need me a look at this dead body. I got to know how they rubbed the boy out.” He started to tear the bed comforter open as if it were the paper wrapping on an ice cream fudge bar, ripping the top off and then splitting it apart down the center.

“Summon our father,” Stompanato commanded. “Summon our god.”

The chanting and drumming ceased. One of the detergent bucket drummers put down his instrument and picked up another: a hubcap to a ’78 Ford Pinto station wagon that he began to beat with a metal cafeteria ladle as if it were a gong.

Ga’Hantor heard and answered the call. There was a distinct rumbling occurring beyond the clearing, the sounds of a something hefty being active. Everyone could see trees being bent aside as that something hefty began to make its way toward the clearing. The spider people, rain-sodden and in worshipful awe, dropped to their knees when Ga’Hantor joined them in the clearing and was fully revealed.

It was a giant tarantula; three tons of arachnid sensation huge enough to be just the right size to make hot and heavy love to a fishtailed 1953 Cadillac El Dorado. Its coat of fur was remarkably adept at repelling the rainwater—something to do with the natural oils it produced. The moisture would bead and roll off of Ga’Hantor, leaving the undercoat warm and dry. There appeared to be a light of intelligence to its obsidian, lidless eyes—all eight of them—that the more common spider did without. The chelicerae members above the mouth were twitchy and seemed anxious for action; the fangs at the end of them pointed straight down from the head and were as long as a man’s leg.

“Just what the fuck are you people doing to each other?”

That question was asked by Li’l Bocephus. He was out of the bed comforter and clear of any Watchtower holy pages, standing on the lower steps of the altar. His eaten on and unleashed homosexuality ass raped injuries from the previous night were all healed and faded to nothing, broken bones knitted perfectly back together and one hundred percent whole and vampire healthy and cocky with himself again. The ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA arm tat of his right back to going strong. His ruined western shirt and blue jeans hung off of his frame in Doc Savage in the thick of an exotic pulp magazine adventure tatters. There was no seat to his jeans, burned away by the blessed power of holy magazines, so his scrawny lily-white ass was exposed and on view for anyone who cared to see it.

He flawlessly performed a one-handed opening of his can of Copenhagen and crowded his bottom lip with a pinch of snuff. Necessary to one hand the task due to his other hand currently occupied choking a pert near to death Dash, holding the spider eyes boy down kneeling at the backwoods vampire’s one bare and other wearing a snakeskin cowboy boot feet.

Li’l Bocephus’s two good eyes looked up toward Stompanato and Uschi and all the rest, the rain beating his freckled face and washing his oily red hair for the first time in three years, and he leisurely inquired, “Y’all with the circus? Because this shit seems a good deal like some of the unnatural business I would assume circus folk would willing allow themselves to be caught up in.”

The unexpected arrival of a bare-assed good ol’ boy redneck confused the hell out of High Priestess Stompanato. She put little thought behind her response and simply replied in an indignant tone, “There is no circus here. You are standing in a church and this is the middle of a religious service.”

“Whatever, I really don’t give two shits and a chili dog fart. If it floats your boat and don’t cause me any headaches, then more power to you and y’alls and call it what you want. I just need two things from y’all, then I’m outta your hair for life.”

Quick like a bullet, Li’l Bocephus was at the top of the altar and standing nose to nose with Stompanato. He brought Dash right along with, never missing a beat in throttling the butthole web spinner. With a playful as a ruptured appendix wink, he reached between Stompanato’s thighs and uncorked her vagina by plucking out the soiled tampon. Li’l Bocephus tossed the bloody sanitary napkin in his mouth and commenced chewing on it like it were a stick of gum. He savored the flavorable taste.

“One,” he resumed saying around the chewy mouthful, “I would powerfully like to see you get some industrial strength bug spray on your suffering twat and eyes. That’s got to be the nastiest state of venereal disease I’ve yet to come upon. So bad off it’s to the sorrowful point of attracting bugs. That nasty business is unquestionably to the point of being the un in unsanitary. Two, the green titty bitch and her faithful retardo companion you got gooed in Silly String are mine. All mine. We have got ourselves revenge issues. They are gonna die by my hand and my hand only. If you don’t agree to my demands, then the shit we got going on in here is gonna get awful damn toothy. You don’t want to get toothy with me, bugs lady.”

“You don’t give me goosepimples,” High Priestess Stompanato pointed out. “All you are is one dead shitkicker standing in front of me. Care to know why I’m so confident in your being dead? Turn around and face the wrath of Ga’Hantor, the one true spider god.”

A bolt of lightning, crooked as loaded dice and hotter than three feet up a bull’s ass, then slashed the night sky, and Li’l Bocephus did as the bug lady suggested. He treated himself to a look at what was going on behind him. It was a sight he could find no way possible to appreciate.

There was the giant spider the folks in these here parts called Ga’Hantor. The bug had crossed the length of the clearing and now squatted at the bottom of the sacrificial altar, reared back on its segmented hind legs and more up close and personal with Li’l Bocephus than he honestly would prefer such a critter as that to be.

Tampon was tapped out, so Li’l Bocephus spat it from his mouth. The sight of such a massive beast in such uncomfortably close proximity to himself drove him to forget about the throat in his hand, and a gasping Dash was able to slip loose and scamper away from him. “It ought,” Li’l Bocephus theorized, “to be against the laws of both God and government for a critter like that to grow so fucking awful considerable.”

“The first sacrifice of the evening is now!”

As if Stompanato’s words were the cue it waited for, Ga’Hantor then aimed its spinning tubes at the end of its abdomen and fired a cable of silk directly at Li’l Bocephus. It hit the vampire in the chest. This mass of webbing was ten times the size of what Blink and Dash could fire from their asses, splattered over the front of Li’l Bocephus like it was wet paint, and instantly bonded to him. The spider took hold of the web with its forelegs, the hooked claws at the end of the legs working as nimbly as fingers, and it began to reel its prey in.

Li’l Bocephus resisted, pulling back on the web and digging his feet in. He reacted without thinking and put his hands on the web, intending to snap it in two. That didn’t work out well. Its adhesive properties glued his hands down and compounded his trouble.

Ga’Hantor’s strength easily won out, yanking Li’l Bocephus off his feet and dragging his tumbling carcass down the rain-slicked altar steps.

Now he was prepared to go apeshit with panic. “Don’t eat me!” Li’l Bocephus screamed as he was brought in closer by the second. “Please don’t eat me! None of this shit is fair. Please no, not another monster thing roughhousing on me and spoiling my regularity. All I ever wanna do is drive around in my pickup truck and drink folks’ blood. That’s it. When the two mules fornicating in a horse trailer did that become too much to ask for? Tell me. When? Why am I being picked on all of a sudden? Is there any hope for my situation to get back to normal for my loveable blood-drinking self? Goddmanit, I said please don’t be eating on me!”

Once he was towed off the altar and flopping about in the mud and rainwater, Ga’Hantor lifted the whiny bitch Li’l Bocephus off the ground and brought him in close to its mouth.

“Hey, freaky deaky bug-boy, are you at all by any chance familiar with the term kemo sabe?”

The monstrous fangs of Ga’Hantor penetrated a flailing and crying Li’l Bocephus along his belly, a pinch below the base of the sternum. They sank in with no difficulty and penetrated obscenely deep, avoiding hitting his spinal column by mere inches. A vast quantity of venom was injected into him; it spread fast, burning through his internal workings like bleach splashed into the eyes. Immediately Li’l Bocephus fell victim to the venom’s paralyzing properties. He was turned flexible as a bathmat and stone silent.

As well as a paralysis, the tarantula venom was also acidic. Within seconds all flesh material inside Li’l Bocephus was dissolved to a smooth, watery soup that Ga’Hantor found most palatable. The spider put the unable to earn a GED vampire to its mouth and commenced to enjoy its first meal of the evening. Porn stars wish they could boast of possessing the suction power the overgrown spider employed. Li’l Bocephus was in a hiccup’s time drained empty. All that remained was a shriveled, papery husk of a thing that blew away with the wind like so much inconsequential litter.

“I hate to see that happen,” said Uschi. “I’m gonna miss that boy. He was quality good eating.”

First, Denny was compelled to congratulate himself for neither pissing nor shitting his pants. In a situation like this and for a guy like himself that was a legitimate achievement. Second, he asked Uschi around the gob of web cemented to the side of his face in a not wholeheartedly calm tone of voice, “Do you suppose now is a good time to perhaps get it in gear and start doing some begging for our lives? May not do any positives for us, but at least it’d be a cunt’s hair more proactive than doing zilch.”

“No, best thing, that’s not called for. We’re not the ones dying tonight. All these fucked up in the wrong way shitballs are the ones dying.”

And Uschi then dedicated every last Satan installed ounce of strength she possessed to the task of escaping her cocoon. She attempted movement, found it to be a tough but viable option. If she struggled long and hard enough there was some give to the sticky, stringy stuff. Uschi managed her hands in front of her and started to dig with her fingers. Soon there was enough space where she could push out with her arms. She cracked her prison open as if it were a peanut shell and started squirming, coming out of the cocoon. The sound of the webbing being forced to separate was like medieval chainmail being cut with a hacksaw. Her latex costume tore and was ripped off of her; she even lost the cute little nurse’s cap. When she finally emerged free and standing, the one-woman bust-tackular zombie massacre was nude but for cha-cha shoes and fishnet stockings and a garter belt. Her hair was a wet and silk clotted mess. In the lightning flashes, the can of tunafish on her head was as noticeable as a car’s headlight installed in a watermelon and would flash a bright sparkle. Titties bounced like they were auditioning for a starring role in a 1970s Aaron Spelling TV series.

“Now allow me to set to the task of going about murdering every last one of you positively despicable motherfuckers.”

“Subdue her,” ordered High Priestess Stompanato.

Blink acknowledged the command. He turned his back to Uschi and, hands on his knees, cocked his naked and water beaded ass in her general direction, preparing to deliver some butt web justice. The spinnerets surrounding his brown balloon knot began to move like inch worms trying to race across the scorching surface of a hot plate.

High Priestess Stompanato was the closest to Uschi. She reached out and snatched hold of her with both hands by an arm, right above the wrist. The grip she was cinched in was tighter than the iron jaws of a sprung bear trap. A chill of grave concern suddenly struck Stompanato. She couldn’t move her arm, couldn’t break loose. Stompanato’s arm wasn’t hers to do with as she wished any longer.

“I certainly would appreciate it if you and your tig ol bitties wouldn’t do anything harmful toward me. Show respect, I’m a member of the clergy.”

“I’m going,” Uschi told her, “to take this briefest of brief moments to quote the words of the sainted Mother Teresa and say to you ‘Fuck you, you fucking unlicensed ass inspector dick-faced fucker.’”

She raised a leg and planted her foot on Stompanato’s bony hip. This proved to be a sturdy spot for a brace to push off from as Uschi tore the high priestess’s arm off at the shoulder. The humerous bone wrenched free from the socket, skin and muscle and ligament and other gristly matter ripped, and a high arcing fountain of arterial blood gushed from the end of the raw stump as forcefully as an open fire hydrant spraying a street corner.

The loss of the arm drove Stompanato into a cold, numbing shock, mercifully saving her much in the way of pain. Her brain shut down and turned as sharp as a TV set without any antenna reception. She was blissfully unaware when Uschi choked up on the severed limb like a big leaguer and bludgeoned her over the head with it brutally enough the snap her neck and render her dead before the body could even hit the altar bricks.

It was every arachnid for themselves. The black widows disbanded formation around the vagina and scattered, spreading like a dark pool over the thighs and belly. The eye socket little brown guys wanted to stay where they were, but since High Priestess Stompanato’s dead body settled face up, the falling rain made quick work of flooding the sockets and washing them out of their skull homes.

Dash and Blink were dispatched in rapid tandem.

Uschi turned on Blink, leading with Stompanato’s arm, and assaulted his asshole. She rammed the long, slender female limb up inside his ass, capping the well before any silk could be spun and launched. It went in bloody stump first and not stopping until reaching all the way up to the elbow.

This was colon Armageddon for Blink. Not an easy entrance for the arm—blood had made poor lubricant on the rectal interior. The sharp and jagged break in the bone cut open the flesh and did irreversible damage to the web spinning tubes and hemorrhoids. Spinnerets crumbled like brittle pecan sandies cookies and massive internal hemorrhaging occurred. The bowels were profoundly lacerated and spilled, smothering the other ravaged viscera in waste.

Blink went down to one knee and was understandably screaming his head off in pure agony. Uschi set to work relieving the spider-human mutant of his misery by taking hold of him and turning him upside down. She lifted him up high over her head with an ankle in each of her hands and split his legs wide apart. Imagining he was a posthole shovel, Uschi unmercifully hammered the top of his cranium against the altar’s bricks and concrete. His Greatest American Hero honky afro was ruined. Flattened and his skull cracked open in multiple areas and granting easy passage for brains and blood to squirt from. The spiders serving as his eyes were smooshed to nasty pudding when the sockets unexpectedly collapsed under the force of the violent contact and snapped shut with the authority of a pissed snapping turtle closing its jaws. Yeah, that killed him up real fine and dandy.

Dash was still reeling from his encounter with Li’l Bocephus, clutching at his bruised and hurting like it was on fire neck and fighting to regulate his breathing. He was only vaguely aware some sort of activity was happening around him. He was totally taken by surprise when Uschi used a roundhouse scythe kick to the back of his knees to take him down.

She next anchored him to the altar by placing her feet on top of his calves. Her hands slipped under his arms and settled on a firm hold. She yanked up, and where there was only one Dash she now made two by snapping his spinal column off at the pelvic bone, tearing his lower torso open, and dividing him just below the ribcage. As the two halves of Dash died, the most amazingly colorful and interestingly arranged internal network spilled out of him.

Denny was freed from his silken bonds. There hadn’t been as much webbing applied to him as Uschi, so his impression of a butterfly leaving the cocoon wasn’t as difficult. He came out still wearing his clothing and managing to stand. The rectum concoction glued to his face was successfully peeled off. He was not feeling particularly Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer right then.

“We need to hit it,” he skittishly yelled to his zombie love over the commotion of the storm, “and run away from this spot as fast as we can like the cowardly motherfucker I know God has always intended for me to be.”

“Why we need to be doing that, best thing?”

The high winds made the rain drop at a near sideways angle. It cruelly beat against Denny as if it had just caught him in bed with its wife.

“That is why?” And he pointed a finger at the god of the Mapache spider people standing before the altar and curiously watching the two of them with its collection of eyes. “I am simply overcome with a powerful urge to strive to avoid being spider ate. Ain’t you?”

“Oh poo, he ain’t no bother.”

“He ain’t?!”

“Come here and give me some good luck and then watch the show.”

Uschi grabbed a rain-soaked and shaking Denny and pulled him in close. She guided his hand to her crotch and aided him in inserting two fingers inside her wetter than Seaworld sex. Then she put her mouth on his and stuck her tongue like halfway down his throat.

“Time to get my homicide on.”

“I tell you what,” said Denny, as he watched Uschi go off to battle, “if we get out of this, it’ll be a shitting gold-platted turds miracle.”

Devil zombie sex goddess charged the giant spider. Ga’Hantor, prepared to meet her attack, lunged forward with its enormous fangs leading the way. Snarling and growling like Karloff’s Frankenstein monster, Uschi grabbed hold of the fangs and twisted them counter clockwise as if she had a steer by the horns and was bulldogging it. This stopped the spider dead before it could manage to perpetrate upon her any harm. She exerted herself more and ripped the right chelicera member off the arachnid’s head. A wounded Ga’Hantor screamed in anguish a bubbling hiss that Uschi silenced after she then turned the bare-handed amputated appendage around and used the fang on the end of it as a weapon against the tarantula, spearing the nearest available eye.

While it was distracted with its misery, Uschi darted to the third leg on the right and scaled the limb as quickly and as efficiently as a monkey on a mission. Battering rain and blowing wind trying to knock her off, she scrambled over the furry cephalothorax and reached for the two top eyes. Grapefruit-sized, the two darlings fit right snug in the palms of her hands. She squeezed on them rougher than they could tolerate. Pop! Pop! Eye jelly oozed between her fingers.

Now we really had a rodeo going.

A terrified and agonizing Ga’Hantor, just shy of halfway blinded and its own paralyzing and corrosive venom now filling its head, began to jump and buck a terrible deal. Uschi held on to the back of the tarantula like a pro rodeo bull rider bound and determined to stay on the whole eight seconds and win her that grand prize money.

Tonight’s church services were over and done. The spider people in the clearing were now making a mad scramble into the woods to escape being crushed under a stampeding Ga’Hantor. A fair majority of them were successful, but there was the occasional unfortunate who was slashed in two by the tarantula’s clawed feet or somebody was smashed to goo when they fell under the arachnid’s descending bloated rear abdomen.

During her rambunctious ride, Uschi stomped the heel of a cha-cha shoe over and over again down against the cephalothorax, fracturing exoskeleton and sending shards flying like the shrapnel from a handgrenade. She didn’t relent until she heard it crack open with a shattering sound like a fireman’s ax chopping into a block of ice. Six-inch thick sheets of chitin were peeled back. The revealed internal spider flesh beneath was pale and spongy stuff; the blood it copiously hemorrhaged blackish and fragrant like an infected tooth.

She unhesitantly reached inside the vulnerable meat and began to rip out spider parts by the fistfuls. Uschi knew two things regarding arachnid anatomy: jack and shit. She didn’t know what the fuck she was bringing out of this thing—could be part of the heart, possibly the liver, maybe the stomach, or only large masses of inconsequential fat. The idea was to keep tearing shit out until she hit the motherlode, some vital organ critical to maintaining life, and Ga’Hantor would keel over dead.

A fine idea. Because that’s exactly what happened.

Ga’Hantor abruptly calmed its ass down and collapsed lifelessly to the ground. The large quantity of blood loss caused the carcass to shrivel up and its eight limbs to curl in under itself.

Uschi dismounted her kill and commenced strutting about the arachnid corpse like she had just won the Miss Hawaiian Tropic beauty contest. “I’m the king booby around here.”

Denny came off the altar and joined her at her side. “Congrats on your giant spider slaying, honey. Big achievement. Something to be proud over. You’re my own little illustrated by Frank Thorne and a script by Bruce Jones Red Sonja.”

“Thank you kindly for the compliment. I am proud. But fuck that third-rate Conan in a chainmail bikini Red Sonja shit. I prefer to think of myself more a Vampirella girl.”

“I don’t recall Vampirella ever killing a giant spider.”

“Oh, I’m confident Vampi did once or twice.”

“I can’t ever remember her doing so. And you’re talking to somebody who prides themselves on his knowledge of all things Warren comic magazines. Vampirella was always fucking around with haunted mansions and killer Satanic cults and a Count Dracula from her home planet of Drakulon. No bigass spiders. Maybe you’re thinking about Sheena Queen of the Jungle. I’m sure she tangled with spiders now and then.”

“Okay, best thing. All right. Whatever you say goes. This isn’t the situation to get going with an argument. I just think a Jose Gonzalez drawn Vampirella is more the ninja killing cool than any Red Sonja bullshit.”

“I will give you that, sugar cube.”

The creek about a half-mile up from their location had finally had enough of the past few days of heavy rain. It swelled beyond its banks and joined with the livestock tanks and other bodies of water in these hereabouts to form a rushing eight-foot-high wall of flash flood waters that flowed over the saturated lands of the Mapache Thicket. Uschi and Denny turned their heads and saw it bearing down on the clearing and them, roaring louder than an F-5 tornado and uprooting trees and utility poles and fence posts in its way like a swarm of bulldozers making space for a new strip mall.

“Now, best thing, we need to do it to it.” She picked her boyfriend up in her arms and tossed him onto the backside of the dead Ga’Hantor. A split-second later she joined him on the bug. “Don’t worry; I’ve got myself confidently believing that a dead insect, no matter its colossal proportions, will always float in water. Just pucker your asshole, hang on tight to me, and pray like a first-class cocksucker to Satan this all works out hunky-dory for us.” And here Uschi found the will to smile a big and sunshiny bright one from ear to ear at Denny. “Again, don’t worry your pretty head none. I’m on top of this diaherra sandwich like Vampirella on a giant spider killing.”

The water poured over the clearing and consumed Denny’s El Camino and all other objects. The brick altar built by Ga’Hantor’s spider children was smashed to total ruin. It next slammed against Ga’Hantor and roughly scooped the bug off the ground and swept it and its two riders away on a forceful current. They rose and fell on wave swells and barreled over trees and tore through a cow pasture fence, where it acquired barbed wire tangles in its fur and all through its eight legs.

The homemade zombie girlfriend and her beau were spun and tossed on the churning waters like filthy clothing inside of a washing machine put on its highest setting. They fought like hell to remain atop the buoyant giant spider as they were carried out over roads and flat pastureland and farther into the thicket. Trash and a diverse variety of drowned animal bodies floated past them on their journey. Uschi and Denny never let go of one another, never stopped fighting to keep surviving.

A radio tower defying the flood’s wrath and remaining upright and firmly secured to the ground came into sight. The red aircraft warning lights mounted on it were flashing. Before he had time to figure out what she was up to, Uschi slung Denny over one of her shoulders and dived into the water. She swam with superhuman strokes toward the tower, Denny riding her back the whole trip. When they reached their destination, Uschi continued to carry Denny as she climbed the metal lattice. She wasn’t comfortable with stopping until they were at least double digits in feet above the water.

Their last view of Ga’Hantor was in a lightning flash, when the spider crested upon the top of a huge wave, rolling over to expose its underbelly and lifting out of the water its twisted and barbed wire hog-tied legs, then it was over the wave and gone from sight.

Denny and Uschi stayed perched on the radio tower for the remainder of the night.
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Chapter Eight

She made Denny strip naked as a jaybird and on the living room floor lay out over an old Close Encounters of the Third Kind beach towel. He was face up and in good proximity to the television. A goodly sum of Denny’s anatomy never got touched by so much as a hint of sunlight, so most of his body’s complexion was as white as toothpaste.

The television was tuned to a far down the dial UHF channel showing Zapped! for its early afternoon movie. Scott Baio and Willie Ames at their ’80’s best. The delightful scene where Heather Thomas explodes out of her pink sweater had come and gone, so Denny had no trouble giving Uschi all his attention.

Equally as naked as her man, Uschi sat close beside him. Her mighty porn star valkayre bazongas hovered pendulously over Denny like two green moons of decayed flesh. A heavy platinum lock of hair was gone rogue from the rest of her hairstyle and was hanging down over one eye and giving her a Captain Harlok half-face. Just for shit and giggles she got into his Hasbro action figure collection and balanced a WWF Honky Tonk Man, complete with guitar in hand, square in the center of his forehead. Personally, Denny would have preferred Papa Shango. The voodoo witch doctor of professional wrestling was the cooler dude.

They were sharing a big joint rolled out of the copyright page from a Max Allan Collins paperback mystery and using an empty Dr Pepper can cut in two for an ashtray. A bag of nacho cheese Doritos was close by, and every once in a while she would feed him a few chips.

She put the joint to his mouth. He inhaled and was reluctant to relinquish the best kind of smoke there was from his lungs. How perfectly Cheech and Chong he was. The inside of Denny’s skull was feeling like a brand new bottle of aspirin sitting on a pharmacy shelf: brain packed in tight with plenty of soft, comfortable cotton balls for insulation. None of his problems were forgotten, but it all seemed farther off now; didn’t seem any longer to require as much need or worry over any of it. Right now, this moment in this universe, everything felt nice and okay. Lungs achieving the burn, he finally relented and exhaled.

He’d gotten quite good at this dope smoking business in a surprisingly short amount of time. There hadn’t been a coughing or gagging fit in some time now. The raw soreness in his throat had started to ease. It was all coming in and going out easy and fine.

Now was Uschi’s turn with the spliff. She smoked and worked at shaving his pubes off. A mellow Denny watched through half-lidded eyes as his homemade zombie girlfriend sprayed room temperature cool shaving cream on her hand and thoroughly rubbed it in around and on his genitals. Then she went to town on him with a Bic disposable razor. Slowly, gently, carefully and expertly Uschi performed her task. The erection he sported made it easier for her to maneuver around the penis. Every few strokes she would pause to rinse the razor off in the Tupperware bowl full of warm water she kept in close reach.

Denny had never been shaved by anyone but himself before. Never had anyone in his life handled him with such a loving and sensual touch.

“You haven’t ever seen the ocean, have you, best thing?”

Along with the question he asked her, Denny could distinctly hear the small but unmistakable scrapping-scratchy sounds of the Bic razor cutting down the hairs on his balls. She removed the joint from her lips and offered him another hit. He accepted the hit, and then answered her while a hazy fog of marijuana smoke was drifting between the two of them. “Aw, I’d love to see me the ocean.” The Honky Tonk Man balanced on his brow maybe wavered for a moment the slightest bit as his lips were in action, but besides that was in no danger of falling over. “That’d be Malcolm McDowell in A Clockwork Orange special. It don’t matter to me if it’s the Pacific or the Atlantic, I just want to see with my own eyes the actual ocean. I’ve never been out of the Dallas and Fort Worth Metroplex my whole life. I’ve visited a lake and a few creeks, but that’s all chickenshit. Before I die I want to at least once stand on a beach somewhere barefoot and let the wet sand go between my toes and listen to the surf slap the shore. I want to know what a sea breeze smells like. I can’t swim for shit, but I think I could manage flopping around in a few waves.”

“I’m gonna make sure, best thing, you get to spend as much time on the beach as you desire. Soon as we are done with a few endeavors I’m sure are going to do you and your attitude of self-worth a world of positive, we’ll get on that.”

“And I want to get a tattoo. I’ve long held a secret wish to get inky.”

“Okay. What kind of tattoo?”

“Maybe get Vampira over my heart and a saluting Bub from Day of the Dead on my arm.”

“Baby, you can have all that and more. I promise you.”

The shaving was completed. She helped herself to a washrag left soaking in the bowl of water and cleaned him off. Next Uschi lowered her face to Denny’s crotch and rubbed her cheek against the area of now bare skin directly above his penis. Contact such as this made his already hard dick throb and purple and ache for action. It stood straight like a fence post and bumped against her chin now and then. “Mmmm,” she purred. “There we go. Smooth as a baby’s ass.”

She rose up and stared him in the face. She ran her hand over his chin and lower lip. The way she was touching him was tender, sweet, enjoyed. “Have you ever thought about growing a beard? Maybe a nice goatee?”

“That’s one of them little beards that joins up with the mustache to circle the mouth, right?”

“Correctamundo.”

Denny had to laugh. “I did that I’d probably with my luck end up looking like a goddamn Klingon—classic original series style, not the post Motion Picture and Next Generation brow ridges breed.”

“Buttfucked in Lubbock,” Uschi trilled. “That’s a groovy thought. You would make a bitching Klingon.”

“You think so?”

“Oh, I know so. You’d be G’Leeth, son of Kang, of the house of Kurn. I can picture you as the proud and fierce captain of the Empire’s most honored and feared Bird of Prey. Your name would be bandied about with envious admiration in the halls of the Klingon High Council and a curse on the lips of Starfleet admirals at Federation war rooms.”

“Uh, you’re kind of loosing me on this. Besides, I’m more a Star Wars man myself. Might be I’d look more like that dorky John Candy fat X-wing fighter pilot that gets blown to shit on the attack on the Death Star?”

“Jek Porkins,” stated Uschi.

“Excuse me?”

“The character you’re talking about, his name is Jek Porkins. Also known as Red Six.”

“Do tell? Lucas actually took the time and effort to give that guy a name?”

“Well, more likely Kenner toys gave the character his name and George Lucas allowed it.”

That was scary detailed knowledge of Star Wars lore. Awesome! If she should start spouting arcane information on the films of Sam Fuller, then he might just have to break down and ask her to marry him.

“It wouldn’t matter who you look like,” Uschi said. “You’d still be the prettiest thing going.”

His hearing her say that last part harmed his high. He winced and the upset Honky Tonk Man fell backwards and tumbled off his head and settled on the carpet. “Don’t,” he told her. “Don’t make up stories. Okay? I know what I look like.”

“I don’t follow, best thing.”

“Honey, we both know I’m far shy of being an attractive man.”

“I beg to differ.”

“It’s true, darling. I know my place in the world. I’m ugly. People have never found me attractive and they never will. It’s not always the easiest thing for me to accept, but I try and make do. I mean, sure, I would love for folks to get an eyeful of me and think me good looking. Absolutely. Be desired by others for just one day in my life would be great. I can remember when I was still living with my parents and we’d be watching a movie and Mom would see some Hollywood pretty boy with the perfect teeth and nice physique and absence of any belly and I’d have to hear her talk on and on about how much of a cutie he was. She’d often times look over at me and ask things like, ‘Don’t you wish you could be a cutie like that?’ And she would be sure to point out her and Daddy was attractive and popular when they were my age. What went wrong with me? What did they do to deserve a fuck up for a son? The girls who come into Blockbuster are the same way. They all love the cuties and point and snicker at me when they think I’m not looking and write me off as this useless and ugly loser. I know that they do. I don’t want you lying to me to try and make me feel better about myself.”

“You are the handsomest man to me, best thing. No bullshit. I swear it.”

Denny supposed he should believe her. Believe Uschi because that was probably what Satan programmed her to believe. Made her love him, didn’t he? Why not as well make Uschi look upon him as something at the least passably beautiful. He supposed he could live with that.

He smiled up at her. Her decomposition feminine musk was drifting down to him and reminding him it was good to be a healthy heterosexual zombie-fucking male past the legal age of consent.

Anxious for a new way to please her man, Uschi repositioned herself between Denny’s thighs, her hands sensitively pushing his legs apart like a scissor’s blades separating.

This is about to get very interesting, deduced Denny. Curious to keep up with her movements, he raised his head off the floor and stared past his erection.

She was by this time on all fours, green from rot ass elevated high and shoulders and head brought down low and hefty tits resting on the floor. Her face was directly above his groin region. Filmy white dead eyes meeting with his own ping pong balls Steve Buscemi eyeballs, Uschi opened her mouth very wide and her tongue, slimed in dripping saliva, slipped out.

She brushed her tongue tip over his scrotum. The tongue went over the left testicle, lapping at it like an affectionate dog licking its master’s face. This lasted but a fleeting single second.

“Whoa!” commented a surprised Denny. Did she really just do that? That was certainly the last thing he anticipated being acted upon him today when he climbed out of bed this morning.

It was only the beginning, a small tease before the main event was under way. His undead buttercup now held no reservations on going full tilt boogie with tongue stroking on Denny’s nutsack. Her dogged dedication to the procedure was detailed and admirable. She quickly made things saturated and sopping.

Then she put his balls in her mouth and sucked on them. The pressure she prescribed to this sucking the perfect amount, neither too hard nor too soft. It was flawless. What teeth action there was was nice and appreciated, never biting down too rough and only these occasional little love nips. She moaned and groaned around her mouthful and had eye contact with Denny and watched him watch her suck his testicles.

When reasoning she had her best thing’s sex motor revved up super hot and horny, Uschi used the fat middle portion of her tongue to push him out of her mouth. The fresh air on his spit-slimed scrotum made things feel a shade chilly. The lipstick ring left circling his sack tacky and blood red.

Her adventurous tongue explored his cock, slithering up the shaft and tickling the tip. She accepted the dork into her mouth and began to pump him. Denny very soon was informing the top of her going up and down head he didn’t think he could hold back for any longer, and she answered by raising a hand and giving him the thumbs up. It’s okay, best thing, she was telling him, fire the torpedo.

He released into her.

She sat up straight and with lips peeled back showed him what she had caught in her mouth. The sperm, gooey and thick as warmed jelly, seeped between her teeth and dribbled past her lower lip. It paused for a brief moment to dangle on her chin before falling to the top of her left breast, where it pooled like birdshit dropped from a fair height.

Denny shuddered in the afterglow of his commendable orgasm. Metaluna mutant menstruating, that was one of the best one’s yet. Smoking pot had him baked as fine as frog hairs. Truly he was feeling so way out he didn’t know whether to shit or go blind.

Uschi placed an arm under her titties, lifted and smooshed them firmly together. She used her free hand to absently start playing finger painting with the cum collected on her breast. She displayed talent with the spunk, managing to draw a small Valentine’s day heart and had just enough remaining to write below it U + D 4 EVER.

“Can I ask you a bit of a favor, best thing?”

“Sure.” His bloodshot eyes were unfocused. “Sure.”

“It’s just a little something I’d really be thrilled to do.”

“Ask away.”

And now she laid herself down on top of him and molded her figure against his. She could feel the vibrations from his beating heart pass from his body and into hers. Her added weight pressing down on his chest compromised his breathing some, made him pant from the mouth and wheeze a little. She put her mouth next to his ear. Her breath was like a splash of bleach tossed onto the floor of an autopsy room. In a soft, wet whisper she asked, “Ooo, pretty please with sugar on top, best thing, will you take me dancing tonight?”
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Chapter Nine

He was over thirty years old, but the whine to his voice was pure ten-year-old being forced to do what he didn’t want to do.

“I’m not up to this. This isn’t my typical scene. Can we go home?”

“I promise you, you can do this.”

Denny had gotten as far as the end of his parked El Camino and then stopped. From there on he was having trouble making his legs take him any further. Fear had hold of him. Stern second thoughts on doing any of this crazily swirled through his worried brain. There was a part of him still gung-ho for doing this, but another half—the stronger and easier to fall in line with and obey half of him—was starting to throw its weight around and was about to get its way. He couldn’t do this. He should forget he ever considered doing such a thing. He was too ugly and pathetic for this.

He stood there, in the parking lot, blanch-faced and both hands holding securely to the tailgate of the El Camino. He had changed into a clean pair of blue jeans and a Big Bad Mama T-shirt that put a lot of Angie Dickinson across his chest. His Converse All Stars were washed and looking better than they had in a good stretch of time. Showered and shaved and smelling of Old Spice after-shave. Uschi insisted on a two-inch high cuff on his jeans’ legs, the shirt tucked snug inside his jeans, and she personally worked on his head of hair, greasing it down and combing it up with a heavy quantity of hair jelly pomade into this ultra cool psychobilly ducktail pompadour.

Uschi came up beside him, her railroad spike high heels crunchy of the parking lot’s gravel. Out of her Salvation Army and mail order wardrobe Denny had for her she had selected a glamorous zebra striped cocktail dress that’s daring neckline plunged to the navel and skirt slit ran up scandalously high on the leg. Her platinum blonde tresses were collected and amassed tall into a Queen of Blood outer space vampire beehive hairdo. Her jewelry was an imitation pearl necklace wrapped around the neck and big dangling rhinestone earrings.

“Hey, stay as cool as Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer with me, best thing. I got nothing but confidence in you. Prepare to have yourself a great time tonight. C’mon, let’s do this bitch up right.”

And she wrapped her arm around his and started to lead Denny out of the parking lot. He was trembling and ashamed at knowing Uschi could feel his trembling.

“I’m sorry I’m so afraid,” he said to her.

“Hush. Nothing to say you’re sorry for. Everybody gets a case of cold feet from time to time when they set out to do something new. Give me a smile and walk a strut like you’re proud to be out on the town with such a hot tamale of a dame like me. There you go, that’s an improvement. Yeah, look at my man go.”

This was a busy parking lot. There were lots of cars and trucks and people with scary tattoos and painful looking body piercings and black leather outfits.

The name of the establishment all were going to was Club Mutt. The Regal Beagle it was not. What we had here was a backwoods beer joint with warehouse cinderblock walls and a tin roof and no air-conditioning and the promise of live music every night. The front doors to the place were propped open, allowing the mercilessly loud thump and crash from tonight’s band already on stage to spill outside. The bass, heavy as the charging roar from a Tyrannosaurus Rex from one of those old Doug McClure dinosaur movies, passed through the air and went over Denny and made his sternum vibrate like a tuning fork struck against a chunk of bronze.

Tonight’s band was Feces from the Ass. Uschi had read about them this morning in the newspaper’s entertainment section; they were supposed to be like Black Sabbath meets Plasmatics with a distinct The Ghastly Ones horror-surf vibe undercurrent running through what they did. This sounded pretty ninja killing cool to her.

Denny and Uschi stepped in line and waited their turn to get in. The doorman who took their cash for the cover charge was as wide as he was tall. His XXXL “Darth Vader Lives” T-shirt hung over his feedsack of a gut like it was a maternity blouse. His melon round head was shaved bald and the stubbled scalp was the faded dirty blue shade of a week old bruise to the lip. His nametag read CHOPPED MEAT. Denny found it unlikely that was the name his Momma and Daddy gave him.

The hungry eyeballing Chopped Meat gave Uschi’s peanut butter and anti-freeze stuffed breasts as she and Denny stepped past him and entered clearly said he approved of their quantity and construction.

The air inside Club Mutt was smoky and crackling with excitement and frenzied activity. The tart BO of so many sweaty bodies together in such an enclosed space dwarfed any other odors and was the supreme sickening stink. So many goddamn people. Denny felt himself being swallowed by the mass of humanity as Uschi pulled him further inside the place. Strangers bounced and rubbed against him; faces all quickly morphed before his eyes together into an undistinguishable blur. Screaming voices united with the music’s thrash and became no different to his ears as the high decibel humming of some giant turbine engine.

They arrived at the bar. Good. It was solid, like the El Camino’s tailgate, something Denny could hold on to and brace himself against. Uschi called to the bartender and requested two shots of tequila.

That didn’t thrill Denny. Inches apart from one another, but still he had to lean in close to her ear and shout to be heard over the noise. “I’m not a drinker. I never developed a taste for any sort of alcohol. Thank you, but none for me.”

And she shot off this shit-eating grin at him that he immediately recognized as meaning she knew she was going to get her way no matter what. “A little won’t hurt. Try it. You might like it. You never tried pot until today, and now you’ve taken to it like Leatherface to a chainsaw.”

That was true, about the pot smoking. Denny had come right promptly to appreciate its effect. Just a taste of liquor shouldn’t harm him. And it would make his homemade zombie girlfriend happy.

The bartender, arms sleeved in colorful tattoos and upper lip pierced with a diaper’s safety pin (a nod, surmised Denny, to 1970s London punk fashion) and a Lou Costello stylish brown derby hat perched at a snappy angle on his head, sat two glasses down before them and put a hand out for the payment. Denny got out his wallet and handed over a few bills. Money was starting to slip away fast. That surely wasn’t good. His bank savings were for shit and what puny amount of cash remaining on him was hopefully enough to get a full tank of gas for the El Camino.

Uschi stopped the bartender before he could step away and leaned in to ask Denny, “Are any of those like the kind of tattoo you want to get?”

The bartender managed to hear enough of that to understand the question. He was proud of his body art and had no reservations on flaunting it, raising his arms and holding them out so Denny could get a better view.

Unaccustomed to people voluntarily putting themselves in such close proximity to him, Denny instinctively took a skittish step backwards. Uschi casually placed a hand on his back and didn’t let him scamper any further away. He took a moment to steady himself and stand in Uschi’s encouraging stare, then leaned in a little bit to examine the tattoos.

“Heavens to Mergatroid,” he remarked at what he found running all along the bartender’s arms.

He was expecting skulls and crossbones and raunchy naked ladies and perhaps one or two white supremacist symbols. None of that; instead Denny discovered quite the refreshing revelation.

“They’re Wacky Packages,” he said outloud. And just like that all the worry and fear that had pinched and cramped Denny’s face evaporated. He was now all smiles and positive attitude. “This is the original card series from the early seventies. I recognize some of them from my own collection. Honey, look at these, they’re fucking amazing.” He enthusiastically pointed out for his girlfriend specific skin illustrations. “There’s Kook-Aid, Dopey Whip, Quacker Oats and Jail-O. These are some of my all-time favorites. Hey, man, you have got the coolest fucking arms I’ve ever eyeballed. These are Sonny Chiba paying off my Discover card bill fantastic.”

The bartender was happy to see Denny’s approval. They spent the next few minutes in a conversation about favorite lowbrow art and tattooing and his aspirations of one-day having all The Garbage Pail Kids put on his back. Only after he had to return to bartending was when a shockingly loose and relaxed Denny suddenly realized he had just experienced a nice and friendly chat with a guy who didn’t seem to be bothered by his company. How about that?

Uschi picked up her shot of tequila and motioned for him to do likewise. She clicked her glass against his and toasted, “Hail Satan and may God always be watching out for the big-tittied women!”

She downed her drink in one macho head tossed back fast gulp. Immediately afterwards she dropped the shot glass in to follow, chewed it down to crunchy shards and swallowed. She opened her mouth to show Denny no lacerations and it was all gone as easy as if it were nothing less than a spoonful of warm applesauce.

“I’m not doing that,” he levelly informed her.

“I don’t expect you to, best thing. Just drink.”

He started to put the tequila to his lips, and then took it away. “I really don’t want to do this.”

Extra incentive was put into action when Uschi reached below the bar and searched out his groin. She unzipped his jeans with a flawless dexterity, her hand maneuvering through the piss hole, and laid siege upon his barbered private parts. Fingers manipulated the testicles while the thumb rubbed up against the head of his cock.

Denny performed a young Jerry Lewis animate convulsion; once he settled he could only open mouth stare at Uschi. Oh my. What brazenness, what daring. This was a public place. People could see what she was doing to him.

She leaned into him so she could brush his arm with her giant boobs. “I want to see you drink, best thing.” Looking up into his face and batting her milky dead eyes, her long eyelashes fanning her face. “Please.”

Well. Really. Denny hated the idea of disappointing the unholy returned from the dead love of his life. He’d give it a go. For her.

“You can do this,” she said, her hand remaining firmly entrenched inside his pants. “You’re strong as steel, best thing. It is an acquired taste, I admit, but it can become agreeable. The trick is don’t sip it. Sipping is for pussies and people who enjoy reading Robert Jordan fantasy novels. You’re no pussy. Shotgun it down. Open wide and toss your head back and allow gravity to take it through the throat and to the gut. That’s all it takes. Easy as pie. I know you can do it. Show me your strength.”

He followed her directions: open wide and tossing the head back. The tequila burned like a malicious communist asslicker as it made its way to the stomach, but at least it traveled quickly. He feared he was going to vomit it back up, but Uschi, sensing his trouble, used her non-genitals preoccupied hand to stroke his windpipe and cooed soothingly to him. That was sure good of her. Denny could feel the alcohol acting up inside him. Whoa, it was rough shit that definitely enjoyed being rowdy. It churned and bubbled like it were a corrosive acid, then out of nowhere suddenly decided to settle and become friendly and warming to his belly. The urge to hurl passed. He started feeling better.

He did it. Denny Gleeth had done what he had set out to accomplish. He blinked the tears from his eyes and looked to Uschi and exposed his uneven and nasty teeth when he smiled, proud of himself. He used the back of his hand to wipe at his runny nose.

“The time to dance is upon us,” informed Uschi.

Feces from the Ass were performing a freaky and crashing cover of Blondie’s “Heart of Glass” as Uschi pulled Denny along by his dick and they joined the madness of jumping bodies on the dance floor. She got right to it, letting the rhythm take control and moving all fluid and supple with the music. The flashing strobe lights caused her beyond the grave moldering green complexion to glisten in a scrumptious gloss and her platinum Queen of Blood raised hair as radiant as a propane gas fireball. The fog from the smoke machine wrapped around her legs like kudzu vines. She was a Frazetta painting from the cover of a classic issue of Eerie or Creepy magazine made real—sensual and primal, gorgeously otherworldly. Quickly Uschi became the center of attention on the dance floor; everybody turning his or her head and watching the homemade zombie girlfriend go. And by association all eyes as well watched Denny.

He zipped up his fly and was painfully self-conscious his choreography wasn’t going to be nearly as nice as hers. He decided on a simple pogo. He just bounced up and down in place. That seemed safe enough.

The next number was a Reverend Horton Heat rockabilly piece, “It Hurts Your Daddy Bad.” The band took this one slow and raunchy. Put a real sleazy early ’60s titty joint grind behind it. This was meant for the slow dancing.

Uschi brought Denny in close to her and held on tight. He felt safe and loved inside her arms. They easy swayed from side to side. Now this was quality body on body action. Other couples surrounding them were doing likewise, going slow and holding on to one another. This deserved to continue for a good, long while.

It didn’t.

As with everything in Denny’s miserable life, it had to be spoiled sooner than later. Not even halfway through the song before a hand as wide as the business end of a shovel latched on to his shoulder and abruptly yanked on him, pulling him apart from his walking dead significant other.

“I’m gonna dance with your girl.” The tone to the voice was like a master speaking a command to a dog—complete obedience mandatory.

It was the morbidly obese doorman, Chopped Meat his ownself. He was all Baby Huey blubbery hard fat and a sweat-beaded bald head. He didn’t give Denny so much as a second look, putting his backside to him the moment following shoving him aside. Chopped Meat’s grotesque mass and casual willingness to use physical force leaving him super confident there would be no objection to what he was doing. This big boy always gets what he wants.

Denny fumbled backwards a number of steps and didn’t stop until he bounced off the bony shoulder of a kid with a devillock haircut dancing with his own date. He apologized for any bother and then stood there, the music playing and the dancers around him all in motion, watching Chopped Meat close in on Uschi. He had his gorilla arms out like he was about to try a bearhug on her. The rolls of fat collected on the back of his neck reminded Denny of the coils of a rat snake wrapped tight around a stout fence post. Great saddlebags of sloppy flesh on his hips spilled over his belt and made his shirt balloon out on the sides.

I’m loosing her. He’s going to take her away from me.

Denny was going to speak up. He was going to take action. Something was going to be done. He had to stand up for himself. Uschi was his.

“… hey …” he dry mouth croaked and started to take a half step forward.

And Uschi took over from there. She never lost her smile or joyful attitude, only raised her hands, the fingers parted far apart and twisted like claws, and placed them on Chopped Meat’s face and raked her nails hard and deep down him. They were like carving knives, the fingernails, digging raw and juicy furrows into the doorman’s flesh. An eyeball was compromised, sliced open and leaking soft material. Blood poured from Chopped Meat’s face the same as tap water from a kitchen faucet. The ribbons of meat her nails took out of him were corkscrewed like curly fries and fell from Uschi’s fingers and rolled off of the top of Chopped Meat’s protruding round belly and dropped to the dance floor. He screamed once, slapped hands to his striped face, and a snarling Denny helped him to get to stepping by giving him a swift kick to his ass. The fat menace shambled away fast into the throng of people.

Denny and Uschi came back together. He gave her a worried look. “You think we’re in trouble?”

“I don’t give a shit if we are or not.” She put her arms around the one she loved, and the gore on her hands went all over the back of his Big Bad Mama T-shirt. “I’m not going to let this get in the way of our good time. I hope the cocksucker crawls off somewhere and dies.”

They danced for three more songs. Nobody else ever bothered them. Then Uschi decided it was time for a trip to the men’s room.
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Chapter Twenty

They came down from the tower shortly after sunrise. Both Denny and Uschi’s every footstep on a ground that could absorb not a drop more of water was squishy like a sponge being wrung out. The storm had faded hours earlier and the floodwaters now finally receded. The weather for today was a beautiful clear blue sky and a bright summertime sun already running hot. A dense humidity made things steamy as a randy dog’s balls. The fecund odor in the flood’s aftermath was all coming from massive quantities of turned earth, dirty pools quickly turning stagnant, multiple dead carcasses spread about in every direction you bothered to look, and plenty of rotting vegetation.

Birds were having a good time. The feathered bastards were blanketing the ground and pecking away at the smorgasbord of worms and burrowing insects driven to the surface. The carrion eaters were happy to make gluttons of themselves with all the deceased they could eat. All their squawking and chirping was as loud as rush hour downtown Dallas traffic.

Denny was sore, stiff and all kinds of worn out. His eyes were red and stinging from all the silt they gathered during last night’s swim and his skin was lathered in a gritty, nasty funk. The Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! T-shirt was sticking to him like it was coated in an industrial strength glue and sodden blue jeans were hanging low enough on him to give a plumber’s ass crack showcase extravaganza in the back. His hair was as wild and as unruly as a cougar with a wasp sting on the end of its dick.

Uschi had mudball clots in her platinum blonde locks and her Alfred E. Neuman pubes mussed up enough to now look more like a hippie Ted Koppel. That rascally tenacious StarKist can of tunafish continued to remain embedded with a vengeance in her head. Fishnet stockings were now ripped in places and a dead crawdad as long as an index finger was caught in her garter belt. Besides all that she was looking extra fine, her personality and way she presented herself as sexy positive as always.

“How’s my favorite fuck artist doing?” she asked him. She spat into both of her hands and reached up to his head and started to finger comb his hair back into that snazzy psychobilly ducktail she found so attractive on him.

Denny put his fingers in his belt loops and worked at pulling his britches up to a more polite society acceptable height. “Right now I’m having me a socialist cunt of a lovely time making up my mind what I want more—air-conditioning, a shower, some good Mexican food, or lots and lots of lovely ice water.”

“Don’t you worry, best thing. I’m gonna get you all that and more as soon as can be managed.”

“Well, there is a one thing you can do for me right now.”

She continued to work at creating the ducktail, adding more of her spit and combing and molding it the way she wanted it to be. At last she and Denny’s hair arrived at the promised land; a rocking ducktail hairstyle was achieved. “And what’s that one thing I can be doing for you, best thing?”

He reached for Uschi’s slamming mammaries and unhesitantly inserted his face between them. “This,” he said when deep inside her anti-freeze and creamy peanut butter Ziploc bag tits.

And Denny Gleeth performed a head shaking and lips slobbering sputtering motorboat for their mutual pleasure. Uschi went to jiggling and giggling. Saliva and dirt and the flesh on flesh friction action came together to make a mud lubricating film between them. The grit that rubbed against his face and into her breasts only mutually enhanced the pleasure.

When finished, he rose out of her Sarlacc that swallowed Bobba Fett whole cleavage, his muddy face grinning large and happy. From the waistline down he was practically nothing but pulsing hard-on. “There, I needed that.”

“Best thing, you have no idea how good it does my flatlining heart to see you do something as rambunctious and uninhibited as that.” She spied the bulge in the crotch of his jeans. “Oh heavens, you’ll never be able to get along well with that stiffy in your drawers. Let me do an old fashioned to relieve the tension.”

Denny’s sexually naivete raised its head one more time. “Old fashion?” he inquired as Uschi was already undoing his jeans. They dropped and puddled around his feet. She noted his damp Fruit of the Loom briefs were to the touch the gummy texture of warm chicken fat. She yanked them down to around his knees. Some fresh morning air got on his dick and balls and made the skin tingle as if a low current of electricity was passing through them.

“Sugar cube, we—you especially—have recently been through and endured some most exerting activities. I don’t want you to feel obligated to do something you don’t want to do. We can put the more physically demanding stuff off to later. I’m more than happy to play it patient. Also, let’s remember we are outdoors. Don’t you figure whatever you are about to do to me and my penis is an activity best reserved for the indoors? We ain’t Tarzan and Jane. We can go somewhere more private and less nature positive.”

“What is this? A horny man actually trying hard to talk a willing big-tittied slut out of giving him sexual satisfaction? Best thing, your innocence and decency never fail to astound me. Now shut the fuck up, be Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer, and enjoy.”

Uschi put her hand on Denny’s dick and that entirely changed his attitude. All of a sudden he was wholeheartedly gung-ho for the operation. Her fingers wrapped firmly around his rod, and his teeth tightly clenched and the muscles in his neck stood out and his spine went rigid. Thinking for Denny became a lot less of a priority then.

The sweat and floodwater residue wetting him was plenty slick to work as a lube. Uschi began to pump him. She didn’t bother with asking if he cared for any ass treatment to go with his old fashioned hand job—just went right on ahead and gleefully inserted three fingers inside him and prodded his prostrate in the best imaginable way possible. His climax and release of fluids was prompt and very pleasurable.

“Inappropriate lambada dancing,” he commented in the afterglow.

She licked the raw human feces and cum off her hands while he put his underwear and jeans back on.

“What now?” he asked of her.

“We resume with our original vampire hunting goal.” Uschi gently picked Denny up in her arms and cradled him the same way big, gruff Glenn Strange would do a helpless village damsel in any of the latter post-Karloff Universal fright movies. Filmed over soured milk white eyes briefly aimed skyward to study on the position of the sun to help in judging which direction they should go. “Let’s head ’em up and move ’em out.”

The homemade zombie girlfriend took confident, powerful strides as she walked. Birds squawked their complaints as they were forced to scatter and take flight at her approach, then quickly quieted and returned to the patch they were scavenging once she had passed. She hit a few slippery spots now and then and cha-cha shoes threatened to slide out from under her. This made Denny nervous, but Uschi was always able to catch herself and correct her balance in time before any bad nonsense could happen.

By afternoon they came upon the horse. He was a big, muscular gelding roan with a black mane, and was grazing in the grass beside a tall juniper tree that was partially uprooted and now lying on its side; the exposed root system was contorted and misshapen like the complexion of some Lovecraftian creature. The horse was wet and mud-caked, obviously a fellow survivor of last night’s flood. Despite the unkempt appearance, the animal was clearly healthy and cared for. This horse was someone’s property, looked after and appreciated.

“I wonder what his meat and brains taste like?” a lips licking Uschi pondered. She was sunburned, her guacamole green coloring having turned a more wilted head of lettuce greenish-black.

“No, sugar cube, let’s keep his brain and everything else where it is for the time being,” said Denny. Uschi acknowledged his request to stop walking and set him down on the ground. “Let’s see instead if we can’t put him to work for us.”

Denny hated horses. He thought they were nothing but stupid and deathly dull things that came with unending and aggravating feeding, watering and cleaning up after responsibilities. But that didn’t prevent him from not knowing a thing or two about them. He was a Texas born and bred country boy, so, no matter how extensive his collection of Jaws 2 trading cards and knowledge of the ’70s paperback cover artwork of Jeffery Jones, there was no avoiding during his childhood years having some experiences with the beasts pounded into his gray matter.

Denny approached the gelding cautiously and hands held out before him. Sweat was dripping off of him and the intense sun was burning the top of his head. The rolled cuffs of his jeans were growing even wetter from stepping through the soggy earth and water beaded blades of high grass. The soaked denim was starting to chaff his skin along the ankles.

The horse raised his head, his ears perked and eyes turned alert. He watched Denny gradually coming toward him and neighed.

“Whoa, boy,” he told him. Denny wasn’t afraid and he never faltered in his step. He actually had some confidence in his skills at this. “Whoa. It’s all right. Nobody wants to hurt you.”

There were cicadas off in the distance, in the trees that were still left standing. They reveled in the hazy heat and were loud with their insect chorus. It seemed like they and the flocking birds were the only ones enjoying today.

When he was close enough, Denny laid a hand on the side of the horse’s neck and stroked it. The fur was sun-warmed and oily with perspiration. The muscles beneath the skin felt as dense as concrete slabs. Perhaps because he advanced with no bridle in his hands or maybe the animal was just lonely and welcomed the company, he seemed content to allow Denny’s presence.

Uschi, however, was an entirely different story.

As she began to step forward, the horse’s senses became aware of the unholy energy that animated her and he certainly did not appreciate her presence. He reacted in panic, neighing at such an awful pitch it sounded more like a human scream than any cry a horse could make. He bucked and reared back on his hind legs, threatening them both with his shod hooves.

Denny tried to calm him. “Whoa! Whoa! We don’t need that!”

An unintimidated Uschi simply stepped up and took charge. She put her hands on the horse and pulled him down to all fours and halted the action. The horse shimmied from top to bottom in surprise at confronting such no arguing with power.

“This is not how a good boy behaves,” she informed the horse.

Denny resumed stroking the fur, combing it down flat and removing mud. He talked to the horse in a soothing and gentle tone. This went on for a spell. Gradually, the hostility was worn down and disposition improved.

After pulling his jeans up as high as he could make them go without unbuckling and unbuttoning, Denny Gleeth jumped and mounted the horse. He took him out for a test drive, walking him in circles at first, and then a short, brisk run. The roan gelding was agreeable with being ridden. He steered him back toward Uschi and offered his cadaver chunks delight lady a smile and a hand up. “How about,” he proposed, “we say fuck off to the walking and we Randolph Scott this shit for a while?”

She laughed and took his offered hand and was lifted, taking a seat on the horse behind Denny and scootching in close as could be. Her arms went around his waist and her fat dirty pillows mashed into his backside.

“You are so ninja killing cool,” Uschi whispered into Denny’s ear. “I love you so much.”

“Love you, too, crypt baby.” Denny put the heels of his Converse All Stars to the horse and they were away at a tail swinging trot.
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Chapter Eleven

“Why, if it isn’t the NASCAR fan nightstalker,” pleasantly exclaimed an excited Uschi. “Well, alright. I’ll have you know you’re the reason I skipped dinner. I knew we were going to run into your tasty self somewhere along the way tonight. Hey, you’re looking a lot better than the last time we met up. You seem right fine and peppy.”

That was true. A day’s rest inside his Chevy Silverado’s toolbox had worked shock-you-shitless wonders on improving Li’l Bocephus’s condition. His eye was fully-grown back, pushing out the clod of steel wool plug sometime during his daylight slumber. He had removed the duct tape from his hand and chuckled in relief when he found brand new pinkie and ring fingers. The fingernails on these two new ones were disease free and immaculately clean, unlike their eight dirty and fungus infected crusty yellow brothers. That duct tape was made to last and what he had wrapped around his middle wasn’t cooperative when it came time to remove. It required serious effort to tear it away. But he finally got rid of every last bit of it, and there beneath waiting for him was his bare belly, sealed shut and the pale and freckled skin smooth and displaying not a hint of the zombie massacre comeuppance he was the victim of. Those good ol’ intestines and organs in him were feeling fine and settled and exactly where they ought to be. His roof shingle mask the last thing he ripped off of him and now he again was as whole-faced and pretty as ever.

The dark ink of that ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA tattoo on his arm caught the bathroom’s lighting and glistened like chocolate syrup on a bone white china plate.

Li’l Bocephus thought to bring backup to this shindig. Three more vampires were as well in the men’s room, each one as murderous and supernatural in origin as he. They were currently holding down the fort over close by the urinals. You couldn’t get anymore arrogantly cocky than the way they were presenting themselves. Smug douche bags unrestrained.

The blood-drinking trio Uschi gave a good looking over. She was far shy of being impressed with what she was getting an eyeful of.

“Truth is told about it, pilgrims, I’ve seen better in Jess Franco movies.”

There was a dark-skinned Mexican gentleman. He was beer loving potbellied and dressed in stained sweatpants and a Pantera concert T-shirt. His eyebrows were large and fuzzy and grown together to form one giant unibrow that cut a bushy horizontal slash along the upper half of his face. The eyes were charcoal black with gold irises and the teeth very unnaturally long and very unnaturally sharp. He tirelessly picked his nose and greedily devoured whatever snotty treasures he discovered.

The one in the middle must be a Republican. A proud Rush Limbaugh dittohead filled with an obscene abundance of Anglo-Saxon Caucasian moral and financial conceited superiority. The idea of Ronald Reagan’s face added to Mount Rushmore probably made his dick hard. He was tall and in good shape and the brown suit and red tie he was wearing dirty and overdue for a pressing, but besides that smart and conservative. A small American flag was pinned to the left lapel of his jacket. He featured Clark Kent hair, dark and cut neat and strict, greasy like it were combed with slices of buttered toast. The vampire fangs inside his blood slobbering mouth were white the same as powdered sugar and serrated as much as the cutting edge of a steak knife and were the only thing outwardly showing he didn’t work in some medium high six figure capacity at a savings and loan bank and volunteer his evenings to a committee dedicated to keep another pro-abortion liberal judge off the Supreme Court.

Number three was Linda Blair in Roller Boogie. Frizzy brunette hair trapped in a tacky perm and the headband circling her cranium scaled in purple sequins. Her teenage physique was still hoarding plenty of baby fat and encased in control top pantyhose and a flashy purple Danskin leotard. Her roller skates were hot pink with neon bright orange laces. There were plenty of freckles on her dimpled cheeks and her fangs resplendent smile was as wholesome as acid thrown into your face.

The four undead commenced to close in on the man and zombie couple. Uschi assumed a protective stance in front of Denny. The compulsion to quote Rock ’N Roll High School was overwhelming. “’This is the big time, girlie. This is rock ’n roll.’”

Linda Blair in Roller Boogie was the nearest, and Uschi threw back the skirt of her cocktail dress and attacked with a swift Rockette’s high kick to the face that sent the high heel of her shoe up beneath the chin and stabbing through the floor of the mouth and spearing the tongue and burying itself in the palate. The roller disco queen of the dead spasmed and convulsed at the end of Uschi’s leg like a bug pinned to a corkboard, her clattering skates frantically scurrying over the floor and gaining her no traction. She spewed hemorrhaging blood from both her mouth and nostrils. The shoe heel was lodged in there impressively firm; Uschi didn’t bother with trying to free it, opting instead to slip her foot out and leave it behind for a falling ungracefully to her ass Linda Blair in Roller Boogie to keep and enjoy.

Next she put her hands on the ringleader, the delicious Li’l Bocephus. She put him in an arm lock powerful enough to double him over and spun him around to face where he had just been. Taking hold of him by his ugly-ass red hair along the back of his skull, she none too gently steered him into the bathroom sink. An unprepared to counter such an aggression Li’l Bocephus had just enough time to scream “Cocksucker!” before his brand-new eyeball went into the faucet’s spigot. The optical organ ruptured with a gush of blood and jelly and made a mean and juicy sound like a nailgun puncturing a ripe cantaloupe as the faucet penetrated the eye socket to its full length. Damned if he didn’t become wedged in there tight. Try as he might, it was impossible for a cussing and fussing Li’l Bocephus to pull himself loose of the sink. Uschi left him there fucked up sound and proper.

Unibrow Mexican she went after now. She kicked off her one remaining shoe for better and faster maneuverability and was on him before he had barely a chance to realize he was next on her hit list. He was confused and unbalanced to have intended prey come forward and confront him instead of the typical other way around. He was too slow to react in any meaningful way. Uschi gave him a backhanded slap from hell that threw him face-first into a urinal so hard the entire men’s room wall trembled dramatically from the awesome impact. The porcelain broke and many shards of varying shape and size embedded themselves in Unibrow Mexican’s face and neck. Somehow the piss-soaked soap cake at the bottom hopped up and managed to go in his mouth and slipped whole down his throat like the world’s biggest aspirin. The taste was nothing for him to get excited for.

Uschi then stomped down across the back of his neck, and his mouth slammed on the urinal’s edge. A fair majority of fangs were snapped off at the gum line and sent scattering over the floor like dropped loose change. The plumbing held together—Unibrow Mexican not so much. Muscles, tendons and stringy gristle and such tore away and the skull and spine’s cervical section parted ways. The head of Unibrow Mexican ripped off above the lower jaw and was left behind at the bottom of the urinal; it situated in a position where blinking eyes could look out over the men’s room, the expression to them quite a bit on the baffled side of things.

Surprisingly, this did not actually qualify as a complete decapitation.

With the gore wet fart noisily flowing from him like a spraying lawn sprinkler, what was Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down sprang erect and put on a show. He waved his arms in front of him and set off blindly running from one end of the bathroom to the other. His spry self tripped over anything happening to come under his feet and he bounced rough off of the walls whenever he struck them. His undulating dark tongue was reared back like a cobra anxious to strike and was now the highest part of his person.

“Hey, look at me go!” yelled Uschi, blood spattered and unabashedly proud with her big-busted walking dead self. She put arms out wide and was bouncing her titties and shaking her ass like a hyperactive Vegas showgirl. “I’m happily kicking the snot outta all y’all despicable motherfuckers!”

With flashing fangs and mouth distended to impossible proportions, the Republican attacked like a savage beast operating entirely on agitation and blood lust. He charged the homemade zombie girlfriend. And she greeted the charge with a straight-hand chop descending from above to the top of his head. Uschi’s fingers, strong as steel rebar, cleaved through the conservative vampire’s skull like the blade of a broadsword and didn’t stop until arriving at about mid-throat. The divided head yawned apart like a fat phone book opening along the middle, each skull half coming to lay on top of a shoulder. The blood poured a copious amount and the brain matter that wormed its way between her fingers felt as mushy as overcooked white rice drowned in brown beef gravy.

The Republican’s gurgling cries were quite similar to those of the commode with the plumbing trouble. He sank to the floor like a withering plant, settled toes up. His limbs feebly thrashed and kicked.

Uschi made haste and lifted a foot and stomped him a good one dead center of his stomach, and the things inside him ruptured with a terrible authority. He super herniated with his scrotum ballooning to the bursting point and producing a D-Day on Normandy beach gore splatter in his pants. The belly split open along opposite sides and passed rich and chunky mashed viscera. Colon was turned inside out and shotgunned from the prolapsed anus, a septic tank of a disaster was let loose in the seat of his boxer shorts. Other intestinal matter was forced up the esophagus and vomited from the throat, pooling on the floor between the two head halves.

By now Unibrow Mexican from the chin down had found the men’s room door and was somehow working it open. When the sounds of Feces from the Ass on stage came flooding inside, Uschi looked up just in time to see him scamper outside.

She turned her head toward Denny, smiling wickedly sly and sexy the exact same way Ellen Barkin did to Dennis Quaid in those special scenes in The Big Easy, and told him in Nipsey Russell worthy rhyme, “I’ll be back in a flash, and later tonight I’m gonna give you permission to fuck me wild and funky in the ass.”

And then she was in hot pursuit, determined not to let the job go halfass, and was out of the men’s room in the blink of an eye.

Denny Gleeth was on his own.

Not long after Uschi’s abrupt departure, Linda Blair in Roller Boogie was finally successful in prying the shoe from her mouth. The shoe heel puncture wound behind her chin was a vaginal-like slit that leaked a steady flow of syrupy blood and spittle down the front of her. She rose to her feet, looking around for something to take her frustrations out on. She right soon settled on Denny. She hissed at him like an aggravated Gila monster.

“Bleached assholes and Harlan Ellison,” he cussed under his breath.

She executed a number of nifty disco moves as she rolled toward him, whirling herself around in tight pirouettes and hips wiggling and the occasional legs split. The whole while she was in motion she softly sang to herself “Boogie Wonderland.”

The band started in on “No More Mr. Nice Guy,” and Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down picked that moment to dash onto Club Mutt’s dance floor. His was a presence that couldn’t be ignored, arms windmilling every which way and his fat gut bouncing and his tongue flopping up and down like a madman operating a sock puppet over the jagged shards of ruined fangs running along the lower jaw. He continued to lavishly bleed, spurting and spewing in all directions from his raw stump, and, what with the strobe lights flashing around him and the music thumbing and smoke machine billowing between his nonstop going legs, was an instant success with the crowd. It was simple for most to imagine it was like a lost scene from the Thriller music video. An Alice Cooper song seemed the perfect music to accompany him.

Everyone quickly fell into step believing this was part of the show. Seriously, who didn’t appreciate a touch of Gwar theatrics in their rock ’n roll? Soon bodies were slam dancing into Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down, ricocheting him off of human beings and dousing them in his blood spray. They clapped and fist pumped and chanted, “Go, tongue boy! Go, tongue boy! You got it! Go, tongue boy! You got it!”

Safe to assume there were not any MENSA members in the place tonight.

Uschi, headbanging in tempo with Feces from the Ass, came in on him from behind and did a reach around to get hold of him below the chin. With one swift jerk she uprooted jaw and neck and gave Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down a true and complete decapitation.

A real and finally deceased at last Unibrow Mexican from the chin on down commenced to rapidly melt like ice cream in a microwave set on HIGH for four minutes. The meaty portions of him instantly began to boil and bubble, became loose and effortlessly dropped off the bone and splattered the dance floor. His abdomen eroded and its contents flowed forth and quickly were reduced to a liquid state. The skeletal remains surrendered density and drooled apart to mingle with the colorful as clown paint pool of sludge. Even the stained sweatpants and Pantera T-shirt he wore gave up the ghost and disintegrated to smoke. The stench of all this was fragrant enough to make an expectant mother miscarry. It all burned away eventually, evaporated at a supernatural accelerated rate. All that finally remained was a slick residue stain that would never be entirely cleaned away.

To the appreciative applause of all on the dance floor, Uschi flashed her Gigantor caliber cans and stayed to hear the rest of the song before moving on.

Inside the men’s room, Unibrow Mexican’s head from the top lip on up behaved the same as the rest of him on the dance floor. Eyeballs turned gooey and poured from the sockets and the nose collapsed and slithered off the face like a bold snail making a break for it and the cheeks and scalp deteriorated in haste to a runny wet smear. He oozed over the urinal’s cusp and plops of him hit the tiles with a wet smack. Then it all burned away to nothing.

Linda Blair in Roller Boogie pointed a finger and none too politely informed Denny, “I’m gonna douche with your blood.”

“Please don’t,” was all he could think to say in reply. “That sounds terribly unsanitary.” He was in a pure fright by now. The marijuana’s mellow mood had upped and departed him. He was cowering in the face of Linda Blair in Roller Boogie, backed against a toilet stall wall, cornered, and his teeth chattering together and a cold sweat broken out over him as thick as Thanksgiving giblet gravy.

She started to lean in toward him, eager to bite.

“You don’t get to touch him,” Uschi frostily informed.

In a heartbeat she was there and stepping between them. Zombie laid hands on vampire’s crotch and ripped her pussy a considerable ways open and reached inside of her. Uschi tore beyond the uterus and dug through the lower intestines. She acquired a stranger’s shit under her fingernails when she lanced the bowels, its vulgar contents liberally spilling along with the other gore down between Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s legs. She found the rear of the pelvis and followed it to the base of the spine, where her fingers fit fine in the grooves between vertebrae.

“Okey-doke,” Uschi said with a giggle while up to her elbows deep in Linda Blair in Roller Boogie. “I’m gonna take this away from you now. And, bitch, you are never going to get it back.”

One forceful tug and easy separation from pelvic bone, ribcage and skull was granted. Uschi unsheathed the whole spinal column form Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s cunt as if she were Arthur extracting Excalibur not from a stone but from a mass of loose and extra moist meat.

When uprooted, the spine was rubbery and drooled seaweed stringy severed lumbar nerves. Like Uschi’s arms, it was bathed in a rich slather of blood, watery fecal sludge, spinal fluid and other bodily juices. It was too tempting a delectable sight not to try a taste. Uschi put the spine to her mouth.

Down went Linda Blair in Roller Boogie. Everything that was her dropped to the floor as limp as a fully thawed boneless chicken breast. She pathetically wriggled and squirmed along the tiles like a headless snake.

“Are we winning?” That was coming from Li’l Bocephus, his voice echoing up from the bottom of the sink that he remained an eye socket prisoner of. “I can’t see anything but the handle to the hot water and a fucking bar of Lava soap. Tell me what’s going on. We’re winning, right? It sounds like we’re winning. I have high hopes.”

Uschi’s tongue was in maximum overdrive and licked the spine spotless in less than thirty seconds. She then nibbled at the few chunks of meat that were stuck to it. Wasn’t bad, certainly better eating than anything you could order off the menu at any Olive Garden. Yet Linda Blair in Roller Boogie was tragically lacking that spicy kick she recalled Li’l Bocephus having for her.

She trashed the spine and looked to Denny. “Say, best thing, you wanna do something ninja killing cool?” she asked.

Denny didn’t seem entirely too eager for talk. His mouth worked but no words were spoken. Not everything with him was set to go back to behaving normally just yet. He was having a time trying to calm his nerves. He made due with a nod of the head and giving her the thumbs up signal.

“Get your darling ass on over here beside me and watch this. It’s something to see.”

Uschi put a bare foot down on Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s neck. She put her full weight against it and things collapsed and were crushed. She started to grind her heel in as if she were extinguishing a cigarette. The spineless Linda Blair in Roller Boogie struggled for survival, but her crippled resistance was fruitless. The mounting pressure on either side of her neck caused the skin to dramatically swell outward, next split apart, and finally squirt blood and fluids that had nowhere else to go. Other moist matter excreted from her puckering like a chicken’s asshole lips.

“Now comes the best part,” Uschi told Denny.

Bending down, her hand went to Linda Blair in Roller Boogie’s face. She put a finger in each of her eyes, popping them, and managed a bowler’s grip on her head. Uschi tore the head off the body as simple as ripping aside the pretty wrapping paper on a Christmas gift.

The Linda Blair in Roller Boogie remains immediately turned to nasty goo. Melting flesh and bone popped and sparked like green wood in a campfire. The severed head in Uschi’s hand poured between her fingers like running water and joined the boiling toxic stew on the bathroom floor. Her leotard, headband and roller skates dissolved away along with the rest of her. Only a foul stink so potent it would’ve uncurled Denny’s pubes if he still were sporting any and a slippery stain on the floor tiles remained.

Denny found his voice. “Goodness. I don’t think ol’ Peter Cushing ever did it that way.”

Through the distinct oily fog only the steam from an evaporating nosferatu could produce, Uschi stared at her boyfriend and said, “You can do the one in the suit.”

“Me? I can’t do that.”

“Sure you can. Don’t fret so. Keep it Mark Hamill in Corvette Summer. I’ll talk you through it.”

“That don’t sound like we’re winning,” Li’l Bocephus told the sink’s drainpipe. He next spent a spell fighting with the sink, trying one more time to work himslef free. He promptly failed again—could neither tear his eye socket loose of the faucet or the sink off the wall. “Shit. I’m going from bad, to worse, to raped by a camel despondent.”

Uschi pulled an ear off the Republican and sampled him. She chewed the cartilage as if it were a stick of gum. Like Linda Blair in Roller Boogie, he too sadly didn’t have that secret spicy ingredient that made Li’l Bocephus such a culinary delight. His removal from the world wouldn’t chap her ass any.

“Okay, best thing, destroy this motherfucker for good.”

The Republican was still very much animate. His sliced down the middle head and stomped belly injuries couldn’t allow him much mobility, but he continued some movements. From the look in the eye that occupied space on each split half of head, it seemed likely he had a fair understanding of what was going on in his surroundings.

Denny started to lean down toward him, trembling hands out and appearing like they were ready for any kind of action, then he stopped, straightened himself, and bashfully admitted to Uschi, “I have no idea what I’m exactly supposed to do here. I’m painfully confused and disturbed right now. Do you want me to try and yank his head parts off his neck? Or are you expecting from me a stake through the heart operation? If it’s the heart, then I’m lacking specific tools. I’m gonna need something made from wood. The cardboard tubes in the toilet paper rolls are wood, I think. Maybe we could join a bunch of them together and fashion a kind of wooden stake outta them. Can we do that? Would something like that even work? Or maybe I could use my pocketknife and cut the head parts off? I’m just throwing ideas out there. Does any of this sound like a plan to you?”

Uschi placed a bloody finger with shit under the nail on his lips and this gently silenced him. “Best thing, you’re rambling. Hush.” She then opened her arms and embraced him in a hug. They held on to one another for a time. Just hugging. Just enjoying the comfort of each other. Denny’s condition rapidly improved. He calmed and resumed thinking rationally. Love can do that to a person; sometimes work as a cure for what afflicts you better than anything else.

“Thanks, sugar cube, I needed that.”

A pair of guys stepped inside the men’s room, sweaty and laughing and already working at unzipping their pants. They were alike in buzz haircuts and porcelain pale skin, fingernails painted black, and waif thin figures inside spike studded leather motorcycle jackets and skinny jeans drainpipe narrow in the legs and dog collars around their necks.

Both froze at the sight of the dead bodies scattered all along the floor and the redneck dude with his head in the sink. Neither could decide on what was the best way to react to the green hoochie mama whose lung pumpkins were bigger than her head and a face only a Stephen King fan could truly appreciate.

Uschi was perfectly polite, ladylike, but as well undeniably firm when she told them, “I hate to put you out any, boys, put you need to put your dicks back in your britches and turn around. Sorry to report the men’s room is closed for the foreseeable future. Y’all need to head on over to the ladies. You might enjoy pissing sitting down for a change. Have a good night, drive safely on the way home, and now get your asses in gear.”

They decided going on over to the ladies room for a piss could well turn out to be the swiftest goddamn move they ever did. They were quick to depart.

The Republican was still in need of being taken care of. Uschi gladly guided Denny through what she believed was the best way for him to slay the monster. She suggested a good ol’ fashioned head stomping.

“Trust me. You’re gonna be surprised at how easily it comes off.” She slipped her hands around the thigh of one of his legs, casually lifted his foot and aimed it directly above the Republican’s throat. “Just bring your foot down as hard as you can manage it. It’ll probably take more than one stomp, but that’s okay. Do as many as necessary. Go on. Stomp away.”

“Okay, if you say so.”

Down came Denny’s Converse All Stars encased foot. It took a few times and caused a heck of a mess on his shoes and jeans, but it finally worked. He stomped clean through the neck—a decapitation was achieved. The two head halves of the Republican were sent in separate directions away from the rest of his right-wing body.

Everything that was the Republican instantly became like hot muck on a stick, dripping away and soon vanishing.

A proud Uschi laughed and kissed Denny. “That’s how we do it.”

He was sweating and out of breath from the procedure. “Now there is some business I never dreamed I would be involved with. I just went and killed me a vampire. Somebody call Buffy and tell her to stick it where the sun doesn’t shine.”

Uschi approached the sink. Her mouth commenced to watering and stomach growling. “Oooo,” she excitedly purred, “this is going to be so, so, so good.”

“Don’t hurt me no more,” Li’l Bocephus cried out. He elevated a leg and blindly mule kicked in hopes of warding off the zombie woman. “Don’t you hurt me no more. Titty bitch be kind.”

Trigger and Dale Evans need not worry. Roy Rogers never did fuck Li’l Bocephus’s Momma. He just had that statement inked into his arm because he figured it made a nice conversation starter and enjoyed the different reactions it stirred in people. He believed John Wayne would prove too hard for folks to swallow and Lash Larue too obscure the cowboy star. The king of the singing cowboys fit just right.

Momma, three years dead when he was tattooed, would never have approved of such a thing. Lot of things Li’l Bocephus was up to she would not have approved of. She’d been a hard working and loving and clean thinking woman during her stay on Earth. She hadn’t deserved such a vulgar, lazy son such as the one she was afflicted with.

Uschi caught the kicking leg by the ankle and removed and discarded the Tony Lama snakeskin cowboy boot. The tube sock Li’l Bocephus wore on the foot was once white but now filthy and turned a fresh cow patty russet. A hungrier than fuck Uschi bit like she was going to town on a turkey leg through the sock and tore a sizeable chunk of meat from the arch area of his foot.

Aw yeah, there was the good shit. He was as delicious as she remembered him. Dirty sock didn’t do a thing to hurt the taste. Uschi, chewing away and the blood running down her chin, rolled her eyes and groaned in pleasure at the party going on inside her mouth.

“Kemo sabe,” Li’l Bocephus was saying. “Kemo sabe. Okay? Kemo sabe. Y’all with me on this? That is the word I want to share with y’all. That’s Indian talk for friend for life … or something pretty fucking sweet close to that. Yes it is. I know that for a fact. I know my Lone Ranger real well. I want to be friends. Let’s be cool now. Let’s be best buds. And friends don’t eat on each other. No they really do not. Please be my kemo sabe. I don’t want to fight no more. Y’all win. I can’t take this any more. I just ain’t made to be able to tolerate somebody eating on me. Let’s talk a deal. Please, please, let’s talk a deal. Y’all uncork me outta this sink and set my ass loose and I promise with everything I got in me you won’t ever see or hear a single, solitary goddamn thing ever again from me. I do swear it. I’m gone. Outta here. Never to trouble you fine folks again. Y’all give that a proper thinking over. Doesn’t it sound fair and a winner? I want to go home so bad. Please let me go. Want y’all be my kemo sabe? And please leave me something of myself below the ankle.”

It was as if his words were never there, totally ignored. Uschi was undaunted in her feasting. She did not leave Li’l Bocephus anything below the ankle but stripped bones that were cracked open and the marrow sucked from them.

About somewhere around mid-calf, with his blue jeans leg rolled up above the knee—Uschi was okay with a side dish of dirty sock, but not any of that heavy denim—she came up for air and said to her best thing, “’bout time we were headed home.”

Denny had questions on what they were going to do with Li’l Bocephus.

“He’s going home with us.” She punctuated the announcement by giving the white trash suckhead a sassy smack on his skinny ass. “There’s still plenty to enjoy on this Happy Meal.”

That was some truly shitty news for Li’l Bocephus to hear. Didn’t seem anybody wanted to be his kemo sabe.
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Chapter Three

When home again at the Big Kahuna Trailer Park Oasis, Uschi made a beeline straight for the shower. She invited Denny to join her, seductively promising she’d scrub his back and make certain he had the cleanest balls in all of North Texas, but he begged off. Denny was a devout one shower a night kind of guy. However, he did keep her company by putting the toilet seat down and sitting and watching as she washed with the bathtub’s shower curtain pushed open as far as it could go without coming off the rod.

Despite the hot zombie babe bathing in front of him, he kept the saddest, most miserable look on his face. His mind was buzzing with worries.

“I did things I shouldn’t have done tonight.” Denny needed to talk louder than his normal indoor voice to be heard over the hissing spray of the showerhead. Uschi liked her shower icy cold, the hot water was never for a heartbeat engaged, and the spray of moisture that reached Denny due to the commode’s close proximity left the exposed parts of him clammy and chilled. “I’m really sorry.”

“What do you have to be sorry for?” She hadn’t bothered with the hassle of removing her makeup before stepping under the cascading water, and now she featured runny mascara Alice Cooper eyes and smeared lipstick like melting Halloween wax lips. Her hands glided the bar of soap over her flat belly and became preoccupied below her Alfred E. Neuman hairs, sudsing her vagina. Again and again she rubbed it against her cleft, and the hard density to her dead clitoris made like a mini ice cream scooper and carved out mushy chunks from the bar. A lather of bubbles slid over her broad hips and toned thighs and down her sleek and sexy legs.

“What I did out there … The tire iron … Going after that guy tonight … You know what I’m talking about. That ain’t me. That ain’t in my nature.” He couldn’t keep his feet still, shaking and bouncing them in place. His pulse was throbbing through his temples like a running electrical current. A jittery anxiety filled him, an energy to do something but no idea exactly what. “I fucked up bad. I had no business getting us involved in a situation like that.”

“You introduced me to the best damn tasting eats I’ve yet to wrap my lips around.” That flap of loose skin over her temple had been repaired using a couple of average office staples to the skull.

“You aren’t upset with me? You should be. I ruined our first night out.”

Uschi’s titties were next to get her bathing attention. She cradled and lifted them while holding them under the water. Suds washed away and a waterfall was made of her cleavage. Uschi kneaded and rubbed at the great expanse of breast flesh until all was squeaky-clean. Then she took a moment to play with the pair, bouncing them in her hands as if in an attempt to juggle them. She smiled upon them with tremendous pride. For her next trick she put her tongue out and hoisted up the left boob and successfully put it in her mouth and suckled on her own self. Her spit was ice cold and stimulating on her spoiled skin. The nipple was sour and salty and all bliss for her mouth. Was it wrong for a girl to enjoy the taste of her own breast? No, she quickly concluded, it was not.

In time she emptied her mouth and told her best thing, “I’m not at all upset with you. Nothing was ruined for me. I had a great time—good food, good company, good amount of ass violently kicked. What kind of gal wouldn’t enjoy a date like that?”

“I can’t explain why I went apeshit like that. I’m normally a very much want to be ignored and left alone character. I don’t know. Something in me just lost it. Balls, I’m so stupid. Just when I finally have everything I want, I go and do what I do best and fuck it up. I should have battery acid thrown in my face. And that’s one Dairy Queen I imagine won’t be accepting our business anymore.”

“That’s why God gave us Burger King, darling. And don’t let me hear you call yourself stupid again. Name calling like that doesn’t get a person anywhere in this world. Same thing with that acid to face bullshit. We ain’t gonna tolerate tacky talk such as that anymore in this house.”

“Those Dairy Queen folk may not know my name, but they probably know my face. I’m a pretty regular customer there. I’m sure the police have been called in. That was a shitload of property damage and blood splatter. People died. Lot of folks tend to develop a wild hair up the butthole when they come in contact with uninvited violence. Maybe somebody memorized the license plate numbers on the El Camino? Shit oh shit. Uschi, they can track you down awful easy these days with nothing but plate numbers. They got them computers. They could be on the way here right as we speak. They’ll take you away from me. They’ll put me in jail. They will learn what I have been doing here—the morgue robberies, the animal killings, the soul selling. I’ll be news across the nation. A jail cell interview with 60 Minutes. Paul Giamattia—even though I personally would prefer Jack Black—will play me in the movie. You, Uschi, will be entirely a CGI creation. Odds aren’t good a soft thing like me will do well in the big house. First day I’ll probably have my front teeth busted out so to be better equipped for giving blowjobs to the top cons. Lord Humungous, the Ayotolla of rock ’n rolla of cellblock thirteen, will command me to swallow his dick sauce. You think maybe I could appeal to his common decency and he would allow me to occasionally spit? What am I saying? In prison there is no common decency. You’re looking at a full-time swallower.”

Her back to the shower spray, Uschi applied the shampoo to her hair and lathered up big and bubbly. “Your imagination is getting away with you, best thing.” Her fingers were deep into her hair and massaging the scalp. Her Joy Harmon sex kitten purr was level and calming. “Don’t fret. Keep it cool. I’m confident nobody remembers the plate numbers. No John Law is headed this way with designs to ruin our perfect life together. I feel sure about that. But if I should be wrong—highly unlikely as that is—don’t worry. Uschi’s here. I will take care of you. As soon as the police officers start to come up our driveway, I’m more than delighted to go outside and get my Linnea Quigley in Return of the Living Dead on and eat the brains of each and every one before they can get anywhere near to touching you. That is a promise.”

I believe she is serious on that. Got to admire a devoted woman.

She rinsed the shampoo out and shut off the water. Uschi exited the tub wet and her gross green flesh glistening like a lime Jell-O mold slathered in snot. She dried herself with a towel in front of the mirror above the sink. The last few remaining traces of her makeup came off on the towel. Denny noted how pretty she was with a bare face; her natural blind dead Knight of Templar cadaver attractiveness very beguiling.

“And what about the redneck with all the teeth? You believe any of that shit he was talking about? Him putting his mark on us? About how he could find us anywhere? Personally, I don’t think he was telling us any stories. He’s going to find us. I know he will. We two are about as fucked as fucked can hope to get in this world.”

“He put his mark on us alright.” Done drying off, Uschi had knotted the towel around her waist and was wearing it like a skirt. The hair dryer was now in her hand and she was plugging its electrical cord in the socket. “And he’s coming for us. Sooner than later, I’m sure.” The smile that came to her lips was positively feral. “I can’t wait. I’m gonna eat good and fierce that night, I’ll tell you that.”

The dryer blew hot air, a brush was used, and the Susan Kieger feathered hairstyle came together fast and with minimum effort.

“I can never have it good. Misery and long-term failure are all I’m ever ensured. I’m such a waste. I surely have no business being alive.”

“Best thing, please don’t start that up again. Goodness gracious, I swear there must be toenails with better self-esteem than what you have to offer at times.”

“Just telling it like it is.”

There was no thought behind Denny’s next act. He just commenced doing it. Like always. The compulsion he would not argue with. He needed to lash out with violence. Denny must be punished for being what he was.

This time it started small, softly and repeatedly knocking his fist against his forehead as he sat on the commode. It escalated at a frightful clip. Soon it started to seem like he was pretending his fist was a hammer and there was an invisible nail waiting on his forehead to be driven into his frontal lobe. The other fist became active, working in tandem to pound his sinus area. He whimpered and grunted with equal shares of effort and hurting, eyes closed and lips skinned back from his teeth in a snarl. His feet he stomped against the floor tile over and over again the same as a spoiled child in the midst of a horrible tantrum.

Uschi allowed this for only a brief period. “That’s enough,” she informed him in a voice even and sharp as a razor. Calmly she reached out and took hold of both his arms, stopping the beating. Denny could now see why Uschi was able to manhandle the parking lot bubba Count Yorga so efficiently—the grip she clamped down on his wrists was something to make a silverback gorilla think twice on. This was like comic book superhero strength. Her grip on him focused his attention; he went still and stared into her face as she knelt down before him.

“We need to have us a talk about this,” said Uschi. She steered his unresisting hands down and rested them on his lap. Her grip loosened enough to allow the blood flow to resume to his fingers. “This is going to stop, I mean it. No more hitting on yourself, no more talking hateful about yourself, no more saying you’re sorry for the smallest thing. I will not have it.”

Denny was red in the face and a small whitish gob of spit was trapped in one corner of his set tight mouth. His eyes were watery, as if he were close to tears. His voice was harsh and disgusted with himself. “But I deserve it.”

“No, you don’t. Please don’t think like that. You are so much better than this. This stops right now. You are a wonderful man. Smart, funny, creative, loving. So much better than you seem willing to give yourself credit for. There is no need to be afraid of whom you are. Somewhere buried deep under all this insecure and introverted crap, there is your pride and your warrior’s heart. You got one of those, you know—a warrior’s heart. I can feel it in you. We saw a spark of it tonight, when you for a great few minutes forgot your hang ups and became a tire iron samurai and went racing into battle to save the day and beat up on some villain. You swing a pretty mean car antenna, too. I saw you make that creep a cyclops.”

She paused to study Denny’s face to the point it turned uncomfortable for him. He got squirmy in his seat. It was like she was looking inside his brain, so intense her stare.

“I’m taking a personal oath right this second. A mission I’m determined to see through and triumph at. Come hell or high water I am going to help you bring that warrior’s heart and pride in yourself up to the surface where it belongs and will stay. Not all too sure how I will exactly go about this task yet. But I got an idea or two simmering in my head. I love you, best thing to ever happen to me. And together we’re going to make a man—a true man, a man that fears nothing, goes where he wants, does what he wants, and don’t give two shits and a chili dog fart what people might think about him—out of you. Today you fear the world; tomorrow the world gonna fear you. Now, and don’t be afraid to be honest, how does that take hold of you?”

Denny once again looked her in the face and saw that she was smiling at him. It was a beautiful smile, innocent and absent of any hint of condescension. He knew that for certain this was the type of smile a woman reserved exclusively for the man she loved.

“Gonna make a true man outta a slug-boy like me, huh? I think you may be biting off more than you can chew, sugar cube.”

Uschi laughed. One of her hands snaked up between his legs and went at his crotch, playfully pinching him on the head of his dick. This produced a nice little goosed jump out of Denny and a touch of a grin. “Best thing, I assure you anything I want to I can fit into my mouth just fine. And that’s the last time you ever call yourself slug-boy. Let’s go to bed. The time has come for you to be introduced to the joys of eating out my pussy. And don’t fret any, I’ll let you keep all your teeth and what you might want to do with my honeyhole juices will be entirely your prerogative.”
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Chapter Twenty-two

The sisters Pandora and Dusty sat close beside the campfire. Pandora was lost in her clarinet playing, lips on the instrument and blowing. She sat in her chair, back stiff and knees together. Dusty busied herself with eating. She was draining one of the go-go boots and wearing nothing else lost children of Ga’Hantor who was sent scattering into the thicket after the destruction of their church and death of their arachnid god. Dusty’s food was placed on her lap like a child taking a seat on a mall Santa and her fangs in the girl’s neck, sucking her dry. She was dead, this bug girl, the spiders in her eye sockets and accumulated around the sugar booger either long ago escaping from the corpse or dead husks as well.

The sisters were conjoined twins. Cruel nature had the two forever together shoulder to shoulder and necks at a forty-five degree angle leaning into each other. The abnormal mass of bone and flesh that held them fused together was John Merrick gnarled and heavily warted and reached from temple to behind the necks at the base of each woman’s petite skull. Both sisters owned only one ear, stationed on the malformed-free side of their head. Within the two skulls, resting side by side brains shared numerous critical blood vessels and tangled synapses.

They dressed alike in simple off the shoulder patio dresses and bargain priced Wal-Mart tennis shoes. Both were honey blondes who wore their tresses in long and flowing lazy curls. They appeared to be teenagers not old enough yet to earn driver’s licenses. In reality, if they were still living human beings, they’d be old enough by now to be receiving Medicare and full Social Security benefits.

Pandora finished on the clarinet, and Dusty took her food off her mouth, spat a blood clot out from between her two front fangs, and said, “I know that music. I’ve heard it before. That’s an Elvis song, right?”

“’In the Ghetto,’” said Pandora, using the skirt of her dress to wipe away the spittle and lipstick collected on the clarinet’s reed.

“I thought I knew it. Mac Davis wrote that song, you know?”

“He sure did. Mr. “It’s Hard to be Humble’ himself.”

This piece of the Mapache Thicket had dodged a bullet and been spared the ravages of the previous night’s flooding. The old goat ranch home near the vampires’ campsite was just visible in the glow of the ass high on a bull campfire’s flames. The place was about as shithole as shithole a place could hope to achieve. Nothing more than a condemned squatter’s hovel, with all window glass long ago busted out and its roof weather-stripped of shingles. The puny traces of paint somehow managing to remain clinging to the clapboard outer walls was peeling back like the dried and dead skin flaps hanging from a palm blister. Just the type of decrepit hacienda a Bram Stoker reader would assume a vampire would be residing in.

Actually, the sisters spent their daylight resting hours keeping it cozy in the comfortable trunk space of a Mary Kay Cosmetics top earner of the year pink 1981 four-door Coup de Ville Cadillac parked in the weed-choked dirt driveway leading to the wretched old house.

“What was that shitty movie Mac starred in?” asked Dusty.

“North Dallas Forty?”

“No, that one was halfway pretty decent. Nick Nolte was a total dick, but Bo Svenson had a few funny moments. North Dallas Forty was enough of a hit it got some believing maybe Mac Davis could be the new Burt Reynolds. I’m thinking of that turkey comedy Mac did where he played this low-rent private eye that thought he was the absolute sexiest thing going. I remember there was this scene in it where he goes undercover as a gay boy and it was so much a nasty caricature it would make even a fire and brimstone Baptist minister flinch in discomfort to watch it.”

“That sounds like Cheaper to Keep Her.”

“That’s it—Cheaper to Keep Her. What a stinky shitball. It right quickly tanked at the box office and murdered any chances of him ever becoming another Burt the flirt.”

“Yeah, you don’t ever hear too much about ol’ Mac Davis anymore, do you?”

“No, you certainly do not.”

A third party then joined the conversation. This was Denny Gleeth doing the talking.

“Hey now, don’t y’all come down too awful brutal on the man. I recall him doing an A plus job portraying Davy Crockett in a cable TV show. Fess Parker would’ve been impressed and the Duke humiliated with how confidently Mac played the celebrated frontiersman. And that one song he got—‘Baby, Don’t Get Hooked on Me’—has always been able to sneak up on me and touch me in that soft spot in my heart.”

The sisters were not expecting any company. The surprised conjoined living dead twins turned as one in the direction the voice originated from. They watched as Denny and Uschi, holding hands and giving one another lovey-dovey glances like happy newlyweds, stepped into the light of the fire.

Pandora eyed the couple with tangible disgust and theorized, “This is what Ken and Barbie would look like if they were made from dogshit.”

“Ding-dong, Avon calling,” said an all tits and dead flesh and brassy attitude Uschi. “You fine-looking Thalidomide ladies care to share any stories about what it was like on the set of Freaks? What kind of a half-man was Johnny Eck in real life? Which one of y’all sideshow hotties had to give Todd Browning head to get a role in the classic film? Is it true this one day when F. Scott Fitzgerald saw you two eating in the MGM cafeteria he was so disgusted he had no choice but to vomit? Come on, let’s gossip.”

The conjoined vampire twins, all skull deformities and murderous intentions, rose from their seats and the child of Ga’Hantor corpse was discarded. They concentrated and focused their thoughts. They reached out with their special united minds’ telekinetic abilities and had at it. Invisible hands formed into existence and grabbed Denny, snatching his feet off the ground.

“I could do without this,” he desperately whined, and his startled figure was raised higher and higher. His legs were slapped together and arms were forced out straight at his sides. He was carried to the driveway and slammed down on the pink Caddy, crucified against the hood by the power of the mind.

“French ticklers for school children!” he yelped as the shock absorbers calmed and the car steadied.

This telekinesis shit doesn’t play around. Denny uselessly strained and squirmed to break loose. He could accomplish nothing, couldn’t move so much as a finger unless Pandora and Dusty allowed it.

Big-tittied and resoundingly RIP qualified Uschi rushed them, fists raised and lips skinned back from the teeth and ready to go zombie apocalypse and rip into people meat.

Their telekinesis could multitask. As Denny was rendered a non-threat, Pandora and Dusty now put attention to the homemade zombie girlfriend without ever relinquishing any of the mind effort they employed against him. They sent a forceful mental command her way, just as she was beginning to bolt, arresting her forward progress to an abrupt dead stop and proceeding to haul her backwards. Her smart mouth they hadn’t appreciated, so even that they shut off; lips sealed closed and vocal cords stopped. She was brains escorted away a fair distance from Pandora and Dusty, placed into a corner like a naughty child being disciplined for disrupting the class. There, she’d keep like that until they were ready to take care of her.

Meanwhile, they reached inside Denny and played around amongst the contents of his chest. Mental forces moved and wriggled about and pushed aside whatever fleshy object was in the way. He gritted his teeth and groaned from the pain of it. Things quickly settled on the lower left rib, knotted around it like bridle reins wrapping about a hitching post. It was a snug and tight hold.

“Tell us how this suits you, young man,” said Dusty.

Crack!

The rib effortlessly snapped in two as if it were nothing more than a stale breadstick. Denny screamed at the agonizing pain, and the sisters made rib pieces jiggle about, agitating nerve endings and increasing the hurt.

“Sounds like it don’t suit him one bit,” said Pandora.

“I would agree,” said a smiling Dusty. “Look at him—I don’t believe he is enjoying our special kind of company. We keep this up, and he could learn to hate us.”

“We are so wicked sometimes, aren’t we?”

“We’ve caused him pain; now let’s treat him to a touch of delight.”

“Oh, I believe we can manage a trick like that.”

They mentally went after Denny’s dick. They assumed control and made the blood come rushing to that specific area and commanded an erection into being.

“Hey now,” commented a no longer screaming Denny.

Their telekinetic powers allowed them a sense of scale when manipulating a physical object, and when Dusty and Pandora surmised the size of his dork, they were not too roundly impressed. They giggled over it like a pair of mean high school girls. They began to stroke him, jacking him off.

“Connie Mason for President!” he wild-eyed swore.

“I love doing shit like this,” said Pandora. “We’ll let him have this goodness for a short while, and then tear him inside out from nostrils to asshole.”

There was no holding back. Climax quickly was achieved and Denny soiled his underwear with his hot, sticky dude goo to the laughter of the conjoined at the head sisters.

“I thought I recognized those voices.”

Once again, Li’l Bocephus.

He came good ol’ boy strutting out of the old house, scratching at his balls and wearing the same tattered, assless filthy jeans and sleeves long gone western shirt on him as the last time living dead girlfriend and her alive boyfriend had seen him. With his ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA tattooed arm he dragged along behind him another exsanguinated spider girl corpse, gripping her by an ankle. The inner right thigh of her leg had been savaged, skin and other wet materials violated as Li’l Bocephus’s fingers had gone digging around inside there and hunted down the femoral artery. Elastic as the most pliable of rubber, he stretched the capillary out until it comfortably reached his lips. He’d used the sharp edge of a thumbnail to slice the narrow tube open and put it in his mouth like it were a straw in a Coke and had leisurely drank her dead.

He looked in one direction at a frozen Uschi, then slowly pivoted his head in another to stare upon current hood ornament Denny. The Near Dark castaway couldn’t keep the evil joy off his face. “Well, doesn’t this relax my butthole a considerable share. Titty bitch and retardo done found me. It seems to be my luck has finally gotten up off of its lazy ass and made a turn for the better.”

Denny’s mind overcame his torment and his thoughts focused on the redneck that refused to stay dead. Here we go from bad, to worse, to somebody setting fire to your favorite porn collection all out miserable.

A few final sucks off the elongated femoral before he dropped the ankle and stepped off the old shithole’s porch. His lower lip was packing Copenhagen and he paused for a moment of recreational spitting, standing casually with thumbs hooked in the belt loops of his jeans. Then he had a story he cared to share.

“I bet y’all two thought for sure I was done for, huh? Well, as you now can plainly see, that’s bullshit. No spider could do in Li’l Bocephus. I survived Ga’Hantor’s terrible hunger with but a piffle of trouble. That big bug-boy may not have wanted to be kemo sabe with me, but never, pilgrims, was yours truly down for the count. I knew I’d be coming back; there are more sequels in me than Star Trek. Them blustery thunderstorm winds treated me like a plastic Wal-Mart grocery bag let loose on an empty parking lot and blew my husk far and long out amongst the trees. When the flood came, I was already caught up and hooked in the lower branches of a cottonwood. My body at this time could be about as physically active as a toilet brush—no muscles or sinews to work. I could do nothing but watch the water swallow me. Things like me, we don’t drown. But that don’t mean we enjoy being submerged. I was swirled and swished about and thoroughly educated on how it feels to be flushed down the world’s biggest commode, I’ll tell you that right now. From calamity came a positive. Once the waters settled and commenced to recede, I became buried under several feet of sediment. This conveniently protected my sunshine sensitive ass from the daytime, and as I lay under the earth like a black eye pea seed planted in a backyard vegetable garden, my supernatural self set to healing. Just like the times before, everything grew back. Partially eroded bones reformed their natural density, dissolved entrails and muscles and all that other good shit a body needs to be in tip-top form reestablished a hold inside of me and developed back as soundly as it all was at the beginning. By nightfall I was I again. I came up out of the ground and managed to rustle up for the eating a few of these they got VD so bad its attracted bugs people and returned to our little vampire retreat. And here I was all set to take the night off. I was happily gonna treat you two repellent assholes to a night free from my vengeful wrath. I was just gonna hang around these parts and be lazy about things, spend me some time drinking folks and taking it easy. But y’all done been thoughtful enough to come straight to me and I don’t want to be inhospitable and not be wrathful toward y’all. I’ll give you the torturing and killing y’all are wanting. Delighted to oblige.”

“Excuse us, son, but you might need to take a closer look,” said conjoined twin Dusty. A number of brown droplets of drying blood had accumulated in the corners of her mouth; they clustered close together and strongly resembled the scales running down the backside of a dark reptile.

Pandora practiced her fingering on her clarinet as she spoke. “We’re the ones that did all the heavy lifting and have snared these two. And we will be the ones that reap the rewards and will do the killing with them. You get nothing, buckaroo.”

That he did not want to hear. A profound sadness touched Li’l Bocephus’s face. He began to whine and mewl on a grandiose scale. “That’s not fair. Hold the phone and slap granny in the mouth if she should try and talk back, that ain’t one bit of a percentage fair. But for the past three nights these two Twinkies have done nothing to me but treat me wrong and give me misery. That retardo with the eyes and teeth hit me in the head with a tire iron when I wasn’t looking. Blimp tits of the dead likes to eat on parts of me every chance she can get. And they’re butthole enthusiasts; they worked together to homosexualize me in my behind. Come on, don’t y’all do me like that. I have more than earned my revenge. I should get the killings.”

The decision was both theirs, but the voicing of their conclusion was Dusty’s sole task. “Okay, okay, just shut up. We can’t stand to hear you go on like that. You can have the boy. But the girl we want to play with.”

Li’l Bocephus was on the verge of protest, but before a sound could pass his lips the twins used their minds to snap his jaws shut. There was quite the audible enamel slamming against enamel clack and a few bubbly gobs of spittle spewed form both mouth corners.

“Don’t argue with us, just say thank you and be glad we’re giving you that much.”

“Thank you,” Li’l Bocephus sullenly mumbled. He made his way to the Cadillac, shoulders low and dragging his feet and ass hanging out of the back of his burnt seatless blue jeans. He joined Denny on the pink hood; the car momentarily rocking as he jumped up and sat beside his mental bonds shackled victim.

The jiggling of Denny’s broken rib had stopped, but the Caddy in motion like that ignited a fresh surge of stabbing agony into the side of him. He cried out for a time. Once it subsided, easing back to a steady and barely at best manageable ache, he looked up at Li’l Bocephus and saw no harm in asking, “If I were to say I was sorry, would that change your attitude about wanting to hurt me any?”

“No.” Li’l Bocephus examined Denny with all the enthusiasm of turning the page on an instruction manual on how to properly operate an oscillating desk fan. Finally he spotted something that intrigued him a hair. “What have you got here on you?”

It was Van Valkenburgh’s lawn mower blade that Denny had taken to carrying sheathed in the left front pocket of his blue jeans. Denny was proud to be in possession of his vampire slaying weapon. He’d named it Van Sloan, after the thespian that portrayed the original movie Abraham Van Helsing.

Li’l Bocephus took hold of Van Sloan by the electrical tape hilt and pulled it loose. He studied it for a moment, then tossed it to the ground. “A something as stupid as you shouldn’t be playing with sharp objects. You’ll cut yourself bad and bleed to death. Silly, retardo, that’s what you got me for.”

Li’l Bocephus put two fingers along the side of Denny’s neck and pinched a plump fold of skin and a portion of the vital jugular vein.

“I’d surely appreciate it if you wouldn’t do that,” Denny squeaked between gasps at how much this was hurting him.

The skin immediately purpled and the circulation compromised artery throbbed at an unhealthy grade. Li’l Bocephus’s mood showed definite improvement as he saw proof of Denny’s suffering on the increase, a twinkle sparking in his eyes and a bit of a grin pulling at the corners of his lips. All he need do now was just barely nick the jugular with the sharp tip of one fang and the little retarded asshole’s unimportant life would squirt out in a high-pressure stream right into his waiting mouth. He began to lean in toward the neck, watering mouth coming open and black and warted tongue wiggling in anticipation of a blood shower.

The sisters thought it, and a frozen like a statue Uschi was brought closer. Her cha-cha shoes dug furrows into the earth as she was hauled just shy of being within reaching out and touching distance of the skull sharing sisters.

It’s Sissy Spacek at the prom, times two. I got to get myself moving and grooving and doing something before I find myself Modern Problems to death.

Uschi resisted the telekinesis stranglehold upon her. The results she managed were positively negligible, like trying to dig her way out from under a mountain. There seemed no hope of her ever-regaining control of her own body again.

Dusty placed her spread wide hands out in front of her chest and made the international symbol for big tits. “You ever wish you had a pair that sizeable?”

“Honestly,” said Pandora, “I don’t believe there isn’t a girl alive in America who hasn’t wondered at one time or another what it would be like to be that top heavy. But, in the end, no, I wouldn’t want to be built like that. I’d feel like a giant, two-legged cow. I get enough attention everywhere we go with just these two little B cups of mine. I had a pair as big as that I’d never have any peace.”

“You’re right. We would be freaks.”

“Okay, we need to make a decision with this thing,” said Pandora. “I’m anxious to massacre her, but I don’t want to do it the same old way we do most people. How creative do we care to get with her?”

“Personally, I’m in the mood for a touch of the ol’ prehistoric,” said Dusty.

“Oh, you imaginative thing you. I believe I know exactly what you have in mind.”

They turned themselves in the direction of the run down two-bedroom, one-bathroom home and kicked their mental powers into high gear. Invisible hands fashioned from their diabolical telekinesis grew gigantic and enveloped the old house, tore it loose from the ground with the screams of rending rotted wood and fracturing cement foundation. As it was elevated high in the air, anything that may have anchored it to mother earth—the dry plumbing pipes and the long without power copper wiring—broke and snapped. Now the unseen hands crushed the house, smashing in all walls, destroying the foundation, collapsing the roof and folding in the flooring, compressing the whole thing up into a ball of ruined housing materials.

Pandora and Dusty’s performance turned into a momentary stay of execution for Denny. When the house went outlaw against gravity’s laws, that was enough to pull Li’l Bocephus’s attention off blood drinking. His fingers released Denny’s throat, skin and artery snapping back into their original condition, and he eased himself off the Caddy and approached for a closer view as the house was demolished.

The home was quickly reformatted and resorted, reassembled into something completely brand new. Towering legs were manufactured from support beam lumber and crumbled rocks of foundation concrete, ending in four-inch long and nasty sharp hardwood floor claws. There came into existence a thirteen-foot-long thrashing tail armor plated in Sheetrock scales the yellowy-pale coloring of the aged and faded pages of an original Mickey Spillane paperback novel. Bathtub stomach and kitchen sink and toilet bowl breasts followed. Three-fingered forelimbs also boasting razor hardwood flooring claws sprouted from the sides, deceptively dainty and weak appearing in contrast to the rest of the assemblage’s gross mass. A mallet-shaped skull was willed into being from warped and tangled pipes and wiring, and then sheathed in a flesh of shattered clapboard walls debris. Every light socket in the house was coerced to pick a team and become bunched together on opposite sides of the head and assume the responsibility of a pair of eyes. Bathroom and kitchen floor linoleum lips pulled back to reveal jagged crossbeam teeth embedded in pink attic heating insulation gums.

The old shithole was reborn into a stomping and teeth gnashing three-story-tall prehistoric Tyrannosaurs Rex.

The tract housing dinosaur moved with the disturbingly smooth stop-motion animation fluidity of a Ray Harryhausen creation. The ground beneath it noticeably trembled with each step it made. It lacked vocal cords or lungs, but still it tossed its enormous head back and simulated bellowing a great and thunderous roar.

“Ain’t this some down home wild and crazy cum gobbling?” said Li’l Bocephus. “I never seen nobody get dinosaur killed before. This ought to be interesting stuff.”

Dusty and Pandora moved Uschi away from them and repositioned her on the other side of the campfire and face to face with their do-it-yourself T-Rex. There’d be no fun in just holding Uschi motionless to that one spot and have the counterfeit thunder lizard easily tear her apart. It needed to be a fight. A rumble tumble worthy of something adventurer David Innes might endure while exploring the inner world of Pellucidar from a lost chapter from At the Earth’s Core.

The sisters surrendered their ironclad clasp upon her. She was free, her body her own once more. Even her voice was back in action.

Her spunky attitude was undaunted. A whopper of a grin on her mausoleum natural good looks, she informed in a level and confident everything was going to turn out peachy for her and the one she loved peppy tone, “Time to eat with your ass cheeks, motherfuckers.” Then she licked her thumb, laid said thumb upon her own ass while with her mouth simulated the sound of a sizzling steak. “I’m hot to trot and putting myself in a killing frenzy just for y’all.”

By Pandora and Dusty’s mental commands the Tyrannosaurus Rex extended its neck and lunged forward, its snout rocketing toward Uschi. Huge jaws separated a wide space apart and all those onrushing big as a toy Tonka dump truck pointed wooden teeth seemed hopelessly unavoidable.

But avoidable they were for Uschi, who employed a speed only the devil could bestow upon someone to at just the last second dash to the side and dodge the mouth as it chomped down on where she previously had been standing. She bolted toward one of the T-Rex’s baby forelimbs and used both hands to grab at it and yanked with an awesome ferocity. It snapped off clean and simple. The liberated limb continued to remain quite animate, flexing its copper pipe muscles and wiggling the fingers. As she tossed it aside, its flooring claws were rubbing together and making a noise like a plow blade scrapping over a buried rock.

Uschi found herself with time to assault a foot. In one smooth motion the king-size jugs packing zombie super woman grabbed on to one of the biggest facsimile of a dinosaur toe available to her on the foot in closest reach and wrenched it back and didn’t relent until the wood and cement shattered and the giant digit popped off.

The Home Depot trash dinosaur had no concept of pain, but the unanticipated loss of a pair of body parts did damage its sense of balance. As the sister vampires directed the Tyrannosaurs Rex to whirl its great bulk about too fast and too uncoordinated in an attempt to launch a counter attack, it hopped on one foot while the toe amputated other was comically elevated high, and soon it drunkenly tumbled over onto its side. The pratfall impact with the earth was powerful enough to make the ground momentarily shake like a hull breached ship beginning to sink to the ocean’s bottom. A significant dust cloud swirling around it and legs kicking in futility, it rolled itself onto its belly and right into the campfire.

The old, dry wood and other flammable housing materials were most agreeable to burning. The conflagration spread as if the dinosaur construct was bathed in gasoline. By the time it was standing erect again, the Tyrannosaurus Rex was from top to bottom engulfed in raging yellow tongues of flame as large in many areas as a man. The dense black smoke issuing from it was foul and choking.

Still it wanted to fight. It came lumbering at a hastened step toward Uschi, bonfire of a tail swinging from side to side and leaving behind it in the grass a trail of scorched and smoldering blackened footprints. A prodigious quantity of glowing red embers and dark ashes flaked off the blazing thing with each move it made and fell as heavy as February snow. The head reared back and silently pretended to roar one more time, now with a great blast of fire belching from the mouth.

“Run, titty bitch, run!” taunted a standing on the sidelines Li’l Bocephus. His hateful guffaws sounded rape at gunpoint loveable. His fangs in the illumination of the burning imitation dinosaur shined like a piranha fish’s teeth under the glow of a black light bulb. “Watch them fat udders of hers bounce! Boom! Boom! Boom!”

Fire was an outstanding motivator, goosing the T-Rex to ever-greater speed. Her devil-bestowed quickness fell short this time. The burning prehistoric creation got in close enough on Uschi to singe her Alfred E. Neuman hairs, snapping jaws snatching her up whole in its mouth and clapping smoke and fire ringed lips down around her.

Pandora and Dusty set their plaything’s mighty jaws to begin chewing on its mouthful. But this mouthful vigorously protested against that action.

Inside the thing’s mouth it was hotter than the foreskin on a human torch’s tallywhacker. The surrounding flames were licking at her past due for an embalming flesh. She would have already asphyxiated on the choking smoke if breathing happened to be one of Uschi’s top shelf priorities. She was on her feet but hunched a far ways over, her back braced against the drywall roof of the fake dinosaur’s mouth, knees out to her sides as she straddled between her legs the charred wood and melted floor tile squirming forked tongue, and her feet were solidly planted on the lower jaw.

“You know,” she grumbled to the dino’s teeth and gums, “it is unwholesome predicaments such as this one that really chap my precious pussy lips.”

Uschi raised her back and straightened her legs, pitting her Satan muscles against the T-Rex’s jaws. She was successful in prying the mouth apart. The wind got in there and helped in dissipating some of the smoke, and for the first time in a long stretch of years legitimate concern blossomed in the eyes of the conjoined twin verdilaks.

“Where is she getting all this strength?” questioned a frustrated Dusty. The strain of fighting against the green woman’s might had her figure 8.2 on the Richter scale quaking from head to toe.

Pandora’s eyes had rolled back into her head, the sockets turned all white. She was vibrating just as fiercely as her attached sibling was. “Godfuckingdamnit. Too much … strain. I don’t know if I can hold this up for much longer.”

By the time Uschi’s grandiosely voluptuous figure was extended to its full upright stance, the muscles in her legs were ballooned and veiny like the engorged udder of a cow desperately late for a milking. The T-Rex was distressed over its distended mouth. If it could have it would have behaved the same as a dog after discovering how yucky a toad taste and spat her out and been done with her. Currently the best it could manage was to wildly shake and bob its head. So far that brought no relief to its malady.

One final surge of hellish zombie brawn and the fraudulent dinosaur’s jaw mandible broke off from the burning head. It dropped, bounced once off the bathtub belly, and then crashed to rubble like a flaming and fragile meteorite before the clawed feet.

Uschi did not fall along with the mandible. Instead, as the jaw dropped away below her feet, she slid down the reptilian simulated giant tongue and swung like a young Johnny Weissmuller in his Tarzan prime down safely to the ground not far from where the sister vampires stood. She worked faster than their overtaxed minds could perform and took hold of them each by their heads. A fleshy clap as she helped herself to a pair of firm handfuls of scalp with her two hands.

Both Dusty’s and Pandora’s Three-Mile Island craniums fit quite well in her palms. Uschi ripped the conjoined skulls apart down the center of the unavoidable birth defect. The sisters were for the first time ever in their existence separated. Their two brains as well went in different directions, no longer lying side by side, rubbery blood vessels severed and sensitive synapses broken.

Their telekinesis powers were canceled. The T-Rex instantly desolidified and fell apart into a huge pile of roasting garbage. Denny was no longer pinned down onto the hood of the Cadillac.

They were turned toward one another, Uschi deciding to allow them this one and only opportunity to see each other from a new perspective before she punched their tickets and sent them on to the big sleep.

Pandora, hemorrhaging blood and brain material heavily from the side of her single skull, looked across the way and did what she believed she would never do: stare at her sister Dusty face to face.

“Hi there,” moaned a slack-faced Dusty when noticing sis eyeballing her. Her own cascade of rich red gore was flowing from her own massive head injury like watery raw sewage running out of a funnel.

“Hi there back at you,” replied Pandora. She dropped her clarinet and couldn’t resist and raised a hand and gave sister dear a slight but polite wave.

Uschi told the both of them, “This is the part where you two go away and never are allowed to come back. More violence, please.”

She smashed their heads together. Skulls spectacularly shattered and all traces of brain matter were pulverized to smooth jelly. It was a grisly masterstroke that easily registered as a decapitation. The two bodies immediately were reduced to vile goo that puddled and briefly bubbled on the ground, then dissolved entirely away to nothing. The earth in these twin spots spoiled and died and became so ruined and infertile nothing ever again would grow or hold any trace of life here.

With the mental control over him vanished, Denny sprang up off the hood and none too dexterously dropped to the ground. His broken rib forbade any long lasting celebrations of freedom. It was a sadistic discomfort that left him doubled over and shuddering. He put his hands over the break and used his fingers to tenderly as possible move the broken pieces beneath his skin around until he judged he had them back where they belonged.

Li’l Bocephus heard him moving around and turned to face him. The dead country boy with a hankering for human blood was gravely concerned at the idea of an untethered titty bitch on the loose and started to hustle at a frightened trot toward him, his footsteps rustling in the high vegetation.

“I’s got us a plan, retardo. How about you, me and all that fine-ass blood stored up inside you skeedaddle off into the thicket where nobody can ever find us before your funbags bigger than your head sweetheart can catch up to me and do me any misery? Don’t you worry none—I’m gonna treat you right. Be cooperative with me and I promise to kill you with no pain and quick as a fly’s fart.”

Denny found Van Sloan not far from him in the grass and weeds. Hello, new friend. Good to have you back again. He closed his hand around the electrical tape handle; made sure his grip was firm and could do what he wanted to do with it. A vampire slaying scheme was already hard at work formulating in his head.

I did it once. Who the fuck says I can’t do it again?

That was quite the radical confident thinking for someone as typically anti-positive minded as Denny Gleeth was. He grinned a little at the realization he came up with such a thought all on his lonesome. It even made him feel a touch proud of himself.

I can do it. I ought to do it. And here I go doing it.

When Li’l Bocephus stepped in close enough, Denny bellowed an attack cry and suddenly lashed out in a powerful backhanded swipe with the mower blade he named Van Sloan with the same savage efficiency of a Robert E. Howard hero. Contact was just above the knee of Li’l Bocephus’s right leg. The awful goddamn sharp blade was more than up to the task of slicing through clothing, meat and bone. The cut was complete, a full amputation performed.

Li’l Bocephus had just begun to hop on the one whole surviving leg he was left in possession of, a tirade of cussing and fussing on the brink of spewing from his mouth, when Denny rose to a standing firm and determined position and was coming at him again with intentions of whittling off another chunk of him. This time it was a downward axe chop of a motion he swung with. He went for Li’l Bocephus’s tattooed arm, and got him between the U and the C in FUCKED in the ROY ROGERS FUCKED MY MOMMA. The removed partial limb dropped and the stump was quick to bleed.

The third time with Van Sloan was a vertical swipe to the belly, slightly above the belt and opening Li’l Bocephus as if his middle was an envelope stuffed full of content. A splatterpunk’s delight curtain of fleshy viscera and watery blood and uniquely odorous intestinal fluids poured out of him.

“There you go,” a satisfied with his labors Denny told Li’l Bocephus. “You try and make do with all that I just gave you.”

The drugstore cowboy abomination fell guts drooling stomach first to the ground, and a singed and still smoking in areas soot blackened Uschi hit the scene just in time to step up and anything but lovingly plant a foot down securely between his narrow shoulder blades. That made for damn sure positive he weren’t about to go and try and hightail it from the premises.

She gave Denny an impressed glance and slowly wetted her lips. “Somebody I enjoying fucking has developed a taste for carnage. Oh my, Mama does like.” And her arm went out and hooked around his waist and she pulled her lover boy in close to her.

That broken rib of Denny’s didn’t appreciate that much. As his wrecked body collapsed up against her, Denny had to cry out at the hurting. “Careful, careful, careful! You’re playing way too rough. I hate to tell you, sugar cube, but you’re currently dealing with damaged goods. I got no more I can give you. That was the last adrenaline surge I have to offer. I’m too pained, too dehydrated, and too thoroughly from A to Z tuckered out for anymore adventuring with you tonight. I’m sorry, but I’m gonna be dead weight for now and the foreseeable future. You need to get me out of these woods and to some civilization, I’ll tell you that much right now.”

She picked up the discarded part of Li’l Bocephus’s severed arm and took a considerable bite out of the meaty area of the hand between the thumb and forefinger. There was that spicy kick she had been yearning for for so long. The heavenly taste was like an A-list celebrity Hollywood orgy going on in Uschi’s mouth.

She said around her lips smacking chewing, “My poor, poor best thing. Don’t you worry; we’re done with our business around these parts. We’ve killed enough things for the time being. I’m going to put you in that pink Caddy and take you somewhere divine. We’ve had a blast of a time here in the ol’ Mapache Thicket, haven’t we? Been murdering vampires and undesirable people and unique critters and causing all different kinds of havoc. I am so proud of you. I’ve seen real improvement in your confidence and attitude about yourself these past few days. You’re turning into the caliber of man I know you can be, best thing. That warrior’s heart you possess is kicking ass and taking names. I never had a single doubt. And I’m not doing too shabby my ownself. Look at me, I got the man I love right here with me, his dynamite dick that always explodes just the way I love it to in my super pussy, a set of tits that could conquer the world if they ever had a mind to do so, and somebody delicious to eat on. What possibly more could a decent and clean thinking all-American girl such as me ask for?”

Li’l Bocephus heard all that and buried his face in the grass and held nothing back pity wise as he pathetically whined into the dirt, “Don’t this take a big ol’ steaming shit in my dishwashing machine.”
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“Uschi Digard is one of the most aggressive sex partners anyone could hope to find. Everything was real. Her life was devoted to screwing. Marvelous. We need more women like that.”

—Russ Meyer

“Whenever better monsters are made, I’ll try.”

—Edward D. Wood, Jr.

What y’all are about to get treated to is a true story. This all honestly did happen.
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Chapter Fourteen

When Uschi and Denny returned to the bathroom, they found that except for the song on the radio nothing had changed. Li’l Bocephus had not budged from where she put him; still tub surfing and the pinch of Copenhagen between cheek and gum as smooth and tasty as when he first received it.

“Why you lazy thing,” a hands on hips Uschi chastised. “Why haven’t you tried an escape? I mean, I told you not to try, but I never expected you to really do what I tell you to do. You can’t get away from us, but at least some minimum of effort to do so seemed a logical assumption. You just been taking it easy in here and done nothing the whole time we were gone. Lazy, lazy, lazy.”

“I just didn’t see the point in any of it.” The tone to Li’l Bocephus’s sad words would make a sack of pinto beans seem downright hyperactive in comparison.

“That all you got to say for yourself?”

No, as a matter of fucking fact, it wasn’t. Why hold his opinions inside? He cut loose with it.

“The needle to my gas tank is squarely sitting on the big E,” Li’l Bocephus said. “I gave trying for revenge a go and it up and failed me, and now I don’t want to bother with anything anymore. I’m past the kemo sabe phase and gone on to full-tilt-boogie-woogie unconditional surrender. It is official; I have entirely given the fuck up on everything. Go and do to me what you want. You and your Frankenstein titties go on and eat on me to your fucked up worse than a catshit snocone heart’s content. I don’t care. Look at me, this is about as pitiful as you can achieve. I suppose I am at the point where I’d be better off taken out of this world. You’ll be doing something of a fair majority of a favor here, ending my existence. That there is what I would call an unavoidable fact. Complete destruction would be a whopper of a relief after these two past nights I have suffered through.”

Denny was standing close behind his homemade zombie girlfriend powered by the devil and had his hands tucked deep in his pockets. “Calamine lotion on Bettie Page’s mosquito bites,” he commented. A hardy share of those pitiful words just uttered by the vampire struck closer to home than he was comfortable admitting to. He had to wonder outloud: “I don’t sound that sorry when I’m down on myself, do I?”

Uschi turned her towel turbaned head away from Li’l Bocephus and looked at Denny over her shoulder. She answered his question truthfully but still with compassion.

“You’re even more sorrowful. A lot more. It’s so dismal at times it almost turns my stomach.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really. It’s a very negative habit you have, best thing. And the sooner we cure you of it the better you and I both will be. But you especially will be the better.”

“I guess I don’t know no better.”

“I think you do,” she told him. “But it’s just much easier for you to hate on and talk bad about yourself than to actually face whatever problem has put you in such a fit. You won’t let yourself be confident and try to do anything to make things better. You’d rather wallow in self-pity and self-abuse than go to work and risk any kind of failure. You keep yourself closed up and unwilling to partake of the world happening around you.”

He didn’t have any answer for that. It was true and he knew it and she wasn’t going to let him avoid it.

Attention returned to the honky tonk undead in the bathtub.

“There’s sure as shit nothing worse y’all can do to me now, I’ll tell you that,” he said.

“Oh, tasty-fangy, what famous last words.”

Along with the washing her hair, Uschi had used her time in the kitchen to assemble a tool for herself. She had unscrewed the wooden handle to a toilet plunger and taped to the end of it a rolled and fat stack of The Watchtower magazine.

A born hoarder, Denny rarely if ever threw anything away, so whenever the Jehovah Witnesses came to the Big Kahuna grounds for door to door preaching, he’d take a copy of their Jesus loving pamphlet and just toss it into any ol’ pile of periodicals. Besides copies of Starlog, D-Cup,
Filmfax, Gorzone,
Juggs and Bust Out throughout the place, there was a plentiful supply of God rags given to him in hopes of saving his soul.

Uschi brought her construction down and brushed the magazine half lightly along the exposed base of Li’l Bocephus’s neck, drawing a line across his hairline. Where it touched the skin he instantly smoked and blistered and globs of sizzling melted flesh drooled off of him.

There was pain. A pain unlike any Li’l Bocephus had ever experienced either in death or the days of a pulse and ability to acquire a sunburn. This was a hurting more than God and government both ought to allow, a tremendous searing napalm pleasant agony.

He spit out his dip of snuff and screamed all he could give. Li’l Bocephus bucked once, elevating himself out of the tub high enough to slam a hip into the mounted on the wall soap dish and hammer it to rubble. Broken limbs uselessly flapped about like the flippers on a baby walrus unable to remove itself from dry land, and his whole body shook as energetically as an old electric football game’s metal field. His trembling skull caused the faucet spigot to quake and the pipes in the trailer’s wall to rattle.

He eventually found the gumption for this comment: “That was … Oh shit … That was so wrong in so many different ways.”

Jehovah Witnesses generally made it a practice to bless each copy of their magazine; thus The Watchtower was transformed into a type of low rent holy object. It held the same destructive powers against a vampire as did a crucifix or holy water. The pain those pages visited upon Li’l Bocephus’s wretched carcass was literally biblical in proportion. The hellish energies that animated Uschi and gave her her winning personality operated on a different frequency than those that kept Li’l Bocephus and others of his like functioning, making her immune to the burning touch of mundane holy instruments.

She dragged her torture device down the length of his back. It cut him open as if a surgical laser were being used in the procedure, burning away his western shirt and scorching a four-inch deep furrow into his meat. Boiling and bubbling parts of him ran off of his body in sloppy rivulets, and what parts of his spinal column that The Watchtower came in contact with were reduced to shriveled and steaming clumps of charcoal ash.

More screaming. Li’l Bocephus sounded positively girlish with how high-pitched his yelling could reach. He was freely weeping from his one eye by now.

“Please stop doing that,” he begged.

She parked her ass down on the side of the tub, posing herself like a ’40s cheesecake pinup model. She stroked Li’l Bocephus’s hair and this seemed to calm him some. The shaking decreased and the pipes rattling quieted. Then she was reaching inside his vertebra damage and clacking the tips of her fingernails against the parts of bone that had avoided being scorched. Uschi asked with a hellcat purr in her voice, “Where is your nest? Where are the rest of the Salem’s Lot rejects spending the daylight hours? And don’t bother trying to tell me any stories. I know things such as you like to keep together like a pack whenever manageable. There are more of you out there. I want to know where we can find them. Tell me. Tell me real quick.”

Not waiting for any answers, she held the roll of magazines against his forehead and cooked away his sinus area. The smell of burning Li’l Bocephus reminded Denny of bacon cut from a diseased hog staying too long on a hot skillet. His brow in under a minute was reduced to a smoldering and blackened crust ringed crater.

“Mapache,” whimpered Li’l Bocephus, ruined brow trickling in watery streams down his impaled on a faucet face and dripping off the chin like hot melted wax. “We’ve been spending the last few months camping out in the Mapache Thicket. We’re just off of Nyman Road, in spitting distance of this old abandoned goat ranch. We’re pretty out in the open, not trying to hide ourselves from anyone.”

“I know about Mapache,” said Denny. “It’s just a couple of miles away from here, toward the east. It’s this undeveloped patch of wilderness that goes avoided by a good deal of people. There’s been gossip about it for as long as I can recall. They say it’s haunted and where the unnatural tends to thrive. Story goes lots of folks have wandered in there and never been heard from again.”

“How many are left of you?” asked Uschi.

“Not counting myself, only four. But they are the four strongest of us. Especially the sisters.” Thinking of the sisters suddenly had Li’l Bocephus rediscovering his smile; it came loaded with a dash of that old time mean-cockiness disposition he had believed lost to him. Nothing positive could come from a shitheel such as this finding his good humor again. “Oooo, titty bitch and retardo, y’all aren’t going want to tangle with them two sisters we got. They can do violence like no one else I ever seen.”

Uschi grinned. “They sound like my kind of girls.”

“You’re chickenshit compared to them.”

“That a fact?”

“Fact.”

The storm was starting to peter out, the thunder and lightning on the wane and the rainfall down to a polite shower. Give it another half an hour or maybe less and it should all be over for the night.

“Well, fangface, let me take a moment here and demonstrate to you just how chickenshit a zombie hellspawn such as my little ol’ big-busted self can be. I would like to dedicate this next act of obscene cruelty to all the lovers out there in the world. Especially the handsome one standing next to me with the superhero tallywhacker that delights me so.”

Denny made with a bashful one side of his mouth smile. “Aw, that’s sweet of you to say, sugar cube.”

Over time the exposure to Li’l Bocephus’s unholiness had contaminated his clothing with the same evil that possessed his body. Uschi positioned her torture device in the general vicinity of Li’l Bocephus’s ass. The seat of his britches was eaten away to smoke and inconsequential cinders after only the briefest contact with the collection of magazines. The Hanes underwear beneath went the same way, the heat produced sufficient enough to melt the elastic in the waistband of the briefs and fuse it with his blistering hide. Buttocks were fully revealed.

“Time we said good-bye to that virgin ass.”

Li’l Bocephus was hip to the situation. The homosexual attack threats from earlier were becoming reality. “Don’t!” His behind was in mortal jeopardy. His being a man was on the verge of being erased. Not this. Not anything like this. Please. Why doesn’t she just eat him like a good zombie should do?

“Don’t worry too much,” she said, and joined him in the tub, climbing in behind him. “You won’t feel a thing but for extraordinary agony.”

Uschi reached between her legs and moved the crotch of her panties over to one side. The plunger half of the torture implement she inserted inside her vagina. Pretty much a whole half of the handle’s length was swallowed. A bubbly, loud queef she cut as it slid in. She locked down on it, tight as a steel trap. Nothing was going to budge from there until she wished it.

“Don’t. Don’t! DON’T!”

Li’l Bocephus’s cheeks were clenched together and his sphincter puckered up tighter than the vacuum seal on a Tupperware bowl. It did him no help. Uschi pushed with her hips and drove forward, and the Jehovah’s Witness dildo bore right through, burning its way into his asshole.

The potency of her pelvic thrust was pure superhuman. The penetration was deep and the cornholing had commenced. She went at it hard and fast. Push, push, push, push, push, push. Uschi was going at this business like she was apeshit to set some new world’s record.

“Looky here,” she was telling Li’l Bocephus. She never deviated from her stride, riding the country boy bloodsucker like she was barrel racing at the rodeo. “Looky here at this. I got you. I got you so good. You’re ass is mine to do with as I see fit.”

Denny could only stand there and stare. Wolfman’s got nards; this was anal mistreatment for the history books.

The holy dildo mercilessly obliterated whatever it came in contact with up inside Li’l Bocephus. Its influence was a fast moving poison spreading through his whole system. The butt cheeks deteriorated to loose and mud-like goo that each time Uschi’s groin slapped into, it splattered a putrid mess along the sides of the bathtub. His back turned boiled lobster red and developed swollen pustules that then popped and spewed scalding hot Li’l Bocephus pus magma. Entrails and organs were reduced to sewage slush that gushed from his ruptured open stomach and all spilled to the tub’s bottom and swirled down the drain. The muscles in Li’l Bocephus’s face fell into ruin, collapsed and withered terribly. His when cousins marry good looks became as handsome as an old timer’s shriveled and wrinkled scrotum.

One final thrust, then Uschi dismounted from him and with good humor and dignity exited the tub. She stood on the bathmat, dripping from her crotch gross vampire slop. The roll of magazines on the end of the stick sticking out of her snatch had caught fire sometime while in Li’l Bocephus. A little flickering orange fireball, bright and black smoke making, sparked into being from the holy on unholy contact.

“Oh,” she said when noticing it and uncorked herself and dropped her torture tool in the toilet. The bowl’s water extinguished the flame with a quick sizzle.

Li’l Bocephus’s one eye was now a blood gorged scarlet orb that had grown too big to rest comfortably in his head. It ballooned from the socket, as big as and steaming hot like a baked potato fresh from the oven. His violated and close to three-quarters dissolved person hung from the tub’s faucet, loose as wet laundry on the line.

“You done homsexualized me,” he pitifully moaned in his good ol’ country boy drawl. “I did not enjoy any part of that unsavory business not one tiny bit. I hate y’all fucking people so goddamn much. I swear … I honestly do.”

He and his dismal condition were soundly ignored.

“We’re going hunting, ain’t we?” said Denny. “You want to take me vampire killing. Gadzooks, you intend to Van Helsing me. This is your master plan? What you think is going to macho me out more than John Milius on a gun range?”

Uschi hungered for comfort food. She helped herself to the bicep muscle in one of Li’l Bocephus’s arms, tearing it off the bone. She bit into it as if she were enjoying a ripe peach and spoke to Denny as the colorful gore circled her lips and hung in stringy, glistening yarns from her chin. “When you put it like that it may not sound like the most mastery of master plans, but, yeah, in a nutshell, best thing, that’s what we gonna do starting bright and early tomorrow morning. So be sure before we turn in tonight to set the alarm for seven o’clock.”

He wasn’t going to argue with his darling returned from the dead lady. Denny only stated the obvious to her. “You’re going to get me killed.”

“Poppycock. I will be with you, best thing, every step of the way. And I’m the best protection you could ever hope to have. I would sooner have a breast reduction surgery and give up eating people than see any harm come to you. We will have sexy fun and ass puckering adventure and lots and lots of lovely murdering. It’s going to be positively grand. The human adventure is only just beginning.”
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Chapter Twenty-one

It was sometime past dusk before they finally stumbled upon a paved road. Denny used the horse’s longer mane hairs to steer him onto its shoulder, hooves clacking on the blacktop.

Uschi was the one to first spot the street sign cemented into the ground. “Hot-diggity-damn, good Americans, we’ve made it. This is Nyman Road. We’re not far now from where we need to be. Help me look for the old goat ranch tasty-fangy told us was in spitting distance of the vampire campsite.”

Not a split-second had passed after she spoke before a pair of bloodsuckers came bounding out of the heavy brush across the road and charged toward horse and riders. Both had lily-white skin complexions and fangs in their snarling mouths almost as scary as a diagnosis of stage four lung cancer. One of them was wearing a Dallas Mavericks jersey and the bottom half of him covered in only a disposable adult diaper riding low on his slim hips. The other was grossly fat, with a front butt blubber bulge as big as a lawn mower’s twelve horsepower engine going on between his belt buckle and the crotch of his off the rack at the big and tall men’s clothing store polyester slacks.

The gelding roan reacted to the sudden appearance of the fiends with the abrupt decision to hightail it from these whereabouts, and he didn’t need any passengers slowing him down. He bucked and sent Denny and Uschi flying off of him. Then the horse ran.

The nosferatu duo hesitated, standing in the center of the road and undecided on which prey to pursue. It didn’t look like the two bucked off people were going to be moving fast any time soon. A silent agreement was struck between them to go with the animal.

They turned on the supernatural speed and closed the gap between them and the galloping steed. They caught him by the hind legs, clawlike nails digging in and finding a fixed purchase in the skin and muscle. Eyes ballooning from the sockets and slobber spraying from an open mouth, the gelding screamed worse than he did when first meeting Uschi. Superhuman strength was employed to drag him down and have him fall awkwardly to the asphalt.

The one in the diaper assaulted the neck with his fangs and tore great, meaty chunks from it. A major artery was soon opened and hemorrhaged in a voluminous scarlet gush that washed over his happy face just as he was putting mouth over it and starting to sup. Polyester fatass slacks barehanded lacerated open the abdomen and made his way to the bleeding viscera. He went down on all fours and put his whole face inside the wound and suckled on the free flowing gore like a piglet at its momma hog’s teat.

A pack of lions taking down a gazelle on the African veldt couldn’t have done it any more quick and economical.

Uschi and Denny helped one another to their feet and attempted to collect themselves. About twenty feet away from where they stood, monsters feasted. The vigorous sucking and slurping eating sounds coming from the two of them were like nothing Denny’s ears had ever heard before. They totally put Uschi’s own brains chewing mouth music to shame.

“Huh,” said Uschi and picked road gravel out of the crack in her ass. “Welcome to Mutual of Transylvania’s Wild Kingdom.”

“Where in the wide world of professional amateur buttfucking did they come from?” wondered Denny.

Newbomb was the vampire in the adult diaper. He clothed himself in it not because of any bathroom control problems, but due to the simple fact that he enjoyed the feel of them on his skin and it as well gave him a distinct kinky delight to flaunt himself like this in front of others. His feet were bare and the dark calluses on the bottom of them were thicker than the soles on most shoes. He had the chiseled and shaved everywhere physique of a bachelorette party’s male stripper. His face was strikingly handsome the same housewife’s fantasy way as the male protagonist on the cover of a paperback romance novel.

Big and fat Van Valkenburgh wore along with his polyester slacks a wifebeater T-shirt and a preppy tennis sweater draped over his shoulders and knotted around the neck. His hair was long and in Rastafarian dreadlocks. In one of the back pockets of his slacks was a first edition paperback copy of Murder on Location by George Kennedy that he was about halfway through reading.

“I don’t honestly care where they come from, best thing,” said Uschi. “I’m just thrilled they could join us. You don’t have any ideas of trying to make friends and ride them, do you?”

“Fuck no!” He said that with a tone as serious as a heart attack while behind the wheel driving along on the highway.

“I was hoping to hear that. I figure I’ll take myself on over there and eat on both for a spell.”

“Is there any chance I could convince you to think it would be better if we were to just leave them alone?”

“Oh, you big worrier, it’ll be alright. How often does a girl in this part of the world get to brag she lunched on vampire roadkill?”

The voluptuous like a racy Bill Ward pinup girl homemade zombie girlfriend began to sashay toward the pair. Her hands were resting on her swinging hips and the peanut butter and anti-freeze soup residing inside her wobbling oversized breasts was sloshing about like a half gallon’s worth of milk inside a gallon jug.

She whistled and cleared her throat a number of times in hopes of attracting their attention, but neither one seemed interested in abandoning the dead horse. It wasn’t until she rapped her knuckles hard against the StarKist can in her head and that unique metal on decayed flesh sound was successful in pulling Newbomb off the throat and turning eyes toward her.

His upper lip was curled back and the slick, gooey blood on him appeared in the pale moonlight the reddish-black color of a pickup truck’s brake fluid. He growled at her and it sounded the exact same as a chainsaw’s motor revving.

Uschi suggested with her ’60’s sex kitten bubbly purr, “Yo, Pampers, be a dear and come over here to me so that I can fuck up your sorry ass in naughty ways like it has never been fucked up before.”

Like the way an old timey burlesque dancer would wear a feathered boa wrapped around her neck, Newbomb carried a pair of automotive battery jumper cables, running down the shoulders and dangling past his knees. These were twenty-foot long four-gauge cables with color-coded insulation and vinyl-coated clamps. Lively and smoothly, as if it were as simple an act for him as peeling off the condom after concluding a rewarding fuck, Newbomb took the jumper cables in hand and lifted them off of him. He was like a Gaucho working a bola when he began to whirl them around and around over his head. They made a helicopter’s rotating tail rotary blade whooshing roar as they spun.

Uschi arched an eyebrow. “I got to admit, this I did not anticipate.”

Newbomb hurled one end of the jumper cables at her. They were propelled forward at an incredible speed and force. The red positive and black negative clamps whipped twice around Uschi’s neck and then cinched in tight. She was yanked forward and sent stumbling off balance on the toes of her cha-cha shoes. Her eyes she rolled at the embarrassment of getting caught in a predicament like this as her superstructure teetered and wavered on the verge of a complete collapse.

The other end of the cables Newbomb swung out low to the ground. These negative and positive clamps snaked about her left ankle and caught the leg before there was any chance of Uschi regaining some semblance of equilibrium. One fierce tug took her foot out from under her and there was no way now she was going to keep upright. “Oh fuckity-fuck!” she exclaimed and toppled backwards. Her tailbone landed with a mean determination on the unyielding street surface.

Newbomb stepped forward and stood over her, looked down on her with his head turned at a diagonal angle. He was unaware at the time, but this was his first ever zombie encounter. He believed he recognized Uschi.

“I know you, don’t I?” he said and shook a finger at her. “You use to be kinda halfway famous. You’re that bosomy kissing bandit bitch that back in the eighties would run out onto the baseball fields and smooch the players. Yeah, I saw you plant one on Nolan Ryan this one time. Damnation, girl, you done went and let yourself get fearsomely ugly. Ugh. I’ve seen assholes on livestock that were prettier than what you and your face have got to offer. We’re talking a skank ugly that makes sure to pay all its gross taxes fully and promptly every April fifteenth. Here I am now trying to make up my mind whether it’s worth the mild effort to get your autograph or not.”

Talk of a high caliber class of ugliness prompted Van Valkenburgh to cease licking the rich slather of plasma off of horse organs and rise up from his hands and knees and join the down on her ass Uschi and his fellow creature of the night in the center of Nyman Road.

Uschi stared up at the both of them, her hands cupping her tremendous breasts, and said in a sunshine, lollipops and comic books illustrated by Joe Kubert cheery tone, “Stop smoking in time and you’ll have lungs as healthy as mine.”

The reference was incredibly obscure, and not surprisingly the vampires didn’t catch it. But Denny Gleeth, who owned a copy of the June 1983 issue of Playboy, did. Even in the face of such horrible conditions, he still was able to giggle about it.

A giggling that drew a vampire’s notice. Van Valkenburgh turned his head in Denny’s direction. He studied intensely on a squirming where he stood Denny for a heartbeat or two. Then the grin he gave told he approved of what he saw and he started to pregnant momma waddle toward him, his abundant belly leading the way and the soft, flabby man boobs meat spilling out over the sides of his wifebeater T-shirt rippling with his every step. He was scat singing the theme music to The Rockford Files to himself and his chunky white thighs rubbed together as he was in motion and he had to work at it to ignore the uncomfortable sweaty friction feeling so he wouldn’t loose his jolly mood.

“You find something funny in all of this? Okay. I can appreciate a sense humor in my food. Know what I find humorous?” And out of the ass pocket of his slacks that didn’t contain the first mystery novel penned by the Academy Award winning co-star of Cool Hand Luke he produced the mowing blade from a Sears Craftsman riding lawn mower. One end of it was wrapped heavily in black electrical tape to fashion a crude handle for gripping. “I always find good for a chuckle the opportunity to present to some bug-eyed and bad teeth dicklicker a proper and up close and personal wet and sloppy slaughtering. Yeah, buddy, here we go.”

Vampire versus a fired over the phone Blockbuster Video store employee. Hot damn, this was truly to be a confrontation for the ages.

Van Valkenburgh swung the mower blade at the face—a cold-blooded downward vertical swipe—and, miracles of miracles, Denny did something to protect himself. Faster than he had ever moved before, he managed to sidestep and evade having his head slashed open. Van Valkenburgh, his hair tentacles fanning out around his pumpkin round head like a gorgon on a bad hair day, was lax to bring his arm back in close to him quickly, and this gave Denny the opportunity to go on the offensive. He went after the obese vampire’s wrist, snatching at it and leaning over and biting down and sinking his big, crooked teeth deep in it.

“What the what?” This pained and inconvenienced Van Valkenburgh about as much as would an itch on the end of his dick. He looked down at his chomped on arm and couldn’t decide whether this spectacle should drive him to shit his pants or go blind. “Boy, you are tragically confused. I am supposed to be the one here that do the biting—not you. Behave yourself. You’re making a scene.”

Denny was not a fighter. He didn’t know the first thing about how to throw a punch or put a chokehold on an opponent or any other manly self-defense shit. He just went with what seemed comfortable and came easiest to him. So the biting. And kicking. He started to raise a leg and repeatedly kicked at Van Valkenburgh’s shins while his jaws remained clamped down on the wrist. His Converse sneakers didn’t manage much damage, but they kept trying.

Now Van Valkenburgh was outright laughing at him. He looked to his fellow bloodsucker, Newbomb, and said, “Do you believe this tomfoolery? I swear, this boy has got more goofy in him than the Saturday morning cartoons.”

Distracted as he was, the tight grip on the mower blade was something he became forgetful of. It grew slack and loose. From the corner of his eye, Denny spotted the fingers relax and the blade droop. Van Valkenburgh was barely bothering to keep clasping the thing. There it all of a sudden was—just shit eating grin perfect for the picking. Denny had to go for it.

Please let me do something right for just once in my life.

Denny whipped his own hand out and plucked the blade out of Van Valkenburgh’s hold while simultaneously giving up on the kicking and removing his teeth from the wrist.

Van Valkenburgh’s head came swinging back around to face Denny the split-second he registered the theft. There was surprise and agitation on his puffy face. “Hey!” he snarled between bloody fangs.

“Hay is for horses, douchebag.”

Denny swung that razor-sharp solid steel motherfucker like he was Prince Valiant going to town with a broadsword.

So fast. So accurate. So effective against the portly vampire.

The lawn mower blade came in on a horizontal slice perfectly parallel with Van Valkenburgh’s bunched shoulders. It traveled effortlessly into the neck an inch or less under the jawline, cutting through sinew and fatty flesh like a hot knife doing what it does best on butter. There was only a momentary spot of resistance when blade connected with neck bone—a contact harsh enough to make Van Valkenburgh’s skull vibrate like a just rung bell and the fangs in his mouth to rattle and the bloody saliva pooled under his tongue to fizz—then it was past and exiting the body on the opposite side.

Beautiful, flawless decapitation.

“I did it!”

The jumper cables coiled tight around Uschi’s throat couldn’t stop her from praising her man. “That’s my best thing. Cutting heads off and giving nothing but misery to the folks we don’t like.”

Van Valkenburgh’s untethered noggin, with picture perfect “Oh calamity!” expression to the face, tipped backwards and fell clear of the body it only until just recently was a major part of. There was a dull smack and very little of a bounce when it struck the street pavement.

Dissolution immediately followed. The meat of Van Valkenburgh had no hesitancy to assume the density of warm nasal mucus and trickled off the skull and skeletal frame. All bone matter timely followed the same path and joined the watery flesh in a bubbling hot pool that cooked away in seconds. Clothing and the George Kennedy mystery novel crumbled to ashes. The dark coloring in the blacktop’s tar where the remains once lay was permanently leached out, leaving behind a nauseating pale splotch.

Denny the fearless vampire killer was actually driven to get a touch boastful. With his newly acquired mower blade weapon cradled in the crook of an arm, his chest puffed out and chin raised, he smirked and remarked, “Sweet Claudia Jennings, I think that went pretty goddamn admirable.”

“You are so going to get the fucking of a lifetime as soon as I’m done tangling with Pampers.”

And that was Uschi’s cue to go on the attack against Newbomb. He happened to be standing in easy range for her to kick. The foot that wasn’t entangled with battery jumper cables Uschi raised and launched in a piston motion at Newbomb’s closest available leg.

Those cha-cha shoes she wore were damn well-made footwear. Uschi had already worn them through hell and back and treated them with all sorts of abuse, but still they kept holding it strong and remaining stylish and doing for her what she needed them to do. Satan given brute force drove the heel to lance the kneecap and shatter it as if it were no more than a cheap sheet of old, brittle fiberglass.

The whole knee ruptured like spoiled fruit in the grip of a squeezing hand, spraying scarlet fluids. The leg buckled. Newbomb, never in enough pain to bother with screaming but still a deal distressed, struggled on one leg to remain upright.

The jumper cables were unwrapped from around Uschi’s ankle and neck. She rose to her feet and came after the diaper boy with malevolent intentions on her specially designed brain. She had a squeezed open cable clamp clutched in each of her rotted green hands.

The red positive clamp she closed shut on his right man-titty and the black negative pinched down on the left one. The tiny triangular teeth fashioned into the clamps bit down on him like a pair of starved weasels desperate for meat. They chewed through the mesh of his Mavericks jersey and instantly drew a steady trickle of blood. They forlornly dangled and swayed on Newbomb’s breasts like the tasseled pasties attached to a depressed stripper whose heart wasn’t into her performance. Then an evil laughing Uschi gave the clamps a sudden and hard twist, one nipple taken for a ride clockwise and the other going counter.

“The purple nurples from hell, shitstain,” she taunted him.

This maybe wasn’t anything that could harm a vampire, but it was definitely something that could put him in a screaming freak panic. No dude, be he alive or Anne Rice material, cares to see his male bosoms so criminally mistreated.

When done twisting, she then repositioned her hold on the cables and tugged on them powerfully enough to uproot his man-titties. Thus was born a backyard double mastectomy. They tore off his chest with a juicy ripping sound and left in their wake a ruined basketball jersey and two gushing craters on his upper torso.

A roundhouse pimp slab Uschi happily put upon Newbomb’s head was the follow through, a potent enough strike to cause an alive and in his prime Andre the Giant to stutter step and drool like a moron. It took any desire for mischief or hostility right out of every last cell in Newbomb’s creature of the night carcass. Sorry to break your heart, Bela Lugosi, but the homemade zombie girlfriend totally outclassed this bloodsucking asshole in every category of monster mayhem. The lowly vampire didn’t have any last remaining hope of turning things around and surviving this confrontation.

Adding humiliation to Newbomb’s tittiless shame, the adhesive snaps holding up his adult diaper picked that moment to surrender the last of their stickiness and came undone. Diaper fell to the wayside and nosferatu genitalia became exposed. It was an unwholesome unveiling. Newbomb was revealed to be a small-dick-equipped unfortunate. The thing in question was an uncircumcised and malformed sea cucumber no longer than a Vienna sausage.

Uschi looked upon it with an arched eyebrow and promptly came to the conclusion she wouldn’t want to be fucked with that, but she could be tempted to find out what it tastes like. She placed a hand between his thighs. A sturdy grip on what puny quantity there was available was indulged in. Since she was already down there, she thought it okay to go ahead and treat herself to the balls as well. It all settled in her hand snug and with room to spare.

She tore it all out and popped the bleeding junk into her hungry mouth before Newbomb could even begin to try and figure out what she wanted with his precious lower equator equipment. When he witnessed his pecker and plumes being gnashed to mush between her teeth, his eyeballs ballooned and he liked to have swallowed his tongue.

“My pee-pee!”

“Fair,” critiqued Uschi. “Though, if I must be bluntly honest, I’ve had better tasting come past my lips. What else have you got on you I could sample?”

Her hands plunged inside where once his man-titties resided and fingers grabbed on to ribs. She split his sternum cartilage apart down the center and opened his chest cavity as if it were the wooden shudders over a window. The papery lungs she popped open like piñatas as she clawed her way past muscle and gristle to the heart. The organ was cold, still, and had been inactive for a considerable piece of time. Its removal was no trouble for Uschi to achieve.

Newbomb’s heart was bigger than a peach but smaller than a grapefruit. It squirted and squished from all four ventricles when Uschi bit into it. It was all tough, stringy muscle that required an exhausting considerable amount of chewing before the mouthful could be swallowed. The taste was bland and not worth the chewing effort. She tossed it with but only the one bite taken from it. Brains were better.

The skull she opened with her fingers splitting the bone and lifting back the top of it like it was the hinged lid on a fisherman’s tackle box. The brain appeared plump and delectable and eager to be dined upon. Uschi took it out and put it into her mouth. It proved more palatable than that chewy heart, but it lacked the spicy zing of a certain someone else’s vampire flesh.

“Aw,” she pouted as spittle and brain fluids dribbled from the corners of her lips, “I miss my redheaded tasty-fangy boy. He was such a treat to munch on.”

Nevertheless, Uschi earnestly marshaled on and finished her cranial fete. Deciding nothing else Newbomb had appealed to her, she moved her arm faster than the eye could follow and chopped with her open hand as if it was a butcher’s meat clever straight through the neck, cutting off the dickless undead’s hollowed out head. The wonders of decapitation were once more pressed into service. Newbomb was dismissed, forgotten, and Uschi’s back to him as he commenced to slimily disintegrate to nothing.

Now was the time for best thing to have all of her attention.

“You saw it, yeah? You saw what I did to that guy?” Denny was still proud as hell with himself and having a bit of a hard time believing it was actually he who did the heroic deed. “I killed him up real good, huh? I did it right? Or did I fuck it up somehow? Truthfully, I wouldn’t be a smidgen surprised to find out I’m the one loser who could find a way to do something right but still end up doing it wrong. Did I manage someway to disappoint you?”

Crickets were out, their chirping coming from all around them. Every once and a while a barn owl or two could be heard off in the distance hooting to one another.

“Best thing, haven’t we established by now that you are not a loser and there is no way you could ever disappointment me? You did everything perfect.” She was walking across Nyman Road, bathed in the moonlight, approaching where Denny stood. “It was a Sybil Danning’s cleavage in Battle beyond the Stars magnificent kill. You treated that boy so slick and deadly I caught myself thinking there for a heartbeat maybe you got yourself some CIA training I never knew about.”

“Gosh. That impressed, huh?”

Now Uschi stood inches in front of him, hands going to his jeans’ zipper and laboring to remove his precious to her dick. Cradling his erection in the palm of the same hand that only a minute early had destroyed another man’s johnson, she leaned in to whisper into his ear with a soft, wet voice, “I’m always impressed with you, best thing.”

Denny was gently laid down upon the shoulder of the road’s gravel surface. Uschi mounted and inserted Denny into her. Her head tilted back and she Smurf sighed loud enough to make the surrounding wildlife go quite for a spell. Their lovemaking was fierce but passionate and for both unquestionably so far the highlight of the evening.
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Chapter Fifteen

The Get It Quick convenience store was inside the boundaries of the Mapache Thicket. This was the country, with mostly open pastureland and grazing livestock for company on this lonely part of two-lane road. The establishment came equipped with four self-serve gas pumps—unleaded, super unleaded, premium unleaded and diesel—and this was one of those godawful businesses where you had to come inside and pay before you could begin to fill your tank. Except for the metal doorframe, the entire front of the store was glass, and lit up glowing neon beer signs occupied nearly every available inch of space like electrified graffiti. Small but well stocked, the inside of the Get It Quick featured everything from brake fluid to tunafish, dishwasher detergent to ladies sanitary napkins. A large metal sign bolted to the front of the cashier stand in back of the place informed in both English and Spanish THE CASHIER DOES NOT KNOW THE COMBINATION TO THE STORE SAFE. The smells of lottery ticket ink and microwaved burritos forever dominated the atmosphere in here.

The lone employee working there tonight was sitting on a bar stool behind the counter, wasting time and life span on a fat girls porno magazine he was “borrowing” from the adult reading material newsstand with him behind the counter.

This was Gator. His eyes were bland and vacuous like a ventriloquist dummy’s and his hair he kept cut short and shaped in a Moe Howard chili bowl haircut. In the back pocket of Gator’s dark slacks was his price labeling gun, and the feel of it pressing against his left ass cheek continuously kept reminding him there was work to be doing around these parts. There was a corner aisle display of canned dog food that required a ten-cent mark up. Yes, he knew he best be getting on it, but Gator was just in too much of a lazy mood right then and there to snap into high flying dog food pricing action.

A small thirteen-inch TV set was sitting on the counter, in close proximity to the cash register, and it was showing an old, old Barnaby Jones episode. Special guest-star William Shatner was the obvious fiendish killer, so that left Gator with marginal if any interest in the program.

Soon he could hear the racket made by a weird sounding engine. A weak, bad carburetor putt-putt-putting. It was too small for an automobile or motorcycle. More suited for a go-cart or a kid’s moped. Gator took his eyeballs away from a particularly graphic full-page spread of a three-hundred sixty pounds Nebraska farm girl who was more than happy to give the world an especially up close and personal examination of her hairy like a cat’s belly where babies come from and sat up straight on the barstool. He turned down the volume on the television. The weird engine sounds were steadily growing closer.

He came off the stool. A powerful curiosity had taken hold of him. What was this all about? He approached the storefront, looking outside. He watched as a going at it in third gear riding lawn mower, its twin headlights doing puny little to cut through the evening’s darkness and the disengaged mower deck raised maybe at best six inches off the road, pulled into the Get It Quick’s parking lot and stopped beside the gas pumps.

It was a Murray brand mower, dirty and its paint job sun-faded, driven by a woman trying to work the wheel while balancing a small child perched on her lap.

After a brief hunt, she found the key and switched off the engine. She hadn’t considered throttling down and there was a backfire as loud as a shotgun blast. Both her and the kid jumped and wailed and had a short crying fit over that. Some effort and figuring things through, but in time they disembarked safely enough. They held hands as they walked together to the store.

The woman wore a man’s western cut shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows and a down to the ankles pioneer dress skirt that did nothing to complement the shape of her ass. The child was a little boy in Spider-Man pajamas and a Dallas Cowboys football helmet that swallowed his head whole and wobbled on top of him like the dome on a bobble head doll.

By the time the door was opening, Gator was back comfortably on his stool seat. He put the dirty fat girls periodical away under the counter. “Well howdy.” He smiled at the two of them and watched as they were approaching the counter. “Good to have y’all come in. I was hoping for some company to come around for a while now. Tell me how I can help y’all tonight.”

The woman’s hair was long and straight and dark and parted down the center in a beatnik coffeehouse poet girl style. She had recently been on the receiving end of a brutal beating. She looked just godawful. A considerable fat lip to her mouth and a turnip purple bruising had swollen her left eye shut; red welts of differing sizes pocked her forehead and much of her face. Only recently had she stopped bleeding from her nose, the red stuff dried and crusty around her nostrils and staining the front of her shirt. There was a tangible sadness about her that filled the immediate air surrounding her. She seemed frightened, insecure and terribly fragile right this moment. Gator imagined that if he were to only breathe on her too hard she’d snap in two like a Popsicle stick.

It took a spell before she could muster up the initiative to speak to him. “Sir, did you see what we drove up in?” Her voice was sounding rough, strained and small. “The lawn mower?”

“Uh, yeah, missy, I did happen to notice that.”

“Its gauge is sitting on the E. I don’t know much about these kinds of machines. Do you by any chance happen to know how much gas it holds?”

“Oh, I’d imagine three or four gallons worth. Give or take a share.”

She opened her purse, produced a pair of fives, and slid them over the counter to Gator. Her painted fingernails were green like pistachio almond ice cream. “That’s enough to get me a full tank, yes?”

“We’ll let it make do, sure.”

The boy was leaning his little head back a far ways so he could look out of the big football helmet and up at Gator. Behind the facemask was a grin on his mudpie plain face that was one those so ugly it was kind of cute jobs. “We’re adventure driving,” he informed in a breathy, high-pitched voice.

“Y’all are? And what exactly is all that about?”

She answered that. “Here we are on a lawn mower with a dang near empty gas tank, we got for company them giant dump trucks hauling gravel and trash that travel this road at like a hundred miles an hour roaring past us every other minute, and it’s all happening in the pitch black middle of the night. Lord, if you can’t call that adventure driving, then I don’t know what you could.”

Gator chuckled. “I hear you on that.”

“I’m thirsty, Momma. Can I have a soda pop?”

“I tell you what, I’m thirsty myself. How about you go and fetch us a Big Red and the two of us will share it.”

“Okey-doke.” And he did his best little military salute, his hand going thock when it bounced off the side of the Cowboys helmet, and then he was off in a hurry to the soft drinks cooler.

With her little boy out of earshot, the woman next told Gator, “I’ve left my husband. I promised him I would if he was ever to come at me drunk and fists doubled up again.” She said that without an ounce of shame or reservations concerning sharing this information with a complete stranger. A convenience store clerk was a lot like a bartender that way—people always eager to come along and spill their life’s story to them. “Tonight he decided to one more time take his frustration with how he thinks the world treats him so shitty out on my face. That’s it. I’m done. I’m all out of forgiveness.”

This quiet pall then happened between the two of them. It was awkward and uncomfortable. Gator didn’t rightly know the proper way to respond to something like this. Finally, he went with what first came to his mind.

“Why a getaway on a mower?”

“When my husband’s arms got tired and there was no more beer in the house, he cut out to his favorite bar in the one car we got. My mind was made up. I wasn’t going to spend another night in that house no matter what. I promised I’d leave him and I am come hell or high water determined to hold myself to it. I woke my baby and fetched my purse and we hightailed it out of there on the only means of transportation available to us.”

“I see. Makes sense.”

“Now, I may not look it to you,” she continued, “but I do actually have this thought out. Well, mostly thought out. I got a friend, and she doesn’t live too far off from these whereabouts. She should be willing to put us up for at least one night. From there I can make arrangements to skeedaddle out of state. I have family in Arkansas. They’re good people. They’ll help; they’ll look out for us. I’ll get me a divorce and start fresh. We’re gonna do okay. Just need some gas, then we’ll be set to rock ’n roll.”

The boy returned to the counter, bottle of Big Red in his hands. His mother handed it over to Gator and he rang it and the gas up together on the register. He bagged the Big Red and gave it back to the boy before reaching under the counter and switching on the pump.

“You ever pumped gas before?” he asked.

This big sigh came from the beaten mother. “Nope. This is about to be my first time at it.”

“Tell you what, let me walk out there with y’all and show you how it’s done.”

“I don’t want to put you out any.”

“Aw, you ain’t putting me out. Don’t worry any about that. In fact, I appreciate the something to do. I’ve been too complacent around these parts lately. This gives me the chance to shake off the cobwebs.”

All good country boy charm and manners, Gator came around the counter’s corner and began heading down one of the Get It Quick’s shopping aisles. “I’d hate for y’all to get out there and get stuck with a problem and have nobody close by to help you.” He stopped beside the pyramidal display of canned dog food he needed to reprice, turned around and waited while they fell in step and started to follow him. “The three of us working together ought to get it done right.”

She was smiling and ignoring the pain this brought to her abused face. “It’s really kind of you to do this.” She looked at her son and gave him a slight nudge along the shoulder. “What do we say to the nice man?”

“Thank you.”

“Just trying to satisfy my customers.”

One of those cans of dog food then all of a sudden found its way off the display and into Gator’s hand. It was a 13OZ. can, thick and heavy and its contents a mixed chicken and rice recipe that guaranteed right there on the label to help give your pet’s coat a healthy, shiny luster. When, hand in hand with her child, she stepped in reach of the kind convenience store clerk, Gator whacked her as viscously hard as he could upside the head with the can.

There was this short but memorable dense kunk! of a sound that visited every corner of the Get It Quick.

The woman screamed once and collapsed. She hit a shelf and did a rattling good job of knocking over cans of condensed milk and chopped black olives before lying in a fleshy heap on the floor. A split in her scalp started to bleed, quickly painting one half of her face red. She remained conscious, but deeply pain shocked and unresponsive to all around her. The hold on her son’s hand slipped away and was lost. They would never touch one another again.

“MOMMA!” screamed the boy.

There’s something special about a child’s scream. Like no other sound imaginable. It was impossible not to have an ounce of humanity somewhere lurking inside you and not be affected by it. Not wanting to immediately forget all else and reach out and do something to help.

Gator put a swift kick to the kid’s belly. That shut him up and left him thrashing on the floor next to his mother. Then, nonchalant as lifting the lid on a commode, he put his fingers through the slots in the facemask’s grill and removed the helmet from the boy’s head. His expression quite neutral, he raised the helmet and brought it down like a medieval executioner’s axe, fast and savagely on the crown of the young customer’s skull. It was a killing blow. The blood that flowed from the boy’s head wound was enough for a Brian De Palma movie, and merged together with his mother’s own spilled blood and collected in a large pool around the both of them.

A silent Gator behaved like a caveman in love and dragged the woman by her hair along the floor and deposited her at the doors to the beer and wine cooler. She tried to move in an attempt to sit up. It was not the smartest thing she could have done right then, what with Gator standing over her and watching with a detached cold stare as she struggled to rise. Another solid kunk! from the can of dog food ended those shenanigans.

The beer and wine cooler’s six doors were glass; five metal frame shelves behind each door, and the variety of alcoholic beverages it appeared stocked with vast and plentiful. Gator opened one of its doors and pushed back and to the side the shelf rack. It was on wheels and moved smoothly and with not too much effort required. Bottles and cans softly rattled and clacked together.

There were no lights on inside, only impenetrable blackness. It would seem logical to anticipate an icy blast of air to strike as the door opened, something just above freezing and sure to put gooseflesh on exposed skin. That didn’t happen with this cooler. Instead the air that wafted out was a tropical climate, dank and warm, with an earthy and ripe vegetation stench about it.

Under half a dozen tentacle-like appendages with brown bark scaled skin and covered in green leaves squirmed and slithered from out of the cooler and coiled around the woman’s limp form. She was effortless and silently but for the occasional leaves rustling together lifted off the floor and carried inside the cooler.

Gator fetched the boy, dragging him by one leg back to the cooler. More sinuous vegetable matter reached for the dead kid and took him. Very soon there were eating sounds, noisy and gurgling sucking like a straw hitting the empty bottom of a strawberry milkshake.

(You have performed well.) The strange voice that telepathically communicated with Gator seductively oozed and slithered amongst his brainwaves. (I am proud of you. Continue to serve me like this, and soon all of Earth will be at your feet.)

The Master was pleased with his meal. The adrenaline rush satisfaction of knowing he had done well for the one he served pumped through Gator as if it were a really excellent drug. All felt right with the world.

The shelf rack was returned to its place and the door closed. The riding lawn mower parked by the gas pumps he could take care of shortly. He knew some people to telephone that would take it off his hands with no questions asked, just like they had done with all the abandoned cars left here.

He went to the stock room in back of the store and got a bottle of Pine Sol and a mop and bucket and set to work cleaning up the blood. He labored hard, generating sweat that dripped from his face and a burn in the muscles of his arms and back. He wiped down each can of condensed milk and chopped olives and placed them on their correct space on the aisle shelf. The price-labeling gun was unholstered from his slacks’ pocket and a $30.00 tag Gator slapped on the Dallas Cowboys football helmet. He set it on a shelf between jars of salsa and bags of pork rinds.

Gator mounted back up on the barstool behind the sales counter. He turned the volume on the TV set up and learned he was just in time to watch a post Beverly Hillbillies Buddy Ebsen turn a pre Barbary Coast Bill Shatner over to the police. He resumed scrutinizing the pages of the fatty pornography magazine.

In the beer and wine cooler, a thing not of this world continued to feast.




