
        
            
                
            
        

    



             


GODDAMN ELECTRIC NIGHTS


WILLIAM PAULEY III











            Published
by New Flesh Books

August 2011


            Goddamn Electric Nights
eBook exclusive

Copyright © 2011 by William Pauley III. All rights reserved.


            This
book is a work of fiction.


            Cover
art and design copyright © William Pauley III


            www.breaksaidsilence.com


 No part of this book may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written
permission of the author or the publisher.






 



 

 $5 ELECTRIC SUZIE was originally
published by Library of Bizarro Horror in the
anthology TECHNICOLOR TENTACLES.


 


THE SPIDERS OF HONEYVILLE was originally published by New
Flesh Books in the anthology TOE TAGS 2: BLOOD & BIZARRO and reprinted by
Copeland Valley Press in the COPELAND VALLEY SAMPLER.


 


INSECTION 8 was originally published by Panic Press in the
anthology CREATURE FEATURES (published under the title THE THIRD FLOOR) and
reprinted by Copeland Valley Press in the COPELAND VALLEY SAMPLER.






 



 

Also by William Pauley III


 



Automated Daydreaming (forthcoming)

Demolition Ya-Ya (forthcoming)

The Doom Magnetic! trilogy
(forthcoming)

The Brothers Crunk

LIVINHELL

If You Don’t Sleep, You Don’t Dream

Mr. Malin and the Night







            This book is dedicated to
Sullivan Dax Pauley


              


 


[bookmark: _Toc308259415][bookmark: _Toc308259501]CONTENTS


CONTENTS


$5
ELECTRIC SUZIE


THE
SPIDERS OF HONEYVILLE


INSECTION
8


 









          [bookmark: _Toc308259416][bookmark: _Toc308259502]$5 ELECTRIC SUZIE


 



 

            Suzie was humming when I found
her.
            Back
then I used to live in that garbage heap. Well, not literally, but you know
what I mean. I was addicted to the goddamn place. Four acres of discarded
treasures separated into thirty piles, stacked as high as small mountains. Oh,
those sweet metallic juggernauts, how I loved them so. And only five dollars
for whatever I could carry out in my hands. That place was more responsible for
my upbringing than either of my parents ever were. They spent most their time
with empty glass bottles and dirty bathroom floors. They’ve long ago lost touch
with what really matters in life. This world has so much to offer, but everyone
thinks the only way to get past all the shit is to go about it the traditional
way – good jobs, raises, promotions – but there’s
another way. An easier way.
            She
was hidden beneath a pile of soiled mattresses and some scrap metal. I had
almost given up my hunt for the day when the sun quickly and very mysteriously
began to lower, shining its red rays directly on her. It felt something like
divine intervention. As if the entire universe wanted me to find her. To have her. To hold her. Till death do us part.
I lifted the mattresses and the metal off her and tossed them aside. I wasn’t
prepared for her beauty. I guess in a lot of ways, I’m still overwhelmed by it.
Her slender curves, her pink skin, her perfect mouth… her sexy little pinch
roller. Even the lettering of her name, ELECTRIC SUZIE, written across her top
right corner, felt majestic in the way it sparkled under the sunlight.
            Suzie
was by far the most breathtaking VCR I had ever laid eyes on.
            I
took her to the pay window and paid the guy his $5. He was watching an old
episode of THE A-TEAM on his computer monitor. He took the cash and stuffed it
in the drawer without even looking up at me once. And it’s a good thing too,
‘cause if he knew what I had in my hands that day, he never would have let me
leave with her. Not for all the money in the world. At least I wouldn’t have if
I was the one in charge.
            I
ran all the way home and didn’t even stop running once I got there. I nearly
broke the door down, I was running so fast. I ran back to my bedroom and spun
the lock shut. If I was smart, I probably would have worried about what a
beautiful thing like Suzie was doing in a garbage heap, but at the time the
thought never even crossed my mind. She could have been faulty. She could have
had a short in her that caused somebody’s house to burn down. But for some
reason I didn’t have a worry in my head. Something inside me knew she was
perfect. And boy was I ever right. She was perfect. More than
perfect. She was an electric angel.
            I
fumbled through the wires and plugged them into the back of the television set.
Snuck back out into the hallway and down to my parent’s bedroom where they kept
all their VHS cassettes. There weren’t many, but there were more than I could
carry out in my hands. I grabbed what I could and raced back to my bedroom,
tossing the cassettes on the floor and again locking the door behind me. No one
was to know about my $5 Electric Suzie but me. I’ve always been greedy in that
way. I didn’t want to share her. Hell, I couldn’t
share her. I needed her all to myself.
            I
looked through the tapes. PARTY PLANE, EMANUELLE 5, SERENA… the titles didn’t
sound familiar to me, but that didn’t matter to me none.
All of the covers sported half naked females spread across random items of
furniture – beds, tables, chairs, hell one was even spread across a kitchen
countertop. I picked up one labeled THE STORY OF O and placed it inside Suzie’s
mouth. Suzie’s low hum turned into a short sigh, then
a loud moan, as the gears started to turn. For about two full seconds I saw the
image of a naked woman stepping into the shower, then
the video stopped. The screen turned blue. I looked down at Suzie, who was
humming just as quietly as before, but I hadn’t noticed anything else out of
the ordinary. No fire, no smoke, no sparks. I hit play again. Again the image
appeared for only a split second and the screen turned blue again.
            “Damn
it!” I yelled at the TV. Not at Suzie, never at Suzie.
            I
hit the play button again. Same results. But this time
I had noticed something different. A voice. I hit play
again.
            “Jack…”
the voice said. A sexy female voice. A sexy female
voice was saying my name. I hit play again.
            “Blah…”
it says this time, and goes off again. Blah?


            Play.
            “Duh…”
Every time I’d hit play, the image and sound would display for a shorter amount
of time then the time before it.
            “Blah…
Duh… Blah… Duh…”
            I
finally ejected the tape, but the tape wouldn’t come out. I lifted the flap of
the tape deck and took a peek inside. It was just as I had expected. Suzie had
eaten the tape. I pulled out my pocket knife and dug the blade into her mouth,
trying to loosen her grasp and pull out the tape. Suzie’s hum morphed and
screeched like a needle being pulled across a vinyl record. It was so loud and
sudden that it startled me, causing me to drag the blade across my left index
finger.
            “Goddamn
it!” I shouted, sucking the leaking blood from my finger.
            Suddenly
tape began to spew from her mouth in all directions as if something, maybe the
tape itself, had made her very ill. I tried to collect all the squirming worms
of tape in my arms as they shot out her mouth, but there was just too much to
keep up.
            “What
the hell, Suzie?” I yell, “What’s gotten into you?”
            All
at once she stopped squealing and spewing tape. She was silent for a moment.
The blue screen of the television painted the room with light. Then I noticed a
strange clicking sound. It was faint at first, but it gradually grew louder. I
moved closer towards Suzie, swimming through the sea of tape between us. She
was still clicking. I couldn’t tell for sure, but it seemed to be getting…
faster. I lifted the flap of her tape deck mouth and leaned over to take a peek
inside. Suzie made one final click and spit the VHS tape directly at my
forehead at the speed of goddamn sound. I fell flat on my back. may have been
unconscious for a moment or two, I don’t know, I can’t remember for sure, but
what I do remember is whenever I finally got up off the floor, Suzie and I were
one. We were connected. I instantly knew her every need, her every want, her
every desire. Blah. Duh. She
wanted blood. My blood.
            And
I wanted to give it to her.
            I
could feel a pulse at the end of my finger. Blood would spurt from the gash
with every beat. I wiped my thumb over the wound, pulling the skin back to see
how deep the cut was. It was pretty deep, but it was a straight cut. If
bandaged properly, I wouldn’t even need stitches.
            I
looked over at Suzie. It was as if I could see her moving, squirming. Her body
needed me. She was begging for me to come closer, for me to stick my bloody
finger in her mouth so she could suck me dry. I was connected to her now. I
could see all of this without her showing me anything. I knew what she wanted.
Me.
            I
got on my knees and knee-walked over to her again. I rested my face against
hers and gently petted the top of her case.
            “You
want me, don’t you, Suzie?” I whispered to her. “You need me. You need this.”
            I
rubbed the tip of my bloody finger along the edge of her tape deck mouth. The
color display on the TV was no longer blue but instead a whole range of warm
colors – oranges, reds, yellows – all swirling into the next like some endless
whirlpool.


            “Blah. Duh,”
she whispered back at me through the television speakers. I pushed my finger
deep into her mouth and squeezed a few drops into her. The colors on the screen
began to flitter and strobe, so much so that my eyes were having difficulty
focusing. I wasn’t for certain if it was the rapid flashes of color messing
with me or if it was really happening, but for a few seconds, very faintly, I
saw a face. Her face, Suzie’s face, staring back at me
through the television screen. But only for a few
seconds. Then she was gone.
            I
again squeezed my finger into her mouth, this time giving her a generous amount
of my blood. The colors strobed and very loudly I
could hear her breathing, taking in air in giant gulps, as if it were a glass
of water and she had been stranded somewhere for weeks without it. Maybe even years.
            And
then she was there with me again… on the television screen. She smiled at me
this time and goddamnit, it was electric. I had never
seen anything more beautiful in my entire life up to that point, or even after
that, to tell you the truth. She had on thick blue eye-shadow with long black
eyelashes, like the movie stars from the ‘50s used to have. Her lips were
bright red and always looked wet. She had a beauty mark on the right side of
her upper lip. The rest of her face was bright white and didn’t seem to have an
end, stretching all the way out to the edges of the television screen. I was
speechless. I didn’t know what to say, what to do. I sat there on my knees
staring, admiring her beauty. She held her smile the entire time. She almost
seemed a little shy towards me.


After about a minute had passed,
she was gone again. And my heart stopped.
            I
sat there in the darkness, unmoving, for what seemed like a lifetime. I didn’t
know what to do. I had found the most beautiful woman in the entire world, but
I couldn’t keep her living. I couldn’t give her any more blood, at least not
the amount that she needed. Or could I? I mean, I simply couldn’t keep feeding
her my blood. Eventually I would die and someone else would find her. No, it
had to come from someone else.
            I
started with my parents. As I mentioned before, they never appreciated the gift
of life anyway. My first time killing was by far the hardest for me mentally,
but the easiest for me emotionally. I didn’t love my parents, they were
strangers to me, but I also wasn’t a murderer. Not yet, anyway. So I had to do
it while they were sleeping.
            To
keep from seeing their faces, I covered them up with a pillow. Being just a boy
then, I didn’t have the strength to overpower and suffocate them, so I stuck
the pillow over their faces and slit their throats with my pocket knife… before
they even had a chance to open their eyes. Before they had the chance to get a
good look at their killer - me, their only son - and look at me in the eyes. If
they had, it would have been the first time they’d ever done so.
            I
dragged their dead bodies into my bedroom and hacked them up one piece at a
time, feeding Suzie the raw slabs of dripping meat, bones and all, until they
were completely gone. It only took Suzie a week to finish the two of them off.
She didn’t even give them a chance to stink before she gobbled them up and
asked for more. And I wanted to give her more. I wanted to give her everything
she needed. So I did.
            I
went out and found more meat. More blood. More bodies. Anyone and everyone that I
could lure into my house. The easiest was other children. Friends of mine. They gave me no trouble. It was around my
fifth or sixth kill that I became numb to it all. It just didn’t affect me
anymore. Not mentally. Not emotionally. And as the years went on, it wasn’t
difficult for me physically either. The hardest part was that I was always
moving, always on the go. I never got the chance to rest. Even if I wanted to
stop feeding her, I couldn’t. I’d always hear her screaming, crying, begging me for more. We were connected, mentally connected.
I could have taken her back where I found her, buried her beneath all of those
mattresses and scrap metal pieces, but it wouldn’t have made any difference.
She would still be screaming. And I would always hear her screaming.
            Over
fifty years have passed and still, I feed her. I’ve been dedicated to her ever
since the day I first saw her smile at me through that convex television
screen. I’ve killed so many people. More than any other human in the history of
humans, even terrorists, I’m sure. Terrorists kill hundreds or even thousands
all in one shot. I’ve killed mine over the span of an entire lifetime. And I
don’t feel bad. I don’t regret anything. I’ve spent my life with the most
beautiful woman in the world. We’ve had a happy life together.
            But
now I’m getting tired. I’m an old man now. Suzie hasn’t aged a day. I’m not
even sure that she understands the changes that are happening to me. I’m
slowing down. Getting weak. I won’t be able to take
care of her much longer. 
            In
all of those years, there’s only been one thing that I’ve wanted to do that I
never got to. In all those years, we never kissed. I’m getting old. Weak. I don’t want to die not knowing what it’s like to kiss
her.
            I
kneel down beside her and stroke my hands over her hard pink shell. I trace the
letters of her name with my index finger. They still shimmer the same way they
did all those years ago. A tear forms at the corner of my eyes as I lean in to
kiss her. I bury my tongue into her mouth, tasting her insides. Electric. It’s even more wonderful than I had ever imagined.
            As
she begins to suck in and chew away at my face, all I can think about is how I
hope whoever finds her next makes her as happy as I always have.
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            PART ONE 


 



            THE DAY OF THE SNAKE


 



 

            Mrs.
Dorothy Sanders is one hot piece of ass. She’s got big beautiful bleached
blonde hair, a pair of gorgeous tits and a tight round ass she shakes for all
the men-folk. She calls me up from time to time sayin’
she needs her pipes cleaned (she says
that I am the best in town, heh heh).
I’d say I’ve plugged her pipe at least twice a month since her husband fell
down that elevator shaft two years ago.
            My
beeper buzzes. I put down my tools and angle the LCD screen away from the
light. It reads: (o)(o). Speak of the devil.
            I
stand up, pull my gloves off my hands, and ask the lady of the house if I can
use the telephone. Normally, I don’t like to stop in the middle of a job to
make a personal call, but for Mrs. Sanders I’ll do just about any damn thing she needs. I pick up the
receiver and dial her number. I lick my lips and clear my throat. I want my
voice to sound deep, sexy-like. She answers.
            “Hello…”
            “Hey
baby, how’s it -”
            “Red?
Is that you, Red?” she interrupts anxiously.
            “Yeah,
baby, it’s me… you need ol’ Red to come give you some
-”
            “Goddamnit, Red! Get your scrawny ass over here and help
me!” She sounds desperate.
            “Wha- what’s wrong, honey?”
            “There’s
a goddamn snake stuck in the bathtub drain, Red! I’ve got me a hair appointment
down at Dolly’s in an hour! I need to finish my shower and get down there! Now
get your ass over here and get it out!”


            I love it when she orders me around
like this. She’s a real woman. I breathe hot an’ heavy into the phone.
            “Goddamnit, Red! I need you as a plumber today!”
            Click.
She hangs up the phone. I pack up my tools and load up the truck. It’s just the
first of the month. Damn, she’s
wantin’
it bad, heh heh.


 

              


 



 

            She
answers the door completely naked and pulls me inside by the front of my
coveralls. She doesn’t speak a word, she just pushes
me into the bathroom and points feverishly at the snake stuck in the drain, her
titties bouncin’ against
one another like a couple sumo wrestlers.
            “Okay,
okay…” I say pulling my clothing out of her grasp, “Damn, woman. Just let me
work!”
            She
nervously chews her fingernails.
            I
set the toolbox down at my feet. I kneel and put on my red leather gloves. I
hear a hiss and then a scream. The scream came from Mrs. Sanders. The hiss came
from the demon serpent now barin’ its fangs about an
inch away from my upper lip. Its body is straight as an arrow and venom is drippin’ from the tips of its fangs and pooling on the
floor below. This is one mean
motherfucker.
            Quickly,
I snatch the hammer from my toolbox and stick the claw-end into the body of the
snake, just a hair below its wild-snapping skull. I pull with enough force that
it pops the wretch’s head right off and sends the bloody ball hurling through
the air – I nearly lose my balance when it does. Mrs. Sanders screams and bounces
up and down with joy. I walk over to her perfect naked body and grab her ass
with both hands.
            “You
still got a couple minutes free, dontchu?” I say with
a sly grin. She smiles back. I drop my coveralls to the floor.
            A
strange stench pollutes the air – it smells like a perfect mix of skunk and
orange juice. Me and Mrs. Sanders look back at the
lifeless, headless body of the snake lying in the tub. A thick yellow fog is
spewing from the bloody hole in its neck where its head used to be.
            “Jesus
H. Christ! What the hell is that?!” I say. I look back at Mrs. Sanders. She’s
got a disgusted look on her face. She tries to speak, but instead she
collapses. I catch her just before she hits the floor.
            Then
the stink gets me.


 

            PART TWO


 



            THE YELLOW STINK


 



 

            Every
inch of their decomposing bodies fascinates me to no end. How can such a
diminutive amount of vapor cause so much devastation? I’ve been studying
science for over forty years now and never before have I seen such a fantastic
disease! Of course, when I say fantastic I mean for it to be taken as
unbelievable or outrageous, not wonderful. No, this is far from wonderful.


            Zombilictirubitosis, or more
commonly referred to as ZobmiPox
or Z-Pox is a very rare disease
caused by zanthous noisomeness, or
The Yellow Stink. The Yellow Stink is
released from the body of a three-year-old western whip snake when any part of
its head or body has been severed. The Yellow Stink instantly leaks through the
wound and into the surrounding air, filling the lungs of their predators,
paralyzing them instantaneously, and causing a slow deterioration of the host’s
internal and external organs. The bodies of the infected literally lay and rot
for months, maybe even years! We are still not certain of the full capability
of this disease, as our subjects are the only two known to have ever come into
contact with zanthos noisomeness.
We learn something new about the disease every day.
            The
female subject is especially rare, because not only does she have Zombilictirubitosis,
but she is also eight months pregnant – three of those months while infected.
So far, we have not detected any abnormalities with the child, a male, while in
utero – which, of course, is wonderful news. We plan
to deliver the baby via cesarean section on October 29.


 

            PART THREE


 



            THE YELLOW STINK BOMB


 



 

            “Hey,
baby!” shouted Diana excitedly.
            “Shhh! Are you trying to get me
fired?” I look back over my shoulder to see if anyone had heard her squealin’.
            “Diana,
now I told you about this. I can’t be sneakin’ you in
here if you ain’t quiet! These scientists here all
have bugs up they asses. They won’t letcha get by
with nothin’.” I spit out my wad of chewin’ tobacco into my hand and toss it outside just
before lockin’ the back door. “Now, didja remember to bring it?”
            Diana
smiles and nods her head. She holds up her purse and pulls out a small
camcorder.
            “That’s
what I’m talkin’ ‘bout, honey!” I say. Diana bounces
up and down with excitement and makes a strange gigglin’
noise. I don’t know what the hell is wrong with her. She’s a goddamn dingbat. But she’s the only girl I know who owns a
video camera and there ain’t no way in hell I wasn’t gonna get this on tape. This recordin’
is gonna make me a goddamn millionaire!
            “C’mere, I’ll show you where they keep the things.” I say, wavin’ my hand toward the end of the hallway. “Be prepared,
they smell like rotten ape shit. You can smell ‘em
through the walls.”
            Diana
pinches her nose.


 

              


 



 

            I
take her down to the lower level. The smell of rotting human flesh hangs in the
air. It doesn’t bother me so much anymore - I believe I’ve grown accustomed to
it. Diana, on the other hand, begins to gag.
            “Here,
take this…” I dig out a red handkerchief from my back pocket and hand it to
her. “Put it over yer nose and yer
mouth.”
            I
look around down each end of the hallway, making sure no one is watchin’. I pull out my ring of keys and unlock a door that
leads to another hallway. This hallway is dark. The only light comes from a
window down toward the opposite end. The window looks into a room where the two
zombies are kept.
            Voices
echo down through the hall. Diana is scared shitless – her grip on my forearm
tightens.
            “Here,
gimme that there vidya
camera” I say. She digs it out of her purse and hands it over. I turn the power
on and pop off the lens cap. “You ain’t never seen any shit like this ‘fore!”
            A
little red light flashes in the corner of the video screen” (LOW BATTERY).
            “Goddamnit, Diana! The batt’ry is
dead!”
            She
ain’t listenin’. She’s too
busy trying to sneak a peek at the zombies on the other side of the glass. I
tap her on the shoulder.
            “Hey,
you didn’t charge the damn thing? Do you know how much you just cost me?!”
            She
glances back and shrugs her shoulders as if to say ‘what’s the big deal’. 
            “Do
you know what they’re doin’ in there, Diana?” She
shakes her head. “They’re about t’deliver the first
ever zombie baby! I was gonna sell this here tape to
CNN. Make millions! But now, that’s all shot to hell!”
            She
dismisses my complaints and goes back to starin’. A
baby’s wail echoes down through the hall. And then an idea starts vibratin’ in my skull. My eyes widen. I’m a’gonna steal this baby!
            I
burst into the room. A couple of white coats start hollerin’,
sayin’ I’m tresspassin’. I
grab the baby from the doctor who is suctionin’ him
out and run like hell for the door!
            The
white coats come a’followin’.
            I
burst through the door. Diana slams herself against the wall to avoid being
trampled by the hurdling stampede blazin’ in her
direction. The baby is screamin’, terrified by its
first visions of life. I try to bounce him in my arms, you know, t’try an’ soothe him, as I dash up the staircase and down
through the halls, makin’ my way to the outside world.
All I need is to get him outside and I’ll
be famous! Rich!
            I
glance behind me. Only two of the white coats are in good enough shape to keep
up with my pace. The double doors that lead to the outside world are in my
sight. I run faster! Harder!
            I
stiff-arm the doors, they fly open wide and suddenly I stumble over the
concrete stairs that lead down to town square. The baby goes a’flyin’ through the air. The white coats stop and put
their hands over their mouths in horror. A couple sittin’
on a park bench see the baby and scream with fright.
            Everyone outside freezes. And even though it all seems to be
happenin’ in slow motion, it’s quite apparent he
can’t be saved.
            The
baby hits the pavement with a sickening smack. Immediately, its body explodes.
A giant cloud of yellow smoke fills the air instantly, coverin’
the entire town.


 

            PART FOUR


 



            BOXING HONEYVILLE


 



 

            I
remember the fool who stole the infected child very well. His name was Stanley Cramm. He worked in our building for something like two years
prior to the incident. He was never too bright of a lad. I even felt somewhat
sorry for him at times. He came from a poor family who all seemed to be
good-hearted people. We all used to attend the same church.
            Everyone
in town was instantly infected by the disease – everyone except for a handful
of doctors and scientists, such as myself. While we
were delivering the child, we all took the proper precautions in protecting our
bodies. None of us were really sure exactly what we’d be dealing with that day,
so all of us were wearing gas masks and protective clothing at the time of the
explosion.
            Since
the day of the incident, a strange series of events has occurred.
            Within
hours, Honeyville was completely surrounded by
government vehicles – large black vans, to be precise. The backs of these
vehicles opened, unmanned, and hoards of humanoid robots climbed out onto the
pavement.
            I
made my way over to the vehicles, but was quickly approached by one of the
androids.
            “Stand
back!” it commanded. I stopped in my tracks.
            “Please,
I am not one of the infected!”
            But
it did not listen to my plea - instead it shot a taser
out from its fingertips. Its claws sunk deep into my chest and I was quickly
floored by the sudden surge of electricity racing throughout my body.
            The
robots continued to pile out of the vans, some of them were dragging large
burlap sacks behind them. I would later find out that these sacks were filled
with building materials, for they were planning to build a wall around the
city.
            Over
the next few weeks, I had noticed that not only were the GovBots
(what the androids prefer to be called)
here in Honeyville to erect a wall to cage the city,
but they were also here to harvest.


            Harvest
what? I was not sure. But over time, I found ways to get them to talk. It
turns out that GovBots are quite fond of table salt –
they cannot taste it, but they sure enjoy the gritty crunch it provides as they
chew it in their large metal mouths.
            For
12 packets of table salt and a 2lb bag of rock salt, I was able to get the
following information regarding the tree crops:


            A
– They were not harvesting any tree crops. Instead, they were growing giant
blood-sucking spiders.


            B
– These spiders were to be used to such the venom from the infected via the
host’s skull.


            C
– Until 100% recovery, Honeyville
would be quarantined from the rest of the world.


            I reiterated this news to my
colleagues back at the lab. We were concerned mainly with the capabilities of
these spiders. We had a gut-feeling that these spiders were more of a
government experiment rather than a full-proof healing plan. Why else would
they build a wall around the city unless if there was some chance of error?


            We quickly went to work.
            In
the next few weeks, we were able to invent a device that plugs directly into
the brain of the spider’s host. It allows the host to suck the life-force from
its parasite. So, in this case, once the spider attaches itself to the
infected, the host would now be able to suck the energy from the spider and use
it to operate his or her own body, rendering the spiders body nearly completely
useless.
            We’ve
spent the last few days implanting the devices into the skulls of the ‘living
corpses’ that were lying about the town.
            Now
we must wait for the eggs to hatch.


 

            PART FIVE


 



            BOGGS’ LOG


 



 

            Thursday – December 7th


            The
egg sacks are noticeably larger. Darker grey. They
hang from the trees like the scrotum of God. It isn’t very cold outside. Global warming? Nah, probably just the great wall – it keeps
most of the winds away these days. The wall is almost finished now. It could be
beautiful if only our artists were able to perform, to bleed their love and
their hate over this god-forsaken wall. But they are gone. They are all gone. I
should have been an artist. I always wanted to be, but I was never any good at
it. Science, though… I was always good at science. But, I never should have
taken this job. Dr. Potts says that it is up to us to ensure the resurrection
of Honeyville. All this jazz is really making my skin
crawl. I mean, I’m not even technically a doctor, yet, just an intern. That’s
why they have me out here taking notes while they are all inside creating.
Notes… oh, right. One of God’s testes is twitching. 


 
            Friday – December 8th


            No
change. However, I’ve noticed several GovBots
injecting a bright blue serum into the heart of the sacks. Hopefully it is to
quicken the hatching process. It is starting to get a little cold now. I wish I
had a warmer coat.


            (NOTE: IT WAS LATER DISCOVERED THAT
THE BLUE SERUM WAS NOT INJECTED TO SPEED UP THE HATCHING PROCESS, BUT INSTEAD
WAS A CHEMICAL USED TO GROW THE SPIDERS TO THEIR ABNORMALLY LARGE SIZE –
SIGNED, DR. WILLIAM CORNELIUS POTTS)


 
            Sunday – December 10th


            Unusual
pale yellow ‘vines’ have sprouted out from the egg sacks, some as long as 20
feet! This is highly unusual, as these sprouts were not visible from my post
last night. I suspect that the spiders will be hatching soon. I’m so hungry.
Staring at these hairy egg sacks for the last few days, I wonder how that is
even possible. 


 
            Monday – December 11th


            Early
this morning ten of the egg sacks hatched – each sack containing at least seven
arachnids a piece. There are still about ninety more sacks that are in my field
of sight that have yet to hatch. The spiders are huge! Their bodies are easily
the size of a human head! The spiders all seem to be brooding up in the
treetops… well, for now at least. 


 
            Tuesday – December 12th


            Hundreds
of helicopters are now hovering above Honeyville.
They are hauling a large cement vault top – the final piece of our tomb. More
spiders have hatched. It seems that the GovBots have
completed construction on the great wall. There’s a group of them gathering at
the top of the western wall. They are all holding large metal rods with a rope
loop tied at the ends. They are lassoing the trees and shaking them vigorously.
The spiders begin to drop. It’s getting darker – the top to the vault has
nearly been put into place! Minutes later, our city, our coffin, is finally
sealed. Buried alive. I must return to the lab.


            Signing
off,


            Gina
Boggs


 

            PART SIX


 



            THE SPIDERS OF HONEYVILLE


 



 

            Nom. Nom. Nom.


            Hungry. Shake.


            Vomit.
Fucking. Winter. Shake.


            Can’t. Control. Body.
Shake.


            Shake.
Shake. Shake. Shake. 


            Must. Find. Food.


            Shake.


 

            PART SEVEN


 



            THE UNFORTUNATE SPIDER-MEN


 



 

            It
has been a week since the spiders have dropped and taken their posts atop their
host’s craniums, digging their fangs deep into their brains. The life-force
thieving devices that we installed earlier regrettably do not work as well as
we had originally intended. The spider-men are no doubt extraordinary beings
with extraordinary powers, but sadly they lack the mental capacity to put those
powers to greater use. The spider-men are nothing more than walking,
decomposing humans with the mindset of an arachnid.
            The
spider-men are capable of producing silk web – albeit through the body of the
giant spiders attached to their heads instead of their own – but since the
spider itself can no longer move its limbs (because
of the life-force thieving devices) the web tends to stream down the host’s
backside and clump on the ground below. The spider-men like to pick up these clumps
and throw them at each other as they are excreted - kind of like pillow
fighting, but with balls of web. It has become quite a popular sport. It
certainly seems to make them happy.
            If
agitated, the spider-men defensively bite their agitators, just like a normal
house spider would. The problem with this is that the fangs that they use to
bite their predators with are the human set. The human teeth do not expel poison, therefore their bites are hardly ever effective in
keeping away enemies. Another problem with this is that when the human bites
down on its victim, the spider involuntarily injects their human host with
venom, therefore resulting in the body of the host quickly losing
consciousness. This happens more often than one would think.
            We
have been trying to tweak the devices that we had implanted into the infected’s skulls, but to no avail. With dwindling supplies
and resources, there is honestly nothing more that we can do.
            So
now, we dig.


 

            PART EIGHT


 



            BOGGS’ LOG


 



 

            Tuesday – January 9th


            I
think I am beginning to get a bit of cabin fever. My mind has been so focused
on the coming of the spiders that I never really ever let it sink in. We are
trapped. No phone, no TV, no radio – nothing! Telephone lines have been severed
by the vault and satellite signals cannot penetrate through the thick cement
walls of our tomb. Dr. Potts has been a bit on edge lately. He expected more
from the life-force thieving devices. He expected the infected to be fully
functioning human beings. I think he was secretly planning to use those men to
tear down these walls. I wonder who is on ‘The Late Show’ tonight?


 
            Monday – January 15th


            We’ve
been spending the last week doing nothing but digging. Dr. Potts says it is the
only way we are ever going to get out of here. He has been trying to teach the
spider-men to dig, but with little or no success. Most of them just stare into
space as Dr. Potts speaks to them. Some vomit. Others see him as a threat and
try to bite him. Most of them are beginning to regain consciousness. I haven’t
told the others about this, but I have recently acquired a 4” black and white
handheld television that can pick up channels via antennae. I have been
sneaking down in the hole late at night watching all my favorite comedy talk shows.
It is the only place that I can get any reception and even then I have to angle
the antennae just right for the picture to come through. I am going to sign off
for now, Letterman is about to come on.


 
            Wednesday – January 17th


            I’ve
been found out. I fell asleep in the hole while watching TV. Dr. Potts
discovered my secret this morning. He asked why I hadn’t shared the great news
with the others. I told him that I thought that he would be upset. It was a
lie, I really just hadn’t seen TV in so long that I wasn’t about to have to
ration my time with it by sharing it with all of the others. I know it’s
selfish, but at least I am being truthful. Sadly, I knew all along that my
nights alone snuggled up with my little TV were numbered. At least I enjoyed it
while I had the chance.


 
            Thursday – January 18th


            Ever
since Dr. Potts discovered the television, we’ve watched nothing but the world
news. In the six or so months that Honeyville has
been quarantined, not a single one of us thought about how peaceful it is in
here. We have all been so focused on escaping, that we hadn’t really noticed
that life in Honeyville isn’t so bad - certainly not
as bad as the world that exists outside of these four walls. Hours passed and
one depressing news story rolled on after another. We stopped digging. We sat
around that television all day, depressed. At the end of the day, we started
refilling the hole, burying the television along with it.






 



 

          [bookmark: _Toc308259418][bookmark: _Toc308259504]INSECTION 8


 



 

            It came from the third floor.
            The
sound echoed through the hallways and down each of the staircases before
tearing into my ear canal like a fucking razor. I tell you, it was a scream! A
scream followed by the ripping thunder of a chainsaw furiously rumbling to
life. I snorted a line of red fire ants; a nasty habit I plan to quit, believe
you me. The ants crawled around in my brain, awaking my senses. From each of
their fangs leaked electric venom.
            I
grabbed my shotgun.
            Quickly,
I walked up the staircase, tripping up a time or two. Those goddamn fire ants,
they always get the best of me. The closer I got, the louder the noise became.
Several of the tenants opened their doors as I passed by. Before they spoke, I
held a finger to my lips, signaling for them to keep quiet, then continued my trek
down the halls.
            When
I finally reached the third floor, I hoisted my shotgun and leaned one shoulder
against the wall, just as I was trained in my younger days in the Army. All of
the rooms on the third floor were vacant, except for one. Room
333. From that one room came the sound.
            I
balled up my fist and banged twice on the door, keeping my sights on the
peephole. The chainsaw noise stopped. The screaming stopped. Suddenly, there
was silence.
            A
shadow appeared before the peephole and quickly disappeared. I then beat my
fist against the pale oak door a third and fourth time. Still,
no sound.
            “Now
look here, folks! There are people here trying to sleep!” I said, answered only
by silence. “Now, if I have to come up here a second time, I’m gonna knock down this goddamn door and pull ya out by your earlobes!”
            Silence
still.
            “You
hear me?!”
            Silence.
            “Well,
alright then.”
            I
lowered my shotgun and walked back downstairs. The other tenants all watched as
I trudged down the hallways. I just waved them off, shooing them back into
their rooms. I just needed some sleep and goddamn it if I was gonna stay up all night answering their questions. I wasn’t
sleeping so well then. Not with all that noise anyway.
            Before
climbing into bed, I went into the kitchen and filled a glass with water. I
then hugged the sides of my icebox and moved it out about two feet. Three large
brown cockroaches sat underneath, panicked at the light and anxiously sought
refuge. I was able to pin one of them down against the floor with my index
finger. I pinched the pest, picked it up and pushed it to my lips. I wrapped my
tongue around its squirming body to hold it in place while I went back for the
glass of water. I hate the fucking taste of a filthy cockroach. I can never manage
to swallow one without having something to wash it down with. Only reason I eat
the bastiches are because there seems to be something
in their fat bodies that always makes me feel tired. It’s like that chemical
found in turkey meat that is supposed to make you feel sleepy or something.
Whatever it is, it works. I hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in nearly a month.
I needed it.
            I
bit the little fucker in two, downed the entire glass of water and spent the
rest of the night picking parts of its legs from my teeth until I finally fell
asleep.
            I
was awakened shortly after, or so I thought. Turns out I’d slept for two entire
days. A drop of water landed right square between my
eyes and pooled around my left socket. It brought me screaming back into
consciousness. I wiped the water from my eye and looked up at the ceiling. The
entire span of it was completely soaked and had already started growing black
rings of mold. I immediately leapt from my bed, discovering that the carpet was
buried beneath two inches of freezing cold water. The mail slot in my door was
crammed full of white envelopes. Some of it was mail. Most of it was complaints
about the water leaking into and destroying the tenants’ apartments. All of
them claimed the water was coming from the third floor. It was then that I had
suspected that I had slept a little longer than I had originally intended.
            Again,
I grabbed the shotgun and angrily stomped out of my apartment. I lost my
slippers in the ocean somewhere between my front door and the first staircase.
            When
I finally got to the staircase, a waterfall was pouring down onto the steps
from above. I pulled the nightcap off my head, pitched it angrily at the pool
of water below, and braved the flood.
            Now
I ain’t gonna lie, at that
moment I felt like killin’ a man. Maybe that is the
easiest way to explain my participation in the unfortunate events that
followed.
            Once
I was up on that third floor, staring down the hall at room 333, I knew right
away that something wasn’t right. The oak door that had been on those hinges
just two days before was replaced with a large steel door, the kind found on
goddamn submarines! You could imagine my anger when I first noticed this, being
the building superintendant and all. I tried to
remember if any of the letters that was stuffed in my mail slot had anything to
do with asking permission to install a large metal door. I was certain there
wasn’t.
            I
pounded my fist against that steel door and was surprised to hear that there
was no sound. I beat my fist against the door again, still no sound. It was as
if the whole goddamn room was filled solid with metal!
            My
anger got the best of me as I kicked in the door of the neighboring apartment.
The room was empty, as I mentioned before, all the rooms on the third floor
were vacant except for the one causing all this
ruckus. I loaded my shotgun and took aim at the wall shared by the two flats
and blasted a hole about two feet in diameter.
            Much
to my surprise, I was knocked flat on my ass by a 500-gallon water-blast that
shot out from the mouth I had just blown through the wall. Half of the room
filled with ice cold water in an instant. My feet finally found the floor. I
rose up out of the abyss, the water was now as high as
my chest.
            What
I saw in that room, you’d never believe. I threw up my shotgun and aimed it
straight at the terror standing in room 333.
            There
is nothing in life that can prepare a man for what I saw that day. No sir,
nothing t’all. I remember my first thought was that I
was dreaming. Ain’t no way in hell this thing is
real, I thought. I pinched my arms and bruised like a banana, I did. I tell
you, this thing was real! Standing before me, nearly taking up half the entire
span of room 333, was the biggest motherfucking
carpenter ant I had ever seen.
            Without
even realizing, I lowered my gun.
            “What
in the hell are you?” I asked it. It didn’t speak. Instead, it gargled and
coughed up bucket-loads of water.
            “Goddamn
it! We were almost there!” I heard a woman shout. She stepped out into view,
dressed head to toe in scuba gear and threw her plastic goggles toward my face.
I ducked. She was quite stunning. Blonde hair, blue eyes.
The works. “What the hell, man?!
Have you ever heard of knocking?”
            “Uh…
excuse me, ma’am… but just what the hell is that?” I couldn’t get my mind off
of the giant puking insect.
            “Who him? That’s my fiancé! Who the hell are you? Elmer-fucking-Fudd?” She was
making fun of my shiny bald head and shotgun, I’m sure of it.
            “Fiancé?!” I laughed, “Honey, that there is the biggest
goddamn demon insect there ever was. Surely, you can see that thing standing
next to you?!”
            Her
eyes lowered. “Well, you know, he wasn’t always this way…” She said, sighing.
            “Oh?
Well, just what the hell was he then? A rattlesnake? A… a… a goddamn sperm whale?!” I said as I chuckled.
            “Oh,
he’s been lots of things…” she said, without any emotion. Her
eyes never lifting sight from the ground. She then looked up at the
fifteen-foot creature that stood next to her, eyes wide with love, “but he
started out human, just like you. Just like me.”
            I
dropped my sarcasm. “What do you mean, ‘started out human’?”
            The
woman stared at me for a few seconds before turning back to her lover, the
six-legged demon freak. She looked at him as if she was silently asking
permission. The freak cocked his head in approval. She turned back to me.
            “He
is… cursed. You see, I know this is going to sound pretty unbelievable, but
Teddy… that’s his name, Teddy…” she said, now holding one of the creatures
filthy armored limbs in her tiny perfect little pink hands, “Teddy and I went
to Japan on holiday. We made plans to get married. We even had plans to go back
to our hotel room afterwards and conceive our first child. But then we made
that awful decision… it ruined everything.”
            “What
awful decision?” I said, taking it all in.
            “Super
Happy Fun Time.”
            “Super Happy Fun Time?”
            “Super
Happy Fun Time… it’s a Japanese game show. We went just as members of the
audience, but Teddy’s name was randomly picked to be a contestant.”
            “So,
what? I don’t get it. Did you lose a bunch of money or something?”
            She
didn’t speak. Instead she just pointed her finger to the transformed Teddy.
            “They
turned him into an insect?” I asked.
            “No,
no, no… first they turned him into a panda. He didn’t reach the insect level
until much later.”
            “Insect level? I’m sorry, I’m not following you…”
            “They
cursed Teddy to live life as each and every creature on Earth. Insects are his
final stage. We have something like two-hundred species left before Teddy is
human again.”
            I
kept a straight face for as long as I possibly could, before eventually
bursting out laughing. It was obvious they took offense.
            “You
never answered me, old man – who the hell are you anyway?” she said, her anger
was coming around again.
            “I’m
your goddamn landlord, that’s who I am.” I answered, “I came up here to try and
figure out just why the hell my building is sinking. Water is everywhere! It’s
at least knee deep down on the first floor. Now, I know it wasn’t like this
when I went to sleep, so I came up here to get some answers.
            She
stood there quietly like a scolded child.
            “So…??” I nudged.
            “Well…
I was trying to kill Teddy!” She said, dryly.
            My
eyes glowed. “You were trying to kill your fiancé?”
            “Well,
yeah. I have to. If I don’t kill him, then he will live the lifespan of all of
the creatures he must replicate. I can’t wait that long. I’ve been killing
Teddy for about three years now. I’d say in another a month, we’re in the
clear. Teddy will be back and we’ll have our 500 million dollars. Teddy says
that we’re going to buy an island with that money! We’re finally going to be
able to live the good life!” She smiled and kissed Teddy’s twitching leg.
“We’ve worked so hard for this.”
            “Okay,
so let me see if I understand this correctly, you replaced your wooden door
with an airtight steel door so that you could fill the room up with water and
drown him?”
            The
woman nods.
            “Wouldn’t
it just be easier to blow his goddamn brains out with a shotgun?”
            “Well,
there are two problems with that… One – Teddy doesn’t like to die in ways in
which he has to suffer. He prefers painless, instant death. Two – Super Happy
Fun Time requires that we kill Teddy differently each time, so that the viewers
don’t get bored and change the channel.”
            “Viewers?!”
            The
woman pointed to a camera mounted in the corner of the room. “Oh yes, we have
to keep it on us at all times, or else we don’t get our cash prize.”
            I
looked up at the camera. The device hummed and whirred as the lens zoomed in close
on my face. I stood and stared silently at the floor, trying to digest all of
this peculiar information.
            “I
want in on this...” I said.
            “What?
No, you can’t. Why would you even want to?” she asked.
            “I
want me a piece of that money pie, that’s why!”
            “No,
no, no, no, no… we’ve come so far already. We don’t need your help! Why should
we waste any of our prize money on you?”
            “Hmm…
well, you have done quite a bit of damage to this building, wouldn’t you say?”
I said, eyeing the blood spattered walls and the
waist-deep gulf covering the floor. She looks around, noticeably nervous. “I’d
hate to have to keep your damage deposit as the consequence.” I said. Being a
landlord most of my adult life, I always was pretty good at blackmail.
            She
gulps and takes a quick glance at Teddy, “No… we wouldn’t want that. Surely, we
can work something out here.”
            “Ah,
good! Now that’s exactly what I was wantin’
to hear! So, shall we continue?”
            “Continue
what?” she asked.
            “Continue
killin’ Teddy!”
            Her
eyes perked up and she smiled. “Okay, great! Just let me get my goggles.”
            “No,
no… you just wait. If we’re gonna do this, then we
are gonna do it the right way. The
easy way!”
            I
grabbed a plastic trash bag and a roll of duct tape from one of the cabinets. I
filled the bag with water and taped it around Teddy’s head. Teddy was dead
seven minutes later.
            “See,
he still drowned, the audience still gets their entertainment, and there is
less to clean up afterwards! This killin’ thing ain’t too hard, you just gotta
use your noggin’.”
            “Wait!
Look! He’s changing!” she screamed excitedly.
            She
was right. Teddy’s body was changing right before our very eyes. Bones popped
and shifted. A new layer of insect shell jutted out from each of his joints and
covered the previous armor. Soon there was this whole new thing livin’ and breathin’ right before
our very eyes. This time, Teddy was an ear wig.
            We
continued to play this morbid game for somethin’ like
three weeks. Teddy turned into every insect you could possibly imagine. Some as a giant, but mostly in their natural smallish forms.
            For
the most part it was a cakewalk. The smaller bugs we were able to kill with
household items, like cleaning solvents and rolling pins.
            The
larger ones took a little thought to pull off. Once, Teddy turned into a giant
moth and escaped through the kitchen window while we were thinkin’
of a new, exciting way to kill him. I grabbed the camera and chased Teddy
through the city, scaring the living hell outta all
the people out in the streets. Luckily for us, Teddy fell in love with a giant
neon sign that stood just outside of Wild Bill’s Gentleman’s Club. The little
lady and I enjoyed a couple beers and a great show, while Teddy sat perched on
that sign until his insides were fried from the intense heat. I knew it was
time to go home when the joint started to reek of what smelled like burnt
popcorn.
            When
the day finally came, the day that Teddy became his last creature, we were all
too excited that none of us could think straight. We all three had dollar signs
in our eyes. Plus, we done killed ol’ Teddy just
about every goddamn way you can kill an insect. There just wasn’t anything left
to do. I’m sure there were millions in Japan laughing at our dumbasses that day as we all sat slack-jawed and silent.
            Then
I got the itch. It had been a few days since I had had any good shit. I looked
over at Teddy, now a water bug, resting gently in his loving fiancé’s palm.
            “I’ve
got it… here, let me have him!” I said, as I took poor ol’
Teddy and pinched him between my left index finger and thumb, to keep him from
squirming. I looked down at Teddy and whispered, “I’ll be seeing ya, buddy!” then jammed Teddy’s crispy torso up into my
left nostril and snorted. I felt Teddy squirm as he made his way down my nasal
cavity, nearly escaping from my mouth, and finally dissolving in the stomach
acids that gurgled below.
            Much
to my surprise, Blondie wasn’t jumping for joy like I initially thought she
would be. Instead, she was balled up on the recliner crying her goddamn eyes
out.
            “Hey,
hey now… what is all of this, huh? I thought you’d be happy! Come on! Teddy
will be here any minute… when do we get our money?”
            All
of a sudden, her crying had stopped and had evolved into deep and hysterical
laughter.
            “Ho, ho, ho, ho! You rearry think
you’re slick, huh, Mr. Randrord!” she said, her voice
was now much lower and she seemed to be speaking in some sort of strange accent
that she didn’t have before.
            She
turned to look at me.,
raised her hands up slowly and dug her fingers into her throat, yankingoff a mask, revealing the face of a smallish
Japanese man underneath.
            “Ho,
ho, ho… Mr. Randrord! Smire
for camera! You are on Super Happy Fun Time! I do berieve
you know the rules, correct?”
            I
didn’t answer. I was in shock. He continued.
            “The
organism you just ingested contains the chemical Cramorhorozide
which crevery rewrites your DNA. You are the new
Teddy! Ho, ho! We will give you one year to comprete
course! If you succeed, then the cash is yours! Goodbye, Mr. Randrord… and good ruck!”
            And
then he was gone.




So, now that you know my situation…
what do you say, huh? You wanna get yourself a piece
of that cash pie?! Good! Now, go grab that shovel…






 



 

            Check out the new book, WACKTARDS OF THE APOCALYPSE, 


by Timothy W. Long and Jonathan Moon, 


featuring an introduction by William Pauley III. 


Available on Amazon.com now!


 



            Coming soon from Library of Bizarro Horror – TECHNICOLOR TENTACLES
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