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BUG EYED by David Hartley—We will take you to your heaven… HORROR
HEAVENLY NIGHT by Andrew Openshaw—“You saw what I did, didn’t you?” HORROR
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A VAMPIRE AND A NECROPHILE WALK INTO A CAR CRASH Part Three by Rob Bliss—
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THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE Part Forty-One by Gregory KH Bryant—Get me to
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THE MOON POOL Chapter Twenty by A. Merritt—Larry’s Defiance… SCIENCE FICTION
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EDITORIAL
This week, it’s all about outer space. Aliens are coming to take us to Paradise. There’s something
in the sky—or is it just the drugs? A visitor from the stars thinks little of fast food. And Desmond
isn’t going back to Earth.
A gang of teenagers spends the night in a cabin in the woods. Bad decision, especially with
Spanky the Gay Vampire on the prowl! Illara and Hardy are entertaining Rat. We begin a
seminal story of Viking sword and sorcery courtesy of H Rider Haggard. And in Muria, Larry
shows his defiance.
—Gavin Chappell
Next week: Bah Humbug, it’s our Christmas and New Year edition!
Now out from Rogue Planet Press: Schlock Quarterly Volume 3, Issue 6.
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IT CAME FROM INSIDE THE INKWELL!

Vincent is an artist who has consistently been on assignment in the art world for over twenty
years. Throughout his career he has acquired a toolbox of diverse skills (from freehand drawing
to digital design, t-shirt designer to muralist). His styles range from the wildly abstract to pulp
style comics.
In 2013, his work in END TIMES won an award in the Best Horror Anthology category for that
year. When Vincent is not at his drawing board he can be found in the classroom teaching
cartooning and illustration to his students at Westchester Community College in Valhalla NY.

He lives in Mamaroneck NY with his wife Jennie and dog Skip.
https://www.freelanced.com/vincentdavis
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BUG EYED by David Hartley
We heard you
Five, four, three, two, one, and a roar of guttural cheers and whoops and howls as the sky pulses
and we glimpse our saviours again, our bug-eyed angels, in their cloaked mothership which
holds our planet like a new layer of atmosphere. A sleek silver console of lines and lights that is,
for that moment, a shell above our heads and then it fades, becomes transparent, becomes the
night sky again. It is a warm August night, clear and sharp, each of the billion stars shining proud
with the promise of a new home.
And the drumbeats thud-thud-thud and are washed through with whistles, and shouts, and choral
chants, twanged chords and blown brass. We toast and cherish and live our final night on our
once-beloved planet. Fires rage with dead possessions and roast meats and fruits and vats of
mallow, while fireworks unzip the sky into orgasms of claps and lights.
You have done well
We’ve made it! shout the signs and stickers, and the naked paint the peace sign on their breasts
and bellies, and lips are locked and swell into orgies, sweat mixes with mud with love with
water, wine and vodka, and never once does love become hate, or passion become rage, because
we have made it! We have done well! And there is no use in breaking that now, no hopelessness
in pure hope.
The children glitter cheeks and are crowned with glowsticks and grin and stare at the costumed,
at the fire-breathers on stilts, at the drag queens in their sweeping glory, at jugglers, and clowns
and acrobats, at puppeteered dragons that weave through the crowds, or they snuggle deep into
arms of mothers, or laps of fathers, where exhaustion has caught them, to dream their last dreams
of Earth.
Be ready
This is us, in our readiness, doing what we do; we push away sleep and pull together, we fill our
bodies as if they will not come with us, we put the best of our race and the worst of our smells in
one place, because this is what we are and we are proud, so proud. We show ourselves as we
think we should be; ruffs around the necks of Shakespeares, badges pinned on the dresses of
suffragettes, fake moustaches cry Einsteins and there is every Bowie from every era multiplied
by a thousand.
And we sing to our saviours, we sing Star Man and Imagine and Bohemian Rhapsody and they
hear us because; five, four, three, two, one, ROOOAAR, the sky pulses and they appear again,
the mothership-shell, our bug-eyed angels, our newest friends, and look at us! Look hard into our
hearts! We do not hurt each other anymore, we are collected, we are together, there is nothing
left to want or fear! We have dismantled, we have decommissioned, we have abandoned posts:
this is us. We eat, drink, dance, love and sing. This is us at our best.

We will take you to your heaven
And this time the ship does not fade, the stars do not return and the thrill shocks through us all
like lightning. There are screams, shaking hearts, failed legs; it is time! Loved ones rush to
reunite, children are woken and snap to attention, clothes are flung off and cast into flames.
Arms raise and reach to welcome the rapture…
No drum-beat now, no horns blown or songs sung; we are hushed. The drunk are nudged and
hoisted up, children appear on shoulders, breaths are held. We huddle as the crowd think as one,
our fingers grasping at the air as if trying to catch what’s next before it happens. Hatches clatter
open on the mothership, tiny oblongs of purple light. We wail as we stretch our spines, and strain
our toes. Hairs lift and skin shimmers.
There is much to learn
We are tickled. Feet first, then legs, waists, shoulders and arms. In the gap we leave between
each other, ants and worms emerge. And beetles, woodlice, crickets, millipedes, just specks of
dirt at first but as they clear our heads, we see them, wriggling, squirming, antennae twitching,
and the dirt is flicked away and showers us in a desperate smatter. Our elbows bend, fingers are
stilled, and there too go the midges, the moths, the mosquitoes, the flies, and a buzz erupts as
swarms of bees and wasps are dragged from hedgerows and woodlands and far off hives.
The air becomes a plague, but upwards, and we are muttering now, we hear each other say; no,
and someone snaps a hand at a passing bug and we all do it; we all try to grab back our betrayers,
but it is too late, the sky is black, they have been taken and we remain. But perhaps there is an
order, we think. The birds will go next? Then the small mammals, and then us, and then, what?
Horses? Cows? The mothership is hidden now because the only thing we can see is the cloud of
insects.
Tired arms drop. Some of us sit. Some lash out. The crowd swells and sways, fear returns. Gaps
appear in the insect sky and, like mould clearing, the mothership reappears. A second, perhaps
longer, and we think our time has come so we stagger once again to our feet, back to our
positions. But no. The mothership recedes. All its lights go out. A long thin crack appears and
the two halves of its shell separate, a reverse of what happened when it came.
And it leaves. It leaves us.
The night sky returns. No. Not quite. The sun is arriving on the horizon, a patient glow, a deep
orange that seems to say; remember me?
In the trees, birds answer the question with their chorus. They do not realise yet that they sing for
nothing. They do not realise that this will be the first day they go hungry.
THE END
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HEAVENLY NIGHT by Andrew Openshaw
A tall bookcase caught Jill’s attention, as she squinted through the dry ice. An ornament sat alone
on the top shelf—a china cat with green eyes and a spout arcing from its groin. Its’s body
vibrated along with the baseline and iridescent lines spun from the cat’s eyes and drifted down,
displacing dust on each surface.
Someone blocked Jill’s view. She let out a long sigh and her shoulders sagged.
Matty danced nearby, ogling every girl who entered the room. Jill glared at him until he jerked
around with a coy smile, his cheeks colouring red.
“Matty, come on!” she shouted above the music. “Let’s go outside, it’s almost midnight.”
He continued grinning at Jill, his hands punching the air and his body writhing to the rhythm.
Jill stood to face him. She was almost his height with her leather boots on. “No, Matty. You
promised, remember.”
Matty avoided her stare, and his shoulders slouched in defeat.
“I’m going outside,” she said. “It’s your loss if you’re not there.”

Jill grabbed her coat from the hall and went into the garden. She wiped away a layer of frost
from a bench and sat down. The long narrow space was lit up by fairy lights, which snaked
around its edges. Each tiny light stretched beyond an acceptable radius and out into the night. A
shed in the far corner was also cloaked in a shimmery veil. And every blade of grass flickered
and danced, even after Jill closed her eyes and gave herself a sobering shudder.
Her body sunk into the seat and she gave out a satisfied moan as an embracing warmth flowed
through her. She was about to get up and join the dancing blades when the back door burst open
and out came Matty. He stopped, shook his head and slid across the decking, his shoes drawing
harsh lines in the frost.
“You should come indoors,” he said, as he sat down next to Jill. “It’s fucking freezing out here.”

Her heart sunk when she smelled his smoky breath. Jill shifted on the seat, a dull ache returning
to her stomach. Snow started falling in heavy clumps.
“Matty,” she said. “This is where I need to be right now.”

Taking a long drag on his joint, Matty scuffed at the snow. He blew a stream of smoke into the
air, which mixed with Jill’s perspiration. “You seriously believe this?” he said, and flicked the
joint, sending several hot rocks tumbling to the wet ground. “Look, I admit we were pretty
spaced-out at Charlie’s, but believing those visions? Come on Jill, that’s crazy. You’re being
unreasonable.”
He took another toke on the joint and passed it through the back of his hand. Jill guffawed at his
gesture, but when he refused to take his hand away, she stood and cowered over him.
“For fuck’s sake, Matty. This is real, I’m not making it up. You said you saw it too! Are you a
fucking liar?” she screamed.
Matty arched back, blew out more smoke and folded over into a fit of coughing and laughter.
Jill counted to five. “Will you put that out? It’s making me sick,” she said, as she slumped down
again on the bench.
Matty flicked the joint away. It travelled through the air and burst into a delightful firework as it
bounced off the fence.
Lying back with his head on the table, Matty stared vacantly up at the stars. Jill snapped out of
her trance and gave him a friendly punch.
“You saw what I did, didn’t you?” she said. “We were here, right here, on this night.”
Matty shuffled into a seating position and stood to brush snow off his back and trousers. He
sighed, his breath clouding the air. When he dropped back down, the bench creaked, and snow
jumped off the table and onto the ground.
“Yes, okay. I saw it too,” he said. “But I saw some fucking weird things that night.”
Jill gritted her teeth. She was about to begin another explosive tirade when the shimmering lights
draped along the fence pulled her back to a rational calm.
“Matty, please,” she said, in a soft voice. “You admitted it felt different. The peace which
descended on the room. How we two were separate from the rest. Totally focused and in tune
with each other...”
Matty started coughing again, using it to mask a laugh. Jill ignored him and kept talking.
“...but I was sober and more conscious than I’ve ever been in my entire life,” she said.
Jill’s skin prickled as she relived the memory, and her heart started racing. She frantically
unbuttoned her coat to let in the cold air.

Matty’s face twisted into an expression of contempt. “Look, yeah it was weird,” he said. “But I
sat for ages watching Tom’s head bob around the room on a meat hook. The wall opened onto a
huge garden, and I followed a cat down a path. It was summer outside. But none of it was real.”
Jill’s heart slowed down, but now she gripped onto the bench, absorbed by the gathering snow as
it nestled onto the paths and grass.
“But we were crying,” she said. “And they held us and told us it was all fine. And you said
making this sacrifice was good; that it was my life and you’d be there with me when it
happened.”
“Listen. Can you hear that?” said Matty, jumping up and pointing to the house. “The Christmas
songs are on, it must be almost midnight. Let’s go inside eh? Be with everyone else.”
He reached out a hand, to help Jill to her feet. An ethereal mist rose up Matty’s fingers and arm
until the whole limb and shoulder had become a ghostly apparition. Jill gasped and rose to her
feet. Matty’s eyes were gone and instead were two glowing white orbs.
When she reached her fingers into the curling smoke, his hand returned, as did his eyes, and he
was Matty again, speaking in condensing tones.
“…this could be the last year everyone gets together. Why miss it?” he said, gathering Jill’s
hands in his.
“Get off me, let go. I’m staying right here!” she shouted.
Jill’s head was spinning, and a tingling sensation returned to her limbs. “I’m so loved, so wanted.
All my heart is yours,” she said, gazing up at the sky, as snowflakes fell on her face.
Matty let his arms flop to his sides. “Why are you being like this Jill?”
“How can I not be?” she wailed, tears streaming down her face. “How am I supposed to feel?”
She flung her head back to shake away the snow. Wet strands of hair came loose and fell over
her face. “Matty, please go,” she said. “Leave me alone. I want to be alone.”
Matty kicked snow off the decking and onto the grass. “Fine,” he replied. “Tell you what, I’ll go
and see-in Christmas and come back and sit here with you, okay? And we’ll wait together. How
does that sound? It’ll be romantic, I promise.”
Jill didn’t respond. As Matty walked back to the house, vivid colours from his coat stretched into
the night. The snow had retreated, revealing the skeletal trees around the garden’s border. And
the frosted grass created an illusion of overlaid animation.
Moaning contentedly, her palms all sweaty, Jill unbuttoned the rest of her coat and took it off.
The sky shimmered, and the few visible stars blinked off and on. “Matty wait! Oh my God, look.
Look!” she screamed, standing and waving her finger at the heavens.

Matty spun on his heal. “What can you see?” he said, running back across the decking.
“There in the sky, it’s moving!”
Jill was shaking. Matty, put his arm around her, pulling her in and letting her head rest on his
shoulder. He kept staring up. “Is it not a satellite?” he said. “Or, maybe it’s a shooting star. Why
don’t we make a wish?”
Jill shushed him and raised her arms in the air. “Listen, Matty. There’s the music, like last time.
Can you hear it?”
Matty gritted his teeth and pretended to listen. “That’s fucking Band-Aid. Jill, and it means the
countdown will start soon.” Come inside, please com… Oh, fuck!” Matty shielded his face, as
the sky tore open. The shed windows shattered, and a white light shone down into the garden.
Jill was laughing manically. “It’s incredible!” she wailed. “Come on!”
She started pulling Matty towards the bottom of the garden.
“These drugs...” he mumbled. “...we should go inside.”
“It’s not drugs Matty,” Jill said, her voice calm, her attention focused only on the light. “You’re
not high. Don’t you realize that? This is greater than any drug, way more powerful.”
The fairy lights blinked back on, and the plants and trees stilled. A hole in the sky remained.
Sparks crackled around its edges and several green vines dangled down through the gap.
“This is fucked up, I’m going in,” said Matty.
“No, you’re not,” said Jill. Her face was beaming, and she gave out a little shriek. Grabbing
Matty’s hand she twirled him on the grass, forcing him to act as her maypole. “Come on!” she
cried and started pulling Matty closer to the light.
The cold punched Matty in the gut and his vision blinked back into focus. A lead slab hung
around his neck as he took in his surroundings.
“Jill...” he said, in a warbling voice, his bottom lip shaking. “I don’t think you should go near
those…whatever they are.
“It’s my way in!” she screamed. “A ladder to the stars!”
“Jill, no,” said Matty, pulling her back to the decking. “This is not right, we need to get inside
now.”

Jill dug her heels into the grass and pushed her face right into Matty’s, her arms wrapped around
his neck, her knee forcing his legs apart.
“They’re calling me,” she said, in a sultry whisper. “This is it. God, I feel so good. So… clear, so
relieved. Tell me you feel it too?” she said.
Jill loosened her grasp on Matty and he struggled free.
“They need me!” she shouted, her voice a deep growl. Jill’s eyes had become glowing white
orbs. She tore off her jumper and stood in a thin vest. Her skin pulsing with a fiery charge, she
turned again to face the light.
“Don’t go,” pleaded Matty, “I don’t want you to go. Noooo!”
A bolt of electricity struck Jill in the chest, and she fell backward in the snow. Vines wove
themselves around her. The light blinked off and the hole in the sky disappeared.

Detective Carol marked the scene to memory for the report he would have to submit in the
morning—Christmas morning. Stepping carefully along the snow-covered decking, he reached
down to retrieve the end of a joint. He sniffed at it before depositing it in an evidence bag.
Next, the body. Again, he walked cautiously across the grass, his torch lighting up the garden.
He stopped to log the shed with its windows smashed, glinting shards of glass covering the path
around its perimeter.
He unclasped the radio from his jacket. “Arrived at 52 Parkside Close. I confirm one body, male,
injuries unclear, lying face down in the snow. Resident says the deceased came outside with his
girlfriend around 23:45. She has since disappeared. No one appears to know her whereabouts.
The name is Jill Buller, 5’7, brown shoulder-length hair, nose piercing, tattoo on the back of her
neck. Red woollen coat. Sought for questioning. Over.”
A line of silvery dust caught on the breeze, coating the snowflakes and the branches of a nearby
tree. Detective Carol brushed at the powder which had landed on his coat and sniffed his fingers.
His legs became heavy and he stumbled around, searching for somewhere to rest his hand.
Distant voices were shouting from the house. “You alright, mate?”
Detective Carol was already on the ground, though, staring up at the stars swirling around the
night sky. A comforting warmth crept from his toes and up to his head. “They need me,” he
mumbled. His lids closed, and he drifted into a deep sleep.
THE END
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HOT DOG by Ishmael A Soledad
“So, Mr. Patheson, what line of business are you in?”
Ugly fucking hairy ape-woman, what do you know of business? Just rent me the space and be
done with it. You’ll find out my business soon enough.
“Import export, Cindii, a little entertainment on the side.”
“I see.”
No you don’t, none of your ugly symmetrical air-breathing bastard kind ever has.
“So will this place do? It’s city centre, three hundred fifty square meters, fifth level basement
with loading ramp and goods elevator.”
Idiot. If it lasts a week it’s enough.
“How much again?”
“Two and a quarter on a three plus three lease.”
“It’s perfect.”

Hot. Dog. Hotdog. What garbage is this? I’ve had constipation, flatulence and arrhythmia eating
this factory produced swill they call food. No wonder they all smell like shit, fat arsed sweaty
bodied perverts. White bun, read thing smothered in yellow vomit and crisp brown shards. It
bears a passing resemblance to a dog’s dick on a hot day and I wouldn’t put it past one of these
morons to have tried eating that. Sex obsessed losers, everything comes back to penis envy or
cunt strike. The universe’ll be better off without them.
“Turn around slow and quiet. Do as I say and you won’t get hurt.”
I turn around. It’s only a knife, like I’m fucking scared? I haven’t got time for this but I’m bored.
This stupid ape’s mind’s as easy to control as the rest of them.
“Strip.”
He does as he’s told, I leave his eyes and mind unlocked to watch the show. It’s always more fun
that way.
“Cut off your dick.”

The horror on his face is wonderful, I toy with opening his vocal chords but the mall’s too close.
It’s a lot of blood for such a small pink thing. What the fuck. I hand him the hotdog.
“Stick it in this.”
I feel like laughing for the first time today, he knows what’s coming and can’t stop it. The more
his eyes plead the better it gets. Just hope he doesn’t bleed out too soon.
“Enjoy your lunch, make sure to eat it all.”
I stay for the first few bites enjoying the feeling of his mind skittering to insanity. I turn the
corner into the mall and release him, the scream rising above the traffic. Shame I haven’t more
time, twelve billion of them and they’re all mine.

The basement’s perfect. Anywhere would have done but I’m a showman, an artist, and my
viewing audience demands a spectacle. At least for the first few hours. Nodes across the world
solve that, my direct feed’s a subscriber perk.
I take the lines and lay them on the floor in two one hundred and fifty square meter rectangles. I
connect the brackets and they’re live, just awaiting the command. Indestructible, they’ll stay
through it all.

It’s a good hill, nice view of the city and safe for the first hour. I slide open the van’s freezer and
she hands me a Magnum. She doesn’t need the rest of her body and it’s a tight fit anyway, so
waistline up’s all that’s there. Simple stupid ape biology, so easy to keep alive. I let her cry to see
how long the icicles can get but that fucking voice is grating. The ice-cream’s nice, one thing
from a planet of shit.
“How’s that monthly sales target now, Cindii? Tell you what, I’ll let you watch the show.”
I put her on the grass facing away from my chair. She’s just the right height. I sit down, place a
boot on each shoulder and settle in.
I’d toyed with sequencing. What first, the portal 10,000 meters undersea in the Dokarzha Deeps
or the one at Betelgeuse’s core? It’s a simulcast, so it’s both at once. I throw the mental switch.
It’s beautiful, city erased as two giant columns of water and plasma erupt and mix to hypersteam, the shock wave turning everything to dust for thirty kilometres as the columns soar,
tearing the earth up and flinging it to the four winds. Every nanosecond recorded and streamed,
every terror stricken pained instant before oblivion lifted from the minds of seven million naked
apes, as it would be for them all as the whole planet was scoured, steamed, cleansed.

The earth beneath me trembles as the old fault lines awake, the thrusting magma flows seeking
the surface.
What the fuck, I’ve got time. I let her scream, every movie needs a soundtrack. I flip on my
shield and decide to stay.
I throw back my head and laugh like never before.
THE END
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WHEN SHE’S SCREAMING, THE STARS COME OUT TO SHINE by Peter Caffrey
Desmond could hear the woman next door shouting at her husband.
‘You prick, what time do you call this? You treat this place like a hotel. How would you like it if
I didn’t come home, ever again?’
Desmond thought for a moment: her husband would probably like it if she never came home,
ever again, and he would like it too if it meant not having to listen to her fish-wife cacophony
through the thin walls.
He turned up the volume on the TV to drown out her nagging but wasn’t sure which was worse:
the inanity burbling from the television set or the screeching of the neighbour. Feeling trapped in
his own home, he switched off the television, collected his coat from the under-stairs cupboard
and stepped out into the cold night air.
His coat pockets gave up a half-smoked packet of cigarettes, a book of matches, a £20 note and
some loose change. Strolling down the street, he noticed the clouds had cleared and the stars
were shining with heightened luminance.
Desmond entered the Dog and Duck and sat on a stool at the end of the bar, away from the other
drinkers. The barmaid was new. As she approached he noted she had a pleasant smile and a
plentiful cleavage, both characteristics he approved of. She wasn’t old, but neither was she
young. A glowing face contrasted with creased and dark eyes, evidence of a thousand sleepless
nights. He ordered a pint of bitter and a shot of rum. As he paid, he offered her a drink. She
thanked him but declined.
Sitting in silence, he drank the beer, occasionally sipping the dark strong rum which gave him a
pleasant shivering sensation in his guts. He ordered another round, and this time the barmaid
accepted his offer.
Desmond enjoyed his isolation; despite being in a bar filled with people he retained his own
space, an exclusion zone to the lives of others. He enjoyed just existing in the here and now. He
wasn’t a dreamer; he had no agenda to follow. All he wanted from life was peace and quiet.
Desmond ordered another round of drinks but realised he did not have enough money.
Embarrassed by the situation, he apologised, explaining he would go home to get more cash, but
would return straight away to settle the bill. The barmaid would not hear of it; she insisted that
Desmond finished his drinks in comfort, and indeed kept drinking until closing time. He could
pop in and pay for them another time. Desmond thanked her but still felt awkward.
After finishing the beer and rum he rose to leave, but the barmaid stopped him and insisted he
had another. Despite his excuses, she poured a beer and a rum, and came around the counter.
Sitting down next to him, she talked.
She too knew loneliness, she said, but also understood the need for solitude. The delicate balance

between being alone and lonely was not lost on her.
Desmond felt relaxed; he watched her full red lips as she talked. Her voice was hypnotic,
carrying him along on the velvety warmth of the evening. Alone but not lonely; she emphasised
that to him several times.
The pub was empty, the other drinkers gone to their homes, and he was alone with the barmaid.
He apologised and tried to leave but she silenced him with a touch of her fingertip to his lips,
before taking his hand and leading him upstairs. They fell, together, onto the bed. Desmond felt
her arms embracing him. It was relaxing, close, and comfortable. He was drifting, his mind
wandering. He placed his hands against ... her skin. She was naked!
Her breath caressed him, warm and sensual on his neck. Desmond felt alive, awake, yet drifting
like a confused somnambulist. She took his hand and placed it between her thighs. He felt the
warmth, the dampness of her Belle Chose.
He stroked with tenderness, her heavy breathing an encouragement, and slid in his finger. It was
like a vacuum, pulling his digit into her warm and sensual secret place. Another finger joined it,
followed by another, and then his whole hand was sucked inside. The vacuum increased, jolting
his hand and he was in her to his wrist, then his elbow as his arm was sucked into her dark damp
hot sex. He struggled but the suction was too strong. Giving in to its strength, he slid inside, the
darkness giving way to a dull red glow.
Desmond was inside what appeared to be a large spacecraft. Around him were hundreds of glass
and metal pods, all emitting a warm crimson light. Sitting around the spaceship bay were several
other men: middle aged, balding, overweight, alone but not lonely. No one spoke. Everyone was
content with their lot. All were happy to preserve their own space, their own exclusion zones
against the lives of others.
Desmond found a space a comfortable distance from anyone else and settled down. Dipping in
his coat pocket, he took out the cigarettes and lit one. Leaning back, he exhaled the smoke into
the air, the wisps illuminated with a dull pinkish glow. The space was silent aside from a lowlevel background hum.
Desmond figured he probably wouldn’t go home, ever again.
THE END
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A VAMPIRE AND A NECROPHILE WALK INTO A CAR CRASH by Rob Bliss
Chapter 3: A Cabin
Four smokin’ hot teenage girls and their brutish boyfriends, minus one, were staying in a
ramshackle cabin deep in the woods because they thought it would be “neat”.
(Life repeats, stories repeat, misery repeats, joy repeats. Sometimes the characters change,
sometimes they stay the same but in a different location. Minor variations create ‘new’ fables.
The human animal is so complex that the same characters have to undergo similar adventures in
order for a two-dimensional idiot to attain a third dimension. Of course, some people are just
fucking dumbass airhead scumbags, and never attain even a second dimension. This is why most
fictional characters by the same author are exactly the same as their last characters, although
reviewers will say, “Wow, that new character was so real, I could visualize her—I want to be
her, know her, hear more about her trials and insurmountable odds to be overcome.” And they
will give the same review to the next cookie-cutter masterpiece. People desire the same thing
again and again because too much variation frightens and confuses; too much experimentation
bewilders. Satirical horror tales of the macabre and twisted and sometimes funny should not be
used as moral bedtime stories for anybody. Thus, comedy and horror rarely go together … but
when they do—look out!)
(P.S.: Please edit out the above paragraph. It kills the new story before it has even had a chance
to begin.)
The ‘minus one’ was without a boyfriend. She was a Goth, but a hot Goth, not too geeky, not too
much bleeding black make-up, and she went easy on the pewter jewellery. She was probably
gay. That’s what the rest of her ‘friends’ assumed, which made the guys want to do her even
more. Hoping they could get her alone at some point during the vacation and convince her not to
tell their girlfriends that they really, really liked her the most and were just dating what’s-herface to get to the hot Goth. (That was always an irresistible comment.)
Sexual orientation has never mattered to a guy when it came to a girl. It only mattered in regards
to another guy—if he was gay. That could only mean that the gay guy want to do every straight
bo-hunk, no matter how repulsive the heterosexual’s Neanderthal fourth-grade-reading-level
intellect was.
The cabin had been in the Goth’s family for generations, and was the prime reason she was on
the trip at all. She thought the other girls were hot, except for their un-hot personalities. They
were total dicks. In her darker moments, the Goth girl fantasized about having rough, degrading
sex with the other three girls. Preferably in a truck stop washroom with greasy fat truckers
joining in. Also preferably, the truckers would be big-breasted, white trash lesbians with bad
tattoos, cracked teeth, foul breath, and belly-button piercings that were swallowed by their
stomach fat. Then, the Goth would stick around for the degrading sex. If the truckers were male,
she’d just tie up the girls in stalls, chain them to the toilets, do a few nasty sexual things to them,
then bring in the male truckers to finish them off.

Of course, she’d videotape the whole moment of revenge and put it on the net for the rest of the
high school to see. It was the age of cyber social-networking, after all.
If not a truck stop washroom, then perhaps… a cabin in the woods …
The Goth girl’s name was Mindy. Which she hated, so he re-christened herself (but only to other
online Goth friends) Azariel.
(Which actually may have been a guy’s name, but there were enough Goths who didn’t know
their pagan mythology well enough so she could get away with it.)
When they all burst through the front door of the cabin, the three girls and their boyfriends
cheered. They were on vacation! They were going to drink and puke and have unprotected sex!
Yay! The guys pounded their chests, high-fived each other (seriously, when is that greeting
and/or celebration going to go out of fashion?), and pretended to have gay sodomy with each
other. ‘Cause it was funny.
The girls laughed and danced. One guy started checking out the cupboards in the kitchen and
around the rustic living room, looking for abandoned booze. Another berated a stag’s head
pinned to the wall, grabbed his crotch and asked the deer if it wanted to suck it. Another guy told
his girlfriend to get his beer from the car. When she said that the cooler was too heavy, he called
her a bitch. She was used to it, as were her friends, so the verbal abuse went on until the guy got
the beer himself.
Mindy—(to give her a modicum of respect, we’ll use her chosen name)—Azariel sat slumped in
a soft, high-backed chair made from spruce limbs with a scratchy wool blanket draped over the
back.
She looked around at the décor, reflecting back on her childhood summers spent at the cabin.
Good times. How did she get roped into bringing up a bunch of losers to her sacred cabin? She
knew they were only pretending to like her. Even the guy who squeezed her knee and rubbed her
leg in the car, with his girlfriend oblivious. A perfect airhead, and, therefore, highly desirable to
the male sex.
That was the reason. She was going to do something—she didn’t know what yet—to as many of
the girls and guys to fuck them over. Azariel had brought her camera, with extra batteries and
memory cards. She would take blackmail photos and videos of them all. Let them be assholes,
get drunk, pass out—then the Goth shall rule the night!
So she didn’t mind them going through her parent’s stuff, insulting the cabin of her youth, en
route to breaking things. Let them. It’ll just make the revenge sweeter.
She sat and was quiet, watching the dicks be dicks without looking like she watching them.
Didn’t want to draw their attention too often her way. Which was easy since they were so selfinvolved that they rarely noticed her, especially tucked down in the deep chair.

“Let’s drink some beer and eat some pussy!” one of the guys cheered.
The girls danced more seductively, but avoided the males. Hands in the air like they just didn’t
care, they rolled their hips, jiggled their asses, dry-humped each other, slipped hands over each
other’s breasts and thighs, teasing the boys. The boys humped the furniture and howled, their
hands perpetually squeezing their groins.
Bottles were passed around from the cooler, the ice melted, caps twisted off. They toasted their
teenage good fortune, swigged the beer. Some spilled the amber froth down their chests (girls to
look sexier, guys to look mightier), which just excited their libidos more. One dude totally
drained his beer in one shot, held it in his stomach for a few moments, then let out an awesome
hippo belch.
“Oh my God—you’re so disgusting—oh my God, seriously eww—oh my God, oh my God, oh
my God,” one of the girls said, but it didn’t matter which one because they all gave voice to such
idiotic inanities.
The belcher grabbed his girlfriend by the waist, mashed her slim body against his muscular bulk,
and drove his tongue down her throat. She pretended to be disgusted, but she loved whatever her
man did to her. The other girls were totally jealous, and measured the drinking habits of their
boyfriends, hoping they too would let loose manly burps.
They didn’t.
The Asshole of assholes, the guy who called his girlfriend a bitch, was busy putting beer in the
cabin’s fridge. Then he realized that he was doing woman’s work, called the Bitch over, and
made her do it. He watched her, making sure she was doing it right, while he sipped his beer.
Told her a thousand things she was doing wrong. His mouth was too preoccupied, and besides,
he didn’t belch for anyone’s entertainment but his own.
The other girl with the non-belching boyfriend grabbed a beer out of the Bitch’s hands
(witnessed by the dictating Asshole—he wanted to say something, but his fascism only extended
to his Bitch, not someone else’s bitch—and all girls were bitches. There was a territorial code
amongst men to follow. He had a dominating mother and his father was a panty-wearing pussy,
so as soon as he got to college he would turn totally gay. Being a bottom to multiple bear tops …
if you know what all that means … pervert), and brought the beer to Azariel.
“Aren’t you drinking?”
Azariel took the beer, cradled it in her lap, watched and waited for the Nice Girl to go away.
“Thanks.”
“Why don’t you join the party?”
“I will. Takes me time to get going.”

“Oh my God, your hair is so pretty! I’ve never dyed mine black—every other colour but. It’s so
smooth and shiny and pretty!”
Nice Girl was touching Goth hair, combing it with her fingers. Azariel didn’t want to get turned
on, so she reminded herself how fake the compliment was, and ignored the rising of her nipples.
“This is such a nice cabin!” Nice Girl said. “I bet you came here a lot as a kid, hunh? I just love
the whole woodsy feel to it. I don’t like the deer head, but the paintings are nice and the furniture
is so retro. Is that Indian corn? It’s so pretty!”
Azariel looked at five cobs of rust-red corn tied together with twine and pinned to the wall. One
of many decorations for the cabin’s interior to reflect the exterior environment. Nouveau glass
and steel décor just didn’t fit in the great outdoors.
“Thanks,” Azariel said, tightening a forearm across her chest, peeling the label off the bottle.
“I would totally love to braid your hair,” Nice Girl said. “Can I?”
“Uh … maybe later … let me have a few.” Azariel twisted the cap off her beer.
Girls love playing with other girls’ hair. And doing each other’s nails. And telling each other
how pretty they are. And, sometimes, when really drunk or stoned, kissing each other. They can
get away with it and not be called gay (even if they want to be). Guys can’t. Gay is gay. And the
criteria for being gay is immense. A guy saying that he likes another guy’s abs—even in the
gym—is gay. He who gives the compliment must be beaten. And, preferably, stripped naked, if
he already isn’t. His penis length shall be mocked. His buttocks towel-whipped. Then he shall be
leaned over a bench and all right-thinking straight males shall mount him and thrust their hips,
but they’ll make sure their loins stay covered. It is not gay if there’s fabric between an erect
penis and supple butt cheeks.
All-male professional sports like hockey, basketball, baseball and football are heavily-populated
by ravenous closet homosexuals who will never emerge into a true light. Why do you think the
Olympics were invented by the ancient Greeks? And, of course, the most homosexual
organisation ever invented (as both the Ancient Greeks and Romans knew) is the military.
The Nice Girl combed Azariel’s hair for a few more moments, then repeated her invitation for
the Goth to join the party, then pattered away.
Azariel squeezed her forearm tighter across her chest and drank the neck of her beer. She
belched, but with a hand over her mouth to keep it quiet.
The Nice Girl went to make-out with her boyfriend, seeing the other non-bitch girl and her
boyfriend entwined on one of the couches. The Asshole’s girlfriend gazed longingly at the
kissing couples and tried to get her boyfriend out of the fridge. He was busy lining up the bottles,
labels facing out. She knew not to interrupt, so she waited for him to close the fridge door before

sidling up behind him and kissing his neck.
He stood, pushed passed her, wanting to tell his buddies something important about beer
refrigeration, but was stopped when he saw his friends preoccupied with the fairer sex.
“Oh … uh … I guess … okay …,” he muttered, looking back for his girlfriend.
She arrived at his side. He kissed her lightly, hated putting his tongue into her mouth since he
was a germophobe and had heard that the mouths of dogs were cleaner than the mouths of
human beings. Even hot girls.
He kissed her face and neck a lot. Didn’t mind kissing her breasts because he figured she wasn’t
pregnant so there wouldn’t be any of that milk shit drooling out of her nipples. Still, if it was
okay for babies, it couldn’t be too dangerous.
He would not—ever—put his face near her vagina. She craved cunnilingus because he never did
it. She would grind her hips and lightly push his head lower, lower, but he always lifted his face
when his tongue arrived just above—but never inside—her belly-button.
Lotta germs must get caught in there. Piercings collected bacteria. Metal through flesh—a danger
zone of mythic proportions! From the vagina came pee and blood and babies. Plus, it was too
close to the asshole. Girls had to wipe in a certain way so as not to infect themselves. Guys could
wipe any way they wanted—what it meant to be a man. Surely the male of the species was
cleaner. You could probably suck a cock and not even worry about getting a disease, the
Asshole’s logic told him. Guys didn’t bleed from their penises—what the hell was menstruation
all about anyway? Why didn’t water (or even pee) push out the unfertilized egg instead of blood?
Guys didn’t bleed except in extreme sports. Which was a cool way to bleed. Bleeding out from a
fight was better than bleeding out because of biology.
The Asshole’s reasoning was solid. AIDS? That only happened to gay guys. Two straight guys
sucking each other were in the clear. Asshole was no fag. Not yet anyway.
When he got to her navel, he remembered that he had forgotten something in the car. So he left.
His girlfriend sat sprawled on a wide chair, legs over the arms, exasperated and as horny as hell.
Watched her friends get groped. She glanced around (couldn’t see that weird Goth chick
anywhere) to see that the coast was clear. She moved a hand between her legs as she watched
one of the girls release her boyfriend’s penis from the waistband of his shorts.
The Abandoned Girl (formerly, Bitch) sank her head back, closed her eyes, and let her hand
roam.

The Asshole went to the car, opened the trunk, leaned over. A bat flew out of the trees and
landed on his ass. The guy freaked, spun around, and tried to swat the fluttering bat out of the air.
It ducked his swinging hands, but didn’t fly off. Circled his head, stayed close.

“Stupid fucking bat—I’ll kill you!” said the Asshole. People often talked to animals, despite the
language barrier.
With such a threat made in earnest, the bat flew off. It understood the language of hands. The
guy felt triumphant—he had asserted his manhood over the unsanitized scum of nature. He went
back to the trunk, leaned in again, rummaged through bags and luggage and standard trunk
garbage.
Felt something against, not on, his ass this time. Pressing and persistent. Damn bat! He’d show
that flying rat who was boss.
He spun around and was faced with a gay vampire named Spanky, who smiled with two fangs
and a Komodo dragon in his pants.
“Hello, gorgeous,” said the vampire.
More and more, Spanky had accepted his sexual orientation, and found it a good thing. He was
becoming comfortable in his skin, whether in or out of a bathhouse. The vampire aspect of him
was no big deal—he had been born that way—but being gay was something he had toiled with
his whole life.
He was the kid in the locker room who got his ass whipped. Now, in any locker room, gay or
straight, none of his tormentors could mock his penis, especially when the towel-whipping made
it grow. (As a youth, before his surgery, he had a small penis. A snail. His adolescent bullies
often didn’t care that he was different by being a vampire. He wished they had concentrated their
venom on that part of his genetic make-up. But to attack a guy’s dick … especially when other
adolescent males had small dicks too … that was low. Spanky was just that small. Less of a
penis, more of a clitoris. And not even one of those freaky large clits that a lot of female
bodybuilders have. Just an average to below-average-sized clitoris. He felt more female than
male. Surgery was a necessity.)
Now, however, Spanky was seriously considering a career in gay porn, but he just needed a few
more gay experiences, and a breaking down of more of the taboos that his father had imbued in
him, to have anonymous sex with multiple partners and not feel bad about it.
Dry-humping the Asshole’s ass was bringing the vampire closer to his goal. But the Asshole was
still firmly entrenched in his heterosexual repression, so he only stared at the tent in Spanky’s
pants for thirty seconds instead of the full minute.
“Who the fuck are you?” Asshole finally asked, lifting his hypnotized gaze from the deliciously
angry vampire bulge almost poking him in the navel.
“I’m a vampire, baby,” Spanky said, checking out the bitchin’ body of his prey. “Wanna suck
dick while I bite you? Sixty-nine is a magic number.”

Asshole stared at Spanky’s fangs. Then took in his whole vampire get-up including the cape.
How gay. Then glanced down at the penis jutting forward, reaching out for him. How totally
gay! Then he tried to recall what the offer was. Sixty-nine was a what now?
“Are you, like, that Goth chick’s dad or something?”
“That what’s dad?”
“I forget her name … she dresses kinda like you … all that black shit—no offense, sir.”
Faced with an older male, the younger male may feel the urge to resort to respect and niceties,
both of which are against his character. They once were a part of Asshole’s character, when he
was young, but only when confronted by his mother. Beginning in his teenage years, he quickly
lost all respect for his father, until such loss resulted in misogyny and repressed homosexuality.
A son with a domineering father and pussy mother may also resort to misogyny, but the
homosexuality will stay repressed for longer. I’m sure it’s written down somewhere.
Thus, the Asshole was torn: to be a good boy and respect an elder male, or a bad boy who was
gladly buggered by an ersatz daddy. Human and vampire relationships were so complex.
“I don’t know who you’re talking about—Goth girl?” Spanky asked, not really caring about
whatever the fresh young stud was saying. “Anyway, wanna suck dick?”
“Hey, dude, I’m no fag.”
“Yes you are. I can spot ‘em a mile away.”
Which was true. Spanky had excellent gaydar, whether he was a bat or not. His vampiric
understanding of the human being gave him insight into the psychology of repression. (Why
prostitutes knew more about people than psychiatrists ever could.) He knew about mothers and
fathers and repression and twisted towels. An angry man who said he was “no fag” probably was
one.
Plus, Spanky had vampire strength, and he wasn’t in the mood to debate.
Asshole flexed his biceps and swelled his chest to look imposing. This usually worked for certain
primates, but to a vampire it was seduction.
“I said I ain’t no fuckin’ fag, pal! You need to back off. Semper Fi!”
Spanky squeezed his cloth-covered penis and swooned. “Oh God, this is turning me on. Reject
me, hate me, threaten me. You wanna be a top? That’s fine, I’m flexible—and I mean that!”
Asshole stared at Spanky’s gripping hand. Pretended to be disgusted.
“Eww—fuck you! Get away from me, man, or I’m gonna seriously hurt you!”

Spanky’s eyes lit up. Saliva dripped off his fangs. “Mmm, yes, please!”
Asshole took a swing. Spanky—reflexes of a bat—grabbed the fist an inch from his nose.
Exquisite pain displayed on Asshole’s face as his arm twisted like a towel, easing him to his
knees.
“Sometimes—well, most times,” Spanky explained to his descending victim, “a vampire enjoys
an unwilling partner.”
Fangs grew in his mouth. He dropped his wispy weight down onto the solid mass of the man on
the ground, sank fangs into the neck of bulging veins, and sucked out the sweet life fluid.
His penis was even harder. Asshole’s penis also quickly stiffened. To, somewhat, his surprise.
Somewhat.
More docile now as he slowly turned into a vampire—his darkest urges throwing off their
repressive chains—Asshole lay still, felt warmth rise up from his puncture holes, through his
face, and down into his loins. He was as pliant and agreeable as his bitch girlfriend.
“Stand up,” Spanky ordered, getting off his victim. Asshole obeyed. “Look in the trunk again,
and don’t stop looking until I say so.”
Spanky rubbed the firm muscular buttocks before him, moaned and grunted deep in his throat.
He reached around to unzip Asshole’s shorts and expose his hairy ass to view. In a tree, an owl
died. The vampire took out his monster dick, pre-cum drooling from the slit mouth, and aimed it.
Parted Asshole’s cheeks and showed no mercy. Rammed all thirteen inches in one thrust deep up
the rectum of the new recruit.
Asshole howled at the moon hanging like a white blinded eye in the blue sky.

When Asshole was first looking into the trunk of the car, before the bat had landed, something
came out of the hanging corn inside the cabin. No one noticed because either they were fucking,
watching fucking, or trying to ignore the fucking.
What happened was: a kernel wiggled like a loose tooth off one of the corn cobs and dropped to
the cabin floor. It split open, and from it hatched a necrophiliac. He grew instantly (like one of
those sponge toys you poured water on to make grow) to his adult size and came complete
wearing clean and pressed denim coveralls, a hockey mask covering his face (the first hockey
mask worn by Jacque Plante), with a long machete that dangled down his thigh, gripped by loose
fingers.
Percy Persimmon stared through the eyeholes of the mask at the scene presented before him.

Chuckled under his breath. Unfortunately, all of the sweet young flesh was still alive. Since a
necrophiliac had to be true to his nature, Percy learned to create opportunities where none
presented themselves to be. Thus, the machete.
The mask was just theatre. When in Rome, after all … the massacring necrophiliac should really
look the part. For the killing at least—the necro part would come later, the mask could be
removed. But the dead never remembered his true face.
He cleared his throat. No one looked up. Louder. One chick was jerking the hell out of her
vagina, chest heaving like a K-2 climber, eyes fluttering as though she were communicating with
the dead. Gurgles and frog croaks echoed from the depths of her swollen throat.
A head poked up over the varnished arm of another, seemingly unoccupied, chair. Black hair,
mascara, kinda cute. The necrophiliac had seen her kind before. Groupies. Probably watched too
many horror movies. They had weird, skinny boyfriends, hated that their yuppie parents,
worshipped Satan or some airy fag god crowned with laurel leaves and a thick mat of hair on
their backs. Worshipped death as a fashion, but didn’t do a damn thing about it.
Her eyelids vanished as she stared at the necro from over the arm of the chair. Nice guy to have a
beer with if he didn’t want to kill you, she may have been thinking. Her body came out of the
soft cushions; she stood, hands limp at her sides, black nail polish, staring at Percy defiantly and
seductively. As if to say, I dare you to ravish me, psycho killer … I double dare you …
Not again. She wanted to be seduced before he, maybe, killed her. But killing her would make
her happy. Percy didn’t kill anyone for reasons other than his own happiness. People could be so
selfish. She probably wanted him to bite her in several places while calling her his ‘bride’ or
‘muse’ or ‘succubus’ or something dumb like that. Every profession—official or otherwise—had
its groupies. (Maybe not so much accountants, but they were asexual anyway.)
Percy tried to ignore her, but he needed to check out the room. Necros wouldn’t get anywhere in
life if they stood in one place for too long. Two guys and two girls were doing each other on two
couches—balance was beauty. They didn’t see or hear him, too locked within their own and each
other’s libidos. One girl was doing herself as though she had just discovered what her clitoris
was for. And then the groupie.
He sauntered passed the back of the first couch, measuring the necks of the lovers. Thick necks
on the guys, thin on the girls. Girls were so much easier to kill. Had little to do with sex. Well.
Sort of. But one often had to kill the guy before freeing up the girl.
The Goth met him at the other end of the couch. Stared up into his beautiful mask. Adoration in
her gaze. She reached for his machete, putting two fingers on the rusted blade. “Let me help
you.”
Percy tilted his face to one side. Recalled that masked killers rarely spoke. They were supposed
to be mute killing machines, human sharks, unless they were adept at morbid bon mots. Then
they never shut up. He tilted his face to the other side like a dog being asked a question.

“I hate them too,” she said, pulling the blade up to point at the crease between her breasts. “Let’s
do them all.”
A helper? This was new. Sort of. There was that vampire guy who kept popping up everywhere
Percy was sure to go. But how would she help? Hold the girls still while he stabbed them? What
if the blade—it was three feet long after all—went through the prey and into the helper? She
might like it—not a very good helper. Or if she stayed clear, would he have to kill her after he
killed the rest? Not necessarily. He just wanted to have sex with one, maybe two, of the girls. He
just had to kill them all and then sort out who to fuck.
A necrophiliac was nothing if not a risk-taker. He let the groupie take the machete from his hand.
He wasn’t afraid since he was bigger than her (mad killers aren’t often dwarfs, except for mad
killer dwarfs—eBook, no release date), and he was well-versed in killing.
She kept staring at him as her fingers slipped sensuously along the steel. Looked over at the
occupants on the nearest couch. The male had reared up, holding himself on his arms as he thrust
his hips.
The Goth groupie stepped behind him, raised the machete high, both hands on the handle, and
brought it down as hard as she could.
The guy cried out, but it was mistaken by the girl he was fucking as a climax. The blade had only
cut halfway into his neck. Blood pumping out, spinal column severed, nerves a tangle of berserk
wires firing out of sequence. Paralysed. He ejaculated and had the best orgasm of his life. So it
kinda was the sound of climax. Win-win for the killer and the killed.
Percy shuffled Azariel out of the way, and rocked the machete back and forth to unstick it from
the guy’s neck.
“Gotta really slam it down hard,” he advised, breaking his mute shark character.
Wrenched up the guy’s head, dangling from the stump of his neck by tendons and strips of flesh.
Swiped the blade through with a snap of the wrist, and tossed the head aside.
The girl finally opened her eyes, thinking her boyfriend’s orgasm was done, and would he be
nice and finish her up? Saw a hockey mask looming over her.
She screamed, but the scream was cut off. Percy punched her mouth. Grabbed her hair and
pulled her up to a sitting position, her boyfriend’s neck spitting blood onto her lap.
“Tsk, tsk,” said Percy. (Turns out he wanted to be a bon mot killer.) “Such a pretty one. Nice
head, bitch—mind if I take it?”
He sliced off her renewed scream, passed the head to Azariel. She looked at it lovingly, lust and
murder in her eyes. Kissed the punched lips, put her tongue passed the teeth, mashed the head

against her mouth. A thick wetness soaked her black skull-and-bones-and-cherries panties.
Looking into the dead eyes, her gaze glazed over and she felt wonderfully dizzy.
“Eww,” said Percy, cringing behind the mask. “I rarely do anything with the head. I can leave
you two alone if you want.”
Azariel cradled the head under her arm like a baby needing milk, and looked pleadingly into the
mad, red-rimmed eyes of Percy. “Can I do the next one? I want another try.”
“Guys have thicker necks.”
“The girl. Please. I’ve always wanted to kill that bitch.”
“Swing and flick with the wrist.”
He handed her the machete. She tossed her decapitated lover’s head aside (saving it for later
maybe; a few dust bunnies wouldn’t soil it too much). Luckily, the next orgiastic couple on the
other couch had the girl riding the guy. Bouncing up and down, the girl’s tits mashed by the
calloused football hands of her lover, her head thrown back—neck perfectly exposed. Couldn’t
ask for a better kill pose.
Percy stepped back, gave Azariel lots of room to swing the machete like a baseball bat. She took
a few practice aims, blade almost touching the girl’s throat, then arched the blade far back over
her shoulder.
“What the fuck?”
The guy opened his eyes. But his pelvis was being pummelled, so he couldn’t concentrate too
much on what he was about to see.
Swing and a hit! The head flew off clean in one swipe. The girl’s vaginal muscles clenched at the
moment of severing and she shit herself, which made the guy’s penis lurch inside her and shoot
its semen. The guy’s eyes automatically closed and he growled out his orgasm.
A blood fountain sprayed over him, washing his eyes blind. He kept fucking the corpse, holding
its hips, unable to stop until all libido electricity had flowed out of his nervous system. Biceps
strained, veins bulging as he held the corpse against his lap, though it was starting to tilt to the
floor.
“Hey, that’s my line of work,” Percy said, taking the machete from Azariel.
She licked the girl’s blood off her face and hands. Watched with delight as the guy’s muscles
relaxed, the body slipped off his penis and sagged to the floor. Percy jammed the knife through
the guy’s tight abs, twisting the blade through tendon and muscle, bringing forth a gush of
crimson.

He looked into Azariel’s dazed, glowing eyes. “I gotta keep a head on one of them.” Then he
glanced over at the lone girl sprawled like a naked spider in the chair, subsiding from her
orgasm, shorts twisted around her ankles. Eyes slowly opening like a sleep-walker. “Though I do
prefer a girl.”
He stepped around the couch, obediently followed by his groupie, headed to the back of the
chair.
But she saw him coming, her orgasm dream coming back to reality. She stood, naked, stepped
once and tripped, face-planted to the floor. Feet conveniently tied.
Percy straddled his heavy boots on either side of her slim waist, jabbed the blade into her back,
severing the spine. Unzipped his blood-spattered coveralls and brought out his penis, laying the
machete beside the girl. Sat his weight down on her soft ass.
“Okay, baby, hurry up and die,” he said as he watched the back of her head.
Something grabbed his penis. He looked down. The groupie had shoved it into her mouth and
was ramming her head into his lap.
He grabbed her hair and lifted her eyes to meet his. “Aw, come on … no offense, but I’m a
necrophiliac.”
Azariel launched herself at him, arms tight around his neck, kissing his ear and cheek, nudging
off the mask.
“I want you—I want you inside me—let’s kill and fuck—go on a rampage—be serial killer
lovers!”
He pried her hands from around his neck and adjusted the mask. Didn’t want her seeing his face
in case she looked for him on Facebook or something.
“You’re a nice kid, but I work alone.” He looked down at the blood seeping from the girl’s back.
Tilted her head to look into her open, dead eyes, felt her pulse. Said to Azariel, who sat crossedlegged beside the corpse, wishing Percy was on top of her, wanting to, at least, watch. “Now, if
you don’t mind … I gotta concentrate.”
Azariel obeyed. She was quiet as Percy fucked his corpse. The Goth opened her legs and slipped
a hand down to masturbate at the most beautifully perverse scene she would ever witness in her
life (and her life would be spent, or wasted, trying to recreate it). Had several climaxes as the
only man she ever loved had sex with another girl—and it was beautiful. She wasn’t jealous—it
was too damn sexy for jealousy to intrude. She realized that she was neither straight nor gay—
she was beyond bourgeoisie labels—she was a necrophiliac waiting to be born.
When he finished, Percy rolled off the girl, caught his breath, wiped sweat from his forehead,
and stood to pull up his coveralls. Looked down at Azariel, naked from the waist down, a breast

exposed.
“Well,” he said, doing up some buttons. “Don’t really know what to say after sex … to the
victim or to the voyeur. Had this other girl watch once … Horseface … she was seriously
weird—you’re just normal weird. Anyway, it’s been a slice. Ha, ha … never mind.” He sighed
and reached down to retrieve his machete, headed for the front door.
His right foot felt heavier than normal, possibly stuck on one of the limbs of the corpse. He
looked down. Azariel looked up, arms wrapped around his shin.
“Please. Take me with you. I want you. I want the life you lead, that you can offer. You saved
me from a hell of mediocrity.”
Ah, this again. Sometimes happened. The knight with the shining machete saved the princess
locked in the cabin in the woods. How to break it to her that all knights rode alone, and the
princess didn’t need anyone but herself—and a half decent spine—to live happily ever after?
He hated moralizing.
“Look,” he began. “It ain’t gonna happen. Tell people what I did if you want—say how you
escaped a machete-wielding maniac—they’ll call you a hero. Got a camera? Take my picture as
proof.”
He’d throw her a bone. She rushed to her purse, which was really a large black cotton sack with
patches of music bands and archaic Mesopotamian symbols sewn all over it. Percy posed for her
camera, straddling the fucked corpse, holding the machete high like he was charging after
Azariel, held the pose mid-charge.
She snapped several pictures before Percy was bored with being a macabre poster model, and
headed for the door.
“See ya around, kid—stay in school, do drugs, worship death, carpe diem—whatever. Jokes and
motivational speaking are not a necro’s specialties.”
He exited.
At his back, Azariel’s hands cradled the camera to her breast, and she said in a whisper, “I love
you.”
After she wept softly for a few moments, she composed herself, looked around the cabin, and
smiled. Took hundreds of pictures of the gore, close-ups, wide views, of every dead stare, ripped
wound, neck stump. Wondered how she’d put the pictures on the net for all the high school to
see without police questioning her as to why she was advertising the horror. Was she involved?
they may ask. No, they couldn’t suspect her, not given the size of the killer and the gruesomeness
of the crime scene. She was the innocent victim who had just barely escaped—hadn’t they seen
horror movies before? Besides, how could she possibly have killed five people without having

even one defensive wound herself? Percy—her love—was right: she would be a hero. A tough
bitch who escaped the killing spree of a mass murderer.
A beautiful gift from a beautiful man. And the perfect revenge.

Percy’s boots crunched dirt and stones as he headed down the driveway. Saw the car, the trunk
lid raised. Moved around it, saw an old familiar face leaning over a new unfamiliar face. One
looked happy, the other stunned. Body on body. Two half-naked guys. Both alive—well,
undead—close enough.
Disgusting.
“We meet again,” Percy said to Spanky, as the vampire pulled up his pants.
“Is that you? Nice mask.”
“Thanks.” The necro gestured with the machete at the recently transformed and sodomized
vampire. “New guy? You bit him?”
“Yeah, he’s one of mine,” Spanky said, giving his victim a thankful slap on the ass cheek. “One
more vampire to ravage the world.”
“He’s a big one. Want me to cut his head off?”
“Naa. He was a good fuck.” Spanky brushed pre-cum into the fabric of his crotch. “Which way
you headed?” Percy pointed the machete down the driveway to the dirt country road. “Mind if I
tag along?”
The vampire and necrophiliac walked away arm-in-arm from the cabin in the woods and on to
the next adventure. Old friends.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE by Gregory KH Bryant
Part Forty-One
Once well underway, Mud set the ‘Charon” on a course that circled the asteroid that housed Ed’s
place from a distance of ten thousand miles. Then he stepped back to the stowage bay where
Illara and Hardy were keeping the man called `Rat’ entertained. Steel crates lined the bulkheads
in stacks.
“So, hey, boys and girls,’ Mud shouted. “Are we playing nice now?’
Hardy stood up, his once boyish eyes now growing old before their time. Grinning, he said to
Mud, “Nah, we’re just keeping him warm for you. Now the party can get started.”
Mud threw his head back and laughed loud and merrily.
Rat’s yellow eyes shifted. The man was in mortal terror, but give him credit, he bore up well
under it.
“Whatcha gonna do?” he sneered.
“Aw, relax, friend,” Mud said. He reached into an inside pocket in his jumpsuit, and pulled out a
crude bag shaped from aluminium. He ripped a corner of the bag off, revealing a dark and soft
mass of the drug for which he was so-well known for shipping, a drug called mud.
With the utility knife he carried in his belt, Mud cut off a generous portion of the drug, filling the
bowl of a pipe with it. He lit the pipe, drew a deep drag from it, and then he handed the pipe to
Rat.
“Go ahead, friend. Light up.” Bouncing the aluminium bag in his hand, he said, “Got two pounds
here. They’re yours.” He tossed the bag to Rat. Rat, his eyes large with stunned disbelief, caught
the bag.
“Ahem,” Illara ahem’d. Rat glanced in her direction. Seeing that she had caught his attention,
Illara crossed her very shapely legs, and with the same motion, she smoothly unholstered her
laser pistol, and with her hand on the grip, she laid the pistol on her lap with the barrel of the
pistol aimed most pointedly at his belly.
Hardy cleared his throat. Rat turned his head to see Hardy holding a very impressive pulse
cannon. Small enough to fit into a pocket. Powerful enough to render a six-foot man into a
handful of ash.
Everyone in the room, Rat noted, was smiling, except for him.
“Well?” he asked.
“I’m gonna tell you what it is,” Mud said.

“Awrite.”
“You can live to see your friends again, maybe. Or you can die. That’s all up to you.”
Even jaded as he was, Rat was taken aback at the careless, offhanded way Mud said, `Or you can
die’. In the course of his own wild and adventurous life, Mud had ushered over a hundred of his
fellow humans into the next world. His words rang with the casual authority that comes with
expert experience.
“And I s’pose, on t’other hand, there’s no reason you gotta be leavin’ my ship all broke and
pauperish. Just answer our questions (Mud nodded toward Hardy and Illara), and we’ll letcha go
with another couple pounds for you to peddle back home.”
Rat scowled as he gave consideration to what Mud was saying. At last he spoke up.
“Whatcha lookin’ for?” Rat asked. “Whatcha want?”
“Couple things, mainly. Maybe a few. You can tell me.”
Rat’s eyes shifted back to Illara. Hardy had moved to a position somewhere behind Rat’s left ear.
Mud thrust his hand into another inner pocket, this time pulling from it a metal flask holding an
appreciable amount of malt whiskey. This he did not share.
“Like I told ya. I got a couple friends I’m looking for,” Mud said, after taking a stiff slug from
his flask.
Rat’s nostrils flared. Partly from the potency of the whiskey, which he could smell from where
he sat, and partly from tension.
“Yeah?” he asked.
“One of `em you know already, I’m thinking. Cute lookin’ hooker, really brightens up the room
when she walks in. Likes to talk.”
“The other guy, real quiet. Quick with a gun. I been knowin’ him a long time. The boy gets
himself into trouble, on account of he’s a soulless bastard and he don’t care who learns it. And
you’re gonna tell me where he is. `Cause I know you know where him and Lacey are now.”
Rat grunted. He studied Mud for a moment, and weighed his chances. Mud was serious. Crazy
serious. Nah. Rat wasn’t going to get away sweet talking this guy. Mud wasn’t going to be
suckered.
Rat didn’t need much more convincing. But there was still Horst Dal, who would kill him just as
dead for talking to Mud as he would Lacey.

“Look,” he said. “I’ll tell ya ennything ya wanna know. But here’s the thing. Horst Dal will kill
me fer talkin’.”
“Horst Dal?” Mud asked. “I heard that name…”
Rat’s eyes shifted. Then he looked Mud in the eye.
“He’s the guy who runs Astra Palace,” he said.
“He don’t need to know anything,” Mud quickly said.
He was careful not to question Rat too closely. That would just make him skittish. Just make a
mental note and come back to Astra Palace later.
“Tell ya whut,” Rat replied, after muttering silently to himself for several minutes.
“Yeah?”
“Get me the hell outta here.”
“Here, being…?”
“Anywhere that Horst Dal can get me.”
“And where are the places that he can get to you?”
“Astra Palace, obviously,” Rat answered.
“Yeah? And…?”
“Yeah, well, Callisto’s out, of course.”
“Ah, but of course,” Mud answered grinning.
“I can’t go anywhere near Jupiter, or any of the asteroids,” Rat said, counting on his fingertips.
“That purt’ near leaves you just Mars,” Mud concluded.
“Not even there,” Rat replied.
“Where, then?” Mud asked. “Seems like you dun’t got much left.”
“Earth, I guess,” Rat said. “Or Venus.”
“The Cloud Cities?” Mud asked. “Yeah, I been there. Real purty. Lotta lights, y know? It’s never
night-time over there. But if yer lookin’ to be hidin’ out, mebbe Earth is your better bet. It’s easy

to get yerself hid, ya git twenty billion people all around ya. And a couple pounds of mud will
fetcha a lot more on Venus— `bout four times more, I’m thinkin’—than it will on Earth. A fella
could do real good, selling his mud on Venus, then retiring to Old New York, or some other such
crowded party town.”
“Yeah, sure,” Rat agreed.
“But it don’t make no difference any-hoo, on account of I can’t be taking you to either place,
Earth nor Mars. Far too far, my friend.”
“Then I can’t help you,” Rat said.
“Then I’d better toss you out the airlock before you breathe up any more of my oxygen. That
shit’s not cheap, ya know?”
Rat sneered.
“Better get it done, then, before you bore me to death. I’m sick of you shit’s playin’ with me.”
Mud laughed. Loud and hard.
“Sure, sure, we can get around to that. Yer not the only person I can be puttin’ these questions to.
I can always helly on down to Ed’s place and scoop up a couple ore. But mebbe I can get you on
your way to Venus. Give ya a good head start before this Horst Dal fellow even knows he’s got a
reason to be angry witcha,” Mud said.
“How far?” Rat demanded.
Mud scowled, staring at the toe of his boot as he considered the problem.
“I can getcha to Mars,” he said at last.
It was now Rat’s turn to consider. His choices were raw. Die now, or later, after possibly
enjoying some of what life has to offer for a time?
“Yeah, all right,” he said. “Get me to Mars. And I’ll tell you all about Lacey, and yer friend and
Horst Dal, and whatever else ya wanna know.”
CONTINUES NEXT ISSUE
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ERIC BRIGHTEYES by H Rider Haggard
I: How Asmund the Priest Found Groa the Witch
There lived a man in the south, before Thangbrand, Wilibald’s son, preached the White Christ in
Iceland. He was named Eric Brighteyes, Thorgrimur’s son, and in those days there was no man
like him for strength, beauty and daring, for in all these things he was the first. But he was not
the first in good-luck.
Two women lived in the south, not far from where the Westman Islands stand above the sea.
Gudruda the Fair was the name of the one, and Swanhild, called the Fatherless, Groa’s daughter,
was the other. They were half-sisters, and there were none like them in those days, for they were
the fairest of all women, though they had nothing in common except their blood and hate.
Now of Eric Brighteyes, of Gudruda the Fair and of Swanhild the Fatherless, there is a tale to
tell.
These two fair women saw the light in the self-same hour. But Eric Brighteyes was their elder by
five years. The father of Eric was Thorgrimur Iron-Toe. He had been a mighty man; but in
fighting with a Baresark,1 who fell upon him as he came up from sowing his wheat, his foot was
hewn from him, so that afterwards he went upon a wooden leg shod with iron. Still, he slew the
Baresark, standing on one leg and leaning against a rock, and for that deed people honoured him
much. Thorgrimur was a wealthy yeoman, slow to wrath, just, and rich in friends. Somewhat late
in life he took to wife Saevuna, Thorod’s daughter. She was the best of women, strong in mind
and second-sighted, and she could cover herself in her hair. But these two never loved each other
overmuch, and they had but one child, Eric, who was born when Saevuna was well on in years.
The father of Gudruda was Asmund Asmundson, the Priest of Middalhof. He was the wisest and
the wealthiest of all men who lived in the south of Iceland in those days, owning many farms
and, also, two ships of merchandise and one long ship of war, and having much money out at
interest. He had won his wealth by viking’s work, robbing the English coasts, and black tales
were told of his doings in his youth on the sea, for he was a “red-hand” viking. Asmund was a
handsome man, with blue eyes and a large beard, and, moreover, was very skilled in matters of
law. He loved money much, and was feared of all. Still, he had many friends, for as he aged he
grew more kindly. He had in marriage Gudruda, the daughter of Björn, who was very sweet and
kindly of nature, so that they called her Gudruda the Gentle. Of this marriage there were two
children, Björn and Gudruda the Fair; but Björn grew up like his father in youth, strong and hard,
and greedy of gain, while, except for her wonderful beauty, Gudruda was her mother’s child
alone.
The mother of Swanhild the Fatherless was Groa the Witch. She was a Finn, and it is told of her
that the ship on which she sailed, trying to run under the lee of the Westman Isles in a great gale
from the north-east, was dashed to pieces on a rock, and all those on board of her were caught in
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The Baresarks were men on whom a passing fury of battle came; they were usually outlawed.

the net of Ran 2 and drowned, except Groa herself, who was saved by her magic art. This at the
least is true, that, as Asmund the Priest rode down by the sea-shore on the morning after the gale,
seeking for some strayed horses, he found a beautiful woman, who wore a purple cloak and a
great girdle of gold, seated on a rock, combing her black hair and singing the while; and, at her
feet, washing to and fro in a pool, was a dead man. He asked whence she came, and she
answered:
“Out of the Swan’s Bath.”
Next, he asked her where were her kin. But, pointing to the dead man, she said that this alone
was left of them.
“Who was the man, then?” said Asmund the Priest.
She laughed again and sang this song:—
Groa sails up from the Swan’s Bath,
Death Gods grip the Dead Man’s hand.
Look where lies her luckless husband,
Bolder sea-king ne’er swung sword!
Asmund, keep the kirtle-wearer,
For last night the Norns were crying,
And Groa thought they told of thee:
Yea, told of thee and babes unborn.
“How knowest thou my name?” asked Asmund.
“The sea-mews cried it as the ship sank, thine and others—and they shall be heard in story.”
“Then that is the best of luck,” quoth Asmund; “but I think that thou art fey.”3
“Ay,” she answered, “fey and fair.”
“True enough thou art fair. What shall we do with this dead man?”
“Leave him in the arms of Ran. So may all husbands lie.”
They spoke no more with her at that time, seeing that she was a witchwoman. But Asmund took
her up to Middalhof, and gave her a farm, and she lived there alone, and he profited much by her
wisdom.
Now it chanced that Gudruda the Gentle was with child, and when her time came she gave a
2

The Norse goddess of the sea.
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i.e. subject to supernatural presentiments, generally connected with approaching doom.

daughter birth—a very fair girl, with dark eyes. On the same day, Groa the witchwoman brought
forth a girl-child, and men wondered who was its father, for Groa was no man’s wife. It was
women’s talk that Asmund the Priest was the father of this child also; but when he heard it he
was angry, and said that no witchwoman should bear a bairn of his, howsoever fair she was.
Nevertheless, it was still said that the child was his, and it is certain that he loved it as a man
loves his own; but of all things, this is the hardest to know. When Groa was questioned she
laughed darkly, as was her fashion, and said that she knew nothing of it, never having seen the
face of the child’s father, who rose out of the sea at night. And for this cause some thought him
to have been a wizard or the wraith of her dead husband; but others said that Groa lied, as many
women have done on such matters. But of all this talk the child alone remained and she was
named Swanhild.
Now, but an hour before the child of Gudruda the Gentle was born, Asmund went up from his
house to the Temple, to tend the holy fire that burned night and day upon the altar. When he had
tended the fire, he sat down upon the cross-benches before the shrine, and, gazing on the image
of the Goddess Freya, he fell asleep and dreamed a very evil dream.
He dreamed that Gudruda the Gentle bore a dove most beautiful to see, for all its feathers were
of silver; but that Groa the Witch bore a golden snake. And the snake and the dove dwelt
together, and ever the snake sought to slay the dove. At length there came a great white swan
flying over Coldback Fell, and its tongue was a sharp sword. Now the swan saw the dove and
loved it, and the dove loved the swan; but the snake reared itself, and hissed, and sought to kill
the dove. But the swan covered her with his wings, and beat the snake away. Then he, Asmund,
came out and drove away the swan, as the swan had driven the snake, and it wheeled high into
the air and flew south, and the snake swam away also through the sea. But the dove drooped and
now it was blind. Then an eagle came from the north, and would have taken the dove, but it fled
round and round, crying, and always the eagle drew nearer to it. At length, from the south the
swan came back, flying heavily, and about its neck was twined the golden snake, and with it
came a raven. And it saw the eagle and loud it trumpeted, and shook the snake from it so that it
fell like a gleam of gold into the sea. Then the eagle and the swan met in battle, and the swan
drove the eagle down and broke it with his wings, and, flying to the dove, comforted it. But those
in the house ran out and shot at the swan with bows and drove it away, but now he, Asmund, was
not with them. And once more the dove drooped. Again the swan came back, and with it the
raven, and a great host were gathered against them, and, among them, all of Asmund’s kith and
kin, and the men of his quarter and some of his priesthood, and many whom he did not know by
face. And the swan flew at Björn his son, and shot out the sword of its tongue and slew him, and
many a man it slew thus. And the raven, with a beak and claws of steel, slew also many a man,
so that Asmund’s kindred fled and the swan slept by the dove. But as it slept the golden snake
crawled out of the sea, and hissed in the ears of men, and they rose up to follow it. It came to the
swan and twined itself about its neck. It struck at the dove and slew it. Then the swan awoke and
the raven awoke, and they did battle till all who remained of Asmund’s kindred and people were
dead. But still the snake clung about the swan’s neck, and presently snake and swan fell into the
sea, and far out on the sea there burned a flame of fire. And Asmund awoke trembling and left
the Temple.
Now as he went, a woman came running, and weeping as she ran.

“Haste, haste!” she cried; “a daughter is born to thee, and Gudruda thy wife is dying!”
“Is it so?” said Asmund; “after ill dreams ill tidings.”
Now in the bed-closet off the great hall of Middalhof lay Gudruda the Gentle and she was dying.
“Art thou there, husband?” she said.
“Even so, wife.”
“Thou comest in an evil hour, for it is my last. Now hearken. Take thou the new-born babe
within thine arms and kiss it, and pour water over it, and name it with my name.”
This Asmund did.
“Hearken, my husband. I have been a good wife to thee, though thou hast not been all good to
me. But thus shalt thou atone: thou shalt swear that, though she is a girl, thou wilt not cast this
bairn forth to perish, but wilt cherish and nurture her.”
“I swear it,” he said.
“And thou shalt swear that thou wilt not take the witchwoman Groa to wife, nor have anything to
do with her, and this for thine own sake: for, if thou dost, she will be thy death. Dost thou
swear?”
“I swear it,” he said.
“It is well; but, husband, if thou dost break thine oath, either in the words or in the spirit of the
words, evil shall overtake thee and all thy house. Now bid me farewell, for I die.”
He bent over her and kissed her, and it is said that Asmund wept in that hour, for after his fashion
he loved his wife.
“Give me the babe,” she said, “that it may lie once upon my breast.”
They gave her the babe and she looked upon its dark eyes and said:
“Fairest of women shalt thou be, Gudruda—fair as no woman in Iceland ever was before thee;
and thou shalt love with a mighty love—and thou shalt lose—and, losing, thou shalt find again.”
Now, it is said that, as she spoke these words, her face grew bright as a spirit’s, and, having
spoken them, she fell back dead. And they laid her in earth, but Asmund mourned her much.
But, when all was over and done, the dream that he had dreamed lay heavy on him. Now of all
diviners of dreams Groa was the most skilled, and when Gudruda had been in earth seven full

days, Asmund went to Groa, though doubtfully, because of his oath.
He came to the house and entered. On a couch in the chamber lay Groa, and her babe was on her
breast and she was very fair to see.
“Greeting, lord!” she said. “What wouldest thou here?”
“I have dreamed a dream, and thou alone canst read it.”
“That is as it may be,” she answered. “It is true that I have some skill in dreams. At the least I
will hear it.”
Then he unfolded it to her every word.
“What wilt thou give me if I read thy dream?” she said.
“What dost thou ask? Methinks I have given thee much.”
“Yea, lord,” and she looked at the babe upon her breast. “I ask but a little thing: that thou shalt
take this bairn in thy arms, pour water over it and name it.”
“Men will talk if I do this, for it is the father’s part.”
“It is a little thing what men say: talk goes by as the wind. Moreover, thou shalt give them the lie
in the child’s name, for it shall be Swanhild the Fatherless. Nevertheless that is my price. Pay it
if thou wilt.”
“Read me the dream and I will name the child.”
“Nay, first name thou the babe: for then no harm shall come to her at thy hands.”
So Asmund took the child, poured water over her, and named her.
Then Groa spoke: “This lord, is the reading of thy dream, else my wisdom is at fault: The silver
dove is thy daughter Gudruda, the golden snake is my daughter Swanhild, and these two shall
hate one the other and strive against each other. But the swan is a mighty man whom both shall
love, and, if he love not both, yet shall belong to both. And thou shalt send him away; but he
shall return and bring bad luck to thee and thy house, and thy daughter shall be blind with love of
him. And in the end he shall slay the eagle, a great lord from the north who shall seek to wed thy
daughter, and many another shall he slay, by the help of that raven with the bill of steel who shall
be with him. But Swanhild shall triumph over thy daughter Gudruda, and this man, and the two
of them, shall die at her hands, and, for the rest, who can say? But this is true—that the mighty
man shall bring all thy race to an end. See now, I have read thy rede.”
Then Asmund was very wroth. “Thou wast wise to beguile me to name thy bastard brat,” he said;
“else had I been its death within this hour.”

“This thou canst not do, lord, seeing that thou hast held it in thy arms,” Groa answered, laughing.
“Go rather and lay out Gudruda the Fair on Coldback Hill; so shalt thou make an end of the evil,
for Gudruda shall be its very root. Learn this, moreover: that thy dream does not tell all, seeing
that thou thyself must play a part in the fate. Go, send forth the babe Gudruda, and be at rest.”
“That cannot be, for I have sworn to cherish it, and with an oath that may not be broken.”
“It is well,” laughed Groa. “Things will befall as they are fated; let them befall in their season.
There is space for cairns on Coldback and the sea can shroud its dead!”
And Asmund went thence, angered at heart.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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THE MOON POOL by A Merritt
Chapter XXI: Larry’s Defiance
A clamour arose from all the chambers; stilled in an instant by a motion of Yolara’s hand. She
stood silent, regarding O’Keefe with something other now than blind wrath; something half
regretful, half beseeching. But the Irishman’s control was gone.
“Yolara,”—his voice shook with rage, and he threw caution to the wind— “now hear me. I go
where I will and when I will. Here shall we stay until the time she named is come. And then we
follow her, whether you will or not. And if any should have thought to stop us—tell them of that
flame that shattered the vase,” he added grimly.
The wistfulness died out of her eyes, leaving them cold. But no answer made she to him.
“What Lakla has said, the Council must consider, and at once.” The priestess was facing the
nobles. “Now, friends of mine, and friends of Lugur, must all feud, all rancour, between us end.”
She glanced swiftly at Lugur. “The ladala are stirring, and the Silent Ones threaten. Yet fear
not—for are we not strong under the Shining One? And now—leave us.”
Her hand dropped to the table, and she gave, evidently, a signal, for in marched a dozen or more
of the green dwarfs.
“Take these two to their place,” she commanded, pointing to us.
The green dwarfs clustered about us. Without another look at the priestess O’Keefe marched
beside me, between them, from the chamber. And it was not until we had reached the pillared
entrance that Larry spoke.
“I hate to talk like that to a woman, Doc,” he said, “and a pretty woman, at that. But first she
played me with a marked deck, and then not only pinched all the chips, but drew a gun on me.
What the hell! she nearly had me—married—to her. I don’t know what the stuff was she gave
me; but, take it from me, if I had the recipe for that brew I could sell it for a thousand dollars a
jolt at Forty-second and Broadway.
“One jigger of it, and you forget there is a trouble in the world; three of them, and you forget
there is a world. No excuse for it, Doc; and I don’t care what you say or what Lakla may say—it
wasn’t my fault, and I don’t hold it up against myself for a damn.”
“I must admit that I’m a bit uneasy about her threats,” I said, ignoring all this. He stopped
abruptly.
“What’re you afraid of?”
“Mostly,” I answered dryly, “I have no desire to dance with the Shining One!”

“Listen to me, Goodwin,” He took up his walk impatiently. “I’ve all the love and admiration for
you in the world; but this place has got your nerve. Hereafter one Larry O’Keefe, of Ireland and
the little old U. S. A., leads this party. Nix on the tremolo stop, nix on the superstition! I’m the
works. Get me?”
“Yes, I get you!” I exclaimed testily enough. “But to use your own phrase, kindly can the
repeated references to superstition.”
“Why should I?” He was almost wrathful. “You scientific people build up whole philosophies on
the basis of things you never saw, and you scoff at people who believe in other things that you
think they never saw and that don’t come under what you label scientific. You talk about
paradoxes—why, your scientist, who thinks he is the most sceptical, the most materialistic
aggregation of atoms ever gathered at the exact mathematical centre of Missouri, has more blind
faith than a dervish, and more credulity, more superstition, than a cross-eyed smoke beating it
past a country graveyard in the dark of the moon!”
“Larry!” I cried, dazed.
“Olaf’s no better,” he said. “But I can make allowances for him. He’s a sailor. No, sir. What this
expedition needs is a man without superstition. And remember this. The leprechaun promised
that I’d have full warning before anything happened. And if we do have to go out, we’ll see that
banshee bunch clean up before we do, and pass in a blaze of glory. And don’t forget it.
Hereafter—I’m—in—charge!”
By this time we were before our pavilion; and neither of us in a very amiable mood I’m afraid.
Rador was awaiting us with a score of his men.
“Let none pass in here without authority—and let none pass out unless I accompany them,” he
ordered brusquely. “Summon one of the swiftest of the coria and have it wait in readiness,” he
added, as though by afterthought.
But when we had entered and the screens were drawn together his manner changed; all eagerness
he questioned us. Briefly we told him of the happenings at the feast, of Lakla’s dramatic
interruption, and of what had followed.
“Three tal,” he said musingly; “three tal the Silent Ones have allowed—and Yolara agreed.” He
sank back, silent and thoughtful. 4
“Ja!” It was Olaf. “Ja! I told you the Shining Devil’s mistress was all evil. Ja! Now I begin again
that tale I started when he came”—he glanced toward the preoccupied Rador. “And tell him not
what I say should he ask. For I trust none here in Trolldom, save the Jomfrau—the White Virgin!
“After the oldster was adsprede”—Olaf once more used that expressive Norwegian word for the
dissolving of Songar— “I knew that it was a time for cunning. I said to myself, ‘If they think I
4
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have no ears to hear, they will speak; and it may be I will find a way to save my Helma and Dr.
Goodwin’s friends, too.’ Ja, and they did speak.
“The red Trolde asked the Russian how came it he was a worshipper of Thanaroa.” I could not
resist a swift glance of triumph toward O’Keefe. “And the Russian,” rumbled Olaf, “said that all
his people worshipped Thanaroa and had fought against the other nations that denied him.
“And then we had come to Lugur’s palace. They put me in rooms, and there came to me men
who rubbed and oiled me and loosened my muscles. The next day I wrestled with a great dwarf
they called Valdor. He was a mighty man, and long we struggled, and at last I broke his back.
And Lugur was pleased, so that I sat with him at feast and with the Russian, too. And again, not
knowing that I understood them, they talked.
“The Russian had gone fast and far. They talked of Lugur as emperor of all Europe, and
Marakinoff under him. They spoke of the green light that shook life from the oldster; and Lugur
said that the secret of it had been the Ancient Ones’ and that the Council had not too much of it.
But the Russian said that among his race were many wise men who could make more once they
had studied it.
“And the next day I wrestled with a great dwarf named Tahola, mightier far than Valdor. Him I
threw after a long, long time, and his back also I broke. Again Lugur was pleased. And again we
sat at table, he and the Russian and I. This time they spoke of something these Trolde have which
opens up a Svaelc—abysses into which all in its range drops up into the sky!”
“What!” I exclaimed.
“I know about them,” said Larry. “Wait!”
“Lugur had drunk much,” went on Olaf. “He was boastful. The Russian pressed him to show this
thing. After a while the red one went out and came back with a little golden box. He and the
Russian went into the garden. I followed them. There was a lille Hoj—a mound—of stones in
that garden on which grew flowers and trees.
“Lugur pressed upon the box, and a spark no bigger than a sand grain leaped out and fell beside
the stones. Lugur pressed again, and a blue light shot from the box and lighted on the spark. The
spark that had been no bigger than a grain of sand grew and grew as the blue struck it. And then
there was a sighing, a wind blew—and the stones and the flowers and the trees were not. They
were forsvinde—vanished!
“Then Lugur, who had been laughing, grew quickly sober; for he thrust the Russian back—far
back. And soon down into the garden came tumbling the stones and the trees, but broken and
shattered, and falling as though from a great height. And Lugur said that of this something they
had much, for its making was a secret handed down by their own forefathers and not by the
Ancient Ones.
“They feared to use it, he said, for a spark thrice as large as that he had used would have sent all

that garden falling upward and might have opened a way to the outside before—he said just
this— ‘before we are ready to go out into it!’
“The Russian questioned much, but Lugur sent for more drink and grew merrier and threatened
him, and the Russian was silent through fear. Thereafter I listened when I could, and little more I
learned, but that little enough. Ja! Lugur is hot for conquest; so Yolara and so the Council. They
tire of it here and the Silent Ones make their minds not too easy, no, even though they jeer at
them! And this they plan—to rule our world with their Shining Devil.”
The Norseman was silent for a moment; then voice deep, trembling—
“Trolldom is awake; Helvede crouches at Earth Gate whining to be loosed into a world already
devil ridden! And we are but three!”
I felt the blood drive out of my heart. But Larry’s was the fighting face of the O’Keefes of a
thousand years. Rador glanced at him, arose, stepped through the curtains; returned swiftly with
the Irishman’s uniform.
“Put it on,” he said, brusquely; again fell back into his silence and whatever O’Keefe had been
about to say was submerged in his wild and joyful whoop. He ripped from him glittering tunic
and leg swathings.
“Richard is himself again!” he shouted; and each garment as he donned it, fanned his old devilmay-care confidence to a higher flame. The last scrap of it on, he drew himself up before us.
“Bow down, ye divils!” he cried. “Bang your heads on the floor and do homage to Larry the
First, Emperor of Great Britain, Autocrat of all Ireland, Scotland, England, and Wales, and
adjacent waters and islands! Kneel, ye scuts, kneel.”
“Larry,” I cried, “are you going crazy?”
“Not a bit of it,” he said. “I’m that and more if Comrade Marakinoff is on the level. Whoop!
Bring forth the royal jewels an’ put a whole new bunch of golden strings in Tara’s harp an’ down
with the Sassenach forever! Whoop!”
He did a wild jig.
“Lord how good the old togs feel,” he grinned. “The touch of ‘em has gone to my head. But it’s
straight stuff I’m telling you about my empire.”
He sobered.
“Not that it’s not serious enough at that. A lot that Olaf’s told us I’ve surmised from hints
dropped by Yolara. But I got the full key to it from the Red himself when he stopped me just
before—before”—he reddened— “well, just before I acquired that brand-new brand of souse.

“Maybe he had a hint—maybe he just surmised that I knew a lot more than I did. And he thought
Yolara and I were going to be loving little turtle doves. Also he figured that Yolara had a lot
more influence with the Unholy Fireworks than Lugur. Also that being a woman she could be
more easily handled. All this being so, what was the logical thing for himself to do? Sure, you
get me, Steve! Throw down Lugur and make an alliance with me! So he calmly offered to ditch
the red dwarf if I would deliver Yolara. My reward from Russia was to be said emperorship! Can
you beat it? Good Lord!”
He went off into a perfect storm of laughter. But not to me in the light of what Russia has done
and has proved herself capable, did this thing seem at all absurd; rather in it I sensed the dawn of
catastrophe colossal.
“And yet,” he was quiet enough now, “I’m a bit scared. They’ve got the Keth ray and those
gravity-destroying bombs— “
“Gravity-destroying bombs!” I gasped.
“Sure,” he said. “The little fairy that sent the trees and stones kiting up from Lugur’s garden.
Marakinoff licked his lips over them. They cut off gravity, just about as the shadow screens cut
off light—and consequently whatever’s in their range goes shooting just naturally up to the
moon—
“They get my goat, why deny it?” went on Larry. “With them and the Keth and gentle invisible
soldiers walking around assassinating at will—well, the worst Bolsheviki are only puling babes,
eh, Doc?
“I don’t mind the Shining One,” said O’Keefe, “one splash of a downtown New York highpressure fire hose would do for it! But the others—are the goods! Believe me!”
But for once O’Keefe’s confidence found no echo within me. Not lightly, as he, did I hold that
dread mystery, the Dweller—and a vision passed before me, a vision of an Apocalypse
undreamed by the Evangelist.
A vision of the Shining One swirling into our world, a monstrous, glorious flaming pillar of
incarnate, eternal Evil—of peoples passing through its radiant embrace into that hideous,
unearthly life-in-death which I had seen enfold the sacrifices—of armies trembling into dancing
atoms of diamond dust beneath the green ray’s rhythmic death—of cities rushing out into space
upon the wings of that other demoniac force which Olaf had watched at work—of a haunted
world through which the assassins of the Dweller’s court stole invisible, carrying with them
every passion of hell—of the rallying to the Thing of every sinister soul and of the weak and the
unbalanced, mystics and carnivores of humanity alike; for well I knew that, once loosed, not any
nation could hold this devil-god for long and that swiftly its blight would spread!
And then a world that was all colossal reek of cruelty and terror; a welter of lusts, of hatreds and
of torment; a chaos of horror in which the Dweller waxing ever stronger, the ghastly hordes of
those it had consumed growing ever greater, wreaked its inhuman will!

At the last a ruined planet, a cosmic plague, spinning through the shuddering heavens; its verdant
plains, its murmuring forests, its meadows and its mountains manned only by a countless crew of
soulless, mindless dead-alive, their shells illumined with the Dweller’s infernal glory—and
flaming over this vampirized earth like a flare from some hell far, infinitely far, beyond the reach
of man’s farthest flung imagining—the Dweller!
Rador jumped to his feet; walked to the whispering globe. He bent over its base; did something
with its mechanism; beckoned to us. The globe swam rapidly, faster than ever I had seen it
before. A low humming arose, changed into a murmur, and then from it I heard Lugur’s voice
clearly.
“It is to be war then?”
There was a chorus of assent—from the Council, I thought.
“I will take the tall one named—Larree.” It was the priestess’s voice. “After the three tal, you
may have him, Lugur, to do with as you will.”
“No!” it was Lugur’s voice again, but with a rasp of anger. “All must die.”
“He shall die,” again Yolara. “But I would that first he see Lakla pass—and that she know what
is to happen to him.”
“No!” I started—for this was Marakinoff. “Now is no time, Yolara, for one’s own desires. This is
my counsel. At the end of the three tal Lakla will come for our answer. Your men will be in
ambush and they will slay her and her escort quickly with the Keth. But not till that is done must
the three be slain—and then quickly. With Lakla dead we shall go forth to the Silent Ones—and
I promise you that I will find the way to destroy them!”
“It is well!” It was Lugur.
“It is well, Yolara.” It was a woman’s voice, and I knew it for that old one of ravaged beauty.
“Cast from your mind whatever is in it for this stranger—either of love or hatred. In this the
Council is with Lugur and the man of wisdom.”
There was a silence. Then came the priestess’s voice, sullen but—beaten.
“It is well!”
“Let the three be taken now by Rador to the temple and given to the High Priest Sator”—thus
Lugur— “until what we have planned comes to pass.”
Rador gripped the base of the globe; abruptly it ceased its spinning. He turned to us as though to
speak and even as he did so its bell note sounded peremptorily and on it the colour films began to
creep at their accustomed pace.

“I hear,” the green dwarf whispered. “They shall be taken there at once.” The globe grew silent.
He stepped toward us.
“You have heard,” he turned to us.
“Not on your life, Rador,” said Larry. “Nothing doing!” And then in the Murian’s own tongue.
“We follow Lakla, Rador. And you lead the way.” He thrust the pistol close to the green dwarf’s
side.
Rador did not move.
“Of what use, Larree?” he said, quietly. “Me you can slay—but in the end you will be taken. Life
is not held so dear in Muria that my men out there or those others who can come quickly will let
you by—even though you slay many. And in the end they will overpower you.”
There was a trace of irresolution in O’Keefe’s face.
“And,” added Rador, “if I let you go I dance with the Shining One—or worse!”
O’Keefe’s pistol hand dropped.
“You’re a good sport, Rador, and far be it from me to get you in bad,” he said. “Take us to the
temple—when we get there—well, your responsibility ends, doesn’t it?”
The green dwarf nodded; on his face a curious expression—was it relief? Or was it emotion
higher than this?
He turned curtly.
“Follow,” he said. We passed out of that gay little pavilion that had come to be home to us even
in this alien place. The guards stood at attention.
“You, Sattoya, stand by the globe,” he ordered one of them. “Should the Afyo Maie ask, say that
I am on my way with the strangers even as she has commanded.”
We passed through the lines to the corial standing like a great shell at the end of the runway
leading into the green road.
“Wait you here,” he said curtly to the driver. The green dwarf ascended to his seat, sought the
lever and we swept on—on and out upon the glistening obsidian.
Then Rador faced us and laughed.
“Larree,” he cried, “I love you for that spirit of yours! And did you think that Rador would carry
to the temple prison a man who would take the chances of torment upon his own shoulders to

save him? Or you, Goodwin, who saved him from the rotting death? For what did I take the
corial or lift the veil of silence that I might hear what threatened you— “
He swept the corial to the left, away from the temple approach.
“I am done with Lugur and with Yolara and the Shining One!” cried Rador. “My hand is for you
three and for Lakla and those to whom she is handmaiden!”
The shell leaped forward; seemed to fly.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
Return to Contents

