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Thank you most sincerely for your interest in the work of RAGE.  The following primer is a chilling stew of characters, situations and backgrounds that permeate my first half-dozen books.  It is an introduction to my world and you are most welcome.  Enter of your own free will:

Please note: The fictional world of RAGE contains graphic violence, illicit drug use, non-consensual extreme sex, and potentially offensive material given the religious references.
[image: image2.jpg]L)




                                                   TABLE OF CONTENTS
1.  Surest Way I Know How
2. Blood and Bubblegum
3. Jonah
4. Shirk Comes Calling
5. Meet Pilate
6. King
7. Physician
8. Torturer
9. Newborn
10. Uncle Tugmunkee

11. About the Author

12. Interview the Reverend
13. Links of Rage
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
[image: image3.jpg]



From “The Place in Between”, (LegumeMan Books), fall 2010, available at Amazon.com:
“SUREST WAY I KNOW HOW”
Delano sat at attention.  He was sitting up, straight and tall, right on the very edge of his bed.  He held a target loaded .45 and waited for his cheating wife to come home.  The five shot ball loaded clip-fed gun felt both heavy and comfortable in his sweaty hand.  

She’s going to like this one, he thought.  The dog-fucking coke-whore is going to get a real kick out of it.  

The camos Del wore as the Ordinance Safety Officer at the pistol range were rolled up to his elbows.  He stared at the forever tattoo on the underside of his forearm.  He had it inked for his and Lucita’s fifth wedding anniversary.  It used to be Del’s favorite one.  It had beautiful lines and vibrant colors.  The tattoo seemed trite and ridiculous now.


The cleaning kit sat open on the deck between his boots.  The gun oil and brushes dropped as he’d used them.  There’s no more need to be his usual meticulous and methodical self.  As a career Navy man, Del took a big chance sneaking the M-1911A1 off base.  He knew he’d be in deep shit if he ever got caught with the range pistol.  It was not like him at all.  Del chose the straight and narrow path.  He was everything that his father, the Sergeant, was not.  He did not drug and he did not drink to excess.  He has never raped or tortured anyone.  Del’s father could not say the same.  His old man had been involved in both the My Lai and Co Luy fiascos.  He served, apparently with a certain cold, cruel Distinction, under the now infamous Lieutenant Rusty.  And although the Sgt. never had to serve any prison time for the murders they committed, the Sgt. also showed nary a hint of remorse for his actions.  He even visited the Lt. in the brig a few times over the years.  The disgraced officer was still probably in jail somewhere.  Or maybe he’s dead, Del didn’t know.  Since the Sgt. died himself a number of years ago, a burnt out, drugged out, shell of the former man he was, Del didn’t care to keep track.

That’s part of why his wife’s indiscretions hurt him so much.  Del has tried his whole life to do the right, the honorable thing.  He wanted to re-establish the family line of distinguished career Navy men.  Del wanted to be like his grandfather and his grandfather’s father before him.  He wanted to follow the rules and be the good-guy.  Del joined the Navy and happily did everything right and above board.  He wanted to be the polar opposite of his father the baby killer.  Del wanted to be the man who returned honor and respect back to the family name.

So, after all he’s been through, after repeatedly bending over backwards for that bitch-twat of a junkie-ass wife of his, being sent those horrible pictures sent Del off the bow and into the deep drink.  A bullet seems now to be the only answer.  
He looked to the target pistol again, still not believing that he was actually holding the illegal firearm.  
It wasn’t supposed to ever leave the pistol range, but Del needed it.

He was waiting for her to come home, so he could harm her in the surest way he knew how.

Del had never done anything even remotely like this before.  Breaking the rules wasn’t in his character.  But neither was looking the other way while Luci fucked that piece of shit.  Not for the cocaine he gave her.  Hell, not for any reason.  It wasn’t just her injudiciousness that got on Del’s tits.  It was him.  Sancho was a fucking derelict for Christ’s sake.  Beautiful Luci was cheating on Del with a could-not-hack-it, fucking washout.  The guy was a huge flake.  One who got booted out of the Navy, but stuck around the periphery.  He preyed on weaknesses like Luci’s love for cocaine.  

Del had hidden their assets from her a long time ago, so she couldn’t bankrupt them again.  This wasn’t her first rodeo.  He had sent her to rehab again.  Then he requested an emergency transfer to shore duty.  The Navy takes care of its own.  They sent Del from West Pac to the east coast.  Far enough away, Del had thought.  And she had been good, for a while, a handful of years, in fact.  Then that monkey-fuck Sancho found her.  

Del wondered how that happened.  He was curious as to just exactly how they met, the circumstances.  He thought she was being good and behaving herself.  But he wasn’t going to ask her.  He didn’t want to hear her lie again.  No matter, Del knew how it would go.  Just like the other times in the past.   One line would lead to twelve and soon she would be sucking on a crack pipe, like she was sucking on the derelict’s dick.  

He knew that last part was already happening.  He wished he didn’t know about the affair.  Sancho made sure Del knew.  Sancho hated the Navy that kicked him out and all who thrived in it like Del, so you can bet he made sure Del knew all about it:  
“Ouch, baby, it hurts…”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No, Daddy. Please, no…”
Then the rat-fucking bastard actually turns to the lens and winks.  The only thing missing was the sordid, off-camera details.  

This washout wanted to humiliate Del.  There was no other reason to send him those nasty pictures.  Luci did not even look like she knew was being filmed.  And Sancho took care to insure Del knew the cock she was bouncing on was his.  Del knew who Sancho was, alright.  There was no way he’d be able to forget.  Del was hoping Sancho had been put away for good, but guess not.  It looked to Del like he’s back in black.  
Well, that’s just terrific, Tom!  And judging from that exclusive film clip, Del’s wife appears to be on a body temperature liquid diet, as well.  She sure does seem to enjoy it, Tom!  Fantastic!
It was too much for Del to handle.  He couldn’t –strike that- Del wouldn’t go through that shit with her again.

God damn them.  God damn them both.

Del heard Luci’s key engage the lock on the front door.  He should still be at the Naval Station, but he kind of ran the little show there at the pistol range.  Del could cut out early, the .45 notwithstanding, without any real issue.  He just never did.  Today, however, was a special occasion.

“Hey, honey,” Del heard himself say.  Of course she was startled a little.  At least she was by herself.  That was something, anyway.  Del wanted this to be a private affair.  Affair, Del chortled.  What a word.  It sounded so painless.


“You home, Del?” Luci called out, stating the obvious and shutting the door.


Del laughed low and smiled cruelly, shaking his head.  “Yeah, I’m home,” he said. 
And ain’t you the fucking genius.  
Del heard Luci making her way back to the bedroom.  He put the .45 between his legs and waited like that for her.


Del looked at the overhead, staring at the tiny cracks and imperfections he’d never noticed before.  Just like the first handful of times Luci’s pulled this shit.  He was done overlooking all the flaws and blemishes in their travesty of a marriage.  He was sick of this shit, tired of letting it go.  Del would make double-damned sure she would pay for this one.  Dearly.  When Del was done with her, she’d never do it again.  

I should put a double-tap on her forehead.  Two quick pops, right between her beautiful blue eyes.
                                                                                         …end
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Also from “The Place in Between”, (LegumeMan Books), fall 2010 available at Amazon.com:
“BLOOD AND BUBBLEGUM”
BUBBLEGUM was trussed up pretty like a nicely glazed holiday ham.  She was an egg-layer in her late teens, a good bleeder, and lay on the examination bed.  They were deep in the bowels of Hell’s Mouth Determining Hospital, far below where the real patients rested. 


The Nocturne eyed her closely, savoring the sight and smell of her.  He was the hombre de la hora and he was dying to get a taste of her.  She was moaning softly, pulling oxygen in and waiting for them to give Bubblegum her snacks.  She gyrated gently against her soft restraints.


“More,” she softly pleaded, “Make all the bad go away.”


The Good Doctor was on the other side of the subterranean exam room, nodding his head at her.  She’ll get what’s coming to her, no worries.  There are proper procedures to follow, my beaked beauty.  There are no short cuts in good medicine.  The Good Doctor pulled off his floor-length lab coat and wrapped it around a wire coat hanger.  He loosened his tie, undid his shirt.  The Good Doctor kicked off his loafers, unbuckling his belt as he walked toward Trudge and Drudge. He followed his huge, pharmaceutically enhanced erection.  The conjoined twins stared out of three eyes, at some unknown subject at some unknown distance.  The eyes were all the same washed out, milky-white, baby blues.  The Good Doctor stopped in front of their cage, were they sat mewling and drooling out of their two mouths and sloppy down their one chin.  He discarded the remainder of his outfit and slipped on a lovely gold sequined ball gown.  He tied back his salt and pepper dreadlocks, tugged up his gown and stuck his pecker into Trudge’s mouth.  Drudge’s over-sized tongue lapped sidewise at it.   The Good Doctor took a silver pen casing and scratched at the dandruff on the twins’ aircraft carrier of a melded cranium.  Their sparse hair coated with Uptown.  He pushed and shoved the mostly white dandruff powder into a tiny pile.  The Good Doctor bent at the waist and snorted it up.  He put his head back inadvertently popping his cock out of Trudge’s suckling toothless mouth.  The Uptown hit The Good Doctor like a Bolivian Bullet Train, lighting him up.  He disappointed the twins when he stepped away.  They had mistakenly thought it was dinner time.  It was not.  The Good Doctor’s ejaculation was being reserved for his sweet little furry pussy cat.  He’ll get someone else to feed Trudge and Drudge.  He stuck an index finger into Drudge’s ear.  He retrieved a golden brown gold-piece, which smeared evenly and all around his fingertip.   

The Good Doctor went back to where Bubblegum lay and Pilate waited with Juan and Mary.  He sat a plush divan, close enough to get a good view to a kill.  The Good Doctor whistled low and a tabby patterned cat came flouncing in.  She came up to The Good Doctor, jumped up on his lap.  The cat was a bit smaller than the average house cat.  It was made from the DNA co-mingling of feline, monkey and The Good Doctor’s own dead wife.  Sweet little furry pussy cat had an extra-long thick tail with a functional gripping appendage at the end.  The tail mimicked a tree-swinging monkey’s, used for both gripping and for balance.  The cat had a long, lithe body with finger indentions that match The Good Doctor’s grip perfectly.  The face of the special clone had the whiskers and fur of a cat.  But with human eyes of stunning emerald and the full, plump lips of The Good Doctor’s long lost loved one.  Her lips peeled back to reveal sharp, feral teeth, but with a thick, flat and wide pink human tongue.  The back of the cat’s throat had tonsils.  Once you get past those, your cock would then be massaged by the cat’s gastro-intestinal tract which was the exact DNA image construct of the widower’s dead wife’s juicy twat.  The inside temperature was an exact 38 degrees.  The extra warmth was like kissing sunshine.

The Good Doctor tore a new little peek-a-boo in his gown and took out his rock steady.  His cat put her mouth right on it and began lapping away at his cream dispenser.  The Good Doctor gripped his pussy.  He stroked himself while the kitty purred. 

“Now this motherfucker knows how to party!”


“Get to it,” The Good Doctor ordered Mary, who stood right next to Bubblegum.  “Let’s get this train rolling,” he stated.  He moved kitty-kitty, bang-bang, up and down while he chewed on the Plata wax on his fingertip, getting that Uptown/Downtown cocktail just right. 


Bubblegum’s eyes fluttered.  Her dark lashes were moist, her beak slightly chapped and clacking; the breath sweet.  Her talons stretched and clenched, her feather trail wet from wanting.  She was beautiful.  The hep-lock plunged into a vein in the back of her spine was new and bank.  You could see it pulsing.


Mary tapped out bubbles and shot the girl into another world.


“Oh, blessed lord,” she moaned.  When the Plata hit her hardest, her mumbling ceased and the whites of her eyes glowed, the pupils hidden, staring at herself.  She turned rigid, flushed.  Bubblegum was rushing her little balls off.


“What does she look like inside?” 

Juan, hearing this second outburst, glances over to the corner, by the twins’ cage.  Morbid stood there.  His long, lank hair obscured most of his face and what you could see of it was covered with the wet shit from whence he came.


“I bet it’s so pretty in there,” mumbled Morbid.


“Fuck,” Juan muttered as low as he can.  He doesn’t think anyone in this exam room could see his own personal Jesus.  Nonetheless, Morbid’s timing was as rotten as usual.  “Get back in here!” Juan mouthed at the shaking, red-eyeballed man, standing and dripping foulness onto the stark white floor.


“Oh, all right,” Morbid pouted and began to slog his way over to where Juan already had his chinos tugged down to his ankles.  He pulled apart his butt cheeks.  Juan looked irritated over his shoulder at Morbid.  The fuck was taking his sweet-ass time with it.  Juan kept glaring at Morbid until he finally got over there.  Juan, squatting, prepared for the pressure and Morbid seeing no chance at being allowed to stay out, parted the rectum of his provider and crawled up and in.  Juan stood, gritting his teeth.  He zipped up his pants and buttoned them just as Morbid settled down.

“You never let me have any fun.”


“Shut the fuck up, you,” Juan admonished.  “Now stifle yourself.  I want to watch this.” He turned back to the girl.

The girl’s breathing quickened, her skin turning bright red with the swell of oxygen pounding her shores.


Pilate smiled, then.  He showed clearly teeth that lengthened as the grin spread wicked across his pale cold face.  His eyes lit up all yellow and beastie-boy.

“Take her,” Mary told the Nocturne.  She walked back to where her man, Juan stood.  The Good Doctor was getting himself all lathered up.  “She is all yours now.”


He bent to her.  She was down for it, slick saucy and sweet.  


For a moment, Pilate lost himself. 


The blood, he thought, was sipping paradise.
                                                           )0(


Juan and Mary knew that Pilate was a Nocturne and they were smart enough to be afraid.  Even still, they were dying to meet him.  He had it all and they wanted in.


The couple sat in the bar sipping cocktails, just as they had done every evening for almost two weeks straight.  They watched him appear.  Just appear, man, right out of thin air over by the bartender.


The vampire handed the nigga a package which vanished beneath the bar top in an instant.  It was exactly the same routine as the last three times.  It wasn’t a pattern, exactly, not one that could be fingered, but they knew he would eventually show up because the dealer always did.  He had to deliver his drugs.  Juan and Mary knew if they were patient and waited long enough, Pilate would show.


The small, tightly wrapped package should be Plata if they knew their guy, which they did.  The bartender, Steel Ovid, handed Pilate an envelope; cash, most certainly.


Pilate peered inside the envelope, checked the denominations, gauging the thickness.  He didn’t count it though.  The Nocturne didn’t need to.  No one in their right mind would be stupid enough to buttfuck the drug dealing vampire.  Even so, he looked like he could use the help of a couple of down motherfuckers like Juan and Mary.  You know, to help with the day to day.  The young couple just needed a way in.


Pilate looked at Steel Ovid.  He said something to him that Juan couldn’t begin to hear across the distance of the bar and the slow, deep throb of the hardcore gangsta shit blasting forth from the DJ’s station nearby.  Whatever it was must’ve scared the god-fuck outta the dude, cuz he stepped back and put his hands up in surrender and fear.  The bartender backed up a quick two-step as Pilate leaned in, his long tightly curling hair spilling in a wave, obscuring his face.  The menace in the gesture and what he must have said was full and uncomfortable like a dildo on a church pew.  

Steel Ovid looked frightened bad, dropping his arms and folding his hands.  He lowered his head, nodding in supplication, staring at his feet.  His quaking Juan could see even from across the room.  The nigga was a big dude, too, really more imposing than even the vampire.  
Steel Ovid was a huge, heavily muscled albino.  He had orange corn rows and was festooned with homemade prison ink.  Professional tattoos displayed his fight wins.  They were all over the place.  He was a big and scary motherfucker who had a reputation for immense, visceral violence and the hair-triggered temper to go with it.  Folks were scared of Steel Ovid as if he was a blood-drinker himself.  But the poor, scared fuck was not and the nigga threatening him was.

“My God,” Mary said, watching the scene with Juan, “You ever see that big fucker scared before?”

“Steel Ovid, no way,” he replied, “Never.  It’s interesting though.”

“For sure,” she spoke, took a quick sip of her cocktail.  “We sure are looking at the right dealer to hook up with, that’s clear.”

Juan nodded his agreement, noting how Pilate stood straight and then in one quick movement, turned to look right at him.

“Fuck,” spat Juan, his own fear bursting within.  That nigga’s eyes were yellow and backlit.  They looked like a night hunting panther’s, glowing as they were at Juan.

Then, just like that, he disappeared.  Juan turned quick to Mary.  She was still glancing that way.  He opened his mouth to speak and saw the color vanish from her face.  Her lips quivered and her eyes grew wide.  She then backed up and Juan turned to see.  

“Fuck me!”

And there Pilate was, standing right in front of Juan and Mary’s table.  Speechless, they stared at the vampire and he right back.  And then, without a single word, Pilate dissolved on the spot, gone without a trace.  There was some displacement of air, a slight cold whoosh and that was it.

It was a few moments before Juan and Mary could breathe and the bartender, they could see, was even more fucked up by his encounter than they.  From where they were perched, they could see the Steel Ovid shaking like he had wet hair in a meat locker.  He turned to the racks of liquor behind him, ignoring customers coming up.  He poured himself three big shots of top shelf tequila, slugging them one after the other.  When finished, he pinched the bridge of his nose, shut tight his eyes, leaned on the ledge running below the bottles.  He collected himself with a final big breath and straightened up.  Steel Ovid went back to work just as the Authorities came in to the bar.

The Occupying Indian Army made their way slowly through the bar.  They were just making their presence known, being sure to stay away from the rooms in the back.  The rooms in the back led down stairways to the bathrooms and other dangerous locales.  The patrons hid any activity that was overtly illegal, but were otherwise left unmolested and to their own demise. 

“Wonder what Pilate said to him,” Mary mused as several soldiers passed.  She shook her lonely ice cubes at a passing barmaid and was ignored.  “Just when I really need one, you bitch!” she yelled after and was still shunned.  The Army Captain looked back at her.  Mary just smiled at him, as sweetly as she could manage.
“Shit, girl,” Juan told her, “have mine.”  

Juan handed her his mostly full drink.  He was right.  Mary knew she shouldn’t be drawing any attention their way.   She shut her trap and threw the drink back.  The Indian officer turned and kept moving away.
“Jesus, who knows what he said,” he muttered, thinking, getting them back on track.  “I mean, shit, baby, motherfucker didn’t say even a word to us and I feel like climbing into a hole and pulling the earth in after me.”

“Exactly,” she agreed.  “Whatcha think, Papi, should we just forget it?”

Juan wondered that very good point for a moment.  Then he said:  “He sure is scary, for real,” he told her, “but he’s our way in.”  Mary nodded in agreement.  “And once we are in,” Juan continued, “We won’t have to be afraid of anyone else, baby.  Not in the whole of The Harbor.”

“We’d be the big-dick daddies, for sure.”

“Yeah,” he agreed, “If he doesn’t kill us first.”

“Still,” she said, “It’s clear he needs our help.”

Mary pushed Juan’s now empty glass away and reached into her purse.  She pulled out and lit a thin, pre-rolled blunt of half tobacco and half homegrown Mary Jane.

“She’s my main thang…”

“He really shouldn’t even be here,” Juan mused, “it’s not safe.”

Mary pulled hard on the blunt and nodded.

“Shorties or even the two of us should be flippin’ shit, not the top dog.”

 “That’s for sure,” she said, handing Juan the blunt.  “How are we gonna hook him, though?” she asked.

Juan smoked and thought.  He knocked ash on the already very dirty bar floor.  “I was thinking of an offering.”  Mary looked at him closely.  “A gift,” he said.

“I don’t know,” she responded, taking back the blunt.  “I mean, just giving the motherfucker a sandwich won’t do it,” she countered, “He can hunt whomever he wants, true?”

“Yeah, but he’s exposed and shouldn’t be.”

“Also true,” Mary agreed.  “Oh, shit, wait,” she said, looking back to the bar.  “There’s our answer.”

Juan turned to where she was looking and saw a young comely Plata fiend.  The egg-layer moved slow and sexy through the crowd, touching many patrons, speaking slow with a naughty tongue lick of her beak.  On and on she went, clucking down the bar, looking for a daddy.

Juan smiled at Mary’s idea.  They looked at each other.

“But if we gave him the gift that keeps giving….” trailed Juan.  

“We will need some cheese for the trap, baby,” Mary added, gesturing toward the now recovered bartender.  “And I know where we can get it.”

Juan sucked on the blunt again, held it in.  He loosed out a big plume and handed it back to Mary.

“Go and scoop her up,” Juan told her.  “Ply the little coop-chick with drinks and a few lines.  She doesn’t look like she shoots up.”

“No she doesn’t,” Mary agreed, “At least not yet.”  It was impossible to tell that from where they sat, though.  What with her little bent wings tucked up against her large succulent white meat breasts.  She carried a small bejeweled clutch tight to her body.
“Yeah,” Juan nodded, seeing where she was going.  “Now you’ll get to use some of your long dormant paramedical training, get her set up for the long haul.”

“Think she’ll go for it?” Mary asked, watching her get rejected and looking more and more anxious.”  Egg-layers weren’t everyone’s cup of orange pekoe, apparently.
Juan stood to let Mary out of their booth.  “Does it really matter?” he asked.  “Little baby Bubblegum over there looks like she’d fuck herself with a pool cue for a taste of the Silver and we’re gonna keep her fucked up on Plata ‘round the motherfuckin’ clock.”

“And if she doesn’t go for it?” Mary insisted.  Bubblegum’s feathers were bright shiny silver and hard black.  She kept them plucked so that all of her pay parts were covered.  She had a big plume of whispery feathers, reminiscent of hair, as a cloud halo crown.  Mary thought she was sexy as fuck.  She knew the vampire would dig her, that’s for sure.
Juan smiled down at Mary.  He thought Bubblegum was sexy, too.  He said: “I think blood taken by force will taste just as good as blood given.  Don’t you, my love?”

“Yes I do, you fucking gorgeous creep,” she replied, biting her lower lip, nostrils flaring.  Juan knew she was getting wet.  Maybe Pilate would let them play some too.
“And me.  She looks good enough to eat.”

Ignoring Morbid, Juan bent down quick to give Mary a kiss.  Her breath caught as he probed her mouth with his teeth and tongue, finally ending the kiss with a nippy ball of spittle which he launched down her throat.  
“Go fetch,” he ordered.

She swallowed and smiled.
Mary went to the bar.  Bubblegum was leaning against some older dude, trying to laugh at his lame shit.  The guy had the biggest set of salt and pepper dreadlocks she had ever seen on a pasty-face.  His suit was immaculate.  He did not look like he belonged in this shoddy watering hole, but he had that expression on his face that fairly shouted: “Slummin!”
Keeping half an eye on punkin’ pie there, Mary got the bartender’s attention, while purposefully ignoring fancy dreadlocks’ stare.

“Two Crown rocks,” she told Steel Ovid, placing the empty glasses on the bar top and pulled out some cash.  She laid money down for the drinks.  The motherfucker will know what Mary wants when he sees the flash of cash.  Paper money sales were always frowned upon these days.  The Occupying Indian provisional government preferred patrons to use their very traceable digital accounts, bar-coded to a micro-chip under each legal citizen’s left wrist.  Transactions using paper Rupees or the Federal Reserve Bank Trade Notes that the International United States – who’s terra firma The Harbor physically resides upon – is condoned, but just barely.  The standard exchange is a 2 for 1, making the insistent cash holder lose money.  But when one is purchasing narcotics, well… Everyone looks the other way.
When the barman served up her drinks, Mary smiled sweetly, wrote on a bar napkin.

“My phone number,” she told him, loud enough to be heard by anyone giving a shit.  She handed over the napkin to the bartender.  Steel Ovid picked it up and looked at it closely.  He saw the two bills folded inside.  He looked up at her, Mary smiling sweetly.

“I see a 2 here at the end of your digits….that right?”

Mary nodded, “Uh huh.”

She straightened and waited for the barman to make change.  She turned slightly, saw the girl losing interest.  Dreadlocks seemed to actually think she wanted another drink.  Bubblegum was getting increasingly anxious, no doubt her Plata high was wearing off and she was at the very beginning edges of panic.  Bubblegum’s head was doing the herkie chicken jerk.  She was unable to keep her head from bobbing like she was seizing.  Mary could see the cluck was ripe for plucking.  Mary got her attention.  The old man turned away from them both.
“What’s your favorite color?” she asked the girl.  The bartender turned back and gave Mary her overly lumpy change and her cocktails.

“What’s that?” Bubblegum asked, turning full to her.  

Mary smiled back at her while counting her change.  It was all there:  two 5K NewRupee notes, two 1Ks and a small zip-locked baggie holding two grams of thick gummy ear wax Plata.  She let her new friend see the taut little yum-yum bag.

“I asked you, what’s your favorite color?” Mary repeated, “Silver, right?” 

“Yeah, new best friend,” Bubblegum clucked, “Plata is my favorite color.”

“Well then.” Mary replied with a growing knowing smile, “Come with me and I will make all your dreams come true.”

Bubblegum immediately left the bar, following Mary without a moment’s hesitation.

                                              * * * *

Juan went back to the same dark shoddy bar, again.  And, again, he went without Mary.  She stayed away to tend to Bubblegum, keeping her stoned and happy.  The comely coop-chick still thought they both had a sex crush on her.  They let that cluck-fuck fantasy remain intact.

“I wanna shove it up her tiny stink-hole.”

Juan needed to find Pilate, this time, for a face-to-face meeting.  Nobody knew the vampire, or where he cribbed or how to contact him.  It didn’t matter, however.  Juan wanted no one but his Mary and him in on this plan.  The Harbor may be a post-industrialized ghetto shit hole, but they knew small town rules still applied.  Everybody knew everybody’s business: who was zoomin’ who.  It’s just like Mayberry, but with a much higher body count.  Except in Mayberry, Andy and Barney wouldn’t let you get the skin flayed off your body while fucking a dead dog for a 5K NewRupee auto-deduct.
“Fuckin’ squares!”


They could tell no one; trust no one.  One word of what they were planning and niggas might kill them simply because they hadn’t thought of approaching the vampire Plata dealer first.

Once again, Juan made his way through the drunk and fucked-up bar crowd.  He was nervous as all hell.  He’d been drinking more than he should, smoking super-strong ghetto weed constantly.  Finally, after almost two weeks of this nerve-wracking shit, Mary pleasantly surprised him with a handful of muscle relaxing pills which he doled out to himself; one at a time.  It helped a great deal as he trolled the same sleezy, sticky, loser filled bar, night after fucking night, waiting for Pilate.  He was worried the blood-drinker wouldn’t show up and even more nervous that he might.

Juan did a perfunctory head check of the patrons, seeing no Pilate around, had to pee.  With some growing dismay, he pushed back, deep into the bar, toward the back hallways, stairs and the toilets.

Juan split the curtains of human skin, replete with freckle, scar and mole stains, and pierces the confines of That.  He entered the first hallway.  Juan took the stairway down, following the signs to the bathrooms.  Humans and Halflings alike were engaged in all manners of drug consumption and sexual congress.  A young girl was tugging on folks, pleading with them all for the return of her hymen.  Juan just shook his head.  How the fuck should he knows where her freshness seal is?  Shit. 
“Shit!”

Juan stepped down about six more feet before he came to the first body.  The male was long dead, judging by the smell.  But that didn’t give the old woman with a bald, spotted scalp the right to straddle his below the knee leg amputation.  She periodically coughed up mucous from her blow hole onto her hand.   The old woman used it to further lubricate the dead fuck’s stitched, blunted stump-cock.  As Juan carefully and quietly passed her by, he noticed she was vaguely see-through.

“We gotta go through Hell’s Own asshole, just to take a piss?”
Ignoring Morbid patter; --“Hello?”-- Juan kept working his way down in to the dark red smoke, until he finally reached the landing.  There he saw a man with his hands secure-tied behind him.   A taut, tight rope of aborted fetuses pulled up the man’s wrists.  The babies were secured to each other by their own long, convoluted umbilical cords.  A sulfur and sugar smelling pit-demon was feeding the rope of abortions through a dog skull pulley.  The man’s mouth was buried on a firebrand.  The acrid smoke curled from his burning mouth.  The demon stared hard at Juan whilst he pulled on the rope.  He dislocated the man’s shoulders and kept pulling.  The man never made a sound.  Only his tears bore witness to his True Pain.

“Can I go to school here?  It looks like they got some Level 10 pain downtown, Bubbie!”
The restroom was filthy and crowded thick with men pissing.  Trannies were sucking dick, their johns holding cash above their bobbing head as a promise.  Drugs were being snorted, deals going down.  Some nigga was desperate enough to tie his shit off in this horrid crapper in one of the door-less stalls, flicking up a vein, trying to feel for a bump to target his needle.

“Gross.”

Juan went into one of these stalls.  Some passed out fuck, pockets having already been turned out, slumped over to the side, head planted into the feces smeared wall.  He considered trying to wake him or dragging him off the seat.  Instead, it was most expedient to simply pull out his pecker and piss on the motherfucker.  He wouldn’t care.

Juan was just shaking it and zipping up when he sensed someone.  He looked up and right into the face of the old man with the big mass of dreadlocks again.  The same polished slummin’ dude that was trying to holler at their Bubblegum.  He smiled cruelly at Juan.  His jumpy nerves made him cringe.

“You sure you want this, dear fellow?” asked mister fancy dreads.

“Want what?” Juan retorted, confused.  The old guy is human, not a vampire, not a demon.  That means dreadlocks teleported himself here.  Other than the Indian Army, Juan had never meant anyone who could afford teleporting.  He figured if someone teleports themselves into this shithole, Juan had better pay attention to what dreads was saying.  At least dreads didn’t have to go back up through all that shit to get to the bar again.  Juan would.
“Are you sure you want to meet the blood drinker?” he asked Juan. 

“What’s it to you?” Juan wanted to know, getting wide with the cunt out of a deep-seeded need to not kowtow.  It was ingrained and had gotten Juan into trouble many times.
“Don’t get smart with me, young man,” he admonished.  “I am The Good Doctor,” he began.  “I am Pilate’s sponsor and protector.  You need to be sure of what you wish for.”
“Why’s that?” Juan asked, a bit more politely.

“Because it may just come true,” The Good Doctor stated.  And then he winked out.

Just then a cold hand dropped solidly on to Juan’s shoulder from behind.  It was strong.  The talons growing out of the split fingertips dimpled Juan’s coat, punctured the cloth, and pressed into his flesh.  Juan was surprised at how much it hurt.  He sucked it up though and stood tall.

“When you wish upon a star...”

“You got balls hunting me,” the Nocturne told him.  Pilate squeezed a little more and made Juan hurt a lot.  “But do you have the heart?”

“Makes no nervermind who you be…”
“I’m not after you, we mean you no harm.”

“What do you want then?”

“We wanted to meet you,” Juan told him.

“You and the girl you were with?”

“That’s right. I was hoping to speak with you.”

“And you are?” the vampire asked with a bit more pressure.  It was getting bad, the pain, but Juan knew a test when he felt one.  Juan told him their names and intentions.  “Services?” he asked, “What services?”

“Whatever you need, you know, help,” said Juan, arm going numb, fingertips tingling unpleasantly.

“You two want to help me sell drugs?”

“Yes, exactly,” Juan replied

“And what, exactly,” Pilate mockingly replied, “makes you think I won’t kill your uninvited ass where you stand?”

“Because we would not dare to seek you out empty handed, Sire,” Juan told him.

“Stop the ass-licking sire shit, I don’t like it,” Pilate warned, “And it will not help to keep you, or your Mary alive.”

“What shall we call you then?”

“Nothing yet,” he said.  “What do you have for me?”

“We have an offering.”

“Offering?  What kind of offering?”

“Blood,” Juan stated,” “A continuous stream of it.”

The Nocturne smiled then.  “Yes,” he replied, “That might do.”

“I can take you to Mary, where she is being kept for you.  And then we can bring her to where you stay.”

“And this token of your esteem is in hopes that you and Mary can work for me, with me?  Is that right?”

“Yes, exactly,” Juan agreed.  “We can be of great value and help.  We can assist and protect you.”

“What do you hope to gain and I expect the truth from you,” Pilate advised with one more, tiny squeeze, “Your life, where you stand, depends on it.”

Juan did not have to think, Mary and his motivations had never changed.  “We want in,” he said simply, “And you are the way.”

“The Truth shall set you free.”

The vampire was silent as he removed his painfully frigid grip from Juan’s shoulder, blood seeping now from the talon punctures.  Juan could feel him moving close to whisper in his ear.

“Well now, seeing as you two now work for me,” the vampire said, “I guess you should call me Pilate.” 

We’re in, thought Juan.
We are!
                                                 )0(

Bubblegum was brought into the hospital examination room via the back.  She didn’t fight them a bit as she was led down an old, rickety elevator.  They dropped loudly down several floors, far below the main floor.  Pilate and The Good Doctor were waiting for them there.
He had no family, friends or associates to lookout for him.  Beyond The Good Doctor, Pilate had no familiars or anyone to help him with his work or to keep him protected and safe.  He had no underlings.  Now he does.
His almost complete lack of social graces attested to his lonely life.

But his new employees, Pilate’s new friends, were here now and they did not come to him empty handed.  They had brought such a gift.                                   
The pressurized intravenous line ran from the metal IV stand next to the girl’s bed, to the jugular vein in her pretty neck.  A 3-way stop-cock kept Bubblegum’s precious blood from squirting all over the aseptic, stark white floor.  Heparin and saline filled the taut IV bag and kept the blood from clotting and dying.  The teenaged egg-laying girl had an oxygen mask on her face-beak, a big green metal tank standing tall in the corner.

For a Nocturne, it was the best kind of breakfast in bed.                                                     
Juan and Mary stood nearby, excited and happy.  The Good Doctor sat forward, working his hand-held pussy cat in quick, smooth-pulling tugs.

Pilate went to Bubblegum and knelt at her side.  Juan and Mary watched their new boss and benefactor.  The blood drinker turned to get permission from his sponsor.  

“Get her,” The Good Doctor told Pilate.  

And that was it.  They had done it, they were in.

They smiled and held hands as Pilate opened the stop-cock and began to feed.  He was making everyone’s dreams come true.

Bubblegum was quivering now.  Her blood being siphoned by the vampire, she moaned and cooed and bok-bok-bokked until her big breast and plump thighs were a writhing and wriggling mass.  The feather trail that went between her over-sized dark meat thighs dripped her come.  An egg shot out of Bubblegum and skittered spinning across the floor.  It came to a stop at Juan’s feet.
“Let me have it.”

Juan looked to Mary beside him.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, “Let the freak have it.”

“You heard her,” Juan replied in his matching whisper.

“About fucking time,” Morbid replied.  He poked his pressed fingertips through Juan’s rectum, making his meat puppet pain out a little.  No big deal.  He slipped his hand down Juan’s chinos to below the cuff, and grabbed Bubblegum’s egg off the floor.  Morbid slid it back up the pant leg and inside Juan’s ass in a second.  Juan’s ass made a small flatulent that he had to clear his throat with a cough to cover.  Morbid’s muffled chewing of the shell and slurping of the ovum inside was a gurgle storm from Juan’s abdomen.  
“That’s more like it, fuck-tard,” Morbid told him as Bubblegum caught her breath and The Good Doctor’s sweet pussy-fur lost hers, “But I’m still gonna gut her.”
For fuck’s sake.
                                                                                           ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From “3 Brutal Bible Tales”, (KINDLE edition), 2010 available at Amazon.com:
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“JONAH “
Run rabbit.  Run like hell.
THE blood that blossomed from the center of his chest was only a trickle when it should have been a torrent.  The sharpened ice pick stuck there quivered like a plucked piano chord.  The dealer eyed the plastic dirty duct taped handle, then the emaciated junkie bitch that had just stabbed him.  The fiend still crowed about his weak shorted sack whilst the dealer grasped the pick with his strong hand.  He tugged fiercely, but it would not budge.  The ice pick was buried in the hard bone of his sternum.  He should have been grateful.  Two inches to the left and there would be one less nigga in The Harbor.


No matter how hard the dealer tried it would not pull free.  The dealer was staring at it, getting more and more frustrated at the bone encased ice pick.  The fiend’s pealing was getting on his tits and that was a problem he could solve.  The dealer let go of the ice pick and a hidden snub-nose emerged from his waistband.  He pointed it at the whiny little bitch and made the angry spewing face vaporize in an instant red fog.  It was finally quiet enough to think, the loud fuck.


As if on cue everybody ran but a long greasy-haired me.  “Shouldn’t even be here,” I mumbled.  

The shaken dealer having heard yet another motherfucker open his pie hole turned and pointed the hot muzzle at me.  My face paled.  Too frightened to move I shit myself.  I was going to die right here, right in the very last place I wanted to be.  I found myself staring at a loaded gun pointing bleak and hard into me.


The dealer fired point blank into my chest.  I felt the concussion shove me away.  I folded my shoulders to each other and collapsed backwards onto the walk.  Another customer standing beside me made a dumb move on the dealer; the snub-nose stopping him dead in his tracks.  Pieces of junkie speckled the others, dying as he fell.


My chest was bloodless and clean.  I searched the front of my torso and found nothing.  I couldn’t believe it.  There were no wounds of any kind; not one.  I looked up a grinning fool relieved.  The dealer was not amused.  And my smile lasted not long.


The dealer seeing me unscathed stepped up again.  This time the dealer dropped to one knee to get closer to me and pressed the smoking muzzle to my shiny-slick forehead.  It hissed where it touched my sweaty fearful skin.  He pulled the trigger and my bowels erupted again.  The smell of fear and waste was thick fudgey-goo, but I remained alive and unmolested.


The dealer stood and stepped back.  Confusion smeared across his sweating face as he stared at his smoking gun trying to determine why I was still standing while the other junkie lay dead at his feet.  

The dealer’s face then contorted from confusion to unquenchable pain as the chest-buried ice pick moved all on its own.  As if grasped by an invisible hand the pick burrowed deeper fast into the sternum with a sloppy crunch.  Then a quick snap handle right.  The sharp point tore into heart muscle ripping great blood vessels as it traveled, stopping suddenly.


Blood drained wide from the dealer’s face as his chest filled with the blood that was supposed to feed his brain.  Silent, he fell and all was quiet.  For about six and a half seconds the dealer was a dropped stone.  He folded in a crumpled heap right next to this stunned dude.


I was then in the dead man’s pockets as if by rote without thinking.  The rest of the fiends standing close by followed suit, but not before I was able to procure a healthy sack.  It contained dealer weight and probably shouldn’t be in his pocket.


Not one to look a motherfucker in the mouth I pushed the free dope down by my nuts and turned to run.  A big man with long chin braids stood tall before me.  He smiled at me like he knew me.  And man he was a big fucker too.  He seemed like he was waiting for me to say something to him, but I don’t know this apparition.  I blinked and chin-braids was gone.  He dissolved right before my astonished eyes.  Who the hell was that?


I hear shouting now and decided it would be prudent to quickly get the fuck up out of there.  So, I ran.


I was out of there in a flash.  I quickly skirted the nearby park, running hard.  I looked over my shoulder, my out of shape breathing making much noise.  The dead dealer’s shorties were hard on my ass.  Skinny fourteen year-olds are fast and these little niggas had guns.  They were gaining on me.


I glanced behind me and saw the lead shorty raise an auto pistol.  I loosed a girlish squeal and turned left on a dime.  I was ducking and covering my head like the sky was falling.  Chips of brick building peppered my exposed skin, bullets tearing up the wall.  I negotiated another sharp turn.  I exited the park running full bore between two buildings.  I quickly emerged into a residential block of tight two-story houses.


I leaped a low chain linked fence and landed in a darkened backyard.  The occupants of the still quiet house were long asleep.  My fear was over-ripe and all reason a glimmer, causing me to dive head-first into the occupied doghouse.  The chained animal awoke.  Before I even knew what was what I had the dog’s head twisted all the way back around on itself.  The neck broke hard, but was muffled by the bear-like fur.  I hoped it was quiet enough.  The dog stared over its back at its own tail through dead eyes.  I let loose the dog’s head and set it quiet down.  I had never killed anything in my life, but Jesus shit I was scared.


 I tried to slow my breathing and the ragged noise that came with it.  I hoped I’d outrun my pursuers, but it was not to be.  The shorties were there.  I could hear them moving about.  I closed tight my eyes and bit my knuckles.  I wished desperately to vanish, to will myself away, but I could not.


After a few fearful moments when I heard not a sound I forced open my eyes.  I stared out the doghouse and up at the night.  No stars out tonight only feet.


I saw baggy-ass jeans and the way they terminated into a pair of size twelves.  The owner of which began to squat on his haunches.  The auto pistol touched the grass and a young boy’s face appeared sweat-dotted sideways in the doghouse opening.


The boy smiled at me, not saying a word.  I guess it was interesting to the little dude to see a grown man cry.  I was dragged whimpering from the doghouse by the pair of gun-toting shorties.  They had me by the scruff of my shirt and were pulling me kicking across dew-damp grass beneath a bulging yellow moon.


The two boys stood over my cowed ass.  A third stopped before the group panting hard.


“That him?” the new arrival asked as he fought to catch his breath.  They nodded.  “Well,” top dog continued, “put your shit in his mouth.”


The boy that found me first put the evil auto pistol end to my lips.  “Open up sweetheart,” he told me.  

I responded by uselessly turning my head away.  The other two kicked me viciously in the stomach and my legs.  For fun they stomped my feet.  I exhaled with an involuntary grunt.  The auto slid roughly into my opened mouth with all the finesse of a prison date.


I turned red.  My eyes bulged impossibly.  My diaphragm was an immobile spasm and the cold metal rattled my expensive dental work.


“Get the Plata off the fuck and push out his wig,” the top dog ordered.


The shorty on standby put his weapon on the doghouse and bent to me.  The boy undid the belt.  Then he unbuttoned and unzipped me.  I was flustered and red-faced.  He began to tug my chinos roughly down when they were greeted with fecal assault.  The boy stood and cursed.  He backed away from me and the stink.  Top dog covered his nose and mouth.  He looked to the auto pistol holder.  The boy kept his shit in my mouth, but blinked and coughed.  He appeared to be on the verge of dumping his pork chops.


“Fuck it,” top dog decided, “Kill the motherfucker.  Then hose his ass off and get the dope.”


The boy with the auto smiled with relief.  He positioned himself in a straddle-stance and held his shit with both hands.  He was gonna shoot through the front and blow out the back of my head with one clean shot.  No one-handed bent wrist bullshit.  He didn’t want the bullet to angle off through my cheek or jaw.  Straight dome was my due.  My diaphragm finally dropped and filled my lungs with air.  A scream erupted from me as the shorty squeezed the trigger.  As I screamed and cowed the auto pistol bucked, spouted flame and shot a dozen bullets into at me at point blank range. 


My own pitiful scream was the last thing I heard.

                                                                  * * * *


A formless Pedro entered the back yard just as the top dog ordered me to be shot.  Invisible, the grass bent beneath his unseen feet.  Pedro stood still and watched as the trigger was pulled.  I bounced around on the ground as the bullets buffeted me.  


Pedro exhaled in frustration and shook his head.  He made his way across the moonlit back yard to where I lay staring at the polluted starless sky staring at naught.  Pedro came up from behind my moonlight attackers and reached for one of pair’s jersey collar.  He grabbed hold and tugged the boy fiercely back to him and then shoved him forward and into the boy straddling me.  The two boys fell into a heap together a few feet away.  They both looked back, but saw nothing.  They heard Pedro’s amused cackle.  They heard movement coming toward them.  

The two boys saw how the grass bent and then nothing as Pedro smacked their skulls together with a crackling bony crunch.  My attackers fell dead at his feet.  The top dog seeing his boys so easily felled by an unseen foe, turned on heel and ran away.  Pedro returned to form.  He scooped me up off the ground and carried me swiftly away. 

                                                                                               ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From “YOU MORBID WESTPHAL” Evil Nerd Empire, 2009 available at Amazon.com:



“SHIRK COMES CALLING”

Pain Like Fire

IT is getting colder than a witch’s titty in your hospital room.  You can’t see him, but that’s how you always know.  That God damned Shirk is here again.  

Shirk stares his not inconsiderable malevolence and hatred at you.  That you know without needing to see the rat bastard.  You can sense his presence here and in the whole of the room.  You feel that stare.  You just know he’s going to fuck with you again.

        
Shirk sits quietly, sniffing periodically, in a chair across the room from you.  His presence is making the room temperature drop perceptively.

The demon chooses this moment to thrust his heavy compact body up from the chair.  He strides right on over to you and sits on the edge of your death bed which gives creaky protest to his other-worldly weight.  Tiny cries of please-please comes muffled from the roomy sleeves of his stained-sticky cloak.  The hood is turned up, the blood red eyes burn from deep within a face that is as old as pain.

“Well, well, look at you,” Shirk derisively smirks.  “Looks like you’re still all dressed up but can’t get it up to go,” he scoffs and flicks a sharp-nailed yellow finger at your useless pee-pee.

You can still feel the pain, however, and your silent scream makes the life support machine sound an alarm.  Shirk looks at you, mock worry fleets past his thickly wrinkled-leather face.  He puts an index finger to his lips, smiling, teeth a mad jumble of yellow and grey and whatever the fuck Shirk eats for lunch, and makes like you and he need to be quiet.

Shirk giggles scratchily to himself; being the star of his own show.  He reaches in to his big wizard-sleeve and removes a tiny screw-top vial of opaque granules, the movement eliciting another round of please-please from the teeniest-tiniest little humanoid you ever did see.  He was hugging the vial with all his might, staring with over-sized greedy bug-eyes through the clear glass at the wonderful drugs inside.  

It was mucky all around the center outside of the vial wall where the horny wee gnome had, on countless occasions, blasted his gravy.  So much so, it became a crusty railing in which the naked gnome didn’t seem to notice.  He’s too busy staring at the drugs, mewling for more, until he gets it, gets balls deep on the scum rail and ejaculates on the vial wall.  Then he will pass out with a blissful smile, hugging god in a death grip until he wakes up, begging for more.

Shirk plucks the 2 inch long pleading creature from the vial and holds him between the second and third fingers.  On cue, the gnome opens his mouth as wide as he can.  He slips out a long tongue and swipes it wet all over his face while Shirk unscrews the lid and dips the little spoon deep into the multi-gram vial.  The gnome smacks and smacks at the potent Plata, gobbling up as much as it can before being placed whole up the demon’s nose.  Shirk snuffles up the big bumpety-bump, before rinsing and repeating, snorting what the tiny fiend couldn’t get to.  

Shirk screws on the top of the vial while the spoon licks the thick Plata paste off his face.  Shirk lets the tiny gnome, who is already thrusting at the empty air, grab a tight hugging hold onto the drug vial.  Then the little beastie begins to hump the wall, squeaking like a cricket.  Shirk drops them both back down into his sleeve, breathing heavy with dark ardor.

Shirk’s eyes brighten with an orange fire smoldering beneath a red-embered glow.  He starts moaning to himself, slow-dancin’, swaying to the music.

“Love this shit,” he states, shuddering, hand slipping up under, beneath his cloak, “it’s just balls to jerk off to.”

Jesus, no. 

“Slip a finger in my ass,” he says, “Second knuckle, hit that sweet spot…” 

Jesus, please no.

“But I won’t!” Shirk exclaims with a hearty laugh, looking down at you.  “Say!” he says, flicking you again, “You ever try it, junkie-fuck?” 

Beside the sharp pain in the shriveled head of your doolittle, you can not answer, as Shirk already knows.  The airway tube has the cuff inflated and is taped securely down your throat, keeps your shit from vocalizing at all.  The breathing machine hums smoothly and expertly, filling your wrecked lungs with pressurized gases to keep your wracked ass alive.

“Did ya?” he asks, you say fuck-all. “Cuz if you never have, you don’t know what you’re missing or I’ll suck you straight!”

Hydromorphone-methamphetamine hydrochloride, if you didn’t know, had the lovely sounding Trade name of Duradilauderal.  It had an even cozier street name of Plata which is Spanish for silver and slang for folding money.  The popularity for Plata was just beginning to be a prairie fire in the Midwest when your body had already wore out.  Like a roofied starlet, the party went on without you.

“Probably the only drug you didn’t abuse, if I remember correctly,” shared Shirk.

Too true.

“Sometimes,” Shirk admits, “You stupid fucking humans do mange to come up with something worthwhile.”  For emphasis, Shirk pats your skinny stump of a thigh.  Then he trails his cold, wrinkly demon fingers up your leg to where the scars of Lilitu’s love bites began.  He laughs as he remembers the night she made them at his behest.  They were numerous and deep and all over his belly and chest as well.

“That was fun, huh?” Shirk asks.  Seeing that you do remember, he chuckles afresh. 

Fuck you, asshole.

“But this one is new,” he says and bends to closely check on your latest surgical procedure.  This one involved removing the bottom half of your left leg.  Your thigh draws to a close in a tightly stitched below the knee amputation.  It was recent and still hurts.  He gets in real close and smells it.  He rises, wincing in mock sympathy.

“You got the gangrene, huh?  Too bad, buddy, it smells like liquid shit.” Shirk states flatly, “I’m sure they had no choice but to chop it the fuck off and –Bam! No more leggy for Greggy!”   There is still no response from you.  “Bet that must’ve hurt like a mo-fo, butterbean,” he says with a nice stump smack.

Blood and light yellow serous fluid splatter the already dirty bed sheet.  You howl silently as the pain like fire hits a big nerve cluster and heads north.  You break into a sweat, teardrops roll unimpeded down your sunken cheeks and the alarms sound again.

“Anywho,” Shirk resumes with a comic sigh, “I guess I’d better stop playing with you, before the babysitter comes in and catches us.”  He gets up, smoothing his cloak, looks back down to you.  He says: “Stick around,” laughing at your restraint.  “The Fat Lady’s warming up.”

Yes, I know this.  Jesus-fuck, just go away! 

“She’s coming to dinner, baby cakes,” Shirk warns you, “And grand-mama’s hungry.”

Piss off.

“Tell the old bat I said hi.”

God you hate that fucking guy.
                                                          )0(

You hear Shirk laugh to himself as he walks through the wall, unimpeded.  A huge blocky slab of ice forms in an instant and he is gone.

The near-dark he leaves you in is fogging up from the ice melting and the hospital’s industrialized environmental heat control kicks on and ramps up.

Hell for you begins in the here and now, in your sickbed.  You don’t need some snarky visiting evil jinn coming in here, constantly fucking with you and reminding you.  You know how you got here, that’s for sure.  

It is here you started planting your sins.  It is right in this spot where you have watched with joy, in the bits of clarity, their budding fruits. You looking down and smiling as they piled high.  The silent cries and screams and pleading troubled you not.  You enthralled at restraint, too weak to fight back, aware of how wrong it was.  She could not understand why you were doing all those horrible things to her.

Now the spill has covered you, laying still and unmoving yourself.  Chemical restraints they call it, keeping you drifting in and out of consciousness, fleeting as a swirling passing breeze, then back down to the deep dark warm nothingness.  

Because you cannot be baby-sat 24/7, strong leathers make sure you stay put, if you accidentally throw off the chemical shackles.  If you ever try to heave yourself over the safety rails and truck right on out of this place.  No way, Jorge, just forget about it; ain’t happening.  You are here, my friend, for the duration.  The Big Man says so.

This is why you are wrapped in your sick bed, dying slow, perfectly still, alert in this moment.  Not surprisingly, you seek your only form of comfort.  You search for the dark cloth to pull over this pesky alertness, but then you feel something under the covers with you.  

Oh, fuck, not again…

Through the foggy dim light, cold drizzle falling soft on your bits of exposed skin, you see her.

The hand grasps up your leg, dark blue and crawling.  The night-light glow, showing through the growing fog of melting ice, illuminated the bone-thin and veiny dead hand.  Her old face comes into view.  Her mouth is screaming silent.  Her eyes are red and leaking, reeling you in, you stare hard at her as she grabs your crotch with her other hand.  She tugs and pulls her way up, the tired green covers slipping past her wigless, spotted scalp, blue with death, hands icy on your bare stomach.  You screaming noiselessly, the breathing tube keeping you alive placed through useless vocal cords.  She uses the hair and loose skin on your withered chest for purchase.  Your head is rigid and your neck too drugged and heavy to move.  Her horrid breath is leaking out of the great black hole of her dead mouth as she reaches your face.  She grabs hold of your life support connection and pulls the circuit from your breathing tube.  She drags her dead, decaying self, one more tug and she clamps her hole of a mouth onto your breathing tube.  She begins to suck on it, aspirating the life right out of your lungs.  

The breathing machine alarms shrilly, but no one comes.  You crash inside, darkening your peripheral vision, narrowing, closing down.  Your heart thuds crazily in your chest.  You lose your hold on consciousness and you lose, are lost.  

Finally, as the only thing left of This is the faraway alarm of a cardiac arrest and the only thing so far of That is the scent of sulfur and sugar, the code team arrives.

They come wading in and save your sorry ass, again.  They pull you away from That and back into Hell’s waiting room.  Back to your bed, back to being resuscitated by a whole fucking squadron of scrub-clad heroes.  Fifty bills an hour times twenty of these motherfuckers and you ain’t worth the scratch, brother, not by half.

The heroes bring you back, successful, slowing down.  Just now noticing the cold water puddling their clever-stupid multi-colored crocs on their sore wet feet, wondering from whence this shit came.

Fuck fuck, dumb-ass donkey fuck, you think.  I’m still here.  Show some mercy and gives us some morphine, you fuckers, you yell in your mind.  You need to go under, rest.  Because you know they’ll be back.  And so must she.

                                                                                          ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
All the following stories are from “PILATE: A Brutal Bible Tale”, Outskirts Press, 2008:




“MEET PILATE”

IT was late dusk in The Harbor and shadows deepened quickly.  The man with yellow eyes within the yawning gloom of a crumbling vacant building stared with great interest at the group manning his corner.  The drug runners, their dealer, and cops protecting them stood his spot.  The man with yellow eyes chose the dealer.  This dirty cop will die first.  The vampire could smell his blood.  Pilate thought he smelled delicious.

Pilate recently awakened from daytime slumber.  He crouched now in deepening shadows and gazed in silence at the police officer and entourage.  The mortal wasn’t wearing a uniform, but Pilate recognized him.  Theodosius was one of Mayor’s up and comers.

Pilate began to breathe as hunger for oxygen-rich blood grew strong.  Breathing was pain for a vampire – a not so subtle reminder of physiologic need.  Pilate’s need was food.  He needed it soon.

Theodosius was standing Pilate’s spot, talking animatedly with other cops and a whole grip of young niggas milling about and acting tough.

The cop’s crew was shutting Pilate’s doors and opening up shop.  None of Pilate’s shorties were anywhere to be found.  And with the presence of Theodosius, Pilate knew Herod’s blessing had been procured.  Enraged, the vampire’s jaw clenched and bit.  A thin string of brackish blood slid down his chin.

Pilate considered the corner and its profits his minus, of course, the quota.  He saw himself as a private contractor and not beholding to the organized power structure.  Herod, longtime elected Mayor of The Harbor, answered only to Caiaphas and Annas Pharisee.  This closely held organized crime syndicate controlled all Plata distribution in the Midwest.  Plata had originated in The Harbor.  Up until recently, business had been booming.

“I’ll have his teeth,” grunted Pilate, “hanging from my neck.”

Pilate yawned deeply and stretched out muscles in his back.  He stepped with purposeful noise from gloomy shadows to dying sunlight.

The mortals turned to look.  Pilate listened as he pulled tightly curled hair into one long ponytail.  He was just out of earshot, for a mortal.

Theodosius and crew caught Pilate’s movement from the shadows.  They could see him, but just barely.

“Who’s that?”  Theodosius asked.  He stood straight as a shorty answered.

“That nigga’s Pilate.”

“You sure?” Theodosius snapped, gripping the boy’s shoulders.

The shorty snuck a quick peek.  Pilate stood waiting.  His eyes twin orbs of murky yellow, backlit like a beast.

“Yeah,” shorty replied, “that’s him.”

Theodosius broke from the boy and turned to Pilate.  The vampire eyes made the cop gasp.  He’d heard stories.

“Pilate,” he said, “oh, no.”

Vampire hearing brought it crisp to Pilate, where he waited for more.

“Never thought I’d see him,” shorty said, “wasn’t sure he’s real.”

Theodosius grimaced at the fear building inside him.  It was crazy, this fear.  Pilate’s just a man, whereas he’s a cop in tight with Herod and by extension; the Pharisees.  This Pilate motherfucker could not stop him.  He appraised the growing state of affairs.  Shit like this spin out of control in no time.  Theodosius tried to size it up quickly, but Herod neglected to tell him Pilate would not abide losing this spot.  

Theodosius wasn’t sure what he should do.  Pilate’s shorty told him earlier he’d come hard.  Theodosius put on a brave front, but fear was leaking from him.  His boys noticed.

This fear he could not hide and that decided it.

“I’m gonna give him what he come for!” Theodosius declared, fear exploding.

He shoved his right hand beneath loose fitting coat, found the weapon and pulled it.

Pilate stared intently, sensing the group’s growing concern.  It made his head swim.  Delicious smells of the fearful herd bombarded his senses.  He could hear their hearts’ increased force and speed, doing little trip-hammer dances in collective chests.  Lungs suck in air to saturate hemoglobin in the blood with volumes of oxygen.  This oxygen made his mouth water.  Pilate’s pupils dilated, murky yellow surrounding black holes growing in intensity.  

The rich, heady scent clouded Pilate’s reaction and spray from the cop’s concealed auto pistol cut a furrow through his left shoulder.  The stream of rapid fire bullets pulverized muscle tissue as he leaped backward and down into gloom.

Pilate ran, unseen, across the street from shadows.  He watched second quick spray tattoo the old brick façade of the crumbling Boys and Girls club where Pilate stood a moment before.

Firing stopped.  Pilate squatted behind a stripped sedan, to the right of Theodosius’ crew.   They were looking left at cement dust kicked up by bullets.  He lowered his face and folded hands as in prayer.  Pilate welcomed the exquisite pain of lengthening fangs and pointed growth of talons as they split his bleeding fingertips.  Blood shimmered where he’d been shot.

Then he stood.

A shorty spun around and beheld Pilate.  His smile, full on, teeth long and sharp, displayed in opened mouth.  Shorty’s eyes rolled up in his head.  He fainted dead away.  He crumpled as Theodosius turned and raised his weapon a second time.

Pilate closed the distance of twenty feet in the blink of an eye.  First he was beside wrecked sedan and next instant Pilate was six inches from Theodosius.  The cop’s face was vacant.  Comprehension had not set in.  Shorties followed their leader’s arm as it arced, staring where Pilate had been beside the car.  

Before anything registered, Pilate had his talons imbedded in the mortal.  Theodosius glanced from yellow vampire eyes, to already healing shoulder, to Pilate’s fingers sunk in his very own belly.  

“Bullshit…” Theodosius managed.  Pilate ignored him.  Instead, Pilate beheld the crew and pulled attention to him.  It was magnetic and they could not resist.  

Pilate scanned the group and gleaned the herd’s weakest, easiest to control.  The vampire turned to him.

“Shut your eyes,” he whispered to shorty, not even old enough to drive, “but stay alert.”  Rest of the crew Pilate ordered quiet stillness.  “You do not witness,” he told them.

The boy’s eyes were closed as commanded and Pilate refocused his hold on him.  The boy stood rigid, at attention.
“Why are you here?” Pilate asked.

“Mayor say you missed quota three months in a row, so he give this spot to Theodosius.”

“Impossible,” Pilate angrily replied, “this here my spot.  I brought it to Herod.  It belongs to me.”  Pilate’s voice was rasping dry and painful.  “He can’t give away what don’t belong to him.”     

The boy shivered.  He’s very healthy with lots of bright red life inside, sludgy-thick with oxygen.  Pilate’s patience thinned.  His hunger deep, clawing at him.  Soon it would uncheck.
“When this happen?”  Pilate snapped.

“Yesterday,” choked the boy, tears welling, lips quivering.

“Be calm,” Pilate advised and the boy tried.  The others, standing statues: ignorant, motionless and awaiting their next command.

Pilate boiled with rage.  The monthly quota was missed by only a few grams of Plata.  This powerfully synthetic heroin-meth mixture makes slaves of users and normally had hordes of fans.  In the last few months, however, the trend reversed.  Now, niggas are getting pissed because their pockets aren’t as swole.

The missed quota gave Pilate pause, but was not validation for losing The Harbor’s most lucrative spot to peddle drugs.  Even short, Pilate still pushing more cake than any, so Herod’s logic is suspect.

The boy waited silently.  Only chattering teeth could be heard as darkness snuffed out dusk.  What lie beyond pale streetlight glow succumbed and became deep shadow.

“Open your eyes and see,” Pilate commanded.  All attention the boy could muster was aimed at the vampire.

The boy, his captive audience, spellbound in stunned silence as Pilate lifted rapidly dying Theodosius, talons seeking spine.  Pilate grasped hard, knobby bone, lifting still.  Pilate’s left hand reached over back.  Pierced rib and muscle with three inch talons, below where neck joins spine.  He grabbed hold.

Pilate brought torso to him and bit below where left and right sides of ribcage met in the center.  He chewed gobbets of flesh and spat them onto the cracked sidewalk.  He punctured a big artery with his pointed tongue.  Pilate raised Theodosius above his head and the jaw unhinged, as would a predatory snake.  He twisted the mortal like he was wringing a soggy rag.  Blood from ruptured abdominal aorta spewed forth in an orgy of velvet fluid.  The spine popped bubble wrap staccatos.  Pilate twisted and drained Theodosius of every last drop of his living blood.

Pilate finished and breathing abated, as did the mortal he emptied.  He dropped the limp bag of bones and eased his lower jaw into place.  The blood delivered oxygen to Pilate’s starved body.  Subtle, steady euphoria rippled from the center of his chest to every square inch of his cold, hypersensitive skin.

Pilate calmly sucked remnants from his fingers as talons receded.  The crew waited.
Pilate spoke.  “Tell Herod,” he said, “Pilate does not get replaced.”

The boy waited.  Pilate nodded.  The boy turned and ran fast out of sight.  His untied sneeks left where he’d jumped out of them.

Pilate walked away.  He neared the periphery of deep shadows and raised hand above his shoulder.  The crew scattered.  They dissolved into darkness, seeking shelter, roaches escaping instant kitchen light.

Shoulder mostly healed, flush with blood and oxygen, breathing no longer required.  Pilate left the carrion where it fell.  

Pilate needed to return to his lair.  Juan, his Second, and Mary Magdalene awaited his return.  He needed to confer with Juan and shed bloody clothes.  Pilate wanted Mary to braid his long hair before nightly rounds.

Pilate’s shorties were missing and needed locating.  Plata still had to be flipped and he needed to plan.  Herod would not let this go unchallenged.  He shall try the Pharisees.

Pilate stepped over the bodies of Theodosius and unconscious shorty.  He melted into darkness.

The night was his ally.  It swallowed him whole.

                                                                                         ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“KING”
THE vampire was absolutely alone.  He lay upon the sacred bloodstained rock, watched the morning sun rise.  His last sacrificed long consumed, he had nothing left to eat.  

He re-tore the partially healed scar on the underside of his wrist and drank again.  The act made him feel dizzy and confused.

He glanced upward at the sun darting its rays through leafy branches.  The sun will heat up the sacred boulder later in the day, but for now it was in shadow.  The shadows cast can look like different shapes to his imagination.  Now these shadows of two crossed lines made his hands burn.

He rose and stumbled into the cool of the ocean.  He rubbed them in the sea until the sensation dissipated.  He turned to the horizon.  The vampire looked past the sharply jutting outcropping of jumbled rocks.  They split the ocean from his island home, where he was king of nothing.

The king made his way back to shore and the sacred rock.  His breathing intensified.

The vampire was a boy king, one whom was served by others.  Never once in his entire life had he to fend for himself.  The king never hunted.  He was always, simply, presented with prey.  

The king grew fat with the blood of his island.  No outsiders ever came until long after all was gone, their civilization perished.  He never saw any, save islanders similar to him.  He did not know of the outside world.  The king didn’t think the world any greater or deeper in meaning than what he saw and felt.  When he became king, following his father’s death, he did what he always did; he fed.

The last one, his very last subject, gave herself to him.  He drank her like she was the season’s first fruit instead of the last.  He never realized there wasn’t any more.  He only knew he was hungry right now and had been for a long time.  The overstretched skin of the king hung now if folds.  Like a tick leeched of its blood.

He lay back as the sun rose over him.  He was so cold.  He was tired.  He suckled on his wrist until it numbed.  He no longer had the strength to raise his other wrist to hungry lips.  Wouldn’t have mattered anyway; he had nothing left.  The king was dying.

He began to cry, this king, knowing what it meant to be absolutely alone.  He understood he was dying.  It was painful and there was none left to feed or comfort him.

The smell rose with the sun.  Heat renewed its baking of bodies throughout this idyllic garden.  It was more than the king could count.  More than the island predators and scavengers could readily consume.  More than the jungle could reclaim.

The sun reached apex and split the starved vampire’s skin.  The blackened husk separated itself from the wet fascia beneath.  The pain would have brought stark madness, but the vampire had died.  His people, their civilization, and the king all shared the same final hitching gasp.

Then there was nothing left.  Not even memories.

                                                                                                           ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“PHYSICIAN”
THE smell was the worst.

It assaulted like a living, breathing thing.  The smell hung on clothing and hair.  If you stepped out of the hospital, down to the shores of Mighty Thames, the cloud would stay with you.  Not even the cold and bitter wind washed it away.

The vampire didn’t care about the stench.  The dying came to the London hospital in droves.  He cared for them as best he could.  He was a physician honor bound to treat the victims of this vicious plague.  And then he would eat them.

The physician’s rotund.  He was of normal girth before the scourge came.  The floodgates opened.  Black Plague brought an endless stream of blood-filled vessels.  Very few survived.  The Plague was deadly like that.  

The vampire bled as many as he could.  Sometimes twenty a day died in this manner, all but dried husks.  They were cremated in great funeral pyres.  Flames licked the sky and the heavens turned a blind eye to the suffering below.

The physician plump, flushed pink, growing more so by the day.  The more blood he drank, the more he wanted.  After a time, he could no longer fit into his clothes.  He had to have another suit made.  He grew out of that one too.  And still they came.

He finished her off with one last gulp.  The physician dropped her to the rags-covered pallet.  Her cooling body settled with ankles crossed, arms slung out either side.  He looked at her a moment.  She reminded him of – something.

The vampire settled back on the stool, studied his hands.  They’re burning now.  They were bright pink, almost red.  The fingers were as plump over-stuffed sausages, hard and rigid.  The hands felt on fire, fingers coarse to move.  Each subsequent attempt became more difficult.  He sweated all the time.  The bloody sweat stained his latest suit of clothes, already ripping at the seams.

He stood slowly up, legs cramping.  His knees were sketchy from the improbable weight.  Crimson sweat popped out on his forehead.  It made him look like he just swatted away a swarm of biting insects.

His eyes began to tear.  The tears slow at first, then fast.  The great drops poured forth from bulging eyes.  His swollen face cascaded salt-bloody tears.  He slapped tears away and both his ears spurt.  Ejaculates of blood shot out ruptured eardrums.  

Pain dropped the physician to his knees, leaving splatters of fluid on the floor.  He clawed the ears and shrieked.  Clots of blood exploded from his mouth.  It sprayed out pond ripples, splattering the floor ten feet in front of him.  Because of ruptured eardrums, the vampire/physician couldn’t hear drops hit the swept-dirt floor.

The chest pain was next.  Shortness of breath from a dirge of blood cells damming up arteries and veins.  Skin split from excessive internal pressure.

The seams of his pants parted.  Solidified blood pushed out the vampire’s rectum in a long, solid, bracken cylinder.  A bloodsnake seeking sunlight, it was followed rapidly by fresher blood from the torn stomach.

The physician threw up more blood.  He could no longer see because both eyes lay dangling astride his nose, suspended by optic nerves.

His heart burst.  One could see from the way busted ribcage pushed outward he had a strong one.  The vampire/physician lay still in the ever-spreading pool of his own blood.  His patients’ blood.  His victims’ blood.

A small crowd gathered to gawk and they were disgusted by the scene.  But what they saw was not the worst.  

It was the smell.  That was the worst.

                                                                               ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


“TORTURER”
HE was an assistant to the Inquisitor.  Also he was a member of the tribunal for that part of Germany.  The tribunal was quartered in a large castle.  The castle was drafty, cold and wet.  It was gloomy, smoky and dark.  In short, it was perfect.

The call had been sent out, far and wide.  All heretics and accusers thereof must be presented to the Inquisitor for decree.  In the Holy name of Pope Innocent IV, torture was endorsed for those foolish enough to try hiding the truth of their heresy.  Torture slated for the unjust, truly stubborn sinners.

The Inquisitor’s assistant was especially diligent in this regard.  It’s said the assistant enjoyed delivering torture.  He had a taste for blood.  He preferred the unjust and truly stubborn ones.

The Inquisitor used the growing infamy of his assistant to strike fear, encourage blind obedience in all who stood before him.  In the end, truth tumbled over tongues of the wicked.  The assistant never failed to secure a confession.

The assistant stood quietly, watched the heretic cry out in pain.  He stretched on the rack.  The assistant turned the wheel.  He heard the human’s body pop and crack.  The heretic passed out.

The vampire left the wheel and fetched a bucket of human waste.  He poured it over the heretic’s face.  The sinner came to, spitting bucket contents.  He gagged and choked on the wastes, tried to spew out the big pieces.

The assistant went back to the wheel.  He was alone with the heretic.  He didn’t care about the truth, whatever that was.  He didn’t care what was made up, what was not.  Nor was he interested in the motivation of the accusers.  The assistant cared only for blood.  He experimented with different torture techniques to determine which would produce the highest quality blood.

Tortured blood almost always tasted better than blood hunted.

All his life, the vampire followed tragedy like a camp whore.  He lived and prospered off misery humans caused themselves.  They filled, fed and amused him.

The assistant had hands on wheel, readying another quarter-turn.  He had a change of mind, a better idea.  Let’s see how long it takes for the rack to separate head from neck.

It would take some time.  He took pride in his work.  He always strove for craftsmanship and ingenuity in torture.  He never failed to secure a confession.  He knew some admissions were influenced by the pain.  That was fine by him.  They all confessed in the end.

The assistant loved the stubborn ones who refused to confess.  Somehow the fear and pain of those lovelies made them taste all the better.  He didn’t know why, but it was so.  The longer they lasted questioning and subsequent torture, the richer their blood.  The greater the agony was, the tastier the meal.

The vampire detached rough leather straps from limp unmoving arms.  The heretic’s a delightfully intractable sinner, loudly proclaiming innocence.  The assistant let heretic thrash about, carry on.  He was sweetening the blood with his insistence.

The vampire secured straps tightly to head and chin.  He made sure it was tight.  The slack was taken out with a couple quick partial turns of the wheel.  The vampire made sure the tool he needed next was right behind him, ready to use.

The heretic panicked.  He realized what would happen.  The vampire smiled, allowing his true self to emerge.  The heretic saw teeth puncture torturer’s lip.  Blood drops bubbled out, mixed with saliva, and inched lava slow down his chin.  Talons dug in wood of the wheel, splintering as they split the surface.  The vampire’s yellow eyes assessed closely the accused.

“God in Heaven,” the heretic cried when the torturer changed. “By the Cross of Jesus,” the sinner shouted, “I confess! I confess!”

The heretic’s eyes wide, horror dominate.  Fear his mask.  The vampire smelled sinner blood ripening beautifully.  He was ready to be plucked and savored.

“I confess!” the heretic repeated.

“Tell God your sins,” vampire muttered as hands burn, “In person.”

Bending slightly for purchase, the vampire spun the wheel.  The sinner’s neck split and his head tore free.

The spine stretched, fractured, but remained intact.  The rack rotated feet down; letting gravity pull most of the blood back into the body.  The vampire reached behind, grabbed the waiting tool.  With a flash of glinting, a sharp blade sliced spine in two.  The tool dropped.  The vampire had talons sunk in tortured sinner before the blade settled on hard-packed earthen floor.

The vampire torturer lifted the headless body skyward lightening fast.  He quickly dislocated his jaw in a three part: left, right, left downward movements.  The human’s ragged neck in the vampire’s cavernous mouth.  He snapped his jaw back up once.  It locked onto warm flesh with no leaks.

The heretic held aloft, a giant bowl of mead.  The vampire opened his esophagus, emptied the man.  He sucked hungrily on the severed neck like it was his momma’s swollen breast.

When finished, the vampire released the empty body.  He eased his jaw back into place.  Hands burned fiercely.  The assistant rinsed with cool water.  He dried them and the burning ceased.

The vampire sat the floor, stared absently at the heretic’s remains.  Vampire signs faded as he relaxed and floated within the surge of power.  It’s the blood.  The torturer wanted rivers of it.  He wanted as much as he could get.

Especially, the vampire thought, from the fearful.

Instill the fear and infuse the blood.  Increase the fear and make them hold it.  Ripen the fruit and drink deeply of it.

God’s green Earth’s a banquet, the vampire decided.  It was bountiful and his cup truly runneth over.

The vampire stood.  He placed the stubborn sinner’s head in a burlap bag.  He shall present it as a souvenir to the Inquisitor.  It will add nicely to the Papist’s collection of those who have confessed their heresy, but only after being subjected to torture.

The assistant gave the Inquisitor the head of the obstinate heretic.  The vampire no longer required its services.  There’s plenty more where that came from.

                                                                                                     ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“NEWBORN”
THE baby’s head crowned.  The midwife called for another push.  The baby’s father pushed down hard on the mother’s bulbous abdomen.  The baby came out easy the rest of the way.  The mother was relaxed now.  She didn’t cry out because her labors did not hurt her anymore.  She was dead.


The baby was underweight and blue.  It was cold and hungry.  It had tiny sharp points pushing through soft cyanotic gums.  The baby was a golum, an unnatural.  He was a blood drinker, this one.

 
The father beheld it with bleary eyes.  His thoughts were scattered, unclear.  His belly was taut and bloated, but empty of food.  Sounds of chaos reigned outside.  The hovel was shared with the remaining members of his clan.


Jerusalem was falling.  The unclean swarmed the Holy City and razed Yahweh’s Temple to the ground.  The siege bore fruit, bedlam was all around them.  It was as if an ancient and unforgiving evil was unleashed.  All, he knew, was lost.


The baby’s father went to the fire.  The clan gazed at him with crazed, starving eyes.  The midwife stood beside the fire, stoked flames.  She was a member of the father’s clan and there to help with the delivery.  The offer for her expertise an unusual one, but it made her grateful beyond words.  They offered her something far more valuable than gold in these days.  Woe unto thee, O Jerusalem.


She stirred the water to boil.  The midwife looked to the father with the last of her tears.  Screams bounced off the outside walls of their barricaded hovel.  The Romans beyond were furious and unrestrained.  


They were coming.


Even though the Romans neared; the clan was far too weak to run.  They had nowhere to go.  The Romans will brutally roll over them in a swarm.  The father knew his women would soon be savagely raped and most likely killed.  He will taste a blade himself before long.  His whole family wiped out.


But they won’t be hungry when the Romans finally arrive on their doorstep.


The father went to the midwife.  He couldn’t look at her.  The children of the clan grabbed anything sharp they could find.  They hovered over mother’s dead body.  They began with her legs, worked their way up, seeking meat.


At the fire water boiled rapidly.  The father stood beside it.  He stared hard at the bubbling water, seeking answers not forthcoming.  The father could hear his dead wife being cut into, quartered by her own children.  His mouth involuntarily watered at the sound of flesh carved.


He gazed at the half-dead newborn vampire in his arms.  The baby will save them.  He will keep them alive for a time.


And into the pot it did go.

                                                                                                                                  ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From “The Place in Between”, (LegumeMan Books) fall 2010:
“UNCLE TUGMUNKEE”
UNCLE Tugmunkee lay sleeping in his nest when the alarm screen sounded.  The chimpanzee was loathed to open his eyes.  He was having such a sweet dream.  The dolphin he was making love to was chittering and quivering with delight.  In his dreams, Uncle Tug was a super-suave, devil-may-care man-about-town.  Crowds cheered on his sexual exploits and he was deadly with the lay-days…in his dreams.  


Tug opened his eyes and blinked at the screen.  It gave him his daily chore list.  The Good Doctor helped Tug stay on task by having screens placed liberally throughout the urban micro-farm where the chimp was foreman.  The preponderance of screens helped keep Tug’s daily routine humming.


Tug threw off his thick comforter, cursing his full-body baldness again.  The Good Doctor designed him this way so that Tug could feel more human.  It did.  Tug especially enjoyed looking at himself in the many mirrored surfaces around the farm.  He liked seeing the thick muscles and ropey veins that would have normally been covered by thick matted fur.  It made him feel special and closer to the human that created him.  Tug even had his very own collection of freckles, birthmarks and moles.  There was no other one like him, The Good Doctor had told him on a number of occasions.  Uncle Tugmunkee was wholly unique.  


Still, Tug hated the cold.  Waking up shivering was the only time Tug wished he was a standard fur-bearing chimp.  Tug had his thermals and sweats on.  He slipped on a pair of comfy slippers and left his quarters.


Just like everyone else that was left in The Harbor, The Good Doctor’s place was situated mostly underground.  The urban micro-farm was a good size, though, and Tug was in charge of the whole shebang.  Tug walked down the corridor that separated his private domicile from the main house.  The low tube lights came on as he neared them and turned off automatically as soon as he passed.  Even wealthy and important folks like The Good Doctor had to preserve as much of the solar paneled field supplied electricity as possible.  It was just too darned hard to come by in these times.


Tug’s first chore of the day was to feed the twins.  They stayed put in their cage in The Good Doctor’s at home private lab.  Tug entered the lab and went straight to the twins’ cage.  His dolphin dream left him with a big, thick straight arrow.  His tennis ball sized testes were full.


As soon as the conjoined twins noticed Tug in the lab, they began mewling and drooling.  They were begging to be fed like a hungry litter of pups.  Trudgery & Drudgery, as The Good Doctor had dubbed them, were making such a gosh-awful racket.  The twins were like this every time.  Their squash court sized head was shaking to beat the clock.  Their combined three eyes were beginning to tear up their milky-white baby blues.  Trudge and Drudge were designed by The Good Doctor to be limbless.  He claimed to Tug the twins had no drives but eating, secreting and excreting.  They had no need of said limbs.  The pharma-pseudos the twins produce by just being alive and cared for made them both a golden goose and a cash cow all at once.


Tug had his throb-pole out of his thermals and stuck it through the bars of the cage where the twins were kept permanently isolated and restrained.  Trudge and Drudge were getting crazy.  They drooled even more out of their one toothless mouth.  Tug pressed his thumb on the cage scanner and their table inside the cage rotated up towards Tug’s tommyknocker.  When the twins were level, Tug grasped the back of their huge melon head.  Their eyes were leaking thick tear tracks down and onto Tug’s knob.  He wiped his ding-dong ditchem free of the tears and pushed it into the twins’ open waiting mouth.  They were like little baby birds; their mouth opened wide to be fed.


Trudge and Drudge sucked fiercely on Tug.  He had his eyes closed and recalled the still fresh dolphin dream and her magnificently lifted tail.  In his mind he was taking her gently and sweetly.  He put one of his over-long fingers into his own mouth and suckled and chewed on it.  He murmured words of inter-species love.


That’s when it hit him:

                                                                * * * *


The light inside Tug’s head got real hot and bright.  It felt to Uncle Tugmunkee like he was fixin’ to have a full-out seizure.  He thought he was being electrocuted, but the only thing he was stuck in was certainly not an electrical outlet.  Tug was getting frightened when suddenly every little thing went dark and silent.  It was only a moment more before Tug found he was gripping the actual dolphin he’d been fantasizing about.


Tug could feel easily the breeze as it wafted over the two of them and their sex act.  He was nude and it was warm on Tug’s bare skin.  The sun was way up in the sky.  It was bright and hot.  The crowd at the Seaquarium cheered Tug and the dolphin on.  She felt so good to him.  Tug felt his sack shrinking and his boys tighten.  He was getting close to climax.  He stopped wondering why there was no force-field needed to protect them, or if he was somehow lifted out of The Harbor and teleported unknowing to the ice-free equator.  He just stopped thinking at all.


Tug dug his strong chimp fingers deep into her firm, smooth dolphin flesh.  He pounded her with vigor, pounded and pounded her until what felt to Tug like a liter squirted out of him and streamed deep into her.


As the crowd rose to deliver them a thunderous ovation, Tug was snapped back to the lab and the twins.  And man, oh man, were they pissed.

                                                              * * * *


Tug was way over on the other side of the lab from the twins and he was facing the wrong way.  His monkey was still rigid and pulsing, but was deflating flaccid by the second.  Tug was breathing heavily.  He had to sit down, he was so dizzy.


“That was the best sex I’d ever had,” Tug muttered low.  He worked hard to slow his breathing and to steady his slamming heart.


The twins were shrilling.  They were getting downright distressed.  They still needed to be fed.  Tug aimed their food the wrong way.  He began looking all around him for it.  The twins couldn’t give two dumps whether their food was body temp or room temp, so Tug wasn’t overly concerned.  He just wished they’d shut the heck up.  He was looking as fast as he possibly could.  The twins just weren’t encoded with patience.  Their screams were getting to him.


As fast as he knew how, Tug searched the wall he woke up in front of.  He could not locate his lactate.  Tug glanced down on the floor and all around the vicinity and still he found nothing.  It was weirding the chimp out.  Tug was perfectly willing to scoop the goop and feed it to the twins by hand, but he failed to find it.  The semen was gone.


Trudge and Drudge were ear-shattering now.


Dash it all, thought Tug.


The noise was getting hard to deal with.  The twins kept getting louder and their cries higher pitched.  They were making Tug’s eardrums vibrate uncomfortably.  It was more than he could handle.  He couldn’t think straight.  They were so loud.


Logically, thought Tug, I have to think logically.  Which was easier said than done, what with the racket they were making.  And now the twins were so distressed that the cage was rattling from the vibration of their dismay. 


“I must not have ejaculated,” Tug concluded.  If that’s the case, his batter should be bubbled right up to the top of the nozzle spout.


Tug pulled on his guy a bit, but there was no tumescence left.  His huge sack drooped empty.  His member was inexplicably covered with sex crumbs, not drool from the twins.  And there was no mess anywhere.  The twins were screaming painfully now.  Tug had no clue what had happened, but he could not tolerated the clatter and clamor any longer.


Knowing nothing else he could do, Tug shoved his limp-larry into the painfully suckling mouth of the hungry twins.  Tug shouted at a nearby screen, wanting Billy to come in from outside.  He needed help, right away.


“Dang, this hurts!” Uncle Tugmunkee exclaimed through painfully gritted teeth.

                                                                   * * * *


Bill Goat Gruff was above ground.  Beneath the protective force-field, The Good doctor had a fully functioning urban micro-farm.  The property was beautiful.  Bill Goat was Uncle Tug’s right hand kid.


Billy came from out of the root garden.  He’d assured himself that all was well with the yams, onions, carrots, radishes and such.  The trees were in full fruit.  The hens were laying their double-yolked eggs in abundance.


He went next to check the solar generator: it was on his daily check list.  Billy found the energy source solid, the batteries fully charged.  The intermittent micro-pore opening and closing of the shield allowed vital wind and air in.  The mighty sun in the sky still beat down upon the northern hemisphere’s icy face and shone through the force-field.  This constantly monitored changeling permitted optimal growing conditions.


The Good Doctor owned a well-run three acres.   The farm supplied all the foodstuffs needed for his entire household with much surplus to spare.  This abundant leftover of produce, eggs, goat’s milk, jerked catfish and whatnot went to the Market and sold as profit.  Managed by Tug and ran by Billy, the farm also produced the highest quality herbs, potent bud-smoke, and psych-shrooms available in The Harbor.  The farm even had a free-flowing water reservoir to raise catfish and a big commercial grade dehydrator for turning the fish into jerked meat.


The Good Doctor was very rich.


Billy found himself with a few spare moments.  The Good Doctor spent his days at the hospital for the Hellbound.  Uncle Tug was still inside the main domicile.  Billy was thinking of giving himself some private time.  He decided to pay a visit to the milking shed.  There was a new lovely young doeling there he wanted to climb on and give her what for.  Billy was up on his hind legs.  He stroked his chin whiskers as he walked toward the shed.  She was going to get it.  Uncle Tug’s shout burst the bubble of his revelry.

                                                                  * * * * 


Billy came trotting into the lab on all fours.  The urgency in tug’s voice was clear.  Billy came to a halt in front of the twins’ cage.  Tug looked over his shoulder at him as he came in.


“Thank goodness you’re here!” Tug exclaimed with his jing-jangle still stuck painfully in the twins’ mouth.  “Did you visit the girls yet?” he asked.  Embarrassed, Billy looked down at the floor.  He’d been caught.  Tug saw the expression on Billy’s goat face.  He shook his head vigorously in the negative.  “You’re not in trouble, man,” Tug shouted, the pain very nearly unbearable, “Answer me!”  Billy, not being able to vocalize, shook his head no.  “Excellent.  Now get over here and feed them before they kill me!”


Trudge and Drudge were designed by The Good Doctor to live and thrive on human semen.  But since chimpanzees share all but 1.4% of a human’s DNA, Uncle Tugmunkee fed them most days.  In a pinch, however, Bill will have to do.


“Get over her, dang!” cried Tug.  He pulled his out by boxing on the the twins’ ears.  When they opened their mouth to cry out, Tug removed his business with gratitude, expelling relief in a sigh.


Before the twins could start their screeching again, Tug pushed Billy right up to the cage.  He unsheathed the goat’s get-em.  The twins were crazy hungry now.  They gobbled on Billy’s gruff like it was foie gras.  The goat held onto the bars of the cage.  He gripped them with his hoof-hands and gnashed his teeth.


It was all over with in under a minute.  Both Billy and Tug sighed with relief, but for entirely different reasons.  The twins, finally fed, fell fast asleep.  Billy bowed quick to Tug and then made his way back up top.  It was time to start collecting the eggs and harvesting the ripened produce.


Tug sat on a chair.  His prominent brow was in his massaging hands.  He was still unsure as to exactly what happened.  He decided it was past time for him to work through the rest of his list before The Good Doctor came home.  If he didn’t complete all his chores, there would be hell to pay.


Tug rose and went to the basin.  The motion sensor in the stainless steel sink splashed water on Tug’s hands.  He soaped them up and was just about to wash them off with the trice-cycled grey water when he noticed the crystals caked on his long index finger.  It looked to Tug like salt.


I should call The Good Doctor, thought Tug.  And tell him about the salt.

                                                                                                            ….end

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Thursday, June 3, 2010

The Author Speaks: The Reverend Steven Rage 




It's a real shame that I know Steven Rage.  He wouldn't want you to know that it's all an act.  I mean, I hear about this writer, and he's got the online persona of a sinister master of the macabre.  Then to meet him...you realize he's kind of bubbly.  Or, maybe that's the comfort lure.  Maybe that's the way Rage draws you nigh so that he can feast on your soul.  I'm not sure.  And that's one of the genius things behind the Reverend Steven Rage.

Only once before have I seen an author so become a caricature of a character (that author was Robert Tacoma, who spent years online cultivating a following as "Taco Bob", the possum farmer.  He wrote illiterate message board posts, and humorous stories of life on the South Florida roadkill farm.) and Rage does it masterfully.  As mentioned, I've met Steven Rage and I like the guy, but he's still a mystery.  I guess that's why I like his books.  There's a very distinct vibe that accompanies them - if you like it dark, dirty and (in some cases) downright gross, Rage delivers.

I had not read Steven Rage's first book - PILATE: A Brutal Bible Tale

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.assoc-amazon.com/e/ir?t=theau06-20&l=btl&camp=213689&creative=392969&o=1&a=1432717979" \* MERGEFORMATINET 
 - when I met him.  Sadly, I'd not read any of his stuff.  During the early days of Naked Metamorphosis

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.assoc-amazon.com/e/ir?t=theau06-20&l=btl&camp=213689&creative=392969&o=1&a=1933929901" \* MERGEFORMATINET 
 Rage and I agreed to exchange manuscripts in a show of support.  What an odd exchange.  Rage had just released a hardcore, bizarro horror called You Morbid Westphal

 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.assoc-amazon.com/e/ir?t=theau06-20&l=btl&camp=213689&creative=392969&o=1&a=1439259739" \* MERGEFORMATINET 
.  Naked Metamorphosis was a dark comedy of Shakespearean proportions.  What an odd combo.  

I loved "You Morbid Westphal".  It was a dark noir that involved a demon and a ghost in a hospital.  It was gritty.  It was good.  I went back and read Pilate.  If James Morrow was known for his Bible Tales for Adults and the Godhead Trilogy, then Steven Rage will be known for his Brutal Bible Tales.  As brutal, in fact, as the Old Testament.  Rage is all...well, the rage right now.  I had the pleasure of speaking to the truly unique character.

Eric Mays: Steven Rage, thanks for taking the time to chat. Before I go any further is "Rage" something I should be worried about? I don't want to fall prey to a whirlwind, blindsided chopblock.

Steven Rage: Rage is the name the Reverend writes under. It was either Steven Rage, or Steven Joyfully Larks About. Rage has a more little more POW to it, I think. Eric, you have nothing to fear. The Reverend has had all his meds today with no flashbacks, so no worries, my friend. That being said, I am under court-ordered obligation to advise you NOT to turn your back on me and don’t make any sudden movements and everything’s going to be okay. It’s not a problem, really. It’s just that some days are saner than others. On that note, maybe we should just get started before the meds do wear off.

EM: Umm...okay.  None of that worries me.  Let's see, you like to go by the moniker "Reverend", right? Is it true? Are you actually ordained, or is it more like the "Reverend" Horton Heat?

SR: Rage is a legally ordained minister, able to perform weddings, baptisms, as well as speaking directly to God. (by the way, Eric, the Big Kahuna’s not too tickled with you lately, so…) 

Functionally, the Reverend sought to lend an air of legitimacy to his fiction, since it congregates (hey, that’s funny) in the realms of Bizarro-tainted Occult, Horror and Brutal Bible Tales. Rage settled on Reverend because the title he really wanted: “The God of Thunder and Rock n Roll” has already been taken. God damned Gene Simmons.

EM: Speaking of Gene Simmons (well, and the Rev. Horton Heat for that matter), the man swears he gets more Polaroids of naked people that any living person. I can see that. But, Rage, you've got to be rolling in fan mail of that ilk.

SR: Well, to tell the truth, it has been kind of dissapointing, thus far. The Reverend could have sworn that he would end up seeing more ass than a toilet seat at Lillith Fair. Sadly, that has not been the case. Mostly it has just been requests to intercede for readers with Satan, and/or writing advice. There have been a few marriage proposals. Mostly from women who are trying to emmigrate from former Soviet Bloc nations and lonely Grizzly bears who just want to cuddle and spoon the Reverend. 




EM: Okay, getting down to business now. Your first book "Pilate: A Brutal Bible Tale". Sounds like a recipe for run-ins with those that take religion a little too serious. Regardless of the actual brutality within the actual Bible, people seem to see things like this as blasphemous and sacrilege. Any experience with lynch mobs?

SR: The Reverend has been threatened plenty, that’s true. Oh, hell, some people just don’t have a sense of humor. Granted, seeing Jesus of Nazareth re-incarnated as a 23 year old Latin female isn’t everyone’s cup of orange pekoe, but isn’t that the point? To write something few have seen before. Rage thinks so. Fortunately, the Reverend has only been crucified on threads, so far. Time will tell. But it’s all just tongue-in-cheek and devil-may-care, so fuck ‘em if they can’t take a joke.

EM: Are you a Catholic? Did you first start toying with this idea while sitting through mass?

SR: Rage was baptised and raised by Lutherans. The followers of Martin Luther maintain a number of similarities to the Catholics, but it is more like Catholic Lite. A few less rituals that the original flavor. The Reverend was Born Again and baptised a second time. This time by the Southern Baptists. The first baptism, maybe it didn’t take, don’t know… not too sure about the second one either, come to think of it. 


Anywho, since that time Rage has read the Holy Bible cover to cover at least five times and has studied the different philosopies and practices of Protestants, Jehovah’s Witnesses, Mormons, Green Magic, Black Magick, Satanism, Tao de Ching, Astrology, Yoga and The Secret. Rage is still searching for answers. 


As far as the idea behind PILATE and other Brutal bible Tales, Rage always felt that the Bible has a wealth of incredible stories, but they were written, sorry to say, like shit. Boring as all get-out. So the Reverend thought he could do better, giving the stories some much needed teeth. 


At this time I have re-written in modern times the fictional setting of The Harbor and placed there the stories of Jesus Christ, Pontius Pilate, Jonah, Job, Herod (several of those fuckers) Judas, Simon Peter, John the Baptist and Mary Magdalene. Rage is proud of these works. Sad to say, he does not expect his writing to be the topic of Sunday School or church lectures anytime soon.




EM: A year, or so, later, you put out "You Morbid Westphal". Now, this is reads like M. Night Shymalan on pure meth - it's an extreme ghost story with twists and turns aplenty, just cranked up to eleven. You've got ghosts and you've got demons and you've got hospitals - three of the things that freak people out. I'm assuming you're not serving as a volunteer up at the local Pediatrics wing, right?

SR: Rage is also Registered Respiratory Therapist and Instructor. The Reverend has been working in hospitals and teaching RT forever. That’s probably the reason why the violence and carnage have such a visceral reality to it. Rage knows what death looks like. Dying is never pretty when seeing it up close. It’s never like in the movies, never nice.

That being said, the Reverend kind of tumbled into all this. He doesn’t really want to work in critical care, or be a minister, or even write. What he really wants to do is direct. Amateur porno would be fine. 

 Or maybe a game show host.

 Maybe work with Lepers, blind kids, things like that. 

 Rage originally wanted to be a showgirl, but he was cursed with freakishly narrow ankles. 

EM: I'm sure your ankles are fine.  You would have made a fine showgirl.  Your medical knwledge, though, is interesting.  You have an intriguing take on demon birth (I'm not sure if I'm holding back because I didn't use the words SPOILER ALERT or if I'm just trying to keep things cleanish). Do you really think that's where demons come from?

SR: Well, it’s not called the Demon Hole for nothing, mi amigo. The Reverend can show you, if you’d like.

EM: That's okay.  When you were writing "You Morbid Westphal" what kind of cult like following were you envisioning for yourself. Let's face it, Rage, your name lends itself to a cult following.

SR: Nothing too grandiose. The Reverend was thinking of a more simplified existence as the Undisputed Heavyweight Prophet of the Compound (let’s get it on!). The tax-exempt church shall be dubbed: “Our Eternal Lady of Perpetual Pain, Suffering, Problem Gambling and Skin Disorders-(Reformed)”. 

We shall be housed deep inside a de-comissioned missile silo in the Dakota wilds. It will be so much fun! There will be all sorts of activities, besides the televangilism that will pay the bills. Oh, yes! We’ll have skin-branding, blood-letting and animal sacrifices. Tuesday Evenings with Satan, taffee-pulls, Prairie Dress Modeling Thursdays and chili cook-offs. Lesbian Mystery Swap Saturdays, Yahtzee and Scrabble tournaments. There will even be classes on how to fashion a hash-pipe out of the human skulls of heretics. More fun than you can shake a dead-cat-on-a-crucifix at!

Wanna join? It’s easy! All’s it takes is a few drops of your blood and your undying loyalty. Oh, yeah, and Beelzebub will have to mount you at some point. Rage won’t lie: that shit hurts.

 By the way, how are y’all fixed with modern weaponry? You pretty savvy around semi-autos, shoulder mounted missile launchers, infra-red binocs, motion detectors and such? 

 Just planning ahead, just planning ahead. 

Can anyone run a still? 


Grow bud-smoke? 


Psych-shrooms?


We’ll need baby-sitters, too.

EM: Nobody likes to be mounted by Beelzebub.  It's true, as for the rest...well, I guess only time will tell.

I'm not going to sugar-coat it, Rage. You are knee deep in depravity. I'm joking, of course. Because you are the sick man you are, I'm curious, what do you read that scares you? Or are you going to try and pass of that you're a Jodi Picoult or Nora Roberts fan.

SR: When the Reverend reads for pleasure, which is as often as possible, he is always craving that BAD-ASS factor. That’s the goal. That and getting elbows deep in depravity. Reading horror is difficult because, sorry to say, nothing scares Rage as much as his next thought. Therefore reading for him is a relentless quest for stories that will make the goose bumps rise. Simple as that. That goes for music and film as well.


When craving a hot shot of depravity, the Reverend melts a big, bent spoonful of Jordan Krall’s fiction. 


That shit makes Rage happy.

EM: Jordan Krall does, obviously, rock!  So, what's next? I feel we've got to keep this cult alive, man! I hear you've gotten in with Buckets O' Guts press, right? I think I heard that you're also writing a little something about quadriplegics and dancing, or something of the sort. Tell me a little more about the future.

SR: Rage is hoping to get in good with several different presses, Buckets O' Guts being one. The Reverend is really quite insecure and requires constant validation from a variety of sources. There’s a couple dark and depraved novellas being shopped around currently. We’ll see. 


What Rage is truly jazzed about is “LegumeMan Books”, a newer press out of Australia. This house is being gracious and ballsy enough to publish “The Place in Between” and “Blood and Bubblegum” together come Fall 2010. It will be, hands down, the craziest shit in print, Rage kids you not. Now the cult of Rageosity will be below the equator as well as above. Frightening, yes?


The Reverend is also working on some short Bizarro-esque fiction and will be continuing his work on a more traditional full-length novel of medical suspense titled: “PHARMACIDE”. There’s hope to being done with that big bastard in about a year. It will be 4 to 5 times the size of “You Morbid Westphal”. Looking forward to where that takes us. 


Then it will be back to the well (or cesspool). Penning gruesome Bizarro horror occult novellas and Brutal Bible Tales are the Reverend’s first loves. Rage does what he can, but the Dark will remain placid for only so long. It must be fed the blood of the Innocents! (maniacal laughter).


Oh, Cheese-n-Rice! Did the Reverend say that last part out loud? Truly sorry, Believers. He has got to get this shit straight. When sound comes out, Rage is talking. When it’s not, he’s thinking…

The Reverend is a fun guy to chat with.  And, if you're ever in the wild and you bump into him, please give him a drink.  He's an even better drinking buddy.  Hands down, this was a fun one.

You may think that the Reverend Rage is a little out there and too good to be true (or too bad, depending on perception).  He's real and he's closer than you think.  For example, he's one of those authors who loves to chat with readers (of all genres) online.  You can visit Steven Rage at his page on Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Steven-Rage/e/B002BLNAEO/ref=ntt_dp_epwbk_0. The Rage loves getting suggestions and seeing reader feedback.  Actually, that's a challenge for you Authors Speak readers.  Read Pilate or You Morbid Westphal and then zip to the Rage Page and tell the Reverend what you thought.
You can also visit Rage at: http://www.authorsden.com/stevenrage. 

I sincerely hope you enjoyed your little romp through Rage’s world.  For my particular brand of madness and mayhem check out the following:

www.amazon.com/-/e/B002BLNAEO
www.myspace.com/steven_rage
www.authorsden.com/stevenrage
www.bizarrocentral.com
Read RAGE.  Even more fun than cutting yourself!
Reverend Steven Rage

Blood Drugs Bible.  Leche de Madre.
REVEREND STEVEN RAGE           “The Most Depraved Writer in Print”
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