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Internet Picture Experiment 
By  

Christopher Newman 

 

 The following stories came about from pictures I’ve run across during countless hours 

surfing the Internet.  They seemed to beg to have a story written about them… or at least an 

explanation.  I cannot take credit for the photos and all were taken from either Very 

Demotivational.com or The Picture is Unrelated.com.  I claim no copyright on said images and 

they are the exclusive rights of the photographer and/or the website.  However the tales are mine 

and I hold the exclusive copyright to them.  No reproduction, resale or redistribution without my 

written consent is a violation of said copyright. 

 Some of these tales are erotica, thus be warned.  Most however are just the first 

impressions I got when I saw them and they run the gambit from humor to horror to romance.  I 

hope you enjoy this small trip through my strange imagination. 

 

Enjoy! 

Christopher Newman 

 

 

 

For more on my books go to: 

www.christophercnewman.wordpress.com 



 

 

3 

 

Table of Contents 
Curling—3 

Tender Tentacles—6  

The Wall of Rears—13  

From Arkham Fled—19  

The Cosplay Connection—26  

The Fisherman’s Wife—34 

The Pink Mouse Avenger—39 

Make Me Laugh—44 

Chocolate—50 

Wash Day—60  

What Lies Beneath the Skin—64 

Inheritance—90 

Freak Show!—114 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

4 

Curling 
 “Come on Abby it’s all set up and it’ll be fun!” Meredith squealed happily.  “I didn’t buy 

all this booze and baby oil for nothing.” 

 “I don’t know about this it seems so—perverted!” I said, setting down my empty beer 

bottle. 

 I was filled with trepidation and a bit of embarrassment.   Granted nobody was in the gym 

but it didn’t make it any easier and outside the Minnesota winter wind howled.  The rest of my 

curling team was present besides me and Meredith.  It was past midnight and we had been 

celebrating.  Cindy and Roxanne stood around brazenly nude and oiled, just like me and 

Meredith.  Before me stretched a long rubber sheet gleaming with the same lubricate.  Roxie the 

brunette and Cindy the blonde were barely containing their laughter. 

 “Just lie on your stomach and grab your ankles,” Roxie said. 

 “Trust us!  Come on Abby this is a great idea,” Cindy giggled. 

 I stared at the rest of them and turned hot and red from embarrassment.  We’d been doing 

a bit of drinking since hearing our team was in the running for the Olympic trials.  But this?  This 

was pure insanity.  But it was too late to back out now so I sank to the ground crushing my 

breasts against the cold sheet.  Roxie and Cindy took a hold of my upper arms and ankles and 

lifted me up.  Terror filled me as they began to swing me back and forth.  Meredith stood there 

with the broom a few feet away in front of me.  Her hot body was glistening with oil making her 

skin look so soft and inviting.  Each arc of my body brought her nearer and the farther away as 

the girls rocked me back and forth in mid-air.   

 “One, two…,” Cindy chanted. 

 “Three!” Roxie shrieked happily. 

 At the bottom of my motion they released their grip sending me flying towards the slick 

mat.  I hit with a thump and the breath was knocked out of me as my ribs compressed from the 

impact.  Legs spreading wide only held together by the death-grip I had on my ankles.  Meredith 

rushed in front of me and swept the baby oil to keep me moving.  Skidding and sliding I began to 

rotate to the left, apparently Roxie was stronger than Cindy and used more strength. 

 “Keep you boobs up!” the brunette called out with a laugh. 

 “Oh my god, check it out!  She’s doing great!” the blonde chattered. 
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 I felt so dirty, open and yet it was incredibly exhilarating.  Meredith’s broom swished in 

front of me as I glided down the rubber mat.  I arched back making my pussy grind into the slick 

surface, my clitoris rubbing against it making it tingle and grow as aroused as my nipples.  

Turning my body to the right I corrected my spin and started laughing.  I now I knew how the 

curling stone felt sliding towards the house, its speed helped out by the sweepers moving their 

brooms quickly in front of it, guiding it towards victory.  I could feel the greasy feeling of my 

pubs, the decadent slipperiness of my skin on the mat and the firm, hard rubbing of my clit.  The 

hot stares of my teammates on my naked soaring body and their tittering nervous laughter 

echoed behind me.  A quick glance backwards showed that Roxie and Cindy were masturbating 

frantic and openly. Their inhibitions were gone from all the beer and my splayed, sliding and 

naked body.  The sight of them harshly caressing their pussies seared into my mind.  It was too 

much. My mouth fell open when my climax hit.  Roaring through me like none before I 

succumbed to ride the hot wave like my body was doing on the mat. 

 “Aaaaaghh!” I wailed. 

 “I knew it!” Meredith gasped. “I just knew she’d come!  You guys didn’t believe me but 

check her out—it’s an orgasmic tsunami!” 

 I finally slid to a stop, my nose touching the house’s far red curve and my body dancing 

from the post erotic delight.  Releasing my legs I sank to the oily sheet a quivering mass of 

fleshy delight. 

 “How was it?” Meredith snickered leaning down to speak into my ear. 

 “You just gotta try this,” I sighed. 
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Tender Tentacles 
 Suki Sato stood in front of the table laden with fish, her knife in her hand.  The dirty look 

upon her face crinkling up her pert nose for the task at hand seemed endless.  Mr. Wang’s Fish 

Market was a busy place in the city of San Francisco and the wharf-side shop was crawling with 

customers.  Most of them were Americans who looked like they were straight out of the travel 

magazines.  A sigh heaved through her small chest and she yanked across another cold, wet and 

dead aquatic animal to begin gutting it up for sale.   

 It’s raining outside, I’m stuck in here chopping up fish and I’m lonely, the she groused to 

herself.  To think I left this kind of situation in Japan only to suffer it here in America is ironic. 

The only bright spot stood across from her at the same table.  Another black haired Asian 

beauty worked in silence.  She had found herself grinning unexpectedly when the newcomer was 

introduced by Mr. Wang.  But Lin Arimori had kept her eyes downcast ever since then.  It was 

obvious this employee fresh off the plane.  Although Suki was from Japan she knew without a 

doubt Lin was from Korea.  Her rounder eyes and softer facial features were a testament to her 

heritage.  Somehow Suki knew finding a job here at Mr. Wang’s and working here part-time was 

less than she expected.  She still felt the same way since coming from Toyko.  That fact didn’t 

deter the other woman, for it only being her first day on the job she appeared too serious and 

focused.  Suki, on the other hand was well versed in her chores having been here for six months.   

 Looking over she tried not to stare in fear of getting caught.  Lin was heavier in the chest, 

her breasts rolling and shuddering with every flashing of her knife.  The stray black strands 

escaping the confines of her hair net made Suki’s fingers itch to push them back out of the way.  

Her soft skin, those deep brown eyes and the puckered bow-like lips had provided her with too 

much of a distraction.  She had nipped herself with her sharp tool already once and a thin ribbon 

of blood had run down her fingertip.  She stuck it into her mouth just before going to the medical 

kit hanging on the wall.  Fortunately for Suki, Lin hadn’t realized what exactly had happened.  

Nor could she see the interest boiling out of her. 

 “It’s lunch time!” Mr. Wang called out twice, once in Japanese and the other in Korean.   

She had been so bothered by her musings she hadn’t heard the man come into the 

backroom.  The rest of them, an even dozen smiled and set down their tools and quickly made 

their way out.  They clucked and chatted like a pack of noisy hens.  Mr. Wang seemed to 

exclusively employ Asian women from a variety of nations.  But he was fond of Japanese or 
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Koreans. He seemed to like to employ only people from those two countries.  Suki knew this was 

the case because the shop holder was from Okinawa but his wife was from Seoul.  She took great 

delight in noticing that Lin reacted at the first announcement. 

 She speaks Japanese, how interesting.   

 After their co-workers filed out of the backroom.  However looking quite confused and 

unsure what to do Lin stood there waiting for someone to tell her where to go and what to do. 

 “You didn’t bring lunch?” Suki asked. 

 “No I had a hard time getting up,” she muttered, still avoiding Suki’s eyes. 

 “I brought enough for two do you want to share?” 

 “I would be honored.” 

 “You’re name is Lin, right?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “My name’s Suki—I’m from Japan.  Where were you born?” 

 “Korea.” 

 “I see.  Don’t be shy I won’t bite.” 

 Unless you want me to. 

 She handed the other woman the second of two sandwiches she had brought from her 

small apartment a few blocks away.  Luckily Suki had a spare Coke as well.  Silently they both 

sat down away from the cutting table, their backs to the wall. 

 “I sense you’re very sad,” the Japanese woman boldly said.  “Do you miss your home and 

family?” 

 “Yes,” Lin whispered.  “My brother didn’t make it.  The soldiers at the docks chased him 

down.  He was helping me into the boat when they spotted us, he ran away to distract them.  I 

don’t know if he’s still alive.” 

 “You’re from North Korea then.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Are you all alone here?” 

 “Mr. Wang works with an organization that helps people like my brother and I to escape 

the terrible regime in the North.  I owe him much.” 

 “I’m so sorry about your brother.  I’m sure in time he’ll join you.” 
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 “I pray this will be the case.  But he had no where to run back to since our family had 

disowned us both.” 

 Eating in silence once more Suki couldn’t help but be curious about the details of Lin’s 

escape. It was a pleasant change in her thoughts distracting her from the nearness of this 

beautiful woman.  However she watched as a tear ran down her perfect cheek and the need to 

kiss it away was almost too great. 

 “You’re very pretty but you need to smile more often,” she said eventually.  “You’re in 

America now and the possibilities are endless.  You can go to school and get a good education, 

even become an activist or a lawyer and help people like your brother.” 

 “I-I hadn’t thought of that,” the yellow skinned beauty stammered. 

 “It’s true!  There is so much opportunity here it’s unbelievable.  All you need is some 

friends and a good laugh.” 

 “I don’t think I’ll ever laugh again—not after Chen.” 

 “I can make you laugh I bet!” 

 Jumping up a strange humor filled her soul and with a silly grin she scampered over to 

the table.  Suki snapped up an uncut octopus and slapped it on her head, the rubbery tentacles 

coldly caressing her face and dripping sea water down her neck.  Turning in place she struck a 

comical antagonist’s pose, crossed her eyes and stuck out her tongue.  

 “Argh!” she laughed. “It’s the revenge of the hentai tentacle beast—it has returned!  Run 

for your lives!” 

The astonished look on Lin’s face was priceless.  The hand holding her sandwich was 

frozen halfway to her lips for several for several awkward and silent seconds.  A smile split the 

Korean’s face and she covered her mouth with a dainty hand to stifle her giggling laughter.  The 

tinkling sound was infectious and soon Suki found she was snickering uncontrollably as well.   

 “You are so funny!” Lin wailed, tears running down her face. 

 “I told you I could make you smile.” 

 Surprisingly her lunch mate leaped to her feet and ludicrously jammed another of the 

many limbed sea creature on her own skull.  Jokingly she pranced around striking hysterical 

stances, like some weird model and making funny grunting noises.  The oozing limbs quivering 

and swinging while she moved.  The water dipping down her features washing away her tears.   
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 “All run in fear from the Twin Tentacle Beasts!” Lin said in a movie announcer’s voice.  

“No one is safe!  Flee to the hills—scream in terror!” 

Suki fell to her knees, her stomach aching from all the merriment.  Wrapping her arms 

around her middle she hugged the cramping sensations contorting her belly.  Wiping tears from 

her eyes sat down on the floor. 

 “Thank you,” her co-worker said amid a fit of giggling.  “I really needed that.” 

 She sank down in front of her.  Lin’s sweet face just a foot away from Suki’s making the 

desire to kiss her take precedence in her mind.   

 “I would like to be your friend,” the Korean said. 

The soft expression which crossed her features as she spoke made Suki blush out of 

embarrassment, this woman only wanted to be her friend.  All the wishing in the world wouldn’t 

transform her into a lover.  She felt sadness well up into her soul, for too long she had been 

single.  Leaving her last lover in Japan Suki had yet to find another for the hectics days had been 

spent just trying to survive in San Francisco.  The newcomer cocked an eyebrow at her reaction.  

Turning away for her misery would only drag Lin back down into her own.  She didn’t want that 

to happen. 

“You are sad too,” the taller woman softly stated. 

“I-it’s nothing,” she lied. 

 “Don’t be unhappy.  Look!  Your sister Tentacle Beast is about to stick out her tongue at 

the world!”  

 Turning to face Lin her mouth dropped open in shock.  Lin had put a chopped up tentacle 

into her mouth and it hung down to her lap making her look like some strange drooling creature.  

Between the limply hanging rubber strands dangling off Lin’s head and the bizarre mouthful she 

was sporting her sorrow disappeared.  Reaching out she grabbed up the other end and stuffed it 

between her lips.  Between choking fits of mirth and watery eyes they sat there on the cold, 

watery concrete floor like two female asylum inmates.  Suki’s merriment was halted 

unexpectedly when Lin reached out a hand and put it on her shoulder.  The contact made the 

moment freeze in time.  Eons passed while the warmth of the other woman’s hand sank into her 

shirt and infused a hot feeling throughout her body. 

 “Lin I’m not sure…,” she blubbered past a slimy mouthful. 
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 An expression passed across Lin’s face like a cloud crossing the summer sky.  Leisurely 

it seemed to hang there.  The woman’s hand descending from her shoulder sent heated chills into 

Suki’s mind.  Sitting like a statue she watched as Lin undid the buttons to her blouse and tugged 

down the straps of her bra.  Cold air caressing the flesh of her chest made her realize this was no 

lesbian fantasy of hers.  She was not lying on her bed, masturbating to a dreamed up scene.  She 

was really experiencing this drifting upon a boiling sea of hot emotions   The icy chill and the 

anticipation made her nipples erect and protrude, hoping for the possibility of being touched, 

caressed or kissed.   

 “Really Lin you shouldn’t…,” she began. 

 “Sssh be quiet I want to,” answered the pretty woman kneeling in front of her. 

Shivering with anticipation Suki just waited, her breath husking out between quivering 

lips.  Finally an errant palm and long fingers slid down to encompass her small A-cup breast.  

Both of them groaned in ecstasy while her bosom was kneaded and squeezed.  A flood of desire 

exploded from her soul and filled her with a passion she had long given up on. 

 “You’re breasts are so firm and nice,” Lin warbled past the tentacle. 

She couldn’t formulate a reply, only sigh and moan with pleasure.  Suki locked her gaze 

with the one from this magnificent creature’s. 

In the Korean girl’s eyes she thought she could fathom the reason she had been cast out 

of her family.  Why this gorgeous creature had left her homeland and why her brother trying to 

protect her.  She wasn’t sure this was real.   

It could be only a fantasy, a made-up story I making up as she fondles me. 

But the idea that Lin was the same as her, a woman who loved other women made her 

heart pound like a wild thing in her chest.  It felt like it was trying to break past her ribs and drop 

into Lin’s hands a gift proving her secret admiration.  Like the ropey length of gray octopus 

tentacle hanging between their lips, the unspoken questions they both longed to ask dangled 

there in a tantalizing silence.  Lin unbuttoned her top displaying the C-cupped beauties she 

possessed.  The silent kneading of her tits and the unabashed exposure making Suki’s heart swell 

with an aching need.  The comical scene was transcended by the shining affection in both of their 

eyes.   

Lin was beautiful.  Her perfect pink capped breasts, the flesh of her bosom dotting with 

goose-pimple made her almost pass out.  Shockingly Lin was leaning forward placing her other 
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hand on Suki’s other breast.  Responding kind, she too reached out taking both of those 

tantalizingly soft globes in her hands, her thumbs brushing the engorged buds.  Their heavy 

weight and womanly warmth made her moan and close her eyes.  Fondling each other in silence 

the two women pinched and kneaded one another, words now meaningless.  Oozing out of her 

bow-like lips the grayed flesh of the tentacles flopped out and hit the floor with a splat.  Suki 

parted her jaws releasing the other end. 

“I want to kiss you,” Lin whispered.  “Would you like that?” 

 “I-I can’t believe this,” she hoarsely muttered. “Are you being serious?  If you’re lying 

you will break my heart.” 

 Bending at the waist she made good on her admittance.  Those pert flower-like lips met 

hers.  A soft moan escaped her co-worker’s mouth while their tongues danced and cavorted.  The 

kiss was too brief it left Suki only wanting more. 

 “No I am being sincere,” Lin demurely stated, looking down. “I have been watching you 

watch me. If you had been paying more attention you would’ve seen me doing the same.  I felt 

the connection between us, like our hearts were talking without us knowing about it.  I tried to 

turn away, to concentrate on my work but since I first laid eyes on you my heart was lost.  Say 

you feel the same way.” 

 Suki was shocked and saw tears forming in Lin’s eyes.  She wiped them away. 

 “Y-you’re gay?” she asked. 

 “What is gay?” the Korean asked.  “If you mean that I crave a women’s touch instead of 

a man’s then you are right.  My family disowned me because I refused to marry some bow-

legged young man in our village.  My parents were angry when I refused for they had spent a lot 

of money on the marriage broker who arranged it all.  My brother risked being cast out as well 

just to help me leave the country.  Chen risked his own happiness so his little sister could live as 

she wished.” 

 “That is so noble.” 

 “He was a good man.” 

“Where are you staying?” Suki inquired. 

 “Mr. Wang is letting me stay above the shop for right now,” Lin stated. 

 “Would you like to go out after work for tea perhaps?” 
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 “I’d like that.  We have much to discuss and I very much wish to explore the feelings you 

have stirred in my heart.” 

 “Your thoughts equal mine.” 

 Footsteps shook them out of the strange, comical but romantic scene.  Lin kissed her 

again.  It still wasn’t long enough for Suki’s taste but it held all the promise and passion of better 

things to come.  Quickly stuffing themselves into bras and shirts they stood up just as their co-

workers came back.  Striking silly poses they shocked and amused their co-workers.  They 

joined the howling laughter which penetrated into the front of the shop.  Mr. Wang came running 

into the back to stare in shock at the two women wearing fishy and bizarre headgear.   

Winking at the taller woman Suki smiled at the anticipation of getting off work, 

showering and having tea with Lin.  Her dreary mood dispersed in the sunshine of Lin’s returned 

grin.  Hope blossomed anew in her heart. 

 Perhaps today wasn’t such a bad day after all, she mused silently. 
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The Wall of Rears 
 I woke up.  My head felt like it was stuffed with straw and my mouth was as dry as a 

bone.  Through my bleary, caked vision I could see a multitude of tan objects, round firm globes 

staring back at me like some pornographer’s wallpaper.  Sticking under each squirming derriere 

was a slip of paper with a number printed on it.  The soft sounds of women weeping, muted and 

faint trickled into my ears.  I was sitting in a wheelchair, bound and to weak to move. 

 What the hell? I mused drunkenly.  I remember the party over at the Minford’s vaguely.  

John and Sarah had thrown it for me since my book reached the number one spot on the New 

York Times Bestsellers list.  Carol was with me and we were leaving—why don’t I remember 

anything else. 

 My wife Carol was a gorgeous woman who had stood by my side through the thin years.  

Believing in my work when everyone else around me felt I should give up my dream of being a 

writer.  Faithfully she remained staunch and defended my vision from friends and family.  Since 

“Diary of a Monster” came out and I hit the big time she had taken great delight in saying “I told 

you so” to all my doubters. 

 Carol.  Where was she?  My head lolled on my neck in a creaky manner while I strained 

to locate her.  The sobbing sound of the women in front of me sent an icy chill through my soul. 

 Could she be one of those fleshy bottoms in front of me? 

 “I see you’ve awakened,” a gruff, raspy voice chuckled behind me.  “It’s so good to 

finally meet you Mr. Thompson, I’m one of your biggest fans.” 

 “Who are you?” I croaked out. 

 “My name—well it’s not important.  However I have read your work and I say do find 

myself a bit of an expert when it comes to you.” 

 “I’m flattered but if you want an autograph this isn’t the way to go about it.” 

 “Autograph?  Oh no, that’s not my intention at all.  See you stated in an article that you’d 

know your wife no matter what the circumstances were so I thought I’d test that theory.  Let us 

play a game.” 

 “A g-game?” I tittered. 

 “Oh yes,” he replied.  “It’s a good game—this contest of ours.  Before you in that 

modified wine rack are ten women, all about the same dimensions as your beloved Carol.  Each 

one is here against their will, snatched up off the street just as I have done to you and your wife.  
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The game we are going to play involves your ability to identify the woman you married.  Simple 

is it not?” 

 “W-why are you doing this?” 

 “Why?  Simply put I want to see if you are as honest as you claim.  Your book showed 

the workings of a serial killer’s mind.  However your depictions of his victims left much to be 

desired so I wanted to give you a small taste of what it felt like to be a victim—to know the 

terrors of being in this sort of situation.” 

 “You are insane!” 

 “This could quite possibly be the case or perhaps I’m just deeply interested in the human 

condition.” 

 “What are the rules?” 

 “You have three chances to guess which one of these quivering bottoms belongs to your 

wife.  Since she sports no identifying marks, such as a tattoo or a mole I have equally surrounded 

you with similar asses.  If you guess wrong I will inject a lethal dose of puffer fish neurotoxin 

into the incorrectly identified butt and then cut off one of your fingers.” 

 “And if I pick her out?” I said with a cold shiver. 

 “I will release all those in captivity and you’ll be free to go as well.”  The unseen man 

behind me answered.  “In short you can save everyone’s ass if you get it right on the first try.” 

 He chuckled deep and low at his jest.  Sweat began to form on my brow, my eyes darting 

from plump derriere to plump derriere. 

 “You have thirty seconds to make your first choice—staring now!” he announced. 

 Okay let’s weed them out by skin color, I thought licking my lips.  Carol doesn’t tan so 

that leaves all but one on the bottom rack and three on the top.  

 My mind swirled with images of the two of us making love, trying to ascertain a clue to 

that which I had cupped, kissed and petting for the past seven years.   

 “Ten seconds remaining,” my captor whispered dramatically. 

 “Number two,” I replied. 

 He stepped from behind, but his face still hidden by a leather fetish mask.  The zipper 

across his mouth seemed to mockingly smirk at me. 

 “Number two is it?” he rumbled. 

 “Y-yes.” 
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 “Oh I am so sorry but you are incorrect.” 

 Producing a hypodermic he stabbed it into the fleshy cheek of Number Two and pushed 

the plunger down.  The rack began shaking violently and the woman’s ass danced in spastic 

shivers.  Her voice, muffled by some devious means was shrill but quickly descended into a deep 

gurgling coughing.  The white piece of woodwork rattled and swayed until suddenly, terribly it 

stopped. 

 Turning to me he gripped my right hand and produced a small pair of bolt cutters.  I 

fought to keep him from obtaining my pinkie finger but failed.    

 “No! D-don’t do this!” I shrieked. 

 Snip! 

 I screamed.  Hot agony laced up my arm into my shoulder and finally reached my brain.  

Tears of pain poured out of my eyes and blood started spurting from my hand.  Quickly, and 

without being asked, my captor bound the wound shut.  My body was wracked with jerking 

convulsions and I moaned without meaning to. 

 “Well Mr. Thompson are you ready for your next choice?” the maniac questioned. 

 “You sick son-of-a-bitch!” I snarled in agony. 

 “Fifteen seconds.” 

 Frantically I scoured the jiggly scene before me, my eyes darting from top row to bottom, 

from derriere to derriere.  Trying to see if I could hear my wife’s weeping in order to aid my 

decision.   

 “Ten seconds.” 

 The flesh began to blur and my mind was racing with confusion.  I heard a soft cry.  I 

deduced it came from where Number Seven’s rear protruded. 

 “Five seconds.” He remarked in a blasé tone. 

 “Number Seven!” I called out. 

 Again he stepped from behind me holding another injector.   

 “Humph—I should think this would be easier for you.  Unfortunately you are mistaken 

once more.” 

 “No!  Don’t do it!  This is crazy!” 

 Jabbing the needle into the wildly twisting sphere he once again sent a deadly poison into 

the victim’s blood stream.  Blubbering turned to gasping, gasping was reduced to thick choking 
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in a voice thick with mucus.  Once again the impromptu wine rack danced and thumped until it 

was deathly still.  Tears ran down my face while I screamed obscenities at this unemotional 

murderer.   

 He snatched up my hand again, this time before I could move cut off my ring finger on 

my right hand at the second knuckle.  Pain like I’ve never felt before blew through my brain like 

a hot knife thrust into my skull.  I bit down on my lip causing it to bleed profusely.  Refusing to 

show him anything, any modem of hurt which he could delight in.  I blew scarlet bubbles out 

between clenched lips when I finally mastered the agony.  He bound up the spurting wound. 

 “You cowardly bastard!” I growled.  “If I get out of this I’ll hunt you down and kill you 

myself!” 

 “Last chance Mr. Thompson,” he said, not noting my threats.  “Stop blubbering like a 

child and find your wife.” 

 Frantically I searched and search.  But now the backsides began to all look the same due 

to my hurried investigation and fear I’d sentence another poor female to death by lethal injection 

from a madman.  My hand throbbed horribly.  Jumping from tender globe to tender globe I 

sought out the woman I loved, who meant the world to me and who I just had to save from this 

maniac’s cruel game. 

 “Ten seconds,” he said in a bored voice. 

 Flicking my gaze from ass to ass I tried in vain to pick out my wife’s bottom.  Sweat ran 

down into my eyes as if deliberately blinding me.  My hand hurt like hell.  I tried to will away 

the pain and shook my head to clear my eyes. 

 “Five seconds.” 

 All the women arranged in front of me were shaking in utter terror.  The realization I held 

their fates in my hands made my blood run cold and my mind to drop into further confusion.  

 “Two seconds.” 

 “Number Five!  It’s Number Five you filthy bastard!” I shrieked. 

 Everything went silent.  Perhaps it was just my brain making it seem this way but the 

leather faced man stepped up and patted the chosen behind.  He turned to me, his blue eyes 

glittering from the eye-slits in the fetish mask. 

 “Are you sure?” he inquired, holding the hypodermic in his hand. 

 “Please, please don’t do this…,” I wailed softly. 
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 “This is your wife?” 

 “I’m begging you—spare them all and kill me if I’m wrong.” 

 “You would exchange your life for theirs?” 

 “Yes!” 

 “So be it.” 

 I closed my eyes just before the sting of the needle pierced my throat.  My body shook 

wildly and then I knew no more. 

**** 

 “Bill?  Bill are you awake?” a familiar voice said from beyond the darkness. 

 “C-Carol?” I gasped past sore and swollen lips. 

 “Yes it’s me honey.  Are you okay?” 

 I opened my eyes to the world around me.  My wife’s half-naked body shone in the faint 

rays of sunlight streaming through the dusty air from the windows high above us.  She had found 

some scrap of dirty blanket to wind around her shoulders. My right hand sang a song of misery 

and the pin-prick on my neck ached dully.  Scattered about the empty warehouse were eight 

moving bodies, nude and quivering in apparent fear.  They sat upon the ground, each one 

shooting me a dirty look of utter hatred.  Looking to the left I spied two shrouded forms lying on 

the cold cement, their identities hidden by the filthy blue plastic tarp which covered them. 

 “Are we safe?” I asked. 

 “Yes.  He let us go right after he injected you.  You guessed correctly I was number 

five,” she sobbed.  “I was so afraid!  What kind of monster was he?!  Just to prove a point he 

killed two innocent women.” 

 Thinking back to my bestseller I realized the poorly written victims of my book had been 

a travesty.  I tried to imbue them with a sense of impending doom but it stood shockingly pale 

compared to what I had just experienced.  I stood up with a groan.  Eight female faces turned to 

me all wearing angry expressions for being taken hostage just to torment a writer.  Shame 

flooded into my being but I couldn’t find the words to express my sorrow at what had just 

happened.  Gazing down at my hand, still wrapped in a blood soaked bandage I felt hot tears of 

guilt pour down my face. 

 “Are you okay?” Carol asked quietly. 

 “No,” I answered, “I don’t think I’ll ever be okay again.” 
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From Arkham Fled 
 I got the call in just before dawn’s rosy fingers appeared over the horizon.  Waking 

abruptly to the sounds of my ringing cell phone I fumbled with the lamp on the nightstand and 

finally managed to twist the impetuous gnarled knob.  The illumination flooding into my 

bedroom chased away the darkness.  Through bleary, sleep encrusted eyes I snatched up the 

noisy device and answered it. 

 “Yes?” I croaked out. 

 “Mr. Ravencrest?” a female voice asked. 

 “That’s me, who are you?” 

 “This is Doctor Tanner at the Arkham Institute for Psychiatric Evaluation.  I’m afraid I 

have some disturbing news for you.  Your sister Isabel has disappeared from her room and we 

cannot find her.  We tried to reach your parents but they didn’t pick up.” 

 Isabel! I thought hastily.  It can’t be—she’s escaped? 

 The terrible images welling up in my mind of my sweet, but insane sibling wandering 

around the countryside without proper supervision filled me with horror. 

 “My folks are out of town this weekend.  Tell me, how long has she be missing?” I 

inquired. 

 “We went to check on her, like always but during the guards usual rounds they 

discovered her cot empty, the bars to her window were pulled apart.” 

 The cult!  They got to her! 

 “I’ll be right there,” I warned the psychiatrist. 

 Closing the cell phone I hopped out of the warm covers and began yanking on pants and 

a shirt.  While I rushed about to locate socks, shoes and a hat I found myself pondering the 

ramifications of this latest incident involving my younger sister. 

 She had always been a willful child who grew up into a stubborn and driven woman.  Our 

parents were quite overwhelmed with dealing with Isabel and only my own more conservative 

behavior permitted them to concentrate upon her.  To say she was mysterious, secretive and 

sullen was an understatement.  Isabel was anything but predictable. 

 Her entrance into AIPE was nothing less than a shock, a terrible blow to both my parents 

and me.  Isabel had been off to college, out from under a restraining thumb which probably 

wasn’t the best of ideas.  However it was out of their hands since she was eighteen and had 
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gotten a full scholarship to Miskatonic University to study religion.  However she barely lasted a 

full term of her first semester before succumbing to some bizarre mental ailment for which the 

only recourse was to place her under the care of specialists in mental illnesses.   

 Now she is free—but to what end? 

 I recalled the harrowing events which called me to assist our parents in forcibly removing 

Isabel from her dorm room.  We reached the building to be met by campus security.  Walking in 

silence we found her room guarded by another pair of Miskatonic security guards.  With my 

father’s permission they broke down the door and it took several attempts to do so.  Immediately 

the stench of decaying food, musky body odor and a toilet clogged with feces struck us in the 

face. We walked in.  She had sloppily painted the windows black, casting the entire room in 

darkness.  Dad flicked on the light and the scene presented to us would be forever seared into our 

memories until our dying days.  Lying in the middle of the floor was Jill, Isabel’s roommate.  

Her flayed body lay upon the blood soaked floor.  Pale waxy flesh was yellowed and stiff like 

the dehydrated skin of some Egyptian mummy had replaced the warm glow of life.   Once 

possessing a long aristocratic nose it was now bent slightly, a crochet needle (my sister liked to 

do this to pass the time) was jutting out of one nostril.  Her body cavity had been opened up 

giving us an unabashed view of her carved out insides.  The raw red meaty interior was apparent 

in the harsh lighting.  But it was the look of sheer terror eternally etched upon her twisted 

features let us know this was all done without her permission. 

 Even more disturbing was my sister, naked and rocking back and forth crooning some 

hideous chant we couldn’t make out at first.  Isabel was chewing on the thumbnail of her right 

hand, her blood trickled off her wrist to puddle between her crossed legs. 

 “I-Isabel?!” Mother eked out shrilly.  “What have you done?” 

 My sister’s eyes never left the corpse’s unmoving face. 

 "The swarthy man comes… he calls to me… I must answer", she answered in a moaning, 

giggling voice. 

 “What is she saying?  Charles what is our daughter talking about?” 

 Our father tried to answer when his eyes finally met those of the daughter he had sired.  

Her orbs shone with a fanatical and insane light rendering him speechless.   

 We found out later the campus police had been unable to gain entrance into the room due 

to legal issues.  However they did determine the last time Jill had been seen alive a professor of 
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chemistry told them she had been in class only just last week.  Isabel was easily declared insane 

and fought us tooth and nail when we tried to remove her from the dorm.  Hugging the corpse 

she refused to leave.  In the end we had to let the campus authorities use a stun gun. 

 Lord knows what horrors she wishes to commit upon some unsuspecting stranger! I 

thought. 

 Slapping a tam on my head to cover my bed twisted hair I snagged my keys and rushed 

out of my apartment.   I took the stairs two at a time and burst out of the door like some robber 

fleeing the scene of the crime.  Jill’s tortured expression forefront in my memory. 

 Slipping behind the wheel of my car I jabbed the key into the ignition.  Before I realized 

it I was driving out of the city towards the prison-like clinic where Isabel had been incarcerated 

for her, and the public’s protection.   

 All this time and now she’s decided to escape.  What was her motive? I pondered.  

Doctor Tanner said she was making progress, even opening up a little.   

 Recollections of the strangely bound books found at my sister’s dorm were conjured in 

my brain.  Musty tomes borrowed from the college’s library were as gore splattered as she had 

been.  I had picked one up but it was written in some ancient language, no longer spoken in 

modern times.  The author’s name was Abdul Alhazred, a web search hours later described him 

as “the mad Arab” and author of the Necronomicon or “an image of the law of the Dead” or 

some such nonsense.  I borrowed a copy but it was almost unreadable.  Not from a language 

point of view but from the terrible images it created in my mind. 

 I had just turned onto the long winding road which in five miles led to the sanitarium 

when a white gowned figure ran across the road in front of me.  Slamming on the brakes my car 

fishtailed and I fought to keep it from plunging into a ditch.  The wheel was like a live thing in 

my hand, fighting me as if desiring to commit mechanical suicide.  With a billowing, rubber 

smelling cloud trailing behind it, my car skidded to a stop. 

 “Isabel!” I screamed, leaping out of the automobile. 

 To my right, still wearing the sun dress our mother had bought her and wearing a plastic 

fox mask was undoubtedly my sibling.  I had no idea were she had stolen such a child’s 

Halloween disguise, perhaps from some local homestead.  Farms did dot the region.  I trembled 

at the idea she may have entered a house under the dead of night.  I prayed silently no one had to 

die for her bizarre needs. 
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 “What are you doing?” I asked. 

 She giggled.  It was a sound making me shudder from its clear lack of coherent thought.   

 “Where did you get that mask?” 

 More tittering laughter snickered out of the effigy’s narrow mouth hole.  

 I started forward and she scampered into the field like some deranged child, skipping and 

hopping as if on her way to a picnic.  I gave chase. 

 Dodging young pines barely reaching my shoulders I followed Isabel until we were out of 

sight of the road and my car.  A long line of trees to my left worried me for I surmised if she ran 

into the forest I would easily lose track of her.  But she stopped suddenly without warning. 

 Squatting in a stance reminiscent of a horseless rider she frozen in place, her arms rising 

outward and her hands hanging down in a perplexing manner Isabel began to chant. 

 “Pharaoh Nyarlathotep!  O He Who Walks Amongst Man—Nyarlathotep, your servant 

calls to you,” she droned.  “Nyarlathotep, Nyarlathotep!” 

 “Sister what madness is this?” I said, my voice rising above hers. 

 “Messenger of the Gods… Nyarlathotep, O Eternal One the time is nigh, come to your 

servant and reveal to me if it is the Time of Summoning?” 

 Isabel ignored my questions. 

 “I am ready to join your servants!  I have donned the mask of Anubis, guardian of the 

Dead I beseech you allow me to worship at your feet and honor the Great Egyptian deities.  Is it 

time for Osiris’ return?  Shall we bring forth the wisdom of Thoth, he who knows all things?  Ra 

rises in the sky!” she said, her voice rising in both volume and lunacy.   

 “Isabel what terrors are you calling to?” I demanded. 

 Taking a step toward the squatting figure I saw past her shoulder to a tall, swarthy man 

striding through the pine strewn meadow.  His face was handsome.  His purposeful stride was 

driving long legs over the ground towards my suddenly jubilant sibling. 

 “Nyarlathotep!” she wailed happily, “you have come!” 

 “I have,” the man’s deep timbered voice answered.  “You have called and I have come.  I 

have revealed myself to you for the second time.” 

 “Teach me the ancient secrets.  Fill my brain with the mystical and long forgotten magick 

and the secrets of such knowledge!” 

 “You have learned much previously—dare you to go further?” 
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 “Who the hell are you?” I thundered angrily. 

 I strode forward placing myself between my sister and this unknown man.  Crossing my 

arms over my chest I stared him down.  His features reminded me of the drawings of Egyptian 

pharaohs in the pyramids.  Walking around her I saw her hips thrust out vulgarly, her virginal 

white panties displayed prominently in front of her like some indecent hooker trolling for johns.  

Moving back behind her I heard her begin to speak once more. 

 “Nyarlathotep I await your teachings,” she giggled insanely.  “I apologize for not 

finishing my sacrifice—I was interrupted by non-believers!” 

 “It is of no consequence,” he replied. 

 The dusky skinned man acted like I wasn’t present and kept walking with outstretched 

arms to my now quivering sister.  She fell to her knees, supplicating herself before the stranger. 

 “Are you prepared to enact the will of the Elder Gods?” he asked. 

 “Yes! Yes!  I will be a vessel for their desires!” Isabel wept in rapturous joy. 

 “You will not take my sister anywhere and she’s not serving anybody any time soon,” I 

growled. 

 “Isabel, who is this insignificant worm?” Nyarlathotep asked. 

 “He is nobody!  Compared to you and what you offer he is nothing to me!” she shouted 

hysterically. 

 “You have told others?  Are you speaking without permission the secrets incantations and 

unveiling the mystical devices I have taught you of?” 

 “No!  I swear it is not so!” 

 “Perhaps you are not dedicated enough—maybe I am in error in teaching you things you 

cannot keep to yourself.” 

 “No please!  I beg of you don’t cast me aside I have ever been faithful and haven’t 

spoken the knowledge you have imparted to me.  I am eager to learn more, to cast myself at your 

feet and find the wisdom beyond the stars!” 

 “I am unsure.” 

 “I don’t know what’s going on here but I’m not letting you any closer to my sister,” I 

snarled. “Get the hell out of here before I call the police.” 

 Digging out my cell phone I flipped it open only to hear this swarthy man laugh heartily 

at my threat. 
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 “You threaten me with your human law enforcement?  Oh how quaint and useless you 

are!  But you amuse me, stand aside and I shall not hurt you,” he chuckled. 

 “That’s the last straw!” 

 I began dialing.  Out of the corner of my eye I saw him gesture in an off-handed manner.  

It was almost like he was shooing away some insignificant insect which had dared to pester him.  

My body erupted in searing agony. 

 My spastic hands snapped open and closed like clenching claws allowing my cell phone 

to fall to the loamy earth.  Stretching out to my full height, I stood on the balls of my feet while 

burning pain coursed through my body.  I felt my hair begin to smoke, the stench of burning 

flesh plain in my flexing nostrils.  Urine ran down my left pant leg, uncontrollable and 

humiliating I wet myself like some newborn.  The world turned black around the edges of my 

sight, tears of blood ran out of the corners of my eyes and I could only whine pitifully.  My 

vision was destroyed without thought, but with extreme cruelty.  I fouled my underwear.  

Greasily it oozed down my other leg in warm, grotesque droppings. 

 “I think you have learned your lesson,” my tormentor calmly stated.  “Come Isabel, it is 

time for you to see all.” 

 I collapsed to the soft, slightly wet grass.  My body was convulsing and shaking from the 

after effects of his strange assault, my voice whimpering in my ears just above the sound of his 

footfalls. 

 “Isabel—don’t,” I gurgled past numb, spastic lips. 

 “I will,” she giggled insanely.  “My lord what is happening to you?” 

 “I am no pharaoh, I am the Messenger of the Great Old Ones,” the man smooth voice 

thundered.  “Cthulhu!  Azathoth!  Yog-Sothoth!  Those who sleep in R’yleh or wait beyond the 

stars for the appointed time to come back and reclaim the world.  See my true form and gibber in 

horror!”  

 “You have deceived me! Oh my God… Aaaaaagh!” 

 The footsteps began to last longer, like he was dragging his feet across the ground.  There 

was a shriek from my sibling, a wail of pure unadulterated horror which echoed shrilly into my 

ears and pierced my whirling brain.  An oozing sound became more prominent as if some giant 

slug was pulsing through the small pines and slipping over the sparse grass.  A meaningless 

blubber of whispered words, just above my ability to hear hissed forth while Isabel shrieked 
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maniacally.  A single gurgling cry which I barely recognized as my sister’s voice was cut off 

abruptly.  I heard a hissing spit and a tiny slithering sound which followed the heavy slurping 

movements away from me.  Minutes later there was silence.  A dreadful and complete silence as 

if someone had turned down the natural sounds of the world around me. 

**** 

 I was found hours later by some hunters.  My ruined eyes forever blinded and still 

leaking a mixture of tears and blood for I knew my sister was lost for all time.  My bodily fluids 

had to be replaced for I was dangerously low to dehydration.  The evil man had boiled me alive 

in my own skin and left me for dead.  I pen this account via a microphone and hope the words on 

the page do justice to the hideous tale which was the near destruction of my life.  Of my sister I 

know not what happened to her.  Perhaps her wish was granted, perversely as this seems she 

sought out forbidden knowledge and for her sins was taken into the Cult of the Great Old Ones.  

God have pity on her damned soul! 
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The Cosplay Connection 
 I was really doing nothing that day.  No plans had been made, I didn’t have to work and 

yet something called me out into the streets of Cleveland.  When this mood overtakes me I know 

something is summoning me, a siren’s song which refused to be denied.  Call it intuition if you 

like.  Tossing on my long, black leather cape and broad brimmed hat I prepared to leave my flat.  

The inability to sit still coupled with a growing agitation to get out and go forced me out of my 

apartment and down to the garage.  The rusting red visage of my ’87 Chevy Chevette squatted in 

the parking lot like some ancient creature from another time.  It was my first car, my only car 

serving me well enough to not bother with buying another.  The door to my vehicle creaked and 

groaned like some shrill voiced demon surprised by my visit.  Climbing into it the smell of the 

interior filled my nose.  The combination of old cigarette smoke, stale French fries and pungent 

perspiration making me smile with pleasure.  It spoke of happy memories spent in this car 

driving around the city.  The Tiny Beast, as I call it, started up with a sputtering cough and I 

jammed it into reverse.   

 The strange mood led me to the Civic Center in Cleveland.  It was Saturday and the 

electronic banner proudly proclaimed Cleveland Anime Festival in scrolling, glowing letters.  

My grin spread wider, I had found what was calling me.  Pulling into the parking lot I saw 

several people dressed up like their favorite characters.  By the time I pulled into the nearest 

empty space I had seen a dozen Narutos, several Sailor Moons and quite a few others attired in 

the garb of fictional characters from various video games.  From the ridiculous to the sublime 

these fans ran the gambit.  This is known as cosplay or costume play amongst the devoted. 

 Paying for a ticket I began prowling around the tables, mixing with the other people here 

and contemplating a purchase or two.  It was in the center of the moving mob when I spotted a 

table featuring Urotsukidōji, or as in English was called The Legend of the Overfiend made by 

Toshio Maeda back in 1986.  A bubbling laugh coursed past my thin lips as I saw several fan-

boys (and a few girls) timidly trying to pretend they were just innocently browsing.  Knowing 

this particular manga (Japanese comic) was as violent as it was perverted I knew these 

youngsters would turn scarlet from embarrassment if their parents caught them ogling these 

books and DVDs.  Having several copies myself I knew exactly what was drawing them to it.  

Filled with demonic, tentacle-fingered beings which would capture, rape and kill in bloody, gory 

and erotic scenes it wasn’t a nice series, but it was quite imaginative and arousing.  In a flash of 
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inspiration to avoid strict Japanese censorship for showing male members he endowed his 

demons with tentacles.  Moving past the table I spent another two hours trolling and even buying 

an English translated version of LA Blue Girl since my old copy was severely scratched up and 

unwatchable.   

 Outside I moved to the park to eat my lunch in relative privacy.  The sun was shining a 

bit too brightly, but the weather was turning nicer and it looked like spring would come quicker 

than usual.  I managed to get through a box of sushi before diving into a purchased a box of 

Pocky (small Japanese confectionaries, pretzel sticks covered in chocolate) when they strolled 

up.  Again my face split from ear to ear in delight. 

 Both women were Americans, dressed up in similar outfits in color and style.  The one on 

the right had red highlights in her hair, a tight pseudo-kimono, heavy eye make up, and long red 

nails.  The other, her near twin, was a bit bigger in shape and wore a shortened kimono robe (red 

and black, of course) a black, straight wig and equally shaded eyeliner.  The cosplay girls each 

had a red Oriental umbrella over their shoulder.  Like hungry sharks arrowing towards bloody 

waters they unerringly sought me out.  Their intentions were as plain on their faces. 

 I know how I look.  I’m tall, six-feet even in height and have broad shoulders, narrow 

hips and long dark hair.  My slanted eyes are deep brown, brooding just below my arched 

eyebrows.  I must admit I do sometimes wish for more masculine features, this way the gay boys 

wouldn’t hit on me so often.  But my features drew girls to me like flies to honey.  Rarely did I 

sleep alone unless I wished it that way. 

 “You going to the convention?” the short robed one asked. 

 “I’ve been there, thank you,” I replied. 

 “I thought so.  You look like Vampire Hunter D—you know the character from Hideyuki 

Kikuchi’s manga?” 

 “You think I look like D then?” 

 “Absolutely!  You did great job on the cape!” the other girl tittered. “You really should 

add the armor though.” 

 “I’ll remember that in the future.”  

 “I’m Kate and this is Beth,” the first woman-child remarked. 

 “My name is Tatsuo—Tatsuo Nagumo,” I stated. 

 “Hah!  Right I’m sure that’s your real name,” Kate laughed.   
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 “No seriously it is.” 

 “Sure,” Beth drawled slowly. 

 “Do you recognize us?” short-robe asked. 

 “Let me see,” I said, putting my finger to my chin.  “You are both characters from Demon 

Covent Hades, right?” 

 “Yes!  I’m Suki the undead geisha and Beth is dressed like Lin the evil sorceress from the 

manga!” 

 “I haven’t read that one yet.” 

 “So you live around here?  We’re from Cincinnati and drove up for the convention,” Beth 

slurred seductively. 

 “Yes I’ve lived in Cleveland all my life.” 

 “Cool!  Are you going to the cosplay party tonight?” Kate inquired. 

 Her question was much of a disguise for what was really on her mind.  Like her friend 

they saw a chance to be with a man who looked very much like an anime character.  This, as well 

as the gay boy advances was very common to me as well. 

 “I haven’t really thought about it,” I replied.  “I didn’t buy a ticket for that.” 

 “You really should go,” Kate suggested.  “If you add the armor to that cape you’re sure to 

win a prize.” 

 “Yes, yes you must come,” Beth encouraged.    

 “I don’t really have the money for it right now,” I said pouting. 

 “We’ve got you covered—but you’ll owe us,” Kate snickered. 

 Again I knew what they were driving at, this is the reason they had come over in the first 

place.  I’m sure they saw me wandering the convention and were drawn to my resemblance of an 

anime character they had drooled over in their teens.  Vampire Hunter D is an old manga, 

probably one of the first ones they had read.  I smiled.   

 “Surely you two are old enough not to have a chaperone,” I said feigning innocence. 

 Both women giggled girlishly.   

 “That’s a clever way of asking if we’re over eighteen,” Beth stated.   

 Which is why I worded it that way in the first place.   

 “Then it’s a date!  Meet us at the grand concourse at nine—we’ll be there with your 

ticket,” Beth cooed.   
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 “I’ll be there,” I remarked. 

 Beth winked and Kate blew me a kiss before turning around and walking away.  

Watching their exit intently I laughed to myself and wondered where I was going to find armored 

shoulder pads before tonight. 

**** 

 The Red Beast got me there at 8:45.  Strolling through the darkened parking lot with the 

fading sounds of the Chevette’s engine clunking as it cooled.  As promised, and still in their 

cosplay get-ups, were Kate and Beth waiting in obvious anticipation of my arrival.  Both women 

squealed loudly at the alterations to my attire.  Both ran up, still shrieking with delight.   

 “Oh my God!  Your costume is perfect, you even got the sword right,” Kate shrilly 

exclaimed.   

 “Thanks,” I said.   

 Each girl grabbed one of my arms and excitedly dragged me into the grand concourse.  

Pride and easily recognizable arousal radiating from their faces each time they passed a female 

counterpart who turned green with envy at their luck.  Amongst the milling and dancing people, 

their bodies bouncing to the Japanese techno beat pouring out of the speakers.  In the center of 

the mosh pit, warm female flesh pressing me on every side, I began to dance with Beth and Kate.   

 “God you are so hot!” Kate shouted in my ear.   

 “You’re so delicious I’d like to take a bite out of you right here and now, how about you 

Kate?” Beth squealed.   

 “I sure could—later.” 

 “I get the funny feeling I know how I’m paying you back for my ticket,” I chuckled 

deeply.   

 Both girls grinned mischievously, a slow spreading blush appearing on their heavily 

made up faces.  This is just what I expected.   

 “It would be my pleasure,” I said with a bow. 

**** 

 Much to the girls regret I only placed third in the costume contest.  Much to my chagrin, 

Beth and Kate booed enthusiastically the winner and runner up earning them the temporary ire of 

the crowd.  Exiting the stage and walking up to my dates I shrugged my armor clad shoulders.   

 “You can’t win them all,” I sighed.   
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 “Those judges suck.  You had the best costume Tetsuo,” Kate grumbled.  “At least you 

won third prize.” 

 “I think you two are biased,” I replied.   

 “Come on let’s go up to our room.  Suddenly this party blows,” Beth said.  “We got a 

bottle of Jägermeister up there.”  

 “And a box of flavored condoms,” Kate giggled.  “We want to celebrate your victory in 

style.”   

 I chuckled deeply in response; this is what I’d been waiting for.   

**** 

 The elevator ride was, to say the least, interesting.  Both women were all over me like a 

cheap suit, kissing, groping and moaning.  By the time we reached the right floor and the doors 

to the lift opened Beth’s bosom was nearly bared and my zipper had been opened and my 

underwear intruded by hot, soft fingers. 

 “This is where we get off?” I stated with a grin. 

 “Oh not yet,” Kate half-groaned.  “Not for some time yet I hope!” 

 Dragging me down the hallway, still fondling every part they could get their greedy little 

hands on we stumbled to their room like lust filled drunks.  It took a minute for Beth to swipe the 

lock with the key card.  Yanked across the threshold like some prey animal in the gripping jaws 

of some predator I staggered to keep my balance.  A fluttering of clothes littered the air and then 

the floor as the two horny girls disrobed down to their underwear.  Kate’s light brunette hair 

appeared after she doffed her black wig, to my delight Beth’s wig revealed an auburn shade of 

pure perfection.   

 “I want you so bad,” Beth moaned. 

 She sashayed over towards me, her breasts still contained in a black bra wiggled from 

side to side from her swaying hips.  Pressing herself against me I felt my desire soar higher.  

Kate, not to be out done by her companion molded her hot, taut body against my back.   

 “Ladies I do believe you are going to take advantage of me,” I joked. 

 “In every way possible—we’ve got all night,” the brunette gasped. 

 “I hope we bought enough condoms,” the red head snickered. 

 “You won’t need them,” I stated.  “I’m gifted at holding back until the time is right.” 
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 “Well don’t take offense but I don’t want any STDs, I know that sounds rude but a girl 

can’t be too careful,” Kate cautioned me. 

 “No I don’t think you understand,” I rumbled.  

 Both women stared at me, momentarily confused at my statement.  Then they laughed 

while they quickly stripped me of my attire, carelessly flinging my costume all over the room.   

 “H-holy shit!” Beth exclaimed. 

 “I see you found what you’re looking for,” I said. 

 “Y-you’re so—big!”  

 The size and shape of the object of their attention made both of them stammer and point.  

An interesting facial combination of joy and just a tiny bit of fear made me grow further aroused. 

 “I’m not sure of this,” Kate husked out.   

 “You ladies will be quite accommodating—trust me I’m quite experienced in these 

matters,” I laughed. 

 “Um no way man,” the brunette said, moving away.  “I’m not sure I could take even the 

tip!” 

 “Oh but my child you have no choice—you have aroused my desire and you must fulfill 

it as much as I need to pay you back for your kindness.” 

 “Fuck you!  No means no Tetsuo!” the red head swore. 

 “It’s too late for regrets!” 

 Unleashing my restraint the deep pink tentacles burst from by loins and ensnared both of 

them causing screams of outrage and fear to echo in the small room.  Lashing out with her feet 

Beth sought to disengage her legs from the warm, slimy embrace of them.  Blabbing in terror 

Kate was fighting off her own ensnarement with trembling hands.  My fingers shot forward, 

morphing into additional twisting members and lifting both of them off the carpet.  Thrashing in 

mid-air the two cosplay enthusiasts shrieked in terror, much to my delight. 

 “You can fight and struggle all you like,” I exclaimed loudly.  “But my powers will 

deafen your cries to all those around us.  Just a gift I was given at birth.” 

 “What the fuck are you?!” Kate fearfully asked. 

 “What am I?  I am the creation of the lustful thoughts of anime and hentai fans since the 

eighties.  Sitting in their rooms, alone or with friends and radiating all that sexual desire mixed in 

with dreams of violence.  I was born unto this world from people like you—who frantically 
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masturbate to such things!” I informed them boldly.  “Every time you or your fellow devotees 

lusted after a manga character you fed me in the womb until I burst forth in physical glory back 

in 1986!  I owe much to Urotsukidōji since it was the final convulsion which spat me out into 

this world!”   

 My tentacles slid themselves into Beth’s panties, shredding them with ease.  Equally the 

penis-tipped ends sundered her bra freeing her big bouncing breasts which she tried to cover 

uselessly.   

 “No this can’t be!” Beth shrieked.  “This isn’t possible!” 

 Kate’s underthings were torn away, my snake-like limbs finding, penetrating and filling 

every available cavity and orifice.  Her body went into throes of unnatural but terrified pleasure 

as I entered her.  Turning my attention to Beth I willed my tentacles into her bottom and vagina 

making her face puff out and turn red.   

 “Ugh! Oh God!” her friend gasped in a deep voice. 

 I silenced her by filling her mouth to capacity.  The pulsing limbs began pumping in and 

out, each motion stealing more of the women’s life essences which flowed into my throbbing 

body.  Drinking deeply I chuckled at the horror filled eyes begging and pleading silently for me 

to stop.  Suspended near the ceiling, my rubbery limbs ravishing their bodies and souls they wept 

tears.  Breasts were encircled and squeezed, nipples were bitten by the toothy mouths sported by 

several of my tentacles and all to the delicious sounds of struggling. 

 “Sweet, so sweet,” I cooed back, as I drank deep.   

 After awhile they went still—but only momentarily. 

**** 

 Closing the door to the hotel room five hours later I sighed in contentment and walked to 

the elevator.  I knew the call at the start of the day would result in something, but not this.  

Usually I was summoned towards dark pornographic movie houses or the hookers trolling the 

streets at night.  The housekeeper who would enter the room in a few hours would be in for the 

shock of their life.  Never one to not clean up after myself I had arranged both dried and 

shriveled corpses on the bed, even going so far as to redress them in their cosplay outfits.  With a 

yawn I jabbed the button and waited for the lift doors to open.  Tangled thoughts swirled in my 

hazy memory.  Eventually their cries died away as their minds shattered, to be reduced to 

nothing more than dazed gray matter from their delicious sufferings.  All that was left was for me 
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to enjoy.  The screams of their orgasms, the sharp taste of their fears, the creamy flavor of their 

souls, and finally the shuddering surrender as both Kate and Beth expired.  My playmates ended 

up feeding me well enough for at least a month.   

 “You should watch what you wish for,” I told nobody in particular.  “You might just get 

what you want.” 

 The doors slid open revealing another pack of drunken cosplay enthusiasts who marveled 

at my get-up.  One of them, dressed like Sailor Venus was nibbling on a nail in the most 

provocative manner after spying me.  I sighed.  She would have to wait for another time, another 

convention when I wasn’t so delightfully sated.   
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The Fisherman’s Wife 
 Keely Gordon stood in front of the plate glass door and watched as her husband Ben 

lounged in the hot tub.  With the faint trace of a smile spreading leisurely across her beautiful 

face she admired his handsome face, strong chin and thick shoulders and arms.  Ben was 

gorgeous.  The darkness of the night also allowed her to see her own reflection in the tall pane.  

It pleased her as well.   

 Keely was tall for a woman, just over six feet in height.  Her hair, straight and blonde fell 

just shy of the back of her neck and was currently combed back by her hands.  Those tresses 

were darker blonde since they were wet, deepening their hue.  The clear framed round glasses 

perched on her elegant nose with bottle-thick lens due to her poor eyesight marred the image 

slightly.  But as if nature had intended to compensate her for the vision problem she was slender, 

shapely and tan.  Blinking at her reflection she turned this way and that to admire her body.   

 Slight in the bosom a bit but then Ben doesn’t complain, she mused with a smile.  I 

remember when we first met he said something about loving how streamlined my figure was—

and still is!  I think it’s funny when people call me Mrs. Gordon since I married a fisherman and 

it sounds like they’re talking about that brand of frozen fish. 

 Warm welling feelings coursed through her when she thought about her husband.  His 

dark haired and deeply tanned face turned her way as if knowing she was thinking about him.  

He raised a beer bottle in salute.  She waved at him in return and watched him drink from it, a 

leering wink the only acknowledgement he saw her actions.   

 I am so lucky—but how long can it last? 

 Keely turned in place and began pouting.  Her icy fingered fears were climbing like 

mutant spiders up her arched back and into her brain.  The ever consistent dread filling her up 

and washing away her love for this man she had married.  Stuffing a finger into her mouth she 

nipped at it trying to concentrate on the pain so she could ignore her thoughts.   

 We’ve were wed six years ago so why do I feel like it’s not going to last?  Ben has never 

given me even the slightest inkling he’s bored with me.  Yet I constantly wait in terror one day 

he’ll come home from a fishing trip and toss me out the door. 

 Recollections of how they met appeared in her mind.  She had been out for a swim in the 

harbor, just another dreary summer day like any other.  Without realizing it she had gone out too 

far and found herself caught up in a net.  The trawler was reeling it in and like a blind dolphin 
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Keely had swam right into it.  Remembering the horror of being violently lifted out of the sea, 

dangling in mid-air while the taut, and the coarse rope cutting into her tender flesh.  She had 

panicked.  Her body went into wild convulsions as she thrashed against the bindings.  She started 

screaming at the top of her lungs while the cold, wet flopping fish in the net pressed against her, 

curtailing any efforts to win free.  The dead unblinking looks in the aquatic animals’ eyes, their 

twitching and spastic jerks only hastened her descent into utter madness.   

 Then there was the sensation of being dumped onto the deck and rough hands grabbing 

and pulling at me, Keely mused.  I remember lashing out with my limbs trying to hurt them so I 

could leap back into the ocean and swim away. 

 Even though it had been years since it happened, only Ben told the story with any 

fondness.  People at parties smiled and laughed, commenting it was the biggest fish story they 

had ever heard.  Or other comical remarks designed to indicate their disbelief.   

 If they only knew—if Ben only knew why I was out there in the first place. 

 Only Keely knew she was hoping to die.  

 But instead of finding death’s release I found Ben! 

 Warmth returned as her love for her spouse pushed aside the fear of the memory and the 

nagging doubts plaguing her.  She saw him waving at her.  Opening the door she leaned 

seductively against it and oozed as much sexy charm as she could.  The black one-piece bathing 

suit swelled while she did so.   

 “Hey there beautiful would ya get yer husband another cold one?” he drawled in his 

Maine accent.   

 “Coming right up,” she said with a smile.  “Anything else you need?” 

 “Just you darling—just you.” 

 Her laughter tinkled like wind chimes at his flirtatious quip.  Dancing away deliberately 

she gave him a show of her bouncing backside while she scampered into the kitchen.  Flinging 

the refrigerator door open she snagged a bottle of beer and closed the appliance.  Popping the cap 

off with a quick twist she tossed it into the garbage can.   

 He’s been back only five hours and I’m doing all I can to keep from jumping his bones in 

the hot tub.  I don’t give a damn who sees it either! She said with a naughty grin.  Ben’s been 

gone a week out to sea leaving me alone and frustrated.  But that’s the life of a fisherman’s wife 

I suppose. 
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 Skipping back the way she came she spied the tall stainless steel rack of freshly caught 

fish.  This was the best perk of being married to who she was.  For a moment she felt terror at 

those dead things, remembering her accidental capture.  Hunger rumbled through her belly, a 

gurgling tremor she fought to ignore. 

 I must not give in to this—but the hunger needs to be blunted or I’ll lose control, she 

stated. 

 Her mouth began to water, her tongue recalled the taste of fish and she licked her lips 

several times without knowing it. 

 Just one, he’ll never know! 

 Setting the bottle on the nearby counter she opened the rack and took out a fine, plump 

one.  Unconsciously she began petting it across its dorsal fin and brought it up to her quivering 

lips.  The dead pike’s eyes just stared at her without blinking. 

 So hungry, I’m so hungry. 

 Looking into the living room she could sit see Ben sitting in the hot tub soaking up the 

heat with his eyes closed.  With a sly grin she opened her mouth, her teeth transforming from 

their normal pearly perfection into triangular razor sharp objects.  She bit into its side.  Her taste 

buds singing from the cold white meat, her gullet working quickly to swallow it after a few 

seconds of chewing.  The second, third and forth mouthful soon quelled the rampant demands of 

her stomach.   

 Wiping her mouth with the back of her hand she rushed over to the sink and stuffed the 

remains into the garbage disposal.  Keely turned the water on and flicked the switch.  The 

grinding and popping noises made her grimace a bit, but the fact it was hiding her indiscretion 

made her calm down.  Seconds later she shut it off. 

 “Hey where’s that beer darlin’?” he shouted from outside. 

 “Coming!” she answered. 

 Daintily running through the kitchen, across the living room carpet and out the door 

Keely held out the sweating bottle of beer to her husband. 

 “Here you go,” she said demurely.   

 “Get in her you sexy thing,” he quipped. 

 Climbing into the heated, bubbling water she squirmed up against his firm body.  Ben’s 

arm went around her shoulders and she leaned further into his embrace. 
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 “Didja have to brew it?” he joked. 

 “Sorry I got distracted,” she smiled lazily. 

 “Why?” 

 “Couldn’t take my eyes off of you.” 

 “Me?  You still find me attractive?” 

 “You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.  Plus you’ve been gone a week and left me here 

all alone, you neglectful man.” 

 “Sorry m’love that’s the way it is with fisherman.” 

 He leaned over and kissed her, Keely started to enjoy it when he reared back with a 

gasping cry.  Horrified she saw the piece of fishy membrane hanging out between his lips. 

 “What have you done?!” he demanded, pulling away even further. 

 “I-I’m sorry!” she wailed.  “I can’t help it!  When the hunger takes over I just can’t stop 

myself!” 

 “Keely you have to be careful!  What would happen if you lost control in public?” 

 She began to cry. Hot tears rolling down her perfect cheeks as her legs morphed into a 

single scaly, fish-like tail.  The reddish gold color of it shone from the moon’s light like an 

Oriental carp in some park’s pond.  She removed her thick glasses, cursing their necessity 

because her eyes couldn’t focus without being underwater.  Setting them aside she wiped away 

her tears and sobbed quietly. 

 “I’m sorry I ask too much of you,” Ben said softly. 

 He slid up against her, his arm going around her shoulders and holding her tight.   

 “I am what I am Ben,” she blubbered.  “No amount of love will ever change that.” 

 “I know.” 

 She missed hunting in the deep blue waters, swimming with her sisters and mother while 

the hunger overtook them.  Flashing through the under currents while dodging sharks that also 

were looking for a quick meal and didn’t care if a stray mermaid got served up.  Her tongue 

played over her serrated teeth as the hunger grew even more. 

 “I guess that’s what I get for falling in love with a mermaid,” he sighed contently.  “I’m 

just glad you managed to hide your fins before my crewmates saw them.  I was shocked enough 

as it was, but they would’ve freaked.” 

 “Well it does have its benefits I hope,” she mumbled. 
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 “My crew is always amazed we find the best places to fish—but if my secret ever got out 

I’d be ruined.  You’d swim away and I’d be back to being lonely and broke.  Ever since we got 

married we’ve prospered since I don’t spend weeks out there with nothing to show for it.  My 

ship’s hauls are the envy of the town.” 

 “I will never leave you.” 

 “I know.” 

 Ben kissed her and for a while the hunger, the loneliness and the desire to swim far out to 

sea faded from the warmth of his lips.  But somewhere in the back of her mind the taste of raw 

fish reminded her she still wasn’t human. 
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The Pink Mouse Avenger! 
 The call came suddenly.  The Mouse Hole’s lights began blinking in quick flashes of red 

shocking me out of my contemplations of my last encounter with my arch-nemesis The Latex 

Cat.  I rushed over to the Mouse Computer and stared into the monitor.  A security camera feed 

from a local bank showed like attired minions holding the employees and patrons at bay with 

guns.  Their sneering lips twisted beneath the cowls they wore.  In the center of the mix was a 

familiar figure.  Clad in skin tight black latex, her body full and woman—but filled with evil it 

was her!  It was The Latex Cat! 

 “By my mother’s whiskers!” I exclaimed.  “There’s evil afoot!  This looks like a job for 

the Pink Mouse Avenger!” 

 Jumping into the Mouse-mobile I fired up the engine, the rockets in the back shooting 

licking flames and shot the vehicle forward. 

 “I haven’t a moment to spare!” 

 Blurring past the windshield trees and bushes flashed by making a greenish smear in my 

peripheral vision.  The bubble-shaped car, complete with mouse ears and tail roared into the 

highway and towards the scene of the crime. 

 “I must be careful,” I told myself. “I narrowly escaped her clawed clutches the last time!” 

 In fact I nearly had been torn to pieces after her henchmen knocked me out cold, smeared 

tuna all over my costume and threw me into a lion’s den at the zoo.  Only my quick mouse-like 

darting and dodging had saved me just a few days hence. 

 “I’ll see that costumed villain caged or my name’s not the Pink Mouse Avenger!” I 

swore. 

**** 

 Screeching to a halt the Mouse-mobile threw up a cloud of gray smoke pouring off its 

wheels.  I leaped out from behind the steering wheel and rushed up the steps, two at a time.  A 

uniformed man stalked away from beside a police car and met me at the top of the steps.   

 “I’m glad you’re here Pink Mouse Avenger,” Police Chief Hargrove said.  “It’s the Latex 

Cat again!  She’s threatening to carve up one hostage an hour if we don’t give into her 

demands.” 

 “What devious devices is she plotting now?” I inquired. 

 “She wants—you!” 
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 “The horror of it all!  To threaten the lives of ordinary citizens and force me into her cruel 

claws—it is too much to bear!” 

 “What are you going to do PMV?” 

 “I must keep the public safe!  I have no choice but to present myself and hope to turn the 

tables on that dastardly she-villain!” 

 “Good luck—God speed!” the police chief said, slapping my muscular shoulder. 

 “If I am unable to secure the hostages’ safety it will be up to you and the fine men and 

women under your command,” I stoically stated. 

 Marching towards the door I flung them open heroically.  Thrusting my fists against my 

hips I announced myself. 

 “Fear not good citizens!  It is I, the Pink Mouse Avenger!” 

 “Ah, I can’t believe you were so foolish to come her, my delicious prey,” the Latex Cat 

purred.  “Now I have you, the hostages and the bank’s money!” 

 “You’ll never get away with it, Latex Cat.  The bank’s surrounded and the police will 

shoot you down like some mangy tabby!” 

 “Bold words for a hero about to die!  Kill him boys!” 

 Metal on metal screeched as her henchmen yanked the bolts on their machine guns.  

Leaping in the nick of time, using my uncanny evasion abilities gained from being bitten by a 

radioactive mouse in my youth I evaded their initial gunfire.   

 “Ah ha! You’ll have to aim better than that, you craven cowards!” I mocked them. 

 “For pity’s sake—he’s a mouse!  Kill him!” LC yowled. 

 Scurrying and ducking I took the first henchmen out with a powerful blow to the jaw.  He 

slumped like a sack of dirty laundry to the floor, senseless and out of the fray.  I rolled and 

hopped to avoid a spray of bullets which rebounded from the marble floor and pockmarked the 

wall behind me.   

Bap!  Bam!  Thud! 

 Three more gun toting baddies hit the deck, their jaws swelling with blossoming bruises 

from my fists.  My arch-nemesis yanked out an Uzi from behind her and pointed it in my 

direction.  Her green glowing eyes filled with malevolent hatred for my pursuit of truth, justice 

and freedom! 

 “If you want something done—do it yourself!” Latex Cat screeched. 
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 “You’ve tried this before—and failed you neutered kitty!” I taunted her. 

 “Die! Die, Pink Mouse Avenger!” 

 The chattering weapon shook in her silver clawed hands, bullets ricocheting and 

endangering the cowering citizens I was trying to protect.  Pouncing and scurrying out of her 

deadly rain of gunfire I rolled between her widely spread legs.  A twin flashing of my fists 

pounded into her knees, spilling the Latex Cat to the floor.  But her finger was still mashed down 

upon the trigger and she shot out the lights above.  Sparks fell amid the tinkling sound of 

shattered glass.  Springing up I dropped the remaining henchmen with a flying kick. 

 “My knees!” Latex Cat wailed.  “You cheated!” 

 “I am the hero!” I proudly announced.  “And all is fair in love and war, you murderous 

villainess!” 

 The magazine to the Uzi ran dry and silence reigned in the bank’s room once more.  

Tears ran down LC’s cowl and dripped onto her smooth cheeks.  Flinging the spent weapon at 

me I dodged it easily.  Darting over I twisted her arms behind her before slapping a pair of 

mouse-cuffs onto her wrists.  She squirmed in my grasp, finally meeting my eyes with hers.  

Releasing her she fell to my bulging legs, her head leaning against their bareness. 

 “I only wanted to love you!  Why did you have to be so cruel?” she whined. 

 “I spurned your advances because of your dedication to evil!  If you could only see the 

light, the beauty of what it’s like to be a hero, perhaps then I could see you for more than a 

criminal,” I chastised her. 

 “I couldn’t get your attention any other way!” 

 “Nay that is not true!” 

 “Remove my cowl and know the truth.” 

 Gently I peeled away the cat mask and saw the familiar face Jessica Burmese the 

secretary of my mild mannered alter ego Kyle Muridae, playboy millionaire and CEO of 

Muridae Heavy Industries.  I was shocked to discover my faithful girl-Friday was the infamous 

Latex Cat. 

 “Jessica!  How could you?” I gasped. 

 “You never noticed me before—I tried to show you how much I loved you but you were 

too involved with your caped personae!” she whispered past the tears.  “I created the Latex Cat 

to get you to see me for more than just a good secretary, I could be more…I can be more!” 
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 “But now it is too late.  I must remand you to the proper authorities!” 

 “Take me away!  Tell the police you must interrogate me before turning me over.  Take 

me to the Mouse Hole!  We can pretend I escaped but let this be the last time anyone hears of the 

Latex Cat!  I promise I’ll repent my evil ways, no one will know of my fiendish alter ego!  I’ve 

fallen victim to your mousy muscular manhood and I will surrender to you utterly!” 

 “But justice?”  

 “Justice will be served—you may extract my punishment from my willing body!  Take 

me! I am yours to whip into shape, mold me into a crime fighter!” 

 My mind was a-whirl from her honest admissions.  But justice, could it be satisfied in this 

way?  Picking up Latex Cat I flung her over my brawny right shoulder and strode for the door. 

 “No don’t send me to jail!” she yowled. 

 “If I can reform you then it is my duty to do so!” I exclaimed.  “You will not rest in a cell 

tonight but be my guest in the Mouse Hole.  There, after many nights of interrogation perhaps we 

can drive you into the bright light of lawfulness and wholesome living!” 

 “Thank you! Oh thank you, Pink Mouse Avenger!” she cheered. 

 Striding with the villainess over my shoulder I met Chief Hargrove and his stalwart 

compatriots already rounding up the groggy-eyed henchmen I had so easily overcome.  My 

captive feigned unconsciousness her headgear once more in place to hide her true identity. 

 “Not this one, not yet,” I said, halting his progress to me. 

 “What are you going to do to her?” he said.  “She must be taken to jail.” 

 “She claims to have placed bombs all over the city!  I must interrogate her in the Mouse 

Hole to learn the location of the devices’ whereabouts.  Never fear Chief Hargrove, I will not rest 

until her dastardly deeds have been undone!” 

 “We’re in your debt once again, Pink Mouse Avenger!” 

 “All in the line of duty—now away I must scurry for my work is yet to be done!” 

 Striding through the cheering throngs of the grateful public my justice-loving heart was 

beating with the knowledge that all was once again safe in Rodent City. 

 “Just think,” Jessica whispered in my ear, “after all this time, the Pink Mouse Avenger 

may have just met his sidekick—or mate for that matter.” 
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 She began stroking the ears on my cowl I shuddered with anticipation to reform, teach 

and train her.  The Pink Mouse Avenger needs a good wife, not to mention a stalwart assistant on 

his one rodent fight against crime.  It was going to be a beautiful day in Rodent City! 
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Make Me Laugh 
 I just finished my set at the comedy club and left them laughing.  This was my first time 

in Niles, Ohio and my manager didn’t disappoint when he said the crowds here were very 

friendly.  Walking backstage I toweled off my face and neck and decided a drink was in order to 

celebrate.  The owner came in and patted me on the shoulder. 

 “Nice job kid,” Roger Hammersmith told me. “Great set, ya killed ‘em.” 

 “Thanks Roger,” I smiled. 

 He left with a chuckle and I looked into the mirror.  The wonderful feeling of making so 

many people laugh, smile and enjoy themselves was the reason I got into this business.  Plus it 

beats working for a living.   

 Now for that drink. 

 Walking through the employee’s entrance into the back room I winked at one of the 

waitresses, a cute little thing named Cindy who had been eyeing me on stage.  I made my way to 

the bar and sat down. 

 “What will ya have?” the bartender asked. 

 “A seven and seven,” I answered. 

 “Coming right up.” 

 Looking around I noted that Charlie Horn was on the stage cracking jokes and keeping 

the atmosphere I had left in high gear.  When I turned around, that’s when I saw her.  She was a 

hot blonde with a killer body.  She sat on her barstool wearing a tight pair of blue jeans and a low 

cut top displaying enough cleavage to get my motor running.  Bored and a bit sad she was 

swirling an umbrella in some reddish-orange tropical drink.   

 “Here ya go,” the man behind the bar said, “it’s on the house.” 

 “Thanks,” I replied.  “By the way, who’s the hottie at the end of the bar?” 

 “Her?  That’s Stephanie, she’s here every Friday night.” 

 “Oh?  Single?” 

 “Yeah but don’t bother.” 

 “Why is she gay?” 

 “No she’s… impossible.” 

 I had to admit the tone of his voice and the word impossible made me extremely curious.  

How could a woman be impossible? 
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 “Why would you call her that?” 

 “Look Dave,” he sighed.  “She comes here every week and never laughs once.  I’ve 

watched a dozen comedians try to get her to at least giggle but it never works.  Oh she’s not 

against some no-strings-attached sex but you’ll regret it.” 

 “Really?” 

 “Yeah man, take my advice and ask Cindy out, she’s been giving you the green light 

since you took the stage.” 

 “Thanks for the advice,” I remarked. 

 Now I like a challenge and I knew Cindy wasn’t going to give me that.  She’d coo and 

giggle at everything I say but the chick at the end of the bar was more intriguing.  Picking up my 

drink I sauntered over to introduce myself. 

 “Hello,” I began.  “My name’s Dave Howard and I couldn’t help but notice you’re sitting 

here all alone.  Would you like some company?” 

 “Sure why not,” she said in a blasé tone. 

 “What’s your name?” 

 “Stephanie Doogan.” 

 “Well Stephanie, did you like my set?” 

 “It was okay.  Look I saw the bartender speaking to you when you spotted me and he’s 

probably already warned you about me.  So unless you can make me laugh I’m really not 

interested in conversation.” 

 “So you didn’t find my routine funny?” 

 “It wasn’t bad, but I didn’t laugh.” 

 I took a sip of my drink and smiled. 

 “I bet I can make you laugh.” 

 “I doubt it.” 

 She sat there pouting but also wearing an expression of utter disbelief on her beautiful 

face.  It was like waving a red cape at a bull, it only made me want to charge forward with my 

daring plan.  

 “I’ll make you a bet,” I countered. “If we have a few more drinks and go back to my 

hotel room I’ll show you something that’ll crack you up.” 

 “That’s a lousy pick up line you’ve got there Dave,” she snorted. 
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 “Sorry it’s the best I can do.  So what do ya say?” 

 For a moment I thought she was going to shoot me down.  But something in her eyes, a 

spark of amusement tainted with curiosity made her smile faintly.  She laid a warm palm on my 

arm and the shiver it sent through my body made the ice in my drink rattle. 

 “Okay you’re kinda hot and I’m bored so let’s just go back to your place and do it.  But 

I’m going to warn you this is a one-time thing.  Don’t worry about coming back here and getting 

a second helping because it isn’t going to happen.” 

 “Fair enough.” 

 Inwardly I smiled because I knew I had her.  Curiosity killed the cat, but satisfaction 

brought her back.  Arm in arm we left the club with Earl the bartender shaking his head and 

looking at the ceiling.   I could almost hear him say, “There goes another fool.” 

**** 

 Stephanie led me to her car, a brand new cherry red Camaro.  I slid in beside her and she 

started it up.  She didn’t speak even after I attempted to engage her in conversation.  Sensing she 

didn’t want to talk, I kept quiet and just told her where I was staying.  The streets were busy and 

thick with traffic.  People out enjoying the start of the weekend, spending their hard earned 

money on having fun.  Stephanie, on the other hand just seemed lonely and depressed.  The 

lights of the cars passing on the other side washed across her face glaringly exposing her 

expression for the agony within.  I took a mental oath this woman would be howling with 

laughter or I’d quit the business and go back to college just like my parents’ had constantly 

begged me to do.  We pulled into the Best Western and got out of the car. 

 “This way,” I said. 

 She didn’t speak, just aimed the key ring at the car and pressed a button.  The Camaro’s 

lights and horn went off instantly and briefly letting her know it was locked. 

 “This better be worth it,” she sighed. 

 “Oh I can promise you’ll never forget this night,” I remarked with a smile. 

 We started into the hotel. 

 “I’ve been going to the Funny Farm for two years now,” she began.  “All sorts of comics, 

famous or otherwise have tried to make me chuckle, but all have failed.  Oh I’ve gone back to 

their rooms, just a few mind you, but still I end up leaving without laughing or sex.” 

 “Do you find anything funny?” I queried. 
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 “I have a strange sense of humor, granted.  But I’m afraid there’s something very wrong 

with me.  I can’t find anything funny.  It’s sort of taken over my life.” 

 “Such a gorgeous woman shouldn’t go through life this way.” 

 “I am what I am.  At least you’re very sexy and I could really use some male company 

tonight, it’ll take my mind off my problems.  I’m glad you came down to talk to me even after 

the bartender warned you off.  But I’m afraid it’ll just be a lot of talking.” 

 We reached my room and I unlocked the door.  Flicking on the lights we entered the 

rented flat.  I turned on the radio I bring with me everywhere.  Finding a soft rock station I let the 

music swirl around the room.  Walking into the small refrigerator I called out to her. 

 “I have some wine, would you like some?” I asked. 

 “Sure,” she replied. 

 I poured a pair of glasses of red wine and walked into the room to see her sitting on the 

bed.  The bright yellow blanket contrasted against her faded blue jeans and crimson top creating 

a picture of erotic delightfulness.   

 “Here you go,” I said, handing her the glass. 

 “Thanks.” 

 I sat beside her while Stephanie took a sip of wine.  Reaching up in a bold fashion I 

stroked her shoulder, she leaned into my touch.  Setting the glass on the nightstand she took a 

deep breath, almost as if she was preparing herself for a disappointment.  I didn’t give her time to 

ponder her dark thoughts, I kissed her. 

 Her lips were soft, warm and inviting.  Tasting of the wine her tongue sliding against 

mine she returned the kiss.  I took her into my arms.  She ran her hands over my back and 

shoulders caressing, touching and warming my skin.  The kiss deepened and became more 

passionate.  Without warning she ended it and cleared her throat in a dainty manner. 

 “Make me feel something,” she muttered.  “It’s been so long since I’ve been happy.” 

 I didn’t know what to say.  The only thing I could think of was to resume the lip-lock 

with as much passion I could muster.  It must’ve worked because she moaned into my mouth. 

 I felt her unbutton my shirt and run a hand across my chest, brushing my nipples and 

ruffling the soft hairs on my pectorals.  My fingers quickly gathered up the shirt tucked into her 

jeans and tugged with urgency.  Breaking off the kiss she permitted me to pull it over her head.  I 

tossed it on the floor.  Her bra was hot scarlet, cupping the small but firm breasts within it and 
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creating a delightful crease between each beautiful sphere.  Running my tongue across the tops 

of those globes she sighed contently.  I stood up and helped her to her feet her hands quickly 

undid my belt, button and zipper to my pants.  Tugging off my trousers she paused momentarily 

to smile at my white briefs.  While she was staring I eased the tight jeans off her hips exposing a 

hot red thong, the same alluring shade as her bra.  I gasped at her beauty.  Stephanie’s body was 

a model of perfection, delight and quite arousing. 

 “You’re beautiful,” I whispered. 

 “Thank you,” she answered.  

 She reached over and tugged down my briefs, her eyes going wide with surprise.  At that 

moment a burst of giggling started.  Collapsing to her knees she pointed at my groin and covered 

her mouth with her other hand.  The soft laughter soon grew louder and soon she wasn’t able to 

contain herself.   

 “O-oh my god!” she shrieked.  “W-what the hell is that?!” 

 Stephanie’s shoulders bobbed up and down making her breasts wiggle in a sensual 

manner.  Her eyes were filled with happy tears as she continued to laugh uncontrollably.  

Reduced to a giggling, quivering delight of womanly perfection she was soon rolling on the floor 

howling.  Every time she recovered she’d catch sight of my crotch and it would start all over 

again.  I stood there mesmerized at her antics while she squirmed on the floor like some 

deranged monkey at the zoo. 

 “You find that funny?” I asked. 

 She couldn’t answer; her breath was stolen from her. 

 “You think my cock is hysterical, don’t you!” I demanded. 

 “O-oh… god… I-I can’t believe… w-what the fuck h-happened to your dick!” she roared 

in laughter. 

 “I was born this way.” 

 She covered her mouth with both hands fighting the hilarity with all her being.  She 

moved up to a kneeling position and took a long look at my semi-erect shaft. 

 The small twin moles on either side the oversized tip and the crooked opening of end of 

my penis made it appear like a smirking face.  My family was too poor to have the corrective 

surgery to repair the birth defect so I just learned to live with it.  Every sexual encounter after my 

first was done in the dark so the woman I was with didn’t see my silly looking member. 
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 “I-I can’t believe it!  That’s the funniest thing I’ve ever saw in my life!” she wailed 

merrily. 

 “I told you I could make you laugh,” I smiled. 

 “F-fuck me! Fuck me with your goofy cock, Dave!” 

 “It will be my pleasure.” 

 And we did exactly that for five hours. 

**** 

 Stephanie and I were married a year later and we’ve been happier than anyone has a right 

to be.  The emotional change she went through has made her less morose and lighthearted.  She 

travels with me on my comedy tour and we’re never apart.  All because of my abnormal and silly 

looking cock.  My mother told me once I’d find the perfect woman, but I doubt she had any 

inkling of why I would.  When guys ask how the hell I got so lucky to marry a gorgeous creature 

like Stephanie I have only one reply. 

 “I make her laugh,” I grin mysteriously. 
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Chocolate 
 “Next defendant,” Judge Martha Sewell said in a bored tone. 

 The bailiff of the court, a burly efficient looking man brought forth a young, slender man 

in torn clothes up in front of the bench.  His ruffled attire made her give him a look of 

disapproval.  The fifty-four year old magistrate wasn’t pleased to have a rioter in her court. 

 “Your Honor this is Jeffrey Dobson,” the bailiff stated, “and he has been charged with 

inciting a riot.” 

 “How do you plead Mr. Dobson?” she asked. 

 “N-not guilty,” the man stammered. 

 “Do you have an attorney?” 

 “No ma’am.” 

 “One will be provided for you at no charge then.  Bailiff, take him back to his cell.” 

 “Yes your Honor.” 

 She watched him being escorted back out of her court Judge Sewell shook her head at the 

man’s clothing once again.  The arrest warrant for Mr. Dobson was quite clear he was the cause 

of the huge mess which occurred at his residence.  He admitted the throngs of women were there 

fighting over him, despite his nerd-like appearance.  With a sigh she called for the next defendant 

in the same monotone voice as before.  

**** 

 He sat in his cell, a solitary figure bent over and holding his head in his hands.  The 

shouts and yells of the other prisoners filling his ears without really being heard, it was all 

background noise to Jeff.  Allyson noted he was wearing a lot of cologne, it filtered out into the 

hallway between the cells making her place a hand over her nose. 

 How the hell did I get myself into this mess, she moaned silently.  He hardly seems the 

type who could make so many women fight over him.  This ought to be really good. 

 She cleared her throat and got his attention.  The geeky man looked up with a momentary 

flinch of fear crossing his face.  He wrapped his too thin arms around his body and seemed to 

brace for something to happen. 

 “Jeffrey Dodson?” she asked. 
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 He nodded. 

 “I am your state appointed attorney,” she continued, “My name is Allyson Crowley.” 

 “Oh,” he sighed.  “Nice to meet you Mrs. Crowley.” 

 “Bill I think he’s harmless, just set up the chair and I’ll take it from here,” she told the 

jailer. 

 “Okay Ms. Crowley,” the big man rumbled. 

 The cell door swung upon with a creak and she stepped inside.  Undoing a metal chair 

and placing it on the floor, the jailer nodded and left, locking them in together.  Attorney 

Crowley arranged herself on a chair, her briefcase on her lap.  With an effort she forced her hand 

away from her nose for the sinus-aching aroma was thick and cloudy.  Breathing through her 

mouth she began to speak. 

 “You’ve been charged with inciting a riot at your residence and taking it out into public.  

I’m to understand you’ve pleaded not guilty, is that correct?” she calmly stated. 

 “Yes—it wasn’t my fault.” 

 “You’re a chemical engineer at Doffer’s Chocolates Incorporated, right?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Tell me what happened.” 

 “It all started a week ago,” he grumbled.  “My team was working on a new product.  I-

I’m not sure I can go into details about all of this due to the information suppression clause in my 

employment contract.” 

 “I understand, please continue.” 

 “I don’t know if it’s important but I had a cold, a typical summer bug that’s been going 

around the office.  But I couldn’t shake it.  I’m a bit sickly and catch everything.  Even as a child 

I came down with every illness and usually I got it really bad.  Anyway I had been taking cold 

medicine regularly but like I said before, nothing helped.  So I’m working at my table.  I had a 

bunch of chemicals and a big bar of chocolate, for test purposes, sitting there.  Well I sneezed.  

Not just once but a real nasty fit which shook the table.  Mr. Snyder, our team leader was always 

yelling at me about how untidy I was but I got results so I tended to ignore him.  He’s a real ball-

buster and corporate tool if you know what I mean.  I’m meaning…geez…what’s more 

important, results or a clean workplace?  Although looking back on it I suppose he wasn’t 

wrong.” 
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 “And,” she inquired, interrupting and bringing Dobson back to his point. 

 “The chemical vials spilled all over the chocolate and it raised a big brown steam that 

poured over me,” Dobson remarked.  “The emergency exhaust fans kicked in and emptied the 

room before it filled up the lab.  Funny how fast machinery works, huh?” 

 “So you had an accident at work.  How does this explain the reason you were arrested?” 

 “That’s the start of it, you see.”  

 “Do explain,” she said with a grin. 

 “I had to take a chemical bath, its procedure of course for an accident like that,” Dobson 

replied.  “I went back to work and that’s when the trouble started.” 

 Dobson shifted uncomfortably on the edge of his cot and his hands wrestled nervously in 

his lap.  Allyson noted all of this without speaking. 

 “So,” he continued. “I go back to my table and, of course I get a verbal dressing down in 

front of everyone by Mr. Snyder.  After he leaves Jill, Jill Zabel she works on the same team as I 

do, came over to talk and starts to tell me what a jerk Snyder is for screaming at me in public and 

how terrible she feels for what happened.” 

 “This is the same Mrs. Zabel who was arrested the same night you were?” she asked. 

 “Oh God I didn’t know that!  Poor Jill, her husband is going to be so angry!”  

 Allyson had no choice but give this wretched man a few minutes to himself to pull 

himself together. 

 He really doesn’t fit the agitator profile.  He might not have done anything wrong, she 

thought. 

 “A-anyway she starts to say something more but then stops,” Dobson said. “I got really 

uncomfortable when she leaned towards me, sniffing me like some flower.  I tried to back away 

when she got this funny, soft look in her eyes and reached for the lapels of my lab coat.” 

 “She attacked you?” Allyson queried. 

 “I-I made her stop but I noticed her eyes followed me the rest of the day.  She was never 

far away, smelling and sniffing… it made me very anxious.” 

 I should say so! 

 “Go on,” she urged him. 
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 “I went to Mr. Snyder and told him I wasn’t feeling well and had to go home.  He told me 

I’d be disciplined for leaving work but Jill’s stalking of me was too distracting.  She a beautiful 

woman and married, I don’t need that kind of drama.” 

 “So you left work.” 

 “Yes but then when I passed by the secretary, Julia Harris she started sniffing and looking 

at me like I was some treat just rolling off the factory’s conveyor belt.  I started to walk faster 

when she abandoned her desk and followed me.” 

 Okay this is getting really weird! 

 Composing himself a second time she noticed the heavy cloud of his cologne was 

wearing off. The underlying scent was familiar. 

 “I went home,” Jeff stated.  “But when I went inside Mrs. Dingell, she’s an old lady who 

lives in my building, was walking her dog Tootles…” 

 “… and she started smelling you?” 

 “Yes!  I mean the look in her eyes made me cringe, she’s eighty!” 

 “Oh my.” 

 “I ran up to my apartment but before I could unlock the door Betty Williams came out of 

hers and it started all over again!” 

 “Ms. Williams was arrested too; I thought I’d mention that.” 

 “Oh God, that’s terrible.” 

 Allyson took a moment to re-check the arresting officers’ notes and tried not to add the 

fact this woman, a known stripper was dragged into the cruiser utterly naked and delirious.  

Likewise were three other women in the same state of undress.   

 I better spare him the details, then again he probably knows it already, she mused. 

 “So I got inside and locked the door,” Dobson said in a subdued tone.  “But Betty began 

knocking on my door, asking me if I had a cup of sugar she could borrow.  She said she was on 

her way to the grocery store but if I had some I could spare it would save her a trip.” 

 “You didn’t let her in, did you?” 

 “Y-yes.” 

 “What happened?” 

 “I-I don’t want to say.  It’s embarrassing enough to have lived through it but to actually 

tell someone—I don’t think I can.” 
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 “Mr. Dobson, Jeff you’re going to be asked these questions in a court of law, you’ll have 

to tell a judge and as your attorney I need to know what happened.” 

 The cologne he wore was wearing off and beneath it Allyson could detect the faint, 

alluring scent of dark chocolate.  A shiver of unexpected delight went down her spine which she 

suppressed quickly. 

 “Betty came inside and pushed me to the couch,” he said red-faced.  “I tried to fight her 

off but she is stronger than me.  I kept asking her what was going on, begging for her to stop but 

she kept saying the word chocolate over and over.” 

 “She raped you?” 

 A ragged moan pathetically curled out between his hands, now covering his mouth.   

 “Her head was in my lap,” he whispered.  “Her lips were…well you know.  I tried to 

push her away but it has been so long since I’d been with a woman, I guess I just began enjoying 

it.” 

 “So we can’t claim rape then,” she commented.  “What happened next?” 

 “I-I had an o-orgasm and she went wild.  How detailed do you want this,” he said, not 

looking her in the face. 

 “We don’t need to be too exact.” 

 “She finished s-swallowing and then began to clean me off with her tongue… over and 

over until I had to push her away before she started it all over again.” 

 “How did she take it?” 

 “She was angry, a little but only for a moment.  I managed to walk her to the door, she 

was smiling in a lazy manner and easy to control.  I told her this was all very nice but I had to be 

somewhere soon.  She took it rather well but said she’d be back later on tonight.”’ 

 “Then what happened?” 

 “An hour later the doorbell rang and it was Julia Harris’ voice over the intercom.  She 

said I had forgotten something at work and Mr. Snyder wanted her to bring it over to my 

apartment.” 

 “Surely you didn’t believe her?” Allyson almost scolded him. 

 “I did leave in a hurry so I let her in,” Jeff said. 

 “And?” 
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 “T-the same thing happened to me—Jill pinned me against the wall and began s-stroking 

me and I know you can guess the rest.” 

 “You’ve got to be kidding me?” 

 “No I’m not Ms. Crowley!  In fact she did it t-twice!” 

 This has got to be some sort of joke, am I on camera? 

 “Jeff, why would these women suddenly come on to you?  Do you have any idea why?” 

 “Jill said I tasted like chocolate so did Betty.  My scent, skin and…um… s-sperm.” 

 Allyson just looked at him, dumbfounded and speechless she couldn’t seem to formulate 

a response to this new evidence. 

 “Jill said e-especially my s-sperm.” 

 What the hell?  Chocolate flavored sperm? Oh God!  I can smell it on him now, it’s just a 

slight whiff but it’s powerful and strong! 

 “Go on I think I can see where this is going,” she muttered. 

 “Jill wouldn’t leave and then Julia came over…I guess I forgot to shut my door and one 

of the other tenants let her in.  The next thing I know I’ve got two women peeling off my clothes, 

dragging me to the bedroom, tying me to my bed and licking me all over.  It really got out of 

control when Mrs. Dingell, Betty and my landlord Mrs. Youll showed up.  It must have been the 

combination of the cold medicine, the chemical cloud and the chocolate.  It altered my body’s 

chemistry and now if I sweat I give off the strong smell of chocolate!  It was an accident!  I 

didn’t do this on purpose.” 

 This has to be the wildest, most creative defense story I’ve ever heard of!  He wants me to 

believe these women were turned on due to the fact he smells and tastes like chocolate? 

 “So now you have five women in your apartment, you’re tied up and then what?” she 

said numbly. 

 “T-that’s when the fight started,” he groaned.  “Apparently there wasn’t enough of me to 

go around.” 

 “Jesus you expect me to believe this?” she snapped.  “A chemical accident which caused 

you to smell like chocolate and now you’re some flavored gigolo?  Do you know how hard the 

jury will laugh at this?  Come on Jeff this can’t be what you expect me to say in court!” 

 “But it’s the truth!” he wailed. 

 “So how did you get two blocks if you were tied up?” 
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 “I t-told them I had to go to the bathroom.  I locked the bedroom door behind me, 

grabbed up my clothes and ran for it.  But they broke down the door and started chasing me!” 

 Allyson knew from the cops’ report the man’s apartment was found just as he was 

describing it.  The scent of chocolate grew stronger and she found her mouth was watering. 

 “Everywhere I ran women began to drop what they were doing and chase after me,” he 

sobbed out.  “I didn’t have to be too close either.  One of them ran from across the street leaving 

her baby in its stroller… oh god I hope her kid is alright!” 

 Dobson’s smell was beginning to make her thoughts lazy and her panties moist.  She 

fought almost physically to keep from succumbing to the temptation.   

 If it’s true then it’ll bear out his defense and it’ll be an easy victory for me in court, she 

rationalized.  Oh what am I thinking?  I’ll get disbarred if I don’t curb this! 

 On shaky legs she stood up and walked as far as she could away from the scent, but there 

was no escaping it.  Without looking back she hollered for the jailer. 

 “You’re due in court tomorrow and if what you’ve said is the truth then I’ll send you a 

bottle of cheap cologne so this doesn’t happen in court.  Don’t let them give you a bath, god 

don’t let them bathe you,” she practically moaned. 

 “So you believe me?!” he nearly cheered. 

 “Yes.  Stay away from me but yes I believe you.” 

 Bill came and unlocked the cell and Allyson nearly fell out of it in an attempt to get away 

from the carnal turmoil in her mind.  Even as she walked away the lusty thoughts of sampling 

Jeff Dobson’s body swirled in her brain, tempting, calling and urging on her libido. 

**** 

 The court was packed with hungry eyed women and angry jealous men.  Allyson’s nerves 

were on edge.  She had warned the bailiff there could be trouble but refused to tell him exactly 

what it was.  He had given her a strange look but her years of dealing with him made the officer 

of the court to take her seriously.  Ralph trusted to almost to a fault but even he was suspicious. 

 “All rise for the Honorable Judge Martha Sewell,” the bulky man said. 

 “Please be seated,” the magistrate instructed.  “This is the matter of the State of Ohio 

versus Jeffrey Robert Dobson; the charge is inciting a riot, public indecency and resisting arrest.  

The defendant has already entered a plea of not guilty and has an attorney present.  Are you 

ready to precede councilors?” 
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 “Yes,” the District Attorney said. 

 “I am Your Honor,” Allyson stated. 

 “Bring in the defendant, bailiff,” Judge Sewell asked. 

 Allyson’s nerves jumped a little at the mention of his name.  However true horror didn’t 

arrive in her mind until she saw Dobson had been showered and garbed in prisoner’s orange 

jumpsuit.  Wet hair was neatly combed back and his skin glistened with moisture.  His hands 

shackled in front of him with cuffs.  The warm, heady scent of dark chocolate wafted towards 

her nose making her loins swelter and her body perspire. 

 Oh shit no!  I told him specifically not to bathe! 

 “Is the defendant r-ready to proceed?” Judge Sewell stammered uncharacteristically. 

 “Yes Your Honor,” Dobson said. 

 His tone was like that of a man who knew exactly what terrible thing was going to 

happen but knew he couldn’t prevent it.   

 “I told you not to bathe,” Allyson hissed at him. 

 “The guards insisted and when I refused they forced me to take one.  They wouldn’t let 

me have the bottle of cologne you sent me!” 

 “Your Honor!” she exclaimed to the judge. “We cannot proceed at this time due to 

unforeseen circumstances.” 

 “What are you talking about Ms. Crowley?  I warn you if this is some sort of trick I’ll be 

quite h-harsh with you,” the older woman retorted. 

 “The reason behind the charges is present in the courtroom and the disruption it will 

cause will… will…” 

 Chocolate, thick dark and luxurious filled her nostril and bringing a delicious halt to her 

words.  Her mouth began to water and her stomach growled.  Never before in Allyson’s life did 

she want a heavily coated candy bar laden with that wonderful substance. 

 “What’s that smell?” the magistrate asked.  “Do I smell chocolate?  Who brought candy 

into my courtroom without telling me?” 

 Sheer terror coursed up Allyson’s spine as the judge began to tug at her robes, plucking 

and pulling in a wanton display of arousal.  Looking about the attorney could see the other 

females in the court begin to react to Dobson’s scent.  Her own brow was beaded with anxious 
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perspiration and the passionate thudding of her heart began to drown out what little good sense 

she had. 

 “I so love chocolate,” she heard herself say in a sultry, slurring voice. 

 “No!  It’s happening again!” Jeff screamed. 

 Judge Sewell had tossed aside her black robe and run from behind the bench.  Her eyes 

alit with a carnal desire only seen by her husband, or so Allyson mused.  She leaped on the table 

in front of the defendant and began to press her nose into his neck.  Jeff let out a wail of anguish 

just before his jumpsuit was breeched by her hot, urgent hands.  Behind her women were 

crawling over the banister in droves.  The chair slipped from underneath her client and he was 

quickly covered in groping hands, hot mouths and tearing fabric.  The thick, creamy aroma was 

everywhere as if his terror was lending it more strength.  Soon the court was filled with outraged 

men shouting, pleading with their wives and girlfriends to come back or face dire consequences.   

 This can’t be real!  But it is… the smell is intoxicating, exciting…, Allyson mused 

dreamlike before unbuttoning her modest blouse. 

 The buttons of her sundered attire scattered like dropped jewels to dance upon the 

courtroom floor. 

**** 

 Bailiff Ralph Mahoney rushed to the now empty court clerk’s desk.  The position had 

been abandoned by the woman stenographer who was atop the dog-pile, digging for a handful of 

the defendant’s flesh.  Ms. Devon was now only wearing just her panties and bra.  Her squirming 

and jutting buttocks driven by her frantic antics were making Ralph feel slightly ill.  Dialing the 

number from memory he held up the phone and waited for it to be answered.  In all his thirty 

years on the job he had never seen anything like the writhing, wiggling orgy taking place before 

his eyes right now.  He turned red when he saw where Judge Sewell had her mouth and a 

shudder of embarrassment and revulsion went through his big frame.  She wore an expression of 

pure, unadulterated delight as she suckled, licked and moaned. 

 “City Police, front desk,” a man’s voice answered. 

 “Send as many officers as you can spare to the 8th District Courtroom as fast as you can!” 

he bellowed. 

 “What’s happened?” 

 “It’s a riot we need help before it gets out of control.” 
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 “I’ll dispatch the riot patrol right away.” 

 “Oh and another thing…” 

 “What?” 

 “Don’t send any women…please God don’t send any female officers!”  
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Wash Day 
 Katie Watts looked out the window.  The sky was clear and bright with just a few fluffy 

white clouds slowly crossing overhead.  The phone rang suddenly startling her from staring out 

the window and enjoying the beautiful view.  Reaching over she picked up the ringing device 

and noted the caller ID. 

 “Hello Debbie,” she said into it, “How are you today?” 

 “Just great!” the perky brunette chirped.  “Did you see what it’s like outside?  It’s a 

gorgeous day out!” 

 “Yes it is.” 

 “Well I’m calling because Susan and I are doing laundry and wondered if you wanted to 

take advantage of the sunshine.” 

 “I do have some sheets to hang out, what’s the air index say?” 

 “It’s less than twelve per cent, well under the safety level.” 

 “I see you and Susie in a few then,” Katie smiled. 

 “Don’t forget your mask!” 

 Hanging up the phone she grinned at her friend.   

 I knew Debbie would call before I could check the air index on the computer.  I swear she 

spends most of her time on the Internet. 

 With a skip in her step Katie went downstairs and gathered up the sheets in the washer.  

Dumping them into a blue basket she donned her gas mask and headed out the back door.  She 

laughed; it was a hollow echoing sound within the confines of the breathing device.  Striding 

through the backyard she looked to her right to see if Susie and Debbie had come out yet. 

 “Hey Katie!” a familiar but muffled voice called out. 

 It was Susie wearing a white sun dress her blonde hair in a ponytail hanging out of the 

gas mask she wore.  Right next to her was Debbie, a brunette like Katie in similar attire except 

for the pink floral pattern. 

 “Beautiful day, eh girls?” she bantered back. 

 “The sun feels great on my legs and arms,” the brunette smiled.  “It’s been too long since 

it’s been this nice.” 

 “Tell me about it,” the blonde griped.  “I feel like I’ve been cooped up in the house for 

ages.” 
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 “So, how are Steve and the kids?” she asked Debbie. 

 “We’re all fine, how about you and Richard?” 

 “Couldn’t be better.” 

 “Hey did Richard tell you about the accident at work?” Susie inquired. 

 “Yeah he did,” she answered, “but he said it was no big deal.” 

 “That’s the same line I got from Bob.”  

 “Well girls lets get these things hung up so we can do some real gossiping!” Katie 

snickered. 

**** 

 They had been sitting on the grass enjoying the feel of the soft blades.  Susie was telling 

them about how her and Bob had gone out to see a movie just the other day.  Katie was feeling 

jealous since it had been months since she and Richard had done something like that.   

 It really isn’t his fault; he works such long hours at the plant I really shouldn’t complain. 

She thought to herself. 

 “We had a wonderful romantic dinner at Carlos’ and then we came home and…well you 

know,” Susie finished.  “All in all it was really nice.” 

 “Dave and I are going out tomorrow, weather permitting,” Debbie chimed in. 

 “Well if the index is up you can always take the tube into town,” Katie suggested. 

 “Um… Dave doesn’t like the tube, he’s claustrophobic.” 

 “Oh.” 

 “Well he should try anyways for goodness’ sake how often do you two have the chance 

to get away from the kids?” the blonde retorted. 

 “Now wait one minute!” Debbie said, her voice rising. 

 “Ladies let’s not fight,” Katie stated.  “We get so little time face to face let’s enjoy it.  If 

Dave gets nervous because of small places then it’s a wife’s duty to make sure he’s not 

uncomfortable.” 

 “Yeah you’ve got a point there,” Susie agreed.  “So have you and Richard tried, you 

know?” 

 “We’ve gone to see a specialist a month ago but so far no luck.  I’m beginning to think 

there’s something wrong with me.  His tests came out just fine, so it must be my fault.” 

 “You don’t think he’ll… well… I mean to say…,” Susie stammered. 
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 “H-he hasn’t said anything about it,” she replied. “We’ve only been married a year.” 

 The three of them went quiet, it wasn’t a pleasant conversation anymore and each one 

feared at one point or another exactly what Katie was going through.  Children were the future, 

they all knew that.  With the population the way it was, reducing birthrates and the air conditions 

it was becoming an increasingly important topic.   

 “Well if you ask me if the darn fanatics over in the Middle East hadn’t started this whole 

mess none of us would be worrying,” Debbie grumbled.  “Another war over my god is better 

than your god—how stupid.” 

 “That’s the problem with humans, I suppose,” Susie countered.  “They don’t think 

logically until its way too late.  Then they have to find alternate methods and invent new 

technology to live with the after-effects of their hasty decisions.” 

 “Hey, what time is it?” the other brunette asked. 

 Katie looked at her watch, it was two-thirty and she hadn’t gotten dinner started.  

Standing up she brushed off her blue sun dress and began to quietly take down the laundry. 

 “Two-thirty,” she told the girls. 

 “It’s it that late already?” the golden haired woman sighed. 

 “Yes, my kids will be home soon,” the other brunette stated without thinking. 

 I know it’s not within me to worry about being replaced but still I’ve been so happy with 

Richard I’d hate to see it come to an end.   

 She folded the sheets and put them lovingly into the basket.   

 “Don’t worry honey,” Debbie whispered.  “They’ll just adjust you and I’m sure 

everything will be alright.” 

 “I really don’t want to go back to the factory—that place gives me the creeps,” she 

moaned softly.   

 “We were made to serve men, after the biological attack killed off all the human women 

it was only natural that we would be created to take their place.  I just wish they’d manufacture a 

better filter system so we don’t have to watch the pollen index so closely.” 

 Maybe that’s the problem, she contemplated, her circuits firing in logical order, I did go 

out accidentally when Richard started down the driveway without his briefcase.  Wouldn’t it be 

ironic if in being a good housewife I damaged my internal incubator? 
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 Waving goodbye to her synthetic comrades Katie trudged back to the house trying to 

ignore the fact she might have to return to the factory to get repaired, or worse be scrapped.  

Despite being a perfect wife, a talented lover and a great conversationalist the place she was 

manufactured was still staffed by humans.  Humans made mistakes, just like the ones who had 

designed the biological weapon who ruined the gentler sex she was designed to replace. 
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What Lies Beneath the Skin 
 Jessica whirled to the powerful beat thumping out of the massive speakers in the club.  

Moving her feet, spinning in place and thrusting her arms into the air she swayed in a primitive 

manner to the all encompassing music.  The hot press of bodies, the smell of honest sweat, and 

the flashing of the club’s multi-colored lights permeated her as surely as needles jabbed into her 

brain.   

 Got to dance—got to find love—it’s all I’m living for! She chanted primitively without 

thought. 

 It was Saturday night and she had nothing better to do than come here.  Carole, her lover 

had moved out two weeks ago leaving a female-shaped void in Jess’ life.  They had been 

together for a year, but now she was gone.  A violent shouting match had ensued.  With tears in 

their eyes the other woman had packed up with Jess unable to find the words to make her stay.  

Soft accusations of how she was too wrapped up in her hours spent in front of the laptop, 

banging on the keys and filling the screen with harsh, angry words while Jess delighted in the 

erotic/horror story she was working on. 

 She told me I was hiding in my writing to escape my life.  Carole was so well grounded in 

reality but she couldn’t understand how I need to write—it is the only thing that keeps me from 

flying apart!   

 An emptiness she longed to fill.  Inevitably her thoughts went back to the scene she had 

caused with her parents.  Like some creature nestled inside of her, Jess’ homosexuality had 

strained to get out for many years.  Barely controlled it was only a matter of time before all the 

signs where put together like some puzzle by her family. 

 I wanted to tell them in a calm manner but in the end I screwed it up. 

 Everything came out during a fight with her mother one night two years ago.  The 

argument started over something as silly as the newly pink dyed portion of her hair.  Jess’ mother 

began to make pointed comments about it.  It was the last straw.  The screaming match began 

and in an attempt to hurt her mother, to lash out angrily like some infuriated child she spat out 

the truth like thrusting a spear into her enemy’s body.  The stunned expression, the whitening of 

her mother’s face and the sudden widening of her eyes momentarily gave Jessica satisfaction.  

But it was over in a flash.  All that remained was shrieking, crying and finally expulsion.  Her 
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parents tossed her out of the house like she was some tenant who had become too far past due on 

her rent.  

 I barely had time to gather up my things and get out.  Maybe Carole is right—I’m 

running away from the pain in my soul. 

 The need to belong, to be loved and get totally wrapped up into another person was a 

constant ache which often reduced her to tears.  Shaking under the thin sheets on her bed Jess’ 

last fourteen nights had been spent in lonely misery, unable to write she did little more than walk 

around like some zombie.  She felt isolated, insulated and apart from the rest of humanity. 

 I never felt like I could connect to anyone.  I was always told love, true love would 

surround me, sink into my flesh and take over making everything tolerable—even blissful.  

Despite the women I’ve encountered none of them were able to make me feel this way. 

 She had moved through their lives like some shadow, a ghost of herself.  Tina, the 

construction worker who drank, talked, swore and walked like a man hadn’t been the answer.  

She was the first lesbian Jess hooked up with after she left her parents’ house.  In the end she felt 

like an object, not a person.  Tina asked her to leave after a few months. 

 Chloe was the exact opposite of Tina.  Girlish to the point of being a stereotype from 

some television commercial the thin brunette was all show and no go.  Her relationship with the 

fashion designer student lasted only a few passionate, but brief weeks.  Months went by before 

she met Carole, another student.  Now she was back on the prowl.   

 I’m dressed for success but I’ve only managed to attract the attention of Simone, the 

bartender, she sighed. 

 The music came to an end.  Moving off the dance floor with her throat parched from her 

wild antics Jess’ headed to the far end of the bar hoping to avoid Simone.  She took a seat on the 

stool and hunkered down, her shoulder length blonde hair dangling into her face.  She knew she 

was hiding, but didn’t care.  Behind the counter was Bruce, a gay man wearing nothing more 

than jeans, chaps, cowboy boots and a mesh shirt.  His hair was spiked up and styled to 

perfection.  He didn’t see Jess in time for his lesbian co-worker pushed past him rudely after 

spotting her.   

 Simone was wearing a tight pair of jeans, a tattered black shirt leaving her right arm bare 

from shoulder to fingers.  Boiling down her limb were tattoos of flowers and vines glowing in 

the bright overhead lights above the bar.  Jess cringed at the red, yellow and blue-black of the 



 

 

66 

inked pictures.  The woman’s ears were pierced three times each and she sported a silver ring in 

the left corner of her lower lip.   

 Maybe I’d think about going out with her if she wasn’t so aggressive and demanding.  

Simone and her constant offers about going out for that strong European coffee she likes—why 

me? 

 “What can I get ya?” Simone drawled thickly.  Her New Orleans accent spicing her 

words in a rich Creole flavor. 

 “Just a Coke,” she answered. 

 “So have you thought about my offer?” 

 “Not tonight Simone, I’m really not up for personal conversation.  I just wanna dance and 

have fun.” 

 “Suit yourself, but one day you’ll come to see Simone—I guarantee it.” 

 Inwardly Jess laughed at the way she said her own name for she deliberately pronounced 

it Sin-moan like some ludicrous, suggestive jest on her name.  If it wasn’t so pathetically obvious 

and only served to remind Jess of her single status and crushing loneliness she would’ve given 

voice to her amusement. 

 “Here ya go,” Sin-moan stated, plunking down the sweating glass.  “Think about my 

offer Jess—please?” 

 “Okay,” she sighed in false defeat.  “I’ll let you know.” 

 The black haired woman grinned not knowing her apparent victory was as hollow as the 

empty space in Jess’ heart.  She moved away seductively, making the blonde just roll her eyes. 

 I didn’t ask for this life.  Never at any point did I think that being gay would push me into 

such a situation.  I wish I would’ve come out of the closet differently—at least I’d be in school, 

not struggling from day-to-day hoping my stories sell to the various magazines I submit them 

too.  Working at a dingy and depressing Laundromat in hopes I’ll become a successful writer 

and move away from all this misery. 

 A sinking feeling settled over her like thick, choking smog.  It smothered her spirit and 

made Jess slump even further against the bar.  Her brain began to pick apart her life, like some 

maniacal mad doctor carving up a cadaver just for the fun of it.  Jess’ mind exposed her failures 

one at a time.  The lack of intimacy, her petty ambitions and the still aching sting of her parents’ 

rejection began to cloud her eyes with hot tears. 
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 “Is this seat taken?” a soft, sweet voice inquired to her left. 

 Through the veil of hair she saw a mysterious brunette woman who reminded her a little 

of herself.  Slender in build with a similar pair of deep brown eyes the stranger’s expression was 

frozen in a quizzical mask. 

 “No go ahead,” she whispered. 

 But the music had started up again and she had to repeat the answer by shouting. 

 “You look upset,” the newcomer stated. 

 “I’m fine.” 

 “You don’t look fine.  In fact you look lonely and depressed.” 

 “Look I didn’t ask you to come over here and start psychoanalyzing me, okay?” 

 “Sorry I’m just not good at letting a pretty woman look so sad.” 

 “What’s your name?” 

 “Elizabeth, but everyone calls me Lizzie.” 

 “Nice to meet you Lizzie—I’m Jessica, or just Jess.” 

 The stranger extended her hand which she shook.  Her hand was soft, cool and yet 

possessed a firm grip, not too strong but not too weak.  A shudder coursed through Jess’ body 

even raising goose bumps which stayed long after she released Lizzie’s hand. 

 “So do you come here often?” the woman asked. 

 “Occasionally, how about you?” she replied. 

 “This is my first time—it’s sort of my coming out party.” 

 “Y-you just came out?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Where are your friends?  You should be really celebrating instead of talking to me.” 

 “I-I don’t have any friends here tonight.  I lost my old ones when I let them know I was 

gay. Of course my male friends were hoping to talk me into a little girl-on-girl action for their 

erotic benefit so I’m not speaking to them.  And my straight female friends—well let’s just say 

they distanced themselves from me.  But I live with a bunch of really nice people, just like me.  

Outcasts you might say.” 

 She was astounded for this woman had found a niche in the world, or at least some sort of 

reasonable facsimile.   

 “Good for you,” she found herself saying. 
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 “Yes it is,” Lizzie replied.  “I don’t mean to be forward but you are—well gay, right?” 

 Jess found herself gazing into those brown eyes, pretty face and soft lips.  The offer was 

there, tenderly spoken without Sin-moan’s brashness.  It was honest, yet not intrusive.   

 “Yes,” she answered with a blush. 

 “I thought so,” the woman answered. 

 “You mentioned this was your coming out party.  Wanna dance?” 

 Lizzie smiled in a very polite yet interested manner. 

 “I thought you’d never ask,” she smiled. 

 Abandoning her stool and her Coke she took the brunette’s hand and led her out onto the 

crowded, surging dance floor.  As if on cue another song thundered out of the speakers making 

all the participants renew their individual undulations.  Face to face with her new partner Jess 

began to move to the rhythm.  Lizzie did the same and she found watching the other lesbian’s 

smooth gyrations quite exotic and pleasing.  The tight black dress the other woman wore was 

bare at the arms and just above the knees, allowing her to easily follow those limbs in their 

movements.  It was alluring attire, revealing without being coming off as slut-wear.  However 

she found herself eventually locked into those incredible deep orbs.  They moved as one, 

together yet apart.  She found without much effort that Lizzie copied something she did which 

she found interesting, Jess was doing the same.  Reaching out the other woman put her hands on 

Jess’ shoulders.  The contact surprised her.  Unconsciously she put her palms on the slender hips 

swaying in front of her.  The song climbed into a primitive beat and Jess wasn’t shocked when 

the first brush of Lizzie’s lips caressed hers.  Tentatively she returned it for the very rightness of 

it couldn’t be denied.  She felt like there was some connection, strange yet not artificially forced 

which bonded them together and she was damned to figure out how incredibly natural it was. 

 “You are beautiful,” Lizzie whispered into her ear.  “I must confess I’ve been watching 

you most of the night.” 

 “T-thank you,” she stammered back. 

 “You’re not with someone, are you?” 

 “No I’m single.” 

 “She left you, didn’t she?” 

 “Yes.  Two weeks ago Carole walked out because she said I was too wrapped up in my 

writing.” 
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 “You’re a writer?” 

 “Well I am, but not a successful one.  I manage to get by on magazine submissions and a 

few articles for on-line places.” 

 “How fascinating.” 

 “What do you do for a living?” 

 “I’m an artist,” Lizzie said proudly. 

 “Wow, have you been published?” 

 “Quite extensively.  My work is currently in high demand and I’m quite self-sufficient at 

the moment, but you know how quickly that can change. I’ve been working on a rather big 

project and I’m quite proud of how it’s turning out.” 

 There was the offer for the next level.  Lizzie hadn’t asked her to come back to her place 

to see her work but it was easy to spot she was waiting for an answer.  Again without being 

intrusive and bold the choice was utterly up to Jess.  She didn’t wait long in answering. 

 “I’d like to see your work,” she grinned. 

 “Perhaps after this dance?” her dance partner queried. 

 “I’d like that.” 

**** 

 This isn’t the sort of place I expected her to live in, Jess thought to herself.  Jesus it’s a 

run-down mess of a building! 

 The huge Victorian house was gray in the streetlamps.  Empty windows, like soulless 

eyes bore into the suddenly nervous blonde and a feeling of dread quickly spread over her mind.  

The rest of the houses on the street were weather beaten, empty and silent.  The street was void 

of cars and only a single black, elderly van was parked beside Lizzie’s residence.  The two 

women were inside the vehicle. 

 I’m having second thoughts about this. 

 “I know it doesn’t look like much,” Lizzie said unexpectedly.  “But it’s nicer inside and 

the rent is cheap.  The residents here are mostly artsy types.  Musicians, artists and that sort—but 

surprisingly we don’t have a writer living here.” 

 “You sound like you’re making an offer,” she countered with an anxious laugh. 

 “No, I’m just pointing out a rather curious point.  Shall we go inside?” 

 This is stupid!  I don’t think she’d hurt me but I don’t trust her all of a sudden. 
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 “Look I can see you’re nervous so I’m not going to insist.  If you’d like we can do this 

another time, perhaps in the daylight?  I know how our home must appear to you, so foreboding 

and scary.  It made me feel the same way myself when I first saw it.” 

 She’s being polite and I think I won’t offend her if I change my mind.  Perhaps I’m just 

being silly and letting the house affect me.  Or is it my self-preservation instincts?  But I did ask 

to see her work and I know I’d feel put out if someone changed their mind if I brought them 

home.  This is her coming out party and I’ve interrupted it, yeah I’d better just go inside. 

 “No it’s okay,” she smiled.   

 “If you’re sure then let’s go,” Lizzie said happily. 

 Her smile is worth all the nervousness in the world, Jess thought. 

 Getting out of the van she waited for her new friend to walk around the front and lead her 

up the steps.  Jess took the woman’s offered hand, shivering in delight at the feel of her palm and 

the fingers as they wrapped around hers.  The grass was wild, unkempt and spotted with 

dandelions.  The mailbox hung askew on a rickety post on the left side of the cracked and pitted 

cement walkway.  The boards of the steps creaked and groaned as if in pain when she began 

climbing them.   

 “It looks a lot worse on the outside than it does within,” Lizzie said softly. 

 “If you say so,” she quipped. 

 Producing a skeleton key from her purse the brown haired woman unlocked the door and 

swung it wide open in a grand gesture.  Sweeping her arm inward she bowed slightly at the 

waist, a comical yet interesting show of good manners. 

 “After you,” the brunette smiled brilliantly. 

 A giggle escaped Jess’ lips and she danced across the threshold on purpose, her heart 

giddy with unexpected happiness.  Once inside the gray walls, rug coated floorboards and 

pictures on the hallway walls made the outside of the structure seem even more dilapidated.   

 “This is very nice,” she said. 

 “I told you—and it’s so cheap!  I couldn’t pay for something this large in the city,” Lizzie 

stated. 

 Moving down the hall, she followed her friend up a set of winding stairs to the second 

floor.  Surprisingly the house was quiet, silent and still.  It was eerie but Jess found it wasn’t as 

unnerving as the outer appearance.  Her heartbeat slowed steadily. 
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 “Here’s my room,” the brown haired woman said. 

 She had her hand placed on a large thick door, a tarnished number six embedded into the 

wood. The same key which had unlocked the front portal quickly undid this room and Lizzie 

entered into it, snapping on a light switch. 

 “Oh wow!  How much do you pay a month?” Jess gasped. 

 “Would you believe a hundred dollars?” the lesbian answered. 

 “No shit!” 

 “No shit, whatsoever.” 

 The room was huge, opulent and airy.  Wood walls, bookshelves galore and an expensive 

Oriental rug were the first things the blonde noticed.  This living room was the size of Jess’ 

entire apartment and then some.  She noticed three more doors along the back and right wall.  A 

new computer hidden partially within a roll-top desk was between two big windows.  There was 

a television armoire, a couch, two posh chairs and even a loveseat.  The yellowing chandelier 

with its Tiffany crystal lights threw soft illumination all over the chamber. 

 “I have this to myself, a private bathroom and even a kitchen,” she said proudly.  “Not 

only that we have a sitting room downstairs where we gather from time to time to talk, drink 

coffee and just mingle.” 

 “I’m so jealous!” Jess almost shrieked giddily. 

 “I shouldn’t say anything but we do have a vacancy.” 

 “Oh I would do anything to live here!  I could save up money and not have to work my 

fingers to the bone, pounding on a keyboard for days just to keep a roof over my head.” 

 “I could speak to the manager about it, if you like.” 

 “Oh would you?” 

 “Absolutely.  He’d love to have a writer here; it would complete his private collection of 

artists I think.  He prefers to rent to imaginative people, or that’s what he told me when I came to 

see him about lodgings.” 

 Jess’ heart leapt in anticipation.  She was behind on the rent and it seemed like fate had 

lent a hand after Lizzie’s admission.   

 A place to call my own where I don’t have to feel like a hunched back mouse who is 

cramped and stuffed into a too small box.  A low cost for rent and plenty of people just like me to 

talk, laugh and hang out with.    
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 “Now for the reason we came here in the first place,” the brunette said.  “I have to warn 

you though for I was in a pretty dark place mentally when I started these so they might be a bit 

shocking.  I suppose it was because I hadn’t come out yet.  All those repressed angry and morose 

emotions were put into my art.” 

 “I can relate to that,” she remarked. 

 Walking over to an easel by the computer desk she began tugging out a battered portfolio 

which looked like it was mainly held together by the fiction of being what it was.  Lizzie opened 

it up and began taking out canvas after canvas.  Jess’ eyes widened as the other woman set them 

around the apartment for display. 

 The colors were dark, depressing consisting of blacks, deep blues and every shade of gray 

imaginable.  There was an underwater theme to them all.  The bubbles and currents swirling in 

each one caused the view to gasp for air as if they were beneath the water in reality instead of 

viewing a painting.  A malevolent pair of bemused eyes stared out from each and the cold 

fishiness of them made Jess’ skin crawl.   

 “I know—pretty horrible aren’t they?  But what can I say, they sell very well,” Lizzie 

said, shrugging her shoulders. 

 “I-I don’t know what to say,” she whispered.  “The textures and compositions are 

wonderful, dark and foreboding but wonderful nonetheless.” 

 Her paintings are just like my writing! She thought. 

 “I have an idea.  Let me paint you,” Elizabeth offered. 

 “What?!” she shrieked, before turning red at her overly enthusiastic reaction. 

 “Seriously I’ve grown bored with this line of art and it’d be nice to do something more 

classical—a nude if you aren’t too shy.” 

 “Now?” 

 “Oh heavens no! I’m not in the mood to paint right now.  But we could do it another 

time, if you want.” 

 The idea of being immortalized on canvas by a moderately well known artist does have 

its allure, she mused silently.  I could return the favor by putting her into that romantic love 

story for that lesbian/gay magazine my editor’s been harping about.   
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 “Look I’m not asking you to pose like something out of Playboy or worse, I wanna do a 

classical nude.  You know, demure yet sexy.  A soft piece of intimacy designed to enthrall and 

evoke passion, innocence and happiness,” Lizzie cajoled.   

 “O-okay but only if you let me put you into a story,” she agreed.  “I think you’d be a 

great character for a short I’m doing.” 

 “It’s a deal!” 

 The two women shook hands and Jess once more felt the warm tug upon her heart from 

the momentary contact.  She tried not to melt, but failed.  The other woman reached out and took 

her into her arms, holding her gently like some mother comforting a wounded child. 

 “You’re shy,” the brunette whispered.  “I think it makes you sexier.  It’s what drew me to 

you in the club, your innocence and hurt expression.” 

 The kisses started soft, rhythmic and grew more urgent.  Jess broke away but stayed in 

the confines of Elizabeth’s embrace. 

 “Lizzie…,” she began. 

 “Yes?” the brunette answered. 

 “I’m not ready just yet.” 

 “I understand—I’m disappointed but I’m not going to push my luck.  You’ll come to me 

eventually I just need to be more patience.” 

 They drifted apart, slow and yet inevitably like two ships on the rolling waves.   

 “So when do you want me to pose?” she husked out. 

 “How about Monday morning?  Be here bright and early I want to start when the dawn 

rays strike your body.  Bring a simple dress—white or light yellow if you have one.” 

 With her heart pounding and her knees shaking she found herself bobbing her head up 

and down not trusting herself to speak. 

 “Coffee or tea?” Lizzie asked.  

 “Tea would be great,” she replied. 

 “I’ll go make some.” 

 She leaned forward, kissing Jess on the cheek leaving her happily stunned and walk 

gracefully away towards the kitchen.  An unfamiliar feeling crept through her body making her 

shiver with pleasure. It was nice. 
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 Okay I’m interested—very interested but the sting of Carole’s leaving is still with me.  No 

sense ruining it by leaping into the sack with Lizzie, she pondered.  But is this love or desire?  I 

have to admit I can’t wait to find out! 

**** 

 Monday morning found her sitting in her car just outside of Elizabeth’s house, her 

stomach a-flutter with anxiety and her mind filled with second thoughts.  Beneath her long 

battered coat the pure white sundress felt strangely out of place.  Taking deep breaths to quell the 

nervousness within her Jess wondered if this was a mistake. 

 Oh for crying out loud it’s only a painting—not an orgy.  Lizzie’s nice and she didn’t 

even push herself on me after I told her no, she chastised herself.  We had a nice long talk before 

she took me back to the club to pick up my car.   

 But it was the thought, which had surfaced on Sunday afternoon that someone, some 

stranger would buy the painting and stare at it for hours on end.  The very idea they would stand 

there before her image and make up countless stories about who she was, what she was thinking 

and where she lived.   

 They would never know the real me, who I am and all the dreams and aspirations I have.  

I would just be some naked woman lounging on a sofa looking demure and innocent. 

 They would never know her name unless Lizzie’s title for the artwork would include it. 

 “Well I can sit here and be a chicken-shit or go inside and at least enjoy a quiet day with 

Elizabeth,” she said aloud. 

 Getting out of the car she found herself hurrying up the walkway and almost vaulting the 

steps.  She reached for the handle and realized it was locked.  A momentary bout of confusion 

assailed her as she found no doorbell to ring or the common list of buzzers to press to summon 

someone within an apartment building.  There was a large tarnished brass knocker in the middle 

of the door about face level. 

 I don’t remember this from the other night. 

 It was strange, almost unreal.  A bulbous head with a long mustache-like portion which 

dangled below the chin-less face, it caused her to shudder suddenly.  Reaching up she thumped it 

three times and happily released her grip on it.  A minute passed by before she was once again 

making her hand rise to grasp it again when the door opened.  Beyond the threshold was a mop-

haired young man wearing a tan jacket with brown elbow patches.   
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 He was short and skinny.  His pressed pants, shiny shoes and dapper appearance startled 

her.  His face bristled with a thick black beard which was very unlike what a man of his age 

should don.  There was a strange twinkling in his deep brown eyes which darted all over her 

body in a manner of inspection but without the sexual connotation she had become accustomed 

to receive by most males. 

 “Can I help you?” he said with a rumbling voice. 

 She couldn’t place the accent but it was familiar. 

 “Um… I’m here to see Lizzie,” she said. 

 “I see. My name is Alexei, Alexei Solovyov Come on inside then—do you know which 

room is hers?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Then go on up.” 

 “Thanks Alexei.” 

 He nodded his head and moved aside.  Watching him she noticed he moved into the 

sitting room leaving her to close the door behind her.  Shrugging her shoulders at his peculiar 

behavior and strange name she shut the door and began heading for the steps. 

 What a weird little freak he is.  I wonder if he’s another artist? 

 She made it to Lizzie’s apartment and reached out to knock on the door with her knuckles 

only to have it open abruptly.  Jess hopped backwards due to be so startled. Her amazement was 

multiplied by the artist’s attire. 

 The brunette was wearing nothing but a smock-like apron.  Her bare limbs exposed in a 

very shocking exposure which made Jess blush hotly.  Her long legs flowed out of the bottom to 

end in petite and perfect feet.  She wore no polish on her toenails and her fingers were equally 

barren of the same.  Her hair was caught up in a ponytail and her eyes were clear and bright. 

 “You came!” Elizabeth exclaimed.  “Oh I was so hoping you would.  I got the funniest 

feeling you had second thoughts about it.” 

 “Well I did have a moment of doubt outside but I made a promise so here I am,” she 

replied. 

 “Good!  Come in and we’ll get started.” 

 “Um why aren’t you… um dressed?” 
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 “Oh this?  I always paint in the nude but I figured I’d better put at least something on so 

not to offend you.  I didn’t want this to come off as a seduction.  Funny thing about me is I can’t 

do good work if I wear clothes.  You don’t mind, do you?” 

 “No, I suppose it’s alright.” 

 Feeling embarrassed for her friend’s choice in attire and her blatant lie Jess was reluctant 

to remove the long gray coat.  But Lizzie reached for it and she was forced out of politeness to 

take it off. 

 “Oh how pretty that dress is!” the brunette complimented.  “I am so going to enjoy 

putting this on canvas.” 

 “I thought you were going to do a nude?” she whispered. 

 “Not a full nude, my dear.  Just enough bare skin to titillate and tantalize those who view 

it.” 

 “Oh.” 

 “Are you disappointed?  We could do a full figure nude if you want but what’s in my 

imagination would be much better.” 

 “No you’re the artist—let’s do it your way.” 

 “Excellent!  Let’s get you situated and I’ll begin with a sketch.” 

**** 

 Okay this is boring and I’m getting a cramp, Jess thought. 

 She had been lying across the sofa for two hours now with just a few minute breaks 

allowed by Lizzie to stretch out.  Lying on her left side, the sundress’ top pulled away onto her 

upper arm to expose her shoulder and breast.  Lizzie had hiked up the hem of it and bared her 

long legs and feet.  Bunched up underneath her was a red velvet blanket.  Jess’ left arm was tired 

from holding her head up, chin quivering and facial muscles aching from keeping the demure 

expression plastered on her face.  The only thing she could do to pass the time and ignore the 

cramps was the fevered, almost maniacal manner in which the artist was jabbing at the canvas 

with a pencil.  A brow beaded with perspiration showed how intensely concentrated Lizzie was 

at capturing what was before her.   

 I know the feeling she’s going through.  Often in the midst of writing I’ve found myself 

hammering at the keys, frantic to get the story out, she thought with amusement.  I wonder how 

many times I’ve wore the exact same look? 
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 “Okay let’s take a break,” Lizzie announced breathlessly. 

 “Good my entire body is cramping up,” she laughed. 

 “I’ve got the pose down and ready to start painting so how about some tea?” 

 “That’d be great.” 

 She stood up from the sofa, massaging her aching limbs.  With a smile the brunette 

turned and moved towards the kitchen.  Jess gasped out loud when she saw Lizzie’s bare back, 

rounded buttocks and naked legs.  Desire burst throughout her being at the unexpected vision and 

Jess had to try not to pant from the effect it was having on her.  The apron covered nothing of the 

artist’s back.  Only the strings behind her neck and around her waist hid any flesh.  Her eyes 

were drawn to the roll of her hips.  The lower part of the knots hung down to caress the swaying 

globes in an intimate and erotic fashion.  Blushing furiously she deliberately dragged her stare up 

to the woman’s shoulders.  Across them was a tattoo which covered the width of them.   

 What the hell? She thought. So much for her not trying to be seductive, I can’t believe 

she’s nearly nude! 

 “Be right back,” Lizzie said innocently. 

 “O-okay,” she managed to reply. 

 Oh my god I don’t know if she’s doing this on purpose or not but I have to get a hold of 

myself or I’m going to make a big mistake—I’m just not ready for this! 

 “Honey?” Lizzie asked. 

 The word felt less like a question and more like an endearment. 

 “I-I’m sorry what did you say?” she answered. 

 “Do you take sugar or honey, I can’t remember.” 

 “Yeah milk and sugar is fine.” 

 Standing there with one tit hanging out of her dress feeling like some nervous virgin on 

her first date Jess’ body erupted in goose-bumps and she shivered with excitement.  Her cheeks 

burned and in a vain attempt to recover her composure she yanked the sleeve of the garment up 

over her shoulder and tucked herself back inside. 

 I’ll be damned if I let her get to me this easily! 

 When Lizzie came back into the room she was wearing a bathrobe and Jess couldn’t 

decide if she liked it or not.  The uncomfortable feelings she was having over the fact the artist 

was semi-naked was confounded by the fact she was enjoying it.  These two conflicting emotions 
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chased each other around her brain.  Taking the tea cup from Lizzie’s hand the two of them went 

to the other couch to sit down. 

 “I didn’t know you had a tattoo,” Jess said. 

 “Yes would you like to see it?” the woman answered. 

 “Okay.” 

 Turning around she watched Lizzie drop the robe off her shoulders.  Her breath caught in 

her throat when she spied the black inked symbol on the bared skin which stretched from 

shoulder to shoulder.   

 The central portion was an octopus-faced man with large soulless eyes with a beard of 

sorts of dangling tentacles.  Extending out across the smooth skin of Lizzie’s back and from this 

nightmarish head was bat wings, in a very stylized and tribal manner.  The deep blackness of the 

ink seemed to move and undulate with every breath the brunette took creating the illusion it was 

moving.  A shudder of revulsion instantly coursed through Jess but faded quickly. 

 “What do you think?” Lizzie queried. 

 “Ah—I’m not sure.  It’s unusual but a bit creepy,” she replied. 

 “Do you have any tattoos?”  

 “No I don’t.” 

 “You don’t like them?” 

 “I can’t afford one to be honest.” 

 The robe flipped up covering the strange image and the mysterious female stood up and 

went over to a cabinet.  When she opened it up Jess saw within its confines were strange silvery 

equipment, plastic bottles containing all sorts of different colors and stacks of books. 

 “I do tattoos on the side,” Lizzie remarked.  “I haven’t had a customer in a while since 

I’ve been so busy with my paintings.” 

 Mesmerized Jess stood up and walked over to see what exactly was contained within the 

cabinet.  Her heart pounded against her ribs and her breath was rapid and hot. 

 “These books have all sorts of designs, some of which are my own creations,” the painter 

stated.  “I also have a brag-book, photos of some of my work etched on customers’ skin.  That’s 

typical of a tattoo artist.” 

 “Who did the one on your back?” she asked. 

 “Some girl I knew several years ago.  We exchanged favors, I inked her and she did me.” 
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 Jess’ mind was whirling with all sorts of quickly spiraling thoughts and she realized her 

lower lip was caught in her teeth.  With a trembling hand she reached out to touch Lizzie’s brag-

book. 

 “Would you like to see this?” the brunette inquired. 

 “Could I?” 

 With a dazzling smile she handed Jess the book.  Retracing her steps she sat back down 

on the couch, set her tea cup on the floor and opened the photo album. Page after page revealed 

naked skin, mostly women with designs etched into their soft flesh.  Inked breasts, backs, arms, 

and legs stared back at her.   

 This is not helping me maintain my composure—all these nude women, she thought.   

 “If you see something you like I could do it for you for free,” Lizzie offered. 

 A hot rush blew through Jess’ body like some unexpected desert wind.  Her legs began to 

tremble and shake as her libido climbed into the stratosphere like some out of control rocket.  

She flinched when the other woman’s hand was gently placed on her shoulder.  Through the 

material of the sun dress she could feel the warmth and softness of Lizzie’s palm.   

 “You want one, don’t you,” she whispered. “I can sense it, you know.” 

 “Yes,” she husked out. 

 “Find one you like and we’ll do it.” 

 “When?” 

 “Now if you like.” 

 Turning towards the beautiful woman she felt her lips quivering.  The woman’s eyes, so 

deep and brown captivated hers in a manner almost mystical or psychic.  Jess nodded in 

agreement. 

 “How should I decide?  These are all so great,” she asked the artist. 

 “Find one that means something to you, something personal that defines you as a human 

being,” Lizzie remarked.  “Remember it will be with you forever so don’t make the choice 

lightly.  I go set up the table and sterilize my equipment so you’ll have plenty of time to make a 

decision.” 

 Jess began pouring over the book, her body wracked with a fevered frenzy she had never 

experienced before. 

**** 
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 “I can’t decide,” Jess said an hour later. 

 “Well then let’s design one for you—something unique,” Lizzie suggested.  “What 

defines you Jessica?  Put your feelings to work just like you were writing.” 

 Writing and pain seem to be the two most important aspects of my current situation.  I 

write to elevate the hurt in my soul, but is this who I truly am?  I want to be happy, successful 

and in love but I’ve never felt that way.  Lost and alone, abandoned and forgotten. 

 “Might I make a suggestion?” her friend stated. 

 “Sure,” she sighed. 

 “I think a quill, dipped into an inkwell on your left shoulder would be nice.  It speaks of 

you being a writer and we could spill a little of the ink down the side and give us a place to add 

something more in the future.” 

 “Show me.” 

 Whipping out a pad of paper Lizzie began sketching out her idea in fast flicks of her 

pencil.  In ten minutes’ time she produced a long, feathered quill jutting out of an old fashioned 

bottle which had dribbles of ink flowing down to pool around the base.  In an instant Jess knew 

this was exactly what she wanted. 

 “Yes!  That’s perfect!” she cheered. 

 “Let me refine it a bit and then will tattoo it onto you.” 

 She watched the artist rendering go from a rough outline into a thing of beauty.  Every 

touch of the pencil seemed to make the image come more alive with each stroke.  Another ten 

minutes went by and what was now displayed on the white paper was, in Jess’ mind breathtaking 

and wondrous. 

 I know just about everyone has a tattoo nowadays but there is still something forbidden, 

almost rebellious about getting one. I can’t believe I’m going to do this! 

 “Okay you’ll have to take the sundress off and climb up on the table,” Lizzie told her. 

 Why do I feel she’s as turned on as I am?  This is pretty sexy, I need to write a scene like 

this in the future. 

 Pulling the dress over her head she stood there brazenly nude and defenseless, her desires 

pounding through her.  Lizzie smiled.  Lying on her stomach, her small breasts pressed firmly 

onto the soft red leather of the tattoo table Jess wiggled her body into position.  Deliberately 

making herself squirm just to see the reaction on this woman’s face.  She was not disappointed.  
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Lizzie was excited by the display, but the coolness she had shown throughout their time together 

quickly reasserted itself.  However it was Jess who was soon struggling with her hot desires once 

again when the woman took off her robe and apron.   

 She was beautiful. 

 Her long straight black hair hung down to just beyond her shoulders and her skin was the 

color of pure snow.  Her breasts stood high upon her chest and capped with pink, pert nipples.  

Her body flowed flawlessly downward to a pair of sensual hips for which between was a triangle 

of dark curly hair surrounding her sex.  Sculpted legs perfectly formed ended in a pair of dainty 

feet.  Lizzie smiled. 

 “Shameless aren’t I?” she flirted. 

 “Absolutely,” Jess giggled. 

 Fighting the urge to watch as the woman walked around her she tried to relax.  Closing 

her eyes she shivered with anticipation.  However she wasn’t prepared for the woman to straddle 

her bare hips and press firmly upon of bare bottom against bare bottom.  The soft grinding of 

flesh upon flesh made her shudder.  Lizzie’s curling hairs of her pubic mound tickling Jess’ skin 

and making her laugh uncontrollably.  She became incredibly aroused. 

 “You have to lay still and not move or I’ll make a mistake,” Lizzie warned her. 

 “I’ll try,” she snickered. 

 The shifting of the body atop her while the artist reached for her implements forced her to 

stifle a groan of pleasure.  The cool air of the room caressed her.  The warm press of their ass 

against one another squished her deliciously.  Jess could feel the powerful rush of heated 

emotions and decadent sensations driving her towards a sexual frenzy. 

 “Now this is going to sting but you need to deal with it.  If you have to grab the side of 

the table and by all means hold still,” Lizzie suggested. 

 She opened her mouth to answer then the curious sensation of the crisp paper was laid 

upon her shoulder.  Then there was a buzzing sound quickly followed by a hot, stinging pain, a 

point of pure agony which lanced into her flesh. 

 “Ouch!” she shouted. 

 “Lay still,” the woman commanded. 
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 Gritting her teeth and grabbing onto the sides of the table she whimpered softly while the 

dot became a line and the line became longer.  Quaking in smarting hurt she rode out the first 

few minutes while she felt the outline of the bottle seared into her flesh. 

 “Don’t be such a baby,” Lizzie said.  “You’ll get used to it.  Concentrate on something 

other than what I’m doing.” 

 “I-I’ll try,” she sobbed. 

 Willing away the prickly agony on her shoulder she turned her mind onto the soft, 

smooth contact between them.  Pushing her thoughts further and trying to count the delicate 

caresses of Lizzie’s intimate hairs brushing against her lower back.   

 I c-can’t the pain is too much! she tittered to herself.   

 Then it began, sudden and unexpected spiraling out of the darkness within her frantic 

brain a pin-point concept rushing at the speed of light, cutting through the pleasure and pain she 

was suffering.  It collided violently into her consciousness.  An epic explosion which if given to 

reality would’ve made her ears ring and her eyes water.  Latching onto this thought she felt 

herself drift away from the hurting on her shoulder and the hot need thundering between her legs. 

 Whether she passed out or not, she didn’t know.  Jess found herself standing, dreamlike 

in a dark world filled with morose gray hues of cocked and slanted doorways which fell against 

one another.  The gritty feel of ancient dust was beneath her naked feet.  The dry arid smell of a 

long sealed tomb filtered into her nose and the faraway sounds of a howling wind reached her 

straining ears.  Jess realized she was without clothes but was neither cold nor warm.  Her skin 

dotted with a nervous prickling making her shiver just one brief, but bone-rattling time.  She 

gazed upon her own flesh, it was of the same shade of gray, albeit lighter than her surroundings, 

but having no taint of its natural color.   

 Where am I?  Have I fainted? She worried. 

 Looking behind her the weird angled doorways stretched out until disappearing into 

blackness.  In front of her the path ahead did the same.  With her hand she reached out to run her 

fingers across the corridor’s material.  The drab, gray and pitted stone, the likes she had never 

seen before was coarse and rough to the touch.  Then there was a sound.  It was faint and distant 

but echoed eerily through the bizarre landscape she found herself in.  Cocking her head towards 

it she tried to make out the words. 

 What is it?  I can’t quite make the words out. 
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 A tug upon her mind intrigued her enough to take a hesitant step forward.  Her feet 

shuffling across the dusty ground beneath her soles making her feel soiled for even this slightest 

movement.  The call whispered out and the pull upon her consciousness grew more urgent and 

evoked her curiosity. 

 I’ll never know what or who is speaking if I don’t move closer. 

 At first her steps were reluctant, a mere dragging due to her dwindling self-preservation 

instincts.  However like a rolling stone gathering momentum in just a few yards she went from 

shuffling to walking to a brisk jog.  She had to slow eventually due to the crazy angles of the 

corridor which began to play upon her mind and make her lose her balance.  Jess began to 

bounce off the walls, from one side to the other to keep moving at a pace her brain was 

demanding but to remain upright.  There was a light at the end of the tunnel growing in size each 

time she moved ahead.  With a giddy feeling of hysterical glee she burst from the last slanted 

doorway and into a world of black skies amid bright and fearful flashes of white-hot lightning.  

The rolling sound of thunder crackled and spread after each initial booming.  Jess’ ears strained 

between each angry burst for that soft voice. 

 All around her there were buildings of the same neutral colored stone.  But they jutted out 

of the soft ground at wild angles, looking like scattered toys of some irate child who jammed 

them into a sandbox. Heaped randomly like debris from an explosion there were also rocky 

protrusions littering the scene in front of her.  Some were barring her way in certain directions.  

The sky went silent and the call of the hushed sweet tones found their way into her ears. 

   "Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn,” it chanted endlessly.  "Ph'nglui 

mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn…” 

 Like a hypnotised victim she found she had not the will to stop herself from seeking the 

speaker out.  On nerveless legs Jess staggered towards the voice with her need to uncover what 

this meant and who was saying it.  It continued to beckon her. 

 "Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.” 

 "Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.” 

 “Is anybody there?” she called out.  “Hello!  Can anybody hear me?” 

  "Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.” 

 "Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.” 
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 Past shattered structures and mounds of broken boulders Jess continued to stumble 

through the rubble.  The sky above erupted into a renewed storm more violent than the first.  It 

occasionally drowned out the chant.  There was a crash of thunder and then a brief whisper. 

 Cthulhu fhtagn… Cthulhu fhtagn.. 

 Then another booming echo smothered the voice once again.   

 Like a fish hook embedded into her brain these utterances sank in and the voice like the 

line tugged her ever forward. She picked her way amongst the debris, climbing over the larger 

stones and often squeezing between the larger cracks, scraping skin and drawing thinly bleeding 

scratches on her bare flesh.  But nothing, not even the stinging pain could take her mind off of 

straining for the foreign voice still heard in the momentary silence between the thunder.   

Cthulhu fhtagn… Cthulhu fhtagn.. 

 Cthulhu fhtagn… Cthulhu fhtagn.. 

 “Who is it?  What am I following?” she asked herself. 

 After clambering over a boulder with sharp edges which cut her feet she found herself 

upon a narrow and circular cliff.  The buffeting winds pushed her towards the edge and she 

found far, far below an angry gray sea was smashing against the towering mountainside.  

Violently it crashed throwing spray a hundred feet in the air which fell down in a hissing splatter 

only to be tossed skyward once again.  Jess clung to the huge rock she had overcame and pressed 

her naked, sweaty body against it.  Her shoulder throbbed from a particularly nasty scrap. 

 “W-what is this place?” she whimpered. 

 The rough circle was divided by lines etched deeply into the stone.  Archaic symbols had 

been carved at the peak of each line.  The sigils were cruel, hideous and gave her the impression 

of Evil.  It was then Jess realized this was some sort of ancient clock. 

 “Except that hole in the middle and the lack of hands,” she noted. 

 The gaping black maw in the center frightened her.  Its hollow, deep whistling sound 

made her breastbone vibrate with a horrible feeling.  Cringing away from it she heard the crash 

of the primodial ocean and then the deep reverberation from the hole.  As they fell silent there 

was another sound.  That sweet voice chanting, “"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl 

fhtagn.  Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.” 
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 The tone made her step towards the middle of the symbolic clock.  Jess discovered the 

closer she came to it the harder the pull upon her mind was.  Finally her toes hung over the edge 

of the abyss, her hair swinging in her eyes as she gazed downward. 

 “It’s a spiral staircase,” she all but laughed. 

 The mossy and wet stones, unhindered by a railing indeed spun down towards the 

chanting.  The voice called out again and Jess started to descend, pressing herself against the 

right side of the wall to avoid falling.  Down and yet further down she went, the voice growing 

stronger.  The wind, thunder and lightning become more dim and faded.  Her body shook with 

every rush of air upward from the crashing waves but tirelessly she descended until finally 

coming to the bottom. 

 “A room?” she queried. 

 The circular foyer was slimy, wet and squishy to step upon.  The rotting aroma filled her 

nose and made her clutch her arms around herself to keep from touching the lichen covered 

walls.  She saw an arched doorway.  Moving quickly she passed over the threshold and into a 

much larger but similarly shaped chamber.  There was a low buttress winding its way around 

creating a path on which she was standing.  Over the low wall were five figures dressed in deep 

gray robes with arachic symbols sewn onto them.  But only one caught her eye.   

 The hood covered her face, shoulders and arms but left the rest bare.  Naked beneath it 

the woman’s body undulated and swayed as she chanted the phrase which had so mesmerized 

Jess.  The woman’s fair skin glowed in the half-light, her breasts were high upon her chest and 

her sex adorned with triangular tuff of dark pubic hair.  Jess knew it was Lizzie.  In her hand was 

a black knife, wavy and gleaming.  It appeared to be carved out of a single piece of whatever 

material it was made of.  The blade was more like a horn than a typical knife blade not being 

flattened.   

 "Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn,” She chanted, motioning for Jess 

to come join them. 

“Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn,” the other four people answered. 

Tentatively Jess picked her way around the low wall and found a short, wide set of three 

steps leading to where these people stood.  Her pain was gone, her eyes fixed on the woman and 

her mind tugged towards the center.  She had enough wits to see there was a short, squat statue at 

the center which she hadn’t noticed before. It was ugly, grotesque and malformed.  The stony 
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image had an octopuss’  head and tentacles for a beard.  The dark jeweled eyes followed her 

eerily as she strode forward.  The hideous thing was squatting on its haunches, it’s hands upon its 

knees. 

“Welcome Jessica to our Master’s domain,” Lizzie stated.  “Are you prepared?” 

“F-for what?” she answered timidly. 

“To become one of us.” 

“Ah this is kind of sudden.” 

“You came willingly enough there is no turning back now.” 

Horror tore through Jess’ soul and it was icy and crept up her spine with a thousand 

prickly legs.  She could only see the fanatical grin below Lizzie’s hood.   

“Y-you’re part of a cult!” she accused her. 

“Yes,” she hissed.  “All of us within the house are devoutees of the Master.” 

“Who?” 

“Cthulhu,” the other four murmured deeply. 

“I didn’t ask to join!” she shouted. 

“You came to us, unwanted and unloved.  Despair, doubt and the need to be part of 

something greater pulled you into the Master’s realm.  Do you deny it?” Lizzie asked. 

“Yes!” Jess replied. 

“I heard the call from your soul, the desperate need to belong, to join to be adored.  High 

above the sound of the music that night it sang to me and you eagerly accepted my invitation.  

Even now you quake with both terror and desire.  Deny it if you can, but you’re lying to 

yourself!” 

Jess recalled her state of mind since her last lover had departed.  The heartbreaking 

loneliness, the crushing silence and the desire to find a replacement.  Equally she remembered 

the huge void in her life, no family to talk to, no friends who weren’t ex or would-be partners.  

Tears ran down her face. 

“You would be part of our family,” Lizzie said softly.  “We welcome you within our 

house without hesitation, uncaring for your faults, your problems or your imperfections.” 

“Why?” she sobbed. 

“I am the artist, Alexei is the researcher, Racquel is the binder and Yosef is our 

distributor.  All we lack is… the writer, you!” 
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“What will we be working on?” 

“That which has not be written, only forgeries exist at this time of the Dread Tome of the 

Elder Gods—the Necronomicon!  Think of it Jessica!  I will illustrate it and it will be your words 

upon the pages, read by cults across the world!” 

The notion pierced her brain and festered therein.  Spreading like lichen upon wet, rotting 

walls it grew and grew until she was suddenly hot with fever.   

I would belong finally, accepted and loved! Working side by side with Lizzie to complete 

my masterpiece… no our masterpiece! 

“Do you agree?” the head priestess asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

She gestured with her free hand and manacles on black chains descended from the 

darkness of the ceiling.  The other four people took her gently by the arms and led her beside the 

squatting statue.  The first touch of the cold, slimy steel made her recoil in disgust.  They 

shuffled back to their places without words and Lizzie motioned again.  Jess’ arms were soon 

raised above her head. 

“Rise O Dread Lord!” they began to shout.  “Rise up and touch your newest convert!” 

The chains jerked her off her feet and Jess felt herself side to the left and looking down 

saw her legs dangled just above the rounded feeler chinned head of the Elder God.   

"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn!” Lizzie screamed.   

“Come dreaming Cthulhu send your thoughts from R’lyeh!” 

"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn!” 

“Rise Cthulhu! Come aid us in this hour!  Give us the missing piece to our fellowship!” 

"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn!” 

With her shoulders aching terribly Jess looked down to see greenish-gray tendrils of 

smoke erupt from all sides of the statue reaching upwards.  Eight in all they began to form into 

substance and the stagnant reek rose like the feelers.  From the stones they were still ethereal but 

after a foot they became more substantial, real and reaching.  She screamed at the first tentative 

touch, a wet slick brushing making her skin crawl.  Each caress of those undulating, dancing 

tentacles came nearer to her until they finally slithered wetly all over her body.  Jess screamed 

again.  The rubbery touches left slimy, thick and mucus-like spittle trails every place they 

crossed over.  
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"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn!” Lizzie exaulted. 

The tendrils began to push into her flesh painlessly but violating every fiber of her being.  

They pushed through her legs, arms, hips and stomach.  Penetrating her breasts, back and 

buttocks.  Through flesh, around bone and past organs the tentacles squeezed upward, every 

upward towards her shrieking brain.  Kicking her legs Jess tried to expell the intruding slick 

limbs but to no avail.  She let out one shrill, wild screech when they enveloped her brain.  Like 

worms of madness infiltrating her consciousness.  With an uncaring sundering, the feelers tore 

apart her mind, tossing away what it considered useless leaving only what it wanted left.  Her 

brain was filled with images, emotions and truths too terrible to be spoken.  It was only possible 

to have them seeped into the mind like an acidic marinade poured onto on rotten meat.  Before 

the final terrible knowledge of what was, what is and what was to come poured through the break 

in her mental dam, Jess shrieked horribly at the top of her lungs.  Then she fainted. 

**** 

 Jess woke up still lying on her stomach on the tattoo table.  Twisting her head she looked 

out the window and saw that night had fallen.  With a groan she tried to sit up and fell back 

exhausted, taking deep breaths.  Her shoulder ached fiercely.  Before she could twist around to 

put a hand onto it Lizzie was there smearing something cold and comforting onto the new image 

on her skin.   

 “There, there,” the artist said.  “Everything is okay.” 

 Jess tried to talk but her tongue felt thick and too big.  Then the images came back into 

her mind.  Terrible rites, foul sacrifices and hideous components coursed through her brain 

making her giggle uncontrollably.  Lizzie wiped away the drool on her chin and smiled.   

 “I know,” she stated, “the Master’s words have filled your mind and together we will 

piece together his book and the world will know its destiny.” 

 With gentle hands she was eased into a sitting position and hugged.  The warmth of 

Lizzie’s naked body still caused erotic thoughts to shudder in her brain.  However they were 

foully tainted with perverted acts, terrible screams and bright blood.   

 And we will enjoy them all, Lizzie’s thoughts penetrated her mind.  Together we will 

cause delicious pain, orgasmic suffering and splendid torments upon one another. 

 Yes! Jess thought back. 



 

 

89 

 The artist kissed her on the cheek and didn’t even flinch when Jess’ tongue, a long 

rubbery tentacle slithered across her shoulder and around her neck. 

 I belong! Jess cheered darkly. 
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 Inheritance 
 It was a windy and stormy fall afternoon as Michael Creed and his mother were driving 

down to Cincinnati on important business.  His car was buffeted by the tempest’s breeze and he 

fought the wheel to keep it within the lines on the freeway.  Looking over he noticed his 

passenger was pressing quivering fingers against her lips. 

 “You alright Mother?” he asked. 

 “Just a little car sick,” she answered. 

 “I don’t understand something.  I only met Uncle Vito maybe once or twice in my life, so 

why did he remember me in his will?” 

 “Who knows what my brother was thinking.  Even when he was alive I could hardly 

come to the realization he and I were raised by the same parents.  Even though I kept in contact 

with Vito I have no idea why he was so isolated from the rest of the family.” 

 “That had occurred to me as well.  You are as practical as he, if the rumors of his travels 

are true, was adventurous.” 

 “He did go abroad quite a bit.  However he began acting quite odd when he came back 

from a trip to Japan.  No, that’s not exactly true.  He was normal when I spoke to him three 

months after he returned, but it was a week after that when he called me acting very peculiar.” 

 “Do you think he may have gotten sick and didn’t know it?  I’ve heard going to foreign 

countries sometimes you can contract some of the local illnesses.” 

 “Perhaps, but his mind wasn’t as sharp.” 

 “I wonder why he liked to travel so much.” 

 “Vito fancied himself to be cut from the same cloth as Marco Polo or Christopher 

Columbus.” 

 “Well he was Italian and so were they,” Michael suggested. 

 “So am I but I never got the urge to wander all over God’s creation just for the fun of it,” 

she said in a peeved voice. 

 Knowing this talk would turn gloomy and going to the reading of a will would be just as 

morose he let the conversation die to which he heard his mother sigh in relief.   

 Still I’m curious why I have to go.  I wonder what sort of treasure he left me, if it’s 

treasure at all.  Still I am glad to be away from the office for a while.  Henry was nice enough to 

take care of my clients for the time being and he’s as good a lawyer as I am. 
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 Secure in the knowledge business was taken care of and entertaining thoughts of what 

sort of inheritance he had be bequeathed Michael drove through the storm. 

**** 

 The law offices of Daly, Hobson and Crowe looked like something out of a Dickens’s 

novel.  Dark paneling and even darker stained furniture stuffed into a cramped overly heated 

room making both him and his mother feel claustrophobic.  The banker’s lamp with its green 

glass shade only threw light downward making the ceiling almost invisible in the darkness 

above.  The man behind the desk Arthur Crowe was a skinny, scarecrow of a figure that was bent 

over a sheaf of papers, pulling them apart with arthritic fingers.  Those digits moved like spastic 

spiders over the will. 

 “Rosemarie Creed?” he wheezed. 

 “Yes,” his mother answered. 

 “Per the last will and testament of your late brother Vito Marincola you are to take 

possession of his house and all the contents therein.” 

 “Oh!  I didn’t expect this.” 

 “He only makes the stipulation here that if you sell it to donate one-eighth of the proceeds 

from the sale to the American Adventurers Club of which he was a long standing member.  The 

home has been valued at one-hundred and fifty thousand dollars and should sell quite quickly 

due to the neighborhood.  If you would like our firm could take care of the sale, if that is your 

desire to do so.  We will also liquidate the furnishings and take only ten percent for our efforts.” 

 “Yes I would like that.  My late husband left me quite well off so money isn’t a concern 

however I would like to ask if any pictures and photographs are found they would be sent to 

me.” 

 “Of course, there would be no market for them,” the attorney stated. 

 “Good enough.” 

 “Now comes the matter of what was left to you Michael Creed.” 

 He leaned forward towards the aging barrister with easily spotted interest. 

 “Your uncle has bequeathed you half of his bank account and an artifact in a wooden 

crate, whose contents he doesn’t mention.  Although he states here it is priceless to him and he 

would see it put into your hands for he could think of nobody better to receive such a gift.” 

 “The crate’s contents aren’t mentioned, how odd,” Michael mused. 
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 “Yes quite, I pressed him on the matter when we made his will two months ago but he 

flatly refused to tell me what was inside.  Only going so far as to say it was priceless to him.  It 

will be delivered to your doorstep within a week.” 

   A week?!  I don’t know if I can stand the suspense for that long! 

 “The money in his bank account will be less the cost of his funeral and fifty thousand to 

be given to the American Adventurers Club as well, just so you understand.  I have it on the 

banker’s word it is in the excess of a quarter of a million dollars.” 

 “Like my mother money is no concern, but I appreciate the gift nonetheless,” he 

remarked. 

 “I must say I’m happy to hear such things.  It is nice to deal with such honest people for a 

change. Mrs. Creed would you like to see the house?” 

 “No I have been there on occasion and have no desire to go.  Let me give you my number 

and address so you can contact me with everything is taken care of.” 

 Personally I’d like to go, but Mother is obviously to distraught to visit so I’ll just have to 

curb my curiosity. 

 “Mr. Creed if you give me your contact information I will see to it your part of the 

inheritance makes its way to you as well.” 

 Pulling out a business card he scrawled his home address and number on the back while 

his mother did the same on a separate piece of paper. 

**** 

 The week flew by after his return and he woke up one morning to a knock at the door.  

Still in his pajamas and robe he carried his cup of coffee and opened it.  Standing on the 

threshold were two big burly men and a tall wooden crate standing on its end.   

 “You Michael Creed?” the one grumbled. 

 “Yes I am,” he replied. 

 “Sign here please.” 

 Taking the clipboard from the man’s hand he wrote his signature hurriedly.   

 “Okay Jim let’s get this in the house.” 

 The pair leaned the big object backward and wheeled it in with the help of a dolly he 

hadn’t seen behind the large rectangular box.  Michael quickly stepped aside to allow the men to 

push it with a great deal of effort into the semi-darkness of the living room.  Unhitching the dolly 
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they left without a word.  Walking around the crate he noticed the word fragile and handle with 

care stenciled in different places on the surface. 

 “Thank goodness it’s Saturday and I don’t have any appointments today,” he chuckled.  

“It looks like I’m going to need to buy a crowbar to pry this apart.” 

 Grinning from ear to ear he ran upstairs to take a quick shower, his pulse thudding with 

excitement like he was ten and it was Christmas morning. 

 “Finally I’m going to see what Uncle Vito left me in his will,” he laughed. 

**** 

 The trip to the hardware store downtown was quickly finished and he stood before the 

crate with trembling hands.  Jamming the forked end of the tool into the gap of the cover and left 

side he began prying it apart.  The screeching noise of nails being torn out of the wood made his 

teeth ache but he kept pressing on.  After it popped free he knelt down to undo the bottom.  More 

squeaking din filled the living room before it too was pulled apart.   

 “Now to do the other side,” he said rubbing his ears. 

 The other side was a bit easier and when he pried the bottom free the lid fell to the 

carpeted floor with a crash.  Inside was another surprise, a cardboard box with a red label in what 

he figured was either Japanese or Chinese.  A foreign barcode label was just beneath the red tag. 

 “What the hell is this?” he muttered. 

 He retrieved a knife from the kitchen and scampered back into the living room.  Carefully 

he slit the tape holding the two sides together, his upper lip covered in sweat from both his 

efforts and pure excitement. 

 “Now for the grand unveiling,” he laughed. 

 The flaps pulled apart quite easily and a layer of bubble wrap was soon visible.  Through 

the partially clear protective covering was a female figure wearing in a white silk dress.  Stunned 

he stepped back after pulling up a section of the bubble wrap and gazed into the perfection of the 

face underneath. 

 “A doll?” he gasped.  “My uncle left me a sex doll?” 

 The thing in the box had black hair which hung down to her shoulders in soft strands.  

Her eyes were closed and her skin flawless.  The dress was scandalously short barely coming to 

rest a foot above her knees and dangled off her shoulders by spaghetti straps.  Reaching over he 

snapped on a lamp and returned to inspecting his strange gift.   
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 “If this is a love doll then it’s made almost perfectly,” he pondered.  “Those lips look 

realistic and so do her eyelashes.” 

 Tenderly he began looking for gaps, seams and other telltale signs of its manufacture.  

Despite it being a caricature or facsimile of a body he found himself treating it like a real person.   

 “Her skin is slightly cool, but not cold.  The texture is feels real too.  What the hell is 

this?  I’m single, but really sending me a sex toy seems to be some sort of ghastly joke!  Where 

the hell am I going to put this?” 

 The idea of any guest stumbling upon this bizarre inheritance made him feel cheap and 

dirty.   

 “Still it might be good for a laugh,” he chuckled.  “I’ll set her up in the spare bedroom 

upstairs and… hey what’s this note?” 

 Pinned to the inside of the box was a folded piece of paper.  Gently yanking the note 

away he opened it up. 

 “Dear Michael.  This is Chiyo,” it said.  “Treat her with care and she will provide you 

with hours of entertainment.” 

 He turned to the silent figure in the cardboard box and bowed mockingly.   

 “Chiyo it is a pleasure to meet you,” he stated.  “My name is Michael Creed, welcome to 

my house.  I have a nice bedroom upstairs, is it alright if I pick you up and put you to bed?  I’m 

sure you’re tired after your long journey.” 

 She said nothing in reply. 

 “Okay, here we go.” 

 Lifting her gently out of the box, finding her body stiff but bendable he carried his 

Japanese sex doll upstairs to put her to bed.  Laying her across the bed he unfolded the sheets and 

fluffed the pillows.  Picking the stiff figure up he placed her under the covers and drew them up 

to her chin.  Shutting the curtains he stifled a laugh.  The thought of sending his partner upstairs 

to retrieve something in this room and watching the funny outcome of the practical joke when 

the stoic man discovered the sex doll tickled his sense of humor. 

 “Goodnight Chiyo,” he said before shutting the door. 

**** 

 Michael spent the rest of the day working in the yard, mowing, trimming and raking the 

debris left by the winter storms.  Pausing only to refresh himself with some homemade lemonade 
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he trudged in and out of the house without a thought to his guest upstairs.  The chores’ end found 

him leaning on a rake surveying his handiwork and smiling.   

 “There’s something to be said about honest labor, it seems to be good for the soul,” he 

chuckled to himself.  “Well I better get dinner started before I fall asleep standing up.” 

 Moving back into the kitchen he checked the pork chops he had set out earlier to see if 

they had thawed.  He rummaged through the cupboards getting out pots, pans and seasonings.  

He found himself whistling a Styx tune while he worked.  As the pork chops began sizzling and 

the hot water came to a boil for the potatoes he heard a faint sound upstairs.  Ignoring it he kept 

toiling. 

 “Just my imagination,” he smirked. 

 He could see from the kitchen window night had fallen and the last reddish-orange rays 

of the setting sun were faintly glowing through the trees.  Continuing his tune he shuffled in 

place, dancing to the song in his head.  Eventually, like with all humans he began to sing. 

 “Lady, when your with me I’m smiling,” he warbled suddenly.  “Give me all-all-all your 

love!  Your hands fill me up when I’m sinking… touch me and my troubles all fade!” 

 He reached to turn over the chops when he heard someone speak. 

 “You sing beautifully, Michael-san,” a sweet female voice stated. 

 The unexpected compliment made Michael flinch and send hot grease spilling onto his 

right wrist.  The searing sensation made him shout and stagger back towards the sink. 

 “W-who the hell are you?” he demanded. 

 But he already knew her name, for the woman standing at the threshold of the kitchen 

was none other than Chiyo. She was incredibly beautiful in a haunting, alluring way.  Her 

movement seemed calculated for maximum effect on him.  Sensual, yet innocently she bowed 

slightly towards him.  Her jade eyes were equally clear and alarming. 

 “I am Chiyo,” she replied softly.  “Surely Vito-san left you a note explaining everything.” 

 “Just your name and that you would provide hours of entertainment.  B-but you’re not 

real, are you?  I thought you were just a doll?  A joke my uncle was playing on me since he knew 

I was still single.” 

 “I am quite real, as you can see.  Do you like me Michael-san?” 

 “Like you?  I’m really confused.  I’d like some answers first like why did you come 

wrapped up like some package?  Was this some sort of bizarre joke?” 
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 “That is the only way I can travel.  I do not care for the sunlight.” 

 “Okay this has gone far enough,” he spat running cold water under his scalded flesh.  “I 

want some answers and I want them right now.” 

 “Let me see your wound,” she stated mysteriously. 

 “It’s fine.” 

 “No it is not, I can feel your pain from where I stand.” 

 Gracefully, almost without effort she crossed the distance between them and took a 

tender grip on his arm.  The angry red skin dotted with several white boils made him blanch at 

the damage.  Chiyo reached over and took up a dish cloth.  With great care she dabbed at the 

wound drying it without causing any further pain.   

 “Look I just need to get something on it from upstairs,” he stated.  “I have some burn 

cream in the cabinet in the bathroom.” 

 “It will not be necessary, Michael-san,” she whispered. 

 Without warning she brought the injury up to her lips and kissed it.  Instantly the pain 

vanished and the horrible shade began to fade and the boils dried up.  Michael stared at it. 

 “H-how did you do that?” he asked. 

 “It is part of my curse, the best part perhaps,” she said in a sorrowful tone. 

 “You are cursed?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “I don’t understand what’s going on here.  First you pretend to be a doll and then you 

come to life to heal an injury with a kiss.  What’s next?  Are you going to wave your hands and 

clean up the house?” 

 “I can do housework I did so for Vito-san.  If that is what you wish I will be happy to 

serve you.” 

 “Wait one damned minute, are you my slave?” 

 “That is not the right word… you are my chosen protector and I am bound to serve you 

until circumstances dictate otherwise.  I will do only what pleases both you and me.” 

 “And what, pray tell are you to be protected from?” 

 “The sun, the crows and those who would not understand what I am, Michael-san and 

they would see me dead.” 

 “This is very confusing and I’m not sure I’m buying what you’re telling me.” 
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 “I will explain all after you have eaten.” 

 “Are you hungry?” 

 “No.  At this time I am quite sated.” 

 Did I fall down a rabbit hole?  Why do I feel like Alice in Wonderland? He thought to 

himself. 

 “Let me finish dinner and we’ll talk,” he told Chiyo. 

 With more grace and dignity than any woman he had ever met before the mysterious 

Japanese woman bowed again and exited the kitchen. 

**** 

 Retiring to the living room he found his strange guest sitting demurely on the sofa, her 

long legs tucked underneath her.  Taking a seat across from her in a recliner he opened a bottle of 

beer and set it on the lamp table beside him.   

 “Okay it’s time for the truth,” he said. “Tell me what’s going on.” 

 Smoothing the white silk dress’ hem she began to speak. 

 “In the ancient monastery of Miidera there was a great bronze bell. It rang out every 

morning and evening, a clear, rich note, and its surface shone like sparkling dew. The priests 

would not allow any woman to strike it, because they thought that such an action would pollute 

and dull the metal, as well as bring calamity upon them. 

“When a certain pretty woman who lived in Kyoto heard this, she grew extremely 

inquisitive, and at last, unable to restrain her curiosity, she said: ‘I will go and see this wonderful 

bell of Miidera. I will make it send forth a soft note, and in its shining surface, bigger and 

brighter than a thousand mirrors, I will paint and powder my face and dress my hair.’ 

 “At length this vain and irreverent woman reached the belfry in which the great bell was 

suspended, at a time when all were absorbed in their sacred duties. She looked into the gleaming 

bell and saw her pretty eyes, flushed cheeks, and laughing dimples. Presently she stretched forth 

her little fingers, lightly touched the shining metal, and prayed that she might have as great and 

splendid a mirror for her own. When the bell felt this woman's fingers, the bronze that she 

touched shrank, leaving a little hollow, and losing at the same time all its exquisite polish. 

 “The monks found her and forgave her but the samurai in charge of the province 

demanded punishment for her disobedience.  The gods sent forth a terrible curse.  The vain 

woman would be forced to serve the monks for all eternity.  If she ever to forsake this 
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punishment it was decreed the crows would pick out her eyes and the sun would sear her flesh 

black.  To assure she would never forget this, her name was changed to Chiyo, which means 

eternal.” 

 “So you’re telling me you’re this vain woman?” he laughed. 

 “Yes.” 

 “Why have you left the monastery then?” 

 “There was no one left to serve it was destroyed during the Second World War and I 

walked around the rubble until your Uncle found me.  I told him of my curse but he said if I 

found someone to serve I would have at least purpose in my life.  He offered to take me to 

another Buddhist shrine but they refused to have me.  Out of pity he brought me here to America 

to serve him while he looked for a monastery to take me in.  But regretfully he had little time left 

and I now fear I will suffer the horrible end because I agreed to leave the place I was condemned 

to.” 

 “So basically I have to find a Buddhist Temple for you to serve or one day you might 

meet this grisly end you are so afraid of?” Michael speculated. 

 “If it suits you to do so, or I can just serve you like I did Vito-san.” 

 “What a mess.  I suppose it would be best if we continued on the path my uncle was 

taking.” 

 “There is but still more to my curse.  Because I have left my duties I appear like the dead 

during the sunlight hours and only crave one type of food.” 

 “So that’s why you were so stiff when I unpacked you.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “And this food you need, what is it?” 

 Chiyo turned her face away and refused to look him in the eyes.  When she spoke it was a 

husked, broken word striking icy terror into Michael’s soul. 

 “Blood,” she whispered. 

 “This is preposterous!” he shouted.  “You’re telling me you are some kind of vampire 

who can be burnt by the sun and might have crows peck out your eyes?  Do you think I’m so 

stupid to fall for such a trick?” 

 “And the wound on your arm,” she answered, “what sort of magic did I use on it?  Can 

you not believe your own eyes, Michael-san?” 
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 “Okay you’ve got me there.  So if I may ask, how old are you?” 

 “I am three hundred and fifty years old.” 

 Oh brother…, he mused silently. 

 “And this blood you need, does it have to be human?” Michael inquired. 

 “No but it must be fresh and warm.” 

 “That can be accomplished by a few farmers I know and possibly a butcher or two in 

town.” 

 “That is how your uncle did it.” 

 “That brings me to another point, how did he die.” 

 “I d-don’t know.  I awoke one night and found him dead in his room.  I cried bitterly for I 

didn’t know what happened to him, he was so kind.  It wasn’t until later I began to worry about 

my own fate.” 

 “Well I’m tired and this is a bit too much to take in all at once.  I will have to give this 

some thought.  You can watch television or go into the library and read, just don’t answer the 

door or the telephone.  You do know what television and phones are, don’t you?” 

 “Yes your uncle explained all this to me.” 

 Heaving himself off the recliner he dragged himself upstairs, took a shower and went to 

bed.  Michael fell fast asleep but the hauntingly beautiful face of Chiyo invaded his dreams until 

sunrise. 

**** 

 Waking up Sunday morning knowing there was a mysterious woman who claimed to be 

over three hundred years old in his house made Michael very uneasy.  Getting up he went into 

the bathroom, did his business and took a shower.  The entire time he was wondering what to 

make of Chiyo.   

 Okay, if I take her story at face value then she’s either a complete lunatic or the genuine 

article.  Since I am a lawyer and I deal in facts then I suppose I should research this story of hers 

and see if I can find verification on it, he concluded. 

 He went into the bedroom and got dressed.  Taking a deep breath he headed down the 

hall and knocked on the spare bedroom door.  There was no answer.  Michael wasn’t sure if his 

guest would find it rude for him to look in on her so he just went downstairs.  Entering the 
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kitchen he found everything spotless, cleaned and put back in place.  Even the half empty beer 

bottle had been drained into the sink and put in the garbage.  He stood there stunned.   

 I guess I’m not going to get any answers standing here.  Breakfast first and then it’ll be 

time to get some research accomplished. 

**** 

 Michael easily found the Japanese myth of the vain woman who touched the bell at the 

monastery but there was no mention of what happened to the person afterwards.  He also found 

where the temple in Shiga Prefecture and the one in Nara Prefecture hadn’t been destroyed 

during the Second World War during an air raid.  However the Myōken-san in the Nara 

Prefecture was struck by lightning in 1944 and burnt to the ground but was rebuilt in 1975.  The 

other Buddhist shrine had been standing untouched since the 16th century.  The site on the one in 

Shiga showed the bell, but didn’t say this was the bell of the legend. 

 “Okay part of the story has been verified but the temple wasn’t totally destroyed but was 

rebuilt,” he said to the monitor.  “But now let’s research Japanese vampires.” 

 He ran into a stone wall there.  The closest thing to a traditional vampire from Japan was 

called a kyuketsuki which was the word in their language for the bloodsucking fiend but it was 

more from the Western legends than anything else.  Additionally he found a reference to 

Nukekubi which meant literally “detactable head” a creature that looked human but its head and 

neck would come apart and go seeking human victims.  The site he visited said the nukekubi had 

small red symbols around its neck where the two parts detached.  Often it said the fiends would 

wear clothing or jewelry to conceal this.   

 “But I saw her neck, it didn’t have any marks,” he told himself.  “Unless, of course she’s 

hiding it with makeup.” 

 Instantly a thought surfaced in his mind and he jumped out of the chair and headed 

upstairs.  Quietly opening the door to Chiyo’s room he entered it.  She was lying in bed, still and 

silent and Michael didn’t take his eyes off of her for a second.  Pulling the covers down to 

uncover her neck he began to inspect it.  There was no trace of red lettering or makeup.  Satisfied 

he wasn’t hosting a bloodthirsty Japanese demon he replaced the covers and went back down to 

the computer. 
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 “Okay now I feel rather foolish,” he muttered.  “Perhaps she’s the only one of her kind.  

If so then there would be no legend regarding her affliction.  So the myth is true, the temple’s 

destruction is a lie and she’s no nukekubi.  So where does this lead me?” 

 His mind went over the problem several times when he decided to see if he could contact 

the Myōken-san in the Nara Prefecture and see what they had to say.  Undaunted by the possible 

embarrassment of being told he was being fooled Michael searched the Internet until he was able 

to find a contact for both temples.  He began composing the emails before he lost the nerve to do 

so. 

**** 

 Night fell and with it his female guest came down the steps.  Still clad in the same white 

silk dress he felt guilty about not going out to purchase more clothing for her.  

 I spent the day doing research, she cleaned up after me and I could’ve at least gone out 

and gotten her a few dresses, he thought in a guilty manner. 

 “Bonsowa-ru, Michael-san,” she said cheerfully.  “How was you day?” 

 “Busy,” he answered.  “How did you sleep?” 

 “I slept quite well, thank you.” 

 “I was just thinking how I should’ve gotten out and bought you something else to wear.  

Didn’t my uncle bother to find other clothes for you?” 

 “Yes but I left them at his home.” 

 “Well then tomorrow I’ll take the time and get you some new outfits.  Do you have an 

preferences?” 

 “Ji-nz, or as you call them in America, blue jeans.  Please do not spend too much money 

on me I do not need much,” she said in an apologetic tone. 

 “It is no trouble and I can’t have you prancing around the house with just a silk dress that 

barely covers your body.  If I have guests over I wouldn’t want them to get any strange ideas.” 

 “Y-you would permit me to meet your friends?” she said wide-eyed. 

 “Of course, I’m not going to pretend you don’t exist.  In fact I’d thought we’d introduce 

you to my business partner Henry,” he suggested. 

 “I would be honored.” 

 “Well let’s get you properly attired first.” 
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 Michael couldn’t help by stare at the flawless natural beauty of Chiyo’s body.  It wasn’t 

just that but the way she carried herself, like a demure and proper lady.  Each time she moved it 

was as if she planned it beforehand.  Innocently she came across as being a delightful feast for 

the eyes.  He found his pulse racing. 

 “Would you like me to fix dinner?” she queried. 

 “No that’s okay.  I ate earlier and would just like to have coffee and talk to you for a 

while,” he remarked. 

 “I will go and make coffee then.” 

 Chiyo bowed his way and walked into the kitchen leaving Michael feeling rather 

uncomfortable to be waited on this way.   

 Part of me likes this, but yet another portion is sort of embarrassed. 

**** 

 Sipping at the coffee Michael decided instantly Chiyo made it better than he ever had.  

Curled up on the sofa the mysterious woman seemed anxious for him to comment on it.  He 

smiled and said, “This is superb, thank you very much.” 

 “I am happy you like it,” she answered. 

 “There’s something I’d like to admit to, please don’t take offense to it.  I did some 

research on your story and I’m still a little baffled.  The Buddhist shrine in the Nara Prefecture 

was destroyed in 1944 by lightning but the one in the Shiga Prefecture hasn’t seen any damage 

since the 16th century.  There’s no mention of a bell in the one that was destroyed by fire.  Yet I 

did find the story of the Woman and the Miidera Bell so I’m still confused.  Perhaps you can 

enlighten me.” 

 “I see, you doubt my story.” 

 “I am a lawyer, I deal in facts.  Sorry but I tend not to take everything at face value.” 

 “I understand.  My tale is quite strange I will grant you that.” 

 She settled into the cushions and began to speak. 

 “It was in the Shiga Prefecture were I committed my crime.  However the monks felt a 

change of scenery would do me good so in 1939 they sent me to the Nara monastery due to a 

concern of the locals I would further damage their precious bell.  It is there that I was found by 

your uncle.” 

 “But they rebuilt the temple in 1975.” 
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 “Yes but the monks felt I was the reason for the fire.  You see the myth of the Miidera 

Bell stated that calamity would strike if a woman touched it.  That was my crime so after the fire 

I was sent to an unfinished portion of the compound.  As I’ve said before, this is where your 

uncle found me.  He took pity on this scared useless woman surrounded by polite but unfeeling 

monks.” 

 “And you really only exist on blood?  Yet there is no vampire mythology in Japan.” 

 “I am one of a kind.” 

 “Well in addition to forgetting to get you clothes it seems I haven’t seen to your dietary 

needs as well.” 

 “It is okay, I can hunt in the woods behind your house.” 

 “Animals, right?” 

 “Yes of course.  I would never harm a human being Michael-san.” 

 I wonder if I should lock my doors and take to wearing a crucifix and dousing myself with 

garlic? He silently mused half-heartedly. 

 “Do you have other needs I should know about?” he asked after a short silence. 

 “No that is all,” she said lowering her eyes. 

 Something tells me she’s not being totally honest.  What was it she said to me last night?  

Oh yeah, it was something about being real and asking if I pleased her.  She is like a coy virgin 

but yet I don’t buy into this little act.  I wonder if that old goat of an uncle of mine and this sweet, 

mysterious girl did more than talk. She acts as if she was still the age she had been when the 

curse had been placed upon her.  I’d guess her to be around twenty-five or younger.  Surely her 

natural desires would still be part of her mental and physical make up.  Oh god, what am I 

thinking?  This is no time to get caught up in some romantic fantasy! 

 “You look perplexed Michael-san,” she politely stated.  

 “Um I was just thinking about what it must be like to be immortal,” he fibbed. 

 “It has been very unpleasant up until your uncle brought me here.  I have no idea the 

world had changed so much since I was cursed.  The modern world is a bit frightening at first but 

I soon found my talents for cooking, cleaning and reading still applied to this age.” 

 “By the way thank you for tiding up after me last night.” 

 “It was nothing really Michael-san.  I did so out of duty.” 
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 Her eyes shone when she said it making him think it was much more important than she 

was passing it off to be.  The silent emotions which seemed to glitter in her soft orbs was being 

more open and coyly inviting. 

 “I do please you, don’t I, Michael-san?” Chiyo whispered. 

 “You’re handy around the house and very pretty so it’s had to dislike you,” he said with a 

smile. 

 “I am glad to hear this.” 

 “So tell me about my uncle, I hardly knew him.” 

 “He was kind and very generous.  The spirit of bouken, adventure was in the core of his 

being.  Vito-san was polite and very fun-loving.  He treated me with respect and dignity, all of 

this was new to me at first.  I am afraid I did have thoughts he was being so nice because he 

wanted to p-pillow with me.  But he never once did so.” 

 “Pillow?” 

 “Your culture calls it… having intercourse?” 

 “Oh!”  

 Michael felt his face grow hot and knew he was blushing.  It didn’t help that Chiyo was 

equally embarrassed for having to define the term pillow. 

 “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” he apologized. 

 “It is of no importance.” 

 “Actually it is.” 

 He instantly regretted saying it. 

 “Might I know why?” 

 Because your beautiful, sexy and I’m finding myself very interested in you, he thought 

without hesitation. 

 “It speaks to your character,” he said instead.  “Although in your case it would be more 

of out of gratitude than carnal lust, I think.” 

 “It is hard to think of myself as beautiful anymore.  Part of my curse is an inability to see 

myself in the mirror.  I know I was once quite lovely, but that was the bane of my existence.  

Had I not been so vain and disrespectful I would not be in this situation right now.  I could have 

found a husband, had children and died like everyone else.  Instead I had to let my vanity lead 

me down the a dark, terrible road.” 
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 She began to weep, covering her face with both hands.  Michael felt awkward.  Without 

really thinking about it he moved over to the sofa and put his arm over her shoulder.  She 

flinched away and he scooted over not knowing what else to do.  After a few uncomfortable 

minutes she wiped her eyes and stopped sobbing. 

 “I must seem like a silly girl to you,” she whispered. 

 “No actually I don’t think that,” he answered.  “Your life has been one of servitude and 

polite yet distant concern.  The fact you still have your humanity is the most amazing part of 

your tale.” 

 “Thank you, Michael-san.” 

 “No problem.” 

 She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.  The warmth and softeness of her lips sent 

a shiver coursing through his body.  Hopping off the couch she departed. 

 “Can I get you something from the kitchen, Michael-san?” she asked. 

 “A cup of tea?” he remarked. 

 She bowed and walked away leaving him smiling and suddenly happy. 

**** 

 The next few weeks saw even more miraculous changes in Chiyo.  The clothing he 

bought fit more or less, a few needed to be exchanged due to his bad judgement in women’s 

sizes.  However she was quite grateful for his efforts and rewarded him with a quick, warm hug 

which he took secret delight in.  Micheal fretted about her diet but quickly solved the problem 

with a local butcher he had helped out of a tight legal jam involving a lawsuit by a client.   

Conversationally she could hold her own when it came to religion, philosophy or life in 

general.  Michael realized he looked forward to their discussions, even the arguments they had.  

He took her out to the movies, the mall and the park before it closed.  Chiyo was mesmerized by 

everything in a child-like innocence making him begin to alter the way he viewed the world 

himself.  Soon they were inseperable, never far away from one another.  Love was blooming and 

they both knew it.  However they both avoided the subject fearing the conversation’s end would 

bring a premature end to what they were feeling.   

**** 

 Chiyo was in the kitchen with him one night.  He was getting something out of the 

refrigerator while she worked at the stove with a newly purchased wok.  The smells of her 



 

 

106 

cooking was making his mouth water.  Michael turned to ask her a question when they found 

themselves face to face, bodies accidentally touching.   

 “I-I’m sorry…,” she began to say. 

 The emotions boiling at the surface of his mind, the unspoken feelings in his heart and 

the nearness of their bodies finally broke the damn.  He leaned forward and tenderly kissed her.  

It was a chaste kiss.  Their gaze locked, his brown eyes with her jade orbs. 

 “Michael-san,” she whispered. 

 “Sssh,” he replied. 

 He kissed her again and she melted against him, her arms flowing around his neck and 

caressing him gently.  They deepened the kiss, tongues dancing and bodies pressing more 

urgently against one another.  Words became meaningless, supper began to burn as surely as 

their mutual passions.  Chiyo’s kisses turned into a giggle and he reached over and slid the wok 

off the burner. 

 “This is so… unexpected,” she hoarsely replied, her voice filled with emotion. 

 “No it isn’t.  I’ve been falling in love with you for weeks.” 

 “This can’t be.” 

 “But it is.  Tell me you don’t feel the same way?” 

 “I-I can’t…” 

 “You can’t tell me you love me or you refuse to answer?” 

 Her eyes filled with tears and her body began to tremble. 

 “Tell me how you feel Chiyo.” 

 “Yes it is true,” she admitted.  “I love you.” 

 Sweeping her off her feet they exited the kitchen.  Her weak protests and denials faded 

with ever step he took.  Ascending the stairs she surrendered to how she felt and began to cover 

his neck, lips and cheeks with soft, gentle kisses.  Into his bedroom they went, dinner forgotten 

to make tender, sweet love until the dawn. 

**** 

 It had been six months since her delivery and they were in the living room.  Chiyo was 

curled up next to him on the couch, her body pressed against his.  She was weeping and dabbing 

her eyes with a tissue.  He tried to explain why he had to go to the conference for the third time. 
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“I’m the guest of honor I have to go.  Please understand I’ll only be gone a few days,” 

Michael told Chiyo.  “I’ve made sure you have everything you need and I’ll call every night, 

okay?” 

 “I will miss you terribly,” she sobbed. 

 “Sweet Chiyo don’t cry.  It’ll be fine I swear.  Besides if you like I could send Henry 

over and he can keep you company for a few hours.” 

 Henry had been brought into their world after they decided he could handle it.  His 

partner viewed the whole thing as an elaborate joke, but didn’t press the issue.  His mother, on 

the other hand was ignorant of the whole situation.   

 “I understand,” she whispered.  “But I have a bad feeling about this.” 

 “It’ll be alright,” he replied. 

 She cuddled against him but her shaking and trembling made him feel horrible, like he 

was lying.  Michael promised himself he would make it all up to Chiyo as soon as he came back 

on Friday. 

 “Let’s go upstairs,” she offered demurely.  “I want to make love with you one last time.” 

 “You’re being silly but you know that’s an offer I can’t turn down,” he laughed. 

**** 

 Rosemarie Creed unlocked the front door to her son’s house and stepped inside.  She had 

just called Michael’s office only to find he was out of town at a lawyers convention.   

 Henry didn’t say anyone was looking after my son’s place so I thought I’d look in just to 

make sure everything was alright, she pondered. 

 Walking through the home all seemed quiet and okay.  But the kitchen wasn’t.  Mrs. 

Creed found several jars containing a mysterious thick red liquid and one of them was half 

empty.   

 “What’s this?” she asked aloud. 

 Unscrewing the top of the Mason jar she smelled the distinct aroma of blood.  Revulsion 

erupted throughout her being and she quickly gathered up the rest of the bottles and emptied 

them down the drain.  Sickened by her discovery she went through the rest of the house to find 

the spare bedroom locked.  She shook the door nearly out of its frame but it wouldn’t open.  

Rosemarie searched the place to find a key but nothing she found would unlock the door and 

help her solve the mystery. 
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 “What is going on around here?” she growled.  “That’s it I’m going back home and 

getting a few things.  Somebody’s been breaking in and I’d swear they’re living here.” 

 A look of determination fixed upon her features and she stormed out of the house 

completely resolved to find out what was going on before she called the police. 

 Four days passed… 

**** 

 Michael was frantic as he drove from the airport to his residence.  His mother had been 

squatting at his house for almost a week and he hadn’t spoken to Chiyo in all that time.  Terrified 

something had happened he pushed his luck by going over the speed limit on the freeway. 

 I wanted to tell her what was going on but I don’t think she would’ve believed me.  If I 

told my mother I have a three hundred year old Japanese vampire living with me who I inherited 

from Uncle Vito she’d called the cops and then how would I explain Chiyo to them?  If they took 

her away she’d die in a cell or be sent to the morgue when they found her dead in the morning.  

Oh god I have to get back home! He fretted. 

 No matter what he told his mother she refused to leave.  Lying that the door was jammed 

and there was nothing behind it did little to deter her decision to go back home.  He knew Chiyo 

was hungry and this made her dangerous, both to herself and his mother.   

 I pray nothing has gone terribly wrong! 

**** 

 His BMW screeched to a halt in his driveway throwing up bluish-gray smoke from its 

protesting tires.  Leaping out he ran to the front door, darkness was just now falling.  His 

mother’s car was parked by the curb, silent and ominously still.  A spike of fear shot through his 

soul. 

 “Mother?!” he yelled after opening the door.  “Hello?  Is anybody here?” 

 “My God you scared the daylights out of me Michael!” his mother’s voice called from 

the kitchen.  “What on earth possessed you to come in screaming like that?” 

 “Oh I had a funny feeling something was wrong.” 

 “Everything is fine, except for that stuck door upstairs.  Would you like some dinner?  I 

cooked some pasta for you.” 

 “Not really Mom, I’m pretty tired right now and I’d like to just get some sleep.” 

 “Nonsense you need to eat.  Sit down and I’ll fix you a plate.” 
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 No, no no—I have to check on Chiyo! He shouted internally. 

 “I’ll just go get my bags then,” he said out loud. 

 She wouldn’t leave until he ate the whole plate and then insisted on staying the night. 

**** 

 It was after three in the morning when Michael felt it was safe to sneak over to the spare 

room and check on Chiyo.  He exited his bedroom and could hear his mother softly snoring on 

the couch in the quiet house.  Carefully walking to make sure he made no noise he reached 

Chiyo’s room.  He knocked gently three times. 

 “Chiyo?” he whispered.  “It’s Michael, let me in.” 

 A horrible growl answered him. 

 “Baby I’m sorry but I didn’t know my mother would be so stubborn.  Let me in and I’ll 

explain everything.” 

 The deep, snarling sound resounded from behind the closed door. 

 “Chiyo! Let me in!” he hissed louder this time. 

 “Leave. Me.  Alone!” she grunted. 

 “Please let me in.” 

 “Can’t.  Not.  Now.  Tomorrow.” 

 “I’m beggin you!  Let me in I can help.  I know you haven’t eaten—I’m so damned 

sorry.” 

 “Tomorrow.” 

 “I love you,” he whispered hoarsely. 

 A choking sob was his only reply.  Feeling like a complete heel he slunk back to his room 

and slept in fits and starts the rest of the night. 

**** 

 It was the ear-piercing, high pitched scream that woke Michael up.  Flinging sheets off 

his body he ran into the hallway and began banging on Chiyo’s door.   

 “Chiyo!  Let me in!” he shouted. 

 Another soul-wrenching shriek chilled him to his soul’s core.  Stepping back he prepared 

himself to get a running start to break down the door.  The first impact of his body against the 

wood made the house rattle.  His mother came running up the steps. 

 “What in Heaven’s name are you doing!  Who’s screaming in there?” she demanded. 
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 He refused to answer but continued to slam himself against the door.   

 “What’s going on Micheal?” his mother shrieked. 

 He took a deep breath and then heard a sound that made him go ice cold.  It was the caw-

cawing of a dozen of crows.  A shrill wail of despair which turned to pain resounded through his 

home. 

 “No!  Chiyo!” Michael roared. 

 Flinging himself against the wooden portal with wild abandon he shattered the hinges and 

fell into the room.   

 “Oh my God!” his mother cried shrilly. 

 He rose from the floor to see a female figure struggling with violently cawing black birds 

which seemed attached to her head and face.  Their beaks dipping frantically, splattering blood 

against the wallpaper in bright scarlet drops and splashes.   

 “No!” he screamed. 

 Michael leaped into the fray tearing the vicious birds from their clinging onto his lover’s 

ebony hair.  With a frustrated and primal bellow he slammed the last one against the floor 

crushing its skull.  He looked up and screamed. 

 Chiyo’s face stared at him with gaping black holes where her beautiful jade eyes used to 

be.  Her flesh had been pecked, sundered and ripped in dozens of places and blood ran down to 

soak into her white silk dress.  She gurgled something out of the ruin of her mouth and staggered 

backwards.  Her feet crunched against the broken glass of the window.  A gentle breeze slightly 

opened the curtains.  Michael staggered toward her. 

 “Chiyo,” he sobbed. 

 “Michael who is that?!” his mother commanded. 

 “Goodbye,” Chiyo croaked. 

 Despite having no vision left the cursed woman tore down the heavy curtains and 

exposed herself to the blindingly bright sunshine of the Ohio dawn.  Her body erupted into 

flames which licked and ate at her quickly.  The heat was brief but incredibly intense.  Before he 

could move she was reduced to a pile of fine gray ash on which her bloodstained dress fluttered 

down to cover. 

 “Chiyo!” he wailed at the top of his lungs. 

**** 
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 Michael knelt in his backyard.  The dark, rich soil filling his nose with its deep mineral 

aroma.  In his hand he had a shovel still clogged with bits of earth.  His eyes were filled with 

tears yet unshed for the beautiful, tragic woman he had just buried.   

 Dear God hear my prayer, he silently said.  Please take care of my Chiyo until I can 

ascend into Heaven and take over for you.  She deserved so much better than the hand she was 

dealt in life.  Amen. 

 “I sewed a pouch out of your dress and placed your ashes in it,” he said to the grave.  “I 

told my mother everything and she is so sorry, but not as much as I am.  Why I never told her 

about you is a sin I will carry to my grave.” 

 He stood up and dusted off his pants.   

 “I want you to know this much.  I truly loved you Chiyo and I will never love another for 

as long as I live. You have my solemn vow on that.  And when I die I will have you buried in my 

pocket so we can be together forever, the box you reside in now will see to that. Goodbye my 

darling, may you rest in peace.” 

 Michael started to walk away and went back into the house.  The sun was sinking and 

bringing an end to a very memoriable and terrible day, one he would never forget. 

 “If I could take it all back I would,” he whispered.  “My life for yours.  I would take that 

deal faster than I could say yes.” 

 He opened the door to the back of the house and sighed deeply. 

 “Is that truly your wish?”an unfamiliar female voice inquired. 

 Michael was afraid to turn around. 

 “Yes.  I would gladly surrender everything to be with her again.  Even if it was only for a 

moment,” he answered. 

 “Her karmic debt is paid you could take comfort in that.” 

 “It isn’t enough.” 

 “Why?” 

 “She was pure, innocent and undeserving of the curse she suffered.” 

 “You truly think so?” 

 Micheal turned around to see a throbbing orb of pure light above Chiyo’s grave.  The 

smell of jasmine wafted from it and filled his senses.  He squinted his eyes at the bright globe. 
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 “Yes and anyone who doesn’t after hearing her tale would be foolish to think otherwise,” 

he said to the spectral light. 

 “I am Ame-no-Uzame, sometimes called The Great Persuader or even the Heavenly 

Alarming Female.  I came to see if your love was true.” 

 “And?” 

 “It is.” 

 “The fault is mine as well.  I accept that.” 

 “Be at peace in knowing she will await you in Paradise.” 

 “I know this but our reuinion will feel like it will take forever.” 

 “Time will pass faster than you realize, Michael.” 

 “Not fast enough,” he retorted. 

 “Human beings are so impatient,” Ame-no-Uzame replied. 

 “We don’t have the luxury of being eternal like a goddess.  Life is sweet, especially if 

you find the perfect person to share it with.  To not shout your happiness from the roof tops and 

tell everyone about it is a terrible burden.” 

 “This is true—you’ve learned this lesson well.” 

 “Yeah but I learned it too late.” 

 “True.” 

 The ball of light faded away and Michael turned his back on it.   Dog tired he stumbled 

into the kitchen and dropped the shovel on the floor.  He began to weep, hot tears coursed down 

his face and blurred his vision.  Staggering into the living room with a wailing cry he bounced 

off various pieces of furniture before finding the sofa.  Dropping onto it he continued to despair. 

 “Chiyo!” he blubbered.  “How can I live without you?” 

 “You don’t have to, Micheal-san,” a beautifully familiar voice stated. “For I am with 

you.” 

 He opened his eyes to discover the woman of his dreams, the owner of his heart sitting 

beside him whole and unharmed. 

 “Your prayer was answered and your convictions tested,” she informed him.  “I am here 

now and until the day we part via death’s door.” 

 “But how?” he inqured. 
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 “Love.  Only true love could bring me back from the dead.  It was the part of the story I 

was not allowed to tell you.  If one person truly loved me and would lay down their life in 

exchange for mine I could be set free.” 

 “Is this real?” 

 She kissed him, tender and sweetly and the reality of the firmness of her lips was answer 

enough. 
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Freak Show! 
 They captured me as I left the bar.  A trio of Good Ol’ Boys who were very drunk, loudly 

rowdy and very strong came up to me as I exited.  It went down so fast I didn’t have time to react 

now that I think about it. 

 “Hey pretty mama,” one of them called out. “Where ya goin’?” 

 “Stay for a drink!” another one hooted. 

 “Sorry you guys ain’t my type,” I responded. 

 “Wrong answer sweetheart—get her boys!” the first yelled. 

 They surrounded me fast.  Hands grabbed, voices flowed together and a sudden sharp 

pain erupted on the back of my skull.  I don’t remember anything after that point until I woke up 

a bit later. 

 Now I’m rolling around in the back of a pickup truck.  I try to see what’s going on but I 

can’t.  I’m hogtied, blindfolded and gagged.  There’s a trickling of blood from the back of my 

scalp which is running down my neck and the warm greasy feeling is making my stomach upset. 

 What the fuck have I gotten myself into?  I just got into town from Piedmont and this is 

how these hicks greet a girl? 

 I’m a bit of a loner, a wanderer of sorts.  I haven’t set down roots anywhere since I left 

my hometown when I was eighteen.  Three days on the road, you’d think I’d be more careful.  

Like the wind I’d blow into town, pick up an odd job and save my money for the road.   

 Now here I am bound up like a rodeo calf heading into danger!  Great job Faith—good 

looking out for yourself. 

 “Ya think Cletus will be impressed?” one of them hollers.   

 He must be in the bed of the truck with me keeping an eye on their newfound playmate.   

 “As long as she’s breathin’ Cletus won’t mind!” another howls with laughter. 

 “Cletus ain’t never been with no woman.  You sure he’s gonna behave himself Jake?” the 

man in the back asks. 

 “And if she don’t make it—who cares?  I gotta get my baby brother laid somehows!” 

 The whoops and yelps of these Southern boys makes my skin crawl.  Whoever Cletus is I 

have a feeling I don’t want any of his attention.  The truck sways and jerks as it rolls down the 

back road in Tennessee and fear wells up in my soul.  
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 Why do I hear the banjo and guitar theme of Deliverance in my head right now? I ask 

myself redundantly. 

 “You gonna like Cletus,” the man whispers into my ear.  “He’s hung like a horse!” 

 Lovely… 

**** 

 The truck skids to a stop and something gritty and dirty washes over my body.  The 

vehicle rocks several more times and I feel and hear the tailgate drop with a clang.  I’m grabbed 

by several hands and my skin is scraped along the bed of the truck when they pull me out. 

 “Careful boys!” Jake (I think) hollers.  “That ain’t no way to treat a lady, now is it?” 

 They crack up laughing and sound like deranged hyenas strung out on crack.  I’m 

dumped to my feet, but my hands and face are still bound tight.  I’m marched forward, my feet 

scuffling and kicking up dust because I can feel it on my bare soles.   

 “Come on!  Let’s get this here party started!” one of them shouts. 

 Rough wood is suddenly beneath me and I hear the creak and slam of a wooden screen 

door.  I stagger blindly across a threadbare rug and then swiftly am led down a flight of groaning 

stairs.   

 “Want some music?” someone asks. 

 I can’t answer due to the smelly rag stuffed through my lips. 

 “Hey let’s dance!” the Jake voice whoops. 

 I’m tossed into a man’s rough arms and he drags me across a dirt floor, grabbing at my 

ass, mauling my breasts and kissing my face.  His body odor is enough to kill an elephant at fifty 

yards.  I can feel the slick, wet sweat of his arms around me and want to puke down his throat.  

His fat paunch is stuffed against my flat stomach and I can tell he isn’t wearing a shirt anymore. 

 “Go get Cletus, will ya Jake?” another says gruffly. 

 “I figured we’d take her first, then let my brother have a turn,” he answers. 

 They start giggling like maniacs again.  Hands roam and fingers violate me as I try to 

squirm away. 

 “She’s a wiggler!” Jake snorts. 

 “I love me a woman who’s wild in bed!” a new voice snickers. 

 “She’s a redhead and ya know what that means?” 

 “What?” 
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 “Red in the head means fire in the hole!” 

 I raise my eyes under my blindfold at Jake’s stupid joke.  I feel the man’s gross, 

perspiring body against mine and hike a knee.  I feel it hit the soft spot I’m aiming for.  He lets 

out a deep groan and I hear his body hit the floor. 

 “Bobby, I want you to untie her while I go get Cletus and then when she sees what’s 

waiting for her maybe she’ll calm down and play nice,” he grunts in pain. 

 “Sure thing Jake,” the man from the back of the truck says. 

 “Oh by the way honey…” 

 Pain explodes in my gut as he drives a hard fist into it.  I sag in my captors’ hands and 

gasp for air.   

 “Help me get her ready Johnny,” Bobby says. 

 “I don’t know about this man,” a new voice states. 

 “Look she’s just a damn stranger, ain’t nobody gonna miss her.  She told Billy at the bar 

she just got into town.” 

 “But still this ain’t right.” 

 “If yer too chicken-shit about it then leave!” 

 “I’ll help Bobby,” one of them states. 

 “Thanks Ray.” 

 I feel my hands become free and then my mouth and eyes are uncovered.  Blinking 

rapidly I try to adjust to the light to see who I’m dealing with.  Blurry hazes finally become 

focused into the harsh reality of where I’m going to be repeatedly raped at. 

 Bobby is behind me with my arms in his grip.  He twists them up behind my back making 

my muscles scream in protest.  I look over my shoulder to see he’s dressed in a wife-beater tee 

shirt that used to be white at one point.  He’s fat, dark haired and unshaven.  He stinks of beer 

and stale sweat.  His jeans are filthy. 

 Johnny, who comes out from behind me is wearing an old Whitesnake concert shirt, blue 

jeans and cowboy boots.  He’s wearing an expression, one part regret and one part indecision as 

he looks into my eyes.  He’s handsome and sensitive but I can tell he’s going to be easily bullied 

into helping his buddies out. 

 Ray is thinner and wearing a yellow shirt and blue jeans.  He has a nasty expression on 

his face telling me he doesn’t think much of women in general.  I can tell by his unique stink 
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he’s not been with too many as it is.  He has a cruel streak in him a mile wide and can’t wait to 

indulge it. 

 “This here’s Ray, Johnny and I’m Bobby,” the heavy set bastard sneers.  “What’s yer 

name sweetheart?” 

 “Faith,” I snarl. 

 “Well  ya gotta have faith!” Ray howls.   

 They start laughing while I ponder my aching guts.   

 “Look Faith,” Bobby begins.  “All ya gotta do is play nice and we’ll let ya go.  If’n you 

kick, bite or scratch then well… I’m afraid it’ll go bad for ya.” 

 “Aren’t you a gentleman,” I state sarcastically. 

 “Yep that’s me!” 

 “Damn you got some nice titties and a great ass Faith,” Ray Mean-face snaps.  “I can’t 

wait ta see ya naked.” 

 “I just love your romantic banter,” I reply. 

 He slaps me across the face. 

 “Bitch! I’m gonna fuck you so hard you’ll be lucky to walk straight in a week!” he 

screams. 

 “Hey now let’s take it easy with our guest,” Johnny interrupts.   

 “You’re too soft John-boy.  She’s just another useless slut!” 

 “Here’s Cletus!  I had to bribe him to come along with a glass of milk!” Jake announces 

like he’s bringing Elvis to visit. 

 I’m spun around in time to face a hideous monstrosity of apparent inbreeding. 

 “It’s time for the Freak Show!” Bobby roars with merriment. 

 Cletus has a face shaped like a bowling ball, with jutting straight red hair haphazardly 

sticking out on his head.  His eyes are wide open, bulging out of his skull at me and drool is 

oozing out of his lips.  His face seems to have no bones, almost being a perfectly ball-like 

sphere.  He’s already nude and covered with enough hair to be mistaken for an ape.  His cock has 

risen out of the thick patch of pubic hair and looks like a miniature baseball bat with a huge, red 

bulbous tip. 

 “Oh I don’t think so,” I spout off.  “I’ll do the rest of you but I’m not spreading my legs 

for that!” 
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 “You ain’t got no choice,” Jake spits at me. “You callin’ my brother ugly?” 

 “Well I can see the family resemblance, that’s for sure.” 

 Jake kicks me in the stomach and I double over. 

 “Fuck this I’m leavin’,” Johnny says before fleeing up the steps. 

 “Coward!  Pussy!  Faggot!” Bobby hollers. 

 “Get her pants off!” Jake orders them. 

 Ray runs behind me and tugs off my jeans by my pant legs.  I’m standing in just my 

panties and pink summer top which isn’t much to cover me.  It was a gift from a male admirer in 

the last town.  I wore it because I thought I could attract more attention in the bar.  Now I wish I 

would’ve worn something less revealing. 

 Cletus lunges towards me.  I break my right hand free and try to shove him away but hits 

Jake instead, sinking deep into his massive gut.  The glass in his hands slops milk onto the floor.  

Ray punches me in the face and I see stars in my eyes.   

 “Milk!  Milk!” Cletus roars idiot-like. 

 “Ya want it?  Here ya go Cletus!” his brother howls. 

 The bastard dumps the glass onto the top of my head and it runs down my face, into my 

pink top and soaks my jeans.  I snort milk bubbles out of my nose and sputter for air once more.  

My cheek is throbbing in pain to the same rhythm as my abused tummy.   

 “Milk!” the inbreed creature wails. 

 “Let her go boys!  I think Cletus can take it from here!” Jake shouts with a laugh. 

 The freakish hillbilly reaches for me and through a white hazed gaze I see his leering, 

lusty face nearing. 

 Enough of this shit—time to play rough, I tell myself. 

 He grabs me by the waist, his huge shaft plowing against my sore stomach but his weight 

knocks me off my feet and he lands on me.  The air is driven out of my lungs. 

 “Whoa he’s really horny!” Ray snickers. 

 “Milk!  Milk!” Cletus rants. 

Then he suddenly screams. 

 “What the fuck?” Bobby shouts. 

 I’ve sunk my fangs into the thick throat of the deformed man and blood is spraying from 

either side of my cheeks.  I’ve deliberately punctured a major artery.  Cletus is screaming in 
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agony and trying to dislodge my teeth from his neck.  I release him and he jumps up howling in 

pain.  I take just a moment to admire the stupid looks on these backwoods rapists’ faces before 

getting upright.  My bloody smile scares the shit out of them.  Ray is stammering in terror and 

Bobby is pissing down his already filthy jeans. 

 “Picked the wrong girl to fuck with, didn’t you?” I sneer. 

 “W-what the fuck?” Jake mutters. 

 I leap onto his fat body, my legs go around his hips and I sink my fangs into his pale 

white throat.  He screams like a sissy when the blood begins to flow.  I gulp as fast as I can 

before something slams into my back.  We fall to the floor and I roll clear.  Bobby is clutching a 

broken piece of lumber in his trembling hands. 

 “You hit like a girl, Bobby,” I laugh. 

 He recoils from the gory mess around my mouth and starts to step back but I’m on him 

faster than dead on Elvis.  He manages a quick squealing prayer before I rip out his throat.  Hot 

red liquid splashes down his wife-beater while he goes pale in the face.  I round on Ray who’s 

trying to make a break for it.  I catch him on the stairs. 

 “Please!  Don’t hurt me—we didn’t mean nothing by all this!” he wails child-like. 

 I grab his right wrist and break it like a toothpick.  Mr. I-Hate-Women shrieks just before 

I shatter his other limb.   

 “You piece of fucking white trash!” I screech.  “This is for all the women you’ve hit in 

your life!” 

 I break his legs below the knee, splinter three ribs and crack open his skull just for the fun 

of it, stopping just before he dies so I can slack my demonic thirst for his blood. 

 I look around.  Jake, Bobby and Cletus are still thrashing slowly on the floor each 

clutching spurting red wounds.  I stalk over and break their necks, I don’t want them rising as 

vampires, they were bad enough as human beings.   

 “Oh God,” Ray blubbers quietly. 

 “Time to die Ray,” I growled terribly. 

 I snap his neck easily. 

**** 

 I clean off the best I can but my outfit is ruined.  Only my jeans are free of thick, quickly 

crusting and drying blood.  I sigh.  Climbing the stairs I exit the hovel and see the truck still 
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sitting in the dirt driveway in the front yard.   Leaning against it, a lit cigarette smoking between 

his fingers is Johnny.  I walk seductively towards him.  I need a ride into town and he has no idea 

what’s happened since he can’t see the blood on my pink top due to the dark of the night.  He 

hasn’t spotted me yet, and reaches into the cab of the truck and pulls out a shotgun.  I freeze. 

 “I can’t let this happen,” I hear him say.  “This ain’t right.” 

 Well I’ll be, I think. A hillbilly with a heart of gold? 

 “I’m goin’ in there and puttin’ a stop to this right now,” he continues. 

 I walk towards him and he finally spots me. 

 “It’s all over so don’t fret about it,” I tell him. 

 “Ah…well… hey look I’m really sorry about my buddies,” he stammers. 

 “It really bothered you about what they had planned for me?” 

 “Yeah I can’t believe I let them talk me into it.  I’m really sorry Faith. 

 “No need to be.  I heard you talking about putting a stop to it and that makes you a good 

guy in my book.” 

 “Gee, thanks.” 

 “No worries, in fact could you give me a lift back to town?  I have a room at the hotel 

across from the bar and I’d like to get out of this one-horse town before dawn,” I query. 

 “Jeez I guess that’s the least I can do,” he remarks. 

 “You’re a good man Johnny but you might want to pick some different friends.” 

 “Where ya from Faith?” he asks. 

 “Transylvania,” I answer. 

 “Get out of here!” 

 “No seriously, I’m not kidding.” 

 The clouds part above me and the moonlight shines down.  I’m exposed for what I really 

am.  Then he sees my stained shirt and his face turns white with fear.  He begins to backpedal 

away from me, thrusting the scattergun in my direction. 

 “Now before you do something you’ll regret, just relax,” I tell him. 

 “W-what did you do?!” he screams. 

 “I’ve fed.  Unfortunately I’ve also killed your friends and that retarded brother of Jake’s.  

Now if you don’t want to serve time for a multiple murder I suggest you give me a lift out of 

town and I’ll be your alibi.  If not, well I’m still a little hungry and that gun won’t stop me.” 
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 “You’re a v-v-vam…” 

 “Vampire, I think that’s the word you’re looking for.  Yes I am and I’m also about two 

hundred years old.” 

 “Really?” 

 “Yes.  I have a proposal for you Johnny.” 

 “Okay let’s hear it.” 

 “I need someone to look out for me during the daylight hours.  I have lots of money and 

travel as I see fit.  Would you be interested in a partnership?  I could take you all over the world 

and back again.” 

“I don’t know.” 

“I can sweeten the deal.” 

“Let’s hear it.” 

   “I let you buy anything you want, clothes, cars, and even a plane if you’d like.  We can 

settle down in some big city and I’ll give you time away from me if you want.  You could have 

two weeks a year, a paid vacation.” 

“Wow!” he says. 

“Plus I find you attractive.  Just think about what I could do to you… sexually that is.  

I’ve been around quite a while enough to teach you a few things.  So what do you say?” 

 I watch him mull it over.  He begins to rub his chin and the shotgun’s muzzle droops to 

the ground. 

 “Ya know,” he smiles.  “I’m sick of this hick-town.  Been thinkin’ about movin’ on.  I 

always wanted to live in Los Angeles or maybe Paris.” 

“Paris is beautiful in the spring.” I grin.  “We could even visit Hawaii in the winter or 

Stockholm if you want to learn to ski.  If you like to hunt we can safari in Africa.  The 

possibilities are endless.” 

“Why aren’t you livin’ in these places now?” 

“My last protector died on me three days ago and I’ve been trying to get to a major city to 

find a new one.  Looks like I didn’t have to travel as far as I thought I needed to, or am I 

mistaken?” 

“Yep, but we gotta have one thing we agree on.” 

 “What’s that?” 
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 “You ain’t gonna take a bite outta me, right?” 

 “I can’t use you if you’re dead or a vampire as well.  We have ourselves an agreement?” 

 I extend a hand and he takes it.  He doesn’t flinch at the coolness of my flesh and I sense 

his desire.  Yeah this felt right and I think I’ve solved both of our problems with my offer. 

 “Agreed,” he grins. 

 “Johnny,” I laugh.  “I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.” 

 

 


