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      Simon is having a bad fucking week. When you’re a D.C. Detective, every week is a bad week, but this week has been a BAD freaking week.  


      For starters, some psychopath has been murdering people, stealing their body parts and smearing their corpses with peanut butter.  


      To make matters worse, the contract killer “Boots” has recently resurfaced, and his girlfriend’s chainsaw arm destroyed his bed when he made her climax.  


      To top it all off, Simon’s been pissing random body parts for days. Ears, fingers, toes… And if that weren’t bad enough, now he has to drop a deuce!
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   Prologue: Fraulein’s Fear.
 
    
 
   I
 
   Gang Town. 567 Gargoyle Crescent. The Balfour apartment block.
 
   The front door was ajar. Fraulein pushed it open, stepped inside.
 
   The interior furnishings screamed wealth. Plush green carpeting costing loads to install and maintain, lovingly restored wood furniture, classy art reprints. Fraulein even thought she spotted a Picasso amongst them. And this was just the reception room.
 
   The receptionist was an old man with a big nose. 
 
   Fraulein waddled over to the desk.
 
   “I am here to see Madam Voor,” she said. 
 
   The big-nosed man coolly appraised Fraulein. “Your name and business please.”
 
   “Frau Ilsa Ruhr. I applied for the vacant post of maid.” 
 
   The receptionist checked a clipboard on the wall behind him and nodded. “I have confirmed that Madam Voor is expecting you.” He pointed to the elevator. “Sixth floor, Room 204.”
 
   “Thank you.” Fraulein headed for the elevator. First hurdle crossed successfully. However, there was still the chance that Danni Voor had gotten word of the contract on her. Even now, there was the chance that she’d let Fraulein in just to trap her.
 
   For this hit, Fraulein had taken pains to look different. Skillful makeup and clothing selection had her looking like a boozy middle-aged redhead.
 
   She ambled over to the lift, entered, and hit the button for the sixth floor.
 
   #
 
   Danni Voor was a beautiful Swiss blonde. Skinny as a concentration camp survivor from World War VI, her body was all angles and planes. 
 
   Despite her attractiveness, Danni Voor looked disturbing. 
 
   Her skin was elephant grey, like the color had been leeched out of it. In combination with her blonde hair and lashes, she looked like a model photoshopped in real life. Fraulein knew Danni wouldn’t maintain this look for long. This was just downtime for the woman, a rest between killings. She was in her natural appearance just to have fun and sex.
 
   Once back working on a hit, Danni Voor would use bodysculpture like every other assassin to drastically re-alter her appearance. 
 
   Danni Voor’s eyes were cold as a snake’s. She had a predator’s mouth. Not her teeth, which were normal, but the way her skin stretched across her jaw, like the bones and teeth behind it were barely restraining themselves from bursting through their covering and attacking . . . attacking.
 
   Like Fraulein, Danni Voor was a killer for hire, the top female assassin in Gang Town. Her fingernails and toenails were manicured metallic grey. Fraulein recognized them as the tips of recessed knives.
 
   “Madam Voor, I am Frau Ilsa Ruhr, here for the maid position.”
 
   “Yes, come in.” She turned and walked back into the room, leaving Fraulein in the doorway. 
 
   Danni’s blue dress hung on her like she was a washing line. Each step she took made it poke out at points.
 
   Fraulein watched her go, wondering whether or not to kill her as she walked. She decided against shooting her in the back. Better to do it like a true professional. She entered the room after her.
 
   Danni Voor didn’t offer Fraulein a chair. She sat, facing Fraulein as she stood, legs crossed at the knee, a shark-like expression on her face.
 
   A shudder rippled down Fraulein’s spine. This woman facing her had singlehandedly taken out Genghis Hans, who’d ruled the entire Gang Town waterfront for twenty years and had had an army of a hundred men.
 
   She shrugged the fear off. She too was an assassin—and the best.
 
   “Now, Frau Ruhr,” Danni said in a voice that was all smoke and bedroom promises. “Our appointment vas for 13 pm. You are fifteen minutes early. That is very good. I like punctuality.”
 
   “I try to try my best, madam,” Fraulein said, with a little smile. 
 
   Danni said nothing more for a while. She sat and stared at Fraulein impassively, like she was trying to decide if her new maid was strong enough to stand for lengthy periods, and wouldn’t spend the day slacking her middle-aged ass from seat to seat instead of cleaning the furniture.
 
   Fraulein became impatient about getting the hit over with. Danni Voor’s scrutiny made her uncomfortable. However, she would not attack her just yet. She must not forget the woman’s steel fingernails and toenails. And she might have other concealed weapons.
 
   Finally Danni Voor got to her feet. “Come vith me to the bathroom. I vill show you a portion of your vork.”
 
   II
 
   The bathroom was all turquoise tiles and blue fittings. The bathtub was a raised circular pool twelve feet across. Its water-filling lapped at its rims like the waves of the sea.
 
   “It is very beautiful, madam,” Fraulein said. “And very vell maintained.”
 
   “Not vell enough,” Danni said, walking barefoot up the two steps to the pool’s rim. She looked down at Fraulein. “Join me, Frau. I vill tell you a story.”
 
   She sat on the edge of the pool, dangling her legs in the water, carelessly soaking her blue dress. “Take off your shoes and clothes. Leave your bag over there and join me. This vater has a special treatment, very good for the feet.” She waved at Fraulein’s confusion. “Hurry, I must tell you my story.” 
 
   Realizing she was disarming herself, but intrigued all the same, Fraulein disrobed and joined Danni at the pool’s edge. 
 
   Danni Voor regarded Fraulein’s body with a practiced eye. She smiled. “You’re in good condition for a cleaner. Had I not known better, I’d have thought you an athlete.” 
 
   Fraulein smiled back nervously, wondering why the other woman’s face looked so predatory. “It’s the hard vork. Cleaning prevents me from getting fat, madam.”
 
   Danni nodded. “Manual labor clearly agrees vith you.”
 
   Fraulein settled beside Danni on the pool’s edge.
 
   “You vere going to tell me a story, Madam Voor?”
 
   “Yes. It is the story of the dead assassins. Have you heard it before?”
 
   Fraulein tensed. She wasn’t totally unarmed—the waistband of her panties could be peeled off to form a flexible knife.
 
   “How could I, Madam Voor? I am a cleaning voman vith a sick husband. I only dream of the lives of the rich and famous.”
 
   “I vill tell it to you then.” She looked across the bathtub as though seeing through the opposite wall. “But first, can you swim?”
 
   “A little, Madam Voor.”
 
   “Good, let us cross to the other side then.”
 
   They both lowered themselves into the bathtub, which was suddenly deeper than it had been, and swam to its opposite side, which was suddenly much further away than it had appeared. 
 
   “Vhat is happening?” Fraulein sputtered, splashing through what was now the surface of a raging sea with black clouds overhead. 
 
   “Ve are there now,” Danni said.
 
   And they were. Still in Danni’s turquoise bathroom, only now facing the bathroom entrance. In addition, there were several bleached human skeletons on the pool floor which Fraulein hadn’t noticed from the other side. 
 
   Fraulein was confused. What had just happened? She could have sworn she’d just been flailing through turbulent ocean waves.
 
   Danni pointed to the skeletons. “Those are the dead assassins,” she said. 
 
   Fraulein looked at her sharply; her voice had sounded almost like a dog’s bark. 
 
   “I don’t understand, madam.”
 
   “I vill explain. I am an assassin, Frau, not the rich heiress I advertise myself to be to the vorld.”
 
   She smiled her shark’s smile again. Fraulein had the strange impression that Danni was preventing her teeth from leaping out through her face and attacking her by sheer force of will.
 
   “Assassination is a business, and like every lucrative occupation, it breeds competitors. I however prefer to hold a monopoly. It ensures more vealth for myself.”
 
   “I still don’t understand, madam.”
 
   “Be patient, Frau! You vill.” She cleared her throat. “As I’m trying to explain, Frau Ruhr, I am a businessperson—I sell death. And like in any other business venture, vhere there is a lot of demand and few suppliers for a service, the price is at its premium. Introduce too many service providers however . . .”
 
   She left the sentence unfinished, so Fraulein completed it for her, “and the price vill drop, madam?”
 
   Danni nodded her approval. “Exactly!” Her head now looked odd, as though its bony skull-planes were subtly filling out. “I am a forward-thinking person, Frau. I long ago realized the benefit of keeping the number of good assassins vorking in Gang Town to a minimum. Not the run-of-the-mill hitmen—the police catch most of those, or they recycle themselves, like animals obeying the law of the jungle—but the top-of-the-line killers, those vho like myself have perfected the art of death, vho, like the air, are impossible to trace and hold.”
 
   #
 
   Fraulein almost laughed. Impossible to trace and hold? Vho are you fooling, bitch? I found you, did I not?
 
   But she hadn’t. Danni had been found by a vengeful nobleman, Count Arnuld Bratwurstfagen, who wanted revenge for his son’s death at her hands two years ago. 
 
   Danni and the count’s son had been lovers. Fraulein agreed that murderesses needed to fuck regularly. Orgasms kept the body a well-tuned engine. 
 
   Danni had fed the young man to a shark, when, upon his discovering her occupation, he’d broken up with her in disgust. 
 
   Count Arnuld had since spent half his personal fortune tracking down Danni Voor, and upon finding her, paid Fraulein to exterminate her. 
 
   #
 
   “My policy is simple, Frau,” Danni said. “Once I discover a bright talent in my profession, I contract that person for a hit.”
 
   “Very good, madam,” Fraulein replied, glad she hadn’t suffered the fate of the skeletons that shimmered beneath the ocean waves—no, she must keep a straight head here—pool’s surface. 
 
   Vhy am I imagining an ocean? she wondered.
 
   Danni giggled like a she-bear, then continued: “I hire that person to kill me.”
 
   Fraulein tensed. “How, madam?”
 
   “My father, Count Arnuld Bratwurstfagen, approaches the person vith a made-up revenge story.” She giggled again; Fraulein saw she’d made no mistake—Danni Voor’s face was altering, its bony arrangements were filling out into that of a prettily plump woman, and her body was doing the same. 
 
   Danni laughed. Fraulein saw that her teeth had separated into rocky crags breaking the surface of the sea . . . No! She corrected herself—brimming in Danni’s widening mouth.
 
   “Yes, Frau Ilsa Ruhr, or rather, Fraulein Fuhrer, I hired you to kill me so I could dispose of you here beneath my vaves.”
 
   Fraulein stuck her hand nonchalantly into her panties, found the clasp which freed her knife. “Vhy?” she asked, stalling for time.
 
   “I have just told you vhy,” the transforming Danni replied. “You are young and talented and competition. Bad competition I can ignore; it veeds itself out. But you’re good. Your hits are clean and untraceable—if I do not remove you as a threat, soon you vill compete vith me for the most lucrative contracts our business offers. Die, Fraulein Fuhrer!”
 
   With a thunderous roar, Danni Voor transformed into a great white shark and Fraulein realized she hadn’t imagined the sea—she was actually in it, floundering about in waves, while the huge grey/white Danni-shark circled her, its jaws poised for the kill.
 
   III
 
   Danni-shark’s dorsal fin shot towards Fraulein, slicing through the sea’s surface like a knife cutting skin. Treading water, Fraulein yanked off her metalplast panty waistband. Once she ripped it free, she pressed the stud which hardened it into a knife. 
 
   Watching the circling shark over the carpet of waves, Fraulein felt great fear. Extreme fear.
 
   She kept treading water, swiveling around with the motion of Danni-shark’s dorsal fin, waiting on its attack.
 
   The overhead sky was a gray slate filling with the black clouds of a gathering storm.
 
   A sudden flash of lightning ripped across the sky, brightening everywhere. Startled, Fraulein looked toward the light. Then, catching a motion in the corner of her eye, she looked back down again, just in time to swivel out of the way of Danni-shark’s attack. 
 
   The meat torpedo plowed through the water, frothing it up. She watched it go past her like it was travelling in slow motion. By the time Danni-shark’s tail flicked by her face, its head had already reversed direction to come at her again.
 
   Fraulein knew she couldn’t keep dodging it. It would be suicide to attempt to fight a shark in its natural environment. And once the storm broke, the environment would become even more unfavorable to her.
 
   However, Danni-shark had no idea Fraulein had a knife. 
 
   The shark came at her again. Fraulein again swam out of its way, grabbing hold of its tail as it went by. 
 
   The shark dove underwater to shake her off. Fraulein refused to let go. She took a deep breath as it submerged and went underwater with it, wrapping herself around its rear body and positioning herself so she was facing its tail fins. 
 
   Fraulein began slicing the shark’s tail off. 
 
   Hardened, her metalplast knife was sharper than a razor and could cut through bone. 
 
   She worked fast, knowing she was in a race for her life.
 
   The great white thrashed and thrashed like it was being murdered. Fraulein hung on like a leech. With her decision to act, all fear had deserted her. She was possessed by an adrenalin rush the like of which she’d never experienced before. 
 
   Shark blood spilled all over Fraulein, then washed away as the shark flung itself up out of the sea and crashed back down into it again. Fraulein held on, spitting out the shark blood as it filled her mouth and replacing it with several gulps of hastily gathered air before reentering the water with the shark. 
 
   The shark tried biting her, but couldn’t reach its tail. 
 
   Fraulein sawed all the way through the shark’s tail, then watched it fall away. To keep herself from sliding off the shark’s body after it, she clung to the loose flaps of skin around its wound. 
 
   The water was red all around her.
 
   The shark was weak from loss of blood. Also, with its tail gone, it could no longer steer itself. 
 
   Fraulein expected it to now revert back to Danni Voor’s original form and to find herself back in the woman’s bathtub, but that didn’t happen. 
 
   Instead, Danni-shark thrashed insanely. Blood-crazed from smelling/tasting its own blood, it jerked and flailed about in the water, blindly searching for Fraulein, almost breaking its body in half in its rage to reach and eat her.
 
   With her legs wrapped around the thrashing shark’s rear body, and clinging to its bloody exposed vertebrae with both hands, Fraulein faced a dilemma. She needed Danni Voor back, but she now desperately needed this fucking shark dead before it succeeded in killing her.
 
   Taking advantage of the shark’s confusion, Fraulein kicked free of its body and swam quickly alongside it, slicing its belly open and yanking out its entrails.
 
   The shark flopped over on its belly and died.
 
   Fraulein floated beside it on her back, paddling gently. She realized how much trouble she was in. 
 
   She was stuck here, wherever here was.
 
   IV
 
   As far as Fraulein could determine, there was nothing except water for miles and miles around. Turbulent black water under a grey sky packed with equally restless black clouds; ceaselessly writhing amorphous masses of suspended water gas. 
 
   Now vhat to do? She’d indisputably killed Danni Voor, but wasn’t in any position to profit from her success until whatever force the dead woman had invoked to bring them both to this place wore off.
 
   Fraulein just knew that wouldn’t happen.
 
   But more importantly, she needed to escape the sea before the storm broke. She couldn’t keep treading water forever.
 
   The dead shark floated belly-up close by. Fraulein paddled over to it and heaved herself up into the hole she’d sliced through its guts. She sat in the cleavage, bailing sea water out of the shark with her hands. She got most of the water out, and after separating the shark’s liver and heart from the rest of the mess, cut its remaining intestines free of its body and threw them out of it. 
 
   She now had an improvised canoe, albeit one made of meat. 
 
   Like a grey buoy, the shark’s severed tail bobbed on the sea’s surface a short distance away. Paddling with her hands, Fraulein aimed the shark towards it. She dragged the tail into the rear of her shark canoe and cut off both its fins, shaping them into paddles. 
 
   She dropped the makeshift paddles into the shark and lay back, finally permitting exhaustion to yank her down into the depths of the oblivion called sleep.
 
   #
 
   Fraulein awoke hungry. After considering her lack of options, she sliced a sliver of meat off the shark tail and ate it. It tasted foul, but she called on all her mental strength as an assassin and succeeded in both swallowing it and keeping it down. 
 
   She ate more of the shark’s tail, quickly growing accustomed to its taste. It was also her only source of fluid.  
 
   Vhat the hell vill I do now? 
 
   Fraulein sat in her shark-kayak, glumly watching the endless waves lift and subside. Since retrieving the shark tail, her meat paddles had proven worse than useless. Like she was a bead of sweat atop a negro breast during sex, the endless black rollicking liquid hills bore her to and fro across themselves at their shifting whim. 
 
   Fraulein slept and woke several times more. She consumed all the shark’s tail and began eating the shark proper. She ate it in an organized sequence, starting with the rims of the enclosure she sat in, and after widening that outwards, proceeding to eating the higher-up meat between its ribs.
 
   The storm never broke. The black condensation kept coiling around the gray sky like a snake readying to strike. The sun never once appeared as more than a shadowed hint of its own existence. 
 
   Fraulein’s only means of estimating time was by measuring the amount of the shark corpse that remained uneaten. 
 
   She tried to eat at regular intervals to help her keep track of time, but quit after what she estimated to be a fortnight at sea. 
 
   By then she’d eaten a fifth of the shark. 
 
   #
 
   Fraulein remained floating atop the sea for three months. She ate the entire shark and travelled seated or asleep within its skeleton, which like an airsheep’s skeleton, refused to sink.
 
   During this period she skirted dangerously close to losing her mind. It became commonplace for her to wake up unsure of where she was or who she was. 
 
   Several days went by where she didn’t get up at all. Instead, she lay prone, both urinating and defecating through the gaps between the shark bones into the sea. On those days she found no need to clean herself afterwards. The ceaselessly lapping water did a better job than she’d have managed herself.
 
   By drawing on her assassin’s training, Fraulein survived. 
 
   Fraulein grew to hate the sea. It became her jailor. It refused to let her go and she was powerless to escape it. She wished she could assassinate the ocean. 
 
   She only stopped stewing in her hatred after twice waking from sleep to find herself stabbing the waves with her knife, trying to kill the water.
 
   She shuddered. That way lay madness. She gave up her hatred of the sea, replacing it with a dread as intense as the fear of being gang raped.
 
   As her stock of shark meat depleted, Fraulein doggedly refused to eat the tailfin paddles she’d fashioned. A deep-seated survival instinct overrode her hunger and kept her from disposing of her only means of steering the skeleton. 
 
   All that remained to eat were the shark’s brains. She dug those out of its skull and slobbered them down like they were milk chocolate.
 
   There hadn’t been a change to the sky or sea during the ninety days she’d been afloat.
 
   V
 
   She passed the first television the day she ate the shark’s brains. It was too far to reach, but she saw it clearly—a HUGE digital TV floating on the black water. Its screen displayed gray static. Intermittently, tendrils of white noise reached her from across the water.
 
   Fraulein was awoken the next morning by the LOUD noise of another television. 
 
   Instantly alert, she looked around for it. This television was only twenty feet to her left. 
 
   Fraulein paddled the shark skeleton across to it. 
 
   The television was twenty feet high, blacker than the ceaselessly squirming clouds overhead and bore the Samsung logo. She discovered she’d been wrong about one detail. It wasn’t floating on the water, but two feet above it, hung over the waves with nothing holding it in place. 
 
   To halt the raft Fraulein laid her hand on the TV’s screen.
 
   She was too weak and traumatized by her experience to be surprised when her hand passed through the glass surface and felt grass on the other side of it. 
 
   She gripped a clump of the unseen grass to stay the raft.
 
   After a moment’s consideration, Fraulein stuck her head through the flickering static. 
 
   She hadn’t been mistaken. On the other side of the TV screen there was a hillside descending to a lush meadow bisected by a curving river. Overhead, a warm sun ruled a pleasant sky.
 
   Fraulein pulled her head out again. After a final look at the sunless gray sky mocking the sea all around, she climbed up into the television. 
 
   The first thing she did was sit on the plastic rim ringing the screen and pull up the shark skeleton up after her. Floating as it did, it was light and easy to handle. 
 
   She pushed it through the static. She wasn’t leaving this time-tested means of transportation behind. The river in the TV meadow would surely lead to human habitation of some sort. 
 
   The shark skeleton slid in through the static and out into the world beyond. Fraulein followed it through. 
 
   She found she’d exited through a similar Samsung television showing static. This one stood on a foot-high stand and was powered by a cable plugged into the ground. Fraulein had never heard of such a transport system before and was way too exhausted to care. Now that her ordeal was over, she felt weak, drained beyond belief. 
 
   She was sure she looked like shit, and damn, she felt every inch like that shit.
 
   She collapsed into a grateful heap on the grassy meadow and fell asleep beside the shark skeleton. 
 
   She woke once in the night, hungry. This time she ate one of the tailfins. She fell asleep still holding onto the fin; she was that exhausted.
 
   VI
 
   Fraulein awoke at noon the next day. She was immediately aware of a human skeleton lying beside her. It had no feet. There was a rotting foot near it. Fraulein was holding its other, half-eaten one. 
 
   She examined the skeleton’s skull and saw both the hole and her scalloped excavation of its brains.
 
   She shrugged. It couldn’t have been helped. Danni Voor should have had the courtesy to have not made such a nuisance of her ass before dying.
 
   Danni’s bones no longer floated. Back in human form, they were now useless as transportation.
 
   This displeased Fraulein. It meant she’d have to walk to wherever she was going. Floating down the river was no longer a possibility.
 
   She threw the skeleton back through the television screen. Afterward, she peered in and saw Danni Voor’s remains had once again transformed into those of a shark. They floated away in the distance, a white aberration marring the endless black sea. 
 
   Fraulein’s attention was now caught and held by the vista of black water and the black clouds overhead amidst their madness-and-suicide-inducing gray sky. 
 
   For a long moment she stared hypnotized at the sight, imprisoned by it. The water forced her to pay it attention, held her like chains in a jail, screamed in her mind that she’d never break free . . . never. 
 
   Thrills of fear and horror ran through Fraulein as she watched the water. Horror like the dread of death.
 
   Fraulein grew giddy. She stumbled and almost fell through the television into the sea, but her assassin’s discipline saved her. 
 
   Still staring at the water like a rabbit transfixed in headlights, she got a grip of herself at the last moment before she toppled through. She staggered back and steadied herself by gripping the screen’s right rim. She pulled her head back through the TV screen and collapsed a safe distance from it. 
 
   Vhat? Sheeit, vhat the fuck is this? Fraulein couldn’t explain what had just happened, but the sea now equated to an unspeakable horror to her. Nebulous fear of it congealed in her like clotting blood.
 
   “Never again. Never a-fuckin-gain . . .” she told herself as she hurried away from the black Samsung television as fast as her legs would carry her. “. . . Never again, is anything ever taking me out to sea. Ever.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Part 1: On Floating Roads.
 
    
 
   Prelude
 
    
 
   It was taking Simon Rush a horribly long time to pee.
 
   His cock felt blocked . . . by a nail.
 
   He stood there over the toilet, staring at his member like it was a ghost, as a bulge appeared at its base and slowly forced its way outward. It moved casually, like a worm out for a stroll on a summer’s day, while Simon fought not to scream from the agony of its passage. 
 
   Only the fact he hadn’t a knife to hand prevented him from castrating himself to end the pain. 
 
   It took forever, but he finally passed the obstruction. It was half out of his penis when Simon, almost insane with agony, yanked it all the way out. His long-forgotten urine spurted out after it, splattering the toilet bowl and his pajamas.
 
   He lifted what he’d just peed and studied it in disbelief.
 
   It was a finger.
 
   A female finger, complete with a silver-lacquered, inch-long fingernail at its tip.
 
   Oops, he thought.
 
   #
 
   That was at one a.m. Simon visited the toilet twice more before morning; first to pee a rolled-up ear, the second time to pee two teeth.
 
   Simon realized he needed to see Doctor Singh in the morning.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   The new police station—a converted airbus—hovered over the ruins of the old one. 
 
   The airsheep keeping it afloat ate a humongous amount. 
 
   The airbus housed DC Police Force Headquarters.
 
   The plane’s lower levels were occupied by clerical offices and convict-holding cells. Its middle floor housed its medical department, along with the morgue and forensics lab. 
 
   Its uppermost floor contained the administrative offices and cafeteria.
 
   Simon made his way to the middle floor, barely responding to the greetings of his fellow officers. 
 
   Most assumed he looked dour because his relationship with Alice Dread had hit another rough patch, so they smiled sympathetically. 
 
   #
 
   Priya Singh beamed when Simon walked in. 
 
   The DC police’s head doctor was Neo Indian and pretty, with a smile like condensed sunshine.
 
   She liked Simon. 
 
   Ninety-five percent of DC cops were women. Seeing the occasional man made a difference. 
 
   Simon liked Priya too. He flirted with her, but always within polite limits. Simon wasn’t dumb. He wasn’t starting anything that Alice would insist on finishing. 
 
   “Just little nerdy me here today,” Priya said. “All our tough girls are out chasing felons.”
 
   Simon forced a smile. “You’re all that any man could possibly need,” he said. 
 
   Priya caught the note of strain in his voice. “What’s bothering you?”
 
   “I need you to tell me that.” He pulled the finger, ear and teeth out of his pocket and laid them on her table. 
 
   Priya studied the objects. “A murder? Forensics would do a better job—”
 
   “I peed them. It hurt like . . .”
 
   “You peed them?”
 
   He nodded. 
 
   Priya frowned. “Lie down. I’ll run some tests.”
 
   #
 
   An hour later, Priya dropped a file on her desk.
 
   “You’re pregnant.”
 
   Simon gaped at her. “Pregnant?”
 
   She nodded. Not pregnant like a woman . . . you’re a man after all, but pregnant all the same. The difference is that rather than growing your baby in one piece, which you can’t since you haven’t a womb, you’re growing a fully grown person, a woman by all indications, in bits and pieces scattered all around your body.”
 
   Simon looked at her dully. “No shit?”
 
   “No shit.” Dr. Priya Singh studied her files. “It’s the oddest thing I’ve ever seen. I’d have thought it an infection of some kind, but the DNA of everything you’ve peed out matches yours.”
 
   Simon groaned. “I’m about giving birth to myself?”
 
   “Something like that. You’ve somehow managed to clone a female version of yourself.” She reached into her file, pulled out a scan and held it up to the light so Simon could see it. “Don’t just take my word for it. What does that look like to you?” 
 
   Simon stared at the x-ray of his head and his mouth went dry. “What’s an eye doing in the middle of my brain? And an ear?”
 
   Priya nodded grimly. “And notice this pale cord here? That’s their placenta.” She pulled out another scan. “See, here’s your heart. There are two toes growing in your left auricle, and one in your right ventricle.” 
 
   She replaced that scan with another. “Now as to why you were peeing teeth: here’s your bladder. Notice anything unusual?”
 
   Simon said nothing. He could see half a lower jaw, complete with a very odd-shaped placenta, growing from the upper inner surface of his bladder.
 
   There was more.
 
   “Have a look here, behind your heart. That’s a pair of buttocks.”
 
   “It looks more like a liver.”
 
   “I guess, but there’s the buttock cleft and the anus, and those are . . . testicles?”
 
   Simon gave a start. “I thought you said this thing’s female?”
 
   Priya nodded. “The DNA results say it is, though it’s looking more like a shemale thingy now. Look by your liver. Those are its breasts. Nice nipples. Can’t see any penis yet, though.”
 
   #
 
   Simon’s phone rang. He took the call.
 
   “Officer Rush here.”
 
   It was Sergeant Mary Fletcher. 
 
   “What’s up, Fletch?”
 
   “Please don’t ask me to explain, Simon—you have to see this for yourself. Trust me. Get over here double time.”
 
   “Where are you?”
 
   “Downtown. Housebus 26, 32nd street.” 
 
   “I’m on my way.”
 
   Priya Singh looked up from the stack of scans. “Business as usual?”
 
   “More like business as unusual. Fletch sounds freaked, and you know she doesn’t freak.” He smiled at Priya. “I’ll drop in tomorrow for more tests if you want.” 
 
   She nodded, then frowned at her group of scans. “Best you do so, and call me immediately if anything else odd happens. What you’ve got is too unusual to take chances with.”
 
   Simon was exiting the office when a thought struck him. He turned back. 
 
   “Priya, whatever you do, don’t damage those body parts.” 
 
   That comment left her staring at the door for a long while after he’d left her office. Whatever was Simon thinking?


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
   The Floating City
 
    
 
   Simon Rush was tall and passably handsome. He had brown hair, grey eyes and a smile women liked. 
 
   He was a good cop, honest and with sufficient deductive ability to make him a good detective. Along with his girlfriend Alice, Simon mostly worked homicide cases. Which was fine with him as it meant he didn’t have to sit at a desk all day filing papers. 
 
   Now Simon sped his airsheep through DC, tracing the route downtown.
 
   The sheep was a 2-muttonpower model, specially bred for police and military use. It was larger than an everyday sheep, could float higher, and carried more weight.
 
   Though flesh and blood, the airsheep was part android-modified. Its horns had been replaced with handlebars, and a control panel between them fed direction impulses directly into its brain.
 
   The airsheep bleated meekly as it flew. Occasionally it shit turds in a green spray over the road.
 
   #
 
   The question had cropped up at an office party.
 
   “Why do sheep possess antigravity?” Priya laughed. “You’re not going to believe this, but it’s the truth. It’s a play on the other meaning of the word ‘gravity.’ Sheep are incapable of taking anything seriously, even their own deaths, so gravity has no meaning for them.” She poured herself another drink. “So they float.”
 
   “Yeah right,” Alice Dread said, unconvinced. 
 
   Priya shrugged. “I told you you wouldn’t believe it. It’s true though. Fucked-up as it seems, DC floats on metaphor proceeding out of a sheep’s head.” She sipped her wine moodily, ill at ease with the absurd truth of the concept.
 
   “Assuming you’re right,” Alice said, “why do we keep them drugged?”
 
   “The drugs prevent them from coming down to earth,” Priya replied. “Though it’s considered impossible, no one want to take a chance on a vehicle crashing because its sheep supports suddenly become serious—grave—about something.”
 
   “That,” Mary Fletcher added from where she sat, “is also the reason why you never let sheep go anywhere near graveyards, or corpses for that matter.”
 
   Priya Singh nodded, then laughed. “Do you know that sheep antigravity was discovered when Kim Il Jung, a drug-dealer, fed his pet a wad of marijuana to keep us from getting it?” 
 
   #
 
   Neo DC—Neo Destroyed City—hovered ten meters over the ruins of Old DC. 
 
   With con-crabs endlessly on the prowl, no one lived in ground-level buildings anymore. Doing so equaled suicide. 
 
   The huge residence-eating crustaceans took no prisoners. 
 
   “Con-crabs are immensely dumb,” Priya Singh once told Simon. “They’re as proportionately stupid as they’re huge. They assume houses are alive and us humans are their innards.”
 
   Like the airbus police station, every residence in Neo DC was a one-time vehicle of some kind, floated off the ground by antigrav sheep. 
 
   At a thickness of centimeters, metal was much stronger than concrete, and easier to mold into shape. 
 
   Also, con-crabs showed utterly no interest in metal containers or their contents. 
 
   Neo Destroyed City was thus made up of estates and housing developments of floating cars, buses, trucks, trailers, old airplanes, and even train carriages. All levitated above ground by either live antigrav sheep or their skeletons.
 
   #
 
   Simon’s downtown destination turned out to be a converted yellow-black school bus. A housebus. Its four airsheep supports were attached where its wheels had previously been.
 
   Sergeant Mary ‘Fletch’ Fletcher sat on the housebus’s steps, waiting for Simon. Once she saw him, she waved to get his attention. 
 
   Simon steered his airsheep over, tethered it, and climbed into the bus. 
 
   The ‘front’ airsheep on that side bleated insistently at Simon as he stepped onto the front door steps. He wondered what it wanted, then saw its feeder pan was empty. 
 
   #
 
   ‘Fletch’ was a tall, fat redhead with thick eyebrows. She had a kind, fleshy face and good sense. She was wearing a pair of gore-smeared plastic gloves.
 
   She led Simon into the living room. 
 
   The first thing that caught Simon’s attention once he entered was the TV. It showed a placid ocean scene. A nature broadcast of endless swelling and dipping waves. Water Dunes. Simon could practically smell sea salt in the room.
 
   “Ann Kelly,” Fletch said in an annoyed voice, pointing at a corpse on the floor. “Schoolteacher. Her neighbors rang us up and said they’d heard her screaming. Some asshole did worse than a rape number on her.”
 
   Simon nodded. Ann Kelly had been bisected through at the waistline. Her lower body was missing. In addition her throat had been slashed from ear to ear. There was blood everywhere.
 
   Then there were the brown shit smears all over her.
 
   “Where’s the rest of her?” he asked, unable to keep the sharpness from his voice. This was just what he needed today—another sicko. A shit-coated corpse . . . ?
 
   “Missing,” Fletch said. “That’s why I called you. I can’t get hold of Alice.” Her blue eyes were troubled. “Body-stealing’s a whole new level of crap.”
 
   “Yeah,” Simon said slowly. He stared down at the truncated woman. She still wore the upper half of her frilly pink bathrobe. It’s blood-splattered lower half lay under the TV. 
 
   Her face. The corpse’s expression was one of intense horror. 
 
   “She saw who killed her,” he said.
 
   “Yeah, but why does she look so friggin' surprised?”
 
   This was true. In addition to looking horrified, Ann Kelly looked even more horribly perplexed.
 
   Simon bent over her body. She’d been separated with surgical precision. Her remaining intestines poked from her belly like mis-situated brains.
 
   He placed his nose close to a brown smear on her left nipple. He sniffed. It didn’t smell like shit.
 
   “That isn’t shit,” Fletch said. “It’s peanut butter.”
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “Yeah. The fuckhead that murdered her smeared her with peanut butter.”
 
   Simon winced. This just got worse.
 
   He peered inside Ann’s torso. “Got spare gloves?”
 
   Fletch handed him a pair which looked like multipenis condoms. 
 
   Simon rolled them on. He stuck a finger into the corpse and poked around awhile. Other than the peanut butter smears on her intestines, there was nothing else to note.
 
   His mind was only half on his actions. He stopped and straightened up. 
 
   “Call a meat wagon and get her over to the morgue. Let Ed take a look at her.” 
 
   Fletch nodded. 
 
   Simon frowned. He’d suddenly realized there was something else odd going on. “Doesn’t that video change at all?”
 
   Fletch turned toward the TV with its sea scene display. She shook her head. “No. It’s been playing that since I got here.”
 
   Simon walked over to the recorder, picked up the disc jacket, and read off its cover: “Oceanview: Deep Blue Sea?”
 
   “Sounds like a new meditation tape,” Fletch said. 
 
   “Yeah,” he said. He noted the peanut butter smeared on the TV’s lower screen rim, turned off the set. “Look, Fletch, I gotta run. Hit me with anything you find out . . . and yeah, look through the kitchen, see if you can find barley bars or something for the airsheep to eat.” 
 
   She nodded. Simon left in a hurry; he’d begun feeling a violent urge to use the loo again. 
 
   Now he really needed to take a crap.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
   Alice Dread
 
    
 
   Alice Dread braced herself as the monster charged her. 
 
   The creature was a flis, one of the weird blends of abominations DC’s swamps endlessly churned up in an apparently inexhaustible plethora of varieties. 
 
   Many believed DC was one of Hell’s forgotten gateways. 
 
   Alice Dread didn’t care if it was. 
 
   Hell’s lost doorway or no, DC was a massively fucked-up place. The flis attacking her now was a prime example of DC’s fuckedupness: two crocodiles jutting from a horse’s neck, the horse body chitin-plated with an orange shell like it was a crab or prawn. 
 
   The flis charged Alice. 
 
   She deftly sidestepped its onrush, and as its jaws snapped past her, brought her chainsaw arm down across its left crocodile neck. Her body jarred with the shock of the chainsaw butchering croc-skin, gristle, bone, meat. 
 
   The severed head splashed into the swamp mud. 
 
   Maddened by pain, the flis reared up and lunged at Alice again. 
 
   She cut the power to her chainsaw and jumped to meet it. 
 
   Ankle-deep in swamp muck, Alice and the flis strained against each other. Alice was wedged in between the beast’s two reptile upper bodies. The gore from its decapitated neck painted her red. 
 
   The flis’ front legs flailed the air. It fought to kick Alice into a position from which it could bite her. 
 
   She held it tight in a bear hug, squeezing rhythmically, forcing more air from its lungs with each clench of her powerful muscles. 
 
   Alice finally tired of testing her strength against the flis. Though strong enough to break its horse back if she cared to, she saw no point in doing so. 
 
   She reactivated her chainsaw and forced it into the monster’s chest, patting its flank soothingly as it died. 
 
   It stopped fighting. Alice jerked her weapon out of its body and stepped back. 
 
   The flis collapsed to the swamp floor. 
 
   Alice Dread sat on the dead beast. She stared at the red pool spreading from it. 
 
   Calm settled over her like a new morning. Her scarred face took on a peaceful, blissful look.
 
   Bloodshed (or simply just the sight of blood) always soothed Alice Dread’s emotions. 
 
   #
 
   Alice decided to head home rather than to the station. Once there, she’d call Simon. She needed to fuck already. That was the other effect of Alice seeing blood—she got terribly horny. 
 
   #
 
   Unknown to Alice, Simon was already home. He was on the toilet and mega worried. 
 
   Simon shat out the left half of a woman’s head. It hurt like he was giving birth. He screamed as the half-head ripped through his ass in a spurt of blood.
 
   He cut the placenta with a pocket knife, snipping it as close to his anus as he could manage, then moved the half-head to the washbasin. He was about to limp off the toilet seat when he had another violent ass-spasm. 
 
   “Shiiiiitttt!” he screamed as the head’s afterbirth exited him. 
 
   Simon shuddered: the afterbirth was a little green dragon. The placenta was its tail. 
 
   He ducked sideways off the toilet as the dragon took to the air and belched fire at him. 
 
   Dripping shit and toilet water, it flew out of the toilet into the living room, where it zipped around in circles, setting fire to Alice’s favorite wall decorations. 
 
   Simon pinned it to the wall with a knife throw. He walked over and snipped off its tail, leaving it to die on the wall so he’d have less explaining to do when Alice got home. 
 
   He had seriously no intention of letting her know what was going on with him just yet. 
 
   #
 
   Simon cleaned the red slime off the female half-head and examined it, placing it against a mirror to get a better idea of what her face would look like whole. 
 
   Damn, she was pretty. A brunette. Luscious lips, a nice nose. Her single reflected eye was shut. On a whim, Simon peeled the eyelids back. She had pale blue eyes.
 
   He sighed wistfully. He’d realized she looked exactly the way Alice would if she ever agreed to get her face fixed.
 
   His phone beeped. 
 
   Alice. Booty call. 
 
   He was in the right place at the right time. He staggered into the bedroom to get some cream anesthetic for his ripped anus.
 
   #
 
   Alice got in just as Simon finished stuffing his newborn head into a bag. 
 
   One look at her told him she had the violence hots. Her scarred face was flushed and she was drenched in sweat and blood. 
 
   Alice was in too much of a sex hurry to clean up first. Or use the bedroom. Once through the door, she dumped her cop gear on the center table, crooked a finger at Simon, and stripped.
 
   Joining her on the floor, Simon wondered why he’d bothered pulling his pants back up after applying the anesthetic. 
 
   #
 
   The sex didn’t take long at all. 
 
   Alice insisted on being on top. Bracing herself on her chainsaw arm, she spat on her right hand, lubricated Simon’s cock, jerked it till it was erect, then slid down on it like her vagina was hungry. 
 
   She ground Simon violently till she exploded like the big bang and that was that. Damp and sweaty, she slumped down onto his chest and was asleep in three seconds flat. 
 
   Simon didn’t bother trying to cum himself. His ass hurt too much. He rolled her gently off him, placed a throw pillow under her head, and sat beside her. 
 
   He stared thoughtfully at her disfigured face and ultra-scarred body.
 
   Alice Dread was grotesque. Her entire face was a mass of scar tissue, its flesh warped and twisted like she’d suffered acid burns then actual burns then knife wounds and had matters complicated by quack surgery to fix the damage. 
 
   Her body was just as defaced. Except for her breasts and ass, almost every inch of it was scarred. And she’d inflicted a large number of the scars on herself. 
 
   My girlfriend is totally mentally fucked, Simon told himself over and over. And yet I totally love her.
 
   #
 
   Alice Dread was grotesque by choice. All her scars could be removed in two hours of surgery at the sickbay of the station airbus. 
 
   “No,” she’d told Priya Singh when the doctor suggested she clear up Alice’s disfigurements. “My face scares the shit out of crooks.”
 
   “True,” Priya agreed, “but what about Simon? Do you honestly don’t think he likes going around with the Scarface Monster from the Pink Lagoon? You’re way cool in cop threads, but have you ever seen what you look like in a dress?”
 
   “This is who I am,” Alice retorted. “If he loves me, he’ll deal with it.”
 
   “I don’t think the question is Simon loving you,” Priya said tartly, angered by her selfishness. “The real question is, ‘Do you love him?’ Alice, a woman wants to be beautiful for the man she loves, not ugly.”
 
   Alice said nothing. She just glared at Priya angrily, so the doctor continued: “You know, it’s almost like you’re punishing Simon for something he’s done.” Her voice softened. “If he’s hurt you, Alice, why not just tell him? I know you’re tough as leather, but everyone and their disabled dog knows Simon loves you—you don’t have anything to lose by being honest with him.”
 
   Alice humphed and walked away.
 
   Now there walks one bulletproof bitch, Priya thought, watching her leave. 
 
   She’d never really had much time or use for Alice Dread after that discussion. 
 
   #
 
   Alice’s chainsaw had been bio-grafted to her body upon her request. She’d exchanged it for the biomech left forearm the police surgeons had originally fitted her with.
 
   “Having my own saw saves me the time it would take to search for a weapon,” she’d explained.
 
   A favorite topic of office gossip was how Simon and Alice managed to have sex without Alice sawing Simon’s head off.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Simon left Alice asleep and returned to headquarters. He needed his anus stitched like sinners needed salvation. He carried the half-head along in a bag.
 
   Priya Singh stared at it long and hard. Simon told her about its dragon afterbirth. “Oops,” Priya said. “Strip, lie down, and turn over.”
 
   She examined him in silence. “You look like a mad elephant raped you. Look, I need to keep you in here or this shit’ll kill you.”
 
   “Got a case . . .”
 
   Priya’s face was grim. “This isn’t a joke, Simon. I’m even afraid to stitch your ass up—in case the second half of the head plans on leaving your body the same way.”
 
   “I think the other half’s in my head. Remember the ear and eye?”
 
   “It might move around. I’ve no idea.”
 
   Simon grunted. “Stitch me up, doc—I can’t wait around doing nothing. I promise I’ll be in here once I feel the urge to pee.”
 
   She obliged him. He sat afterwards, his ass as numb from the anesthetic as a mouth that had just left the dentist’s. 
 
   “Things are getting fucked-up round here,” he said. “You seen the stiff Fletch sent in?”
 
   Priya winced. “The woman who was cut in two? That’s real psycho territory; which reminds me—Ed wants to see you.” 
 
   Simon carefully slid his buttocks into his trousers. 
 
   He saw Priya was peering intently at him. 
 
   “How are things between you and Alice?”
 
   He shrugged. “Same as ever. We both love each other to death, but she seems intent on making me hate her. I think we’ll just murder each other one day and that will be that.” 
 
   He left to see Ed Jakes, the coroner. 
 
   #
 
   Priya’s question about Simon’s relationship with Alice had him pensive as walked through the airbus’ corridors.
 
   Halfway to the morgue, he was struck by the odd notion that he no longer felt the usual twinges of hostility toward Alice, his resentment of her for taking over his heart so completely while being too self-centered to appreciate the depth of his love for her.
 
   Alice had never once told Simon she loved him. 
 
   It had angered him to no end. Had. For some reason, it angered him a lot less now.
 
   Now that he thought of it, he could trace his decrease in Alice-resentment to last night when he’d started peeing body parts. 
 
   Maybe he was peeing out (or giving birth) to a physical manifestation of his anger towards her. He laughed off the ridiculous thought.
 
   #
 
   Ed Jakes was a brown-haired, middle-aged man soured by his exposure to excessive gore. Due to DC’s chronic man-shortage, Ed was one of only ten men employed in the female-dominated cop station. 
 
   Ed felt DC’s criminals had a grudge against him. It seemed to him that they committed murders just to keep him overworked. 
 
   He ushered Simon over to the table bearing Ann Kelly’s half-corpse.
 
   “Whoever did her in knew exactly what they were doing. Both the neck slash—which was what killed her—and the job of bisecting her were carried out by a very sharp knife, or maybe a claw.”
 
   Simon groaned. “Ed, are you telling me the swamps of DC have now evolved a beastie which can leap into houses?” 
 
   Ed Jakes frowned. “Unlikely it’s an animal. The only beasts that smear people in peanut butter are the human sort.”
 
   Simon winced. “Alice will just love this.”
 
   Ed nodded. “For sure. A fresh psychopath to hunt down sounds right up her alley. Well, she can have it.” 


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Once the meat wagon left with the corpse, Sergeant Mary Fletcher performed a going-over of Ann Kelly’s flat. 
 
   She’d expected Simon to spend more time examining the place, but he’d been preoccupied, only half here.
 
   She found nothing odd. The dead woman had been neat and well organized. 
 
   There was a framed photo of her current MAN, a nerdy-looking twenty-something with a moustache and unfashionable glasses. She spared a moment to wonder what he’d be like as a romantic partner.
 
   She got a pack of Mutton Balloon from the fridge and fed the dead woman’s airsheep, filling their feed pans through the bus’s four corner funnels. She also topped up their water. 
 
   After finishing, she sat and pondered what she considered the case’s major incongruity: the peanut butter smears.
 
   Then there was the video. Oceanview: Deep Blue Sea. That endless rolling vista of water with nothing sailing or swimming it. A visual lullaby escorting Ann to eternal rest.
 
   Fletch got the DVD out of the player and examined it. It was just an ordinary disc.
 
   It struck her that the murderer had left it playing for a reason—to make a fucked-up statement of some kind. She winced; psychos always had fucked-up statements to make explaining how the fucked-up condition of the world gave them the right to fuck innocents up.
 
   The DVD might have fingerprints on it. 
 
   She cased it and dropped it in a nylon bag. She then examined the bedroom.
 
   Nothing odd here either. Just a dildo on the bed. 
 
   She smelled the dildo. Pungent vagina assaulted her nostrils. She grinned. Just used. Meant it wasn’t Ann Kelly’s MAN day.
 
   Which brought another thought to mind: check the station database and find out who Ann’s current MAN was. He must surely be considered a ‘person of interest.’ 
 
   She nixed the thought. The nerdy photo guy would be with whoever he was assigned to today.
 
   She left the apartment, taping a fluorescent yellow, ‘CRIME SCENE: DO NOT TRESPASS’ sign over the bus’s entrance.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Three hours later, Simon’s phone beeped. It was Fletch again.
 
   “What’s new?”
 
   “We’ve another one,” she said, sounding even more stressed than earlier. “Another half-corpse splattered in peanut butter.”
 
   She gave Simon the address and hung up.
 
   #
 
   Riding out from the station airbus once again, Simon was plagued by dark thoughts. DC sped by him, he sped by DC; they blurred into each other like a spun ying-yang symbol. 
 
   #
 
   The only thing connecting Rose Smith’s head to her body was a thread of skin. Like Ann Kelly’s, her body now ended at her navel, her ass and legs nowhere in sight. Peanut butter coated her corpse like it was shit and she a scat fetishist. 
 
   Rose Smith looked like she’d been fighting hard to kill her surprise at being killed by whoever it was that had killed her when she died. 
 
   The TV was playing the same Oceanview: Deep Blue Sea video as at the first murder scene. Its lower rim was again smeared with peanut butter. 
 
   “Same killer for sure,” Fletch said. 
 
   Simon nodded. “For damn sure.” He peered into the dead woman’s bowels. “Again, no sign of forced entry?” 
 
   “None. Everywhere’s cleaner than a corpse’s mind.”
 
   He straightened up, pointed at the DVD.
 
   “I already dropped the first one off at forensics,” Fletch said. “I’ll do same with this.”
 
   Simon nodded grimly. “Good.” Why the fuck did she keep calling him when she could clearly handle the mess by herself? He wished she’d show some initiative . . . 
 
   He sighed, realizing he was being unfair. He blamed his bad mood on his bullshit pregnancy. Fletch was patrol; her job was to be first at a reported crime scene, secure it, and then call in the appropriate detectives, in this case Simon and Alice.
 
   Simon remembered he’d left Alice afterglow-napping at home. She certainly would’ve noticed the dragon pinned to the wall by now and be full of questions.
 
   “You know,” Fletch said, “I’d love to personally get my hands on the sicko responsible for this.” 
 
   Simon grunted. He’d love to too. Then he could beat the living shit out of the fucker to work off his growing tension and apprehension.
 
   #
 
   The door curtains parted and Alice Dread strode in. Her left chainsaw arm gleamed like she’d just oiled it. 
 
   She blew a kiss at Simon. She and Fletch nodded at each other.
 
   “What’s up? I got a switchboard call. Girl said to bust my ass getting over here. Almost splattered my sheep to bits bending a corner just now.” Her gaze settled on Rose Smith’s corpse, with its ropy brown smears. She sniffed; her scarred face creased into a frown. “That don’t smell like shit.”
 
   Simon scooped up a handful of the golden sludge, held it up to Alice’s face. “It’s peanut butter, here—have a lick.”
 
   Alice giggled, flicked the peanut butter off his fingers. She still felt tingly from her last orgasm, and the sight of the blood framing the dead woman was making her horny again. 
 
   She bit her lip. They couldn’t have sex here, not with Fletch around. 
 
   She sighed. Time to work. “This is the second today, right?”
 
   Fletch nodded. 
 
   “We should get a lab analysis of the peanut butter,” Alice said. “Find out who made it, and more importantly—who it’s being supplied to here.”
 
   Simon hadn’t thought of that. His mind kicked into gear. “Has to be from out of town. Peanuts don’t grow in DC’s swamps. They need dry soil.”
 
   Alice stroked the thick scar running the length of the right side of her face, including through her eyelids. Now that she’d made up her mind to work rather than fuck, the sight and smell of Rose Smith’s spilled blood jerked her past arousal into a mental den of cold calculating calm. 
 
   “We check the list of retailers,” she said. “Work via elimination. Someone’s certain to remember something.” 
 
   She pointed to the TV. “Turn that off, Simon.”
 
   “It’s a clue,” he said. “Same video was playing at the last place.” 
 
   He raised his hand to stop both women from talking, called forensics at the station. “Hey, Evgenia. Simon here. What’s the fingerprint report on the Ann Kelly murder? Yeah, the peanut butter nutcase job.” He listened to her response, said, “Thanks,” and hung up.
 
   “No lead there,” he told Fletch and Alice. “Only the dead woman’s prints on the disc.”
 
   Alice frowned. “That means he either wore gloves or forced her to play the discs before murdering her.”
 
   “Might not have been force,” Fletch said. “She could have played the movie cos she knew him.”
 
   Simon nodded. “The evidence makes it seem like both victims knew who killed them. There’s no sign of forced entry, for one thing, and they both had the same DVD playing, which,” he pointed to Rose Smith’s corpse, “they each inserted themselves.”
 
   A sharp pain stabbed his groin and he winced. Both policewomen looked at him oddly. 
 
   “You okay?” Alice asked.
 
   “Fine,” Simon said, sticking his hand into his trouser pocket and grabbing his penis through his pants. 
 
   He smiled. “Just need to pee.” He turned and walked off towards the dead woman’s bedroom. 
 
   He’d felt a fingernail projecting from the tip of his cock. In addition, the anesthetic he’d been given for his ripped anus was wearing off.
 
   #
 
   Simon shut the bathroom door behind him and concentrated on peeing a thumb and six teeth into the washbasin. At the last moment he’d changed his mind about urinating into the toilet bowl—he didn’t want any of the body parts getting lost. 
 
   It was easier than before. Like the vagina of a close-to-term pregnant woman, his pee-hole had expanded so it was now wide enough to insert his little finger with ease.
 
   On a sudden impulse he examined his anus with a finger, found it was as slack as a drunk’s open mouth. He didn’t dare pass his fingers beyond its entrance, for fear of what he might feel inside.
 
   He looked in the mirror. He looked pale, like he was falling ill. 
 
   He felt like he was being sexually abused by a supernatural force.
 
   Wincing, he carefully wrapped the newly ‘born’ human parts in a washcloth and tucked them into his pocket. 
 
   #
 
   Outside, Fletch and Alice were locked in brainmesh conversation.
 
   “DC’s full of sick bastards,” Fletch said.
 
   “Not this sick,” Alice said. “Our DC scumbags keep to the safe side of crime. A win-win situation for everyone. This looks like an out-of-town job, particularly since, as Simon’s pointed out, peanuts don’t grow here.”
 
   Fletch pointed at the TV. “This DVD’s a good lead too. A video of just blue water won’t ever be a bestseller. Has to be a special order. We run a trace on who ordered it.” Her plump face creased into a frown. “And we pay particular attention to anyone who ordered more than one copy.”
 
   “Yeah,” Alice said. “We’ll check that. Plus we’ll look into the peanut butter connection and anything else we can think up.”
 
    “How about I check the DVD angle for you guys?” Fletch offered. “Leave you free to handle the forensic stuff.” She shrugged. “I’m off about now. Pony’s arriving with the meat wagon to relieve me.” 
 
   Fletch wasn’t being altruistic in her offer of help. In her years as a DC cop, she’d seen all sorts of violence against women, but this was the worst. Like she’d told Simon, she wanted to be there when the sicko was found so she could kick his teeth in (she had no doubt it was a ‘he’) and his impotent cock off (she was certain his penis didn’t work), and fuck complaints about police brutality. 
 
   Alice looked at her grimly determined face for a moment and was able to read her thoughts in her eyes. She nodded. “Okay, you’re in on this.”
 
   Fletch finally smiled. 
 
   Alice Dread was her hero. Despite her grotesqueness, Alice was a total cop, deservedly the most feared in DC, the sort of cop Fletch would have loved to be if she wasn’t overweight and concerned about her personal safety. 
 
   And Fletch liked looking feminine. She wasn’t about replacing either of her arms with a chainsaw. And those scars were a fucking no no.
 
   Fletch wasn’t sure if Alice Dread was brave or just reckless. Sometime she suspected both were the same to Alice, that she transcended fear and bodily concerns. 
 
   Not to say she didn’t shit and piss like everyone else, but she did so with gross disregard for the activities themselves. 
 
   She was certain if Alice was caught in a fight and felt like taking a crap, she’d do it in her pants while fighting, accepting it as validation of her warrior self. 
 
   And then there was also the fact that, in DC, with its chronic shortage of men, and with those available being employed as rotational husbands by the city council and rationed out to DC’s women as MAN love-toys, Alice had Simon all to herself.
 
   Now if having your own MAN wasn’t the sign of a real woman, Fletch thought, what was?
 
   “You know,” Alice said, as Simon rejoined them. “I’m becoming very suspicious of the fact that there’s no sign of forced entry.”
 
   “That in itself might be a clue,” Simon said. “This could all be the work of some new limp-dick FreeMAN gang with a master key who are killing women to equalize the sex ratios.”
 
   “Assholes making an asshole statement,” Fletch spat. “Men should be glad to be MEN.”
 
   Alice scowled. “Okay, maybe. But then what are they doing with all the legs and ass they’re stealing? Screwing them?”
 
   Fletch glowered. Whoever it was would be screwing her boot when she caught them. This was a promise she was making herself—one she intended to keep.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Back at the station airbus, Alice and Simon discovered they had a BIG problem.
 
   #
 
   Police Superintendent Anna Bjorg disapproved of her subordinates fucking each other. 
 
   Romance between work colleagues never worked. Police persons fucking each other always fucked up the law-dispensing mechanism. 
 
   However, in Simon and Alice Dread’s case, she’d turned a permanent blind eye.
 
   Anna Bjorg was a tall Swedish blond, rendered handsome rather than pretty by a square jaw. Blue eyes, a small mouth and a Barbra Streisand nose completed the look. Her once-trim figure had filled out due to age and childbearing, but she still looked good in her uniform. 
 
   She was a matron with class. Simon occasionally fantasized about getting her into bed.
 
   Anna Bjorg was efficient to the point of ruthlessness. She stood for no nonsense from anyone, not even when she was wrong.
 
   Simon had met her husband, Jon Bjorg, a bespectacled art professor, at a DC University dinner. All through the evening, Professor Bjorg had said nothing at all except yesses and nos. 
 
   He seemed a trophy his wife had won in a competition. 
 
   Professor Bjorg smiled throughout the entire dinner party, his copious assenting nods to Anna’s loud expositions on the nature of everything fueling her to further expositions that became louder as the night progressed. 
 
   Alice had found the couple creepy. “If that’s marriage, count me out,” she said. “I’ll stay single. It’s like she’s leeching personality out of him to make herself look better.” 
 
   Simon said nothing. He found it safer to say nothing when Alice commented on other people’s relationships. What could he say? Though clearly an odd couple, the Bjorgs were just as obviously happy—throughout the evening, Anna kept sneaking peeks at her husband to ensure he approved of what she said.
 
   #
 
   “Boots has resurfaced,” Anna Bjorg said. 
 
   “Where is it?” Alice sounded like a wounded lioness. 
 
   Simon said a mental prayer. Not Boots. Not today.
 
   “It’s time to take Boots down,” Anna Bjorg said. “The radio girls intercepted a phone call it made. It’s holed up in a disused factory ten miles outside town.”  
 
   She stared intently at Simon. “You two are it. Either bring back the urn or destroy it. Do it quietly—no pyrotechnics. Alice, that means you.”
 
   #
 
   As they were leaving the station, Simon slipped the new body parts he’d peed to Priya Singh before running to catch up with Alice.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
   About Boots (not for wearing).
 
    
 
   Kimberly Welch had been so fucked-up by male abuse that she hated men to a degree inconceivable to them.
 
   Her father started having sex with her when she was six. Her two elder brothers joined in once they were teens, and this incest (actively encouraged by her invalid mother), had continued till she was twenty-two. 
 
   At first Kimberly ran to Mother, who had recently been imprisoned in her wheelchair, for help. She collapsed on the ground beside her, sobbing, her latest violation dribbling its way across her thighs like a stunned snake. She’d weep and weep. 
 
   And Mother would stroke her corn-colored hair, and softly intone: “Your father needs a woman, child, a real woman. I’m no use to him anymore. We must keep this in the family, don’t you see?”
 
   And Kim, scared of Father deserting the family for another woman, would sob and agree to continue her debasement. 
 
   “Yes, Mama. I see.”
 
   Kimberly hurt and hurt at first, physical and emotional torment like flames of hell made solid and poured into her body through her raw abused loins. Then, like with a wound that refuses to heal, the pain became normal to her—a structural pillar to her teenage world. Her mistreatment came to define who she was. Until she couldn’t imagine life, couldn’t imagine herself, without it.
 
   She began looking forward to her daily horrors, anticipating and welcoming them.
 
   Added to her sexual abuse was her maltreatment as a beast of burden. When not being fucked, her existence was one of chores, chores, and more chores. Her family worked her fingers to the bone.
 
   Interspersed between Kimberly’s life of being fucked-on-demand and worked like a mule, had been her eight pregnancies and their resultant abortions.
 
   The abortions were all nightmarish—they seemed more dream than actuality. Half doped, she’d feel something cold and larger than a cock forced through her sex, then the searing pain of the life she’d been growing ripped out of her like weeds from soil.
 
   She’d swim back to consciousness each time to see Dr. Matthews’ kindly face staring down at her. Once he was certain she’d survive, he’d summon her father, Bruce, and they would go off to haggle over his fee. 
 
   Except for her first two, all of Kimberly’s abortions were delayed till she was visibly pregnant, five months gone at least. 
 
   There was a reason for this.
 
   The day after her third abortion, Mother wheeled herself into Kim’s bedroom. She carried a serving tray with a covered plate and a glass of orange juice on it.
 
   “Now, dearest,” she said. “I’ve brought you something really special.”  
 
   Mother was middle-aged but looked ninety. She was one of those women who look like a grandmother from the moment they pop out of the womb.  
 
   She removed the cloth, revealing a hot pie, still steaming from the oven. 
 
   “What’s this, Mama?”
 
   Mother had smiled at her fourteen-year-old. “It’s Little Jeremy, dear.” She cut into the pie so Kim could see the cooked fetus buttocks poking out.
 
   Kim stared at her unborn child in horror and screamed. 
 
   Downstairs, her father and brothers shared a joke and a laugh.
 
   In the end, Kimberly calmed down and listened to Mother’s exhortations:
 
   “Now, dearest, you don’t want Little Jeremy thinking you don’t love him and coming back to haunt you, do you?” Little Jeremy was Mother’s name for all of Kim’s aborted fetuses.
 
   Shivering, Kim shook her head. She was scared of ghosts. She forked a slice of child-pie, lifted it to her lips.
 
   “Good,” Mother said. “It’s like rabbits, Kimberly. You know they eat their young . . . ?”
 
   Kim nodded. 
 
   “It’s because they love them, dearest. Now eat up. Little Jeremy’s good for you. He’ll be angry if you don’t.”
 
   Kim raised the slice of pie to her lips. It wobbled there on her fork, under Mother’s encouraging smile. She put it into her mouth, expecting to puke. 
 
   She was surprised that she didn’t. The pie tasted delicious. Mother had outdone herself. The crust almost melted on her tongue, smooth like butter, and the filling . . . Kim chewed the spongy fetus meat, feeling goodness radiate through her body. 
 
   The pie seemed to her to travel straight from her mouth to her groin, carrying healing to her ravaged womb and vagina.
 
   She swallowed and cut herself another slice. Mother nodded approvingly.
 
   “See, Little Jeremy? Mommy loves you too.” 
 
   Kim ate another slice of fetus-pie, then another and another. 
 
   Mother passed her the glass of orange juice. Kim waved it aside, suddenly possessed of an urgent need to consume the pie as fast as she could.
 
   She needed to show Little Jeremy she loved him.
 
   Mother smiled as she watched Kimberly wolf down the fetus-pie. Now there was no chance the girl would ever run to the police. Now everything would remain in the family.
 
   From then on, Kim had eaten every ‘Little Jeremy’ that followed.
 
   #
 
   Kim’s eighth abortion had gone horribly wrong. 
 
   The day after performing it, Dr. Matthews was shot dead by his mistress’s husband, his brains splattering over her naked tits like whipped cream on cake. 
 
   Without his medical supervision, Kim developed a womb infection. By the time her family realized she wasn’t just shirking work and took her to hospital, the infection had spread throughout her body. 
 
   She was bedridden for three months. 
 
   When she recovered, the doctor informed her she would never have kids again—to save her, he’d excised her womb. 
 
   The doctor suspected something was odd about Kim’s family. He didn’t like the way her father ogled her when he thought no one was watching. 
 
   The doctor notified the police about the girl’s barely-healed bruises and scars. 
 
   The police sent Simon Rush to question Kimberly Welch. 
 
   #
 
   On arriving at the hospital, Simon had stared at Kim Welch for ten minutes at a total loss for words. 
 
   She was a mere human shell. It wasn’t physical—she was healthy, ruddy even, now that she was recuperating—but her eyes screamed nightmares at him. 
 
   So he sat, staring at the would-have-been-pretty girl in the hospital bed with the freckles and corn-colored braids, unable to speak.
 
   Her father, Bruce Welch, a hulking bushy-browed brute, stood by while Simon was with her, warnings in his eyes. 
 
   Kim insisted she was accident-prone and her pregnancy was the result of rape.
 
   Bruce Welch smirked.
 
   Simon saw the girl was scared of her father. Never one to mince words, he pointed his blaster at Bruce Welch and said, “You look like you need some exercise. Go work off your paunch for a while. I’ll keep your daughter company.”
 
   Bruce grunted and left. 
 
   His exit made no difference. Kimberly was too well trained in degradation. She didn’t change her explanation.
 
   Unable to get her to cooperate, Simon left in disgust. 
 
   The investigation stalled.
 
   Kim went home. Back to her mule’s life of working her fingers to the bone and being fucked. 
 
   Everything appeared normal again in the Welch household: Kim’s father was still brutish, her brothers were still oafs, her mother was still a paraplegic cow—but something had changed irreversibly.
 
   Kim had changed.
 
   The knowledge that she would never have a child again drove her over the mental ledge. 
 
   Her unutterable, impossible dream, that someday she’d escape her tormentors and produce a son or daughter she’d love and not eat, and who would love her in return, had been the only thing keeping her sane through the latter years of her horrid existence. 
 
   The loss of her womb extinguished that excruciatingly dim light-at-end-of-tunnel glimmer of hope, as completely as if she’d been killed and buried. 
 
   Phase by phase, her sanity crunched as completely as her teeth had the skulls of her Little Jeremys.
 
   One morning Kimberly got an axe. Next, she drugged her entire family, spiking their morning tea with Eptamine, a drug that worked like a wasp’s sting, paralyzing the victim but leaving them fully conscious. 
 
   She killed them over the course of two days, chopping her fears into raw meat.
 
   Excruciatingly slowly. Her mother first, then her two brothers, and finally her father. 
 
   The endlessly prolonged horror in Bruce Welch’s eyes as she worked on the others was an erotic thrill for Kim. And it only got better when she started on him. 
 
   When Daddy was half-dead, Kim orgasmed spontaneously.
 
   After she finished chopping up her father, Kim fried up his penis and testicles, along with her brothers’, and had them for dinner—‘spaghetti with family sausage and meatballs,’ she later described it. She saw no irony in this.
 
   She was finishing dinner when the police arrived.
 
   By now Kim was too far gone mentally to reason with. She lopped two of the cops’ heads off before Simon knocked her out, using her dad’s thighbone. 
 
   He would have killed her, but he couldn’t forget her tortured eyes when he interviewed her the previous month.
 
   With two cops dead, the trial was a mere formality. 
 
   Kim Welch was sentenced to life incarceration in a home for the criminally insane. 
 
   Simon’s follow-up inquiry found she was kept in a padded cell twenty-four hours a day, wearing a strait-jacket while she raved and spat at her caregivers and sought to harm them by using her body like a missile, launching herself through the air at anyone who came too near. 
 
   The doctors resorted to doping her, keeping her a stoned zombie.
 
   Six months later, she was dead. She’d choked on her vomit in her sleep. 
 
   Everybody assumed that was the last they’d heard about Kimberly Welch.
 
   How wrong they were.
 
   #
 
   Ellie Middlewich was a huge hulking woman. On her runs between DC and Goreville, she handled her truck with a brawny confidence. Her ‘truck’ was a converted USAF bomber held aloft by twenty antigrav sheep that were secured six to each wing and four under both the cockpit and tail. 
 
   On the morning of Kim Welch’s funeral, just back from Goreville with a cargo of footwear, Ellie was whistling “Fanfare for the Common Woman” while driving past the Lower DC Sanatorium for the Criminally Insane when a con-crab lurched into the road. 
 
   Hot Shit! Ellie thought, swerving the truck out of the giant decapod’s way. 
 
   Thinking it was being attacked, the crab lurched out a pincer, sheering the plane’s right wing off. The vehicle swerved across the road, flipped twice, skidded through the sanatorium’s fence, and crashed headlong into the crematory where Kim Welch was the guest of honor. 
 
   There was the mother of all explosions.
 
   Everyone on the scene died. 
 
   Kim Welch resurrected. 
 
   Her ghost, still hovering in viciously bitter angst over her ashes, animated all the shoes in Ellie’s truck that hadn’t been incinerated. 
 
   Boots was the result. A live, psychotic mass of footwear animated by Kim’s urn, which was visible floating amidst its component shoes.
 
   In the months since its odd birth, Boots had progressed from killing for pleasure to killing for pay. Normally, the victims were male. 
 
   Boots was currently DC’s most feared assassin.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Alice’s chainsaw arm made embarking/disembarking from vehicles awkward. Once she mounted her airsheep, they set off, Simon leading, for the factory from which the signal girls had intercepted Boot’s call.
 
   Alice’s frown barely hid her excitement. 
 
   During her previous encounter with Boots, it had gifted her with a large scar, a chunk of missing muscle in her right side. 
 
   She was itching to repay the favor. 
 
   #
 
   The old factory complex was a ruinscape of solitary walls inhabited by abandoned metal tanks levitated by sheep skeletons.
 
   Guided by a homing device, they navigated through arrangements of time-rotted cement, extremely wary of con-crabs. Though the complex looked long-deserted, several walls displayed crab-jaw-shaped holes.
 
   “Here we are then,” Simon said finally, pointing at an overhead suite of prefabricated offices.
 
   They pressed the buttons on their sheeps’ steering so the animals floated up to it.
 
   #
 
   They were about to blow the floating building’s front door off its hinges when it swung open. 
 
   In the doorway stood a short, snub-nosed man wearing a stained orange robe secured around his waist by a belt of plaited shoelaces. Cans of shoe polish were glued-on all over his orange robe like they were metal buttons. More cases of shoe polish dangled around his neck like medallions. He also had shoe brushes of different shapes and sizes holstered in a wide leather belt slung across his body from left shoulder to right hip. 
 
   His arms and legs were covered with different-colored wax splotches. 
 
   He smelt like old shoes.
 
   He looked searchingly at both cops, taking note of Alice’s saw-arm and slasher-movie face.
 
   “My name’s Shoeshine Boy,” he said warily. “I’m Boots’ secretary, with my secondary duty being to keep it clean.” He tittered unconvincingly. “I’ll hate you both for life if you crack jokes about that. Er . . . are you here to hire the boss?”
 
   “Hire? No, we’re police,” Simon said, pulling his gun. He hid his confusion at this unexpected turn of events. 
 
   “I know that. We’re not choosy about who we work for. We can handle DC’s dirty laundry as well as anyone else’s.”
 
   Alice kept her temper under control. “We’re here to arrest Boots,” she said coldly. 
 
   “I see,” Shoeshine Boy said. “Follow me then.” 
 
   Neither of them noticed him trigger the alarm switch in the door handle.
 
   #
 
   His adornment of brushes and polish cans jangling with each step he took, Shoeshine Boy led them through the house to a dimly lit chamber. 
 
   Immediately upon stepping through the chamber door, Simon felt something hard and cold press against the nape of his neck. 
 
   “Hand me your gun,” a female voice said behind him. “Don’t look back. If you try any tricks, I vill slice off your head.”
 
   Simon handed his gun back to the unseen woman.
 
   Shoeshine Boy grinned.
 
   Alice turned to Simon. “See what I always say about the benefits of inbuilt weaponry?” She gave Shoeshine Boy a smile that chilled him like winter. “This chainsaw’s a part of me,” she said. “I’m dying to make it part of you.”
 
   Shoeshine Boy gulped, then recovered his composure. “You ain’t so tough, Alice Dread.” He smirked. “Surprised? I recognized you at once—you’re impossible to mistake for someone else.” 
 
   He pointed to Simon. “Behave yourself or he starts leaking brains.” He pointed to some metal chairs. “Sit and enjoy the show, both of you.”
 
   They sat in the darkened chamber, their idea of its size coming from the length of the shadows crisscrossing it and vocal echoes.
 
   #
 
   The woman who’d ambushed them walked into view, holding Simon’s gun. 
 
   She was tall, thin and . . . grotesque. 
 
   Every part of her body was decorated with black swastikas.
 
   Her face, with its high cheekbones, beautifully kohled pale blue eyes, and perfect lips, sported a large black swastika on each cheek, and a multitude of littler ones dotted everywhere else like misshapen blackheads.
 
   Her neck and arms were similarly adorned—large and little Hakenkreuz battled for space on mayonnaise-white skin.
 
   Her silvered fingernails were decorated with gold swastikas. She was dressed in brown leather—a sleeveless jacket and tight pants. Steel-tipped brown boots completed her attire.
 
   Her glossy black hair was woven into a farm-girl plait. 
 
   In addition to Simon’s gun, the woman carried a slim plastic rod that was a foot long: a nanowhip. Simon was familiar with the weapon. In expert hands it was as deadly as a sword. More deadly even—its lash was a monomolecular filament, able to slice through metal. 
 
   The self-assured way the swastika-covered woman carried herself told Simon she wasn’t a lady to mess with.
 
   An out-of-place fish-stink accompanied her, like she worked at a fishmonger’s. 
 
   She nodded to them. “I am Fraulein Fuhrer, Uber Swiss City’s number one assassin. Very pleased to meet you both, Simon Rush and Alice Dread. It vill be a honor to kill you.”
 
   Simon nodded back. Alice spat on her chainsaw, pointedly watched the spit drip down the blade.
 
   “But seriously, Miss Alice, your face scars . . . you are much more lovely than your reputation made me believe—”
 
   “This is nothing personal,” Shoeshine Boy interrupted her. “Outside of business I’ve the highest regard for policepersons, but this is business. I’ll spell it out for you two: Boots and I now run a ‘disposal service.’ We get rid of irritating individuals for whoever they’re irritating.”
 
   “You’re murderers,” Alice said. 
 
   “Assassins,” Fraulein said, walking behind Simon, keeping his gun pointed at his skull. “It is an old and honorable profession. The pay is also very good. The rich always have someone to kill.” She ran her swastika-enameled fingernails through his hair. 
 
   “Murder is murder,” Simon said. “It’s like a rose by any other name.”
 
   “Vhy be so self-righteous? Vithout criminals you are unemployed.”
 
   “Boots is a fucking psychopath—”
 
   “Not anymore,” Shoeshine Boy said. “By polishing its shoes passionately, I am able to give it the footwear equivalent of a multiple orgasm, hence it is no longer as depressed or neurotic as it was in the past. All Kimberly Welch ever desired after all was for someone to truly love her. As long as I polish Boots twice daily, and profess my affection for it, it no longer desires to murder innocents.”
 
   “Shoeshine Boy vas previously a cobbler,” Fraulein added. “Very good vith shoes.” 
 
   That made twisted sense to Simon. Who else would love a sentient mass of footwear? “Where the hell is Boots?” Simon asked.
 
   “Be patient, both of you,” Shoeshine Boy replied. “It is preparing for a show. We’re about to dispose of someone.” 
 
   #
 
   The dim lights brightened.
 
   A bespectacled man in an expensive blue suit was seated a short distance to their left. He nodded to them, then turned back to observe the proceedings.
 
   They observed too.
 
   An old man was laid out naked and spread-eagled on the floor, his arms and legs secured by straps fastened to metal pegs. 
 
   A short distance from the pegged man, Boots lay, a mountain of footwear meditating on evil intentions.
 
   “What did he do?” Alice asked, curiosity getting the better of her sense of outrage.
 
   “Mr. Rothschild?” Shoeshine Boy asked back. “He refused to resign and let his son, Anders, take over the family banking empire.”
 
   “Anders Rothschild has expensive tastes,” Fraulein said. “He likes expensive cars, expensive clothes, expensive food, expensive vomen . . . expensive bodyguards like myself . . .” 
 
   Simon sighed. Another squalid scene inspired by greed.
 
   Alice breathed heavily beside him. He shared her frustration. Here they were, two cops about to watch someone get murdered and unable to stop it happening. 
 
   He hoped she wouldn’t lose it and start something. He had no desire to feel his brains spill out over his face. He didn’t doubt the swastika-patterned woman would fulfill the threat to spray them everywhere.
 
   “Alright, baby—do it!” Shoeshine Boy shouted.
 
   “Nooooo!” Mr. Rothschild screamed. “No! No! There’s no need to, Anders. I resign! I resign!!!”
 
   “Too late, father,” Anders Rothschild replied coldly. “I’m here to see some dancing!” 
 
   “Son . . .”
 
   “Please, father. Don’t be such a baby about this.”
 
   “Nooo!”
 
   “Do it, baby!” Shoeshine Boy shouted again. “Show them what you got!”
 
   “YEEESSS.”
 
   The rumbling voice came from all over the pile of shoes. 
 
   Boots got to its feet.               
 
   Despite his horror at seeing it again, Simon agreed Shoeshine Boy had done an admirable job of keeping Boots neat and tidy. Its shoes glimmered brightly as it moved and then stood over the spread-eagled man. 
 
   Boots was fully eight-feet-tall when standing and five-feet- broad, a mobile mountain of footwear in the rough shape of a man. 
 
   Its components varied in size from the baby shoes that formed its face, to the average-sized footwear that made up its hands, fingers, and toes, to monster cowboy boots that would only fit a giant several times its size. The latter formed its back and shoulders. 
 
   All the shoes forming Boots’ head had laces, giving the impression that the footwear giant had hair. In addition to a shoelace mustache, shoe-sole lips, and shoelace beard, the dangling laces of the baby shoes that formed the back of its head looked like flowing locks.
 
   Shoelace hair.
 
   Boots’ fingernails and toenails were the tapered metal tips of women’s fashion boots.
 
   Glimpsed in truncated flashes in Boots’ chest was Kimberly Welch’s eerily glittery urn.
 
   The shoe-giant stared disdainfully down at the pegged man. Its shoe-sole lips parted like it was about speaking, then they shut again, and it said nothing.
 
   “Let’s see that fancy footwork,” Shoeshine Boy cooed. “This one’s total disposal.”
 
   “Noooooooo . . . !” Mr. Rothschild’s scream was swallowed up in the loud electro music that began blaring from somewhere in the room.
 
   Its shoes jiggling like obese fat, Boots danced around Mr. Rothschild. 
 
   “Boots is an asshole,” Shoeshine Boy whispered. “I humor it when it is grumpy. It’s very little work—except for the occasional burst of thundered displeasure, it says nothing.”
 
   Alice grunted. This was turning into quite a day. 
 
   Boots made an almighty leap into the air, landed atop Mr. Rothschild, then leapt away again. 
 
   It left a large shoe-shaped hole in the middle of the old man’s body. The hole tunneled through him from front to back. The wound didn’t bleed: its edges and interior were seamless expanses of flesh. 
 
   Alice shuddered. She still had the scallop of missing flesh in her side to remind her of what Boots did best. 
 
   Simon stared speechless. Horror sweat built up in his armpits, dripped down his sides. 
 
   Old Mr. Rothschild saw what had happened to him and redoubled his screams for mercy, but was still unheard above the music. 
 
   Boots kept dancing on Mr. Rothschild, swiveling and pirouetting. With each stomp, another piece of him went missing. 
 
   Boots skipped lightly onto his face, then off again. It left a neat boot-toe-print in its wake. Mr. Rothschild’s screams stopped—his mouth was gone. And still Boots danced on, whittling him away. 
 
   Anders Rothschild watched his father’s murder, entranced. Simon practically heard the wheels turning in his mind as he figured out who to dispose of next.
 
   “This is disgusting,” Simon said. 
 
   “No, it is beautiful,” Fraulein retorted. “It is the administration of death elevated to an art form. You must try to appreciate it.”
 
   Tension built up in Simon like he’d burst. He’d become a cop to stop this sort of crap happening, not watch it. 
 
   Then he felt the other tension in his buttocks and froze stiff. It felt like . . . shit! Not here, not now!
 
   Before them, Boots danced along Mr. Rothschild’s left leg. Toes, foot, ankle, shin, calf, knee, thigh—each successive portion of the limb disappeared in sequence like it was being wiped from existence by a divine eraser.
 
   It repeated the maneuver along his right leg, then moved to his arms.
 
   “Appreciate it all you like,” Alice said. “This is disgusting.” 
 
   Shoeshine Boy laughed at Alice. “You don’t say. You should be glad it didn’t fuck him to death. Now that’s disgusting. You’ve no idea . . .”
 
   #
 
   Boots stopped dancing. It bowed. All that was left of old Mr. Rothschild was a cube of smooth flesh with a nipple on top. Two white dots marking the ends of trimmed ribs punctuated the ridged pink meat.
 
   Anders Rothschild got to his feet, applauding loudly. “I am very impressed,” he said. “I hope I can persuade you to travel to Uber Swiss City someday. Please give me his nipple as a souvenir.” 
 
   “Of course, Mr. Rothschild.” Shoeshine Boy rushed to box the cube of chest flesh. 
 
   Fraulein’s breath was hot on Simon’s neck. It came in short, ladylike puffs, like she was a female steam engine. Excitement streamed from her, palpating his scalp with psychic fingers. 
 
   Her fish stench intensified.
 
   From the quivering of the blaster against his neck Simon could tell she was warming up to kill them. 
 
   Fraulein ran her tongue between her lips. Guns were for wimps. She would kill Simon and Alice Dread with her nanowhip so she could smell their blood on her fingers. Salty like sea-blown mist. A sea she controlled. Not like that other terrible sea . . .
 
   Boots came over to them. “ALICE DREADDDD IS HERE!?”
 
   Its next action shocked everyone. In one fluid motion, it swept Alice off the chair in a grasp of shoe-fingers and began choking her. 
 
   Flailing in midair, Alice switched on her chainsaw. She hacked Boots’ arm with it. It dropped her, grunting savagely.
 
   The pair circled each other, warily lashing out at each other, Alice dodging Boots’ flesh-dissolving feet and Boots dodging her chainsaw. 
 
   Fraulein activated her nanowhip. 
 
   Simon heard its soft hum and launched himself sideways into Alice’s vacant chair.
 
   Startled by his sudden movement, Fraulein fired Simon’s gun. With him out of the way however, the lightning bolt it discharged streaked yellow across the room and hit Shoeshine Boy instead, melting his head off his shoulders. His corpse knelt slowly into a bloody circle on the floor. 
 
   Simon twisted and kicked Fraulein’s wrist. His gun sailed out of her grasp into the air, landed out of their reach. 
 
   He jumped to his feet to face her, picking up the metal chair to shield against her nanowhip. 
 
   Anders Rothschild walked over and retrieved the box containing his father’s nipple from Shoeshine Boy’s dead fingers. He then turned to watch both fights with interest.
 
   #
 
   Simon evaded two slashes from Fraulein’s whip, the second time barely escaping decapitation as the monomolecular filament hummed past him. Ducking her third attack, he collapsed the chair he held around the haft of the whip, bent both objects away from his body, and closed in tight with Fraulein. 
 
   Her breasts pressed hard against him. The growing pressure in Simon’s ass prevented him from getting a erection. That would have been impossible to explain to Alice. 
 
   Fraulein’s smell of fish swirled around them. Simon doubted the smell really came from her—no woman could conceivably have vaginal odor that intense.
 
   Fraulein rubbed her swastika-tattooed cheek against his cheek. 
 
   “You smell nice, Simon. Ja. There vill be no need to embalm your corpse.” 
 
   She punched him in the face, kicked him off her, and flipped backwards out of his reach. The chair he’d locked around her whip clattered to the floor.
 
   Fraulein flicked the nanowhip. Simon ducked out of its way, edging closer to his gun. The monomolecular lash sliced the chair he’d sat on into halves.
 
   Fraulein flicked the whip again, aiming between Simon and his gun. He rolled out of the way again. The backrest of another chair disintegrated. 
 
   Simon saw she was smiling, enjoying their game of cat and mouse. 
 
   In desperation, he picked up the portion of destroyed chair closest to him and hurled it at her. 
 
   Busy reeling in the whip filament, Fraulein was caught off guard and the chunk hit her in the forehead. 
 
   She staggered back. Blood dripped down her cross-decorated face.
 
   Simon darted to pick up his blaster. “Lady, you’re under arrest.”
 
   Fraulein smiled. She licked blood off the edge of her lips. “You are very handsome, Simon, and good fighter too . . . You vill come visit me in Uber Swiss City, ja?”
 
   “Don’t move! You have the right to—!”
 
   “Yes, is correct vhat I was told. Very handsome man, but also very stupid.” She pulled a fish from a pocket and dashed it against the floor. “Come visit me in Uber. Ve vill go skiing and make good Aryan fuck—”
 
   “Don’t move you—!”
 
   The fish exploded. Dense smoke blotted out the room. When it cleared, Fraulein was gone, along with Mr. Rothschild.
 
   Simon turned to help Alice. After taking two steps he stopped, laughed, and sat down. She was doing okay on her own.
 
   #
 
   Alice dodged Boots’ latest rush. Moving like lightning, she stepped inside the punch it threw at her and raked her whirling chainsaw down its body. Shoes exploded left and right. 
 
   Kim Welch’s urn glittered like the sun in the hole she’d cut in Boot’s body. Alice cursed the dead woman’s asshole family for causing so much trouble even after becoming worm food.
 
   Growling in pain, Boots kicked out at Alice, grazing her shin. She felt the sharp pain of leg skin dissolving. 
 
   However, Boots’ move created the opening Alice needed. In a flash she slammed the chainsaw down on its leg, as high up its ‘thigh’ as she could. 
 
   She head-butted the shoe-creature backward off balance while slicing its leg off. 
 
   Boots crashed to the floor.
 
   Before it could recover itself, Alice jumped on it and yanked out its urn. 
 
   With a horrible quaking, Boots blew apart. Shoes fountained everywhere. The room now looked like a footwear exhibition that a bomb had hit. 
 
   Alice switched her chainsaw off. She walked over to Simon, stomping over Shoeshine Boy on the way. A hole in her left pant leg showed her stripped area of shin skin. 
 
   Kim Welch’s urn glittered spooky gold in her hands.
 
   “The Swiss got away,” she said.
 
   “Not our business,” Simon replied. “Let their own police catch them. DC’s got enough shit for us to cope with.”
 
   And I’ve more shit than I can cope with, he added mentally, clenching his buttocks tightly together as they left.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   Research on the origin of the Deep Blue Sea DVDs led Sergeant Mary Fletcher to the Box Office Movietorium video retail store.
 
   She arrived to find the video store gutted by flame. 
 
   Fletch halted her airsheep. Her fat face set like it was carved from flint, she grimly studied the store’s remains. 
 
   Fire and smoke billowed from the housebus’s windows. Its four airsheep were now barbeque, but it still hovered. 
 
   She flew her sheep higher. Choking on smoke, she peered into the bus. 
 
   There was no sign of life. The pair of roasted legs visible through a gap in the burnt-out service counter had to be the store owner. 
 
   Gold-brown chunky sludge bubbled over the window ledges, splattering the ground below.
 
   Fletch winced. Not peanut butter again.
 
   So she’d been right. Whoever was responsible for the killings had a connection to this video store, and had clearly murdered its owner. 
 
   Her airsheep was nervous about being so close to fire with its roasted sibling corpses on display. She let it hover lower, till its hooves almost touched the ground. 
 
   Two Oceanview: Deep Blue Sea DVDs lay on the ground, partly covered by peanut butter. Fletch bent over and retrieved the lower, less dirty, one. 
 
   ’Bout time she watched the damn thing from the beginning anyway.
 
   She called the fire department and flew off home.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Superintendent Anna Bjorg nodded as Alice secured Kim Welch’s urn in the cage on the mortuary wall. 
 
   “It’s good this is over for good. Great work, you two. I expect the city council will have commendations for you both. Medals even. You’ve done DC a real service this time.” 
 
   Alice nodded at her boss. She’d always suspected her of being more concerned about politics than law enforcement. 
 
   She locked the cage, handed Anna Bjorg the key. The police chief smiled. “That’s that then. Where’s Simon?”
 
   “In sickbay with Priya. Tummy troubles. Something he ate keeps sending him to the toilet.”
 
   #
 
   While Priya Singh waited outside with a fishing net, Simon used the toilet. This time he stooled a lung—pale and spongy and splotchy. 
 
    It felt like a monster tongue that was licking the world as it came out of his anus. Thankfully, it didn’t hurt.
 
   Once the lung’s dragon afterbirth was out of his ass, Simon opened the toilet door so Priya could snare it in her fishing net. 
 
   He pulled up his pants and they taped the dragon’s mouth shut.
 
   The little dragon huffed angrily. Priya injected it with a sedative and it slept. Horns of smoke spurted from its nostrils with its snores.
 
   After cutting it free of its placenta, Priya dropped the lung into the plastic box containing the rest of the body parts Simon had ‘birthed.’ Simon was surprised to see that the parts were in constant motion, squirming over and around each other like they were having sex.
 
   “I don’t understand that either,” Priya said. “Let’s just get the rest of it out of you as quickly as possible.”
 
   She locked the dozing dragon into a cage and turned out the lab lights.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Dropping her bag and gun on her sofa, Fletch made her way into her bedroom. 
 
   It had been an asshole of a day, one of those days when she believed the heavens had conspired to shit on DC. She needed to unwind in the worst possible way. 
 
   She stripped, moved from bedroom to bathroom and ran herself a bubble bath. 
 
   She soaked into the water, feeling the tension lift off her shoulders. Immersed in soothing floral suds, she forgot the fucked-up planet outside. 
 
   It felt great to take the weight off her feet.
 
   Looking down through her bathroom window, she saw a partially submerged alligator lazing in the mud outside, eyeing her home’s airsheep. 
 
   Seeing the reptile made her think of the slasher case.
 
   Two half-stiffs? Both smeared in peanut butter? What the hell was DC turning into? Goreville? Hell, even Goreville kept its sickos under better control. 
 
   #
 
   She woke up all of a sudden and realized she’d fallen asleep in the bath. The bathwater was now tepid. The previously cloudlike suds looked like they’d rained away their cleansing power.
 
   Fletch climbed out and drained the bath. She toweled herself dry, glad she felt refreshed physically, if not mentally. 
 
   She considered masturbating, but decided against it. Tomorrow was her midweek MAN-day. No point wasting the sexual buildup; let Joe come do it. After all, fucking single women was what the government employed MEN for. 
 
   Besides, if she did masturbate, she’d fall asleep afterwards, and she wanted to watch the video she’d found at the gutted video store. 
 
   #
 
   Despite the sociopolitical benefits it had brought to the city’s women, Fletch found DC’s man-shortage a total drag. 
 
   When the initial con-crab explosion hit DC, the creatures brought an STD with them that killed four-fifths of the town’s male population.
 
   The disease they brought caused non-immune men to shrivel into withered clumps of groin and pubic hair.
 
   This was ironic: con-crabs had since been found to be overly mutated cousins of pubic crabs. 
 
   Now DC had one man for every six women. 
 
   The city council had stopped the exodus of women to nearby towns by passing laws outlawing marriage. Previously married couples were allowed to remain so, but no one else was permitted near a nuptial altar anymore.
 
   For everyone else . . . DC’s remaining men became ‘MEN,’ the communal property of the city’s remaining females. 
 
   The only men exempt from this ruling were the surviving police and military, but even they were expected to have at least one girlfriend and had to submit to the advances of any woman whose eye they temporarily caught. 
 
   (To discourage emotional slackers from seeking enlistment, admission into both DC’s police and military was now restricted to women.)
 
   Initially, some women suggested importing men from other towns, but changed their minds when the city council explained to them that a shift in the male/female demographic would mean the return of patriarchy.
 
   And there was a yet more persuasive argument for maintaining the new status quo: It was statistically proven that DC’s women were doing a much better job running their city than their menfolk previously had.
 
   #
 
   Even in the new society, there was some unfairness. 
 
   All city council members (including the female heads of the police and the military) had permanent MEN of their own. This, it was argued, was essential to enable them to concentrate their energies on smoothly running DC without distractions. 
 
   ‘Lesser’ women, however, had to share, something they did grudgingly, though realizing that the new freedoms being the dominant sex offered outclassed biological squabbles over relationships.
 
   (Children resulting from MAN-sex were the sole responsibility of their mothers. Their fathers were duly registered as such, but had no parental rights.)
 
   DC’s MEN quickly made the discovery that the ancient one-man/one-wife ethic was much to be preferred to having to squire an endless sequence of women between the ages of eighteen and eighty, all with their personal idiosyncrasies. 
 
   MEN were rotated bi-monthly so women wouldn’t develop feelings for them. 
 
   Joe, Fletch’s current MAN, was a nervous wreck most times he wasn’t with her. 
 
   He was a handsome and pleasant fifty-year-old with a bald spot. When not with the women he was assigned to romance, he was usually on his psychoanalyst’s couch, working through his feelings of emasculation, social impotence, and failing sexual performance.
 
   In a city where it was impossible for a man to commit infidelity, most MEN desperately wished for the time when that emotional crime had existed. 
 
   MEN had one day off each week. 
 
   Maryse H.Q., head of the city council, was religious. Having read somewhere that God made the world in six days and rested on the seventh, she got a law passed making the day after Saturday ‘MENSday,’ when MEN rested from their ‘labors,’ that is, they didn’t romance or fuck. 
 
   To even things out, she’d also championed the conversion of Wednesday to ‘WOMENSday.’ 
 
   On WOMENSday, women could fuck ANYONE they wanted to. 
 
   #
 
   Fletch fed her airsheep, then got a bowl of fruit and a Diet-Fanta from the fridge. She left the kitchenette and went into the living room. 
 
   Fletch inserted the DVD from the crime scene in her player. Oceanview: Deep Blue Sea appeared on screen. 
 
   She sat back and waited. 
 
   For two minutes nothing happened. It was just like the two videos she’d seen playing at both death scenes. The pleasantly endless wash of blue water ebbed and flowed, making her wish for a sailboat even though she’d been violently seasick the only time she’d ever gone out to sea.
 
   So much for clues, Fletch thought, crunching into an apple. 
 
   She watched on. She liked the vibe the video gave her. She felt peaceful like when soaking in the tub.
 
   Her fat face set in a languorous smile, her red hair falling round her neck like blood dripping from her scalp, Fletch’s hands wandered between her thighs. Her fingers spread apart her lower lips, teased out her sex bud, and began to stroke it. She couldn’t help herself, the flutter of the waves was so hypnotically sensual. 
 
   Like her sexual buildup, it started slowly. 
 
   Far off in the most remote part of the onscreen ocean, she spotted a black dot. As her stimulation of her clitoris quickened, the dot grew nearer and nearer till it was discernable as a golden-skinned woman swimming.
 
   The woman swam to the edge of the television. 
 
   She was beautiful. Fletch found her face a huge turn-on. She increased the speed of her fingers’ circumclitoral motion, then feeling the need for something filling inside her, reached over with her free hand to where her blaster lay on the sofa, and pulled it from its holster. 
 
   Gripping the weapon by its barrel, she inserted its handle inside her pussy. A tight, snug fit.
 
   She began a fast in-out motion with the gun in synch with her stroking finger. 
 
   She reached an orgasm having all the character of the onscreen blue. Calm to gale-force-violent in five seconds flat. 
 
   #
 
   The golden onscreen woman licked her lips as she watched Fletch coming.
 
   She waited till the waves of passion rippling Fletch’s naked form had subsided, till the policewoman collapsed back on the sofa with the wave-smooth rising and falling of her breasts being the only sign, other than her slit-open eyes, that she was still alive. 
 
   Fletch lay like that, fingers on the barrel of the gun in her pussy.
 
   Gripping the edge of the TV screen, the golden woman levered herself up out of the TV ocean and into the room. 
 
   Fletch sat up abruptly but weakly, too drained by her orgasm to be more alarmed. 
 
   Then she did a double-take and became very alarmed.
 
   The woman pulling herself out of the television had no legs.
 
   She was a mermaid, with a tail covered with hand-sized semisolid scales. Scales sculpted from a golden chocolate-like substance. 
 
   Fletch recognized what it was. Peanut fucking butter.
 
   The woman’s slithery motion told the tale of equally sludgy bones beneath her golden skin. 
 
   Fletch realized the woman’s entire body was made of peanut butter. 
 
   A peanut butter mermaid?
 
   Half out of the TV, the mermaid paused a moment as though to catch her breath. Then, brandishing a knife, she launched herself through the air at Fletch, screaming at an ear-splitting volume. 
 
   Fletch would have screamed too, but the woman slashed the knife across her throat from ear to ear, slitting her voice box in two.
 
   Fletch collapsed back on the sofa. Frantic and unable to believe what just happened to her, she raised her hands to her throat to stop the spurting blood. 
 
   The woman regarded her with a smile colder than the ocean depths. Her tail slithered over Fletch like a snake, coating her with peanut butter. 
 
   “Die quickly,” she told Fletch. “When you are dead I will cut your legs off and take them away. I will treat your legs very well.”
 
   Anger flooded Mary Fletcher. Anger that she was about to depart life so uselessly. Treat her legs well? What the fuck!? 
 
   She was taking this peanut butter cunt with her. 
 
   With her last strength, Fletch yanked the juice-smeared gun out of her vagina. She reversed her grip on it, shoved it into the mermaid’s face, and pulled the trigger thrice.
 
   The back of the mermaid’s head exploded like a bag of shit dropped from three stories high. Peanut butter brains blew out over the housebus wall, coating the furniture gold.
 
   Fucking die along with me, bitch, Fletch thought as the woman collapsed on her. 
 
   She died, smiling at the mermaid’s corpse in grim satisfaction.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Simon and Alice Dread stared at the entwined corpses, the mermaid lying on top of Fletch’s body. Fletch was covered in so much peanut butter she looked like someone was making a sandwich out of her.
 
   Alice bent to study the corpses. Simon had noticed the peanut butter on Fletch’s TV. He walked over to examine it.
 
   Simon ran a finger through the gold smear on the lower rim of the TV screen. This was the third such smearing. What was the connection?
 
   He was startled when his finger, slippery from the peanut butter, slid over the plastic and went through the screen.
 
   Simon pulled his finger out of the wetness he’d felt on the other side. 
 
   After considering for a moment, he pushed his entire hand into the TV screen. it disappeared without resistance. He pulled it out wet, nodded at the water dripping from it onto Fletch’s floor.
 
   Case closed. 
 
   Alice hadn’t noticed. She was still studying the corpses.
 
   Simon called her over, showed her what he’d just discovered.  
 
   Alice pushed her hand into the television also. She pulled it out, looked from the TV to the pair of corpses, then back again. 
 
   “Well I guess that wraps this up,” she said. “Nice of providence to work everything out for us so neatly.”
 
   “Yeah,” Simon agreed. “Mermaid made of peanut butter crawls out of TV set and kills police officer who heroically kills her also before dying.” He winced. “It’s a horrible shame ‘bout Fletch though. She was one of our best cops.”
 
   “Yeah,” Alice said. She’d become distracted. Seeing Fletch’s spilt blood had gotten her aroused. 
 
   She straightened up, turned to Simon. “This is resolved then. We’ll call the meat wagon after we investigate the bedroom.”
 
   “Okay.” Then he saw the look in her eyes and realized what she intended doing in the bedroom. “Alice . . .”
 
   “It’s alright,” she said. “They’re both dead—can’t watch us.”
 
   #
 
   It was a cold, violent fuck. 
 
   Alice let Simon do all the work, first having him suck her engorged clitoris while her chainsaw chipped chunks from the bed, then making him fuck her hard doggy-style—hard as a hammer pounding nails. 
 
   Simon had been Alice’s boyfriend long enough to know this was what she wanted whenever she was like this. He despised himself for being able to get a hard-on with two stiffs in the next room, but he fucked her anyway. 
 
   You never said no to Alice when she was horny.
 
   Alice contributed nothing to the sex. After a while she collapsed on her belly, lying as still as if she were dead till she came in a pseudo-epileptic fit. All the while her chainsaw spun, gouging a hole through the housebus floor.
 
   Simon pulled out of her pussy and inserted himself into her ass. Halfway to sleep, she grunted awake. 
 
   “You’re waking me up, darling.”
 
   He forced himself into her tight hole and slid in and out. He wanted to hurt her, but knew he was wasting his time—Alice was so messed-up she’d just interpret the pain as his lust for her.
 
   After five minutes of relentlessly pounding her ass, Simon discovered his penis was blocked. He could feel an obstruction in it preventing him from ejaculating. 
 
   Alice swam up out of sleep, switched off her chainsaw. She raised herself up on an elbow. “What’s keeping you, baby? You’re never this long.”
 
   “I can’t cum.”
 
   Alice turned over. “Jerk off on my tits then. That always works.” 
 
   Simon did so. Her breasts were the least scarred part of her. He fondled himself, then realized his cock was expanding, like a rat was trying to crawl out of it. 
 
   And he was about to cum. 
 
   Alice gaped. “Wow, that’s one hell of a load you’re about spurting.” She squeezed his balls with her right hand, scratched his ass with the chainsaw. 
 
   Simon came. He ejaculated an erect penis. 
 
   Alice’s eyes widened in shock. “What . . . ?”
 
   He nodded wearily at her. 
 
   After the penis trailed its afterbirth, a black beetle that landed on its back, helplessly kicking its legs. The penis Simon had ejaculated twitched in sympathy beside it.
 
   Alice regarded Simon coolly. “So this is why you wanted to see Priya. Okay, spill it—how long has this been going on?”
 
   Simon couldn’t reply. He suddenly had a terrible headache.
 
   “Nyyyaaaaahh!!!” he yowled, eyes shut. He grabbed his head between his hands, pressing its sides. It felt like it was about to explode. 
 
   Alice was worse than alarmed. “Baby, baby, please!”
 
   She jumped off the bed and quickly pulled on her trousers.
 
   The pain in Simon’s head subsided a little. He opened his eyes and stared at Alice, his vision very blurred. “Get . . . me . . . to . . . sickbay.”
 
   Alice nodded, suddenly VERY scared. 
 
   Two eyeballs peered at her from Simon’s right eye. In addition, a thick braid of brown hair dangled out of his left eye.
 
   “Okay, baby. Let’s go.” She bent to help him off the bed. He shrieked again, gripped his ass. Alice looked behind him and shuddered. 
 
   A woman’s forearm was sticking out of his anus; it flexed its fingers—slime and shit dripped from its metallic nails. 
 
   Then in a spurt of blood two ribs pushed their way out of Simon’s left nostril.
 
   Simon screamed from the pain and didn’t stop.
 
   The sight of blood had calmed Alice.
 
   She thought for a moment, then laid Simon out cold with a punch.
 
   She slung her unconscious boyfriend over her shoulder, stuffed the ejaculated penis on the bed into her pocket, and rushed past the corpses in the living room and out of Fletch’s housebus, hurrying to get to the station as fast as fucking possible. 
 
   As she rode, a vertebral column ripped its way out of Simon’s right nipple. Writhing like a centipede, it slithered a bloody trail down his chest.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   For the next week, Simon existed in a totally doped-out state. He was only conscious of time’s passing when an organ exited his body.
 
   He felt no pain; Dr. Priya Singh made sure of that. 
 
   “I can’t guarantee he’ll survive this,” she told Anna Bjorg and Alice.
 
   “Make him survive,” Alice growled.
 
   “I’ll try my best,” Priya said.
 
   “You do that,” Superintendent Bjorg said. 
 
   #
 
   Most of the time Alice sat by Simon’s bed holding his hand.
 
   “I hate you, baby,” she whispered piteously, when they were alone. “Don’t die on me now. I don’t know what I’ll do with myself if you don’t wake up.”
 
   Alice grew unkempt. She grew thin from lack of food. She stank. She didn’t care. 
 
   Peering at her through the observation window, Priya’s disdain for Alice softened. She was touched by her devotion. The woman actually had a heart after all, actually cared for Simon.
 
   Then one night as she was about to enter Simon’s room, she heard Alice speaking to him through the ajar door. 
 
   She eavesdropped.
 
   “I hate you, baby,” Alice was saying. “Please don’t die. Please don’t die, baby. I hate you.”
 
   A renewed burst of dislike for Alice Dread flooded Priya. She shook her head in disgust. 
 
   What the fucking hell was this fucked-up psycho bitch’s fucking problem?


 
   
  
 




 
   Part 2: The Making of Alice Dread.
 
    
 
   Alice David had no idea why she found the sight of blood so comforting. It was something she’d first noticed during her teenage years. 
 
   The first time she’d had her period, she stood staring at the red liquid trickling down her legs for ten full minutes, feeling eerily empowered by the sight. 
 
   In her later teens, she found similar peace in cutting herself with a razor. Concentrating on the blood flowing from her flesh put her into a meditative state.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Alice David puked a little, then she puked a lot more. 
 
   For three minutes she stood over the toilet bowl, heaving like she was spewing her guts out through her mouth as the horrid stuff came up in little spurts.
 
   The vomit spasms passed. Alice stared at the bowl’s contents. The blue sludge looked so much like paint that she considered getting a brush and checking out how it would look on the walls. 
 
   She wiped her mouth, flushed the toilet, and rejoined the others in the living room.
 
   #
 
   There were four of them.
 
   Brad was their leader. He was tall and athletic. Handsome in an average kind of way, with brown eyes and hair and sensual lips. 
 
   Brad was the sort of person others congregated around for both good and bad reasons. In this instance, a combination of both. 
 
   The rusty ramshackle housebus the four sat in was Brad’s. 
 
   Alice David was Brad’s girlfriend. A vivacious redhead, she was attractive without being beautiful, with clear skin and twinkling blue eyes. She was tallish, with a tightly muscled body. Her figure was saved from being a boy’s by heavy breasts so prominent she was secretly ashamed of them. 
 
   At the moment Alice stank like a con-crab—for a very good reason.
 
   Max sat opposite Alice. He was Brad’s younger brother. 
 
   A compulsive science nerd, Max was small, blond, and girly. He was homosexual, with a penchant for picking horrible boyfriends who fucked him over after fucking him—beating him up, stealing whatever little money he had, and leaving him heartbroken.
 
   Karen Locking stood beside Max. Karen was beautiful. Spanish-black hair, luscious reddened lips, and a Russian aristocrat’s face with green eyes. When she smiled the whole world seemed to be sun-blessed grassy plains; when she frowned one thought only of artic tundras. 
 
   And she had a totally knockout body.
 
   However, there was something sexually forbidding about Karen. Despite her fantastic face and bod, she seemed designed for ‘display purposes only.’ A fantasy fuck; a non-porno jerk-off crush you weren’t meant to touch.
 
   Alice suspected Karen Locking was as frigid as an icicle.
 
   But despite her suspicions, Alice David was secretly jealous of Karen. She suspected Brad kept her around because he wanted to screw her. More than once she’d caught him ogling Karen’s ass. 
 
   (When this happened, rather than make a scene, Alice bit a finger deeply and stared at its welling blood to calm her distressed emotions.)
 
   It was this jealousy of Karen that had made her volunteer to be their crab woman.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   The crab woman idea had been Max’s. 
 
   His face discolored by a black eye from his latest no-good boyfriend (who Brad had just forcibly kicked out of his life), Max had explained about the crab shit.
 
   “We’ve no weapons that will take out the con-crabs. Only the military have those.”
 
   “Tell me something I don’t know,” Karen said, her tone blasé. “That’s old news.”
 
   Max sniffed. Brad stared stonily at Karen. She smiled back. “Don’t screw with Max,” he said coldly. “You know how sensitive he is.”
 
   Karen froze like ice. Her eyes blazed.
 
   “We’ve no weapons,” Max repeated. “Only the military have those. We can’t kill the crabs, so we divert them.” He held up a test tube. “With this.”
 
   The test tube was half-full of a liquid resembling blue paint. 
 
   “What is that?” Alice asked. 
 
   “Female con-crab hormone extract,” Max said. “We inject one of you girls with it to distract the crabs—attract them away from . . .”
 
   “Why us girls?” Karen interrupted. Alice thought this was a good question. “Why not one of you guys?”
 
   “Because the crabs guarding the bank are male. Female con-crabs remain in their underground caves breeding more of the ten-legged shits.”
 
   “If one of us guys take the extract,” Brad added, “all that’ll happen is we’ll confuse them—”
 
   “Because we’re male, we’d likely smell gay to them, since it’s female extract,” Max finished. “That could be very dangerous.”
 
   Karen refrained from pointing out that he was gay. Instead she nodded at the test tube.
 
   “Is that shit reversible?”
 
   Max nodded. “Totally. It’s like birth control pills. You know how those work, right? They fool your body into a simulated menstrual cycle. Same with this stuff. You take it for a month before we strike, it alters your metabolism so the crabs think you’re one of their females—”
 
   “We look different,” Karen interrupted. “That’s dangerous too.”
 
   “Not if you smell right. With these crabs it’s all about pheromones. Once aroused, they’re like human males—they think with their dicks, not their brains.” He indicated the test tube. “Once we’re done, you stop taking this. A month later, you’ll be fine again.”
 
   “Not to mention rich,” Brad added. “So which of you girls is volunteering?” He gestured around his ramshackle bus. “Or maybe you both prefer to be broke-ass poor for the rest of your lives.”
 
   “We’re going ahead even if you’re not,” Max said. “We’ll keep looking till we find a woman who’ll take the shots.”
 
   “I’ll do it,” Karen said. “I’ll be your crab woman.” Her eyes smoldered sexily at Brad. “Only thing is—I expect compensation for my part in this.”
 
   “We’re splitting four ways,” Max said.
 
   “A quarter of the profits is sufficient compensation,” Alice said.
 
   “Uh-uh,” Karen said, staring pointedly at Brad. “I want more than that—you know what I mean.”
 
   “I do and I’m not sharing,” Alice spat. Her jealousy got the better of her good sense. “Screw you, Karen.” She turned to Brad, her face fierce. “I’ll be your damn crab woman, and that’s final.”
 
   Karen said nothing more. A smug smile spread over her face.
 
   It was only when she’d cooled down that Alice realized the woman had set her up. 
 
   She also realized Brad hadn’t appeared bothered she was the one being injected with the crab shit.
 
   #
 
   The first crab-hormone injections made Alice tired and dizzy. When that passed, they made her want to fuck a lot. Then that phase ended and she didn’t feel like fucking at all.
 
   Her ‘blue period’ began. Pee, puke or shit, all that came out was the blue paint goo. 
 
   “It’s alright,” Max said, when she told him about it. “Everything will reverse itself once you stop the shots.”
 
   Her skin turned orange and hardened. It became so hard Max had to inject her in her gums, which hurt like hell. 
 
   She stopped bleeding red. Only transparent goo came out when she cut herself. 
 
   During this latter part of Alice’s transformation, Brad and Karen were out most of each day, casing the robbery site. Alice didn’t care. She had no desire for intimacy.
 
   Then all her hair fell out. She looked like a cancer victim undergoing chemotherapy. 
 
   Finally, Alice grew tiny crab legs in place of her missing hair. 
 
   Max nodded at the hundreds of segmented appendages waving on her scalp and crotch. “You’re a crab-woman now. Those decapods will fucking freak over you.”
 
   Alice didn’t share his enthusiasm. Her body felt like it wasn’t hers. She was also a total emotional mess. All she wanted was for the damn robbery to be over so she could return to normalcy.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Brad, Alice, Max, and Karen planned to steal ten million dollars in cash. 
 
   Their target: Metal Town’s First Bank. 
 
   #
 
   Midnight.
 
   The bank was as deserted as they’d expected. The thirty trucks forming it floated over a con-crab infested swamp, with a three-sided barbed wire fence outlining the area of swampland the bank owned. 
 
   (Metal Town’s con-crab infestation was as bad as DC’s. However the crabs did much less damage since most of its buildings were metal.)
 
   First Bank had no ground-level security other than the crabs. Without exception, the con-crabs ate all intruders. 
 
   The bank staff regularly left butchered animals in the mud underneath the bank to keep the crabs used to the idea that there was food available in this particular area of the swamp.
 
   Staff and customers were airlifted in and out by a shuttle service from town. The bank’s roof had an extensive landing platform where people were deposited and collected from. To prevent a nighttime aerial assault on the premises, each bank truck was outfitted on its sides and roof with automatic motion-sensitive machine guns. These covered overlapping portions of sky, so there were no blind spots for an unauthorized air-vehicle to penetrate. 
 
   The bank was impregnable, or so its security staff believed.
 
   Max knew different. There was always a loophole. And his geeky brain had permitted him no rest till he’d worked out how to break into the financial fortress. 
 
   The con-crabs themselves were the bank’s weakness. The bank not wishing to harm its security force, the machine guns on the trucks didn’t react to motion on the ground, else they’d shoot up the crabs. 
 
   The way in was clear. All that had remained for Max to figure out was how to tackle the con-crabs themselves. And he’d done so.
 
   #
 
   The quartet rode their airsheep in through the fourth unsecured edge of the bank perimeter, which was left open to allow the crabs entry into the ‘premises.’
 
   Naked beneath her blanket, Alice felt strange. Once they’d entered the swamp, her body began tingling. She felt the desire to slip off the hovering sheep and wallow in the mud.
 
   Her companions were all tense. Max was the most tense. What if this didn’t work? He’d only experimented on rabbits and mice prior to injecting Alice with the hormone serum.
 
   It worked. 
 
   As planned, once inside the bank premises, everyone except Alice parked their sheep just outside the cover of the hovering trucks. 
 
   Alice kept riding towards the opposite wall. Once there, she disembarked from the floating sheep and sat in the mud.
 
   Instantly, the huge mutant crabs began pulling themselves out of the mire beneath the bank trucks and heading towards her. 
 
   “It’s working,” Karen said. In the under-bank lighting, the sight of the crabs detaching themselves from the mud threatened to unnerve her.
 
   “Let’s go,” Brad said. He was also very nervous.
 
   “Hold on a bit,” Max said. “We need to make sure she’ll be safe. There’s still a chance the crabs might attack her. If that happens, we rush in and grab her and get the hell out of here.”
 
   Brad grunted. 
 
   The con-crabs reached Alice. At first they danced around her, caressing her with their pincers, uncertain what breed of crab she was. Then they began fighting over which of them would mate with her first. The clacking of pincers filled the swamp.
 
   “Are you satisfied?” Brad asked his brother. “They love her.”
 
   “Wait a bit more. There may still be some hiding under the trucks.”
 
   “I don’t think there are any more,” Karen said. She giggled. “I do think we should hurry so we can rescue her ass before they start fucking her.”
 
   Max winced. “Okay, let’s go.”
 
   #
 
   Sitting cross-legged in the mud, Alice watched the crab’s mating contests. The smell of the creatures turned her on big time. She smiled as they tussled amongst themselves, snapping their pincers against each other, jostling for order of dominance. 
 
   Occasionally, their stalked eyes turned in her direction. She trembled from the desire she saw in them.
 
   The crab violence continued. Alice became bored. Her body ached for their contest to finish so she could give the winner the prize it deserved.
 
   #
 
   The robbery went smoother than a penis entering a passion-moistened vagina. Max set the charges beneath the middle of the truck, then stepped well back and detonated them. 
 
   There was a controlled explosion. Then the truck bobbed for half a minute while the airsheep causing it to levitate shat and peed themselves from fear of the shockwaves. Then it leveled again. 
 
   The crabs paid no attention whatsoever to the explosion. Karen looked over to where they fought over Alice. Broken con-crabs lay on their backs in the mud between the combatants, leg-kicking like dying roaches, like upturned beetles.
 
   Brad didn’t turn to look at Alice. Instead, he climbed up through the hole ripped in the truck’s underside and began handing down packages of money. 
 
   Karen and Max secured the money in bags on Karen’s sheep. Leaving, she’d ride pillion to Brad.
 
   “That’s all,” Brad said. He jumped down from the truck.
 
   Max pointed over to where Alice sat by the fence, giggling with pleasure at the crab mating contests. 
 
   “I think she’s been a crab long enough,” Max said. “Time to go get her.”
 
   “Hold on a minute,” Brad said. “If we take her with us, won’t the crabs come after us?”
 
   Max looked at his brother in horror. “Are you suggesting we leave her behind? Dude, she’s your girlfriend.” 
 
   “How do we take her with us?” Karen asked Max. “We’ve got the extra weight of the money now.”
 
   “And she doesn’t look in any condition to steer her own airsheep,” Brad added. “Or even ride behind you on yours.”
 
   Max cursed himself. Shit! He never really considered how they’d get away. He’d just assumed . . . “I think we’ll make it. What we’ll do is . . .” His eyes met Brad’s. “Anyhow, we can’t leave her behind. That’s no different from murder.” 
 
   “You’re being unreasonable, Max.”
 
   “No, Brad, you are. Leaving her here is murder. Even if the crabs don’t fuck her to death, the cops will lock her up forever, which is little different.”
 
   “Or she’ll turn prosecution witness and lead them back to us in exchange for a reduced sentence,” Karen said, her eyes like chipped flint. “We can’t have that happening.”
 
   Brad looked at her sharply, then back at Max.
 
   “Whatever you say,” he told his brother. “Just work out how to separate her from her new crab boyfriends without getting us killed.”
 
   Alice let out an orgasmic groan. Max turned to look at her. Alice was smiling inanely, seated with her arms and legs crossed like a Neo Hindu goddess. 
 
   Brad put his gun to Max’s ear and pulled the trigger. Max’s brains blew out the front of his head and across the mud.
 
   “Goodbye, Max,” Brad said as his brother’s body slumped into the mush. 
 
   He smiled at Karen. “Time to leave, babe.”
 
   She smiled back, giggled. “But we mustn’t forget Alice, must we? Even though she sounds like she’s in wonderland. That wouldn’t be nice now, would it?”
 
   Brad now looked over towards the perimeter fence. The crabs had now moved their contests for domination and first rights at the prize a short distance from Alice. The beaten, wounded, and dead lay twitching in the mud. Alice’s airsheep floated beside her like a guardian angel.
 
   “Let’s go talk to Alice,” he said, mounting his airsheep. “Persuade her to keep her mouth shut.”
 
   #
 
   Alice heard the gun report announcing Max’s death; it meant nothing to her. 
 
   All that meant anything was crab penises, penetrations, ejaculations. They meant everything now. The only thing was, she wasn’t getting any yet. And she wanted them, wanted them all.
 
   Wouldn’t these dumb beasts hurry up, stop fighting, and fucking get in line to fuck her?
 
   I’m not going anywhere, she cooed. Be good boys and stop fighting. Mommy needs you here. Come make sweet love with mommy.
 
   Dreamily, she wondered if her accomplices were done getting the money yet. When she was rich she’d buy a pleasure palace and fill it with lovely, sexy crabs.
 
   Then she became aware of Brad and Karen, staring down at her from their sheep, totally ignored by the horny, battling crustaceans. 
 
   “Are we done?” she asked them. Sitting there in the mud, she really didn’t want to leave. She would miss the crabs . . . her darlings . . . her . . . “But I haven’t been fucked yet.”
 
   Brad laughed. “Keep loving ‘em, babe.” He handed his gun to Karen, then turned and rode off without looking back, pulling the money-laden sheep behind him.
 
   “Goodbye, Alice David,” Karen told her. She aimed the gun and shot Alice twice. 
 
   The first shot blew a hole through Alice’s chest. Her pulverized right lung exploded out of her back in a mess of shattered ribs. Like one toppling off an unbalanced chair, Alice fell over backwards. She twitched in the mud, not understanding what was happening. 
 
   What?
 
   Karen fired again. This shot blew Alice’s left arm off at the elbow. 
 
   “Just so you don’t attempt getting away,” she said with a smirk. 
 
   The gunshots startled Alice’s airsheep. It bobbed in confusion. Karen shot it in the head. The sheep fell out of the air, splashed in the mud, kicked twice, and was still.
 
   “Both in metaphor and actuality, you’re well and truly screwed now, Alice,” Karen said. “How fittingly ironic.”
 
   She rode off after Brad.
 
   Alice raised her head and stared after her for a while. Then she gaped dully at her severed forearm. White crab flesh mingled with shattered chitin-skin at the wound. She felt her chest wound as difficulty breathing, a personal vacuum she couldn’t fill no matter how much air she sucked in.
 
   Alice felt no human-style pain validating either of her wounds. In addition, her anger at being betrayed existed merely as a dim recollection of how she should feel. She wanted crab, crab, CRAAABBBBB!!!
 
   These impressions were but a momentary interlude before she slumped into unconsciousness.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Alice woke with a start. 
 
   The monster crabs were hunched over Max’s remains. Scraps of bloody cloth were strewn around, along with the occasional piece of mud-smeared meat that the crabs had missed eating. She thought she glimpsed one of Max’s boots lying sole-up in the mud. 
 
   She realized what had happened. Believing she was dead, the con-crabs had given up their mating contests for her. The victims of their temporary crustacean war lay around the bank premises, con-crabs with cracked shells, legs broken off, too damaged to move anymore. Motionless dead crabs like sinking orange toadstools.
 
   There were pools of crab-cum around Alice. Had the crabs . . . while she was out? She felt between the legs. As far as she could tell, she hadn’t been tampered with. This offended her immensely.
 
   She felt the absence of her left arm. The memory of what had happened, of Brad and Karen’s betrayal, came back to her. 
 
   The decapod-mating instinct revived in Alice—the unendurable desire to fuck the crabs to death. 
 
   Thankfully a thread of human reason remained in her. It took all of her self control to not scream out to the crabs that she was awake again. 
 
   Alice fought to clear her mind of crab-sex lust. She didn’t want to die here.
 
   She lay in a half-daze, her messed-up genes still screaming at her to welcome the crabs despite her wounds. 
 
   She understood now how animals felt, the triumph of instinct over common sense, over self-preservation. She both cursed Max and thanked him.
 
   Her pussy was wetter than she’d ever dreamed possible. Blue goo seeped from it, layering over itself like cake mix being poured. 
 
   She ached badly, madly. Every cell in her body screamed for the crabs to come fuck her. Her mating impulse was completely out of her control. She suspected that once the crabs realized she wasn’t dead, they’d screw her till they either killed her or the bank’s guards arrived to first save her, then arrest her. 
 
   The thought of jail was like a sword to Alice’s guts. She wasn’t going to jail for any reason. If incarceration was the alternative, she’d rather the crabs killed her here. Better she hand herself over to the crabs now and fuck them till she expired gloriously . . .
 
        Then Alice looked at her dead airsheep and noticed the blood halo around its head. Seeing the red pool poured calm over her like a waterfall, instantly dousing her crab-sex lust. 
 
        Mental strength flooded her as she concentrated on the sheep’s blood. 
 
   Mental, not physical. Like one of the damaged crabs now littering the bank premises, Alice was too weak to stand. She felt gripped in the thrall of a debilitating fever. All attempts to get back on her feet only resulted in her legs splashing mud about like they were toddlers at play.
 
   There was no way she was walking out of this place, even if the crabs would let her.
 
   How the hell do I escape? she wondered. 
 
   She looked at her left arm, experiencing its wound as the sense an essential part of her was missing rather than the human perception of hurt as discomfort. The wound wasn’t bleeding—transparent spittle-liquid seeped from it. Her forearm lay four meters away, half-submerged in mire.
 
   Her chest wound felt like someone had excavated her. That was the only way she understood the sense of ‘meat-loss’ her body communicated to her.
 
   Alice concentrated hard on the spilt sheep blood, clearing her mind to think calmly. 
 
   I’ve only got one good arm and I can barely move. What do I do? 
 
   She glared at the dead sheep. The damn thing’s bones would float, but it wasn’t rotten, or roasted.
 
   She thumped the sheep’s rump in frustration. Its hind legs kicked and it bleated weakly.
 
   It was alive? Alice dragged herself through the mud till she lay alongside the airsheep. She examined its head by feeling it with her good hand. The blast had clipped its right ear off its head, but had otherwise only stunned it. 
 
   She had to wake it up, and fast. 
 
   #
 
   Nothing Alice did roused the sheep. She thumped its sides and head, yanked its legs. She wasn’t even thinking about how she’d mount it. Her only concern was to get it floating again. 
 
   Finally, in desperation, she stabbed her finger up its ass and wiggled it around.
 
   The sheep began jerking its hips. Alice saw it was getting an erection. At the same moment, its hind legs lifted slightly off the ground.
 
   She removed her finger from its ass, gripped its penis, and began jacking it off.
 
   The sheep got a full erection. Still looking dazed, it staggered to its feet, then rose into the air.
 
   Alice kept a firm grip on its cock. She yanked the sheep back down and slung her left arm over its back. 
 
   It lifted into the air again, pulling Alice out of the ooze.
 
   She controlled its steering wheel with her teeth, ensuring that whatever she did she didn’t stop jacking it off. 
 
   The sheep kept thrusting its hindquarters as if it were humping an ewe. Alice piloted it toward the fence. She doubted her control over it if she had to steer it all the way along the perimeter of the bank. 
 
   The crabs noticed Alice was moving again. They staggered out from under the bank complex and came after her.
 
   Move, damn you! Alice thought desperately at the airsheep.
 
   The closest con-crab was ten meters from Alice. Its eyestalks wobbled left and right. Its two-foot plastic cock jerked under it like an instrument of ass destruction. Behind it followed other horny crabs hungry for their taste of Alice’s body. 
 
   Alice and the airsheep reached the fence. Alice pressed the sheep’s ‘up’ control with her chin and held its cock tight. 
 
   Gooey tapioca-like semen dribbled from the sheep’s penis over her fist. She made sure to lock her pinky behind its glans and not let go. 
 
   Inch by painful inch, Alice and the sheep rose together over the barbed wire fence. 
 
   She now discovered an advantage to her new shell-skin—she hardly felt anything as the metal barbs ripped chunks from it.
 
   They reached the top of the fence. The flesh of her ass got snagged on the wire. There was the crazy moment when she thought she’d miscalculated—that the crabs would scale the fence and pull her down—but then her ass tore free and she sailed up over the fence alone.
 
   She’d escaped. 
 
   The con-crabs lacked the intelligence to work out that they could still reach Alice if they went around the fence. They remained behind it, lined up along its length like prisoners eyeing the green grass of freedom, their eyestalks poking through the wire mesh.
 
   The crabs made a loud keening noise as the airsheep dragged Alice out of sight.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Max was wrong. Alice’s body didn’t revert back to normal. After a month of waiting for it to do so, she realized she was fucked-up for good.
 
   This was doubly confirmed when her body grew a large orange pincer to replace her severed left forearm.
 
   Her chest healed as well. Her shattered chest shell knit itself together over her repaired right lung till she was good as new.
 
   The month itself was a blur. Afterwards, her main memories of this time were her realistic nightmares of Brad’s betraying her for Karen. Then she’d have other nightmares in which she ultra-violently and super-messily killed Brad and Karen. Karen in particular.
 
   From this second version of nightmare, Alice always woke up smiling. 
 
   #
 
   After the robbery, Alice hid in the ruins beneath an old factory complex of buses floated by sheep skeletons. She ate the frogs that thronged in the mud. 
 
   The ruins were patrolled by con-crabs. Alice fucked the crabs occasionally. Otherwise, they left her alone. She didn’t resent them for using her body: her messed-up genes insisted she mate with them. 
 
   Mating with the crabs, the center of Alice’s world became the huge plastic penises penetrating her, filling her up with cock to her neck. Unknown to her (and unsuspected by Max), the crab hormone had lengthened her vagina up to between her lungs. 
 
   Each con-crab penis throbbed beside Alice’s heart like they were inseparable lovers.
 
   Alice bided her time and got her strength back.
 
   #
 
   Alice also had another kind of dream. 
 
   Occasionally she saw visions of herself as a multitude of different women in a multitude of different places. 
 
   Odd solar systems and worlds occupied by creatures odder than belief.
 
   Time and again she was . . . Jenny Loveless, Ebony Beach, Shemalion, Louise Polyp, Nasty Girl, Mrs., Ingrid Reich, Penisthumb, Super T-girl, Alice Busybody, and the other Alice, the two-assed Blood Queen—Alicia Sane. She was also Goddess Hardcore, Eden Fox, and Diamond Rothchild. 
 
   Then she was Girl.5, and also Eve Cradle, Lava Lynch, Phoenix Sphinx Hogan Chase, Emma See, and Mary B. Faithful.
 
   In visions so vivid they were indistinguishable from real life, Alice lived the lives of this multitude of women, fought their battles, experienced their loves and hates, their triumphs and failures. Died their deaths.
 
   These dreams/visions made less than no sense to Alice.
 
   I’m more fucked-up than I ever dreamed possible, she thought upon each awakening.
 
   #
 
   When she was strong enough, Alice made excursions into town, looking for Brad, Max, and Karen.
 
   It didn’t surprise her to hear Brad and Karen had left Metal Town. The fact that they’d left her for dead at the bank meant they hadn’t planned on sticking around afterwards. Any investigation about her corpse would have begun at Brad’s place, which was her temporary address. 
 
   She was surprised to hear that Max was dead. The investigation that followed the discovery of Max’s remains under the bank complex had never really taken off, owing to the con-crabs having eaten all of him except his boots before morning. The crabs actually ate his boots, but then regurgitated them for some reason. Alice had a faint memory of seeing one of Max’s boots upended in the mud.
 
   With the news of Max’s death, her hopes for a cure died also.
 
   #
 
   Except for when she woke up after dreaming of killing Brad and Karen, Alice existed in a hyper-tensed state. Vaguely-remembered calm fluttered birdlike around the edge of her mind, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t snare it.
 
   Her tension blended with her ache for revenge, which she felt every time she saw her orange reflection in a pool of dirty water, saw her blue urine or shit, or felt the endlessly twitching crab legs that were now her body hair.
 
   Intense hatred filled her each time she looked at the bright orange pincer that now served as her left forearm.
 
   More crab now than woman, Alice Krabz began tracking down Brad and Karen.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
   One year later.
 
    
 
   Karen Locking opened the stable door. The invigorating smell of fresh hay instantly reduced her depression. That bastard Brad, leaving her because . . . 
 
   She was in the mood for a night ride.
 
   Her horse welcomed her with a neigh. The black mare pranced impatiently in its stall, hooves noisily clopping the stable floor as she anticipated release and the sweet gallop across the countryside.
 
   Karen was living the life she’d always dreamed. Rich rich rich. Too bad the man she’d wanted to share it with had turned out to be such an asshole. Still, he’d left her half the money.
 
   #
 
   Karen gave a start when the hooded figure stepped from the darkness.
 
   “Who are you?”
 
   Alice threw back her hood, revealing her orange face in the stable light. 
 
   Karen stood rooted to the floor. “Alice?”
 
   Alice smiled. She dropped her robe so Karen could view her nude body fully.
 
   Her hundreds of hair crab-legs were now each a foot-long. They beat an endless spider-walk tattoo on her neck and shoulder skin. Her pubic-hair crab-legs did the same, tramping her thighs and belly.
 
   Her armpit crab-legs cradled her breasts like living bustiers. Her skin was now as orange and plated as a lobster’s.
 
   Karen stared at the monster that Alice had become with total horror.
 
   Alice lifted her left arm, clicked her pincer at Karen. “Miss me?”
 
   She waved the knife in her right hand. “Time to pay the butcher, Karen.”
 
   Karen turned and ran. 
 
   Her one-armed companion was faster. Alice sprinted across the stable and clouted Karen to the floor. Straddling her buttocks, she hamstrung her through her riding boots with two neat pincer snips.
 
   Karen screamed.
 
   In her stall, the mare smelt her mistress’ fear and stomped in sympathy.
 
   Alice turned Karen over. Karen shuddered at her merciless smile. “Alice, please . . .”
 
   “Where’s Brad?”
 
   Karen forced a reply through the agony in her legs. “He left me, the son of a bitch! Left for Acapulco with a ten peso Mexican whore. He called me frigid cos I wouldn’t screw him on demand.” She momentarily forgot her pain and terror, her eyes became vengeful slits. “When I get my hands on him and his slut—”
 
   “You won’t. Your life’s double-fisted up its ass with bleeding hemorrhoids here and now.”
 
   “Damn, Alice, you won’t . . .” She saw Alice would, and screamed, a banshee yell that reverberated around the stable stone like a liquid gunshot.
 
   “Help Me, somebody!!!!”
 
   “You’re damn right I will,” Alice said.
 
   She stabbed Karen in the throat, slicing her neck open left to right so she looked like she had a grinning lower mouth. Karen’s scream for help changed to a gurgle as the blood in her jugular vein redirected its path. 
 
   Adding a final, vengeful touch, Alice reached into the hole she’d made in Karen’s neck and jerked her tongue out through it. 
 
   “Retro Colombian Necktie,” she said, “fits you to a tee.”
 
   Karen slumped to the floor, twitching. She died hating herself for getting nothing but money out of the relationship she’d killed to create. 
 
   Alice straightened up slowly, watched Karen die. The sight of Karen’s spilling blood was a salve to her violated emotions. 
 
   She realized what she’d been missing for ages.
 
   The spurting blood filled the pits of Alice’s depression, filled her up to emotional normalcy again.
 
   For the moment, Karen’s blood hydrant doused the fires of Alice’s revenge.
 
   All that remained now was peace and calm.
 
   Absentmindedly, Alice squatted by Karen’s corpse and began to mutilate it.
 
   #
 
   The police siren exploded into her thoughts. 
 
   Wait, darlings. I’m not done yet, she thought dreamily.
 
   Despite the harsh noise, Alice emerged slowly from her reverie. Carelessly, she surfaced back to normalcy—a mental diver who’d found her long-sought cache of pearl-filled oysters in a psychic cove.
 
   Karen’s face was now its bones. With the exception of its eyes, Alice had peeled off all its flesh and meat and chopped those into something which, mingled now with stable sawdust, looked like dogshit. 
 
   The siren sounded again.
 
   The mental glaze left Alice’s eyes. Alertness replaced calm. 
 
   She realized she’d been peeling and chopping up Karen’s face for over twenty minutes. 
 
   An excess of time for someone to have alerted the cops over the bitch’s last scream.
 
   How fucked am I? she wondered. 
 
   The siren shrilled again. It was near, a hundred meters away tops. Alice imagined cops outside a neighbor’s house, trying to determine exactly where the screaming had originated.
 
   Alice was now trapped in the classic dilemma of the non-habitual criminal: torn between fleeing the crime scene and staying to cover her tracks. In her year-long visualization of her revenge, she’d never once pictured herself making a hurried escape afterwards. 
 
   Misplaced caution won out over panicked flight. 
 
   She had to hide the body. But where?
 
   “Oh you’re so screwed,” a voice said.
 
   Startled, she turned toward the sound.
 
   It was Karen’s horse, only now it wasn’t: the horse’s neck and head were transforming into a woman’s upper body. 
 
   The resulting centauress was longhaired and lovely. An equine goddess. Like her hair, her skin was raven black, abruptly becoming the horse’s black hide at its shoulders.
 
   Her eyes were slanted, like she was from the Orient.
 
   She smiled at Alice. Alice kept gaping.
 
   “Who . . . are . . . you?”
 
   The centauress laughed, a sound like pattering raindrops. “My name’s Nightmare,” she said. “Call me Mare for short.” She pointed an elegant ebony arm at Karen’s corpse. “I was saying you’re totally screwed. The cops will be here in twenty minutes flat.”
 
   “Thanks,” Alice said dryly. “You’re a real help.”
 
   Mare smiled. “I am actually. I’ll both help you dispose of her and hide you before the fuzz arrive.”
 
   Alice looked at her suspiciously. “How . . . why?” 
 
   “Let’s do how first, I’ll let you in on my why later.”
 
   Alice nodded.
 
   Mare glanced around the stable. “You’ll need to chop her up first, else she won’t fit. There’s an axe around . . . Hold on, I’ll look for it.”
 
   “No need,” Alice said. She shook her pincer-arm. “This works just fine.” She studied the woman-horse for a moment. “So I snip her to bits? Then what?”
 
   Mare shrugged elegantly. “Then you insert her into my vagina. I’m about to get massively pregnant.”
 
   “Huh?” Alice decided the centauress was insane.
 
   Mare gestured impatiently at the corpse. “Hurry up. No one’s going to raise their eyebrows over a pregnant horse, are they?”
 
   Alice hadn’t thought about that. She considered the size of her own vagina, even distended by con-crab use. “Will she fit?”
 
   “She’ll fit. Just be a tight squeeze is all.” She smirked. “Ever see a stallion’s prick? You can fit that in you, you can take anything. See the size of a newborn foal?” She winced at a memory. “You know, sometimes stallions miss hitting the right hole, wind up in your ass instead? Now that’s painful shit.”
 
   Alice snipped Karen Locking up.
 
   Though she was certain undressing her corpse would be more in keeping with administering last rites, she shrugged it off. She didn’t have the time, and anyway, Karen wasn’t being put into the earth but into a horse.
 
   Besides, the bitch didn’t deserve any last respects.
 
   She worked quickly, scissoring Karen apart neatly like she was tailoring cloth or cutting a Thanksgiving roast. Her pincer was super-sharp and the work was easy.
 
   All in all, Alice found the experience of converting the corpse to butcher-block meat a soothing, life-affirming one. 
 
   Were it not for the nearing police sirens, she’d have enjoyed herself immensely. 
 
   #
 
   Stuffing Karen’s remains into Mare’s underbody also took very little time. 
 
   Like she was being fucked by death, the centauress’ vaginal lips parted, accepted meat and bone, and shut again, hiding their gory secrets.
 
   Her horse belly bulged outward as Alice shoved forearm then liver then head then thigh then jockey cap then foot then intestines then ribcage then . . . into her. Mare’s vagina stretched on demand like they were effecting childbirth in reverse.
 
   Finally Karen Locking was all gone. Alice quickly searched the stable floor, ensuring she hadn’t left any stray strands of meat as clues to her victim’s fate.
 
   The sirens were close now. Through the stable window she saw police vehicles by Karen’s front door with their lights flickering and rotating. She knew there was no one home. The cops would be over here shortly.
 
   One last detail: Alice teased the eyeball dangling on a nerve out of Mare’s vagina neatly back inside it. She heaved a sigh of relief once the horse labia shut like eyelids over it. 
 
   She tapped the centauress’ rump to indicate she was done.
 
   Mare grunted. She shook herself so the woman-chunks in her womb settled comfortably.
 
   “What about the blood?” Alice asked, indicating the red-soaked straw all around.
 
   “Forget it. Without a body, they can’t prove anything.”
 
   Alice nodded. That was true. She laughed. “Yeah, maybe the cunt just had a super-heavy period. Okay, now we’re done with how. So tell me—why?”
 
   “Always wanted a child,” Mare said, her black-Japanese face wrinkling into a wistful smile at Alice. “I’ve got one now. You ready to hide?”
 
   Alice heard footsteps coming closer to the stable. 
 
   “Sure,” she whispered, “but where?” Suddenly, killing Karen didn’t look a good idea after all.
 
   “Fake Wonderland is usually the best place for someone with your name. Just don’t stay there so long you get delusions of grandeur and start planning to unseat the Crimson Queen.”
 
   “What the hell are you talking about?”
 
   But Mare was already fading from view. As the stable dissolved around her, Alice saw the centauress had already transformed back into an ordinary black she-horse. 
 
   The indistinct space around Alice became somewhere else.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   She’d arrived in a featureless white room. 
 
   “Mare sent you, did she?”
 
   The speaker was dead. Alice had no doubt whatsoever about that. Her skin had that lovely bone-white smoothness only corpses possess. 
 
   Her makeup was entirely black, like she’d just come from a Goth photo shoot.
 
   The dead woman was dressed in a trouser suit tailored from old United States flags. Her handbag and shoes were leather overlaid with stars-and-stripes fabric. 
 
   She was muscular like she’d spent most of her afterlife in the gym. Muscle bulk bulged her neck and rippled her clothes when she moved.
 
   She was armed with a HUGE battle-axe that was also painted with stars and stripes.
 
   “Who are you?” Alice asked, knife and pincer held ready to attack or repulse an attack.
 
   “My name’s US,” she said.
 
   Alice goggled at her. “You’re the ancient nation? Shit’s come down to this?”
 
   The woman laughed, sounding like bats fleeing a belfry. “Nah, I just like the old colors of liberty. US means Undead Sonya.”
 
   Alice nodded. “Cool. Yeah, Mare sent me.”
 
   “That’s okay,” US said. “She’s my sister.” She looked Alice over. “What’s with the crab-hair?” 
 
   “Boyfriend trouble.”
 
   US winced. “Some guys are real shits.” She turned, gestured to Alice. “Follow me.”
 
   Alice followed her out onto a basketball court. At the far end of the court a giant black woman in a green tracksuit bounced a transparent basketball and shot it at a hoop.
 
   “That’s my sister, Crystal Baller,” US said. “Our mother had three of us . . . most people call us the Bitches Eternal. Mare’s our traveler, I’m the fighter, and Crystal’s the family witch.”
 
   Noticing them, Crystal Baller caught her basketball and waited. 
 
   They walked over to the black giantess.
 
   Reaching her, Alice saw that the basketball was an actual crystal ball and the hoop she’d been shooting it at was made of bones. The hoop stand was a human leg, somehow elongated to ten feet in height. Its backboard was human skin stretched over a frame.
 
   Crystal herself was eight feet tall, bald and thin, and looked evil.
 
   “Mare sent her,” US said. 
 
   “She’s going to die,” Crystal said. 
 
   Alice shuddered. “What do you mean?”
 
   Crystal cackled. She sounded like all the witches Alice had imagined during childhood—the sort that ate kids for dinner. She zipped up her tracksuit. “Too much seafood. You’re allergic to crabmeat, young lady. It’s killing you. Two weeks at the most.”
 
   “Is there anything I can do?” Alice didn’t want to die.
 
   “No.”
 
   “No?” US gave her sister a cunning, searching look.
 
   Crystal smiled. “Nothing she can do. I however can save her. But it’ll cost her.”
 
   “I can’t pay you if I’m dead,” Alice said.
 
   US nodded at Crystal Baller. She turned to Alice. “She’s not being mean. I told you she’s a witch. It’s just how all this works. Magic gives nothing for free.”
 
   Alice stared nervously at the witch. “What do you want in return?”
 
   Crystal smiled. “I’ll tell you in good time, as long as you agree to pay. Do you?”
 
   Alice nodded. The woman was definitely Mare’s sister. The ‘tell you later’ thing was an irritating family trait.
 
   For two minutes, the giantess said nothing more. She stared intently into her crystal basketball, looking for something. 
 
   “Your future’s bright, young Alice,” she said finally. “You’ll be famous. In addition, you’ll find true love with a good man.”
 
   “Fuck men,” Alice said. “I’m becoming a lesbian. I’ve already burnt my bra.”
 
   Crystal peered back into her basketball. She cackled. “No you won’t. You’ll really love this man.”
 
   Alice was disgusted. She pointed to her wiggling segmented hair. “A man did this to me. And I loved him with all my vagina. Love’s nothing but a wet vagina—pussy weakness. I’d gladly be rid of it for good if possible.”
 
   The black woman guffawed, showing large pearl-white teeth. “So you think. I could relieve you of your ability to love, Alice, but according to Magic Basketball, you’ll need it very shortly. Instead, I’ll play a game with you. In exchange for curing you, I’ll take away your ability to tell your lover that you love him. Will you agree to this—being forever unable to say the words ‘I love you?’”
 
   Alice looked at Crystal pityingly. “You really don’t get this, do you? I totally don’t give a shit about men . . . dickheads . . .” She saw an amused glint in the witch’s eye. “. . . Yeah, okay, whatever—you can have the damn words. I won’t be needing them ever again.”
 
   “Are you certain?” US asked, concern etched on her dead face. “You’re all upset now, but this—it can’t be undone.”
 
   “I’m sure.” She smiled reassuringly at the goth musclewoman. “Assuming I accidentally do fall in love, I’ll just tell the asshole I hate him instead. . .”
 
   “Done then,” Crystal Baller said.
 
   With an evil smile, she tapped Alice on the forehead. “Goodbye, Alice. Don’t blame me later.”
 
   Alice’s world dissolved again.
 
   #
 
   Everything swam back into focus. Alice was back in Brad’s housebus. 
 
   She felt different already. 
 
   She saw her right arm was normal again. Pink skin—no more orange shell. Her pincer was gone too—she no longer had a left forearm. 
 
   She felt her head, no more squirming crab-legs. She looked down, saw she had pubic hair again.
 
   Alice David fell to her knees and wept and wept and wept.
 
   #
 
   After quickly examining herself further in the bathroom, she packed up some clothes, ransacked the house for whatever money she could find, and left town fast. She’d remembered Metal Town’s police might still be looking for her.
 
   She relocated to DC, two thousand miles away.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   Two months later, Alice was over her satisfaction with Karen’s death. She felt a pressing need to kill again. 
 
   Like she told Crystal Baller, she’d sworn off men for good. Her best lesbian intentions aside however, Karen’s involvement in Brad’s betrayal had ensured that Alice now distrusted women as well. 
 
   But a body has needs. 
 
   She tried the next best thing. She purchased some dildos, tubes of lubes, and a stack of lesbian porn.
 
   To her dismay, Alice discovered she had a major hang-up.
 
   While masturbating, she was unable to orgasm except she fantasized herself disemboweling or decapitating someone.
 
   She proceeded to enhance her fantasies with movies—the most gory portions of slasher films became her preferred pornography. Fucking herself in their company, Alice discovered vistas of sexual pleasure she’d never imagined possible. 
 
   Her afterglow moments were dreams spent in corpses’ murder-extruded viscera.
 
   Though disgusted by her compulsiveness with feeding her sick desires, Alice nonetheless became a connoisseur of the most perversely violent films she could lay her hands on. 
 
   Even when she wasn’t attaining sexual release, she sat calmly in her darkened living room for hours on end, kept company by her TV’s display of scenes of shocking gore and carnage; scenes of human (and animal) bodies being ripped apart in the most horrifying manners possible.
 
   But after a while, even these simulations of death were insufficient to quench her bloodthirst. 
 
   Once again she found herself unable to cum.
 
   She resumed bleeding herself, cutting patterns in her flesh. She began a series of skin-works on her body—scar-tattoos expressing her psychological state at the moment when she picked up the blade to work on herself.
 
   #
 
   Alice’s thirst for revenge—temporarily quenched by her shedding Karen’s blood—had reawakened. She decided killing Brad would quench it for good. 
 
   But Brad Asshole was long gone. And other than Karen’s dying words about him being in Acapulco, she had no leads to go on. 
 
   But there were people with the means to locate missing people. 
 
   The cops.
 
   So Alice changed her surname from ‘David’ to ‘Dread’ so no one from Metal Town could trace her and joined the DC police force.
 
   (She’d had two choices: either seduce a cop for info or become one herself. Being out of work, she chose the latter.)
 
   Her search for Brad lasted two whole weeks—till the day she shot two FreeMAN hoods who’d been raping an 80-year-old woman. 
 
   Blessed serenity settled over Alice while she watched the hood’s bullet-riddled bodies spurt blood. The sort of calm she hadn’t felt since her teens when she’d started having her periods, when she’d sit in a chair and dream to the blood drooling from her vagina.
 
   She smiled, finally realizing and accepting that she liked killing.
 
   That night, she masturbated without snuff-porn and it felt beautiful. 
 
   Alice had found herself.
 
   The next day she applied to have her police-issue prosthetic left forearm replaced by a permanent biomech chainsaw attachment.
 
   So began the mystique of the Alice Dread that everyone in DC came to know and DREAD.
 
   #
 
   In the time between her first killing and the bloodbath of violent surrealism that Alice Dread now lived in, she’d almost resumed her hunt for Brad again. 
 
   Almost. 
 
   Upon climbing into the police airbus the morning she’d intended to restart her search, she discovered she’d been assigned to work with Simon. There wasn’t anything special about the case they’d been assigned to—some FreeMAN gang had started crashing women’s housebuses by killing their airsheep.
 
   Simon however . . .
 
   Simon Rush looked exactly like Brad, so much so they could have been identical twins. 
 
   For a while Alice thought he was Brad. But their timelines didn’t sync: DC police records showed Simon had been working for them for five years now, long before her bad boyfriend experience.
 
   What had happened next shocked and disgusted Alice even more than her descent into snuff-porn.
 
   Like the witch Crystal Baller had predicted, she fell head over heels in love with Simon.
 
   Simon fell in love with her too. 
 
   But Alice couldn’t tell Simon she loved him. No matter how hard she fought to frame them, the words wouldn’t form on her tongue. 
 
   She shrugged off her worries along with her panties—she was still hurting over Brad, she reasoned, she’d tell him in time. For the moment, she would let her body do her talking for her.
 
   The sex was fantastic. 
 
   Alice’s snuff-porn went into the trash. The intensity of her orgasms diminished, but the emotional component of the relationship more than compensated for it.
 
   Then a felon axed Alice’s face. An almost-mortal cut laying her head open from temple to chin on the right and destroying her right eye.
 
   She was in sick bay, preparing for reconstructive surgery, when Simon rushed in. 
 
   He said nothing, just turned pale like he’d seen a ghost. 
 
   Alice was shocked. Her tough, tough, cop boyfriend really cared that much?
 
   Then a very odd thing happened in Alice.
 
   The look of horror on Simon’s face thrilled her to her core. All of a sudden Simon was Brad and she had her chance to pay him back for all the shit he’d put her through—the emotional shit polluting her subconscious like her mind was an overstuffed toilet. 
 
   It was something she had no control over—her outraged femininity demanded she punish Simon in Brad’s stead.
 
   And now there was a sure way of doing it.
 
   She’d cancelled her facial reconstruction. 
 
   Simon protested. Alice insisted she had the right to do as she wished with her body. Simon conceded her point. 
 
   Alice had her right eye replaced so she still had depth perception. She left the horrid scar from temple to chin intact.
 
   When she returned home with Simon and they had sex, her orgasms matched the intensity of those from her gore-porn days again. 
 
   She smiled afterwards during the afterglow. Everything was fine. 
 
   But it wasn’t. 
 
   Alice was now forced to accept her hang-up of being unable to tell Simon that she loved him for what it really was.
 
   And now she really, really, really wanted to tell him so.
 
   However, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t get the word ‘love’ out. Simon’s face would always become Brad’s and ‘I love you’ would turn into ‘I hate you,’ which she knew was a VERY inappropriate thing to tell the man she wanted to spend eternity and the next week with. 
 
   Alice’s deal with the witch now really started haunting her.


 
   
  
 




 
   Part 3: The Peanut Butter Witch of Urn Door
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   One week later it was over. 
 
   Simon sat up groaning in pain from the multiple misplaced episiotomies that now covered his body. Nipples to ears and navel to mouth—Priya Singh had left no part of Simon’s body free of cuts in order to make it easier for him to give birth to what was in his body.
 
   She’d widened his mouth almost to his ears to enable him to deliver the half-head that had been inside his head.
 
   Alice sat beside Simon, her face strained. Her left arm above her chainsaw was gashed red. Bleeding herself had been the only way she could calm herself, or else her fear that Simon wouldn’t make it through this crisis would have ripped her soul apart.
 
   She wished she knew who’d done this to him so she could repay them in kind. 
 
   #
 
   Alice, Priya, and Superintendent Anna Bjorg were in the sickbay lab. Priya opened a plastic box. Inside were the multitude of human bits that had come out of Simon’s body. 
 
   The parts squirmed over and around each other like they were possessed. Parts that would ordinarily be next to each other in a human body slid together and joined up into larger units, only to instantly split apart and resume their uneasy diving and resurfacing amidst the gory mass.
 
   “They’re trying to form themselves into someone,” Anna Bjorg said. “That much is obvious.”
 
   “Why then can’t they?” Alice asked.
 
   “I think it’s incomplete,” Priya said. “The creature can’t assemble itself because a component is missing.” She shrugged. “I’ve no idea what though. This is all the crap Simon had inside him.”
 
   Alice remembered the penis Simon had ejaculated the day she’d rushed him to sickbay. She’d forgotten it completely when Priya confirmed Simon’s condition as critical. She still had it; it was stuffed in her station locker with her other gear.
 
   “I’ll be right back,” she said. “I think I’ve got what it’s looking for.”
 
   Three minutes later, Alice handed the penis to Priya. “It’s a hermaphrodite, right? There are breasts in that gore pile.”
 
   Priya shook her head. “Shemale thingy—no vagina.” She frowned nervously down at the squirming body parts. “I’m suddenly not liking this at all. We’ve no idea what it’s capable of.” 
 
   Superintendent Bjorg drew her blaster. “We’ll take precautions, doctor.” 
 
   She looked at Alice. Alice nodded and switched on her chainsaw. 
 
   “Do it, Doctor Singh. We need to find out what it wants with Simon.”
 
   Priya dangled the penis over the body parts in the box. “You want this?”
 
   Quick as lightning, a hand reached out of the flesh chunks and jerked the penis from her grasp. “Thanks,” said a squishy half-voice. “I needed that.”
 
   The body parts resumed their motion, more purposefully now, limbs and organs finding each other and linking up into larger units. The breasts slid into place on the chest and the cock slid in between the thighs. Both halves of its head squelched together into one and slid up atop its neck.
 
   The creature finished assembling herself. She stood and faced them. She was tall and slim and pretty, with pert tits. Anna Bjorg immediately noticed that except for the creature’s penis, she looked a lot like Alice had before she began collecting scars as body ornamentation. 
 
   “I am Misogyny,” the creature said in an unemotional voice. “I am Simon Rush’s hatred of women.”
 
   That shook Anna Bjorg. She quickly regained her composure and steadied her gun on her. “Okay, so your mother resented your coming and abused you,” she said coolly. “Shit happens. What do you want with Simon?”
 
   Misogyny’s face remained non-expressive. “With Simon, nothing. He is simply a cunt-slave—most men are. Women are sluts. I will kill every woman who looks at Simon with romantic interest.”
 
   Anna Bjorg was incredulous. She burst out laughing. “You’re not too smart are you? Can’t you see you’re giving yourself away by making your statement of violent intent to cops in a police station?” 
 
   Priya turned her amused face to Alice. “Do you believe this bullshit?”
 
   “I will kill you, Alice Dread slut,” Misogyny said, stepping forward.
 
   “Don’t move, you,” Anna Bjorg said. All humour had drained from her voice like it had been flushed down a toilet.
 
   “Bring it on, bitch,” Alice growled, glad her anger now had a focus. Chainsaw raised, then descending to slice, she advanced on the creature.
 
   Moving as nimbly as a cat, Misogyny sidestepped Alice’s chainsaw swipe, then slashed razor-nailed fingers across her neck, slitting it open from ear to ear.
 
   Anna Bjorg opened fire on Misogyny, but the creature pulled up Alice to use as a shield. The blaster bolts thudded into Alice, ripping her torso to shreds. 
 
   The stink of burnt meat filled the air. 
 
   A shot hit Alice’s head, knocking it back like she’d been hit by a heavyweight boxer.
 
   Misogyny flung Alice at Anna Bjorg. Anna went down with Alice on top of her. The creature climbed out of the airbus window, then upward, quickly vanishing from view.
 
   Priya Singh gaped at Alice’s shredded body for a moment, then dashed and got out the ice gas nozzle. Kicking Alice’s body off Superintendent Bjorg, she froze Alice in a quick spray.
 
   Alice petrified into an immobile chunk of person. 
 
   Anna Bjorg scrambled off the floor and hurried to look out of the window Misogyny had exited through. The creature was nowhere in sight.
 
   Anna Bjorg turned back to face the room. She winced at Alice’s frozen body. Her chest and belly were a mess of charred meat. She winced worse when she saw the now-frozen brains spilling from the large hole in the side of Alice’s head.
 
   How the hell would they tell Simon what had just happened?


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   “She’s not dead,” Anna Bjorg told Simon. “Doctor Singh froze her in time.”
 
   “Just in the nick of it,” Priya said. “Alice’s entire torso is destroyed.”
 
   “That bitch, Misogyny—”
 
   “In layman’s terms, she’s in suspended animation. We can grow her a new body in three months. The real problem is that half her brain’s been shot off. To grow her personality back into it might take two years.”
 
   “We’re really sorry.”
 
   The words washed over Simon like the Oceanview DVD sea. He was still too doped up for the horror of his loss to hit him. 
 
   The void to fill would come later.
 
   Even their explanation of Misogyny’s origin and stated intent made only surface sense. His hatred of women come to life with the intention of killing all his lovers?
 
   “We’re truly sorry,” Priya Singh repeated, bending to kiss Simon lightly on the forehead. “We really are.”
 
   She dimmed the lights and they left him alone in the dark.
 
   #
 
   Priya Singh sat in the sickbay lab, staring at Alice’s body in the lab freezer. Wisps of ice vapour blew about it as if the freezer were the Arctic.
 
   Alice was now hollow, emptied of her charred innards. There was nothing in her torso. No heart or lungs or viscera. She looked like they’d been scooped out by a giant spoon. For all practical purposes, Alice Dread could be considered dead, except the needles on the brain activity monitor still occasionally flickered weakly into the yellow.
 
   Priya now regretted freezing—saving—Alice.
 
   Compelled by years of medical conditioning regarding the value of human life, she had acted on pure instinct. 
 
   Like she’d told Simon, it would take two years at the very least before Alice would be herself again.
 
   And for what purpose? So she could resume abusing Simon? Priya couldn’t get over overhearing Alice bitching about how much she hated Simon while he lay fighting for his life.
 
   Priya felt a pang of hurt rip through her, as it did each time she thought of how much better she’d treat Simon if he’d just give her the chance to.
 
   But no, all he’d wanted . . . would still want . . . was this brutal, scarred gargoyle of a woman. This mentally unstable bitch.
 
   And with DC’s man shortage, why the hell should Alice have one man all to herself? Priya was tired of having romance only on the assigned days that her MAN turned up.
 
   Priya Singh walked over to Alice and stood, facing her. 
 
   She smirked at the meat statue DC’s most feared cop had become. “I’m not playing second fiddle any more, you hear me?” she said, running her hands down the front of Alice’s body, her fingers tracing the rim of the scooped-out abdominal cavity and bumping over shard-tips of frozen fractured ribs. “Simon’s mine now. You’re through.” 
 
   She walked behind the freezer and yanked out its plug. The unit shuddered abruptly and stopped working. She plugged it in again, then readjusted the thermostat, setting the freezer timer to resume cooling in two hours but to defrost in the interim. 
 
   Priya Singh smiled grimly. Two hours was an hour longer than it would take for Alice Dread to die. 
 
   It was time to go home. Priya picked up her handbag, turned off the lights, and left the lab. On her way out of the airbus she stopped off to use the ladies’ room.
 
   #
 
   Priya was wiping her backside when Misogyny’s hand burst through the rear wall of the toilet. 
 
   Without pausing its motion, the hand penetrated Priya’s back and punched her heart out through her left breast in a bloody explosion of ribs and skin. 
 
   Priya jerked on the toilet seat in shock, death-shit spurting from her freshly cleaned ass.
 
   Misogyny withdrew her hand from Priya’s chest. She widened the hole she had created and entered the toilet. 
 
   She maneuvered around to face Priya, then ripped her bone-pierced heart off its blood-vessel connections and dropped it into the toilet bowl amidst the shit and tissue paper.
 
   “I said I’d kill every woman who looks at Simon with more than a fleeting glance,” she told the disbelieving Priya, her voice emotionless. “I thought you understood my warning.” 
 
   Misogyny gripped Priya’s head and twisted it violently. The police doctor’s neck broke with a crack like a gunshot. 
 
   She let go of Priya’s head. It lolled forward on her chest like a limp cock.
 
   Misogyny exited the way she had come.
 
   #
 
   An hour and thirty minutes later, one of the night-duty officers saw the pool of spilt blood beneath the toilet cubicle door and raised the alarm.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Superintendent Anna Bjorg was working late, reviewing the peanut butter mermaid autopsy reports. 
 
   “She just looks human,” Ed Jakes the coroner had explained. “She’s nothing more than congealed peanut butter.”
 
   He’d slit and pulled apart the dead woman’s chest so Anna could see what he meant. 
 
   The mermaid was solid through and through. Her interior contained no organs of any kind. 
 
   Anna was now trying to decide whether or not to send in a team to investigate the onscreen seascape the woman had appeared from. 
 
   A television playing a Deep Blue Sea DVD was currently set up downstairs in the morgue where the peanut butter mermaid’s body was laid out. 
 
   The morgue was being monitored by the signal girls via CCTV. 
 
   So far, no one else had emerged from the TV. 
 
   There’d also been no additional murders since they’d retrieved the mermaid’s corpse. 
 
   Anna had intended to send Alice and Simon into the seascape once he’d recovered enough. Now with Alice half-dead, she needed an alternative to go ahead with her plan.
 
   She also had to find this Misogyny creature who had almost killed her best cop.
 
   There was a loud knock on her door.
 
   “Come in.”
 
   The policewoman who’d discovered Priya’s corpse rushed in. 
 
   She saluted abruptly. 
 
   “Doctor Singh has been murdered, ma’am. In addition, the lab freezer’s malfunctioned and Detective Alice Dread has thawed out and died.” 
 
   She fell silent.
 
   Anna Bjorg sat upright, her body shaking like she was being electrocuted. “Shit!”
 
   She grabbed her phone off its cradle and began yelling instructions into it.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Armed, and in a state of mind more dangerous than the weapon he was carrying, Simon stalked through the corridors of the station airbus. 
 
   The horror of Alice’s death was draped over him like a cloak. His desire for revenge was almost ghoulish.
 
   His stitches bled, but he ignored both the blood and the pain threatening to burst the painkiller bandages. 
 
   Simon was certain Misogyny was still in the police station. The creature’s stated nature suggested it had to remain close to him.
 
   All female cops, Anna Bjorg included, had been sent home. The airbus was being searched by Simon and four other men—two to a floor—with Simon taking the middle floor solo.
 
   Priya’s death hurt Simon more than he’d have imagined. He knew she had liked him, but enough to get murdered over?
 
   He carefully opened door after door after door.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   The police mortuary was silent and empty. 
 
   Dangling from her nanowhip like a spider, Fraulein Fuhrer swung herself down onto the morgue window ledge. She wound the hang-cord back into the whip and peered into the darkness of the police morgue to ensure it was empty. 
 
   She quickly checked the windows for one that was open. She’d prefer not to cut her way in. She intended leaving no traces of her visit. 
 
   The last window on the left was open. She silently let herself in.
 
   Once inside, Fraulein quickly skimmed her eyes around the room and found what she was here for: Kimberly Welch’s urn, housed in its cage halfway up the far wall. 
 
   She smiled coldly. Anders Rothschild had offered her a MASSIVE bonus to get it for him. 
 
   Fraulein wasn’t passing up the chance to make two year’s wages for a night’s work. That would be stupid.
 
   The urn was money in the bank. Time to get it and go.
 
   While examining the room, Fraulein had noticed the flickering TV in its middle. Now she paid closer attention to it. Assassin’s caution.
 
   Leaving a television on in a morgue was odd, she felt. She found even odder the pair of cameras aimed at it. 
 
   The cameras weren’t suspended from the morgue walls, but stood on a pair of tripods. Clearly a makeshift setup: both cameras were connected to a box with a wireless relay. 
 
   Fraulein studied the positioning of the cameras. Both were set up out of direct view of the TV screen, but angled so they covered it.
 
   It seemed to her that they were arranged so anyone looking out from inside the TV wouldn’t instantly see them. 
 
   Which made her wonder who’d want to look out from the interior of a TV set. Then she remembered her own experience. 
 
   This visn’t another of those ocean televisions, vis it?
 
   The window Fraulein had entered through was out of view of the cameras. Which was fortunate, she realized. She made her way around the dissection tables and cabinets till she reached the wireless box the cameras fed into. 
 
   She saw the TV displayed an ocean vista. A pleasant one, not the black nightmare water she’d spent months floating on. Still, a tremor rippled her spine. 
 
   She switched the relay off. Clearly if someone was monitoring the cameras, they would come to investigate, but she would be gone before then. She would not spend long here. 
 
   Fraulein quickly crossed the morgue to the wall where Kim Welch’s urn waited in its cage. 
 
   Finding the cage locked, she got out a set of skeleton keys from her pocket and unlocked it. She removed the urn and locked the cage up again.
 
   Urn in hand, she turned to leave the way she’d come.
 
   She stopped upon noticing the golden fish-woman on a mortuary table.
 
   Fraulein was intrigued. She walked across for a better view of the corpse. She’d seen mermaids before, but this one was really odd.
 
   Placing the urn on a table beside the corpse, she bent down and examined the dead female’s granular constitution. She felt inside the corpse’s body, sniffed her, traced her exploded brains with a finger. Finally, puzzled, she broke off a piece of the woman’s hair and chewed it to make certain. 
 
   A peanut butter mermaid?
 
   Then a blinding flash of light to her left made Fraulein leap back, shield her eyes, and draw her whip in a single motion. 
 
   Next she sensed motion in front of her and forced her eyes back open. 
 
   She was faced with a totally weird sight. The urn was now in the mermaid’s chest.
 
   Shit! Oh no, shit! 
 
   On the autopsy table, the peanut butter woman had sat up and was sealing her chest shut over Kim Welch’s urn like she was zipping up a jacket. Gold light shone out of her body in the spaces where her liquid flesh was still coming together. Then her skin closed up, and the urn pulsed between her breasts like a light-bulb heart.
 
   For a moment, light spurted from the back of her destroyed head, then her head repaired itself into sculpted hair.
 
   For a long moment the mermaid stared at Fraulein with seabed-cold eyes. Then, in a movement so fast Fraulein didn’t see its beginning, she shot off the table, through the air, and into the television. 
 
   Fraulein was standing between mermaid and TV. She ducked out of the fish-woman’s flailing way.
 
   She turned around and stared angrily at the TV set, watching the peanut butter mermaid swim off into the sunset with her tail flicking the water surface like a nanowhip.
 
   Fraulein made no attempt to enter the television and follow the mermaid. 
 
   In the six years since she killed Danni Voor during her nightmarish experience in the black sea, her fear of unbounded water had only gotten worse rather than faded into memory. Uber Swiss City’s number one assassin was still scared stiff as an about-to-cum cock of large bodies of water. Each sighting of a sea filled Fraulein with the urge to pee herself and run screaming in the opposite direction.
 
   As always, Fraulein mastered her fear. 
 
   However, as far as she was concerned—watching the reanimated mermaid swim away—this was checkmate. Her monster paycheck was forfeit. The treasure Anders Rothschild desired was lost.
 
   But it wasn’t.
 
   The mermaid suddenly spun around and swam back towards the mortuary. 
 
   Anticipating a fight, Fraulein activated her whip. Beads of sweat dotted her swastika-covered brow.
 
   The peanut butter woman stuck her head out of the TV screen.
 
   “You are Fraulein Fuhrer, are you not? The famous Swiss assassin?”
 
   Fraulein nodded. “I am. Vhy do you ask?”
 
   The mermaid nodded. “I am recruiting. I am looking for a head of security. Come and see me at Oceanview if you are interested.”
 
   With that she was gone again.
 
   Fraulein watched her go. She smiled. Oceanview was near Okinawa 2. The urn was not lost after all.
 
   “I am interested, I vill come,” she told the onscreen image.
 
   Before leaving the morgue, Fraulein switched the wireless relay for the cameras back on, and checked to ensure she’d left no signs of her visit.
 
   She left the police station not nearly as angry as she might otherwise have been.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Simon searched the floor and found nothing. He returned to his sickbay room to find Misogyny waiting.
 
   “Hello, Simon,” Misogyny said nonchalantly. “We need to talk.”
 
   “Yes we do. Why’d you kill Alice? And Priya?”
 
   “You hate women, Simon,” Misogyny replied. “You always have ever since Mama beat the dripping shit out of your ass. Deep inside you’re glad I got rid of Alice for you, and that grasping Neo Indian medical slut too. Admit it.”
 
   “Are you out of your fucking mind? I loved Alice.” He tried to remember: had Mama actually abused him as a kid?
 
   Misogyny laughed impassively. “So you say, but I know better. I mean it. You hate women. I’m living proof of that.”
 
   Simon nodded wearily, fighting the drugs in his body to reason clearly. “Okay, I’ll assume for a moment what you say is true. I don’t like women, and my dislike is you—”
 
   “Now you’re seeing my point of view—”
 
   “Shut up. I’m not done explaining this.” He centred his gun on the intersex creature’s head. “If you’re my hatred of women, then if I fucking kill you, I don’t hate them anymore, do I?”
 
   Reading his eyes, Misogyny became afraid. She saw she’d misjudged the situation. 
 
   “You can’t kill me, Simon! I’m a part of you!”
 
   “Maybe, but you’re not a part I want. I dislike psychos, particularly when they’re me.”
 
   He shot the creature through the temple, watched the wall behind her turn red and white, watched her fall. Once she stopped twitching, he draped Misogyny’s corpse over his shoulder and trudged painfully off to dump her in the mortuary. 
 
   It was there he discovered that both the peanut butter mermaid and Kim Welch’s urn had gone missing. 
 
   Simon was very alarmed. Despite feeling like he’d shortly keel over at Death’s door, he quickly checked the lab for signs of forced entry. 
 
   He found none. He sat on the table bearing the wireless camera relay and pondered the puzzle. 
 
   With both mermaid and urn vanished from the morgue, and with the former dead, and the latter likely capable of reanimating the dead, Simon quickly worked out the only scenario that explained their simultaneous disappearance. 
 
   He grimaced in horror when he realized what must have happened. Please not that. Oh shit!
 
   One final detail slotted into place in the resolved puzzle: the morgue door had been locked from the outside when Simon had arrived. The mermaid clearly hadn’t left that way, she didn’t even have legs to walk. But she had . . . 
 
   He frowned at the TV with its soothing enigmatic display of ocean. The mermaid had clearly left the way she came. Simon decided it was time to investigate the world on the other side of the television screen.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   “The irony of one psychopath’s soul reanimating another’s body isn’t lost on me either,” Anna Bjorg told Simon. “This is something that needs clearing up in the worst possible way, or else there’s no telling what they’ll do combined. We’ve no record of what happened even—the CCTV cameras didn’t pick up anything.”
 
   “I’ll go in after her,” Simon interrupted. “She won’t be expecting that.”
 
   Anna Bjorg shook her head at him. “You’re not well enough yet. You’re full of stitches.”
 
   “I’ll run on tranquilizers.”
 
   Anna Bjorg shook her head. “It’s not just the pain, Simon. You clearly haven’t looked at yourself in a mirror. You get hit by one good punch and you’ll literally fall apart. You’ll split open everywhere like a . . .”
 
   She stopped speaking. The look on his face had convinced her he couldn’t be dissuaded. Well, she’d tried. 
 
   “Okay then. When do you want to leave? After the funeral?” 
 
   “Delay the funeral, this can’t wait. We’ve no idea if anyone else has those Oceanview DVDs.”
 
   “Okay.” 
 
   “Just one thing,” Simon said.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I want Alice’s chainsaw grafted onto my left arm.”
 
   Anna Bjorg stared at him awhile then nodded.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   The chainsaw hummed. Simon switched it off, satisfied. Controlling it was easy—it made no sense to him, but the chainsaw felt like his now-missing fingers. 
 
   He studied it. Immediately below his elbow his flesh was woven into the plastic saw handle. Both flesh and plastic plaits became progressively smaller, till at the midpoint of the meat/plastic join his arm looked pixelated.
 
   He turned the saw on and off several times, ramping its speed up and down, working to feel it as part of him rather than the foreign object that it was. 
 
   Why had he asked for it? 
 
   It reminded him of Alice.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Simon pushed his hand into the TV screen, stirred the water on the other side. The sea surface lapped his fingers like a faithful dog.
 
   He nodded at Anna Bjorg. “Ready to go.”
 
   She smiled worriedly back. By delaying Simon’s chainsaw operation, she’d succeeded in postponing his departure by two days. Consequently, he was much better now, but far from well enough.
 
   She consoled herself with the thought that she’d done her best. Most of Simon’s stitches had healed by now. At least he wouldn’t explode with the first punch he took.
 
   Simon stuck his head through the screen, then pulled himself all the way inside/outside.
 
   Attached to his ankle by a yellow cord was an inflatable red raft. This was rolled around a watertight bag containing supplies, a gun, and a trussed-up airsheep with an oxygen pack clamped over its muzzle so it wouldn’t suffocate. 
 
   Simon was now discovering the main disadvantage of his chainsaw arm—manipulating the world had just become that much more difficult. Tasks normally taken for granted now required thought on how to manage them satisfactorily. 
 
   Still, despite being a cumbersome appendage, Simon found the chainsaw arm more than worth it—it made him feel Alice was nearby. 
 
   #
 
   Simon trod water and looked around. The inside of the television was as vast as it had looked from the outside, an endless expanse of gently lapping water without a wave in sight. 
 
   On this side his exit point was also a television. An obsidian cube. It floated unsupported a foot above the waves, its bottom caked with algae. This TV showed a view of the station’s mortuary, where two policewomen were lifting the raft through it to Simon. 
 
   They got it through. He unfurled it on the water and inflated it using the sheep’s oxygen pack. 
 
   When the raft was fully inflated, Simon stoppered it and climbed aboard. The raft was already drifting away from the TV. He freed the plastic paddle secured in its bottom and steered it back.
 
   He loosened the cord connecting the raft to his ankle and tied it around the TV’s antennae. 
 
   Next he freed the airsheep and loaded it with his supplies. When those were secure, he climbed onto it. 
 
   Anna Bjorg stuck her head out of the TV and nodded at him, “See you, Simon. Don’t be a hothead, stick to the plan.” 
 
   He nodded at her and rode off. 
 
   #
 
   The water seemed to go on forever. 
 
   Simon piloted the sheep away from the television in a straight line. The animal baaed nervously beneath him, unsettled by the sight of so much water. 
 
   “Fly out for half a day,” Anna Bjorg had instructed. “If you don’t sight land by then, come back. For all we know she could live underwater.” 
 
   “I doubt that,” Simon said. “A peanut butter woman living underwater? Even though she’s a mermaid, somehow that scenario rings untrue.” 
 
   Anna Bjorg frowned. “True, but you can’t keep flying forever.” She repeated her instruction. “Come back if there’s no land and we’ll think up another approach.” 
 
   Simon looked back now. As had been intended, the red raft stood out starkly against both pale sky and blue water, a floating beacon to guide him back to the TV portal to DC.
 
   #
 
   Superintendent Bjorg’s concerns proved unnecessary. 
 
   Simon flew for three hours then sighted another television floating over the water. This one was huge, fifty times the size of the one he’d travelled through. Its antenna were the size of rockets. 
 
   ‘MATRIX POINT’ flashed the purple neon sign atop it.
 
   The giant TV screen flickered with static that was occasionally broken by images of houses.
 
   Simon steered the sheep towards the giant television. 
 
   Reaching it, he examined the screen’s lower ledge. He found what he had been seeking—peanut butter smears. 
 
   He smiled grimly and flew the airsheep through the wall of flickering black and white.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   He’d emerged midday over a floating basketball court amidst a group of floating skyscrapers.
 
   He looked back. The TV screen he’d transited through was now a LED display on the side of a skyscraper. ‘Buy Ichiban Plaque-burn Toothpaste,’ it flickered gaudily back at him, pixel-shifting a moment later to an ad for ‘Geisha Yoko Used Panties.’
 
   A Seiko timer at the bottom of the display informed him the time was 4:30 in the evening, a month after he’d set out from DC. Simon absorbed the knowledge that the Matrix TV had shifted him through time as well as space with equanimity. The machine was a means to an end. He understood that his time loss was subjective. In actuality he’d lost no time; his mermaid quarry would have been similarly delayed during her transit through the television. 
 
   The suspended sidewalks between the buildings were packed with Japanese people. Antigrav cars, airsheep, and hoverlobsters zipped through the aerial streets.
 
   Simon looked around. ‘City of Okinawa 2 Hall of Justice’ read a plaster legend across a nearby building front.
 
   Welcome to Neo Japan, he thought. 
 
   He turned his attention to the basketball court below. It was deserted except for a lone tall figure shooting hoops. 
 
   He was puzzled. The peanut butter mermaid had clearly come through here, but how had she gotten down? Even if she’d fallen to a second messy death, he couldn’t make out any golden splatters below. 
 
   He steered his airsheep down to the basketball court.
 
   #
 
   Close up, he saw the lone figure was an eight-foot-tall black woman in a green tracksuit. The giantess womanhandled a crystal basketball, which she dribbled and shot through a hoop of twisted bones that was attached to the top of a ten-foot-tall human leg, and had a backboard made from a man’s flayed skin.
 
   Simon grimaced. He parked the sheep a short distance from the black woman, its hoof-tips just touching the ground, and walked over to her.
 
   “Welcome, Simon,” she said as he reached her. 
 
   “Uh . . . who are you?”
 
   “I’m Crystal Baller. I was expecting you’d come this way. I’m here with a warning.” 
 
   “You know me?” 
 
   “Better than you know yourself, Simon. You’re Alice’s boyfriend.”
 
   Simon was surprised. Then not. He now remembered Alice mentioning this woman. And her sisters. 
 
   He’d listen: Alice said the woman was a seer who’d foretold their meeting.
 
   “Alice is dead,” he said. “What’s the warning?”
 
   Crystal bent so her face was close to his. She kept dribbling her transparent basketball. “Alice isn’t dead, Simon—not in the usual sense of death anyway. She’s eternal. So are you. You’re both destined to find and love each other in a multitude of existences, under a multitude of different names.”
 
   “That knowledge doesn’t help my pain much.”
 
   The black giantess smiled. “Maybe not, but you’ll love again, just like you loved before you met Alice.” Her smile became a frown. “Now this is my warning, Simon. Desist from trying to recapture Kimberly Welch’s urn. It’s a task well beyond you.”
 
   “You mean give up and go home?” 
 
   Crystal’s tone of voice became soft. “Yes. Give up and go home. If you do, you’ll meet a cute young girl and fall in love and live happily ever after, if you don’t . . .” She let the sentence hang.
 
   Simon shook his head. “I can’t. There’s too much at stake.”
 
   “Best you heed my warning, Simon.”
 
   He considered her words. “Just one question. If I agree to give this up, can you assure me that what happened in DC with the mermaid won’t repeat itself?”
 
   Crystal Baller smiled sadly. “No, I can’t, Simon. And I know that because I can’t, you’re going to try to recover the urn, aren’t you?”
 
   Simon nodded. “I’m a cop. It’s what I do. I’ve seen what Kim Welch did to her family while she was alive, along with the carnage her urn has caused since she died. Even the insane should operate within limits. Add that mad mermaid it’s in now . . .” He winced. “I have to get it back.” He was silent for a moment, then added: “Alice wouldn’t have wanted me to quit.”
 
   Crystal nodded. “Okay. Your mind’s made up and I respect that. I’ll help you.”
 
   “Thanks. I appreciate it.”
 
   She laughed her eerie cackle for the first time since they’d met. “I don’t advise you to thank me, Simon.”
 
   Simon shrugged. “Thanks anyway.”
 
   She straightened up, shrugged. 
 
   “The mermaid the urn’s in is called Peanuts. She lives in Oceanview.”
 
   Simon nodded. Oceanview, the source of the Deep Blue Sea DVD. “How do I get there?”
 
   “My sister, Nightmare, will take you. She’s got personal beef with Peanuts. She’ll also fill you in as to exactly what this is all about.” She frowned. “I still wish you would reconsider.”
 
   She studied his fixed expression, shook her head. “No. You’re too honourable, too good to go home and lie about losing the trail. Okay then. Ride your sheep under those skyscrapers and you’ll meet Mare.”
 
   Simon looked in the direction she pointed. “I’ll get a move on then.”
 
        “You do that.” She smiled. “We’ll meet again, Simon Rush.” She shot her crystal basketball at the basket, both she and its leg-stand fading into nothingness as the ball swooped down through the hoop. “Goodbye for now.”
 
   “Goodbye, Crystal.” He walked back to his sheep and climbed on.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   After travelling a short distance beneath the Okinawa 2 skyscrapers, Simon met Nightmare. The black centauress was clopping fiercely towards him. She reared up and stopped, her fore-hooves kicking the air like pugilist punches. 
 
   He steered his sheep beside her. 
 
   “I’m Simon Rush. Your sister, Crystal, sent me.”
 
   Her beautiful Asian lips curved into a cold smile. “So you want to storm Oceanview and take Peanuts down?” She studied his chainsaw arm. “You do look tough enough.” 
 
   Simon was surprised at the anger distorting the centauress’ face.
 
   “The mermaid is wanted in DC on charges of murder,” he said. “Your sister told me you’d explain what this is all about.” 
 
   Mare smirked. “Just routine insanity. You know how it is with the mad. Peanuts is matching up bits of people, trying to make herself a human body.”
 
   Simon nodded. That explained her stealing her victim’s legs and buttocks.
 
   He peered at Mare closely. “What’s your trouble with her?”
 
   Her eyes flashed with anger. “She’s got my kid, Karen. That psycho bitch kidnapped my daughter.” She tapped her flank. “Get on.”
 
   Simon got off his sheep and onto her back. 
 
   “Leave your stuff,” Mare said as Simon was about to haul his gear from his airsheep, “You weigh enough already.”
 
   Simon considered this. “Can the sheep follow us?”
 
   “I run too fast for it to keep up. Leave it here. You can come back for it later.”
 
   Simon put the airsheep’s headgears in neutral and set it to hover in one spot.
 
   With Simon gripping her waist to steady himself, Mare galloped off under the floating buildings. 
 
   #
 
   They rode through a landscape of sand and palm trees. On these mid-city beaches, HUGE con-crabs fought even larger six-legged piranha for food and dominance of the sands. 
 
   Mare’s hooves blew granulated earth left and right as she sped between the warring creatures, swerving constantly to dodge nipping pincers and teeth. 
 
   Once out of the city centre, they journeyed below sheep-skeleton-airlifted metal house-pyramids and pagodas. Overhead, sunlight dripped like melted cheese through the spaces between the buildings, dappling the sand with odd geometries. 
 
   For the most part, Mare avoided the city highways by running around its outskirts.
 
   In the nearby distance, the city over-roads, barricaded off by electric fences, shimmered like static rivers. On them floating yellow school buses were overtaken by personal vehicles.
 
   They crossed one of the roads at a traffic light suspended from the underside of a pyramid.
 
   The first car at the crossing was a Rolls Royce with black-sheep tires. Simon whistled—now that was class. 
 
   The Roller’s rear window was down. A woman peered out, gave Simon a cool once over—it was CCTV news’ anchorwoman Stella Stellar. Simon was surprised. From the brief glance, she looked fatter than she did onscreen. 
 
   #
 
   Their destination was the seashore and Oceanview—an old battleship buoyed up by so many sheep skeletons they looked like worshippers ascending inverted mountain heights. 
 
   Three twenty-foot-long steel cables—connected to anchors sunk deep into cliff rock and attached fore, amidship, and stern— held the ship in position over the edge of the island. 
 
   Simon could see large cannons poking through the ship’s crusting of airsheep bones. 
 
   “Quite a fortress she’s got here,” he said. 
 
   Mare snorted loud as a horse. “We’ll take her down regardless.”
 
   Simon asked the question he’d been pondering since his arrival in Neo Japan, a puzzle which had only grown more intriguing as Nightmare had clopped her way across the distance separating their destination from his Matrix TV arrival point. “How did Peanuts get from Okinawa 2 to here without legs or water?”
 
   “She never went to Okinawa 2.”
 
   “I saw her smears on the television.”
 
   Nightmare shrugged her gorgeous ebony shoulders. “It’s a matter of tuning the Matrix TV right. Peanuts went directly home from there. You however . . . well Crystal insisted on talking to you.”
 
   Simon nodded. “So psycho mermaid can travel from Oceanview to anywhere she likes and back again?” 
 
   Then he became worried. Mare’s explanation that Crystal had been shunted to Okinawa 2 meant that unlike him, Peanuts had arrived here without any delay. The month he’d spent traveling to Oceanview would have given the mermaid more than enough time to cause a lot of mischief. Hopefully she hadn’t gone back to DC.
 
   “She can go to most places,” Mare replied. “It’s a convenient way of getting around, isn’t it?”
 
   “Ja, it is a sweet setup, but ve vill lick her candy ass still,” a female voice said behind them. “Vhat took you so long? I have been growing vorried.”
 
   Mare spun to face the speaker. “Meet Fraulein Fuhrer,” she told Simon. 
 
   Simon winced. Not the Uber Swiss assassin again. 
 
   “We’re already acquainted,” he said glumly. Fraulein’s presence here confirmed his opinion that a month was more than enough time for mischief to occur in his absence.
 
   #
 
   Simon dismounted from Mare’s back to stand beside Fraulein.
 
   Fraulein was now clad totally in black leather. She wore an officer’s cap and a military jacket with square shoulder pads topped with epaulets with major’s eagles seated on them. Her baggy trousers were tucked into thigh-high boots. A red SS band decorated her right upper arm.
 
   She’d cropped her black hair to chin length. It swung around her head like window curtains blown by a breeze.
 
   One thing about Fraulein that hadn’t changed was she still smelt of fish. This made no sense whatsoever to Simon. 
 
   She offered him her hand, her blue eyes reflecting her surprise at his chainsaw arm. “We meet again, Simon. Excuse the cheesy uniform. Herr Majesty likes it. She insists.”
 
   Simon took the proffered hand with its gold swastika decorated fingernails. He raised it to his lips and kissed it. “Hopefully this time you won’t try to kill me.”
 
   “No business this time, Simon. Ve vill have good pleasure together instead. Ve vill fuck soon, ja?”
 
   Simon smiled politely. It was always unwise to offend a woman. “Ja, Fraulein, ve vill,” he said.
 
   She laughed. “Zen you vill know vhat a real woman is like in bed.” Her gaze dropped over the cliff to the expanse of water beyond and she shuddered. This was the problem she had with working here—endlessly having to overcome her fear of the sea. 
 
   “That’s enough seduction already,” Mare said impatiently. “Let’s get to work.”
 
   #
 
   “Fraulein is Peanut’s mistress of security,” Mare said.
 
   Fraulein giggled. “Ja, only now I am her mistress of insecurity, ja?” She laughed at her joke, then stopped abruptly and pointed to the hull above. “Ve go now, ja? Queen Peanuts is not around. She left a short vhile ago for Beijing for more bodies. But she may return any moment.” She looked toward Simon. “You, of course, vill be vaiting for her vhen she returns.”
 
   “I’m here for the urn animating Peanuts,” Simon said.
 
   “Mare has told me that. You vill have it. It is in my best interests to help you get it. Vithout it Peanuts is just butter.”
 
   “And my daughter?” Mare asked nervously. “You promised nothing would happen to Karen.”
 
   “Nothing has,” Fraulein said. “And I am personally seeing to it that nothing vill. You must be patient. You vill be together vith her very soon.”
 
   #
 
   They began their ascent into Oceanview via a ladder of airsheep thighbones that was fastened into the links of its prow anchor chain. The bones’ buoyancy helped Simon climb what would otherwise have been an impossible ascent with only one arm.
 
   “The Queen’s peppermint men are asleep now,” Fraulein said as they went. “Ve vill enter safely and conceal you.”
 
   “Wouldn’t it be simpler to just bring the girl down first?” Simon asked. “I mean Mare’s kid—sneak her out?”
 
   Fraulein paused climbing a moment. She peered down at Simon and whispered. “It’s impossible to do. Queen Peanuts has Karen locked in her bedroom, she always keeps the key on her, and there are guards. My plan is to take the queen prisoner, then I vill have the key. For that I need your help—I remember you fought vell back in DC. Some peppermint guards are disgruntled with Herr Majesty, but I cannot rely on them. And they are not so many.” 
 
   She bent lower until her face was inches from his. “Even if I vere able to bring her down to you, it doesn’t solve the matter of getting the urn back, ja?”
 
   “You’re right about that.”
 
   “Give me your gun,” she said when they were almost at the ship’s porthole. “No one must suspect my loyalty if ve are noticed together.”
 
   Simon handed over his gun with misgivings. Despite his chainsaw-arm, he knew he was putting himself in jeopardy, but he also knew he had no choice in the matter. 
 
   If he intended to retrieve Kim Welch’s urn, he needed to trust Fraulein as implicitly as Mare clearly did.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   After entering a short distance into the floating ship, Simon and Fraulein were suddenly surrounded by peppermint people. The peppermint people had bodies of different colors as if they were sweets on display in a candy shop. Some were a single color, some had striped bodies of mixed colors, a number of were polka dotted. 
 
   They all had sculpted peppermint hair and blank eyes. The peppermint women had the hard perky breasts of nubile teens. 
 
   They all had a sickly-sweet candy shop smell.
 
   The peppermint men and women wore chocolate uniforms. Like Fraulein, they all wore ‘SS’ armbands. 
 
   They carried guns of red and yellow candy. 
 
   “This is he, commander?” one asked, indicating Simon with his candy gun. 
 
   “He is,” Fraulein replied. “Escort us now to the Queen.”
 
   Shit, Simon thought, realizing he’d been suckered. This woman was double-crossing both him and Mare. 
 
   Like leopards and their spots, Nazi bitches apparently couldn’t change their swastikas either.
 
   He started his chainsaw. 
 
   His planned resistance was immediately cut short by several candy gun prods to his back. 
 
   “Don’t make trouble, no?” Fraulein warned. “Peppermint men are ruthless varriors. Remember this also—candy bullets are both explosive and poisonous.” 
 
   Surrounded by peppermint Nazis, Simon was escorted to Peanuts’ presence.
 
   #
 
   Peanuts now had a human body. 
 
   She was a tall stately blonde wearing a sky-blue trouser suit. The only things marking her out as non-human were the peanut butter tears dribbling from her eyes—widow-smeared golden mascara. 
 
   Kim Welch’s urn had given her the power to control a body, albeit as a solid flowing within it. 
 
   Peanuts was peanut butter stuffing in a corpse. 
 
   A flesh peanut butter sandwich.
 
   (Her new body had been assembled from a selection of corpses. An obsession with human vivisection meant her dissatisfaction with any body whose parts she hadn’t hand-picked. In addition to the lower bodies she stole during her DC murder escapades, Peanuts had also collected several sets of upper bodies. She’d compiled these into one master corpse, choosing organs from each one as they caught her fancy.) 
 
   Peanuts turned from peering out a window when Simon was marched in. Her gait, as she walked over to him, was like a puppet’s. 
 
   Though open, her eyes were dead. Peanut butter bubbled over her lower eyelids like bleached tar.
 
   Like light shone through fingers, a dull red-orange glow pulsed behind Peanuts’ left breast. 
 
   A chill stabbed through Simon. Peanuts was wearing yellow latex gloves and boots. Mismatched inappropriate clothing against her pantsuit, unless . . . unless she now had the same power to dissolve flesh by touching it as Boots had previously possessed. 
 
   Oh shit.
 
   Fraulein clicked her heels to attention. “This is Simon Rush, Herr Majesty, delivered as—”
 
   “I know who he is, Fraulein.” Peanuts’ voice was an old woman’s, that of a toothless and senile crone straining with the effort to remember the construction and meaning of words. “I asked you to capture him, remember?”
 
   Simon stared at the woman, wondering what psychopathic thoughts chimed in her dead brain, or mingled brains. 
 
   Peanuts turned to a peppermint soldier. “Get the girl.”
 
   The guard departed.
 
   She returned her attention to Simon. 
 
   “I’ve been lonely for too long,” she said. She stroked his face with her latex-clad fingers. “I’ll make myself a partner.”
 
   “Good for you,” Simon said. “What’s that got to do with me?”
 
   “Shut up!” Fraulein whispered harshly in his ear. “You don’t speak until Herr Majesty gives you permission to do so!”
 
   Peanuts smiled her creepy undead smile. “It is okay, Fraulein. Allow him to talk. I like your body, Simon. I think you’re great husband material. Your corpse will form my basic husband building block, then I’ll pick and choose bits from other men I like.”
 
   “I regret my question,” Simon said. He forced his mind onto plots of escape. 
 
   Peanuts read his mind. She nodded at Fraulein. The woman activated her nanowhip, placed it against Simon’s neck. “One move and I vill remove your head.”
 
   “You are important to me, Simon,” Peanuts said. “I won’t have you thinking of running away. Your chainsaw arm is making you foolishly brave.” 
 
   She studied his body for a moment. “You are nicely muscular,” she said. “A real man, like I need.”
 
   She pulled off her right glove and grabbed Simon’s left arm above the elbow, squeezing hard.
 
   He screamed as Peanuts’ fingers sank through his jacket into his flesh, then on through his bones like scissors cutting fabric. Her fingers met in the middle of his severed meat. 
 
   His elbow and lower arm fell to the floor with the loud clang of chain-linked metal.
 
   Simon swam in a pool of pain and disbelief. He stared at his arm, saw that it was seamlessly truncated, ending in a smooth stump of flesh that wasn’t bleeding.
 
   He reached his remaining hand into his shirt pocket.
 
   “Don’t,” Fraulein warned him, her nanowhip humming louder.
 
   “Screw you,” Simon gasped. “I need painkillers.” He got out the jar of pills Priya had given him after stitching up his wounds and doped himself.
 
   The pain dissolved, to be replaced by depression. Staring down at his severed chainsaw, he felt he’d just lost Alice again. 
 
   The drugs helped him compose himself and put his troubles into perspective. The most important thing he needed to figure out was how to rip the urn out of Peanuts’ chest. So he had one arm left—so what? He was a DC cop. He’d find a way—he had no other choice. 
 
   Simon forgot his missing arm. 
 
   He stared at Peanuts. She smiled back, ran a hand through her hair, eyes dribbling smeared peanut butter makeup. The golden sludge trailed down her cheeks and neck into the collar of her jacket. 
 
   (Simon wondered which of Peanuts’ two personalities was the dominant one. Or had they combined into a single mind? For all he knew it could be just Kim Welch in there. Peanuts may have recognized him, but that wasn’t proof that the ex-mermaid was in control of her body: he’d also encountered the urn while it was resident inside Boots. He’d never met Peanuts in person at all.)
 
   Five minutes later, the peppermint Nazi Peanuts had sent to bring Mare’s daughter returned, accompanied by the oddest little girl Simon had ever seen. 
 
   “This is Karen?” Simon asked. “Why is she covered in blood?”
 
   #
 
   After being summarily reprisal-murdered and stuffed into Mare’s womb by Alice, Karen Locking had been reborn as . . .
 
   Now she was a two-year-old body with a twenty-five-year-old woman’s head and desires. And an adult vagina.
 
   Her head was almost the same size as her body, which strained her neck since it had remained an infant’s. She had tiny baby hands and feet. 
 
   Her black hair hung down to her knees.
 
   If Karen examined her skin closely she could make out pale lines, memories of the scars from when she’d somehow been reassembled inside her new centauress-mother’s womb.
 
   Since being reborn, things hadn’t been particularly easy for Karen Locking. 
 
   Sex was a huge complication in her new life. 
 
   Previously, Karen had really disliked fucking—despite her protest about Brad’s abandoning her, she even considered herself frigid—but now she felt like fucking all the time. For some reason her brain constantly demanded orgasmic gratification. 
 
   But despite her gorgeous face, who the hell would be turned on by an infant’s undeveloped body?
 
   Thankfully there were people desperate enough to overlook her defects.
 
   One of these was Jumbo, her nurse on Oceanview. Jumbo was in his thirties and slightly retarded. Being the only other human on Oceanview apart from Fraulein (whom he’d never dare even have nightmares of screwing) Jumbo was sexually starved. 
 
   Once Karen told him what she wanted from him, he quickly became her accomplice. Since Jumbo was in charge of looking after her, he could be in her room for as long and as often as he wished. 
 
   They fucked a lot. 
 
   They’d been busy fucking when the door had swung open and the peppermint Nazi walked in. 
 
   Karen was seated atop her nurse, impaled on his penis and stamping his belly with her tiny feet. She was cumming noisily, making the outrageous baby sex-moans that were all her infant throat could manage.
 
   Tampering with Karen was against Queen Peanuts’ orders. The peppermint Nazi carefully lifted her off of Jumbo’s cock and placed her gently on the floor. Then he shot Jumbo, blowing the man to pieces with explosive peppermint candy bullets.
 
   “Put your clothes on, little one,” he told Karen calmly when Jumbo was dead. “I’m sorry this bad man raped you. You must be strong despite this traumatic experience. The queen wishes to see you now.”
 
   Splattered with her lover’s blood, it was all little Karen could do not to scream.
 
   #
 
   Simon stared and stared at the weeping child-woman with the head that was too big for her body. Karen stared back at him, then wiped her face with the sleeve of her little dress so she could see him more clearly. 
 
   Her face hardened with hatred.
 
   “Brad? You son of a—” Then she saw it wasn’t her and Alice’s ex-boyfriend. “Who are you?” 
 
   “His name’s Simon,” Peanuts replied her. “Your mother traded him for your release.”
 
   Traded him? Simon turned to Fraulein. “Everything’s a setup? Mare’s in on this too?”
 
   “Ja. You’re a sucker.”
 
   He winced, disgusted at how easily he’d been tricked. Damn. 
 
   “Take them both away,” Peanuts told Fraulein. “Lock Simon up and send the child down to her mother.”


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Simon was imprisoned in a large bedroom with an aquarium. 
 
   Its walls were draped with red velvet curtains, each with a white circle housing a swastika in its middle. The white floor carpeting was covered with rugs and mats of a similar design. A few of the drapes were white, decorated with black eagles floating over black swastikas.
 
   A Nazi bedroom. 
 
   There was a closet that had leather clothes and a selection of gas masks hanging inside it. Two open drawers to the right of the closet spilled over with cross-patterned underwear. 
 
   Simon realized he was in Fraulein’s bedroom. 
 
   Like her drapes and carpet, her furniture was also decorated with swastikas.
 
   The bedroom’s centerpiece was a large waterbed covered by a pink plastic sheet. 
 
   The room smelt of fish.
 
   Its aquarium took up half the length of one wall. In it a multitude of oddly-patterned fish swam.
 
   Simon walked over to examine the fish in more detail.
 
   He sighed. All the fish were covered in black swastikas. 
 
   Nazi fish? By painting fish, Fraulein had clearly ridden the muse of her ideology far beyond the call of duty. 
 
   The bed’s plastic sheet made him wonder what she did with the fish in here. Surely she didn’t use them as sex toys?
 
   #
 
   Simon paced Fraulein’s room like a caged lion, plotting his escape. He had to get out of here and retrieve the urn before Peanuts killed him.
 
   He hadn’t come this far to become her damn husband template.
 
   He sat and thought. After a while pain returned to his many wounds. He took another dose of painkillers.
 
   He got up and opened the drapes. There was a window. It was shut but unlocked, and more importantly—unbarred. Peering out, he saw the sea. The sight both inspired and depressed him. 
 
   Simon left the window. With only one good arm, and with Fraulein’s cabin being so far above the ground, escaping that way had to be considered Plan B or C even. 
 
   Still he must get out. 
 
   He sat brooding, biding his time till it favored escape.
 
   #
 
   The door unlocked and Fraulein entered. She walked over and sat on the bed facing him. 
 
   “You vill make a deal vith me,” she whispered. “If you do this I vill assist you to get away.”
 
   “I remember the last deal we made,” Simon said dryly. “Hasn’t worked out too well for me, has it?”
 
   “Shsssh—keep your voice down.” She looked worriedly at the door. “There are peppermint men outside.”
 
   Simon shrugged at her. “You think I care?”
 
   “This is serious. This time you vill get the urn.”
 
   Simon doubted that. “I’m listening.” 
 
   Fraulein lowered her voice till she was barely audible. “I vill overthrow Queen Peanuts,” she whispered huskily, “and you vill help me. Once this is done, you may leave. Unlike Herr Majesty, I have no need for a construction-kit husband—I am not so choosy.” She peered intently at him, her kohled eyes gorgeous. “Vhat do you say to this?”
 
   Simon nodded. She sounded sincere, but she had also seemed sincere before. “Okay, I’ll do it. What’s the plan?”
 
   Fraulein pulled off her boots, then unzipped her leather trousers and stepped out of them. Her panties went next. “I vill explain later. First ve vill fuck to seal the deal, ja?”
 
   She lay back on the huge waterbed and spread her legs. She crooked a finger at him. “Come here, Simon. Fraulein vants to see vhat you are veally made of.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   “I hate you!” little Karen squealed at Mare as the peppermint Nazis who’d set her free climbed the ladder back up into the ship. Her gore-splattered face was pitiful as she shrilled her delayed shock, horror, and rage at her mother. “I HATE YOU!”
 
   The black centauress picked her daughter up and studied her little body with concern. “Are you alright, dear? Did the Peanut Witch hurt you?”
 
   “Let me go, you! You’re just as bad as she is!”
 
   Mare winced, wondering why the child always had to be so difficult. Sometimes motherhood just didn’t seem worth it, and it was such a thankless job. “Now, dearest, you know you don’t mean that.”
 
   “I hate you! I hate this horrible baby body you trapped me in!”
 
   This comment rang a familiar alarm bell in Mare’s mind. She examined Karen closely and noticed a wet smear between her legs. She turned her upside down, smelt the sharp aroma of pussy mixed with cum in her toddler crotch. 
 
   Mare was incensed.
 
   “You little slut. You’ve been screwing again!”
 
   “And what if I have!? I’m an adult, aren’t I? I’m twenty-five, mother. I can have all the sex I want! It’s what adults do!”
 
   “Not here you can’t. And you’re not an adult anymore—you’re my little girl now. Get that through your oversized head. I’m getting you a chastity belt.”
 
   “You horrible child abuser!”
 
   (Though grateful to Mare for not leaving her dead, the pair had a strained mother-daughter relationship. Mare was imperious with her new ‘child,’ demanding to be obeyed without question, while Karen, knowing she wasn’t a child, automatically rebelled. And for extreme rebellions, Mare had a suitably extreme punishment.)
 
   Mare was exasperated. She wasn’t taking any of Karen’s lip. “Baaaad fucking baby,” she growled, “back up into mommy you go.” And with those words, she lay her horse underbody on its side on the cliff-top sand. 
 
   Karen’s anger fizzled out like flat soda pop as she realized what was coming. “I’m sorry. mommy!” she shrilled. “Really sorry. I won’t do it again, I promise, I’ll be good!”
 
   “That’s what you said last time, you little tramp.” She stuffed her struggling goblin-like daughter up through her vagina and into her womb. 
 
   At first Karen fought fiercely, desperately biting Mare’s horse labia. “No no no!!!!” she shrilled like the vagina was an ogre’s lair.
 
   She was no match for her mother. 
 
   “Stop that, you little bitch!” the centauress growled in pain. She smacked Karen across her toddler-butt with such force that the girl’s shock at seeing Jumbo killed returned. She went limp and stared at Mare’s hairy horse-pussy like it wasn’t there.
 
   “Don’t you dare try that shit with me, you little hussy.”
 
   Mare resumed stuffing her inside her hairy hole. Inch by inch, Karen disappeared from sight. 
 
   Finally, Mare pushed Karen’s little toes out of sight. She then clenched her vagina muscles tightly, reverse-squirting Karen fully into her womb, ensuring that her cervix was shut tight around the woman-child. 
 
   She decided this time to keep her trapped in there until she really learnt her lesson.
 
   #
 
   For Karen, revisiting the womb wasn’t the dream-fulfillment some people imagined it to be. Being entombed in the red-muscled space felt like being trapped in a closet with a nylon bag over her head. 
 
   Solitary confinement in a biological jail.
 
   No matter how hard she tried, she was never able to turn around and leave. The meat walls snuggled tightly against her body and head, smothering her motion and breath. 
 
   She endlessly choked to death from lack of air, and yet didn’t. 
 
   #
 
   Mare clopped off, away from Queen Peanut’s ship. 
 
   Inside her, Karen Locking asphyxiated into unconsciousness, then revived. Over and over again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Simon had sex with Fraulein. Having sex with Fraulein meant giving her cunnilingus. 
 
   Fraulein had the largest clitoris Simon had ever seen. It was the size of his thumb and tattooed with black swastikas. 
 
   Like it was in a competition with her clitoris, her black pubic bush was shaven in the shape of a swastika too.
 
   Her vagina stank like a well-stocked fishmonger’s.
 
   “Meet Betty, my Nazi clitoris,” Fraulein said, spreading her labia wide and popping her huge clit out into rampant view. “She is your new best girlfriend, Simon. Ja, she is. Treat her very vell, show her that you like her.” 
 
   She gripped his head and pulled him down onto her. “Don’t rush your date with her. Nazi Betty is a very sensitive girl. You take her to McDonald’s then to a movie, ja, then vhen the actor and actress are kissing, you hold her close and tell her how much you like her hair, and that you don’t care at all that she is ugly . . .”
 
   Bracing himself on his stump, Simon licked Nazi Clitoris. It quivered with his tongue strokes, stiff as an SS soldier on parade.
 
   Above him, Fraulein’s torrent of words intensified, coming out in gasps. “Your darling Nazi Betty is very very shy, so very shy because she is different from other girls. So very different . . . treat her vith chivalry vith honor vith care . . . she likes vater . . . fishing she loves fishing, she catches swordfish in her nets . . .”
 
   He licked her faster and faster. 
 
   “. . . sexy big reichfish in ze big nets of her Aryan trawlers . . .”
 
   The fishy odor pouring from her sex became overpowering. Simon felt himself drowning in it like it was the sea.
 
   Fraulein thrashed above him.
 
   “. . . huge Nazi sharks to keep ze reichblood pure and strong . . . Ah ja, ich komme! Ich komme!!!”
 
   Her torso arched off the bed like she’d break her spine. Simon just managed to keep his position between her legs. 
 
   Then something torpedoed out of her vagina and blasted his head away from her crotch. 
 
   He fell back stunned and watched as two more reddish torpedoes spurted out of Fraulein’s vagina in a jet of water. 
 
   “JA, Mien Gott! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!!”
 
   She fell back on the bed, gripping the sheets tightly.
 
   Simon sat up. He stared in disbelief at the three fish she’d ejaculated from her sex.
 
   The trio of fish flipped and flopped at the foot of the bed. They gaped blankly at Simon in equal disbelief, wondering how they’d arrived here from their pleasant ocean. 
 
   All three fish were covered in black swastikas.
 
   Simon stifled a laugh. 
 
   Fraulein got to her feet and coolly pulled on her panties and trousers. She retrieved the fish from the bed. 
 
   She smiled at Simon.
 
   “This is trout. Trout means Nazi Betty likes you. If not, she produces crabs or piranha, or even small sharks.”
 
   She dumped one trout into the aquarium with the other Nazi fish, then carried the two that remained to the bedroom door and rapped on it. 
 
   A peppermint Nazi entered. Fraulein handed her the squirming fish. 
 
   “Have these cooked for our dinner.” She walked back over to Simon and rubbed cheeks with him. “Nazi Betty is very pleased vith you. She is tingling nicely, blushing—telling me how much she likes you, how you treated her like a real gentleman vould. She expects to go on another vet date soon.” 
 
   Simon smiled nicely. 
 
   His stump ached from bracing himself on it. He fed himself more painkillers.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 16
 
    
 
   After their dinner of steamed Nazi fish, Fraulein took Simon to Oceanview’s movie theatre.
 
   This was a large room with ramped seating for a hundred people. However, rather than having a movie screen, it had a HUGE television that was identical to the monstrous ‘Matrix Point’ set Simon had flown through to reach Okinawa 2. 
 
   The TV screen currently displayed a blue Samsung screensaver that criss-crossed its screen, bouncing off all four sides at staggered angles (which ensured it never covered exactly the same route twice). 
 
   Fraulein inserted a DVD into the player and sat beside Simon in a middle seat, remote control in hand. 
 
   Several peppermint Nazis sat behind them at a respectful distance.
 
   “Ve vill vatch Herr Majesty’s favorite film,” she said as the screensaver converted to Oceanview: Deep Blue Sea. 
 
   The ocean images began. Fraulein shivered with the return of her familiar fear. 
 
   “I’m surprised I’ve never heard of this technology before,” Simon said.
 
   Fraulein shrugged. “The vorld is big. It is packed vith things neither of us have heard of before.” She frowned thoughtfully at Simon. “Not hearing of things is not always a loss. I once had a bad experience vith something very similar to this video vater.” 
 
   They watched the rolling onscreen waves for a while. 
 
   “You know she’s mad, don’t you?” Simon whispered to Fraulein.
 
   “Vho? Queen Peanuts?” She laughed. “So vhat? She pays vell. Money is the most important consideration in the vorld. Vithout it I might as vell be dead. You too.”
 
   Simon nodded—he wouldn’t expect an assassin to give any other reply. Fraulein clearly didn’t care how much crime anyone committed as long as it didn’t compromise her earnings.
 
   “You know, Simon,” she said, “ve must not judge Peanuts harshly. She is a barometer measuring the mental pressure of the vorld, ja?” Her swastika-decorated face lit up with a sardonic smile. “She is a living indicator of the vorld’s insanity. A psycho vorld creates . . . deserves . . . such psycho people, ja?”
 
   Simon understood what she meant. A mad world must of necessity be populated by the insane. Who else would be able to find comfort and meaning living in it?
 
   He now realized something. Fraulein hadn’t brought him here to watch waves lap endlessly. 
 
   He turned to her.
 
   “Why have you brought me here, Fraulein?”
 
   She was silent a moment. 
 
   “I vant us to travel somevhere together. Not now, but vhen Oceanview is under my control.”
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   Fraulein smiled, her cheek swastikas glittering. “It is simple. Vhat you have already experienced is only the tip of the iceberg. This sea DVD vas popular vith Herr Majesty only because she used to be a fish from the vaist down. There is a video rack by the player vith many films in it—many other vorlds ve can visit.”
 
   Simon stared at her in surprise. “You’re saying the TV location isn’t fixed? That it varies according to the recording you play?”
 
   “Exactly, Simon.” 
 
   “Have you . . . ?”
 
   “Looked into any? Just a peek is all. Immediately inside the screen, every vorld looks like vhat is showing, like this one does. I am too busy vorking always, keeping the peppermint soldiers in order, to explore any deeper, but soon . . .”
 
   She leaned in close, licked his ear. “But first ve dispose . . . depose Herr Majesty, then ve vill explore these DVD vorlds together, Simon. Maybe ve vill even fuck there.” She smiled. “Ja, ve vill fuck in there. Nazi Betty vill most definitely vant that.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 17
 
    
 
   After escorting Simon back to her cabin, Fraulein joined Peanuts in her laboratory, which had previously been Oceanview’s freezer room. 
 
   Peanuts’ dissection table was uncustomarily devoid of a corpse. 
 
   “It’s settled then,” she told Fraulein. “Simon will be your first peanut butter soldier.” 
 
   “He’s an average physical specimen—good-looking but unexceptional,” Fraulein replied cautiously. “I still think using human tissue is dangerous—the deterioration. The peppermint Nazis are reliable.” 
 
   “They melt in both water and fire,” Peanuts retorted. “Their limitations outweigh their usefulness. Who wants an army that literally melts when the heat is on? Or that dissolves before a fire hose like a group of anti-war protesters?” 
 
   Fraulein grimaced. They were constantly arguing about this and it was the reason she planned to wrestle control of Oceanview from Peanuts. It hurt her like a bleeding hemorrhoid to see a person neglecting a valuable resource. 
 
   (The peppermint Nazis gave Fraulein a feeling of security—their susceptibility to melting made them great allies. She considered having soldiers with a similar phobia as herself [in this case both she and they being deathly scared of large amounts of water] the perfect organizational setup.) 
 
   It meant there was no need for her to exert beyond herself in any liquid direction. 
 
   However, Peanuts was adamant in her intent to replace her candy person employees with flesh and blood ones at her earliest opportunity. Her refusal to accept Fraulein’s point of view as the obvious truth had made her mistress of security conclude that Peanuts needed to be overthrown, thrown off her figurative throne. 
 
   And now Peanuts had come up with this new idea about making hybrid human/peanut butter people. Fraulein cringed at the thought. Vhat vould Herr Majesty think up next? 
 
   “So you believe Simon vill make a great soldier. It is too bad then that you cut his chainsaw off,” Fraulein said. 
 
   Her companion snorted a stream of peanut butter onto the lab floor. “Who . . . Simon? He’s crap.” 
 
   Fraulein was startled by the about-face: “You just said . . .” 
 
   “That he’s husband material? He’s from DC—all their men make great husbands. It’s all they do—romance and copulate all day long. They have a man shortage, so all their males are government registered love toys. They call them MEN.” 
 
   Fraulein found Peanuts’ random leaps between logic streams irritating. “So vhy?”
 
   “Because I believed you when you said he was DC’s best warrior, or was that your vagina making the recommendation?” 
 
   Fraulein winced. “You’ve gotten them mixed up again. The supercop vas his dead girlfriend, Alice. And you’ve a vagina too, you know, only it is stuffed vith peanut butter goo.” 
 
   “Watch your tongue! You work for me!”
 
   #
 
   Despite her complaints about Simon’s unsuitability, Peanuts was pleased. 
 
   Tomorrow the man would die and begin his transformation into something much greater than himself. The first flesh and peanut butter super-warrior.
 
   Peanuts realized that her interest in the DC cop came from the urn that had reanimated her. 
 
   The urn liked Simon—something to do with when its ashes were still alive and Simon had visited them as a sick girl in hospital. The girl had thought Simon handsome and kind, unlike her horrible father and brothers. 
 
   Peanuts didn’t mind—she also thought Simon was good-looking. Despite this, she and the urn both agreed some changes had to be made to him to make him perfect—little things like replacing his eyes and his hair, making him more muscular, and finding him a new left hand. Or maybe she’d take Fraulein’s hint and reattach his chainsaw. It couldn’t hurt once he was dead and fully hers to command. 
 
   #
 
   While she didn’t communicate with Kim Welch in an actual sense, Peanuts was constantly aware of the second personality that simmered under hers. 
 
   It bothered her. The urn’s nature was an unpleasantly violent one; an essence which, if left to itself, would create great harm in the world. She sensed in it dark vistas of inexplicable madness.
 
   It scared her.
 
   She was uncertain about the nature of their relationship. Was she possessed by the urn or was she the one possessing it? She also sensed it was frustrated it couldn’t control the peanut butter that comprised her like it had intended when it reanimated her.
 
   Peanuts didn’t see the irony in the urn seeking to manipulate her peanut butter body like she was manipulating her human one.
 
   #
 
   Peanuts’ fusion with Kim Welch had an additional benefit besides keeping her alive. She could now dissolve flesh and bone through touch. She’d already found this useful while assembling her new body. 
 
   It had reduced her need for cleavers to a bare minimum.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 18
 
    
 
   Simon was licking Nazi Betty again. 
 
   “And you tell her . . . You tell her that her hair is gold as the Rhine cornfields . . . smooth as Ming Dynasty silk . . . you kiss her now while running your fingers through her golden locks . . . You spread her thighs gently. You see how excited Betty is . . . wet like ocean . . .” 
 
   Simon was prepared this time as her fishmonger stink wrapped him in its Piscean fins. He licked Nazi Betty like a cat lapping milk. 
 
   He felt no arousal, the painkillers in his system made that impossible. His cock was as dead as a man who’d just faced a firing squad.
 
   In the absence of erotic desire, his sense of police duty took over. Fraulein was his passport to achieving his goal here. He commanded his tongue to please her, though he was always on the verge of vomiting inside her. 
 
   Her fish smell intensified. 
 
   Fuhrer’s voice came to him now in abruptly punctuated moans like bursts of static. “. . . Lick Betty . . . she likes . . . lick her dirty little sister, Annifrid . . . Dirty dirty like a muddy schoolgirl . . . Annifrid plays vith shit . . . Nazi Betty is clean. She plays on the beach, toes in salt spray, velcoming home . . . Velcome! Ja, ich komme!”
 
   Tongue-stroking Nazi Clitoris, Simon was expecting this warning cry. He continued licking, preparing to dodge her fish the second she orgasmed.
 
   He had mistimed it. 
 
   “Ja!!!”
 
   A vaginal torpedo hit Simon in the head. He fell sideways, then sat up, rubbing his neck. 
 
   He expected to see trout on the bed, not the huge swastika-splattered dolphin head protruding from Fraulein’s sex amidst seaweed and sea water. 
 
   “Ja, ja, mien Gott! Mien Gott!!” Fraulein moaned deliriously while the Nazi Dolphin struggled to escape the clutches of her loins. 
 
   The dolphin couldn’t make it out by itself. The rest of its body was too big. 
 
   Simon tried pulling it out, but it wouldn’t budge. 
 
   Fraulein kept moaning, “ich sperma . . . ich sperma . . .” Simon decided against alerting the guards. No need to embarrass their Kommandant.
 
   He knelt over Fraulein’s belly and started licking Nazi Betty again, squeezing Fraulein’s breasts through her leather jacket. 
 
   He discovered Fraulein was multi-orgasmic. 
 
   Gone now were all exhortations to treat Betty like a lady. “Ja schwein, fuck Betty like a man, lick her good or you go to Auschwitz! There I show you how ve fuck vith a cattle prod strap-on!”
 
   The fish stink became magnified threefold. 
 
   “Ja!!!” Fraulein screamed a final time, a banshee yell to split the sky open.
 
   Nazi Betty thrust into Simon’s mouth like a cock. Fraulein’s vagina spread wider, and Nazi Dolphin spurted out into the world.  
 
   #
 
   Fraulein was out cold. Her vagina had shrunken back to normal. Her breasts rose and fell with her breathing like they were pumping iron. 
 
   The Nazi Dolphin’s swastika-marred bulk heaved like it had just run a marathon. 
 
   Simon sat for a while looking at Fraulein’s fucked-into-bliss form. Nazi Betty curved like a hawk’s beak between her labia. He realized things couldn’t get any odder than they already had. 
 
   Then . . . the Nazi dolphin levitated off the bed like a filling balloon. 
 
   It flew around the bedroom ceiling, beating the air with the gentle strokes of its lateral fins. 
 
   Simon sighed. 
 
   He lay down beside Fraulein, watching the dolphin go round and round the ceiling, waiting for her to wake up.   
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 19
 
    
 
   Fraulein shook Simon awake. 
 
   He opened his eyes, focused on her face. First he saw an indistinct black-white collage, then it turned into a pattern of black swastikas on aristocratic mayonnaise flesh. 
 
   He sat up. 
 
   “It is time I go and overthrow the Queen,” Fraulein said. She gripped her nanowhip aggressively. “You vill vait here for my return. Then ve vill fuck in celebration.”
 
   “I’m coming along,” Simon said. “I’m here for the urn, remember? I don’t care who runs Oceanview—”
 
   “You vill remain here, man!” Fraulein snarled.
 
   “Oh no I won’t!” He stood up off the bed and stared her down. “Remember you need me to take over Oceanview,” he whispered.
 
   “My position has strengthened since . . .” She shrugged. “Okay, you vill come too.”
 
   She rummaged through a bedside chest. “Here is your gun. Hide it—you are a prisoner.”
 
   Simon noticed something. “Where’s the dolphin?” 
 
   “Vhat?”
 
   “Where’s the Nazi dolphin you ejaculated? It was swimming in circles on the ceiling when I fell asleep.” Then, they both noticed the dolphin-sized hole through one of the cabin drapes and the wall behind it. 
 
   “Mien Gott!—A dolphin?” Fraulein gaped at Simon in astonishment. “Nazi Betty really likes you!”
 
   #
 
   With the dolphin missing, Fraulein insisted Simon remain her ‘prisoner’ for a short while longer, until she came to let him out.
 
   He didn’t bother arguing with her. He knew she simply didn’t want him to be too tired out later to celebrate her coup d’état—maybe they’d try for a Nazi Whale this time?
 
   At least she’d let him have his gun back.
 
   She departed with her Nazi peppermint-men. 
 
   Once she was gone, Simon studied the huge hole in the wall created by the dolphin. 
 
   The hole was right over Fraulein’s aquarium. Its creation had knocked flakes of silica-board into the water below. The aquarium fish were busy investigating the flakes to see if they were good to eat. 
 
   The opening had bite marks all around it. It had clearly been created by the dolphin eating the wall. 
 
   Simon nodded. In a world where crabs ate concrete and dogs ate wood, who would find it odd that a Nazi dolphin ate wallboards? 
 
   The real question was: what else did it eat? If it also liked human flesh, then he’d been saved from it biting him only by his proximity to Fraulein, whom it most likely considered its mother. Once Simon got out of here, he’d need to watch his back where the damn thing was concerned.
 
   Shit. Like he didn’t already have enough rotten fish on his plate.
 
   #
 
   Simon tried to escape Fraulein’s room through the dolphin’s hole. 
 
   The opening was too high to reach without standing on something. All of Fraulein’s cabin chairs were bolted to the floor, so he tried using the aquarium as a stool. 
 
   He quickly gave up, realizing the aquarium glass was too thin to stand on without breaking it. He’d end up with a leg full of shards if it collapsed under his weight. 
 
   Having only one good arm made the whole plan to climb the wall a nonsense endeavour anyway. 
 
   Simon forgot the hole and went out the window instead. 
 
   #
 
   This was better, but worse. Like most people, Simon had no head for heights. Balancing on sheep bones a hundred feet in the air was not his idea of a worthwhile experience. 
 
   The sheep skeletons were held against each other by thin cords binding their legs together, and against Oceanview by their buoyancy, a sort of static centrifugal force. They formed a bone net around the ship. In some places they were secured two or three sheep deep. 
 
   Simon went sideways, spider-walking, treading carefully as if each sheep bone was an eggshell, knowing the feeling of lightness from the sheep’s antigravity was deceptive and if he made one wrong step he’d fall and break his neck.
 
   He peered cautiously into each cabin window he passed, climbing back inside Oceanview as soon as he found an empty room with an open door.
 
   The room opened into a corridor.
 
   Outside the room, inside the floating ship’s bowels, Simon moved slowly through its passageways, seeking the sound of Peanuts’ voice.
 
   #
 
   Simon heard footsteps descending the connecting stairway behind him. 
 
   Had Fraulein already discovered he was gone? Whoever was coming mustn’t see him. He padded quickly down the corridor, trying doors.
 
   One finally clicked open.
 
   He ducked through the door quickly, leaving it ajar.
 
   He stood by the door, peering out into the corridor, then heard a sound behind him.
 
   “What—!” 
 
   Gun at the ready, Simon whirled to the source of the sound, then relaxed a little.
 
   Two white-and-black-striped peppermint people were having sex. 
 
   The woman lay on her side on a table facing Simon, her solid yellow hair draped over her shoulders like a candy wrapper. The candy man stood behind her, his zebra-striped penis half-buried in her ass. 
 
   Tubular teen tits tapped the table top.
 
   Simon goggled. The peppermint man’s balls were black-and-white swirly wheels that rotated as he thrust.
 
   Ground grey candy dust had spilt from the peppermint woman’s sex on each pull-out. It dripped over her thighs and over the table, made little cones on the floor. 
 
   The candy persons stared guiltily at Simon, like they needed to excuse their actions but couldn’t think up a satisfactory lie.
 
   Simon was extremely embarrassed. He raised his handless arm alongside his gun to show he meant no harm.
 
   “I’m really sorry,” he said. “Ignore me. I’m gone already.” 
 
   He turned his back to them and peered out the door, listening carefully. He heard footsteps fading away down the corridor.
 
   Thank heavens, he thought with relief, time to leave.
 
   Once Simon’s back was turned, the peppermint man and woman eyed each other meaningfully, their bodies still poised in mid-thrust.
 
   It was forbidden to fuck on duty. If any peppermint people were caught, they would be melted in a tub of hot water. Neither the man nor the woman wanted this. For a moment they weighed the possibility of leaving Simon alive, but they had heard he was screwing Kommandant Fraulein. It was only a matter of time before he exposed their secret to her and she melted them. 
 
   Rolly, the male candy person, had particular reason to dread Fraulein finding out.
 
   The pair nodded to each other.
 
   Quick as a flash, the peppermint woman picked up her candy gun and shot Simon. The gun sounded like someone taking a really watery shit.
 
   Simon felt the hammer blows to his back, felt the exploding sweets ripping his chest apart, killing him. He sank to the floor, his weight shutting the door as he slid down it. 
 
   His blood and life spewed from his wounds as if they’d grown tired of coexisting with him. 
 
   Simon Rush died wishing he’d listened to the witch’s admonition to return home. 
 
   Once Simon was dead, the peppermint man and woman smiled and kissed. Hard candy lips came together with clinks like china cups touching saucers.
 
   The candy woman’s name was Julep. “Check to make sure no one is coming,” she said.  
 
   Her partner Rolly grunted but did so. He pulled out of her, tiptoed to the door, and listened.
 
   “No one is there,” he said. 
 
   “Uh-uh,” Julep said, as he walked back to her. “Not like before. Let us do that thing.” 
 
   Rolly stopped. “What thing?” 
 
   She pointed to Simon’s head and nodded. “What you said you do with Minty. The thing with brains.”
 
   The candy man’s zebra-striped face split in a translucent grin. “Oh yes, that is very good,” he said, “but there’s no time.” 
 
   “No one heard us kill him, no one will interrupt us.” 
 
   Rolly nodded. He retrieved his candy gun and returned to Simon’s corpse. 
 
   He placed the gun against Simon’s ear and fired a rapid burst of peppermints, blasting off the top of Simon’s skull to reveal his brains.
 
   The peppermint man studied Simon’s brains for a moment, then dipped his fingers into them and dug out a handful of the greyish nerve tissue. He mashed this between his fingers as he returned to the peppermint woman.
 
   He stuffed the brains into Julep’s candy vagina, then forced his cock into the middle of the brain pulp. 
 
   “Yesss!” the peppermint woman moaned in delight as Rolly penetrated the bloody nerve gore in her sex. “It is really as good as you said it is. It really feels like I am made of human flesh inside. Yes, human brains fuck as good as they think!”
 
   The peppermint pair resumed their fuck with renewed urgency.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 20
 
   The Brief Origin of Peanuts (not for Consumption)
 
    
 
   Peanuts had begun life as a spread in a Blue City factory vat. Her destiny of being jarred and eaten was truncated when, en-route to being bottled, a machine-oil pipe broke and leaked into the peanut butter spread. 
 
   The adulterated peanut butter had been pumped wholesale into the city river, which was already so polluted scientists were no longer certain which substances were contaminating it.
 
   The peanut butter mixed with substances it wasn’t supposed to combine with. 
 
   Peanuts was the result.
 
   Peanuts remembered becoming self aware. 
 
   One moment she wasn’t, the next she was, and then was conscious of a mass of fish biting chunks out of her. 
 
   The fish scattered when she changed herself into a big fish-shape and ate several of them. 
 
   She swam the river in the fish shape for several months, settling on her mermaid form after observing a teenage girl fishing for mutant shrimp. 
 
   The peanut-sludge fish had been impressed with how easily the girl got around on land, which was something she couldn’t accomplish. 
 
   Peanuts killed the girl by dragging her to the river bottom. There she’d dissected her and studiously worked to form her peanut butter into the shape of a human body (complete with liquid-nut innards) modeled on the girl’s corpse.
 
   (Peanuts had no true concept of sex. She could just as well have been a boy. It was mere chance that she’d killed a girl to use as her model.)
 
   Forming a head, arms, and torso presented no problem to her. However, forming an ass and legs did.
 
   The problem was locomotion. In water, fish fins and tails functioned better than legs; while on land, legs made of peanut butter couldn’t support her weight. 
 
   Temperature was an additional complication. Water was cool. Whenever she was in it, she was hard. On land, heat melted her lower parts into sludge.
 
   (Always her lower parts. The unknown force animating Peanuts kept her upper body relentlessly solid.)
 
   Peanuts tried strengthening her semisolid legs by building them around human hip and leg skeletons. This approach proved ineffective. While on land, the sun would beam down upon her and she would gloomily watch her peanut butter flesh melt off her borrowed bones, forming a golden puddle around her bony toes. 
 
   Her desperation grew and grew. Would she never be free of water?
 
   Frustrated beyond belief, Peanut left her home river and swam far away, looking for someone who had the secret she needed to ‘liberate’ herself.
 
   #
 
        Peanuts arrived at Oceanview purely by chance. During one of her periods of listless depression, she let the ocean’s water currents carry her where they would, and they brought her to Okinawa 2.
 
   Surfacing beside Okinawa’s cliffs, Peanuts had gaped at Oceanview’s immense bulk overhead. 
 
   She’d been instantly entranced. The ship’s sheep skeleton coating made it beautiful to her, a premonition of the skeleton that waited inside her. 
 
   After watching the floating ship for two days without seeing anyone enter or exit it, Peanuts decided to look inside. 
 
   Scaling its bone ladder that first time had presented a challenge, but she’d managed. 
 
   She’d found the old ship deserted and dirty. It was cool however; she was almost as solid here as in the water.
 
   She’d already been rejoicing at finding a new base of operations when she stumbled upon a box of Deep Blue Sea DVDs. 
 
   Though Peanuts had a quick mind, working out what the DVDs were (and did) took her a little time. 
 
   Once she’d understood the basics of distance transport technology, she’d smiled, reflecting upon how the goddess Fortune was smiling down on her quest for humanity. 
 
   All that was left to do was arrange it so the Deep Blue Sea DVDs would be shipped to video stores worldwide and then visit the stores’ unsuspecting clients through their televisions with her knife in hand. 
 
        (Peanuts had finally concluded that the only workable solution to her problem was to make herself a human body. She knew this meant killing a lot of humans for body parts to build it from, but reasoned that all humans died sooner or later anyway, and also that their expiring at her hands must be considered as being for a good cause.
 
        After being deprived of true motion on land for so long, Peanuts wanted the best body which could be had.)
 
   DC was the sixth town Peanuts visited during her murderous search. It was also the only place where the cops were able to figure out what was going on.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 21
 
   My Butter-filled Heart
 
    
 
   Wrapped tightly in pleasant memories, Peanuts was surprised when the swastika-embossed dolphin swam in through a hole in her cabin wall. She hadn’t heard it eating its way through the wallboard.
 
   “What the . . .”
 
   She relaxed. It was odd that it was flying in the air, but it was still a dolphin. Harmless.
 
   The swastikas painted on it meant it belonged to Nazi-mad Fraulein. She made a mental note to warn her assistant to take better care of her pets. 
 
   The dolphin swam round Peanuts’ room twice sniffing the air. Peanuts relaxed further, began to consider its possibilities as an instrument of warfare. An airborne sea creature was a dual asset. Maybe she could breed them?
 
   Equip enough of these creatures with lasers and bombs and they’d prove a formidable force.
 
   The dolphin stopped circling the room. It swam across to Peanuts and sniffed her face, then it licked the peanut butter smears beneath her eyes.
 
   She pushed it off. The dolphin’s rough tongue had felt like sandpaper on her liquid flesh.
 
   Then it opened its mouth. 
 
   Peanuts gasped. Peanut butter streamed out over her tongue in her horror. The dolphin’s teeth were large metal swastikas. 
 
   With a huge gulp, Nazi Dolphin bit off half of Peanuts’ head. 
 
   For the first time in Peanuts’ life she screamed in pain as her peanut goo mingled with pulped brain tissue and bone matter.
 
   However, the dolphin was not interested in her human meat. It was after her peanut butter. 
 
   As Peanuts fought to pull off her latex gloves so she could dissolve its flesh, it jerked away and took a huge bite out of the side of her chest.
 
   She screamed louder, a banshee-wail of comingled pain, horror, and terror. Nazi Dolphin had bitten Kimberly Welch’s urn clean in two. The dolphin ate the top third of the urn in the same gulp as Peanuts’ heart and left breast. Spilt Kimberly ash dripped from its jaws. 
 
   It masticated Peanuts’ butter-filled heart quickly, savoring the flavor of her, then got to work savaging the rest of her.
 
   To her horror, Peanuts found she could no longer control her new body. Her deadly hands lay useless by her sides.
 
   As she fought desperately to remain alive, the remainder of the urn ash spilt out of her chest to the cabin floor. The rest of the urn followed. Ash and metal both dissolved into the synthetic wood like floor polish.
 
   Peanuts died shortly after the urn remnants disappeared completely.
 
   Nazi Dolphin was still ravaging her corpse for peanut butter when Fraulein blew off the cabin door and entered.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 22
 
    
 
   The first thing Fraulein noticed was the Nazi dolphin’s new limbs. It now possessed forelegs and hind-legs like a frog’s.
 
   The creature turned upon hearing her enter. It growled at her and the peppermint Nazis. 
 
   “Don’t shoot,” she said. “It just vants Herr Majesty’s carcass.” She smirked at the half-eaten blonde on the bed. “It can have her. Saves the trouble of burial.”
 
   Nanowhip raised to strike in case the animal attacked her, Fraulein walked to Peanuts’ side. “The urn’s not here.” She considered Nazi Dolphin again—its new legs. “It has eaten it.”
 
   “If it has it might be dangerous. Should we kill it?” a candy man asked. 
 
   She shook her head. “Simon can have it as a pet.” She smiled at the irony of this. She intended to keep Simon as a pet, and she’d also give him his own pet—one containing the very thing he’d come looking for.
 
   She smiled broadly, very pleased with how fate had dropped Oceanview into her lap. 
 
   She doubted Simon would be as pleased though.
 
   #
 
   Sounds of firing rose from below-deck. Shortly afterward, a peppermint Nazi rushed in. His right hand had been shot off. His forearm was a mass of jagged candy splinters. 
 
   “A group of hardheads are resisting your takeover of the ship, Herr Kommandant.”
 
   Fraulein sighed. Meat or candy, there would always be assholes. “Permit them to come up and see for themselves. Herr Majesty is dead, her new pet killed her. As most senior officer on Oceanview, I have assumed emergency com—”
 
   Oceanview shuddered violently, throwing everyone hard against the cabin walls. 
 
   “That was a bomb!” a peppermint Nazi screamed when the ship stabilized again. Both his legs were broken, their ends orange candy splinters. 
 
   Another violent shudder shook the ship, flinging the dolphin off Peanuts’ corpse. The animal hovered in midair, glaring angrily at the peppermint people.
 
   The ship stabilized again. A candy man’s cracked-off head stared up at his body from the floor.
 
   “Ve’re not being bombed,” Fraulein said. “There vas no sound of an explosion.”
 
   Taking care to hold onto bolted-down furniture, she made her way to the cabin’s porthole and looked outside.
 
   “Shit!” she gasped in horror.
 
   Oceanview had sprouted legs that reached down to the ground. Thick scaly green legs with webbed frog-like feet.
 
   But how? Fraulein quickly made the connection. The damn dolphin must have only eaten part of the urn. The rest of the urn must have somehow become fused with the ship. 
 
   And now both had grown legs . . . 
 
   Then the ship’s cannons morphed into red-eyed monster crocodile snouts. Bus-sized croc heads that waved side-to-side between Oceanview’s new limbs. 
 
   Next, a crocodile rocket shot from a crocodile’s mouth and blew part of the Okinawa 2 skyline to bits.
 
   Fraulein chortled in delight. This was fantastic—Oceanview was now invincible!
 
   The transforming ship shuddered again. Fraulein felt the jerks of it breaking free of its three anchors.
 
   Then it started moving, lurching in a rhythmic motion Fraulein recognized instantly. 
 
   Oceanview was walking. 
 
   She hastily checked the direction it was heading toward. With bowel-loosening horror, she realized it was walking towards the sea.
 
   Panic flooded Fraulein. All her exhilaration evaporated. Her delight at the ship’s transformation into an impregnable military fortress was replaced with the most horrid fear imaginable. 
 
   The nightmarish memories of sailing the black sea in Danni Voor’s shark skeleton dropped over Fraulein like death’s black shroud.
 
   Her bladder threatened to lose its continence there and then. 
 
   Calling on all her mental discipline as an assassin, Fraulein pulled the frayed edges of her psyche back under control. As her horror of water clawed its way out from beneath the canopy of her rationality, she wrestled it back under again. 
 
   In the middle of an emotional whirlpool, Fraulein Fuhrer revolved as a pinprick of panicked resolution. 
 
   Nothing, absolutely nothing, was going to make her go out to sea again, even if it meant giving up all the kingdoms and glories of the world.
 
   Amidst the emotional war raging between herself and her fears, Fraulein tried to project an aura of calm efficiency to her subordinates. She knew if she showed how scared she was, the peppermint Nazis might consider killing her and assuming control of Oceanview themselves. The candy people scorned cowards.
 
   “Does this ship have a vorking lifeboat?” she asked, her swastika-decorated face taut with strain. Thankfully she looked intense, not scared. Around her the walls of Peanuts’ cabin were transforming into strange purple meat.
 
   Those peppermint Nazis who hadn’t been broken conferred hastily amongst themselves. “Yes,” one said finally. “It is housed in a landing bay beside the front anchor. Why do you ask, Herr Kommandant?”
 
   Fraulein tapped her nanowhip against her thigh. “You five come vith me. I need to determine how to control Oceanview. Before it’s too late. Ve can’t vaste time yapping here. Let’s go!”


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 23
 
    
 
   The six of them made a mad rush through the transforming ship, past piles of broken peppermint people. 
 
   (Breakage didn’t bother peppermint people much—they could repair themselves. All they required to do so was water to melt/mold their damaged portions back into shape and time to dry. 
 
   This indestructibility had always been the primary argument Fraulein used to try to convince Peanuts that candy people made the perfect fighting force. 
 
   However, breakage at times like this was extremely inconvenient. This had been Peanuts’ consistent retort to Fraulein. 
 
   Fraulein always responded to this by pointing out that flesh and blood soldiers also got damaged by bullets, and didn’t repair as easy. Sometimes didn’t repair at all.)
 
   Twice they stopped to fight off peppermint Nazis still loyal to Peanuts. 
 
   During the second gun battle, two of Fraulein’s escorts were badly damaged. Both had to be left behind. She took a glancing hit in the thigh herself. Nothing serious—the candy bullet zipped through her flesh and exited her leg before exploding. The wound bled slightly. 
 
   After this fight, they descended the stairs to Oceanview’s lowest deck. Looking out of a stairwell porthole, Fraulein saw they were now floating above the ocean. The Okinawan cliffs lay behind, etched against the sky like sculptures. 
 
   Fear threatened to loosen her anus. She clenched her sphincter tight to avoid embarrassment.
 
   Despite her fear of the blue water all around her, Fraulein took a moment to get an external view of the transmogrified mass of metal, plastic, and monster-flesh that Oceanview had become. 
 
   Careful not to fall out, she leaned out of the window as far as she could, and looked long and hard left and right.
 
   Buoyed by its net of sheep bones, Oceanview ‘walked’ across the water on its twenty-something legs by paddling across the ocean surface with its webbed feet. 
 
   Its mass of crocodile heads indiscriminately fired live crocodiles, which skimmed and bounced and exploded across the sea surface.
 
   Fraulein had no idea where the transformed ship was going or what it would do when it got there, nor did she care. She had a sudden horrid vision of black liquid hands reaching out of the water and yanking her through the porthole and tossing her down into the sea, black liquid hands becoming teeth on the surface of a gaping water mouth that would yawn and gulp her down like a hamburger.
 
   Terrified, she quickly ducked back inside the ship, and urged her diminished forces onward to the lifeboat.
 
   On reaching the landing bay with the lifeboat, Fraulein heard a growl behind her. She looked back and saw the transformed Nazi dolphin. She’d no idea it had been following them.
 
   She ignored it. Its reappearance was the least of her concerns.
 
    Oceanview’s foredeck thronged with peppermint Nazis still loyal to Peanuts.
 
   “WTF?” Fraulein gasped. 
 
   Then she noticed orange and green Minty commanding them. Shit, that damn slut bitch troublemaker. 
 
   Fraulein couldn’t stand Minty; the peppermint woman was walking trouble-candy.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 24
 
    
 
   Minty was the first sexually perverted candy person Fraulein had ever encountered. 
 
   #
 
   One night Fraulein had gone to meet Peanuts in her laboratory. She had been about to enter it when she heard whispers coming from within. 
 
   This immediately put Fraulein on the alert. After all, she was the head of security. 
 
   She freed and activated her nanowhip, then silently entered the lab. 
 
   Minty was being fucked by Rolly, a male peppermint, on a table. The pair were surrounded by tables covered with cadavers, human halves Peanuts had stolen from their owners after murdering them during her trips. 
 
   The pair were so engrossed in each other’s bodies that Fraulein was next to them before they were aware of her. 
 
   “Vhat are you two doing?” 
 
   The two candy people spilled apart in shock. Both reached for their guns before realizing she was their Kommandant. 
 
   They abandoned their attempts to arm themselves. 
 
   “Please, Herr Kommandant,” Minty stuttered. Outranking Rolly, she spoke for them both. “We were experimenting.” 
 
   “You vill explain that to Herr Majesty,” Fraulein retorted. “You, Minty, of all people should know better . . . Vhat is that!?” 
 
   ‘That’ was the blood seeping between the fingers Minty was using to cover her vagina. 
 
   (Candy women’s vaginas didn’t lubricate during sex. The extreme friction between a candy penis and vagina during sex always resulted in the organs grinding each other’s surfaces to candy dust. This sex dust trickled continually from a candy woman’s vagina during intercourse.) 
 
   Out of modesty, Fraulein had not looked at Rolly’s groin at first. She did so now, and recoiled in disgust from the mushed creamy meat stuck on his peppermint erection. Her disgust threatened to rise from her belly and spill over her lips.
 
   Fraulein deactivated her whip, then struck Rolly across the face with it. “Vhat the hell is zis?” She turned to Minty. “And you—take your hands avay!” 
 
   Minty did so. Her scared expression had changed to one of slight mockery. 
 
   “It is brains,” she said, scooping a handful of pulverized goo from her pussy and holding it out for Fraulein’s inspection. “Human brains.” She smiled at Fraulein’s disgust. “It makes fuck feel better, like we suppose human fuck feels.” 
 
   Fraulein turned to Rolly who was carefully unsticking the brain meat from his penis. “Is this true? 
 
   “It is better,” Rolly said, “but—” 
 
   “He hasn’t ejaculated yet,” Minty interrupted. “He still has no real idea how great fucking with human brains is.” 
 
   The candy woman’s voice was now assured—clearly she and Rolly had nothing to fear—Herr Kommandant’s curiosity clearly meant she wouldn’t report them. 
 
   She was correct. 
 
   “I vill let you both off this time,” Fraulein said. “But if I ever catch you fucking again—even vithout brains—it vill be the dissolution tub for you both. Ve vill use your perverted asses to repair others or sell as children’s sweets. Understand?”
 
   Both peppermint Nazis nodded. 
 
   Fraulein waited till they’d left the lab before she exited herself. 
 
   She’d abandoned her quest for Peanuts and returned to her room. Once there, she puked violently into her aquarium. 
 
   She sat in darkness, watching her Nazi tilapia eat her regurgitated dinner and wondering why she hadn’t marched Minty and her accomplice straight to Peanuts for instant dissolution. 
 
   It had been more than mere caution over them attacking her had she attempted doing so. If that were the case she could have sounded the alarm once they’d left and had them arrested. 
 
   And it definitely wasn’t because she’d been hypnotized by Rolly’s swirly testicles, though she’d found them pretty. 
 
   No, it had been more to do with her grudging admiration of Minty’s pathetic attempt to transcend the sexual limitations that her peppermint biology had imposed on her. Fraulein had heard that peppermint people sex was undelicious at the very best. 
 
   Then there was also the fact that seeing the brains stuck on Rolly's peppermint penis had aroused her a little. 
 
   More than a little. In an agony of sexual tension, Fraulein pulled one of her swastika-patterned tilapia from its aquarium and rubbed it over her vagina till she came.
 
   #
 
   Though pleased that her night’s indiscretion had gone unpunished, Minty harboured a grudge against Fraulein from then afterwards. 
 
   It was the grudge of one who knows a dangerous other knows her damaging secrets and can reveal them with damning effect any time she chooses to. Or simply for leverage. 
 
   Despite her defiant bluff on the night in question, Minty took Rolly’s advice to make an extra effort to remain on Herr Kommandant’s good side so she wouldn’t be exposed and killed. 
 
   Minty hated living in constant fear of Fraulein.
 
   It didn’t help matters any that her lust for being ‘brained’ had only increased since being caught in the act. The only thing that prevented her and Rolly from ‘braining’ every night was the lack of brains.
 
   They’d managed to keep ‘braining’ for a few days more by retrieving the brain meat that had been inside Minty’s vagina and stuck on Rolly’s penis the night they’d been caught. Minty had washed the brains to reuse them, but they had quickly turned rotten and began stinking, so they had to be disposed of.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 25
 
   Now again
 
    
 
   Minty spotted Fraulein. “Over there! she screamed. “There’s the human bitch who killed our peanut queen. She’s wants to escape the ship in the lifeboat!” 
 
   Candy gunfire filled the air, blowing large holes into the walls near Fraulein. 
 
   “We must retreat now, Herr Kommandant,” a peppermint man said. 
 
   Fraulein stared gloomily at the lifeboat suspended behind Minty. Fuck! she thought. I utterly regret not dissolving that depraved slut into children’s sweets. 
 
   She growled and ran after her soldiers back into the ship corridor.  
 
   #
 
   Fraulein and her peppermint Nazis slammed the bay-access door shut and locked it. It would take Minty’s troops a while to shoot it open. Maybe they wouldn’t bother—each deck had several entrances to the living quarters.
 
   Fraulein considered her options as they retreated back through the ship. 
 
   A short distance inside, she mastered her adrenalin-amplified panic long enough to remember Simon. 
 
   She groaned. 
 
   She considered abandoning him. Then she looked at Nazi Dolphin, which was flying along and keeping pace with her, its frog legs walking in a similitude of the walking ship she was on. 
 
   She warmly remembered how he’d made Nazi Betty feel when she’d birthed it. 
 
   “Ve must go to my cabin for the prisoner,” she told her three remaining soldiers. 
 
   They climbed the next set of stairs. 
 
   Fraulein’s floor was a mess. 
 
   Multi-colored chunks of candy people littered the corridor like the candy god had lost interest during their creation and wandered off. 
 
   None of them were dead. “Help us, Kommandant,” several broken-off heads called to her as she stepped over them. 
 
   “Don’t vorry, men and vomen,” she lied soothingly, “I vill return vith aid once the loyalist rebels are defeated.” 
 
   Not all the broken up candy people were allies. Thrice Fraulein kicked candy guns away from itching peppermint fingers before they could take shots at her. 
 
   She stared through the exploded door of her room in disbelief. It was totally wrecked—destroyed by peppermint shells. Clearly that bitch Minty had made an attempt to kill her here.
 
   She took a moment to mourn her beloved swastika decorated furniture. This is absolute bullshit, she thought. 
 
   Her disappointment that Simon wasn’t in her cabin was overridden by pragmatism as the transformed ship shook with each step taking it further away from solid land. She needed to get off this overgrown boat already. 
 
   She turned to her companions. “The prisoner has been taken away by Minty’s forces. Ve cannot rescue him at the moment. Follow me!” 
 
   As she headed for the mid-aisle staircase and the next deck up, an insane idea bubbled like boiling tar in her head. 
 
   Cold sweat pouring down her cross-marred face, Fraulein headed for the movie theatre. She’d realized she could exit Oceanview the same way Peanuts always had—through the time-space Matrix television.
 
   #
 
   The battle for the ship still raged fiercely. Several times they were forced to take cover and exchange fire with opposing peppermint troops. 
 
   Fraulein dodged a bullet spray. It hit one of her escorts flush in the chest and disintegrated him, blowing his arms and legs across the corridor and against the walls, where they fragmented further upon impact.
 
   The corridor leading directly to the movie theatre was deserted. Fraulein pushed its door open and gasped. 
 
   Simon’s corpse sat in the closest seat to the door. One look into his head, with its missing brain, told her what had happened. 
 
   Fucking damn that slut Minty.
 
   Nazi Betty throbbed angrily between her legs at her loss. 
 
   But . . . Fraulein reconsidered. Minty was coordinating the attack to secure the ship. She couldn’t have killed Simon at the same time. It must be Rolly and someone else. Fraulein winced: that candy cunt Minty had already infected the rest with her perversion. 
 
   She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Search the theatre for Rolly,” she instructed her remaining two soldiers.
 
   The pair nodded and split off left and right down the aisles, looking for the Rolly.
 
   Fraulein headed for the DVD player. Upon reaching it, she opened the video shelf beside it and rifled through its racks of films. 
 
   She finally found the one she was looking for. Double Trouble in Okinawa 2. She smiled—time to get out of here. She put the DVD into the machine and pressed play on the remote. 
 
   It wouldn’t play. She ran through its start and stop commands in frustration until it occurred to her to take the disc out and examine it.
 
   The disc was so badly scratched that Fraulein wondered what it was doing in the video rack. She flung it away in disgust and searched for a movie about Uber Swiss City instead.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 26
 
    
 
   Rolly and Julep weren’t busy fucking. They were hiding. 
 
   Simon’s body was in the movie room because they’d brought it there to dispose of it in the time-space TV.
 
   “This is unwise,” Julep had warned Rolly as they prepared to lug the corpse into the corridor. “We might be caught.”
 
   “It is wise,” Rolly returned. “No one can connect us with his death if we throw the body through the static.” 
 
   “There is fighting going on outside.”
 
   “That was before. It has since stopped.”
 
   She looked unconvinced but nodded. “Okay, if you say so. And our guns?”
 
   Rolly looked at her impatiently. “We must leave them. They will make the body hard to carry. The movie room is only three doors away. We will be there and back quickly, then we can pick them up again.”
 
   “Check the stairway,” Julep insisted.
 
   Rolly groaned. He was beginning to regret fucking her. She was behaving like his mate.
 
   He sneaked out into the corridor and checked the closest flight of stairs, then returned to the room. 
 
   “Let us go,” he said. “There is no one in sight.”
 
   Stealthily, they had moved the body out into the corridor and into the movie room. 
 
   They were about to shut the door behind them when they heard the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs.
 
   Julep gave Rolly a black ‘I warned you this was dangerous’ stare. Quickly, they propped Simon up in a chair and ran for cover behind the mammoth TV.
 
   Hopefully no one would notice he was dead or that his head was empty.
 
   #
 
   Simon’s brains were currently in a plastic bag Julep had tied to her waist and was guarding jealously.
 
   However, Rolly doubted the wisdom of fucking with brains. True it was supremely pleasurable, but it wasn’t natural. 
 
   And they couldn’t keep killing humans.
 
   He also had health considerations. His penis always softened alarmingly in the brain meat. After each ‘braining’ session, he needed to remold his cock back to normal because it ended up twisted out of shape.
 
   He’d mentioned this to Minty. “If the candy god had wanted us to be human, he’d have given you a meat pussy.” 
 
   All she’d said was “So stop if you want to. I will not give up such extreme pleasure.”
 
   Rolly had winced. He didn’t want to lose Minty. “I’m not saying that. But the humans? We can’t keep killing them just to have sex.” 
 
   She’d shrugged. “So we’ll fuck with airsheep brains instead. Brains are brains. Only there are no airsheep here now.”
 
   A peppermint voice interrupted Rolly’s thoughts.
 
   “Herr Kommandant wishes to see both of you. You will come with us.”
 
   The zebra-striped pair looked up in alarm at the speaker. A quick look behind told them they were covered there also. The second peppermint Nazi waved his gun at them. 
 
   They got to their feet and were escorted to meet Fraulein.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 27
 
    
 
   Now that she only had to play a DVD to escape Oceanview, Fraulein was no longer as panicked as previously. 
 
   Her dilemma now was choosing where to go. She’d been through all the titles in the rack twice. There were no movies set anywhere near her home town of Uber Swiss City. 
 
   Fraulein knew she had to leave the movie theatre before Minty worked out where she was and stopped her. She had no illusions about what Minty would do with her brains if she happened to capture her.
 
   She considered her options. 
 
   She wasn’t going anywhere near water, which eliminated half the videos in the rack. A quarter more were eliminated because they were set either deep in the past, in deep space, or in places she was uncertain still existed. 
 
   Whoever had stocked the movie rack was clearly an adventure-film buff. There were no videos set in population centres—everything was jungle or wilderness.
 
   She finally chose one: Oceanview: Alison Krabz. She had no idea what it was about, but along with a depiction on the cover of the odd-looking heroine, there were also airsheep, which made it a recent movie. 
 
   Airsheep also meant she’d find transport.
 
   Alison Krabz also didn’t look as violent as several others like Dragon Eating Goth Farmers and Invasion of the Black Virgin Booty Beasties, whose boxes were covered with images of monsters eating people. In the second case, winged buttock monsters sprayed acidic vaginal secretions on fleeing black gangsters, whose melted remains they simultaneously sucked up through hairy anal proboscis. Ugh. Those were worlds to be avoided at all costs.
 
   Fraulein inserted the DVD just as Rolly and Julep were brought over to her.
 
   She made sure it was playing, then turned her attention to them.
 
   “I varned you vhat I vill do to you if I catch you fucking again, ja?” she asked Rolly. 
 
   The peppermint man nodded, staring at her with horrified eyes. Fraulein’s disgust terrified him. 
 
   She pointed at Simon’s desecrated corpse, now being circled by Nazi Dolphin, who was sniffing inside his skull. “How could you vaste such an excellent man to use as sex oil?” 
 
   “It was not like that, Herr Kommandant,” Julep stuttered as Fraulein activated her nanowhip.
 
   “Tell me vhat it vas like then.” She pointed to the bag of brains that dangled from Julep’s waist. “I vill listen to you, candy slut!”
 
   Sounds of fighting echoed from down the corridor. Fraulein knew it was Minty. 
 
   She deactivated her whip. As much as she hated leaving these two candy shits alive, it was the only thing to do. She would need soldiers for where she was going, and there was no time to summon more of her own Nazis. 
 
   “Okay,” she told Rolly and Julep. “Ve’re hiding in the TV for awhile—you are coming vith us.” She pointed at Simon. “Bring his corpse.”
 
   Her pair of peppermint Nazis looked at her enquiringly. 
 
   “Yes,” she said with a nodding smile. “Vatch Rolly and Julep as they move the body—shoot them if they attempt getting avay.” She looked over at Nazi Dolphin. “Ensure that my fish comes along vith us as vell.”
 
   While they moved Simon towards the TV scene, Fraulein busied herself packing DVDs into a bag she found beside the DVD rack. If Oceanview: Alison Krabz proved an unsafe environment, she’d have to take her chances in one of the filmscapes that looked even less hospitable. Hopefully there was also a DVD player on the TV’s other side.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Part 4: Alison Krabz.
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   With the pair who carried Simon leading, and Nazi Dolphin bringing up the rear, they climbed through the TV screen into Alison Krabz.
 
   Gooseflesh dotted Fraulein’s arms as the screen wrapped around her like a bubble she could breathe. 
 
   They climbed out of another TV, which was around the same size as the last one. 
 
   They’d emerged in the wilderness of a plain with high cliffs to their distant left and a thin layer of trees filtering the gurgling sound of a river to their right. 
 
   Fraulein didn’t mind rivers. They had banks; set boundaries that were visible while someone swam or boated down them.
 
   The red sun was high in the sky and hot. 
 
   Also in the sky were odd-shaped birds. Circular birds. Though far off, Fraulein felt something menacing about them. 
 
   She peered back into the TV, at the rows of empty cinema seats, and decided she’d been in too much of a hurry to escape. Maybe it hadn’t been Minty she heard coming.
 
   “Listen,” she told her companions, “I vas hasty in our entering here. Ve vill all return into Oceanview and I vill fast-forward this DVD till it shows a town.” 
 
   She noticed the TV was plugged into a socket in the back of a giant tortoise sleeping beside it. 
 
   Fraulein did a double take. The tortoise was actually a DVD player/video rack, which was stuffed with DVDs. 
 
   The tortoise’s head was studded with buttons. Fraulein had just enough time to confirm that its eyes were stop and start knobs before her attention was diverted back to the TV again. 
 
   “It is Minty, Herr Kommandant,” Rolly said. 
 
   Fraulein looked into the screen and saw that Minty had indeed entered the theatre. 
 
   The orange and green peppermint woman was pointing at the screen and yelling instructions that Fraulein could barely hear to the multitude of candy Nazis pouring in after her. 
 
   Minty’s soldiers began firing into the television screen. 
 
   Rolly knocked Julep to the ground just in time. A fusillade of candy bullets ripped through the TV’s amorphous time-space fabric moments later and whistled over their heads. 
 
   Fraulein also ducked of the way. Her two surviving peppermint guards were however caught off guard. Both were hit by the bullets and shattered into pieces. 
 
   So much for going back inside the damn TV. 
 
   The bullet spray coming from the television continued fast and furious. Behind it, Minty and her Nazis advanced towards Fraulein. 
 
   Fraulein thought quickly—only one thing to do now. 
 
   She rushed and unplugged the television from the tortoise’s back. With a flicker the screen went dead. 
 
   She turned to face Rolly, Julep, and Nazi Dolphin. “It seems ve are trapped in here for the moment,” she said.  
 
   #
 
   The strange round birds in the sky were closer now. This worried Fraulein. 
 
   She quickly checked on her two escorts. 
 
   Both were too badly blown apart to attempt salvaging. Each of their head had become a hundred glittering peppermint shards mingled with the wilderness sand. 
 
   Nothing could be done for them. 
 
   Fraulein straightened up and stared grimly at Rolly and Julep. 
 
   She knew that with her own Nazis dead, the pair could prove troublesome. She needed to maintain the illusion in their minds that despite this current situation, she remained in command. 
 
   “Take their guns,” she barked at them, “then pick up Simon’s body and bring it under the trees.” 
 
   She quickly rifled through the DVDs in the tortoise-rack. In addition to an unscratched copy of Double Trouble in Okinawa 2, she found another copy of Alison Krabz. She dropped both of them into her bag alongside the DVDs she had taken from the theatre. 
 
   With Nazi Dolphin hover-waddling beside her, she set off for the river. 
 
   She didn’t look back as she walked, intentionally giving Rolly and Julep the chance to shoot her if they dared. As she had expected, the shots never came. Both peppermint people were too unsettled by the sudden turn of events to challenge her authority. 
 
   Fraulein sighed with relief when she realized her bluff had worked.
 
   Rolly and Julep shouldered the fallen Nazi’s guns without complaint, picked up Simon, and headed for the cover of the trees.
 
   #
 
   At the river.
 
   The river flowed with golden maple syrup. The smell of pine sugar pervaded the air. Fraulein refrained from goggling at the river. There was too much to be done in too little time. She waited impatiently for Rolly and Julep to arrive with Simon’s corpse. 
 
   “Put him down,” she said. She pointed at the sky. “Keep vatch on those birds. I think they are dangerous.” 
 
   They did as she said. 
 
   Fraulein bent over Simon, then remembered something. “Hey, you!” she hissed at Julep. 
 
   Both candy people turned round. Fraulein pointed at Julep’s hip. “Give me his brains.”
 
   Julep looked as if she was about to disobey Fraulein, then she decided to remain polite. “But he is already dead, Herr Kommandant. He no longer needs them.”
 
   “Just hand them over. I can see he is dead—you killed him, voman. It is not for you to tell me vhat I vill do vith his corpse. Perhaps I too vant to fuck it vith brains.” 
 
   Julep winced at the rebuke. She looked at Rolly. He nodded. She handed over the nylon bag. “Okay, Herr Kommandant, here are his brains. But if we fight and kill anyone else, we get to keep their brains. Is that okay with you?”
 
   Fraulein nodded. There was no point in antagonizing her only allies. At least she’d gotten the contents of Simon’s head back. She also thought it would be a long time until they met anyone for the peppermint perverts to kill. 
 
   The pair left her and stepped out of the tree cover, watching the approaching birds. 
 
   Fraulein propped Simon up against a tree and poured his brain mush back into his skull. Then she waved at Nazi Dolphin. 
 
   It had been busy sniffing the maple syrup river, trying to determine if it was okay to drink. It floated over to Fraulein, curious as to what she wanted with it. 
 
   The swastika-covered mammal had grown larger. Its limbs were also longer, almost two feet each in length. It also now had small bumps behind its eyes—clearly the beginnings of horns. It grinned at her, swastika-teeth glowing silver.
 
   Fraulein ignored its physical transformations. What concerned her was the golden pulsing in its chest. The original weak urn-glow was now a robust sphere of meat-filtered light. 
 
   She straightened up, then activated her nanowhip. She waited till the dolphin was next to her, then flicked the whip around its form. 
 
   Nazi Dolphin twitched as the whip’s monomolecular filament chopped it apart, then it fell to the ground in chunks. All of it except the portion of its torso from which light gushed from both sides.
 
   Slightly worried by the light’s intensity, Fraulein reached into the floating dolphin chunk and extracted the fragment of urn.
 
   Once she removed it, the chunk of torso immediately crashed to the ground also.
 
   Fraulein looked at what she was holding. It wasn’t an urn fragment anymore. It was now complete, having rebuilt itself into a mini version of the original. 
 
   She sighed. She looked at the mess of dolphin gore on the ground, looked at the sky with the fast approaching circle-birds, looked at her black-and-white-striped peppermint ‘allies.’ 
 
   She looked towards the unplugged TV. The tortoise she had unplugged it from was still sleeping. 
 
   Finally, she looked at the new mini-urn again. With so much weird shit going already, a little more couldn’t hurt. 
 
   Fraulein stuffed the tiny urn into Simon’s head, pushed it as deep into his remaining brains as she could, then stood back and waited to see what would happen.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Since dying, Simon’s ghost had been playing basketball with Crystal Baller. 
 
   They were in a small indoor auditorium somewhere. 
 
   “I told you we’d meet again,” Crystal said after he’d materialized beside her, while he adjusted to the empty feeling of being dead. 
 
   Simon nodded blankly at her. “I just wasn’t expecting it to be under these circumstances.” Simon was surprised to discover he had both his arms again.
 
   He was MAD at Rolly and Julep for killing him. 
 
   His anger changed to embarrassment at being naked with the black giantess. 
 
   Crystal cackled. She threw him a set of basketball shorts and a vest. 
 
   Simon pulled them on. 
 
   “I figured you’ve had a rough day, so you could do with some comforting,” Crystal said. She’d held her crystal basketball out to him. “Care for a game? It gets boring playing by oneself.” 
 
   They’d been playing since then. 
 
   #
 
   Simon had been dead for almost three hours. The Swatch basketball timer on the auditorium scoreboard, which measured time in fifteen minute increments, now indicated it was the twelfth period. 
 
   Beside the timer were their game scores so far: Simon 23, Crystal 689. She was wiping her ass with him.
 
   #
 
   They talked during the intervals. 
 
   “Your sister’s a scheming bitch,” Simon said angrily. “She set me up to save that creepy runt kid of hers.” 
 
   Crystal shrugged. “She’s a mother. Most women would do the same thing when their children are concerned. Besides, it’s your fault you got suckered. I warned you not to go. And Fraulein and Nazi Betty had other plans for you anyway—that is till you got killed.” 
 
   Simon simmered on that awhile. 
 
   “True,” he said, “but where does that leave me? I’m dead.” 
 
   Crystal smiled enigmatically. “I’m waiting for a phone call,” she told him. 
 
   The buzzer sounded before Simon could ask her over what her phone call had to do with him. 
 
   They resumed their game. 
 
   #
 
   The call Crystal was expecting came through after their fourteenth period of play. 
 
   By then Simon was sick of playing against her. In addition to wiping her ass with him, Crystal had wiped the auditorium with his ass. The scoreboard read, “Simon 36, Crystal 1004.” 
 
   He was relieved when a nude person with a red telephone came through the auditorium’s door. 
 
   That is, until he saw who it was. 
 
   “What is that sicko doing here?” Simon demanded, pointing at Misogyny. 
 
   “Relax,” Crystal said. “She’s repentant now.” 
 
   Simon gritted his teeth. “Repentant? She killed Alice.” 
 
   Misogyny reached them and stood quietly. Rather than offering Crystal the phone, she just stared at Simon shyly. 
 
   Simon glared back at the intersex ghost in disgust. 
 
   For some reason, the fact that Misogyny looked exactly like Alice only served to fuel his rage. 
 
   Crystal laughed. “Relax, Simon. She’s really sorry she killed Alice.” 
 
   “She should be. She’s damn lucky I can’t kill her again.” 
 
   Misogyny stared at him in fear. To Simon’s disgust, the ghost had a hard-on.
 
   “Aren’t you taking your call?” Simon asked Crystal.
 
   “After we’re done here.”
 
   She pointed at the scoreboard. “You’re absolute crap at basketball.”
 
   “You’re eight-feet-tall. What were you expecting?”
 
   “That you’d grow up.”
 
   Simon winced. “Okay, what do you want with me?”
 
   The giantess’ elongated black face creased into a grin. She pointed at Misogyny. “Not me . . . her.”
 
   Misogyny handed Crystal the phone and rushed at Simon, holding her arms out. Surprised, he let her grab him. She knelt by his legs and clasped him tight around the knees, laying her head in his lap. She wept loudly on his thighs. 
 
   Simon’s anger turned to embarrassment.
 
   Crystal ignored the phone she was holding.
 
   “You see,” she told Simon, “Misogyny is part of you. She loves you, Simon. She only killed Alice because she thought that was what you wanted.”
 
   “I loved Alice,” Simon groaned.               Misogyny’s hands moved up to his lap and started to fondle him. He tried to push her away, but couldn’t. Worse still, he was growing hard inside his shorts. 
 
   He looked to Crystal Baller for help, but she just giggled in amusement. 
 
   “I fucking loved Alice,” Simon repeated. “I wouldn’t have wanted her dead in ten thousand lifetimes.”
 
   “You’re forgetting,” Crystal said, “that Alice was hurt horribly by someone who looked exactly like you. As much as she loved you, she wanted to punish you—hence her scars.”
 
   Suddenly understanding Alice (and the reason why baby-Karen had ‘recognized’ him), Simon groaned. He groaned for another reason as well: Misogyny had rolled up the left leg of his basketball shorts and taken his penis into her mouth. 
 
   He tried pushing her away but she clung to him like a leech.
 
   “So Alice was fucked up. Everyone knew that. It wasn’t a reason to want kill her.”
 
   Crystal’s expression was goddess-serene, as if he wasn’t being fellated beside her. “Your mother abused you as a little boy, Simon.”
 
   “That’s a lie!” Or was it? “If she did, I can’t remember,” he admitted honestly.
 
   “She did. It was really bad. You blocked it out. Alice triggered almost-memories in you. Those memories became flesh as Misogyny.”
 
   Misogyny chose that moment to remove her lips from Simon’s cock. It stood rampantly erect, purple in unsatiated frustration.
 
   Before he could protest, Misogyny sat on him and slid his cock all the way up her anus.
 
   Simon wept with disgust at the pleasure. Like sex with grotesque Alice, this felt so wrongly right. Like having the greatest orgasm of your life while fucking your mother. 
 
   “Don’t you find it even a little bit ironic that you’re making me fuck my hatred of women?” he asked Crystal. 
 
   “I’m not making you do anything, Simon. Well, not anything you don’t want to.” 
 
   “You know what I mean.” 
 
   “I doubt screwing yourself will mess you up too much. Just view it as extreme masturbation.”
 
   Then, Misogyny turned around to face him, raising and swinging her left leg over his head to do so. She pumped her anus up and down on him like it was piston-powered. A mild scent of shit accompanied each rise of her buttocks 
 
   Her cock was reddish and throbbing. Simon refrained from touching it. He had no desire to know himself that well.
 
   “It is important that you come to terms with yourself. You don’t hate women, but every man lives in a state of tension between loving and hating them. Without this conflict you would be less than the man you should be.”
 
   “I can do without my mother’s shit in my head,” Simon said. “I’d like to remember her as I do now—a nice old lady who got eaten by a con-crab while making lunch.”
 
   Misogyny was now pumping up and down fiercely on Simon. Her expressionless eyes glowed amber, daring him to jerk her off.
 
   He resisted their temptation.
 
   “Though painful, Simon, knowing the truth is always much better,” Crystal said.
 
   With a final violent pump of Misogyny’s ass, they came together, with Misogyny ejaculating all over Simon’s belly, chest, and neck.
 
   Then the intersex ghost was slowly sucked into Simon’s penis, deflating like a balloon until she was all gone. 
 
   #
 
   Simon sat in shock for forty-seven seconds. Then he looked at Crystal in horror. He could feel Misogyny flowing through him like electricity. “That piece of anti-woman shit is back in me? What the hell did you do that for?”
 
   Crystal’s voice was impassive. “She’s part of you. There’s nowhere else to put her. She’s been begging me to help her get back into you since she died.” 
 
   Simon smiled sadly. “Why is it that I always regret meeting you?”
 
   “Only twice now, Simon. Next time might be better.”
 
   He groaned at her confirmation that they’d meet again.
 
   Crystal read his expression. “Don’t worry, Simon. I promise she won’t try to fuck up your relationships anymore or get out again.”
 
   With her giant black face glistening in the auditorium lights, she cackled her witch cackle, then handed him the red telephone Misogyny had brought. “By the way, it’s for you.”
 
   He looked at her with mistrust. “What’s this? Another trick?”
 
   Crystal smiled. “It’s okay. Take it. This call is for you.”
 
   Simon took the phone from her. He raised it to his ear.
 
   “Is this Simon Rush?” asked a female voice that was strangely familiar to him. 
 
   “Speaking,” he said.
 
   “This is Kimberly Welch calling. You’re wanted back in your body now, Simon.”
 
   Simon held the red phone away from him and stared at it in horror, then at Crystal. “What?” his expression screamed.
 
   The black giantess winked at Simon as he dissolved into ether and was sucked into the red telephone. “Say hi to Nazi Betty for me,” she told his disappearing wisps. “Real thoroughbred clitoris that.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Fraulein watched Simon’s body repair itself. 
 
   The top half of his head sealed itself shut over the urn. His left forearm didn’t regrow, but all his scars melted off his flesh. His stitches dissolved as his wounds express-healed.
 
   Relieved, she sighed. Besides the ‘sunlight’ glow coming from his head, he looked fine. He just needed to wake up quickly . . . 
 
   Simon opened his eyes and blinked. The memory of Kimberly Welch’s phone call was fresh in his mind, along with a period of transit when he wasn’t himself. 
 
   “What just happened?” 
 
   Fraulein took a quick glance through the trees. The round birds were really close now. She offered him her hand, pulled him to his feet. 
 
   “Vhat you came to Oceanview for is now part of you.” 
 
   Simon felt his head throb. He remembered how he’d died and touched it. 
 
   “It is the urn,” Fraulein said. She pointed to the flapping circles that were almost upon them. “Ve vill talk later. For now I think ve are in grave danger.” 
 
   Simon nodded. 
 
   At that moment, Rolly and Julep pushed through the trees. “The birds,” Julep gasped, “they’re peanut butter!” 
 
   She and Rolly stared at Simon in shock. 
 
   “Spare me your apologies for killing me for the moment,” Simon said. “What the hell do you mean, “‘The birds are peanut butter?’” 


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   The round birds were made of peanut butter. Even the most cursory view clearly showed their feathers were made of the same gold substance as the scales of Peanuts’ erstwhile tail. 
 
   They peered down at the four visitors through expressionless eyes.
 
   The peanut butter birds were all pierced through by countless bones. Simon was puzzled about this until he saw the sheep skulls and hooves sticking out of their bodies and realized the airsheep skeletons were causing the ‘birds’ to float.
 
   The odd birds formed a semicircle-shaped canopy around the four as they peered out at them from the edge of the trees. 
 
   Flapping their semisolid wings, they studied Simon and his companions. 
 
   “There vere airsheep on the movie poster,” Fraulein said. “I vill suggest that ve keep below these trees and look for some of them.”
 
   “She’s right,” Simon agreed. “These things look dangerous.” 
 
   Rolly laughed, as did Julep. 
 
   “These are harmless,” the peppermint Nazi said. “See how pierced with bones they all are. It clearly means they are unable to fight.” He turned to Julep. “Come. We will see if we can talk to them.” 
 
   “Don’t,” Fraulein commanded the pair as they stepped out of the tree cover. “Stop right now. I order you to remain here.” 
 
   Julep turned and laughed at her. “You are not ordering us anymore. I am sorry, Herr Kommandant. I think we will part ways here. Peppermints have no business following a leader who is scared.” 
 
   Fraulein blushed with embarrassment. “Scared? How dare you, you candy slut!” 
 
   Julep shrugged. “It is true I like to fuck very much, but I am not a coward like you who ran from Minty rather than fight against her. And now here you are, also scared of peanut butter. What will be next? Running away from sausages?” 
 
   Fraulein turned to Simon for support. “Leave them,” he said. 
 
   She considered his words angrily for a moment, then nodded. “Yes. At least our brains vill be safe vhen they’re gone.” 
 
   Julep smirked at her. “Brains are truly wonderful to fuck with, Herr Kommandant,” she said. “You must try some with your lover soon. The feel is incredible.” 
 
   She turned and stepped out beside Rolly. 
 
   “Those two are working very hard to get themselves killed,” Simon told Fraulein. He shook his left arm. “It’s a real pity I no longer have my chainsaw. Do you have any other weapons?”
 
   Fraulein shook her head. “Only my vhip.”
 
   Simon looked at the fallen branches scattered around them. He decided they wouldn’t help defend them against a bone-studded semi-solid bird, particularly since he wouldn’t be able to grip one firmly with only one hand.
 
   Rolly waited till Julep was next to him before addressing the birds. He pointed to his swastika armband. 
 
   He said, “We are peppermint soldiers loyal to Herr Majesty, Queen Peanuts of Oceanview. We are not traitors. Also, we are peaceful.” He glanced back at Fraulein, then pointed to the Matrix TV. “We intend to return home by entering this television.” 
 
   Fraulein turned to Simon. “Those peppermint traitors,” she whispered angrily. 
 
   “Don’t blame them,” he replied. “There’s been a lot of betrayal of trust going recently.” 
 
   Fraulein gave him a black stare. He pointed to the peanut butter birds, which had started to quiver like they were ill. 
 
   “Don’t sweat your tight ass over them leaving us here. I don’t think the birds are buying their story.”
 
   Fraulein smiled coldly. She nodded. “Peppermints are not very smart, are they? It is idiotic to speak to birds in the first place.”
 
   #
 
   Julep sensed something bad was about to happen. The peanut butter birds were now quivering so violently they seemed to be trying to shake their bodies off their borrowed airsheep skeletons.
 
   “I do not like this,” she whispered to Rolly. “It is a good idea to retreat back to Herr Kommandant’s side again, because she is a coward. I have heard people like her die many times before their death.” 
 
   “Yes,” Rolly agreed, “we will leave her again later on.” 
 
   They’d made their decision too late, however. Even as they turned to run, they were hit by the barrage of bones dislodged from the peanut butter birds’ bodies by their shaking. 
 
   Both were shredded to pieces by the almost solid wall of white. 
 
   #
 
   “I vas vrong,” Fraulein told Simon as she watched the peppermint pair disintegrate into pebble-sized chunks. “Herr Majesty vas right. She varned me Peppermint Nazis vould not make excellent soldiers.”
 
   Simon nodded. “They do tend to crumble under pressure.” He pointed along the river bank. “Seeing as we’ve no weapons other than your whip, let’s get out of here, and fast.”
 
   They turned and departed, ensuring they kept beneath the thin tree cover. 
 
   When Rolly and Julep were both piles of mint stones, the peanut butter birds turned their attention to the fleeing pair. They milled about above the thin strip of trees, wondering where their quarry was. They shot bones beneath the trees, trying to flush them out. 
 
   Behind them, the airsheep bones that had killed Rolly and Julep floated above their pebble piles, as though waiting to be collected.
 
   Simon and Fraulein snuck between the tree trunks, working hard not to give away their location.
 
   Simon peeked back. “They’re not eating the remains,” he said. 
 
   Fraulein snorted. “Maybe they are psychos like Herr Majesty vas. They are made of the same peanut butter, ja? It might be an insane flavor.”
 
   Simon had no reply to this. His mind was hard at work, trying to come to terms with the new version of itself. 
 
   Along with having been tricked into reuniting with Misogyny, he now had Kimberly Welch’s urn stuck inside his head. But he felt normal. 
 
   Then he understood why and laughed. 
 
   One of his unwanted mind-parts hated women while the other hated men. Surely they were cancelling themselves out, leaving him as his usual self.
 
   The peanut butter birds now switched tactics, splitting off into smaller, boneless versions of themselves that flew beneath the tree cover, zipping between the trees in search of Simon and Fraulein. 
 
   The fugitive pair pressed themselves tightly against the tree trunks. One of the tiny birds flew up close to Simon. He splatted it against a tree before it could alert the others.
 
   “Look,” Fraulein whispered. “Airsheep.”
 
   Simon saw it was true: a flock of airsheep hovered over the river twenty meters away, lapping up its maple syrup ripples. 
 
   “Ve have a problem,” Fraulein pointed out. “Ve cannot afford to run and startle the sheep. If ve do, they vill all fly off.”
 
   Simon splattered another peanut butter bird into mush and nodded. “We keep going as we are then.”
 
   A thigh bone hit him on the side of the head. Then another, then another.
 
   “Shit!” Fraulein yelped as a vertebrae hit her ass. “They have found us out!”
 
   They broke their cover and ran for the sheep. 
 
   #
 
   The airsheep were so confused by the sudden appearance of two humans that they got in each other’s way while trying to flee. Both Simon and Fraulein had no trouble catching a sheep to ride on. 
 
   To their surprise, they found these airsheep were all ‘factory processed’—they already had their controls built into their heads. Two minutes after leaving the tree cover, the pair were mounted and speeding away over the river’s surface. 
 
   As Simon’s sheep accelerated faster and faster, he had some trouble keeping it under control with only one arm. 
 
   “The birds are following us,” Fraulein told him.
 
   “Nothing we can do about that,” Simon replied. “We need to find shelter, and weapons to take them on.”


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   By running the airsheep at full speed, they soon outdistanced the peanut butter birds. The birds pursued, but had no hope of catching them.
 
   Simon’s one concern was that they were heading away from the Matrix TV. He mentioned this to Fraulein.
 
   “I know,” she said glumly. “It cannot be helped.” 
 
   She was relieved that she’d had the presence of mind to take the Double Trouble in Okinawa 2 DVD out of the tortoise-rack—it looked like their pursuers might render it impossible for them to return and escape that way. If so, the DVD could still prove useful if they found another time-space television.
 
   A short while after, they reached the ruins of a town.
 
   Like the ruins underlying DC, these also showed signs of intense con-crab activity. There was hardly an upstanding wall in sight that didn’t have huge chunks bitten out of it, the resulting gaps all in the shape of the con-crab mandibular pattern. 
 
   There were a few undamaged houses, but most buildings were simply architectural constructions of rotting concrete. 
 
   “This isn’t a good place,” Simon said, pausing to examine a con-crab-savaged wall. He ran a finger along the bite’s edge. It came away sticky with crab saliva. “This is recent, Fraulein. We’ll be better off trying to re-enter Oceanview.”
 
   “Not today,” Fraulein replied. “Minty vill still have a guard posted in the theatre room. Ve vill return tomorrow.” She looked back at the throng of approaching peanut butter birds, then across the ruins. “According to the movie sleeve, a voman lives here. She can assist us. She may have veapons ve can fight vith.” 
 
   She rummaged through the bag of discs she’d brought with her, pulled one out. “Ja, here it is. This is she.”
 
   Simon took the DVD sleeve from her. He caught his breath sharply when he saw the woman on the cover of Oceanview: Alison Krabz. It was Alice Dread. 
 
   He looked more closely at her face. No, it wasn’t his Alice. Alison Krabz’s facial expression marked her as a different person. They could however have been twins.
 
   “Let’s look for her,” he said huskily, feeling his unhealed heart threatening to bleed again.
 
   #
 
   Peering in through the window of one of the ruined houses, they found Alison Krabz lying on the floor, half-submerged in mud. She was being fucked by a huge con-crab. Moaning and groaning, she jerked up and down on its cock like she was a kebab. She looked up, saw them, and moaned while waving them away.
 
   “She is not being raped,” Fraulein whispered to Simon. “She is mating with it. She is a female crab in human skin. If ve vant her help ve vill have to vait till she is fucked good.” She nodded to him and they rode away from the window. “This is good for us. It means the con-crabs vill not attack us as long as ve are vith her.”
 
   Simon swallowed his disgust. This definitely wasn’t his Alice. 
 
   Still tortured emotions stewed within him as they waited on their sheep for the woman to finish having sex.
 
   Alison Krabz finished her screwing and walked out through the door to meet them. Her hair consisted of several hundred wriggling crab-legs. She also had a large crab pincer in place of her left hand. Her skin was crab-orange and looked like hard shell.
 
   The expression in her eyes wasn’t entirely human.
 
   She looked them both up and down, seeming unimpressed with Fraulein’s body decorations. “You just came in through the television,” she said. “What do you want here?”
 
   “To leave,” Simon said. “As quickly as possible.”
 
   Alison Krabz winced, then smiled. “I asked for that. Who are you two?”
 
   “I am Fraulein, Uber Swiss City assassin, and this is Simon Rush, a police man.”
 
   Alison nodded. “I’m Alison Krabz. I sort of run this place. She peered at Simon’s head. “Why is your head glowing?”
 
   Simon sighed. “It’s a long story.” He pointed to the pursuing peanut butter birds, now less than five hundred meters distant. “We need to get away from those things.”
 
   Alison smiled. “Don’t worry. They won’t come anywhere near here. They fear the crabs will eat them.” 
 
   An explosion sounded in the distance from the direction Simon and Fraulein had been heading toward.
 
   They looked at Alison in confusion. She shrugged. “A recent problem that needs fixing. I’ll attend to it when I’m done attending to you.”
 
   She waved them inside. 
 
   Not dismounting because of the mud, they rode their airsheep inside the ruined building. They were wary of the crab Alison had been having sex with. It lay submerged in the mud in the ceiling-less room, invisible except for its eyestalks, which warily tracked their every move.
 
   “Ignore it,” Alison told them. She stood in the mud, one hand on a decayed window ledge. “It won’t harm you as long as you don’t harm me.” She looked at them. “Now tell me why you came here.”
 
   Fraulein explained. Hearing about Peanuts’ death and the war raging aboard the ship was a revelation to Simon. Fraulein’s explanation kept getting interrupted by explosions in the background.
 
   “So now Minty has the ship and ve are here,” Fraulein finished. “Ve vant to go back, but to do that ve must fight the peanut butter birds and for that ve need veapons. Ve vill pay for any you can spare.”
 
   Alison Krabz snorted. She ran a hand through her crab-leg hair.
 
   “I’ve no store of weapons here, but I’ve definitely got something for you two.” 
 
   She smirked at their confusion. “Come on. I’ll take you home.”
 
   She whistled. The con-crab pulled itself up from the mud. It waited for Alison to climb on its back, then stood up on its feet. Fully erect, it was taller than Simon, each of its pincers the size of his torso. He got his sheep out of the way as it stepped over the wall of the house. 
 
   “Follow us,” Alison called back to them.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   They rode towards the explosions. 
 
   “Vhat the hell is that noise?” Fraulein asked Alison.
 
   “Just be patient, you’ll see,” came the angry reply.
 
   Simon just rode. He suspected they weren’t headed for a Matrix TV portal.
 
   Soon they passed con-crabs feeding on splattered crocodile carcasses. Then they got closer to the noise and came upon a large number of dead con-crabs, all with their shells punctured through by crocodiles. 
 
   “This fucking thing is killing all my family,” Alison grumbled.
 
   Fraulein had begun having grave suspicions as to where they were headed. 
 
   The bombardment was coming from behind a hill. They rode up it and stopped.
 
   “I’ve brought you home,” Alison Krabz said testily. She pointed down at the creature in the valley. “Now can you solve my problem for me?” 
 
   “Vow!” Fraulein gasped.
 
   It was the transformed Oceanview. The ship was now a multi-legged, multi-headed reptile. Huge crocodile-head turrets projected from its sides. These in turn were shooting crocodiles everywhere. 
 
   Dead con-crabs were piled around Oceanview. All pierced by crocodile missiles multiple times. Every now and then Oceanview stopped and scooped up crab carcasses with its mammoth jaws and crunched on them.
 
   However, it wasn’t entirely transformed. Its upper part was still a ship’s deck, with portholes peeking through its scales between its croc-turrets.
 
   “This is so messed up it’s unbelievable,” Simon said. 
 
   “It is out of control,” Fraulein said. “Minty is no good as a Kommander.” 
 
   Alison sighed. She pointed her pincer at Oceanview. “The con-crabs view it as a threat to me,” she said, “so they attack it. It defends itself by shooting crocodiles at them, which only confirm to them that it’s dangerous, so they attack it with renewed vigor.”
 
   Her face was taut, her voice strained. “I fear for my crabs,” she said. “They’ll be extinct in one week tops if this keeps up.”
 
   “Trust me,” Simon said unsympathetically. “We have more than enough of them where I come from to replace them all for you.”
 
   Alison scowled at him. “This isn’t a joke. Do something.”
 
   “I’m not joking. We do have a crab epidemic back at home.” He pointed to the horizon. “Too late now—the sun’s setting. We’ll plan tonight, attack tomorrow.”
 
   #
 
   “The peppermint people are aboard your monster ship,” Alison told them. “However, they’re clearly totally without any idea of how to control it.” She winced. “I see them heltering and skeltering frantically on its decks all day long.”
 
   “The big question,” Fraulein said, “is vhat does it vant here? There is no sense to it being in this place. I left it heading out to sea.”
 
   “I think I can answer that,” Simon said. He tapped his glowing head. “Kimberly Welch wants the other half of her urn back.”
 
   Both women looked at him in horror.
 
   “But how is that possible?” Alison asked. “The monster arrived here before you did.”
 
   Simon sighed. “A lot of odd things have being happening to me recently. Let’s just agree that this is one more of them. Less of a headache that way.”


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   They spent the night in a levitated housebus Alison Krabz led them to. 
 
   “It’s impossible to get used to this Alice,” Simon told Fraulein when they were alone. 
 
   They stood side by side, looking through a window at the Oceanview monster in the distance, now calmed for the night. Below them, lines of giant crabs made their muddy way across to where Alison waited to love them. 
 
   “Forget her,” Fraulein said with jealousy. “You are mine now.” She rubbed her groin seductively against his ass. “Come, let us fuck now like she is also doing. It vill relax us before tomorrow’s fighting.”
 
   Simon allowed her to lead him to a rotted bed. 
 
   #
 
   “Nazi Betty is very angry vith you . . . She doesn’t understand vhy you have not called for another date in a vhile.
 
   “Yes, Betty is upset vith you. She needs comforting by a big strong man, not a vimp. Suck her like a man—HARD for the glory of Der Fuhrer’s Reich. Ja ja! Lick her much better, schwein, and dirty Annie also!” 
 
   Simon sucked and licked Nazi Betty and Nazi Annie. 
 
   Fraulein’s ass crack was pungent from fart gas trapped by fear sweat. Her vagina leaked white secretions. She tasted bittersweet.
 
   Simon’s cock grew hard, both from the sex and knowing Alison was entertaining con-crabs a short distance away. He had also started to like Fraulein’s dirty talk. 
 
   He pulled his cock out of his pants and stuffed it into Fraulein’s pussy, sliding it in completely in one smooth stroke. 
 
   Fraulein’s eyes widened in surprise like she’d never been fucked before. 
 
   “Nien nien . . . there is danger at sea! Betty is seasick in the tornados . . . hungry sharks circling below the gangplank. Ah shit!” 
 
   Her eyes cleared momentarily like ocean skies after a storm. “If you must fuck me, fuck Annie—she is a safe haven.” 
 
   Simon relocated his penis into Annie. It slid in with little resistance. 
 
   “Annie is not a noble woman, Simon.” Fraulein muttered in an aristocratic drawl. “She is peasant shit, serving-maid slut in her lady’s castle. Fuck her hard and fast and come back to Betty’s side. Her ladyship is vaiting impatiently for you.” 
 
   Simon did as she asked. He fucked Annie hard and fast and came. 
 
   Then while his cum was seeping out of Fraulein’s slackened anus, he returned his attention to Nazi Betty. 
 
   By now Fraulein’s clitoris was as hard as a rock. It stuck up like a thumb giving the sex a thumbs up. Its swastika tattoos stood out on it, looking like buttons on a TV remote.
 
   Sensing she was about to cum, Simon moved from between Fraulein’s legs to kneel by her side. 
 
   He sucked her cock-like clit with intensity. 
 
   “Ja ja . . . that’s doing it like a man . . . jaaaa!” 
 
   Simon deep-throated Fraulein. Out of her mind with pleasure, she came, blabbering about how huge Adolf Hitler’s cock vas, and how Eva Braun’s supertight Aryan pussy couldn’t cope vith its monster size and how the European multitudes vould suffer the side effects of Hitler’s sexual frustration. 
 
   Simon had no idea who either Adolf Hitler or Eva Braun were, nor had any interest in finding out. His attention was taken up by the strange Nazi fish wiggling its way out of Fraulein’s vagina. 
 
   He doubted she’d enjoyed him screwing ‘Annie’ that much. 
 
   This fish was a LARGE barracuda with horrible rock-like teeth studding its elongated jaws. 
 
   However, that wasn’t what had caught Simon’s attention: the Nazi barracuda’s body was normal to halfway down its length, where it became a machine. 
 
   Simon waited with baited breath while the fish squirmed out into full view. 
 
   He discovered he hadn’t been mistaken—the Nazi fish had a chainsaw tail. Like the rest of its body, the saw blade was also patterned with red Hakenkreuz. 
 
   #
 
   “This is so vunderful, Simon,” Fraulein gushed, looking at the fish that was gasping its life away for want of water to breathe, “Nazi Betty truly loves you.” 
 
   “She has an odd way of showing it,” Simon replied. “I think this came from Annie anyway.” 
 
   “Nien! Don’t say that! It is from Betty. I am sure of it! Annie is a dirty slut who never shows gratitude. She is an asshole. All she does is shit on people.” 
 
   She smiled coyly. “Surely you must see—Betty vants to protect you. It is vhy she gave you a chainsaw.” 
 
   Simon scratched his head. “Yeah, with a fish attached.” 
 
   Fraulein bent down and picked up the fish, then looked at Simon in seriousness. “Stretch out your left arm.” 
 
   Simon extended his stump. Somehow, he wasn’t too surprised when she forced open Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda’s mouth and jammed its gaping throat onto his stump. 
 
   She forced the fish down hard, until Simon’s stump was embedded deep inside its guts and blood bubbled from the corners of its mouth. 
 
   “See,” she said, “now you have a veapon again. Try to control it.” 
 
   “This is absurd.” 
 
   “Try it!” 
 
   He thought ‘on’ at Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda. The chainsaw hummed to life, whirling in Nazi Barracuda’s back. 
 
   “See vhat I mean?” Fraulein said excitedly. “Nazi Betty is besotted vith you!” 
 
   They slept with the Nazi fish chewing gently on Simon’s arm. Apparently, it no longer needed water to survive.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
   A temporary trip back to DC.
 
    
 
   It was two a.m.
 
   DC Superintendent of Police Anna Bjorg got out of bed and went to have a pee. She smiled as she squatted over the toilet bowl—too much wine at dinner with her husband, Jon. 
 
   (She’d gotten tipsy intentionally so she’d feel sexy. It was no use having a man all to yourself if you never screwed him. But with the constant stress of keeping DC crime free, screwing Jon was something she rarely had time for.
 
   But tonight she’d gotten drunk enough to forget about work for a while, and she and her husband had had sweet boozy sex and fallen asleep. 
 
   She’d felt a huge relief from tension when she came.) 
 
   Now, peeing the alcohol out of her system in the twilight hours, she tried to put the past week into perspective. Alice Dread’s death was horrible enough. But now Simon Rush missing also? 
 
   Anna sighed as she flushed the toilet. She had a soft spot for Simon. He’d had been gone six days now. She suspected he wouldn’t be coming back. 
 
   Anna shut the door and was about to make her way back to the bedroom when she saw the light on in the living room. Was it a burglar? She tiptoed to the bedroom, got out her service blaster, then entered the living room.
 
   “Put your hands . . .”
 
   Only it wasn’t her living room anymore. 
 
   She was standing on a basketball court surrounded by the skyscrapers of a city. At different heights around her, airsheep and hoverlobsters and hollowphants (flying hollow elephants used as double-decker people transports) whizzed to and fro. 
 
   Anna lowered her blaster and gaped at the black giantess catching a rebounding transparent basketball. 
 
   “Hello, Superintendent Bjorg,” Crystal Baller said. “Just passing through. Thought I’d stop by and give you an update on Officer Rush’s condition.”
 
   “Simon?” Anna Bjorg pushed her realization that the basketball hoop was set atop a ten-foot-high human leg to the back of her mind. Maybe she’d had more alcohol than she thought. “Is he . . . ?”
 
   “Alive? He is.” She spun Magic Basketball on her finger like she was a Harlem Globetrotter and bent forward so her huge face was close to Anna’s. “He’s alive, yes. He won’t be coming back though.”
 
   Anna regained her composure somewhat. “Who are you? And where am I?”
 
   Crystal cackled. “It would give you an existential crisis if I answered either of your questions. Just don’t expect Simon Rush back. Ever. As for Alice Dread . . .”
 
   “She’s dead.”
 
   “True. She won’t be returning either.”
 
   “She’s already dead.” 
 
   “True, but she won’t be returning.”
 
   Anna decided she was having a particularly hard-to-wake-up-from dream. “Let me out of your shit,” she said. “I’m tired.”
 
   “Done,” Crystal said. 
 
   Anna Bjorg opened her eyes. She was lying in bed with Jon’s hand draped over her body. 
 
   Her vagina contracted sweetly in memory of their recent lovemaking.
 
   #
 
   At the station the next morning, an officer informed Anna Bjorg that Alice Dread’s body had disappeared from the police morgue. 
 
   Seated at her desk, her hand poised over her recommendation for Alice to receive DC’s posthumous award for bravery, Anna froze in shock.
 
   Her thoughts raced through each other. She now understood she hadn’t been dreaming last night. That she’d actually . . . that Alice wouldn’t be returning either.
 
   It still didn’t make sense, but there was nothing she could do about it now. 
 
   She unfroze and smiled blandly at the reporting officer.
 
   “Search parties are being organized, ma’am,” the woman said. “Whoever is responsible for this atrocity will be quickly apprehended.”
 
   “Call them off,” Anna Bjorg said.
 
   “But, ma’am . . .” The policewoman’s confusion was written all over her face.
 
   “Call the search off,” Anna Bjorg repeated blandly. “You won’t find Alice anywhere. I think she’s ascended to Cop Heaven.” 
 
   The woman stared at her chief in confusion. She realized Superintendent Bjorg was serious. She saluted and left. 
 
   Once the perplexed woman had departed, Anna Bjorg resumed signing the recommendation papers for Alice’s medal and her enshrining as part of DC legend. 
 
   She could already see Alice’s disappearance rendering her semi-divine in the public’s eyes.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Fraulein, Simon, and Alison Krabz launched their attack on Oceanview Monster the next morning. 
 
   (Simon had now gotten used to the odd feeling of having Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda attached to him. Despite being able to mentally control the machine-fish as if it were an extension of his arm, it didn’t feel like it was part of him like Alice’s chainsaw had. 
 
   He couldn’t feel the world through it.
 
   Instead, it felt like a glove he was wearing, like a bag he was carrying. Like luggage.)
 
   Their plan of attack was simple. While Alison and her con-crabs staged a diversionary attack at the front of the creature, Simon and Fraulein would circle around and enter it from the rear, climbing up the same anchor chain Simon had used to enter the ship the first time around. 
 
   “It can’t fail,” Fraulein had said. 
 
   Simon spent a long time looking at Alison Krabz for what he suspected would be the last time. 
 
   Like his, her body showed signs of her night-time exertions. She was covered in mud. Simon admitted it made a good substitute for clothes. In addition, patches of her body were covered in paint-like blue goo—con-crab cum. 
 
   Alison noticed him watching her. She pointed her pincer-arm at Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda. 
 
   “That’s an odd fish. I’ve never seen any like it in a river around here.”   
 
   Simon smiled. “It’s Fraulein’s. I’m only borrowing it for a while.” 
 
   “Not mine—Betty’s,” Fraulein retorted testily, “and she says you are to keep it.” 
 
   Alison hid her confusion at this exchange by suggesting: “Shall we commence the attack now?” 
 
   #
 
   They made their final preparations from behind the hill that masked the view of Oceanview Monster from inland. 
 
   Crocodiles whizzed overhead while they spoke. 
 
   “It appears to have an endless supply of reptiles,” Alison Krabz said. “Unfortunately, I lack an endless supply of crabs.”
 
   Six crocodiles hit a nearby con-crab at the same time and it exploded into a mulch of shattered carapace and meat pulp. 
 
   Alison shuddered in sympathy for the dying creature. She felt each crab’s passing as a psychic reduction of herself, and yet paradoxically, each death added to her, as if the spirit of each dying crab, unwilling to become a permanent nothing, tamped itself onto Alison’s spirit once it was violently expelled from its exoskeleton. 
 
   In the week since Oceanview had appeared, Alison Krabz had lived in a perpetual agony of spiritual reduction and increase. Riding the death/rebirth emotional rollercoaster had almost ripped her soul to tatters. 
 
   Alison would happily do without the pleasant side of the experience, if it meant getting rid of the bad. She wanted the whole experience to be over already. 
 
   #
 
   “I’ve no idea if its eyes work or not,” Alison said. “Most times it seems to be firing randomly.” She pointed to the crab and crocodile carcasses strewn everywhere around them and her voice became bitter. “Not that it makes any difference.”
 
   “Ve’re in for big trouble if it thinks vith all its heads at once,” Fraulein said. “It has at least thirty of them, more than enough to outthink us.” 
 
   “I doubt it thinks at all,” Simon replied. “Like Alison says, it only vaguely appears to be aiming its crocodiles. Most likely, it’s suffering the pain of incomplete transformation, and this constant crocodile bombardment is the result of it being stuck between incompatible natures.” 
 
   “Like it is trapped in an elevator stopped between two floors,” Fraulein said. “Ja, I see.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   Alison and her crabs launched their attack at the same time that Simon and Fraulein set out to circle Oceanview. 
 
   Led by the decapod Alison rode, the con-crabs swarmed Oceanview’s many legs, clawing and sawing with their pincers. By climbing over the backs of their fellows, the con-crabs scaled the monster’s legs to the top deck, where they clambered over the prow railing. 
 
   Oceanview’s vehicle-sized croc heads were awake now and restless. They began spurting crocodiles that whizzed overhead at random to splatter on rocks or explode through con-crab shells.
 
   Led by Minty, units of peppermint Nazis fought to repel the invaders, with no idea a rear offensive was being mounted at the same time. 
 
   #
 
   As anticipated, the rear of the ship was deserted. Their approach had gone totally unnoticed. 
 
   “No need to climb the anchor chain after all,” Simon said. “They’re all busy fighting out in front.”
 
   They rode their airsheep up, up, up and over the railing onto Oceanview’s top deck.
 
   “Don’t disembark,” Fraulein said once she’d confirmed there were no peppermint Nazis close by. “Ve vill ride our airsheep inside the ship.” 
 
   She pointed to a side door. “This vay.” 
 
   Simon nodded. 
 
   The weight of the task ahead now hung on him as heavy as prison chains. 
 
   The two pieces of Kim Welch’s urn had to be reunited, either as part of himself or part of the ship. 
 
   If Oceanview won the tussle to reunite the urn, it would have to be destroyed. Only he’d be dead by then, and unable to do so. However, if he won . . . It was a creepy thought, knowing he would only remained alive as long as dead Kim Welch held his spirit and flesh together.
 
   He could sense her simmering below his consciousness. She had been there ever since he awoke from his posthumous basketball match with Crystal. 
 
   Kim Welch liked him and was very happy to be resident in his psyche. That creeped Simon out immensely. 
 
   He recalled Shoeshine Boy’s words: “All Kimberly Welch ever desired was for someone to truly love her.”
 
   Finding no love while alive, Kim was making up for lost time after death.
 
   Simon put his thoughts aside and nodded to Fraulein. 
 
   They rode inside.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
    Inside, Oceanview was now totally altered, a melding of reptile and metal.
 
   They made their way through rippling corridors, occasionally flying by the tails of Oceanview Monster’s head-cannons. 
 
   The croc tails (several with rear legs included in the package) stuck out at intervals through walls that were part metal, part plastic, part meat. 
 
   Large mounds of crocodile turds were piled against the wall beneath those reptile rears with cloacae. 
 
   The tails were thick and long, crossing the width of the corridor. They waved side to side like flags in a gentle breeze. Simon and Fraulein rode over and under them, careful not to be knocked off their sheep. 
 
   The corridor stank like a reptile house at a zoo. 
 
   #
 
   Between tails, the corridor was strewn with candy person chunks. 
 
   “Most of these are my loyalist soldiers—Minty didn’t bother to remold them.” 
 
   “I don’t think she’s had the time,” Simon said. “Most of them look too badly damaged to fix anyway.”
 
   He flexed his left arm and Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda’s body bent at the base of its chainsaw like an elbow joint. The Nazi fish had now chewed all the way through his upper-arm skin. Its rocky teeth were rooted like anchors in his muscles. 
 
   He activated its saw, then smiled at the thought that he had yet to use either of the chainsaw appendages he’d been fixed with in combat of any sort.
 
   They reached a portion of corridor where the peppermint Nazis weren’t too badly broken to reconstruct. A head by the wall opened its eyes. Further along the corridor, three others did the same, peering at Fraulein expectantly. 
 
   “Herr Kommandant,” the first candy person head said, “we have been expecting your return.”
 
   Fraulein nodded. “You are good soldiers. Now you vill vait a little longer. Once I kill Minty, I vill return vith vater to repair all of you. Do you understand?” 
 
   “Yes, Herr Kommandant!” all four Peppermint heads replied in unison. 
 
   “We must go now,” Simon said. He tapped his head. “All of a sudden I feel the urn’s other half nearby. Very nearby.” 
 
   Fraulein nodded. She hid her worry about Simon. The glow in his head was now a bright light that pulsed like a heartbeat.
 
   “Melt Minty to minty children’s sweets, Kommandant!” the peppermint Nazis called after them as they rode off. 
 
   #
 
   Violence reigned supreme at the ship’s prow. Minty, with her green and orange stripes making her look like a candy stick, ran from skirmish to skirmish, urging her troops to bloodier endeavors against the con-crabs. 
 
   A con-crab’s pincer swiped at her head and she ducked. The pincer sailed harmlessly over her and struck two of her troops. Both exploded into peppermint fragments.
 
   Minty swore. “Be careful, you lot! Dammit!”
 
   Shit. At this rate all her soldiers would soon be powder. She cursed at how the simple process of putting down Fraulein’s mutiny had gone so awry. 
 
   Besides, she’d much rather be fucking with brains. 
 
   She spat a peppermint gob, cocked her candy gun, and raced across the deck looking for Alison Krabz. 
 
   #
 
   Alison was by the rail on the port side of the deck, her pincer around the neck of a candy man. Her right hand gripped his gun hand, holding it above their heads. 
 
   She snipped her pincer shut, popping the candy man’s head off his shoulders. It dropped out of sight over the side of the ship. Alison slammed her pincer down on top of a candy woman’s head, cracking her in two down the middle. She stepped through the peppermint woman’s halves as she fell apart and found herself face to face with Minty.
 
   Each commander regarded the other for a moment. 
 
   “Take your damn ship off my island,” Alison growled, swinging her left arm sideways so her pincer cracked a peppermint man in two at the hip. 
 
   “Stop fucking doing that,” Minty growled back at her. “You’re wrecking all my soldiers.” 
 
   “And you’re . . .” 
 
   Alison paused as an explosion shook the deck. In its aftermath, a pair of twitching crab legs crashed into the deck between the two females, splattering them both with blue gore. 
 
   Alison picked a chunk of crab shell off her face. 
 
   “And you’re killing all my boyfriends,” she said. “At this rate I’ll be fucking single by evening.” 
 
   There was another explosion, after which a crab eye on a stalk fell by them. 
 
   Seeing the still-blinking black orb in its blue-paint pool, Alison lost it. 
 
   She dove at Minty, swinging her pincer to break the woman in two. 
 
   Surprised by the speed of Alison’s attack, Minty scrambled out of her way and raised her candy gun to fire. Then she slipped on spilt con-crab guts and went down in a sprawl. 
 
   Alison Krabz was on her in a flash, pincer raised to pulverize her. 
 
   However, Minty had recovered her wits. Before the crab woman could kill her, she stuck her gun in Alison’s belly and pulled the trigger. 
 
   Alison’s eyes widened in surprise as the explosive candy bullets detonated in her body. 
 
   Smiling, Minty raised the gun higher, stuck it in Alison’s left eye, and blew her brains out. 
 
   She winced as her opponent became dead weight atop her. It was a waste of fuckable brains, but an unavoidable one. At least with Alison dead the damn crabs would be easy to repel. 
 
   She felt good already. 
 
   #
 
   Alison Krabz’s mind went blank. She died, glad she wouldn’t be a widow before evening. 
 
   Most of all, she cursed Brad’s fag brother Max for giving her those fucking crab-cum shots.  
 
   #
 
   Covered in Alison’s blood, Minty pushed the crab-woman’s corpse off herself and tried to get up. 
 
   She was stopped by a blow that broke off her right hand at the wrist. She gaped in surprise at the huge con-crab peering down at her. In horror, she glanced across at her gun, still gripped by her cracked-off hand. 
 
   NOOOOoooo! Minty thought as the monster crab slammed its pincers down on her body, pulverizing her to candy powder. 
 
   Around her and Alison’s corpses the battle simmered to an indeterminate babble of conflicts.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   “It’s definitely through here,” Simon said, pointing at a door. 
 
   His head now glowed like it held the sun. Fraulein found it difficult to look at him. 
 
   They got off their airsheep and burst into the room. 
 
   Once through the door, they both stopped and gaped. 
 
   The room dripped with peanut butter, golden sludge plopping from its roof to its floor. Clearly Peanuts’ remains, several times magnified. But that wasn’t what had them speechless.
 
   A monster chainsaw stood like a tree in the middle of the room, dominating it like a god. 
 
   The chainsaw was twice as tall as Simon and its lowest quarter was flesh. The melding of metal, plastic, and flesh right above this portion was a pixelated trunk textured like an over-enlarged digital photograph. 
 
   Little chainsaws hung like fruit from the monster chainsaw’s blade, dangling on meat stalks woven into the metal. 
 
   A dull throb of orange in the heart of the object indicated the location of the remaining chunk of urn. 
 
   The large chainsaw hummed. The littler ones hummed in unison, their voices mezzo-sopranos to its bass. 
 
    Like the rest of the room, both large and little chainsaws were smeared with the peanut butter that dripped endlessly from the ceiling. 
 
   Frightened, Fraulein whispered into Simon’s ear: “I never knew chainsaws could grow.” 
 
   “A dose of Kim Welch works wonders for your stature,” he replied. 
 
   “That is your arm, vhich Peanuts cut off.”
 
   “I recognize it too, but what on earth—?” 
 
   “Simon, darling,” the chainsaws murmured in a mixture of timbres. “Simon.” 
 
   Simon recognized the voice. 
 
   “It is Alice Dread,” Fraulein said. 
 
   “I know,” Simon said, his mouth suddenly dry, his breath suddenly short. 
 
   “Hello, Alice,” he said. 
 
   Peanut butter plopped from the ceiling onto their heads and ran down their bodies. The gold sludge dripped onto the monster chainsaw in folds like honey poured from a jar. 
 
   “I love you, Simon,” Alice Chainsaw said. “See? I can say it now.” 
 
   “I always loved you, Alice. You know that.” 
 
   “We’re together again, Simon,” Alice Chainsaw said. “That is all that matters.” 
 
   Her mass of little chainsaws extended their meat stalks toward Fraulein. 
 
   They surrounded her, buzzing at her head, snipping off her hair. 
 
   “Leave, leave, Nazi Bitch! Simon is ours!” they shrilled at her. “Run before we eat all the swastikas off you!” 
 
   Too rattled by the turn of events to try to use her whip in defence, Fraulein fled. 
 
   #
 
   “Come closer and fuck me, Simon,” Alice Chainsaw said when Fraulein was gone. “Come fuck me like old times, darling.” Simon eyed the chainsaw-tree warily, wondering how sex with it could be possible. 
 
   “Come, come fuck us,” the little chainsaws shrilled at him, enclosing him in their midst and gently prodding him with their blades till he got the point and went in the direction they wanted. 
 
   He walked around giant Alice Chainsaw, careful not to slip on the floor’s peanut butter spread. 
 
   On the its rear side, in the middle of its pixelated patch, was a hairy vagina with labia spread like rose petals. It was situated at the height of Simon’s groin. 
 
   It was Alice Dread’s vagina—Simon would recognize that pussy anywhere. A thick sex smell poured from the hole and rose to invade his nostrils with invitation. 
 
   The little saws wavered on their stalks like friendly snakes. 
 
   Working like serrated knives, they cut Simon’s clothes off. “Fuck Alice, fuck us fuck us fuck US!” they coaxed him.
 
   Eventually Simon was naked in the peanut butter, which continued to drip on him and Alice Chainsaw. His cock was as hard as steel, and he inserted it into her. 
 
   Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda hanging by his side, Simon gripped his magnified forearm tightly with his right arm and fucked the vagina in it forever, marvelling at how fantastic it felt.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Fraulein was inside a nightmare. 
 
   After fleeing down the corridor, she took refuge in a room by the stairway that connected the decks. Her airsheep hovered outside the door, nervously chewing the cud.
 
   This room had been the floor steward’s. It was small and painted a dull brown. It was furnished with a bed, two chairs, and a half-full bookcase. An open door led to a tiled bathroom. 
 
   The outer door locked by a sliding latch from the inside. Fraulein shot the bolt and sat on the bed, her breasts heaving with relief. 
 
   She found it impossible to comprehend why she was suddenly as scared as a rabbit. She, Fraulein Fuhrer, Uber Swiss City’s prima Assassina, fleeing like a cockroach before a broom. 
 
   “This vill not do at all,” she told herself grimly. “A red-blooded Aryan voman never abandons her man ven he is in danger.” 
 
   She got to her feet. 
 
   “I vill return and face the bitch chainsaw,” she declaimed to the brown walls. She smacked her thighs with her humming nanowhip. “Now ve vill know vitch of us is a real voman!” 
 
   The headache hit her then. So violently she dropped the whip and gripped her head. 
 
   She fell back on the bed, writhing. Between her hands her head distorted. She felt her skull bones shift into odd new alignments. And the pain . . . 
 
   Fraulein would never have believed such pain existed in the known universe. 
 
   She opened her eyes once, to the impression she was seeing through her nose. 
 
   The room’s brown walls were now peanut butter, streams of gold sludge drippping from wall to ceiling like the room was a jar of the stuff. 
 
   Her panic returned. 
 
   With a final excruciating wrench, Fraulein’s head lengthened forward and backward and she passed out cold.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   “I have an idea,” Alice Chainsaw said after she and Simon came simultaneously for the Nth time. “I will call us Oinizoptic. We will become an island, home to a special people.”
 
   “And the peppermint Nazis?” Simon’s feet had melted into Oceanview’s meat floor. His arms had also dissolved into the flesh of the massive arm he was making love to. At some point during their lovemaking, Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda had fallen off his stump and disappeared from view.
 
   “Those Nazis that remain will become trees—many are green anyway. The crabs will be their fruit.”
 
   “I agree then,” Simon said. “We will be Oinizoptic.”
 
   “I dislike reptilia,” Alice Chainsaw said.
 
   “Then we will be an insect,” Simon said. “We will grow. We will be monstrous before our powers fade.”
 
   “And Fraulein?”
 
   “Do not kill her. She is the mother of our new race. I remember she was also very good in bed.”
 
   “I will kill her if you make me jealous.”
 
   “Do not do so or our new race will lack a mother.”
 
   “Do not make me jealous then.”
 
   “Okay, I will not. You are much better to fuck than she was.”


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   In her peanut-butter-dripping room, Fraulein looked in a mirror and screamed. Her face had turned into a chainsaw. 
 
   In addition, the back of her head felt odd, like she could breathe through it. She felt it with both hands, then reeled in horror at what her fingers communicated to her. 
 
   She’d felt a long snout with jagged teeth—Nazi Chainsaw Barracuda’s jaws. 
 
   The floor spun below her odd new tunnel vision. 
 
   Fraulein screamed again, much louder now. Her voice was the humming of her face-saw as it whirled in its fish-tail sheath like it was slicing itself up. 
 
   Fraulein’s chest itched. She ripped open her jacket. Her breasts were now made of metal. “Big TiT WhoreHeads” was painted across them both in red. 
 
   She sank to the floor and wept machine oil tears. 
 
   Nazi Betty wept too, pungent white sex juice seeped from her. 
 
   Nazi Annie wept also. She wept shit. 
 
    
 
   The End.
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