Escape From Fnordish
Tales on the Path to Squishpoo

A Continuing Saga in Many Parts
By Geoff Appleby
[image: ]




There's that word again, heavy. Why are things so heavy in the future? Is there a problem with the Earth's gravitational pull?
‘Doc’ Emmet L. Brown 
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[bookmark: _Toc223324981]Dedication

There are many people who have helped me along the way while writing this. I’ve had numerous people giving feedback, assistance, and aiding in fixing plot holes and things of that nature.
First and foremost I have to mention Kari[footnoteRef:1]. It’s all her fault that I even started writing this, and her invaluable direction shaping the initial story is to blame for the existence of many core elements of this farce – including, but not limited to, Bambi, Nugget, and Tilly Tonka. Once you’ve read this saga, you’ll probably think that I’m relatively insane, but please spare a thought to Kari – she’s almost as crazy as me. Prettier too, as hard as that is to believe. [1:  BubbleLicious] 

Deb[footnoteRef:2] has been extremely useful as an editor. Whenever I think I’ve finish a chapter, she reviews it for me to find all the problems that I can’t see – typos, stupidity, poor grammar. Tahnks for all your hepl. [2:  elizabeth_james] 

Beth[footnoteRef:3] is normally the first to read any given release, with Lisa[footnoteRef:4] not long to follow. Their constant feedback and encouragement (and impatient complaining about having to wait) have been an extremely useful spur in getting each chapter finished and out the door. [3:  MistressX]  [4:  Wicked_Gypsy] 

Heidi[footnoteRef:5] is my go to for finding answers to problems. If I can’t think of a word, if I want help coming up with a name, if I just need someone to run an idea past – she’s there to help and she keeps on encouraging. Thankyou my angel. [5:  Heidsmo] 

There have been others too, but I can’t name everyone. Not yet. For one, the story is far from complete, so who knows who else will be beneficial? For another these things are supposed to be relatively short. Watch for mentions through the course of the story.
Expect more to appear here though as time goes on.



[bookmark: _Toc223324982]Chapter 1 – The Daring Escape

Once upon a time there was a little fish called Phillip. He was a smart fish, was our Phil, if a little undersized for his age.  How old was he? Well, let’s just keep that a secret for now, if you don’t mind.[footnoteRef:6] [6:  He’s the equivalent of 23 in human years. There was a difference of opinion in the scientific community of just how many human years there are in a fish year. Professor Jacob Von Quizznoz stated that there were 18 human years per fish year, while Doctor Andre Le Poof was adamant that there were 19. Ever since the great fish wars of ’43, where the death toll reached the tens of thousands, it was decided that the official figure would be 18.5. Phil of course, when asked, said he was 4, making the actual number 5 ¾, proving yet again that people are stupid. ] 

Phil lived in a lake. It was quite an ordinary lake really. It had food for him to eat, other fish for him to talk to, it was just like any other lake that you could find – except for one thing. This lake sat in front of a castle, a castle that was habituated by the evil King Fnordish. In fact, that deserves a capital e - the Evil King Fnordish. That’s how evil he was.
Phil had spent a lot of time trying to find a way to escape from the Evil King’s rule. He’d come up with plan after plan, but nothing ever worked. He always ended up back in the lake in front of the castle. But it was his dream – nay, he thought it his destiny – that one day, yes, one day, he would get himself away from the lake and live out the rest of his days in happiness in a lake in the beautiful land of Squishpoo.
For all his failed attempts though, he didn’t give up. He always kept an eye out for any opportunity – you never know when fate will come knocking at your door. Not that Phil had a door, of course, they’re a bitch to install on a lake, but metaphorically speaking it was what he did. And he did it constantly.
Which is why, on this fortuitous day that we join Phil in this story, he was ready. It wasn’t fortuitous at first, but before long, Phil had managed to convince the Evil King’s son, Edgarb, to help him escape.
Edgarb really was a good little prince; he was just trapped under the rule of his Evil father, just like everyone else in the area. Now, I know what you’re thinking, Edgarb is an interesting name – surely there was a problem at the typesetters or something, right? Well, yes it really was supposed to be Edgar, but it’s not the fault of anything on my end – as with so many problems boys have, our old friend Freud wins yet again – but his mother was the one that caused it.
You see, Queen Fuxalot had caught herself a bit of a cold near the end of her pregnancy. When he was born, she went to speak his name – as is tradition in these lands, the mother speaks the baby’s name out loud, and that shall be the name used for all time – she was all blocked up. “By sod’s dabe is Edgarb”, she sniffled. Well, sure, everyone knew that what she meant to say was “My son’s name is Edgar”, but tradition is tradition, and who were they to do any different?
So anyway, Phil was out swimming in the shallow parts of his lake when Edgarb came outside to do a spot of fishing. He sat down on the edge of the lake, baited his hook, and threw it in the water. Phil, meanwhile, was feeling a bit peckish, and while he was smart, he was still just a fish, and therefore could be quite stupid too. Phil happily gobbled up the worm that was sitting there on Edgarb’s hook, not even realising that his luck was actually about to change (not realising, in fact, that if it was anyone else on the other end of the pole, he was a goner).
When Edgarb started to reel Phil in, Phil put up quite a struggle. Well, as big a struggle as a little fish could make, so he lost the battle very quickly. But once he was up on the bank, flopping about as fish do, he saw Edgarb and realised that this might actually work out for the better.
Phil called out to him, “Save me, please save me, good prince, and I will reward you”.
Let’s just stop here a moment.
Phil spoke. He spoke English. He spoke it loud enough for Edgarb to hear him. I’ve got no idea how, ok? Phil has gills, neither lungs nor vocal cords, but it happened, and we’re just going to have to live with it. Let’s just say that something interesting happened earlier in Phil’s life, maybe on one of his precious failed escape attempts.
Now leave it be!
Edgarb of course was impressed and astounded and many other multisyllabic words at this seemingly impossible (but we know better, don’t we? *wink wink*) occurrence, and couldn’t help but come back with something a little un-princely.
“Fuck me”, he said, “a talking fish!” [footnoteRef:7] [7:  My apologies for the coarse language. It was used for effect. I won’t let it happen again. I Promise.] 

He thought for a moment (Edgarb was indeed normally a quick thinker), and quickly followed it up with “What will you reward me with?”
Phil, you remember, was only a fish, and not nearly as quick at thinking as Edgarb, so he really hadn’t thought past his opening line. 
“Umm, fucked[footnoteRef:8] if I know”, he replied – hey, at least he was honest – “But I know English, and that’s pretty cool right? How about you do it for the novelty factor?” [8:  Oh yeah, did I forget to remind you that you shouldn’t believe everything you read? You silly fuck.] 

Edgarb thought about this, realised that there was still something to be gained, even if it was only friendship, and threw Phil back in the lake. He really wanted to know about this strange fish that was sitting on the end of his hook, but he knew that now was not the time – besides, it was getting late, and staying out once it was getting dark was not a good way of keeping on his father’s good side. Not that his father had a good side, it’s only an expression, but Edgarb certainly didn’t want to get beaten. Again. So he left.
*
Edgarb slept badly that night. He kept on waking up, his mind drawn constantly to the idea of magic. If there could be a fish that spoke English, could there by other magic in the world too? Could he somehow discover some? Perhaps there was a way to be free of his Evil father! His mind was in a spin – somehow he’d find a way.
The next day he went back to the lake and called for Phil. “Here fishy fishy fishy!” he called. “Where are you little fishy?”
Phil, of course, was expecting Edgarb to come back, and had been waiting near the shore for this very thing. “Edgarb”, he called back. “My name is Phillip. Phil, if you prefer. I’m not just a fishy.”
“Ok, Phil then”, Edgarb said with a smile, picking him up and holding him carefully in his hand. “I’ve been thinking. There must be magic in the world, right?”
“Oh, for sure there is. I don’t know much about it myself, but there certainly is. Why?”
“Will you help me defeat my Evil father?” Edgarb asked quietly, relying on hope that his father’s Storm Troopers weren’t hiding anywhere nearby spying on him.
Storm Troopers, you ask? They’re those guys dressed in white armour who work for the emperor.[footnoteRef:9] [9:  Duh.] 

Luckily, they weren’t spying, and as a result Edgarb wasn’t shot through the head with a dinky red laser that made a noise that belonged on a little kid’s cheap plastic toy.
“Edgarb”, Phil answered quietly.
“Edgarb”, he wheezed, and flopped a little.
“Edgarb, please”, he coughed.
“What Phil?” Edgarb asked. “What are you trying to say?”
By this stage Phil wasn’t looking too happy at all. Phil coughed again, and then said “Edgarb, I’m a fish for fuck’s[footnoteRef:10] sake. Put me back in the water! I can’t breathe!” [10:  Teehee.] 

Edgarb had thought of this, of course, he was just a little slow sometimes. It’s probably related to the in-breeding that goes on in royal families or something. Edgarb was happy not to have extra toes or nipples, let me tell you. He’d brought with him a fish bowl, and slipped Phil gently into it. It was filled with nice clean water, scented with rose petal oil and just a hint of lavender. Fish like cleanliness too, you know.
Phil got his breath back, gulping in gillfuls of the nice scented water, and then answered Edgarb.
“Edgarb,” he said. “Edgarb, instead of defeating him, let’s just piss off to Squishypoo where we can live in safety away from your father’s Evil control. Good enough?”
You might be wondering about now why Phil said Squishypoo instead of Squishpoo. It was meant to be Squishypoo right from the start, but I made a typo – oh, don’t look at me like that! Even someone as perfect as me can have typing trouble once in a while. My word processor has already learned Squishpoo as the right way to spell it, so let’s leave it at that.[footnoteRef:11] [11:  I said don’t look at me like that! We’re stuck with it now. Squishpoo it is!] 

Edgarb was a little unsure of this suggestion from Phil. “But I hardly know you”, he said. “How do I know you won’t just turn me over to my father the first chance you get?”
“Well, you’re just going to have to trust me.” Phil replied. “But we’re a team, I know it. And I’m sure we’ll become firm friends by the end of our adventures. The path to Squishyp – damn, I mean Squishpoo – will be long, dangerous, and nothing encourages friendship and loyalty like shared experience.”
Edgarb agreed, but now they had to face their first real obstacle. Castle Fnordish was enclosed by a massive towering wall, and it was protected by many advanced security systems.
There were lasers.
There were flashing lights.
There were things that go beep.
There was a little red button that no one really knew what it was for, but no one ever pressed it because it was red, and it had a little sign above it that said ‘Don’t Press’.[footnoteRef:12] [12:  Get your hands away from there! I can see you just itching to give it a poke.] 

They needed to devise themselves an escape plan.


[bookmark: _Toc223324983]Chapter 2 – Portentous Portents

Having escaped their prison, Prince Edgarb and Phil the Fish set out across the meadow that was just outside the gates of Castle Fnordish.
How’d they escape? Well, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you, so let’s just accept the fact that they did. Somehow. So let’s move on.
“Well bugger me,” said Prince Edgarb. “That was a close one!”
“Yeah, I know,” said Phil. “Can you believe how-”
I said never mind!
So they started across the meadow. But little did they know that the other side of the meadow, hidden away at the back, was an item of portent. Sounds pretty cool doesn’t it? Portent. P. O. R. T. E. N. T. I’m not really sure what it is yet, but it I like it.
Where was I? Oh yes.
They crossed the meadow. It took them three days. It wasn’t actually that big a meadow, but it was a heavy fishbowl, and Edgarb wasn’t used to physical exertion. Besides, he forgot to bring his walking shoes, and he didn’t want to hurt his footsies. They finally made it, however.
Stumbling, gasping for breath – yes, both of them were gasping; Edgarb has been using the fishbowl for drinking water, the little prick, and it was running low – they approached the edge of the meadow.
And there, in the shadows, just sticking out a wee little bit was something reddish. Or was it bluish? It was definitely sort of...green. Yes, dear reader, in case you haven’t worked it out yet, I still have no idea what it is, ok?
“What’s that?” asked Edgarb, pointing at it while stalling for time.
“Umm...” said Phil. “I’m not really sure. I think it’s something portentous though. We should probably have a look.”
They crept closer, peeking carefully to make sure there were no doodie traps. Unlike booby traps, which can be harmful, doodie traps are only annoying; they’re all squishy between the toes – Edgarb had no shoes, remember?
They approached the red-blue-greeny large[footnoteRef:13] item of portent. “Fuck![footnoteRef:14]” Edgarb whispered, “Is that what I think it is?” [13:  But small.]  [14:  Ok, I promise not to laugh every time I use bad language anymore.] 

“You know, I really do think it is,” said Phil.
“It’s an item of portent!” they both whispered simultaneously together at once to each other[footnoteRef:15]. [15:  Concurrently.] 

Phil looked carefully up and down and to both sides. “You know Edgarb, I think I know what it is,” he muttered.
“What is it?” asked Edgarb. “To me it looks like a giant tiny can of hairspray.”
“That’s exactly what it is!” said Phil. “It’s a giant tiny can of hairspray. If we spray it at our enemies, something portentous will happen.”
“Sah-weet! That’s lolz.” said Edgarb, who incidentally also hung out in chat rooms and other things of that nature, and he’d really picked up on the l33t lingo.
“Grab it and we’ll take it with us Phil”, said Edgarb, who incidentally also hung out in chat rooms and other things of that nature, and was also a lazy bastard who never did anything he didn’t have to.
“No Edgarb,” said Phil defiantly.
“What?  Why not Phil?” asked Edgarb, confused. Surely Phil wanted the hairspray of portent as much he did.
“I’m a fish, Edgarb.” said Phil. “Got no hands.”
“Oh yeah,” said the lazy little prince. He grabbed the portentous hairspray, put it in his bag, and they set off on the trail out of the meadow.
“You know Edgarb,” Phil said as they walked, “I think this is a sign. Items of portent are just so, you know, important. Something portentous is going to happen with it soon, I’d stake my reputation on it.”
“What reputation?” Edgarb asked.
“Oh hush.”
*
The trail led into some woods. No matter where you are in the whole mega-multi-uni-thingy-verse, there are really only two types of woods. The first type is like in the Return of the Jedi, with the speeder bikes and the massive trees. It big, it’s open, there’s plenty of light, and there’s cute fuzzy teddy bear things running around eating your food and worshipping your servant droids.
The second type is like the one that Little Red Riding hood travelled through to get to Grandma’s house. Those woods are dark, closed in, and nasty things like cross-dressing wolves with big sharp teeth lurk around every corner.
You know which type this one was, right? Of course you do. I might have had storm troopers at the castle earlier, but there’s no way I’m writing in cute fuzzy Ewoks.
Edgarb, with Phil’s bowl clutched in his arms, crept quietly down the dark twisting trail. He had to duck under low hanging tree branches, push his way through spider webs, and climb over tree roots, all that annoying travelling through the woods stuff.
They weren’t really that far into the woods when Edgarb thought he saw something moving off to one side. He looked carefully, but couldn’t see anything. He shook his head, and kept on going.
A little later, the same thing happened again, just a flash of something white in the corner of his eye. Again, he couldn’t see anything there when he looked properly.
The third time it happened they were deep into the woods. By this stage they were starting to look for somewhere to bed down for the night[footnoteRef:16]. The flash of white came again, but this time Edgarb, who had been looking out for it, was ready. He immediately dashed off the path; heading straight for whatever it was that was there. [16:  Not together though. Eww gross.] 

“Who’s there?” he called. “I know there’s someone there!”
“Edgarb, what are you on about cobber? Are you seeing things mate?” Phil, it seemed, had not only completely missed the flashes of white that Edgarb had seen, had also picked up a bit of an Australian accent[footnoteRef:17]. [17:  Strewth!] 

“I’m not seeing things,” Edgarb called back as he ran into the forest. “There’s something there!”
Edgarb ducked behind a tree, and came out carrying a gorgeous little fluffy white bunny rabbit. “You see Phil? I told you there was something.”
Ok, ok, I know – but it has no resemblance to a cute fuzzy teddy bear.
Edgarb stumbled back to the path and sat down, putting Phil’s fishbowl down on a flat stone beside him. He held the rabbit up and looked at it.
“This thing looks pretty healthy to me Phil,” Edgarb said. “Looks like I’ve found myself some dinner. It’s about time I had a properly cooked meal – I’ll get a fire going”
Phil was about to answer (he had his own opinions on what made a good dinner, and roast rabbit meat – any meat – didn’t sound that tasty to him. Worms flies, and other little bugs – now there was a dinner fit for a fish!) when the rabbit’s eyes went very large and it started squirming and wriggling (much like a worm in fact, Phil thought – he was getting quite hungry) and trying to break free.
Edgarb kept a firm hold while the rabbit struggled. It twisted, it turned, it did it’s best to get free, but Edgarb was too strong. Eventually the rabbit stopped struggling – but its eyes grew big, and it just stared. It stared right at Edgarb, as if its eyes were boring right into the back of Edgarb’s brain. When that seemed to have no effect, it stared at Phil too. Back and forth it stared.
“You know Edgarb,” Phil said. “I think this rabbit is more than just a rabbit. I’m pretty sure that it heard you say you were going to cook it.”
At this, the rabbit stared back at Phil. And then it nodded.
“Holy shit!” said Edgarb. “I think you’re right! Ok little bunny, here’s the deal. If I put you down, are you going to stay still? I think we need to talk about this.”
The rabbit stared back at Edgarb. And then it nodded. Edgarb gently placed the rabbit on the ground in front of him, and let it go. The rabbit just sat there, staring.
Edgarb stared at the rabbit. The rabbit stared back. Phil looked at the rabbit. The rabbit stared back. Phil, you’ll note, didn’t stare. Well, he did, but since he was a fish he couldn’t blink, and everything was a stare. He was a little sensitive about it, actually. So he just looked.
“Oh well, looks like it bugs again,” said Edgarb, who got up and started looking around for things to eat. 
The rabbit just sat there, watching.
He found some berries for himself, which he ate while he picked them, and then dug some ants out of a nest and dropped them in Phil’s bowl. Phil was getting pretty tired of ants, but he knew that Edgarb was doing the best he could, so he didn’t say anything while he ate.
And the rabbit just sat there, watching. And then the rabbit hopped over to Edgarb’s bag and started pawing at it. “Hey, stop that,” said Edgarb as he pulled the bag away from the rabbit. “Leave it alone! There’s nothing in there but an item of portent.” Still the rabbit kept trying to get at the bag.
“You know what Edgarb?” called Phil from his bowl. “I think I know what’s going on. It’s obvious when you think about it. But I don’t think you’re going to like it though.”
Edgarb considered this very carefully, then thought about it more, and then pondered some ponderings. “Nope, I don’t get it Phil, what’s going on?”
“You sure you can’t figure it out? It’s easy.” Phil paused. “But ok then. We picked up an item of portent before, right?”
“Right,” Edgarb nodded.
“And now there’s a rabbit hanging around, right?”
“Right,” Edgarb nodded again.
“And....” Phil prompted.
“And...?” Edgarb’s face was still a blank.
“And so you should spray it with the hare spray!” Phil groaned.
All of a sudden Edgarb understood. “You’re right, I don’t like it Phil. That’s a terrible joke.”
“I know.” Phil agreed. “Don’t blame me, I’m not writing this.”
“Well I’m not writing it either!” said Edgarb.[footnoteRef:18] [18:  Well I’m not writing it – oh. Sorry everyone. Yeah, it’s my fault.] 

Edgarb took the hare – sorry, hair – spray out of his bag, pointed it at the rabbit, and sprayed. Nothing happened. He sprayed some more and still nothing happened.
He sprayed a third time. Something definitely happened.
The rabbit grew. As it grew, it changed shape a little, so that it stood like a man – but shorter. Imagine a werewolf, but instead of being part man, part wolf, it was part man, part rabbit. 
It was a were-rabbit.
[bookmark: _Toc223324984]Chapter 3 – Bambi

Most ‘were-’ things are human based; that is, they start with an ordinary person, but they change into something else – halfway between a human and some other animal. The most common is the wolf, as in the American one in London, or the Bisexual one in Tokyo, etc.
But this were-thing was different. It was different in a few ways actually. The most obvious was that it started as a rabbit and changed into something human-ish, instead of the other way around, but I’m sure you figured that one out all by yourself.
Less expected was the size; this were-rabbit was only about 4 feet tall. Think about it. When a person turns into a werewolf, they grow maybe a couple of feet taller – a noticeable difference sure, but nothing earth-shattering, especially when compared to the shock (I mean the new underpants type of shock) of what it is you’re actually facing. A wolf is certainly smaller than person, so why do they get even bigger? So when this rabbit turned part human, it got taller, but it wasn’t man-sized. Not by any means.
But the biggest surprise was other, well, features of this were-rabbit. Imagine a dwarfish rabbit person that was man shaped, had white fur, buck teeth, long ears, and twitchy little whiskers. It even stood on two legs.
Now add boobs[footnoteRef:19]. [19:  Teehee! I said boobs!] 

Yup, this were-rabbit was female. She was obviously female. Actually, she was quite hot. She had a decent (albeit furry) rack. She had long sexy legs. She had a cute little ass with a dainty little cottontail sitting just above. And those ears...
Oh come on, are you saying you’ve never thought about it?
Uh, yeah. Me neither.
Edgarb by this stage had pretty much managed to get his eyes back into some sort of non-bulging state (Phil hadn’t, but again, being a fish he couldn’t help it – his eyes were just built that way). He looked the rabbit woman up and down a couple of times, closed his hanging jaw, coughed, and looked away.
“Uh, hi there,” Edgarb said, as his cheeks quickly turned redder and redder. Then he looked at Phil. “Bloody hell, I’m talking to a rabbit! I know you can talk Phil, but you’re special. I must be losing my mind!”
Miss Rabbit looked at him. Her ears twitched a little, her nose twitched a little more, and her mouth opened. “Eh, what’s up doc?” she said.
I know what you’re thinking. So was Edgarb.
“Fuck me”, he said, “a talking fish!”[footnoteRef:20] [20:  Man oh man do I love that line.] 

He thought about this for a moment. “And its rabbit shaped!”
“Gotcha,” she said, “I’m just fooling.” She grinned and sat back against the nearest rock, which prompted Edgarb to sit back down too. “So who are you guys?”
“I’m Edgarb,” said Edgarb. “And this is Phil,” he pointed at Phil.
“Yeah, I’m Phil” said Phil. “We’ve escaped from King Fnordish’s evil reign, and we’re heading for the land of Squishpoo, where we can live safe and free.”
The rabbit looked at them both, measuring them up with her eyes. She seemed to ponder Phil for a moment, and then blinked. 
“Fuck me”, she said, “a talking fish!” [footnoteRef:21] [21:  Told you.] 

“Don’t worry about it,” said Edgarb. “He’s cool, really. He’s a talking fish, big deal. You’re a freaking were-rabbit!”
“Oh yeah – good point.” She smiled at Phil and looked him up and down suggestively. “Hey, you’re a pretty sexy fish you know.”
Hey, rabbits aren’t the symbol of fertility for nothing you know! You think they only breed that much for the good of the species? Female rabbits are total sluts.
“Oh, please,” said Phil. “Yes, I know I am, I’m hung like a whale and all the ladies want me. But I’m a fish and you’re a rabbit person thingy. We’re not exactly compatible. If we were to even try either you’d drown or I’d suffocate. Don’t even think about it.”
“Good point,” Miss Rabbit frowned. She turned her gaze to Edgarb. She looked him up and down as well. And then she smiled again.
“Wait right there!” he said. “I’m only a young prince, I’m naive, I’m a virgin, and I’ve got no experience.”
He thought about this a little more, as he so often does, “And I don’t love you.”
He pondered this for a moment. “And you’re furry.”
He pondered some more. “And you’re a rabbit, for Christ’s sake.”
He pondered even more. “Do you spit or swallow?”
She studied Edgarb and tilted her head, as if trying to decide what to make of him. “For the moment,” she said, “I don’t do either. We’ll work it out later when I decide you’re not too young”.
“How young is too young?” asked Edgarb. “I’ll be 17 in three weeks you know.”
“It’s not physical age that matters,” she answered. “It’s mental. No, actually, it’s not mental age. It’s how big it is. No, actually, it’s not how big it is, it’s what you do with it. No, actually, it’s not what you do with it; it’s how big it is. I was right the first time[footnoteRef:22].” [22:  Or was it the second? I’ve got myself all confused now.] 

Edgarb looked confused. “Umm, how about we just start with friends for now?” he said. I really don’t understand what you mean.”
“That sounds like a good idea,” said Miss Rabbit. “You’re obviously not very big.”
“Moving on...” said Phil. “Do you have a name?”
“Well, before you sprayed me with the hairspray, my name was Mr Floppy Ears. But I don’t think that really works. I’m pretty sure I’m not a Mister anymore.”
Edgarb, who had suggested just being friends but hadn’t quite stopped drooling, nodded emphatically. “No, you’re definitely not a Mister,” he agreed.
“So what should I be called then?” the rabbit asked. “I need to have a name, because I really don’t think I’d like to be called ‘the rabbit’.”
“You need a sexy name to go with that sexy body of yours,” Edgarb (who was still drooling just a little) said. “Something like Kari or Candy or Bambi.”
“Bambi!” she exclaimed. “I like that, just like in the movie!”
“Shouldn’t it be Thumper?” asked Phil. “I’m sure the rabbit was Thumper.”
“No, Bambi sounds just right,” said Bambi. “It’s sexy, but not slutty in the slightest.”
Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. They both decided to keep their mouths shut. “If you say so,” they both said to Bambi.
“So anyway,” said Edgarb. “I’m going to presume that you’re a nice friendly rabbit. As Phil said, we’re making our way to Squishpoo. You’re welcome to come along with us if you want.”
“Where’s Squishpoo?” Bambi asked.
“Umm...” Edgarb looked at Phil.
“Umm...” Phil looked back at Edgarb.
“You don’t know?” asked Edgarb.
“Well, I figured there’d be signs. Or that people could guide us in the right direction.” Phil shrugged, which is pretty hard for a fish to do. It involved a sort of lifting of fins, as well as a sort of opening and closing of his gills.
“Phil,” Edgarb sighed. “You’re a retard.”
Phil nodded. This too was sort of hard for him too – just use your imagination.
“Ok, so we don’t really know where it is. But we’ll find it somehow,” Edgarb said. “But it’ll be worth it. Squishpoo is a fantastic place.”
“Is that right?” Bambi asked. “And just why is it so fantastic?”
Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked back at Edgarb, and then hung his head.
“Never mind that,” said Edgarb. “It’s fantastic, and you’ll see for yourself when you get there. If you want to come, that is.”
 “Yeah,” said Phil. “Come with us. It’ll be good to have someone else to talk to. To have someone else we can travel with. To have someone that can cook and clean and do the washing”.
Bambi glared at Phil. “I may have a penchant to jump on top of anything that moves. And I may have a really nice rack[footnoteRef:23], but I’m not a housewife.” [23:  See? I told you she did.] 

“Oh,” said Phil. “Well, you can still come with us.”
“That’s kind of you,” she glared. “But yes, I’ll come along. It could be interesting. And since I’m the result of an item of portent, you’ll probably still need me before you reach the end of your travels.”
“Done then,” Edgarb nodded. “You can come with us, and you don’t have to cook or clean. Unless you want to, of course. If the sudden urge hits you to do anything like that, I certainly won’t stand in your way.”
“So what now then?” asked Bambi.
“We get some sleep, and keep going in the morning,” said Edgarb. “We’ve reached the end of the chapter, and we need to be quiet.”

[bookmark: _Toc223324985]Chapter 4 – The Hills Are Alive...

The next morning, the prince, fish and rabbit trio set off through the remainder of the forest. It didn’t take them long to get all the way through – only about 9 days. Yes, it was a pretty big forest, but they made good time, considering.[footnoteRef:24] [24:  Considering what? That was a pretty stupid statement.] 

They came out at the bottom of some mountains. They were tall mountains. They were snow-capped mountains. They were alpine – they made you want to yodel whenever you saw them. In fact, you would be forgiven if you were expecting to see a buxom blonde with Pipi Longstocking plaits come dancing down a fjord while carrying a pair of wooden milking buckets. Or you might expect to see a line of 7 progressively smaller children singing crap music as they skipped past[footnoteRef:25]. [25:  I do not mean dwarves. I really did mean children.] 

But Edgarb, Phil and Bambi saw none of these things. Instead they saw a basket perched atop a boulder that was sitting by the start of the only path up through the mountains.
“Looks like lunch has been provided,” grinned Edgarb and he rushed to the basket to see what sort of goodies it might contain. He opened the basket, peeked in, closed the basket, and walked back to the others.
“Not lunch?” asked Phil.
“Uh, no,” said Edgarb.
“Not good?” asked Bambi.
“Uh, no,” said Edgarb.
“Well what’s in there then?” they both asked.
“You really don’t want to know,” Edgarb answered. He looked a little nervous actually. “Come on, let’s just keep going.
They started walking again, Edgarb keeping himself as far away from the basket as possible, but as they passed it a noise came from it.
“What was that?” asked Bambi.
“Nothing,” answered Edgarb. “Keep going.”
Another noise came from the basket.
“Was that a -” Bambi started.
“No!” answered Edgarb. “Just keep going!”
They started walking yet again, but the noise happened again.
“It is!” squealed Bambi. “I know it is!” She rushed over the basket, threw open the lid, and reached inside.
“Crap,” moaned Edgarb. “I knew she’d want to keep it.”
Bambi removed what looked like a small blanket all rolled up. She held it carefully, as if it was fragile.
“I don’t get it,” said Phil. “What’s so special about a rolled up blanket? And how could it make a noise?”
And then the blanket started to cry.
“It’s a baby,” Edgarb sighed. “It’s a freaking baby. What are we supposed to do now?”
The baby poked its head up and looked at them. “Hi,” it said. “My name’s Nugget. Will you look after me?”
*
No time passed. 
*
Seriously, Nugget has only just closed his mouth after speaking for the first time. There’s no time gap. 
*
There’s no switch in the story to someone else, or some other place. 
*
We’re still here looking at Edgarb, Phil and Bambi. And Nugget. 
*
I just wanted to put those stars up there. Pretty aren’t they?
*[footnoteRef:26] [26:  A star on a star! So gosh darn cute.] 

Bambi squealed. It was one of those long squeals that girls make. You know the ones - they make your ears bleed. Apparently it’s because they see something cute. I think it’s really evolution at its most utterly painful. Be glad you couldn’t hear it.
Phil blinked. “Fuck me,” he said, “a talking fish!”
He thought about this for a moment. “And its baby shaped!”
Now we all know that Phil shouldn’t be surprised at seeing things that can talk. He himself can talk, and he’s even a fish. It’s normally Edgarb that says this line, but I go where my muse sends me – and my muse made it a bit hard, given that Edgarb had already stated quite clearly that it was a baby. It would have been a bit difficult to justify how Edgarb could know it was a baby and yet still say his talking fish line. Thanks for stepping up and helping out there Phil.
“You’re quite welcome,” Phil said, seemingly to nobody at all.
Edgarb looked around suspiciously, trying to work out who Phil might have been talking to. Then he sighed again and shook his head. “Listen guys, this is a problem. We don’t have time for this. Seriously, we don’t. We’ll be stopping every few minutes to change it, or feed it, or roll it in coconut[footnoteRef:27]. This is gonna suck.” [27:  You should try it sometime. It adds extra flavour before you deep-fry.] 

Bambi looked hurtfully at Edgarb. “It’s just a baby! How could you be so cruel?” she glared. “It’s a helpless little thing and it needs our protection.” She looked at Nugget. “You do, don’t you? You’re helpless right?”
Nugget eyed her up and down, and then winked suggestively. “Sure toots, if that what you want, that’s what you get. Uhh...wah wah?” A suspicious bulge appeared half way down the blanket that Nugget was wrapped up in. 
Bambi grimaced and set him carefully back down in his basket. “Let’s go,” she said to Phil and Edgarb, and she started walking up the steep rocky path that led up the mountains. Edgarb smiled, picked up Phil’s bowl, and followed along behind her.
“Wait! Wait!” Nugget called.
The trio kept walking. Well, two of them did. The third just did laps round his bowl.
“WAIT!” He called again. “You’re going to need my help to get through the town at the top of the mountain.”
Edgarb stopped and looked at Bambi, who looked at Phil, who looked at Edgarb. Edgarb shrugged and kept walking.
“You’ll die - no one can get past Tilly Tonka! But I know the secret! Take me with you. Please?”
Edgarb sighed a third time.  He looked at Bambi, who looked at Phil, who looked at Edgarb. “Have either of you heard of this Tilly Tonka?”
Bambi shook her head. Phil swam in a circle that seemed to imply a no.
“Dammit!” Edgarb yelled. “I guess we’ve got no choice. Bambi, would you?”
Bambi went back and looked sternly at little baby Nugget. “No more blanket tents. Got that?” she ordered. Nugget nodded and the tent sank back into the blanket roll. Then they all started up the mountain path once more.
Do you remember that scene in the first Lord of the Rings movie where the fellowship were all traipsing through the mountains and it was green for a bit and then snowy and green again? And it was all zooming cameras from high above and stuff? Poor Frodo looked so bedraggled, and Gimli was constantly getting stuck and they had to keep digging him out. I’m also pretty sure it was here that Frodo and Sam first slept together[footnoteRef:28]. Well this is what we’re looking at now. Minus the tall grey wizard that is. [28:  It’s possible it was at Rivendell before they started out. I’m still undecided.] 

Our trio – wait, its quads now – are making a similar journey. Since you’ve seen that movie, there’s no need for me to describe it is there? It’s a set of mountains. They’re all, you know, tall and stuff. Snow capped. Windy. 
Days passed. Edgarb swore too much. Nugget behaved himself.  Bambi almost grew in her winter coat from all the cold, but then the snow subsided, leaving her with the tiniest hint of white on her knees and elbows. But they made it all the way to the top. 
What did they find there? We’ll get to that eventually. You can be pretty confident however that there’s going to be more copyright infringement issues. Possibly a bit of a dance number as well – everyone loves a good musical. Perhaps we’ll even look at getting a nice steamy sex scene going too[footnoteRef:29]. Maybe. [29:  I might even get to say boobs† again!
† Boobs! w00t‡! 
‡ Footnote in a footnote! Double w00t!] 

So where are they? And who sleeps with whom? And just who is this Tilly Tonka that Nugget mentioned anyway?
Wait and see. 

[bookmark: _Toc223324986]Chapter 5 – Of Fists and Fury

Don’t you just hate it when things get interrupted and you’re left with unanswered questions? But such is the way things work in the story telling world - there’s nothing to do for it but to suffer in silence. I mean it. I don’t want to hear your complaints.
So now, who thinks we should add some intrigue and fear into the mix? Yes? You do? Lovely. Let’s go pay a visit to an old friend.
Let us zoom back from where we were. Think of those flying cameras again. 
Whoosh noises! 
Back down the mountains we go, zip through the forest, and soar over the meadow. It took us so long to get all the way to the mountains, and see? We’re back at the start in only an instant. Into the castle grounds we go, swooping in close to the lake that we can at least pretend to drag our fingers through the water as we hurtle on past. If you’re not clear on this imagery, think of Harry Potter when he rides Buckbeak for the first time.  It’s not quite king of the world type stuff, but still pretty fun.
Before we leave the lake (we’ll have to look quickly, we’re moving so fast) can you see those 3 fish huddled there? They’re tucked away near the bank, almost hidden under some overhanging reeds. One of these fish is adult sized, and she can be heard sighing to herself “Oh Phil, where have you gone?” The other two, which are much smaller, are circling the larger one. “Mummy, Mummy, when’s Daddy coming home?” they’re repeating over and over, the way annoying little kids do.[footnoteRef:30] [30:  OMG! Plot twist!] 

But the camera moves on, we don’t have time to stop. Smack! as we arrive at our destination, breaking much too late. Those castle walls sure are sturdy, I must admit.
Ow. Damn walls. Now I’ve got a headache.
So just what has the Evil King been up to? Strange noises are coming from inside at the moment, you can be sure of that. There’s banging. There’s crashing. There’s startled yelps and muffled screams. A dog barks for a moment, but is cut off when there is a resounding clatter of what sounds like horse hooves on cobblestones. Poor little Fido, I hope he’s ok.[footnoteRef:31] [31:  Update: Fido was fine. He lived a further couple of months before discovering a little too late that while licking one’s own balls is fine, chewing on them isn’t such a good idea. The resultant spasm caused him to jerk his head back, smashing his skull one the wall behind him.] 

The Evil King Fnordish walked out of his bedchamber looking slightly sweaty and flushed, but self-contented. Muffled sobs came through the doorway from behind him, but they were silenced as he shut the door. With a parting “Shut up!” yelled over his shoulder, he walked briskly out of his private rooms and into his main reception area where he sat himself down in his throne.
The Evil King Fnordish was in a – wait, let’s stop there. This is going to get very annoying very quickly. Saying the Evil King Fnordish over and over again is both time consuming and clunky. It’s time to give him a shorter name. The Evil King Fnordish doesn’t actually have a first name – in the land of Fnordish the king loses his name when he takes the throne. We can’t call him Fnordish, since that’s also the name of the land, and I wouldn’t want to confuse you. So let’s do this: we’ll take the E from Evil, the K from King, and the F from Fnordish. That gives us EKF. Now move the K to the end, for EFK. Put the F in the front, change the E to an N, grab one of the spare A’s from aardvark, and take the R from Random. Now put them all together. Got that? I feel a bit like a cheerleader now. Gimme an F![footnoteRef:32] [32:  Rickim-rackim-rockim-rake! Stick that sword into that snake!] 

So Frank was in a pretty bad mood. For the last few weeks he’d been fuming over Edgarb’s escape. The little turd had somehow disappeared, and no one was able to tell him how he managed it. Numerous lackeys and minions and other various toadies had been sent out one by one to discover just what exactly had gone on out at the front gates. Not only had no answer come back, but neither had the people. There were, however, numerous piles of black soot by the gates. Frank figured he could use them to grit the paths next winter. Moss coated stone gets quite slippery you know.
Frank had started taking his frustrations out on Queen Fuxalot; hence the noises from earlier. He would come into the royal bedchambers, yell a bit, curse a bit, hit her a few times, then rip her clothes off, push her onto the floor, and have his dirty ole way with her. He never really felt any better afterwards having done it, but he never felt any worse either, so his thoughts ran something along the lines of Fuck It.
As well as trying to determine how he escaped, Frank also wanted to know where he had escaped to. Trackers had been sent out, but now they had returned, and all of them were going to report failure at finding the trail. He knew this without hearing them even say a single word, since they weren’t carrying Edgarb with them. One by one they were filing into the throne room, nervously looking at the floor, the walls, the ceiling – everywhere except at the Evil King himself. The unfortunate man in the lead was taking very small steps, as if somehow moving slower would delay the inevitable. Of course it would delay it, but is a delay of only a few seconds really worth it? You would be surprised. Let’s take a random length of time – say, 3.3 seconds.
Do you know how many things you can do in 3.3 seconds? You can take off your shoes, pop a beer and shoot someone in 3.3 seconds. You can hold your finger down on the remote control and pass 17 stations in 3.3 seconds. You can open a can of tuna fish, shuffle and bridge a deck of cards, or twist the tops off six bottles of ginger ale in 3.3 seconds. You can ring a doorbell 22 times, lock and unlock a deadbolt four times, or sing the entire alphabet in 3.3 seconds.[footnoteRef:33] [33:  I know that sometimes my pop culture references can be fairly lame. Sometimes they’re way too obvious, or overdone. This one just might be a little bit too obscure for a lot of you. Feel free to visit our old friend Google.] 

Ok, so maybe the things you can do in 3.3 seconds aren’t really that productive. But my point still stands. Maybe delaying the inevitable by just a short amount really is worth it. 
The trackers lined up in front of Frank, each of them finding something extremely interesting to look at on the wall behind him or on the floor right in front of their feet. Frank looked sternly at each and every one of them with a scowl on his face.
“I presume that none of you have news that I’m going to like. Is this correct?” he again looked at the men in front of him, drawing eye contact from each of them in turn. The man on the left hand end drew pale as the one next to him fainted and fell to the floor. Another of the men actually found the balls to answer him. Not enough balls to actually say anything, but enough to nod. Once.
“You all look quite scared. I can’t imagine why. You failed me. You all failed me. Life is filled with terrible disappointments.  I already know this, all too well, and I think it is time for all of you to find out as well. Morlin![footnoteRef:34]” he called. [34:  Yes, Morlin. Not to be confused with Merlin. That would be blatant copying.] 

A small servant’s door hidden in the shadows behind the king’s throne opened and a woman walked in. The woman, Morlin presumably, was stunningly beautiful. She had long black hair, ruby red lips, and the bluest of blue eyes you have ever seen. Not that you ever notice those details much, for she was also stunningly naked. She had long silky legs, a most excellent bosom and one of those large firm asses you just want to grab. Hard. And squeeze.
The line of trackers all visibly stiffened at the site of her. They also all stood up straighter. All, that is, except for Adam. Adam was the man who fainted. He only stiffened, not straightened. Morlin has that effect on people.
“You called, sire?” she asked as she sidled, hips swaying, to stand to the left of the throne. As she reached her normal place, a pencil appeared in her hand from out of nowhere, which she immediately dropped on the floor in front of the king. “Oops,” she giggled. “How clumsy of me.”
She stepped in front of the king, turned to face him, and bent over to pick up her pencil. Three more of the nervous men fainted at this point, but at least they were all smiling. Morlin returned to her station and looked expectantly at Frank.
“Yes Morlin, I called,” he said quietly. “These...men,” he spat, “have failed me. You know what to do.” He looked at her and smiled. Morlin smiled back, the whites of her eyes shimmering into a deep, dark red.
Abracadabra, bip, bop, and super cali toot sweet etc went the dark haired sorceress as she turned her eyes to the pitiful line of men that were quivering in front of her, her hands moving all about making intricate patterns. As she muttered a last “presto change-o!” she pointed in turn at each of them, as if firing a pretend gun. All in a row did these now extinct trackers watch silently, mouths agape, as their hearts exploded in their chests.
“Thank you Morlin,” Frank said. “You may leave me now.” He rang a small bell, the smallest in a row that sat tucked in a compartment on the arm of his throne. Each bell had a different purpose, this particular one looking by far the most worn, having been used the most. Of no surprise is that this bells ring means ‘Clean up on aisle 4, bring a mop, its messy”. Strangely the most pristine bell, a pretty silver number with gold leaf overlay on the handle that had never been touched meant “This man has served me well. Someone fetch him a donkey, a bucket of lard, and a well smoked turtle. We’re going to celebrate tonight!” Frank often wondered just what this bell might sound like. He thought it would be mighty pretty.
Morlin was about to turn and leave when a thought struck her. “Sire, if I may, could I make you an offer?”
“No Morlin, I just left the queen not ten minutes ago, I need some time to recover.”
“My apologies sire, but that’s not what I was implying,” she smiled. “What I meant was, perhaps I could go and find the young prince myself. Nothing else appears to be working.” She looked carefully at the Evil King, trying to gauge his reaction. It was rare that Frank let her leave the confines of the castle – the last time she had seen the open sky was sixteen years earlier when the queen had an extreme craving for pickled hamster noses, something that was quite hard to come by in Fnordish. Frank had sent her out to find them and shut the damn crazy pregnant lady up, at least for a few hours, but the urgency of the mission meant that she hadn’t been able to enjoy her freedom for very long.
Frank considered her suggestion. He then pondered it. He gave it some thought and he cogitated. He hypothesised, he theorised, he reflected, he ruminated, he contemplated and deliberated. He extrapolated. He realised that wasn’t a word that meant thinking, so he untrapolated. He nodded.
“Your request is acceptable to me,” he said. “I want constant updates. If it looks like you’re not making progress, I will order you to return. I need results, and results I shall have. Am I making myself clear?”
“Yes, sire. Perfectly clear. I won’t let you down.”
“Be sure that you don’t. You know I can end your life in an instant.” Frank looked carefully at her, and then nodded. “Off you go. I expect results, and quickly.”
Morlin knew that she needed some sort of disguise. She was too well known to just travel the countryside in plain sight. She thought for a moment, mumbled more of those words, waved her hands some, and shimmered.
A man bearing an uncanny resemblance to Ron Jeremy now stood before the Evil King. He looked around, nodded, and said “This should do nicely.” And so Ron went to walk out of the throne room - and immediately fell sprawling to the floor.
“Fuck, it’s like trying to walk with three legs!” Ron mumbled in disgust. A few failed starts later and Ron shimmered into a striking imitation of a young Richard Dean Anderson[footnoteRef:35].  With a quick “Ahh, that’s much easier”, he departed the throne room. [35:  Emphasis on the young. We’re not talking Jack O’Neil here.] 

Frank sighed.
*
Morlin hadn’t always been an evil sorceress. She used to be a happy, thoughtful caring young girl, back when she still at home in Squishpoo. That’s right, she’s a Squishypooer, as they like to call themselves.
Her parents loved her very much, and she loved them. She never wanted for anything, and her life had been full of sunshine and rainbows. Each day was better than the last, until almost every day seemed to keep her in a state of constant ecstasy.
Yes. Squishpoo really is the place Phil had dreamed it would be. You didn’t think this was all some sick joke did you? Well, maybe, I haven’t decided yet.
But then it happened. It was her 16th birthday, the day that all Squishypooers must begin to actually work for a living. It’s the last birthday present you get on that day – a card wishing you many happy returns, along with a note informing you what you’ll be doing for the rest of your life. Morlin thought that she’d been extremely lucky when she opened her card and discovered that she was to be apprenticed to Glinda, the Good Witch of the Northern Suburbs.
As seems to happen so often though, everything turned sour. Awful things occurred, things of which we can’t discuss right now. They’re just too awful. But when Morlin fled her homeland, cackling all the while – Glinda, who was only a bloody pile of chunks on the floor now, certainly couldn’t stop her – it wasn’t long till until she was captured and enslaved by our friend Frank.
We’ll learn more about that later. For now we only need to know that Morlin has a history, a bright, sunny, shiny, bloody, evil history[footnoteRef:36]. [36:  Queue the evil laugh.] 

*
Queue the MacGyver theme music. [footnoteRef:37] [37:  Queue the strange coincidence.] 

Morlin quickly exited the castle grounds. She didn’t do it in the same way that Edgarb and Phil managed. She did it MacGyver style – all you needed is two champagne corks, a pipe cleaner, a piece of string and a rubber chicken. With those almost anything is possible.
And so she began the hunt.

[bookmark: _Toc223324987]Chapter 6 – A Something Shade of Something

This space intentionally left blank[footnoteRef:38]. [38:  Except for here†.
† And here.] 



[bookmark: _Toc223324988]Chapter 7 – Doompadee Doo

We return now to the trek of our band of heroes. Normal scheduling is resuming, for now at least. We’ll see how long it lasts. Probably not that long at all, actually.
Shall we whoosh? No, let’s not whoosh this time.  It’s not that I’m bored with it, really it’s not. I’m just a little tired right now. So meh. Let’s skip it.
Imagine, if you will, a little mountain town. There are little wooden houses and a couple of windmills of the Dutch variety. There’s a crystal clear babbling stream running past it, and many tall deep-green pine trees surrounding. There’s mountain freshness.
There’s dead silence. The town is empty. The streets are empty, the yards are empty, there’s no smoke coming from the chimneys, no horses in the stables. Nothing.
The companions were standing at the front gate to the town, looking cautiously around. Above Edgarb’s head, mounted on top of the gate, was an old sign.
WELCOME TO NESTLÉ TOWN
POPULATION: 150  90  60  30  15
Edgarb finished reading and looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb sighed. “Well this doesn’t look too promising. The scratch-out marks look pretty fresh. Still, it’s not like we have any choice. Come on guys, let’s get it over with.” And he started down the road through the town; the others close on his heels[footnoteRef:39]. [39:  Think about it. There was only one other person with him that could walk. Edgarb is carrying Phil, and Bambi is carrying Nugget. So by ‘others’ all I really mean is Bambi. It’s an expression dammit! Leave me the hell alone.] 

As they walked through the town, there was still not a soul to be seen anywhere. Phil started mumbling things about ghost towns, to which Bambi started looking nervous, but still they kept walking, arriving at the town square presently.
“Well Nugget,” Phil said. “You said we’d need your help. I’m guessing you know a lot about this place. Why’s it so empty?”
Nugget nodded, and asked Bambi to put him down so that he could be un-hindered. “Yes, I guess it’s time to tell you about Tilly Tonka.”
“Tilly Tonka? You mentioned that before.” Edgarb said.
“Yes,” said Nugget. “But Tilly Tonka is not a what. It’s a who. But first I should tell you about this place. This is Nestle town, home of the Chumba wumbas. At least, it used to be. The Chumba wumbas are strange little people. They’re short, green faced, and wear cute little lederhosen. And clogs. They’re so damn cute and innocent, but they drink tremendous amounts of beer.
“They lived a happy life in this little town of theirs. They wanted for nothing, nothing at all. Everything was peaceful.” Nugget smiled. “You should have been here for Christmas. They don’t put much stock in possessions, but they absolutely love their candy[footnoteRef:40]. Every Christmas the entire town was decorated in chocolate. You spent days walking around picking things to eat off the houses as you walked past. It was wonderful.” Then Nugget looked to the ground and sighed. [40:  I have to offer my apologies to my English speaking readers. Most of my audience is American, and therefore easily confused. It’s way easier to say candy and not confound them. Those of us who speak real English are smart enough to translate it into lollies.] 

“All that is no more, however. A little while ago saw the arrival of Tilly Tonka. No one knows from where, but arrive she did, and a worse case of PMS you never did see.” 
Nugget looked at Bambi. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said with a smile, “but you’re the only woman here, so I’ll have to get a little personal. Do you get PMS much?”
Bambi blinked. “I really don’t think that’s any of your business.”
“I’m just trying to explain what’s going on. But I’ll take that as a yes. So when you’re PMSing, what do you want more than anything else?”
Bambi nodded. Now she understood what was happening. “Chocolate,” she said simply.
“That’s right - chocolate. And the Chumba wumbas were the best chocolate makers around. She stormed into town kicking and swearing and demanding chocolate. As I told you, the Chumba wumbas are all cute and innocent and of course they tried to placate her. They started on a batch of chocolate straight away, and offered it to her. But they didn’t make enough to satisfy her.” Nuggets face turned dark. “And that was when the first killings took place. She went wild and tore the head from every Chumba wumba she could get her hands on.
“And ever since then, once a month the same thing happens. She storms into town, the Chumba wumbas give her as much chocolate as they can, but she’s not happy and kills some of them. Now there are hardly any of them left.”
Edgarb’s eyes had got pretty wide. “So for most of the month everything is fine? And if we’re lucky we’re here during the off-period[footnoteRef:41]?” [41:  No pun intended.] 

Nugget nodded.
Edgarb was keeping very still. “This Tilly Tonka – she’s basically human looking, but a giant?”
Nugget nodded again.
Edgarb, still keeping still, eyes extremely wide, said “Yeah, umm, so as ever, we’re not lucky.”
The others turned around and looked up. And up. And up.
Never before in the history of this story has the word fuck been spoken simultaneously by so many people at once. You may now consider this longstanding achievement to be over.
The four of them ran into the nearest building, which happenstance was a laundrette. They locked the door and kept as still and silent as they could.
“WHERE IS MY CHOCOLATE?” a booming voice called. “GIVE ME MY CHOCOLATE NOW!”
A loud smash could be heard, the sound of a building on the other side of the square being flattened. Several more soon followed, slowly getting closer.
Everything went quiet, at least for the moment.
“Phew,” said Nugget. “I guess we’re alright for now. I hope she doesn’t come back.” He looked around. “Why are you all staring at me?”
And staring at him they were. Edgarb was looking scared, but stare he did. Bambi was angry, but she was staring too. Phil was just staring; his fishy eyes still couldn’t blink.
“You told us you could get us past Tilly Tonka,” Edgarb accused. “You don’t seem to be much help. What’s the dealio?”
“Uh, no, I never said I could get you past her. I said no one can, and that you’d die, and that I knew the secret. And I do, but that doesn’t mean you’ll avoid death.[footnoteRef:42]” [42:  It’s true. Go back and read it if you don’t believe me.] 

“You dick, Bill[footnoteRef:43],” said Edgarb. “I fucking hate you.” He pointed at the far corner of the room. “Bambi, dump shithead over there then come back and we can try and work out how the hell we get ourselves out of this mess.” [43:  Strange things are afoot at the circle K.] 

Bambi did as requested, and then the three of them put their heads together. 
“I say we run for it,” said Edgarb.
“Oh that’s nice, leave the guy with no feet to be killed,” said Phil.
“It’s an expression. Of course I’ll be carrying you, my friend,” Edgarb replies.
“Too risky,” said Bambi. “She’ll see us and squash us flat. We should hide.”
“No,” goes Phil. “That’s just as much of a gamble. Now that the Chumba wumbas seem to be all gone, she’s definitely not going to be getting enough – if any – chocolate. So she’ll go on a giant[footnoteRef:44] smashing spree. The way our luck goes, she’s sure to squash flat whatever house we’re hiding in.” [44:  Pun intended.] 

“Ok, so running is out, and so is hiding.” Edgarb was drawing a blank. “What’s that leave?”
Phil looked at Bambi. Bambi looked at Phil. They both looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked back. Then he nodded. “Standing out in plain sight.”
Phil looked at Nugget. Bambi looked at Nugget. Edgarb looked at Nugget. Nugget looked at – “Shit, there’s no one left.” He said. “Do I have to?”
“Yes,” they said in unison.
Nugget sighed. “Fine. Let’s get it over with.”
Edgarb picked up Nugget and crept outside into the middle of the square and placed nugget carefully, all bundled up in his blanket, in plain sight on the ground. Then he crept back to the others. “And now we wait,” he said.
Phil and Bambi nodded, and they all got comfortable to wait for Tilly Tonka’s return.
It didn’t take long. Just as Edgarb had finished counting the cracks in the ceiling[footnoteRef:45] another loud crash could be heard. [45:  Five hundred and forty seven. Or was it forty eight? Shit, now I’m going to have to start over again. One. Two...] 

“CHOCOLATE! I WANT IT!” came the booming voice as yet another building was caved in. There were some pounding footsteps, another “GIVE IT TO ME” and then –
“EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE” went a high pitched squeal. “EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE. OH IT’S SO CUTE!” 
Phil and Bambi smiled. “Sweet,” Edgarb said with glee. “She’s taken the bait.”
“Umm. Goo goo ga ga?” came Nugget’s voice.
“HE’S ADORABLE. EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE”
“Hug me? I wub you.”
“AWWWWWWWWWWWWW. WHAT A LITTLE CUTIE.” The giant voice was becoming less giant-like. “I JUST WANT TO EAT YOU UP. YES I DO. YES I DOOOOO.”
And so on and so forth as the giant Tilly Tonka got smaller and smaller. Eventually there was the tiniest little “EEP”, a small pop, the smell of ozone, and then only silence followed.
“Hell yes, death by cute,” came the voice of Nugget. Or was it? The voice sounded larger somehow. And it was a little bit deeper. It was Nugget, but as if he was older. Edgarb, Phil and Bambi were confused.
The door burst in and there stood Nugget. He was changed. He now had the body of a twenty two year old young man – and it definitely looked a little strange that this young man was wearing a diaper[footnoteRef:46], and a tight one at that. [46:  Again, my sincere apologies. You can’t help but feel sorry for the dumb yanks though, can you?] 

“You look different,” said Edgarb. “Did you cut your hair?”
“It was the strangest thing,” explained Nugget. “As she shrank, I grew. The larger I got, the smaller she got, until eventually she blinked right out of existence. And look at me! I’m all growned up! Fuck I’m horny. Who’s up for it?”
He looked around.
“Ok, fine, I’ll leave it alone,” and he sighed. “Well, we’re clear to keep on travelling. Where to from here?” he looked at the friends, and waited. While waiting, he rummaged around and found some clothes to put on. “Well that’s much better. That diaper was tee-why-tee tight!”
The friends looked at each other with much ceiling staring and shoulder shrugging.
“I got nothing,” went Edgarb.
“I got nothing,” went Bambi.
“I got nothing,” went Zach[footnoteRef:47]. [47:  Huh?] 

“I got nothing,” went Phil.
“Ah ha!” went Nugget. “I guess it’s time to consult with Spanky.”


[bookmark: _Toc223324989]Chapter 8 – Poor Spanky

In the beginning there was light. Most people think there was dark first. This is where the scientific community has things all messed up. They say that dark is what you get when there is no light, and that the natural state of things is darkness until the light is added. Actually light is the natural state of all things. Think about it – where do you find dark? You find it hidden away in the corners, or underneath or behind things. You need to have the light to be able to make the shadows.
So first there was light. You might think that the dark then followed, but this also can’t be. To have dark, you need two things. The first is the light; the second is something to block the light, so that the dark can appear behind it.
After the second thing we get the dark (but only in the corners), quickly followed by a succession of odd noises and peculiar smell. It was peculiar in that it smelled like burritos – no one knew this however, since burritos hadn’t been invented yet, and neither had anything or anyone with an olfactory sense. But if there was they would have been sure to exclaim that for some reason they felt partial to a bit of Mexican.
It was only after all this that we got day and night, heaven and earth, the sun and the moon, the land and the seas, vegetation and animals and life and Thomas the Tank Engine[footnoteRef:48] lunch boxes. [48:  But only the original series, I’m a Tankker, not a Tankkie.] 

For now though, it’s that second thing that I want to talk about. 
Yes. I would like to talk about Spanky. Spanky was just a regular old mallard drake, and he had a pretty crappy life. It was crappy for numerous reasons, just the least of which was that he was a duck. 
Spanky was like any other duck out there[footnoteRef:49]. Feathers, webbed feet, a bill; all the usual things were present and accounted for. But then, just as things seemed to be going so well – he’d graduated college, was about to get a really awesome job – he was in a slight accident. Slight is relative of course – there was little to no property damage. But he did lose the use of his legs. His Thomas the Tank Engine lunch box would never be the same again either. [49:  Excluding the awesomeness of Darkwing, obviously.] 

Poor Spanky. 
He tried so hard in physical therapy, but after 6 months his little webbed feet still wouldn’t move - the day his wheelchair was delivered was the day he almost gave up on his own life.  The chair arrived, carried by two big strong burly delivery men. They took it out of the box, positioned it carefully in the foyer, placed Spanky carefully in it, and left.
And there was Spanky, sitting in a wheelchair, legs all a-broken. He sighed. What he needed was an extra thick double malt chocolate shake. Extra cream on top and a surprise cherry suspended somewhere inside the glass. He reached down to grasp the wheels and push himself forward, but nothing happened. Spanky blinked. He tried to grab the wheels again, but came up empty.
Spanky is a duck. He has wings. Wings have an annoying habit of being all aerodynamical[footnoteRef:50] and strangely lacking in fingers. When he tried to grasp the wheels, all he did was brush his wing tips past the rims. It seems the hospital didn’t send him a wheel chair that was duck enabled. [50:  This is a real word. Seriously.] 

After his tears dried up, Spanky tried to think of what he could do. His nurse had gone home, thinking she wasn’t needed anymore. The delivery men were miles away by now. He couldn’t reach his phone from the chair to call for help anyway.
Without feet, he could only think of one other thing he could use to get a grip on the wheel – his beak. And so there was Spanky, sadly bent over on his wheelchair tugging along the top of the left hand wheel, the only result being that his chair turned on the spot, and he was now facing a blank white wall.
“Quack[footnoteRef:51],” came the hauntingly sorrowful tone of one very depressed duck.  [51:  You won’t believe how long it took to decide how to spell that word. There were many drafts with different spellings. How do you spell it in such a way as to reflect sadness? You should see my IM history – several people had opinions, all of them different. In the end I decided simple was best.] 

He tried again, and turned on the spot again. He tried the other wheel, and turned back again. He could move both wheels at once, and so he was still utterly stuck.
Poor Spanky.
It was a day and a half later when his nurse came back to check up and rescued him from trapped state. He was eventually shipped an electric wheelchair with one of those sticks on the arm for driving it, and so he settled into his usual daily crippled-duck routine. Wake up, eat breakfast, sit around, eat lunch, sit around, eat dinner, sit around, and go to bed.
After several years of this Spanky wanted to change his routine a little – it was starting to get a wee bit boring. There really were so many possibilities out there, his head positively span at the thought of it. After a lot of careful thinking, planning, and research, Spanky finally decided on starting a new hobby.
And he chose smoking as this hobby. This allowed for some variation in his day, and he was content again. Wake up, smoke, eat breakfast, smoke, eat lunch, smoke, eat dinner, smoke, and go to bed. Yes, this was much better, he thought.
Fast forward a few years. Spanky is a little older, no wiser, and still a cripple. And now he has emphysema. There’s an oxygen tank strapped to the back of his wheelchair, and a mask hangs permanently round his neck. 
“Quack,” comes the rasping baritone of one very sick duck, amongst various gasps, wheezes and coughs.
Poor Spanky.
Experimental surgery can be a blessing and a curse. Sometimes it works, sometimes it doesn’t. The doctors all explain very carefully how they don’t know for sure what will happen, only what they think will happen. But no promises can be made. If you’re willing to take the risk, there’s a chance that you come out better than you were before. Better. Faster. Stronger.[footnoteRef:52] [52:  We can rebuild him. We have the technology.] 

When the doctors offered Spanky a chance to be world’s first duck to have a lung transplant, he jumped at the chance. Metaphorically speaking of course – he was too weak and cancer riddled to actually jump. Even if he wasn’t, he was a cripple remember? Man you guys are stupid sometimes.
After the surgery it looked like everything was fine. And for the first few days this was true. But then they discovered two things. The first was just unfortunate; no one had bothered to check the medical history of the organ donor. It ends up that instead having a set of cancer riddled lungs, he had a nice shiny new set of slightly cancer riddled lungs. Sure, he wasn’t going to die anytime soon, and sure, he wasn’t on an oxygen tank. But he still had a hell of a wheeze.
The second thing was a case of doctor’s error. While performing the surgery the doctor somehow slipped and pinched a nerve. It’s still unknown which nerve it was, but a nerve was pinched. It’s quite amusing how the brain works sometimes, and a duck’s brain is just as hard to understand as anyone else’s. Spanky was left with a permanent erection, and not even an afternoon spent thinking about his grandmother naked could take it away.
Sure, this sounds great, right? The girls will love him, you say. But remember, he’s a wheelchair ridden cancerous duck. A penis that never deflates no matter how much you ride it is attractive, sure, but it pales in comparison to having to disconnect a colostomy bag and taking out the catheter.
If a duck is erect while sitting down, said appendage points straight down. Spanky wasn’t circumcised before his lung operation, but a few miles in his wheelchair sure made him so. Only a few weeks (and several bandages) passed before Spanky lost all feeling in the tip of his penis. Spanky could live with this, since he didn’t really have a use for his penis anyway. However there was a problem whenever he crossed certain roads. You know the ones that have trams running down the middle? There are grooves in the road for them to follow. Well if Spanky wasn’t careful crossing, his hard on would jam in one of the grooves, and he was stuck following the tracks until some kind soul could lift him out. Most of the time it was bearable, but one time a tram came. Ouch.
Poor Spanky.
And that, my friends, is the tale of poor sad little Spanky. He didn’t have too good a beginning in life, did he? But for all that went on, he kept on ducking[footnoteRef:53], as it were. He was sad, depressed and lonely, but he never gave up. And for this he was rewarded. [53:  Without the use of his legs, it’s a bit hard to go trucking.] 

After many centuries of a wasted existence[footnoteRef:54], Spanky finally found his purpose. It happened on a Thursday. All good things seem to happen a Thursday, have you noticed that? Spanky was doing his grocery shopping at the time. Just as he was reaching for the soap[footnoteRef:55] the shelf collapsed on top of him, sending him into a coma.  [54:  Did I forget to tell you? Spanky was a special duck. His life time was greatly expanded compared most other ducks.]  [55:  No, he wasn’t bending over for it.] 

Months he spent in hospital. Months. Maybe even years. But a duck on life support seems silly, and eventually the head doctor turned off his life support. You’d think this was the end of Spanky, but it wasn’t.
When he woke he was in Squishpoo, and quite a prescient ducky he’d become.
Poor Spanky, the smoking cripple duck with a hard on in a wheelchair. And he could now see into the future.


[bookmark: _Toc223324990]Chapter 9 – Every Which Way But Loose

“Ah ha!” went Nugget. “I guess it’s time to consult with Spanky.”[footnoteRef:56] [56:  Is there an echo in here?] 

There was assorted blinking and exclamations of a confused type nature. There was some running around and some standing still. A small monkey rode past on a tricycle[footnoteRef:57], and a dog howled in the distance[footnoteRef:58], but this was unrelated to the general calamity that was abounding around young Nugget (the dog that is, not the monkey). [57:  His name was Zach. Ahh, I can hear you all say. That’s who Zach is!]  [58:  His name was John and he was a Labrador. He’d gone wandering away from his owner while chasing a rabbit, and gotten himself lost. John wasn’t a stupid dog, not by any stretch of the imagination, but his nose wasn’t exactly world class. It was only after he’d followed the rabbit for several hours (and then lost it down a burrow) that he realised he had no idea at all where he was. He tried retracing his steps, but only got more and more lost, and further and further away from his happy home with plenty of food to eat and a warm place to sleep and an owner who knew just the right place to scratch. It was now a week later and he was no closer to finding his way home, and oh man was he hungry. He’d tried begging out the back of assorted restaurants§ and bakeries and such, but the best he’d got was a boot to the ribcage. Boots are not the most nutritious meal at the best of times, but when they haven’t even been boiled, let alone eaten, the only thing that can be said for them is that the calorie count is miniscule. Having given up on begging for food John tried hunting. You’d think that after his luck with the rabbit he would have realised that a hunting dog is not the ideal career choice for a dog such as him, but no, three days of blindly chasing assorted squirrels, bandicoots and domestic ginger house cats was what it took for him to come to the conclusion that a hunter he was not. He did learn to rather enjoy the taste of grass though, so while he was constantly hungry he never actually starved to death. Have you ever tasted grass? Yeah, John had some eccentricities. Eventually he arrived at Nestlé town – yes, the very one at which the evil Tilly Tonka had just been vanquished – and this at least solved the hunger problem. Dogs are very unfussy when it comes to finding eating things (as we well know now – I still think grass is eww), and this town had an amazing amount of chocolate scraps sprinkled everywhere. You know that old tale about how you shouldn’t feed a dog chocolate because it’s bad for them? Believe me, you should listen to that one. After gorging for two days on dirt covered chocolate chunk after chocolate chunk, John all of a sudden felt all aquiver. Just as he was getting used to this sensation, he felt a small rumbly in his tumbly. Then there was a larger rumbly in his tumbly. A rather disconcerting vibration followed this, which subsided almost immediately. Then it came back. Then it subsided again. Then it came back. Then his legs felt rather trembly.  At this stage, John was pretty sure he needed to poo. He took himself past the outskirts of town to a nearby meadow and assumed the standard pose – he might be eccentric, but he had some sense of decorum. In the middle of the street is not a place one poos. Especially not one the size that he had a feeling was about to be delivered. After much huffing and puffing and squeezing and pushing the deed was done. At least, he thought it was. Just as he was getting his breath back there was a repeat of all the above mentioned rumbles and quivers and vibrations and such. So then there came more huffing and puffing and such. John felt much better (as we all do, I’m sure) and turned to look at what he’d just created (again, as we all do, I’m sure) and stopped. Sitting there on the ground was not a large pile of dog turd. No, what was sitting there was quite surprising. I don’t mean surprising to a dog, but surprising even to us people. Seriously. How often when cleaning up after your dog do you find, not a turd, but a frog? Not just any frog either. This frog was wearing a space helmet and sitting upon a pony that for some reason was coloured a rather girly shade of pink. And this pony had its tail up in the air allowing a jet of soap bubbles to come shooting out its ass. I told you it was surprising – it’s certainly not the sort of thing you’d expect to find while clearing your back lawn with a pooper scooper. John sniffed at said frog, and whined. The frog looked curiously at John and raised one of its hands. This itself would be surprising, given that frogs don’t ordinarily wave at you, but this was more-so, since in its hand was a rather futuristic looking laser. It was all roundy and glowy and sleek and things of that nature. The frog shot a bright red laser beam into John’s flank – and finally we now discover why John had howled in the distance. You’d howl too if you got shot with a laser wouldn’t you? And so we get to the moral of this little tale. No matter how much he cries, no matter how much he begs, never, never, feed your dog chocolate. Yeah, I know, that sounded almost as dire as when Rand Peltzer was laying down the rules to Billy didn’t it? Ok, so maybe the consequences aren’t quite as bad as feeding Gizmo after midnight, but my point still stands – you’ll be in for one interesting surprise. 
§ Lady and the Tramp style would have been nice, but when is anything like in the movies?] 

“Spanky’s a myth!” exclaimed Edgarb.
“That’s right!” co-exclaimed Phil.
“Who’s Spanky?” co-co-exclaimed Bambi.
“See Chapter 8,” answered Nugget[footnoteRef:59]. [59:  Teehee.] 

Bambi’s eyes glazed over and went all skitchy. Back and forth and up and down they went. It looked quite neat actually. “Ah!” she exclaimed. “Now I understand. You mean he’s really real?”
Nugget nodded. “Yes, he really is really real. As really real as ever there was. And he won’t be too far away.”
And it was true too. As we’ve already learned, Spanky really was the realiest real that ever really realed. And he really wasn’t that far away. It certainly helps when you can see the future of course; since Spanky knew that they would be coming, he positioned himself handily to save them the effort of having to go too far. Speaking of making sure they arrived safely...
Zach tricycled his way back to the group. “Wassup bitches?” he said[footnoteRef:60]. Normally a monkey’s vocabulary is limited to different forms of eek and ook - obviously Zach was pretty special. He wore a little red hat and a black vest with gold trim, plus the cutest pair of tiny yellow sneakers. The sneakers were a little scuffed at the toes, but given how remarkable the rest of him was, I think we can forgive him. [60:  Fuck me! A talking monkey!] 

Edgarb and Phil and Bambi all blinked at this occurrence[footnoteRef:61], but Nugget just smiled. “Ahh, Zach, thanks for coming. Give us a moment, and we’ll be ready to follow you.” Zach nodded and sat patiently waiting. [61:  Actually, I must reiterate here, Phil didn’t. Man I don’t think I’m ever going to get sick of this joke.] 

“I’m sure you’re all wondering about the monkey,” Nugget explained. “He serves a simple but crucial purpose. Little Zach here has only one job – he’s our guide. If Zach doesn’t show up to lead you, then you know you’re not meant to visit with Spanky.”
“But if we didn’t even know we were going to see Spanky, how does Zach know to come?” Phil asked.
“Spanky can see the future. He sees that we will be coming, and so he sends Zach out to bring us to him.”
“And what if Spanky forgets? If he sees that we’re coming but doesn’t get around to sending Zach, and if the only way we can get to Spanky is with Zach’s help, then we won’t actually see Spanky and his vision will have been wrong.”
Nugget thought about this. “There’s something wrong with that, but I can’t put my finger on what it is,” and he scratched his head as he pondered. “It’s probably best to leave it alone. If we talk about it too much, more plot holes and space-time continuum flaws will be uncovered than you can find in the Back To The Future and the Bill & Ted movies –combined!”
Having all decided that yes, the best thing to do is to probably not think about it, the ‘bitches’ simply formed a line behind Zach. 
“Lead on, monkey man[footnoteRef:62]!” Nugget yelled, drawing a relatively unfriendly stare from Zach. “Sorry, I meant...uh, lead on, monkey sir!” [62:  By saying monkey man I was certainly not trying to imply any sort of similarity to the apes from the Planet of said monkey like entity. Of course, that being said you have to admit that Helena Bonham Carter was quite doable, was she not? I digress. It was Nugget that said it, not me, and really, given that he’s a baby in young man’s body, can we really take too seriously anything he might have to say? No, I don’t think so either. Well, except maybe for the Spanky part – that turned out to be true. And he knew who Zach was too, so perhaps what I really mean is that while he can’t be taken seriously, he can be believed. Some of the time. With hindsight. You know what I like about monkeys? They’re just so damn cute! Especially the ones that wear little monkey sized diapers. I would prefer not to think about changing those diapers though. Can you imagine wiping a monkey’s ass? Ok, maybe you can now, but generally speaking it’s not something you really want to do. Unless you’re a vet. Or have a pet monkey. Or are really rather strange. Are you strange? Does monkey poo turn you on? I bet it does. If you’ve read this far it’s probably pretty likely you’ve at least got strange-ish tendencies. You know what else is strange? Purple giraffes. Not just any purple giraffe either, but a purple giraffe sitting in front of a Christmas tree while eating apples. Seriously. It might sound sorta random and messed up, but if you were to walk into your living room and see that sight, wouldn’t you think it was pretty strange? I would. I’d also consider it pretty strange if I walked into my living room and discovered that the world had come to an end. Especially strange would be if I lost the ability to randomly babble stupid things. I like babbling. Babbling words. Babbling brook. I quite enjoy fishing, I must say. It’s quite relaxing, sitting there on the bank, dangling your hook in the water. I don’t even care if I catch anything – the joy is in the doing, not in the having. The joy is also in the smearing yourself in frosting and rolling around on the front lawn. Hey now, don’t knock it until you try it. If you’ve tried it and you still don’t like it – well, I guess it’s time to admit I wasn’t listening anyway. Ok, so my plan was to fill yet another page with a footnote. Last time was a self contained story – this time, random babbling, plus a bit of reader-writer interaction. Do you like the way I’ve been asking you questions? I like to make you feel wanted – and you really are wanted. Honest. It’s just a shame I have no way of hearing your answers. I’d really like to know what you think. Nevermind, I can at least still keep you entertained with ...with...umm...ok, so now I’ve finally lost track of what I was saying. Why don’t you just go back to the top of the page and keep on reading, what say?] 

And soon they were gone, with only the squeak of the tricycle’s wheels to be heard in the distance[footnoteRef:63]. [63:  Oh, and by the way, did I mention yet how much I love the Nightmare on Elm Street movies? Even the ones that suck are great. Nancy was never that hot, I must admit, but it was pretty cool that Johnny Depp was in two of them.‡
‡ Please believe me when I state most categorically that I do not prefer the men folk over the ladies. Almost always I’ll take the women folk every time. But...you know...Johnny Depp! Who wouldn’t sacrifice his anal virginity for a piece of that? Ooh, or Christian Slater.] 

*
It was approximately twenty seven and a half minutes later and the four companions stood outside an ominous looking cave. Zach had marched them over a couple of hills and not that far away and brought them to the exact spot in which they now stood. He pointed at the cave, waved nonchalantly, and pedalled out of sight.
As they waited for the sounds of the squeaks to fade into the distance, Edgarb studied the cave entrance. It wasn’t really that different from any other cave. It wasn’t full of booby traps and giant boulders that chase you out. It certainly wasn’t cavernous and filled with computers and armour-covered cars. There was no secret entrance into it via a grating under the fireplace. No hotel that had been swallowed up during an earthquake in the 20s was hidden inside. And there was definitely no whomping willow guarding the entrance. It had the usual spider’s webs and dank corners, stalactites and stalagmites, bats that got tangled in your hair and animal skeletons in the back corner, but it really wasn’t that interesting[footnoteRef:64]. [64:  Also, in case you were wondering, this cave is not in any way similar to the one that can be found inside an asteroid field, where mynocks inhabit the stomachs of space slugs.] 

Just a cave.
Actually ominous probably isn’t the right word. Not from the outside anyway. Sure, the inside still had all that stuff – the bats and bones and so forth – but outside it was rather...gaudy. It would have been quite plain if it wasn’t for the gold bead curtain across the entrance. Or the big red flashing neon sign above stating clearly that S ANKY  IVES HER[footnoteRef:65]. It also would have been nice if some of the letters in the sign weren’t broken. The enormous flashing golden arrow pointing at the cave mouth was a bit over the top too. [65:  Once he realised his mistake Edgarb would never admit to it, but until he did, mind readers would have heard Edgarb’s thoughts following this path: Who is SANKY? Who is HER? Just how do you IVE anyway? Does she like being IVEd? Does it hurt? Can I try?] 

Perhaps the worst of all – yes, there’s more – was the carnie folk. A rickety wooden podium[footnoteRef:66] had been erected to one side, and on this podium stood a dwarf[footnoteRef:67]. He was dressed in a lime green lounge suit[footnoteRef:68], a sparkly silver cane gripped in one hand and a black bowler hat was tipped jauntily across his bald head. His face had been painted white with two bright red spots dabbed on his cheeks.  [66:  Or was it a platform?]  [67:  Or was it a midget?]  [68:  Or was it a lemon yellow canary outfit? No, probably not.] 

“Roll up! Roll up! Come see the oracle! Spanky lives inside this cave, and for just a small donation he can answer all your questions! Life’s mysteries will be solved! Roll up! Roll up! Come see the oracle!” The dwarf did a little dance as he recited all this; feet were tapping, his arms were all a-jiggy, and he finished off with a little twirl – before starting it over again. It was quite fascinating actually; it was a bit like seeing a car wreck – you just couldn’t look away.
“Fuck me!” said Edgarb. “A talking elf![footnoteRef:69]” [69:  Or was it a leprechaun?] 

“Don’t you mean a leprechaun?[footnoteRef:70]” asked Bambi. [70:  Finally, I got one right!] 

“Oh yeah,” said Edgarb.
“That’s no leprechaun!” said Nugget. “It’s a space station.”
“It’s too small to be a space station,” Phil said.
“I have a very bad feeling about this,” went Edgarb.
“Yeah, I think you’re right. Full reverse!” Phil said. “Bambi, lock in the auxiliary power.”
They tried to pull back, but the leprechaun kept enticing them to come on in, drawing them closer with each jig and twirl and tap.
Edgarb looked concerned. “Why are we still moving closer?”
“We’re caught in a tractor beam,” Phil muttered. “He’s pulling us in!”
“But there’s got to be something you can do!”
“There’s nothing I can do about it kid,” Phil answered. “I’m just a fish. I’m not even being drawn towards him; you’re the one carrying me closer. But he’s not going to get me without a fight.”
Nugget put a hand on Edgarb’s shoulder and looked at them both. “We can’t win. But there are alternatives to fighting.” He looked over at Bambi too. “On three, we run for it – straight past him and into the cave. Got it?”
They all nodded.
“One...”
Edgarb braced himself.
“Two...”
Bambi scratched her armpit. Being a rabbit she was always ready to bound away quickly; there was no preparation required. Phil however, being unable to run but wanting to participate anyway, clenched certain muscles tightly and began swimming laps of his bowl as fast as he could.
“Three!”
They all dashed towards the leprechaun, almost knocking themselves out on the podium-platformy-thing, before whooshing past and into the waiting cave mouth.
As they all stopped to catch their breath – and to regret not having found a torch first – Nugget said “That worked great. I don’t know how we’re going to get out yet, but at least we didn’t have to pay the cover charge.”


[bookmark: _Toc223324991]Chapter 10 – There’s A Theodor In My Geisel
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The group moved on deeper and deeper below,
There was not much confidence which way to go.
The passages split in two ways - they divided.
Go left or go right, now they were undecided.[footnoteRef:71] [71:  Well gosh look at this, it seems that I can rhyme.
I knew I was smart but this skill is sublime.
Prepare for some fun, for some games and frivolity,
As we go on an adventure of supreme quality.] 


It was dark to the left, but way off to the right,
They could see the walls clear, there was plenty of light.
But the left seemed all right and the right clearly wrong.
The left seemed all right and they felt that so long

As they went with their instincts they would be ok.
For surely the great magic duck he just may
Be all seeing, all knowing and keep them all safe.
In this way they did make him to be their failsafe.

And so into the dark the friends went with a clutter.
“This is taking forever,” you could hear Bambi mutter.
The dark drew them on with an ominous silence
While the bunny kept mumbling things about violence.

But then Ed stumbled over and scraped his backside.
“It is getting too dark,” our prince sobbed and he cried.
He started to shake and he started to shudder.
“I want to get out of here, I want my mother!”

Now Bambi she put her arms round little Ed.
She hugged him quite close and she patted his head.
“Don’t worry,” she said with a small little smile.
“There’s not much to go; it will all be worthwhile.”
“I don’t care,” said young Ed. “I just want my mummy.
The dark is all scary and I have a sore tummy.
How I wish that this dark would just go far away.
I do! I do wish it! I wish it today.”

Phil looked up at Ed and then winked a sly wink.
“I think I know something to help you I think.
I know I perhaps should have mentioned before...”
And then Phil was aglow like a radiant ball.

“Hooray,” said prince Edgarb, “I can see my own hand.”
(But he had to admit that his hand it was bland.)
“Ok, this is good, I’m not scared - I agree.
Now let us all rush to the duck we must see.”

“Now wait just one minute,” demanded the rabbit.
“Since when did this luminousness become habit?
Is there something that you should be telling to us?”
She sarcastically said to him, “There’s no rush.”[footnoteRef:72] [72:  Tell me, have you ever seen luminousness
Be used with such skill in a book by Doc Seuss?
Oh really? You have not? Then I think I’ve impressed!
Though I imagine the Doc is rather distressed.] 



“Now! Now! Have no fear, have no fear,” said the fish.
“There’s nothing to fear, I can promise you this.
It is simply explained I’m just slow to come clean.
So think yourself back to the time we were green.

“When strangers could exploit the trust we did show,
But nothing bad ever was allowed to go.
I chose to set forth on a big exploration.
I went very quickly, I went with frustration.

“For you see I had got very bored with my place.
I was scared that my precious life would go to waste.
My pond it was pretty and nice and so clean,
But I wanted some action, not calm and serene.

“Across my small dam and up stream of the river,
I took myself deftly, my fins all aquiver.
The excitement it gripped me, I thought I would burst,
But wouldn’t you know I got myself lost first?

“I tried to return to my comfortable home,
But no luck! I was sad and I felt all alone.
This part of the world I had not been before.
Twas spooky and scary and I started to draw

“My breath in short breaths, I was getting a fright.
And before I knew, it was turning to night.
Remember my friends that I was a young fella,
My life to this point was spent ‘neath an umbrella
[image: ]
Of safety and comfort and things of that kind.
But now I was free it was there in my mind
That the water was cold and although I’m a fish
I still like to be warm and so I made a wish.

“Up to the heavens I looked and I prayed.
‘Oh Angel up there, do please help me away
From this place, I am lost, I am scared and I’m cold.
Please do something now to make me feel bold’

“A flash in the sky showed that I had been heard.
With a rumble of thunder, I uttered a word.
‘Well fuck me!’ said young me. ‘I am a talking fish,
All of this from a wish - that’s so amateurish.’[footnoteRef:73] [73:  I know that by now you’re well sick of this joke.
But I warn you my ire you must not provoke.
Many of these jokes have been put here for you,
But many are simply to amuse myself too.] 


“As I wondered and thought my skin started to glow,
Just like you can see me do now, don’t you know?
The Angel had heard me and answered my prayer,
But it seems she gave no thought to if I would care.


“With this glow I could see and it did warm me up.
My new voice made me feel strong from bottom to top.
I cried for a moment and then thought with a flurry 
If I could control it I had no need to worry.

“At this stage by the way, it had come to midnight.
I wasn’t home yet but forgotten my fright.
It just goes to show that distractions are good –
I could sort this out, I was sure that I could. 

“I tried really hard to get my light to stop.
It didn’t quite work - I fell down with a flop.
I clenched tight my buttocks and wrinkled my brow,
I was adamant that I would get it somehow.[footnoteRef:74] [74:  Now before you ask me how could he have buttocks
I would like to remind you that cells don’t have stomachs
You may not think that my point here makes much sense
But you might get it more if you were not so dense.] 


“Attempting to do it again was no failure,
One more time and I darkened! Successful behaviour!
I then tried to go bright but it just did not work.
I pushed and I shoved and my tail fin hurt.

“It took many attempts to get it to go,
I had to just make myself go with the flow.
So now I am able to brighten and dim,
I can see my way fine when I go for a swim.

“But now I’ve not needed its aid for some time.
So I’m sorry my friends but it just slipped my mind.
And now you all know how I got my strange powers,
Should we carry on? We’ve been in here for hours.”

Edgarb looked pleased and he smiled at the fish bowl.
“Terrific,” said he. “Now let’s go for a stroll.”
While Bambi was nonplussed she just gave a sigh,
And away she did go passing all the boys by.

The group they moved deeper; and deeper they went.
The tunnels they twisted, they twirled and they bent.
The darkness crept closer but Phil kept it at bay.
Nugget looked round and then went on to say,


“You know guys, it’s strange,” he said with a small nod
“A duck that can see into the future is odd.
I wonder just how much help he’s gonna be.
I think that we’ll just have to wait and to see.”

“Hey Nugget you dick,” said Bambi with a glare.
“It was you who suggested for us to go there.
Stop acting so dumb you cock-sucking retardo.
We are almost there, round this corner we go.”

The corner was close and around they did follow.
They arrived at a door –knock knock – it was hollow.
A shuffling and scraping was evident next
A small hiccup followed which made them perplexed

“I’m starting to wonder if this is the right place,”
Phil said from his glow-pot, concern on his face.
“I know that we trusted we’d get here by feel
But creepy strange noises were not part of the deal.

“Dark is ok, it can’t hurt us that much
But squeakings and scratchings and whistles and such
Get right on my nerves and bend me out of shape
Get ready to run guys we might need to escape

A small click was heard from behind the dark door
And it opened up slowly, scratching the floor.
What was inside? The dark didn’t well bode.
Then a figure emerged, dressed in a monks robe

He was like a mutant, some kind of experiment.
His injuries surely must have been an impediment.
His eyes had no pupils, just pure ivory.
His mouth was sewn shut, it looked like agony.

He wipes very careful a monocle lens,
And looks over carefully each of the friends.
With one gnarled old finger he beckons them follow,
His staff tapping on the stone floor sounded hollow.[footnoteRef:75] [75:  Yes I know it is strange that white eyes needs a monocle
I just wanted to use it here in this chronicle.
There’s many words to try to find a rhyme for
So I’ll do it ipso facto etc therefore.] 



Some stairs that were rickety led to a large hall.
Some care must be taken that they did not fall.
The walls lined with armour suits wielding nerf guns,
At the end a gold throne that must have weighed tons.

The throne wasn’t empty, Spanky was sitting there,
Even though he was normally in his wheelchair.
It was encrusted in jewels and had a hole in the base
Especially for keeping his hard on in place.
[image: ]

His cigarette he grabs and gives it a suck,
Then “Quack,” comes the sad little cry of the duck.
He chokes for a moment, he coughs and he hacks.
“Quack,” he then gasps. “Quack Quack 
Quack Quack Quack.”
“Well poop,” says the Nugget, while it sounded doleful.
“He only speaks duck and that is unhelpful.
Does anyone happen to have a translator?
We will have to figure this out sooner or later.”

“Well Nugget I’m sorry,” the cute bunny sighed.
“You’re not a retardo,” she apologised.
“Dumb asses like you give retards a bad rap,
You’re worse than a crusty old lady’s cunt flap.”[footnoteRef:76] [76:  For helping, a thank you to my buddy Beth.
She thinks that to write this I’ve had to take meth.
But while I’ve been sober the bulk of this issue,
Without her to watch I’d have not splooged my tissue.] 



A shuffling noise told of the monk’s slow return.
He glowered at them, looking so very stern.
A snap of his fingers and a flash of bright light,
A pop of their ears and their skin felt quite tight.

The monk in his socks turned and hobbled back out,
Spanky looked at them and started to shout.
“Can you all understand what I’m saying this time?
I’m a cripple-duck, you can’t expect me to mime.”[footnoteRef:77] [77:  Oh my! What a blatant use of the word socks.
But it lets us be able to see this neat fox.
And that really is all I set out to achieve. 
Stop reading this now. Go on. You may leave.] 


[image: ]
Phil nodded and said to the duck there before him,
“Yes Spanky, and thank you, for our tale is sure grim.
We’re happy that you took the time to see us four,
So what should we do ‘fore you show us the door?”

The duck looked them over and studied the lot.
He liked what he saw and thought of a plot
To make them do something for him for a change,
As well him helping them too: an exchange.

“It’s funny you ask it that way” said the drake.
“My gifts are so often given with no take.
But what you are asking is hard and needs work.
So you’re going to have to go get something first.”


“I know that you’re tired and in need of a rest.
But your work isn’t done, to this I attest.
You might think that I am being a big pest.
But for me you have to perform a big quest.

“It is simple, this job that I lay before thee.
There are some little things you must go find for me.
These items I say that you have to find three.
I know this is easy, I’m sure you’ll agree”

Edgarb looked at Phil and Phil looked at Bambi
The prince said, “Oh great, this is just dandy.
After all we have done to get into this place,
The oracle sends us out on a goose chase.

“What is it you want us to find, Mr Duck?
You know that without you we are really stuck.
Since you give us no choice we will have to do it.
Give us our list and we’ll work our way through it.”

The duck, he did blink, and he had a long drink.
To give in so quickly it sure made him think.
He was not expecting for them to agree,
It was just for a laugh; just to see the degree

Of what it would take just to make them all break.
This certainly now made him very awake.
He thought long and hard of just what he could use;
He already had himself plenty of booze.

No cigs were wanted, no food was desired.
And then he realised what he wanted acquired.
He knew, finally, what he was lusting for,
“Go and get me a Wench! And a Slut! And a Whore!

“I told you that there were three things you should get,
And then when you find them make sure they are wet.
I shan’t and I won’t have to worry or fret.
I just want to occasionally raise a sweat.

“By getting me three lovely pieces of ass,
I’ll tell to you all what you need to get past.
And then you continue your journey on to
The wonderful, fantastic land of Squishpoo.”

The old monk, he came back, coming in from the rear.
And round them all up to the stairs he did steer.
They thanked Spanky profusely and then went to go
Back up to the caves they had wandered so slow.

“How the hell do we do it?” asked young prince Edgarb.
“This is totally fucked,” he said loud with a barb.
Bambi and Nugget they nodded in union.
They all looked as if they were needing communion

Then the fish said, “Look! Look!”  
And the fish shook with fear.
“There was a strange noise over there, did you hear?”
They all rushed as fast as they could to the top.
They all rushed until they all were needing to drop.
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They got to the last little cave on the way.
At the end of the tunnel they could see signs of day.
They slowed down and looked all relieved, it is true,
They’d survived and not one was a snack for a grue. 

As they walked their way out of the cave they were in,
A strange creature appeared and he gave them a grin.
This creature looked feline, I tell you no lie.
And for some odd reason he wore a bow tie.
 
He had a nice hat that was striped white and red.
It was tall and it perched on the top of its head.
He gave them a wink and he gave them a smile.
He opened his mouth with a face full of guile.

“If you’d asked the duck nicely he would have relented.
This quest it is something you could have prevented.
You guys were stupid, you’re now stuck with it suckers.
I wish you good luck on your search, motherfuckers!”[footnoteRef:78] [78:  It was all just about to come to a smooth end,
When, “Hey there you guys!” came the voice of our friend.
There at the mouth of the cave was the brat.
“And now I’m all done,” said the Cat in the Hat. ] 

[bookmark: _Toc223324992]Chapter 11 – Of Clowns and Bums

You know, I was wondering – and hopefully you have too – what exactly has Morlin been up to? We met her once a few chapters ago, and haven’t heard a peep since.[footnoteRef:79] [79:  Can you believe just how good it does feel?
Not writing in rhyme any more is unreal.
Don’t get me wrong, I had plenty of fun.
But it was really hard work and I’m glad to be finished with it.] 

For the last two weeks she’d been travelling, and it hadn’t been any kind of fun at all. Crossing deep, dirty creeks; warding off wild violent animals; getting mosquito bite after mosquito bite; defusing bombs; such is the life for a freelance gun-hating expert of absolutely everything.[footnoteRef:80] [80:  Ha! Did you think I’d forget? I bet you had, but not me!] 

It hadn’t started all bad, she reminded herself. The utter joy at such freedom – being able to just walk around, look at what you want, stop and smell the flowers if you feel like it – oh, it was divine. That first day had been magical, and that’s a pretty big call from a sorceress. What you or I might call magical is something she would call normal. She had imagined that she was an interesting sight to see indeed, had anyone seen her. A grown man skipping gaily down a meadow path, yellow daisy tucked behind his ear – well, yes. It was pretty damn gay, if she did say so herself.[footnoteRef:81] [81:  Well, she didn’t say it. Not out loud. She thought it. You could say that she spoke it internally perhaps, but really, is there that much difference between thought and an inner voice? Ooh, how philosophical!] 

Someone had seen her, matter of fact. Behind some bushes as she skipped on past was a family of four eating their morning tea. They weren’t hiding deliberately, it was just a comfy spot. A side effect of which was that Morlin hadn’t an inkling of their presence, so wrapped in her thoughts of daisies and blue skies and laying down in a corn field and masturbating pleasantly in the open air.[footnoteRef:82]  [82:  Wouldn’t you if you had a penis for the first time?] 

The Fnuckles were a simple family. They had their farm, their cottage, their cows, and their chickens. Once in a while they made themselves a picnic to take out to the meadow, just for fun. A loving family were the Fnuckles, and while they hadn’t much money, they had plenty of love to give to the children.
In case you were wondering, although it really is so very unimportant – especially since they’re never going to be mentioned again after this – the Fnuckles were a family of four. Harvey and Marigold had met when they were in school, and were married when he graduated (she was two years younger, and left not long after the wedding due to pregnancy issues). When she finally popped two babies came out – Billy Jim and Billy Jean. Billy Jim Fnuckle looked oddly like an orang-utan. Billy Jean Fnuckle, having reached the impressive age of 7 (it’s impressive when you’re there, even if it’s no big deal to those of us that are way – way - past it) had a tendency to wear one white sequined glove and reach for her groin constantly. 
Harvey wasn’t really sure how it was that his children ended up being so odd. He didn’t mind though. He himself, when walking down the street, was often stopped and asked if he was Pennywise the clown. It’s not like he tried to look like that, it was just this hair was red, and no matter what he did, it just wouldn’t stay down. [footnoteRef:83] Marigold was often confused for a lame penguin, but that was completely understandable, given that she looked like she’d been smacked the face with a cast iron frypan that happened to be cooking nine day old salmon at the time. [83:  It probably didn’t help having point-filed teeth that dripped blood.] 

However, retardations aside, they did love each other, and enjoyed spending time together.  You’re probably wondering where the hell I’m going with all this. I just wanted you to meet the Fnuckles. They’re a nice bunch.
Harvey was just lifting a piece of spiced apple sausage to his mouth when he happened to glance through the bushes. His jaw fell open and his sausage, rather than going into his mouth – as is normal when one is trying to consume comestibles – left a trail of apple sauce along his ear. Marigold (or Goldie, as she was normally known) saw her husband trying to insert his meal into the wrong orifice, and looked up as well. It was at this point that Goldie was now available to join the local wet t-shirt competition team. Her cabbage juice, having originally been intended for consumption, ran down her chest and pooled in her lap. Ordinarily that could be construed as kinda sexy (Harvey would certainly have thought so) but there was children around – and besides, Harvey wasn’t paying her any attention, distracted as he was by the sight he saw. Goldie, now distracted too, still hadn’t noticed the rather damp feeling she was experiencing.
The Billies, both Jean and Jim, had by now noticed that their parents had seen something distracting and turned to look too.
“Cor,” said Goldie. “I didn’t know MacGyver was gay!”
Harvey nodded. “Uh-huh and why the hell does he have an erection?”
“Mum, get out of the road!” the Billies yelled. They peered and they peeped, but by then whatever it was that their parents had been so distracted by was gone.
Harvey and Goldie looked at each other, shrugged, and wiped themselves up. “Come on kids,” Harvey said. “Let’s get home.”
And they left.
Morlin was aware of none of this. She skipped on, happy as a clam.[footnoteRef:84] Through the hills, beside pleasant little streams, and yes, a quick stop in a corn field. It was rather strange actually, keeping her fingers in a circle instead of straight. But she soon got the hang of it. [84:  Clam!] 

That night though, that’s when things started to go wrong. She holed up for the night under a haystack, and fell asleep. But she didn’t sleep for long. Oh no, didn’t last long at all.


*
Huck was a bum. 
He wasn’t just any bum either, but a professional one. He put a massive amount of work into making sure that he never did any work. I know this doesn’t really make sense, but it does. Really. 
Huck spends his life wandering from place to place. He’d stow away on trains occasionally, but most of the time he just walked. There’s something pleasant about strolling along a country lane, listening to the birds cheep and the wind rustling through the trees. It was this sort of thing that made him happy to be alive, and to the laziest bum in all the land. 
He hadn’t always been lazy. His parents were rich. Not just rich, but rich. Massive amounts of money really don’t instil in anyone a sense of value. Everything is disposable, as everything can be replaced. And this was the problem.  As a child he’d been neglected. His parent’s, full to the brim with money and not even a toe’s worth of common sense between them, basically had no clue about how to raise a child. The constant partying, the constant gambling, the constant drinking – Huck (or Henry Charles Ewing Snotworth the Fourth, as he’d been known back before his bum days) had nothing to do himself except eat, drink and spend money.
Once he turned 21, he was completely sick of living in this way. There are only so many times you can entertain yourself with a can of whipped cream and a golf club. So he packed his bag with a few changes of underwear, and hit the road. He never looked back.
If he wasn’t travelling he’d fill his days stealing food, taunting small animals, and generally doing as little as possible. Today he’d been in a village hanging out behind the butcher’s shop. Awesome places for eating were butchers. The amount of perfectly good offal that got thrown out was just amazing. Today he’d actually managed to befriend the butcher, so he was able to bum some off-cuts – raw pigskin was today’s menu. Amazingly tasty it was, and oh so chewy. That stuff lasts for hours.
Having obtained a full stomach to sleep on (it didn’t always happen you know, there was many a night that he had a growly tummy to fall asleep to) he decided it was time to bed down for the night. Normally at places such as this he’d take himself to just outside the village and find a nice comfy barn to bed down in.[footnoteRef:85] But for some odd reason none of the farms around this village had any barns. He traipsed all around the village outskirts, but nothing.  [85:  The trick to sleeping in a barn is to make sure you’re up and away before dawn. When the farmer gets up at dawn to milk the cows he’s generally pretty cranky, so a night’s lodging is almost always demanded. One time, quite by accident, he’d overslept. But unlike other times when this had happened, it wasn’t the farmer who discovered him, but the farmer’s daughter. Instead of payment, she demanded something else entirely, and who was he to complain? It only happened the once though, much as he tried. His ass held the scars of his many failed attempts at finding more daughters. Why do so many farmers keep pitchforks handy anyway?] 

This has happened once before, and he’d discovered the hard way that it was simply explained – the place he’d been in at the time was in tornado country. No one bothered building barns, since they kept being blown down anyway. He was pretty sure that this time he wasn’t in tornado country, so it was just odd.
Barns weren’t completely necessary anyway, especially in the summer, which it was right now. Summer, that is, not necessary. On a night like this, where the air was warm, the stars were bright, and the breeze wasn’t too cold, why, it was a perfect night for haystack sleeping. You get used to the itching, and they’re oh so cool. In fact, Huck could spy himself a nice little haystack right there in the next field. He climbed the fence and into the field, stripped off, and dived in.
“AAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH,” yelled Morlin.
“AAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH,” Huck yelled back.
“GETTHEFUCKOFFAME!” yelled Morlin.
“FUCKMEIT’SATALKINGFISHSHAPEDLIKEAHAYSTACK!” Huck yells.
It was at this stage that Morlin, having recovered from her initial shock, got angry. Here’s some handy advice for all of you – if you piss off an evil sorceress, do not expect to have much of a chance to apologise. Morlin mumbled under her breath and pointed. The eye-popper was one of her favourite all time spells. I don’t think it really needs describing, do you?
“AAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH,” Huck yelled again. Then he fell over dead.
*
Yes, the first day was interesting. But now it was just annoying. Things kept going wrong. Frank kept harassing every night checking up on her progress. She’d be sitting there minding her own business when out of nowhere a transparent six foot version of his head would appear and his voice would screech “Found them yet?” He seemed to get a school boyish pleasure out of making her jump and spill her tea. Sure, he understood that she was still travelling and had a lot of catching up to do, it didn’t stop him every single fucking night randomly appearing out of nowhere. It was enough to make you mental.
So now she was sick of it all. The freedom was great at first, but it really wasn’t any different to what she’d been stuck with for so long. Frank was controlling her, and seemed like it would never change. To top it all off, she’d got immensely sick of having a penis. How the hell did men put up with it normally, she wanted to know. It got in the road constantly – walking, running, even just sitting down. Her eyes still watered when she remembered what it felt like the first time she’d been absent minded and twanged her balls on the edge of a chair.
In fact, she’d had enough. Her wrist flicked, and she was herself again. No more penis. It felt so wonderful to not have that weight dragging her down anymore. It was then that she noticed the nearby cornfield...
It was an hour later. As Morlin got dressed and walked out of the cornfield you could hear her say to herself “And that’s the way it’s meant to be done.”
As she adjusted her skirt one last time, she headed of up a mountain trail, wondering to herself why there was a basket sitting on a boulder.[footnoteRef:86] [86:  Was that clue obvious enough? Think back to chapter 4.] 

[bookmark: _Toc223324993]
Chapter 12 – Broken Trails, Broken Bodies

The companions walked out of the cave, looking slightly stunned. Edgarb was the worst, his jaw hanging slack and his eyes dull. Bambi, being part rabbit, had the look of the looming headlights upon her – which I can’t help but call having gone tharn[footnoteRef:87]. [87:  Credit where credit’s due. Some may recognise it from Watership Down. I know it from the Stephen King classic The Stand, where Stu Redmond describes learning the term after reading Watership Down for himself. If you’ve read either of these books, then you know what I mean. If you haven’t, you suck, and I’m not going to tell you. Go read them ffs.] 

Phil looked the others. “So...Uhh...The whole time we were in Spanky’s cave, we spoke in rhyme, right?” He really wasn’t sure which answer he’d prefer – if it was true, then that was some heavy shit that just went down. If it wasn’t then what the hell had gone wrong with his head? Either way, he definitely considered himself in whoah! country.
“Well,” Nugget said as he slowly calmed himself down. “We’ve got three things to fetch. I’m not too sure myself what the difference between a slut and a whore is, but we have to find them.” He paused and looked around. “Any of you guys got any ideas?”
Nugget looked at Bambi. Edgarb looked at Bambi. Phil looked at Bambi. Bambi looked at Bambi, then realised she was looking at herself and looked back at the others. She frowned. “What, just because I’m a girl I’m supposed to know how to tell a slut from a whore, is that it?” She sighed.
“You’ve got girly parts under that fur don’t you? You can’t blame us for thinking that you’d know how to use them, right?” Nugget looked a little sheepish, but only a very little. He wasn’t too big a fan of sheep.
Bambi glared at them, one and all. “Well, for your information mummblehmmphblarg.”
“What was that?” Edgarb cupped a hand behind his ear. “I couldn’t quite hear you. Speak up”
Bambi hung her head a little. “I said I do actually know.” Everyone else laughed. “But my point still stands. You shouldn’t assume.” She looked at them all one last time. “Ok, so here’s the deal. A whore is easy. You pay her for sex, that’s how she makes her living. A slut is the opposite – she’ll sleep with anyone and everyone, but she gives it out for free.”
Phil nodded. “OK, that makes sense. I’ve known a few women in both categories. And a wench, well, we probably just need to find a toolbox, right? There should be wenches galore in there.”
“Yeah, I believe you’re thinking of wrench, not wench. A wench is something different.”
“My bad. Sorry. Well what’s a wench then?”
Bambi looked thoughtful at this. “It’s a little hard to define actually. I guess you could say that while she doesn’t mind the sex, and certainly gives it up for free, it’s not all there is to her.” At this Bambi then shook her head. “No, that’s not right. A wench is a slut that doesn’t always put out.” She frowned. “No, that’s not quite right either. A wench is...Ahh, fuck it. I know it when I see it. Leave it to me. I’ll find us one.”
“There’s still another problem,” Nugget reminded them. “We have no idea at all where we need to look to find them. We don’t have any idea where we are. “
Phil wasn’t concerned. “We split up.” He looked around at each of them. “We each head off in a different direction. We’ll somehow end up somewhere, and something is bound to happen to somehow get us one of the somethings we need. Then we come back here, and mission accomplished. Easy.”
No one could fault his logic, as much as they wanted to, mostly because something about the way he said his somethings mean that they somehow got sorta lost somewhere through the explanation. They all nodded their heads slowly.
“Ok, so here’s how we do it. We came from the south, so there’s no point going that way. Bambi, you go north. You’re the wench expert, so that’s what you need to find. Nugget, you can go west and find us the slut. I’m sure you’ll have no trouble with that. Edgarb and I will go whoring to the east. Once you find your special lady, come back and wait here. When we’re all back, we can take them to Spanky.”
“Well, there’s no time like the present,” said Nugget. “Let’s get it over with.” And off they all walked.[footnoteRef:88] [88:  Except for Phil. Edgarb carried him. Obviously.] 

*
Sylvia was hot. [footnoteRef:89] [89:  I’d like to thank the real Sylvia for her aid with this chapter. The first version sucked ass, and I scrapped it completely. She gave me a whole new direction to take it, which works so much better than the last one did. Hichewlove, you are wonderful my dear.] 

I don’t mean just good looking either, which she was. And she wasn’t just good looking either. She was bodice-ripping, lust-enflaming, loin-stirring hot. The way she spilled out of her corset that was cinched oh so tight, the way her short white linen skirt whispered over her thighs invitingly, the knee length black suede boots that cupped her calves just so, it was hotness extreme. If there was anyone to see her, their jaws would drop. If there was anyone to see her, of course, she’d be a lot happier too.
But what I really meant to say is that Sylvia was feeling hot. And it was getting worse, as if she was sitting inside an oven that was slowly warming to its full temperature. Her cheeks were aglow – not on fire yet, but it was building. Beads of sweat were forming on her ample chest, slowly running down between her breasts. A small barrel of water stood in the corner of her cell, and she dipped in a ladle and poured over her head. As the water ran down her face she flicked her head back and forth, swirling her shoulder length hair behind her, trying to cool the back of her neck with the breeze[footnoteRef:90]. The cold water made her gasp, and her nipples hardened as the cold liquid ran past her capacious bosom. As a sigh of pure pleasure was drawn from her lips, her deep brown eyes sparkled with satisfaction. [90:  This of course was done in slow motion, as per the standard cliché hair-flip-eye-glint-tooth-sparkle.] 

The joy was short lived. The water was only refilled once a week, and was barely enough to last a full day. It was only cold for the first 30 minutes after it was refilled, after which it was almost hot enough to steep tea. This in itself would have been ok if she had any tea to steep, but the only thing available was some soiled straps of old leather. Leather might smell nice when it’s new, but it doesn’t make a good drink, regardless of its age.[footnoteRef:91] [91:  Seriously. Try it some time. It’s not pleasant.] 

Her cell was quite sparse. Old straw was heaped in the corner, next to a slop bucket for holding assorted slops[footnoteRef:92]. Not so pleasant to be sleeping next to, she had to admit, but it was better than the alternative[footnoteRef:93]. Across from the ‘bed’ was an iron door, giving an exotic view of a blank wall. 
Said walls, both through the door and inside, were of dark red clay, smooth, and stained with the phlegm, excrement, and other bodily juices of its past residents. [92:  Let me hear you say POOP!]  [93:  Yeah, I’m not sure what the alternative is either.] 

This heat was really starting to get to her. She couldn’t go for any more water, or it’d run out way before any more came. She didn’t want to take off any clothing yet either. Normally it wasn’t too long after the water was brought in that Damien would arrive, a rust encrusted toolbox with flecks of green paint on one side in his hand. She had to work out why, but the more clothes she wore at his arrival, the less damaged she would be when he left. Regardless, she’d be laying pain stricken on the floor, sure, but there’d be slightly less blood on the floor if nothing else.
She sat down in her straw pile to wait for Damien. So far she’d counted the blood stains, the piss stains, and the mucus stains on the wall next to her. She was 912 spots into the shit stains, which she’d follow with the stomach acid burns; and then she’d start all over again on the next wall. Only twice so far had she lost track and had to start again. Not that she minded – so long as the time passed somehow. Time passes slowly down here, she’d noticed. The trick was to let it pass without ending up all redrum and crazy-eyed[footnoteRef:94]. [94:  Heeeeeeeeeere’s Johnny!] 

She didn’t have too long to wait. Her count had only increased to 974 when the key turned in the lock. Sylvia flinched; she couldn’t help it. Too often had this noise come, and no matter how prepared she thought she was, and how much she knew that it couldn’t be avoided, she always jumped. And she always cowered.
Damien entered with his toolbox[footnoteRef:95] in tow. She still didn’t know why he needed a whole toolbox to carry just one item. Thinking about it was bad though; thinking about the toolbox and what was inside was one of the things that she really shouldn’t think about. It was the only way to make sure she avoided bouncing off the walls. [95:  No, not the toolbox from earlier. There’s no wrench inside.] 

Damien wasn’t your typical demon. Most demons were scaly of the skin, leathery of the wings, pointy of the horn. Damien was pointy of the horn, but not leathery of the wings. Where normally he would have been scaly of the skin, he was drippy of the blistery. He was yellow of the open sore. He was red of the eye and cleft of the foot. Yes, he was definitely very of the demonic, even if he was un of the typical.
Damien had only said one word this whole time she’d been here. That was on her first day of captivity, when she’d still been refusing to believe the truth of what was happening, when she’d had some hope of getting away. Damien had come in, and she’d immediately barraged him with questions; What’s going on? Why is this happening? Won’t you let me go? Oh my dear lord, what are you?[footnoteRef:96] But none of her questions had been answered. Damien had simply pressed a finger on his chest, bursting a blister open as he pushed. It splashed on her cheek, and oh fuck, it burned. This was her first encounter of the dark yellow liquid that was endlessly running down his chest; if it only was the last. He looked at her and in a hollow voice whispered, “Damien”. As he removed his finger, the gloop on his chest made a small sucking noise, like a baby trying to suck on its mother’s teat.  [96:  I came *this* close to adding a ‘Help me Obi Wan Kenobi, you’re my only hope’. Teehee.] 

The introductions complete, he bent forward, several cracks issuing from his spine as he did, and opened the toolbox. Oh god, the toolbox.
And now he was reaching for it again. These sessions hadn’t got any easier, but Sylvia had learned how to cope. She’d certainly had plenty of practice. As he reached down this time (crack crack crack) she looked up at the ceiling and focused. Every time now as the torture started, she took herself back to the beginning, where this mess had all begun.
At first there was overlay, like a double exposure. She could see Damien rising again, while at the same time there were people scattered all around her, sitting at long wooden tables and in front of the bar. As Damien lifted his arm, the cat of nine tails coming up alongside, she saw other arms lifting steins of beer, and could hear the raucous laughter of people having a good time. The razor sharp hooks on the end of each of the whips glinted threateningly off the fireplace in the corner, where her father and uncle sat all cosy, keeping off the chill with a large mug of warm cider. Those hooks, so tiny but so sharp, so very sharp, swung forward, and she reached for her rag to clear up a spill on the bar.
*
She reached for her rag to clear up the spill on the bar[footnoteRef:97]. “Hey, watch it!” she glared at the drunkard before her and swiped him with her cloth. “You spill your drink again and I’m cutting you off.” She finished clearing the last of the mess he’d made, and turned to serve someone else. [97:  Is it me, or does this, when you stop and think about it, sound really really wrong? There’s nothing wrong with it grammatically, yes, she had an old dish cloth, and it was this that she used to wipe up spills. But man oh man, I love a good euphemism.] 

Sylvia was working in a tavern. It was very much your typical drinking hall cum alcoholic establishment. It was in an old stone building, with floors of dirt that were liberally sprinkled with wood shavings. While the sawdust helped soak up the spillage, it really didn’t do anything for the smell. Two rows of long wooden tables lined the length of the room, and a fireplace crackled in the far corner. The main entrance into the tavern was next to the fire, with large log doors that swung inwards but could be barred shut once closing time was called.  The serving bar itself was a long bench of polished oak that stood in front a smaller door that led to the back storage room. Several barrels of ale stood next to the bar, their lids pried open ready for serving for the night.
“Hey now lovey,” the aforementioned drunkard called, scratching at his bulbous purple nose. “No need to be rude.” He downed the last of his beer, wiped his mouth with the back of his dirty grey sleeve and whistled. “Come on pet. Give us another.” He was leaning heavily on the bar, hardly able to keep himself upright anymore. There were beer stains down the front of his shirt, and gravy stains from his earlier dinner of roast pig over his leggings and moccasins.
Sylvia detested this job. She hated everything to do with it, absolutely everything. The rank smell of old booze ingrained into the floor, the sleazy men with bad breath who came in every night, the tight corset she was expected to wear that made everything stand out so damn far. Like the assholes didn’t need any more encouragement as it was. The constant pouring drinks and wiping up spills and sweeping up rubbish and pouring more drinks. And the tips totally sucked ass. 
She turned back to old big nose. “You can have one more, but then you’re on hold for a while. You’re not holding it too well, and it’s time to take a break.” She knew his type. She’d dealt with them time and time again. Small platitudes and quick responses were all it took to get them off her back, but tonight she was just so sick of it. Sick. Of. It. Only so many times in one night can  a girl have her ass tweaked, her boobs grabbed, or her rump slapped before she gets fed up with all of them. And she was reaching that point now.
She dipped a ladle into the closest barrel and filled his stein. Before she had a chance to move away his hand wrapped around her wrist, “Now come on love. There’s no need to be so mean. I’ve been watching you, you know. I know you’ve been eyeing me off. You want me, don’t you?” His hand squeezed tighter and tighter, and she could feel the bones in her wrist starting to rub together. Her eyes widened at the sudden pain, and without thinking she reacted with a slap to his face.
The beauty of the slap is the sound. It doesn’t hurt all that much really, but the whip crack that goes with it sure is an attention getter. The noise rang out through the bar making heads turn to see what was going on and a hush settled quickly. “You’ve got spirit girl. I like it. I wouldn’t mind sinking my teeth into some of that spirit. Sinking something in, anyway.” He laughed at this, thinking himself one hysterical son-of-a-bitch[footnoteRef:98], which left him unprepared for what was to follow. [98:  Bitch!] 

Sylvia clenched her fist. “I’ve had it with the lot of you,” she said quietly to him. “And you, you are one of the worst. I’m here to get you drinks, nothing more. I’m not just some piece of ass, and I’m not here for you to fuck. Get out, and don’t come back. You can go straight to hell.” And she socked him one, her tight little fist landing soundly just under his left eye, another crack rolling out over the drinking hall - but this time it was the crack of cheek bone breaking. A tough and feisty woman indeed, was Sylvia, although she was sure her hand was going to smart like the dickens[footnoteRef:99] later.  [99:  Dickens!] 

Her father and her uncle had already started moving forwards, but they were too late now to stop anything. Big nose was falling back; he slid off the stool he was perched on, her wrist now free of restraint. All light seemed to dim for a moment, and as it came back, the man started to fade. At first he was there, plain as day. Then the floor was distinctly visible behind him, and then, just as he should have landed on the floor, his head cracking hard on the floor, he vanished completely.
Poof.[footnoteRef:100] [100:  Poof!§
§ Teehee!] 

“OK Sylvia,” her father yelled out. “You’re done.”
*
Yes, she was done. There was a click as Damien closed the cell door, and she was left face down on the floor, every inch of her back a raw open wound. She could feel the split skin down the back of her legs too, her thighs wide open and bloody, her calves scraped open in several slits. She tried to move, but she felt her stomach, already stuck to floor from the blood seepage beginning to dry, threaten to split open even more.
And this was how it went. For the remainder of the week she would be lying here, unable to move until the fifth day or so, her body screaming in agony. On the sixth day she could slowly crawl back to her bed. The heat was already unbearable, and tomorrow she knew flies would start landing on her, nesting in her, and all she could do was to lie there and feel it happen.[footnoteRef:101] On the day it was due to happen again she’d awaken completely healed, the cycle ready to start for yet another time. [101:  Shoo fly, don’t bother me. Shoo fly, don’t bother me. Shoo fly, don’t bother me. ‘Cause you belong to my friend Link!] 

This time hadn’t been so bad, not compared to some of the others. Those times when Damien really went for it, her stomach was flayed open, her intestines spread over the floor. He’d take care to step on them as he left, dragging the hooks through one last time on his way out. He liked to drip his yellow chest goop on her then too, burning holes through her cheeks. Her breasts were completely cut off on one occasion. He left them inside out, nailed to the back of the door like a monstrous doorbell waiting to be rung.
Such was her existence now. She wasn’t used to it, she could never get used to it, but she was coping, so far anyway. Her mind was still hers, and it offered her the escape she needed. And so the week passed, the sores slowly crusting over (except for where the maggots hatched), until yet again she awoke on that last day, clean and whole.
She sat in the corner waiting for her new water ration. It wasn’t due for another hour yet, maybe even two, but that’s what you did in this place. You sat and you waited and you counted and you tried not to remember. You tried not to think.
There was a click from the door. That wasn’t right – the click should not be coming yet. It wasn’t time. Was it?
The door swung open about half way, and a shadow drew from the doorway across the floor. It was slim and almost human looking, except for the two long protrusions from the top of the head. Were they horns? They were odd shaped horns if they were, almost flimsy. Maybe it was just the way the shadow was falling.
From behind the door a voice came. “Come with me if you want to live.” Sylvia blinked, and the figure hidden behind the door came forward.
“Fuck me!” she said. “A talking rabbit!”[footnoteRef:102] [102:  Well she couldn’t say fish, could she? She’s never met Phil.] 

Bambi looked around the cell and cast her eyes down at the captive. “I’m serious,” she said. “I can get you out of here.”
“Who are you?” Sylvia asked. “Are you some sort of rabbit demon?”
Bambi smiled and shook her head. “No, no, I’m not a demon. I’m a were-rabbit. It’s a whole different sort of thing. Anyway, I’m Bambi. I was on a quest looking for a wench, and I got lost. Somehow I ended up here. I’ve found the way out, but I thought I’d bring you with me, you know, since you’re a wench and all, exactly what I was looking for.” Bambi stopped for breath. “How’d you end up here anyway?”
Sylvia was stunned at what was going on but managed to find her voice.  “I banished some guy here. I have no idea how. I’d been having a bad night at the tavern, and when he started treating me bad I’d simply had enough. I told him to go to hell, and I hit him. He vanished. My father, always more concerned about money than me, was very upset. It was one thing to send a guy to hell, it was quite another to do it before he’d settled up for the night. He sent me to go and settle his tab.”
She paused. “I searched for ages before I finally found the way into hell. I should have just paid the guy’s bill myself, but it got me away from home for a while. Anyway, once I got to hell, I was sneaking around trying to find the bastard that I’d banished, when they found me. I’ve been locked up ever since.”
Bambi gave her a hug. “Well, it’s over now. I can’t take you back home, but I can get you out of here. You’ll have to come with me to Spanky’s cave. All I can promise you is no more torture. Deal?”
Sylvia had so many questions. Who was Spanky? How the hell did a were-rabbit know she was here? What would become of her?[footnoteRef:103] She shook her head. It didn’t matter. There was time to ask questions later. For now, freedom from this place was all that mattered. [103:  Tune in next time. Same Bat Time. Same Bat Channel.] 

“Deal,” she said firmly. “Let’s go.” And she walked out her cell, Bambi leading the way. She could taste freedom already, and it tasted fine. Sort of like raspberry.
[bookmark: _Toc223324994]
Chapter 13 – The Adventures of Retardo and Dickboy

Cold air pressed in on Nugget as he walked up the alley. He pulled his overcoat in closer around himself and hunched his shoulders, pushing his hands deep into the pockets. He’d been wandering around this city all day, as lost as a catholic schoolgirl’s virginity. Now it was the middle of night and he was lost in a series of dirty back lanes and alleys, his boots tapping slowly on the dirty brickwork, echoing back from between the tall concrete walls that surrounded him.
His journey to the city had been pretty uneventful. First he’d followed a small track away from Spanky’s, which led to a larger lane that wandered through the hills. As he covered the distance he joined onto a wider road, where he found a ride on the back of a farmer’s wagon for a few miles. By then the road had become a wide sealed highway that rolled across the land in sweeping turns and long stretches that cut through the grassland surrounds like stretchmarks, spidering their way over old skin that just wasn’t that elastic anymore.
He had trudged along the highway as the weather turned cooler, only a few brown and gold leaves still holding on pathetically to a few branches of the trees he passed. At night Nugget would sleep on the shoulder of the road, his coat drawn in close to keep the cold away. Each morning at dawn he’d rise, stretch his back out to the accompaniment of several cracks, and then keep on keeping on.
He’d arrived here only that morning. All day he’d walked around the city, on the hunt for his slut. He’d wandered up and down streets of every description, looking at the shops and the people all walking past.[footnoteRef:104] The noise hammered in at him from all directions – and his neck was really starting to hurt from twisting it so much to look here there and everywhere. [104:  Only the people walked past. The shops were quite stationary.] 

So far there’d been no luck whatsoever in finding his quarry. This didn’t concern him, for in a place like this there had to be sluts a plenty. His real problem was what went with thinking about sluts. He’d always had strong urges, but now his horniness levels were going overboard[footnoteRef:105].  [105:  And wouldn’t you? If you walked around all day thinking to yourself slut slut slut slut I want someone that sleeps around slut slut slut slut you’d be thinking about sex a lot too. Or is it just me?] 

Not long after he’d arrived, still in the poor part of town, a woman had approached him. She was trash, and he knew it; vinyl boots, leopard print miniskirt, bright pink halter top, it was as clear as the fire engine red lipstick on her mouth what she was after.
“Hi, I’m Jim...uhh...I mean Stacy!” she said to him in a surprisingly deep voice, after looking him up and down. “Want to have sex?”
“Boy, do I?” he answered. “You’re just what I’ve been looking for! Once we’re done, will you come back with me to see Spanky? He asked to see you.” A bulge was already forming in the front of Nugget’s pants. The problem with being a man is that if you’re excited, it’s clearly visible. Nugget hadn’t learned the art of disguising it quite yet. A little disconcerting however, although Nugget hadn’t noticed, was the bulge appearing in the front of Stacy’s skirt too.
Her brow furrowed for a moment as she did the calculations. “Well hun, I normally charge by the hour, but I suppose we can come up with a daily rate. You got enough cash?”
At this Nugget shook his head. “Damn. You’re a prostitute aren’t you?” She nodded. “Well that’s just no good at all. I’m trying to find a slut, not a whore. It’s a shame Edgarb didn’t come with me, he’d be done by now.”
The whore was astounded. “You expect me to sleep with you for free? Oh hell no!” and she started to walk away. As she did Nugget noticed she walked a little strange, her feet wider apart than women normally did, and she seemed quite ungraceful too. As she turned a corner and went out of sight she reached up and pulled her hair off – her long blond hair now obviously a wig, leaving a dark brown crew cut in its place. And it was only just then that Nugget noticed the five o’clock shadow.[footnoteRef:106] [106:  According to my sources (well, a source – thankyou Beth) there really is a Jim/Stacy transvestite hooker. She says that it’s just Stacy now *snip snip*] 

A little later on, as lunch time approached, he went into a bar for something to eat and have a brew or two. He sat at a table munching away when he heard footsteps approaching. He looked slowly up from his bowl, taking in the body of the woman standing next to him. He saw long curvy legs, a short cotton dress that hugged her curves nicely, long red hair that curled just a bit, and a beautiful face with tasty looking lips and some freckles scattered over her cute little nose.
“Hi, I’m Nugget!” he said to her, after looking her up and down a couple more times. He was wary, and was looking for a suspicious bulge. “You’re not a man are you?” 
She shook her head, looking confused. “No I’m not. What gave you that idea?”
“Oh, really, nothing gave me that idea. I’m just being cautious - it’s just been an interesting morning, that’s all. Want to have sex?”
She put his beer on the table next to his food, and looked at him. “Maybe if you buy a few more drinks, then we’ll see. And even then, you’d have to wait till I get off work.”
As she went to walk away Nugget had a thought. “You’re a wench, aren’t you?” The woman nodded at him. “Fuck shit and poop. Damn damn damn. First I find a whore, and then I find a wench. But it’s a slut that I need.” He sighed and let her walk away.
And now he’d spent the whole day and half the night searching the streets and coming up empty. It was dark, cold and lonely, and all he had for company was the sound of his feet echoing back down the alleyway. 
But as he walked he heard more footsteps up ahead, and he stopped as three people appeared up the other end of the alley. They were a family, the parents and a small boy of about eight. They were all dressed up, father and son in tuxedos, the mother in an evening gown. They were walking towards him slowly, talking amongst themselves. A man appeared from out of nowhere, dressed in dirty old clothes and he had a revolver in his hand. 
Nugget was too far away to hear what was being said, but the man was obviously mugging them, and the father seemed to be putting up some resistance. He did hear what sounded like a “Bruce, run away!”[footnoteRef:107] come from the father, but that was all he could make out. Just as Nugget was about to run forward to try to help, two gunshots rang out and the mother and father both fell over. The boy, tears in his eyes, started to yell. The mugger turned his gun towards the boy, who promptly ran away as fast as he could. [107:  Come on, you have to have figured it out by now.] 

Nugget had called out in shock, and the mugger now turned his attention his way. Uh oh, Nugget thought. This is gonna hurt come winter. He was still trying to decide whether to try talking his way out of it or running away when the mugger raised his gun again, this time pointed right at Nugget.
“Oh Fuck,” he said.
It was just then that two men dropped into the alleyway from the rooftops above, directly in the line of fire between Nugget and the mugger. They ran towards the man with the gun, capes flaring behind them, while Nugget could only stand there with his mouth agape. 
These two new people were obviously attempting to be superheroes of some kind. The first man was wearing a crash helmet of powder blue with lightning bolts down the side. He wore a straight jacket with the arms unfastened, and bright purple cape hung from his shoulders. He wore a pair of oversized tightie-whities, emblazoned with ‘Smack me hard’ in bright pink glitter on the rear. On his feet there was a pair of cheap sandals, the plastic kind that started to smell after an hour’s use.  
The other man had an oversized condom stretched over his head. It came down over his ears and eyes stopping just above his nose, presumably for breathing purposes. His bright pink cape was short and only came down to his waist, so that it didn’t hide his rainbow swirl leggings. He wore a neon yellow singlet, which showed off the tattoo on his arm – a deep red love heart that said ‘Grandma’.[footnoteRef:108] [108:  I had a few people help me deciding what the superheroes should look like, especially Angela and Sly. Thanks guys.] 

The two men were approaching the gunman now, striking ninja poses and dodging pretend bullets all the while. The one with the helmet started making banshee noises as he ran – whoop whoop whoop – and he raised his arms up in the air and waved them about all spooky-like. When they were about 3 metres away the gunman hadn’t even moved. Instead he raised his gun again and pointed it at the two of them. As he cocked the weapon and the click echoed up the alley, the two superheroes stopped in their tracks, turned around, and ran as fast as they could back towards Nugget.
“Shit! Shit! Shit! He’s got a gun! Oh my god, RUN!” called one of them as they sprinted back. The mugger, laughing hysterically, turned and ran away in the other direction. “Quick, come with us!” the man with the condom on his head said as they approached him. “We’ll keep you safe”
Nugget followed them to their car, a bright blue minivan with TardMobile spray painted down the side. They all jumped in and the van squealed away down the street.


*
Nugget sat on an upturned milk crate. He never wanted to go through that experience again. The van might have been pretty, sure, but the driving expertise of the man behind the wheel was lacking, to say the least. There were several times when Nugget thought he was going to die, and one where he knew it. How they all survived he still had no idea. The cat that had crossed their path certainly hadn’t, and it was pretty likely that several small shrubs were not going to recover either.
And now they were here, sitting in some underground garage. There was only room for two cars, the TardMobile on one side, an old station wagon on the other. Up the back, where they were sitting, it was cluttered with tools and old broken car parts. In one corner there was the rusty frame of an old bicycle.
 He’d found out a little bit about his two so-called rescuers. They were a super hero duo named Retardo and Dickboy, crime-fighters extraordinaire[footnoteRef:109]. They worked the city streets at night stopping crime and saving innocent lives. As you do.  [109:  Ordinaire, actually, but he didn’t want to say it to their faces.] 

They’d brought him back to the TardCave, which apparently was just the downstairs garage at Retardo’s mother’s house. His mother, Alfreda[footnoteRef:110], seemed happy to assist their delusions as she played the part of their butler. She came in wearing a formal suit, carrying a silver tray with china teacups. [110:  And Lisa helped with naming Alfreda. I must have been totally brain dead at the time to not recall what the female version of Alfred was.] 

“Would you boys like some hot chocolate?” she asked them.
The other two immediately grabbed a cup each off the tray, while Nugget looked her carefully up and down. “Hi, I’m Nugget.” He grabbed his cocoa. “Want to have sex?”
Alfreda simply looked down at him, made an odd little harrumph noise, and turned away. 
“What about a blowjob?” he called out as she walked back upstairs.
Retardo looked at Nugget. “Uh, dude. That’s my mum. You’re totally gross.”
Nugget wasn’t abashed in the slightest. “Your mum, his mum, hell, my mum. I don’t care. I’m hanging for some action. Isn’t there any sluts anywhere to be found in this damn place?”
Dickboy shook his head sadly. “Believe me, we’ve been looking. There’s none to be found anywhere. So why are you looking? Just to get your end wet?”
This time Nugget shook his head. “A bit of both actually. I’m horny, I’m always horny, sure. But I’m also on a quest. The almighty Spanky has sent me on a mission to find him a slut. Without one, there’s no way me and my companions can finish our journey to freedom. If you guys can’t help me, I’ll have to keep on looking around by myself.  But...can I stay here for the rest of the night? It’s pretty cold out there.” His eyes became sad little saucers as he put on his best puppy dog face.


*
The next morning Nugget awoke refreshed. The couch wasn’t that comfortable, but it sure beat the side of the road[footnoteRef:111]. As he washed himself and got dressed, he thought about what he was going to do that day. Hit the road again and keep on searching blindly, it’s all he could think of. [111:  Also, Alfreda had ended up being quite the slut. He got that blowjob he wanted, but when he told her that she needed to come back to Spanky’s, she flat out refused. “But I need to look after my boys!” she said.] 

He ate breakfast with Retardo (Dickboy was still sleeping) and as he was buttering his toast he sighed. “This is gonna take me a while. Any suggestions on which part of the city I should look in first?”
Retardo smiled. “Well, actually, I was talking with Dickboy about it last night once you went to bed. We think we’ve solved your problem.”
Nugget’s jaw dropped. “Your mum’s gonna come back to Spanky’s with me after all? That’s awesome!”
Retardo looked upset. “No, no and no. That’s not what I meant. But we’ve still found you your slut.” 
Nugget looked at him impatiently and waved him on. “Come on, tell me then!”
“It’s obvious isn’t it?”
“No.”
“ It’s you!”
At this Nugget’s jaw dropped. He thought about it for a moment and then smacked his forehead. “Yeah, you’re right. I wonder why none of us thought of that?” He didn’t mind though. He had the answer, and he was set.
And Nugget started walking back to Spanky’s cave.


[bookmark: _Toc223324995]Chapter 14 – My Kingdom for a Whore

They sat in a dark old back room. One bare bulb hung down shining its dim dirty glare over the wooden table beneath. It flickered sometimes, casting the room into darkness for just a moment, as if it was lightning but in reverse. On the walls were some yellowed posters advertising different boxing fights. Angel Lips Jones takes on Golden Boy Parker; come see the rematch of Bobby ‘Duct Tape’ McGee and Ass Mincing Alex. None of them were less than 10 years old. Only one door led in, a solid oak door that, while worn and scratched, was still clearly up to the job of keeping out anyone that had no business being here. Standing next to it in a black suit and sunglasses was a shaven headed, extremely large man of thuggish persuasions who was clearly up to the job of keeping in anyone that has no business leaving yet.
Some sturdy chairs were around the table, and if they hadn’t been bolted to the floor they would have been capable of busting open a head or two. Perched on the chair closest to the door was a teddy bear. He was about 4 feet tall wearing a dark grey trench coat and an old battered fedora. His name was Shanks, so named for his preferred weapon when dealing out punishment to those people who piss him off. In front of him were three cards – the four of clubs, the two of diamonds, and the six of hearts. 
He looked carefully at the cards, his little button eyes seeming to point in different directions. “Hit me,” said the bear. A new card was flipped over in front of him, the ten of spades. “Poop,” said the teddy. “That’s another ten I’m down.” He threw his cards into the middle of the table – no mean feat when you’re a teddy bear with stiff little paws – and sighed.
Next around the table was a small blue elephant. When you hear the phrase ‘small elephant’ I bet you still think of something big, right? Dumbo was a small elephant, after all, and he was almost bigger than a horse. But no, this elephant was small. He was about 18 inches from tail to trunk. Several phone books had been stacked on his chair, and he was perched on top, his feet level with the table. George – for such was his name – worked by day as an electrician. His size made him highly suitable for getting into tricky places within people’s homes to rewire broken light fittings, install extra power points, and other assorted things of an electric type nature.
By night though, George was a cat burglar. Again, his size made him highly suitable for getting into tricky places within people’s homes. He’d scope potential victims by day while he was inside doing his work, and then come back a week later and clear out the valuables. Once a week on a Thursday night he’d come here to let his hair down – metaphorically speaking that is. Elephants don’t generally have that much hair, and certainly not enough to be let down. He’d heard of a big score going down the following night, and was trying to raise enough to buy himself a ticket into the crew. 
Two cards were dealt, and turned face up. George looked down at them and tapped the table. Another card was placed before him, which drew another tap. A last card was turned over, and he nodded. A double tap on the table drew his hand to a close, sitting pretty on nineteen.
Third at the table was a familiar looking man, young of face and noble of brow. Edgarb was slumped back in his chair, the soft beginnings of a pout beginning to purse his lips. So far he’d played seven hands of this game, and lost every single one. It had seemed so easy when they explained the rules, but he couldn’t seem to help asking for more and more cards until he busted. It was like a compulsion – hit me, hit me, hit me!
He looked around the table, drawing stares from the others. The two men to his left, Hucky McFinn and Tommy McSaw, glared particularly hard at him[footnoteRef:112], impatiently waiting their turn. [112:  Edgarb could only presume they were glaring hard. They both wore sunglasses, despite the dim lighting. They were both doing rather poorly too. The two had been friends since they were boys, and it was early on in their friendship when a certain rivalry developed between them. Whoever backed down first from any sort of challenge drew a punch on the arm from the other. Admitting to a bad idea was just as bad. So neither of them wanted to admit that the sunglasses were a mistake, and they kept busting due to lack of seeing what they were actually holding.
On a side note, now that they were grown up, it wasn’t a dead arm that they got anymore. These days whoever backed down first became the mommy. Since neither of them liked admitting that they were gay, neither of them liked taking it up the ass.] 

This time he was sure he was going to get somewhere. He could feel it[footnoteRef:113]. His fingertips tingled. The hair on the back of his neck was raised. His testicles shrank and the tip of his penis felt warm. This was going to be the one, he knew it. [113:  Actually, there was a rather large electromagnet mounted in the base of his chair, but he wasn’t to know.] 

They did not play for money here, money held little to no value at all in this place. The preferred currency at the gambling table was fridge magnets. Plain ones that just advertised a business were worth the least, oddly shaped ones were worth more. Magnets that were unclear as to their purpose also scored high. Oddly shaped strange ones were the most valuable. Edgarb was a stranger to this place, and had no real idea of which ones were worth more than others. He had already wasted his valuable ones, and all he was left with was a couple advertising a plumber, one that advised the reader that you could be the next lucky winner of ONE MILLION DOLLARS!!!, and a small white square on which was written EAT MORE TOAST! IT’S TASTY & NUTRITIOUS (issued by the TOAST MARKETING BOARD). Only four left. If he was going to win his magnets back, he had to play this extremely carefully, being very thrifty with his cards and building his pool back up again.
“I’m all in,” he said as he pushed his entire (yet meagre) pile into the middle of the table. “Hit me up.” Sitting on the table to Edgarb’s right was Phil, madly tearing around his fishbowl in circles, his bulging fishy eyes bulging more than ever. 
“Listen mate,” Phil said to Edgarb. “First, this is blackjack, not poker. Second, if you don’t win this hand, you’re totally screwed. And third, you fucking idiot, you’ve got NO FUCKING IDEA AT ALL, DO YOU?” By this stage Phil’s circles around his bowl were causing a whirlpool to form in the middle.
It was too late of course. The dealer had taken the magnets, and dealt two cards – a ten and a five. 
“Smack me,” says Edgarb, who was still getting used to the right terminology. A two was placed next to his current hand.
“Slap my ass”, says Edgarb, decided to just wing it. Another two arrived, bringing his total to nineteen. 
Phil stopped his circling to stare directly at the prince. “Don’t you fucking dare. Don’t you fucking dare. Don’t you fucking dare,” he chanted to himself.
“Spank my monkey, bite my neck, stick your thumb up my ass!” Edgarb really didn’t understand the rules of this game, but that certainly didn’t encroach on his enthusiasm at all.
“You total fucking wanker,” Phil sighed. “That’s torn it. We’re stuffed.” He settled at the bottom of his bowl and shook his head.
A last card was flipped over in front of Edgarb. It was a three. He was about to ask for yet another card when a scratchy voice said “Player three has busted.” 
Edgarb’s face froze and turned a shade of white that was whiter than his normally white skin. “You what? Oh...shit.” He looked at Phil. “Why didn’t you tell me? We’re supposed to be a team.” Phil’s restraint was indeed a marvel to be seen. His face turned red for a few seconds, but that was all.
Edgarb was about to ask if there was some way he could get a loan when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned to see, standing next to him in a black suit and sunglasses, was the shaven headed, extremely large man of thuggish persuasions who was clearly now up to the job of explaining to Edgarb that it was in his interests to leave.
The explanation was direct and to the point. Edgarb felt himself forcibly picked up from his chair, dragged unceremoniously to the door, and pitched through. He found himself sitting in an alley amongst various pieces of rubbish, primarily – for some odd reason – old newspaper and banana skins. He looked up just in time to see Phil, in his bowl, come flying through the doorway and he managed to catch him without spilling too much water.
The pair sat there, glum and dejected. “Well my friend,” said Edgarb. “I’m all out of ideas. We found our whore so easily, but finding the money to hire her has been a shocking failure. We haven’t found a job, we’ve got nothing to sell, that wish you made on a star hasn’t come true. And now gambling has failed.” He shook his head. “We can’t give up, but I don’t know what to do.”
Phil struck a thoughtful pose[footnoteRef:114]. “Well, we could-” [114:  I wonder what that would look like?] 

“No,” said Edgarb.
“What about-”
“Oh hell no,” said Edgarb.
“Ok, I’ve got it.”
“Hmm. Do you really think we could do that?” Edgarb asked.
“For sure,” Phil nodded. “If we’re careful, we won’t get caught. We just need the right equipment.”
“Yeah, ok, it could work. But we’ll need to use a-”
Phil nodded. “But not one made of-”
“Oh hell no,” Edgarb agreed, “it’s gotta be solid steel. Ooh, and we’ll need to-”
“Yes, but we can use rope for that. Right, that just leaves the-”
“Uh huh. Ok, we’ll get the equipment, and we’ll do it tomorrow night. There’s nothing we’ve forgotten?”
Phil thought some more. “Ah, there’s just one thing. It’s sort of important.”
“What’s that, my friend?” Edgarb asked.
“We have to actually choose which bank we’re going to break into.”
*
A day had passed. Since the night before the pair had purloined the items necessary to make good their robbery and it was now the next evening. They stood in the dark outside the closest branch of the Goliath National Bank, Edgarb dressed all in black. He had cut the toe out of a pair of pantyhose, which was now pulled over Phil’s head. Having ruined the stockings (it took a few cuts before he finally realised just the toe would suffice) Edgarb had stolen an extremely large granny bra from some old lady’s clothesline and tied it over his head - one of the cups was like a hat, the other wrapped around his face with only a small slit for him to peer through[footnoteRef:115]. [115:  This isn’t just made up. A friend of mine did this with her own just the other day. But I’m not comparing her to a granny. She’s way less wrinkly, and a smidge less saggy.] 

A black van with tinted windows came screeching around the corner from behind the building. Phil looked at Edgarb and Edgarb looked at Phil. “Someone’s sure in a hurry,” Edgarb said. Phil nodded. As the van raced off out of a sight there came what sounded like the trumpeting of an elephant.
They waited a few minutes to make sure there was no one nearby, and then walked around the back. Edgarb opened the large bag he was carrying and pulled out a grappling gun. He shot a hook up to the top of the building, realised he forgot to tie a rope to it, and fished in his bag for another. This one he tied a rope to, shot it up, and secured the bottom end firmly to a railing. He grabbed a custom shaped backpack that was built to hold Phil’s bowl without spillage and put that on. Next he placed a tool belt around his waist and cinched it tight, followed by an abseiling harness. A helmet with a torch mounted on top went on his head, and he changed his shoes to ones that had special cleats on the bottom to give him more grip. A shotgun on a strap was slung over his shoulder, and two pistols were stuck down the back of his pants, one on each side. A second backpack was pulled from the duffle bag and he checked its contents to be sure it still had his glass cutting, electronic hacking and safe cracking equipment. He then placed this one on backwards so that it was strapped across his chest. He carefully powdered his hands for extra grip and tested that the rope was still firmly in place.
He leaned on the wall behind to collect his thoughts and his breath. Rather than the wall however, he leaned on the back door – which promptly swung open. 
“Hmm,” Edgarb hmmed. “I guess they forgot to lock up.”
“Well that’s a bonus,” came Phil’s voice from behind[footnoteRef:116]. “It certainly cuts down on most of the work. Shall we?” [116:  Yes, it was a special see-through backpack that Phil had been placed in.] 

Edgarb nodded and made his way into the bank. There were numerous corridors and staircases, none of which were locked[footnoteRef:117]. “Puzzling, but it certainly makes things easier,” Edgarb muttered to Phil, who could only agree. Phil was concerned that they were just getting into further trouble, but so far there’d been no sign of anyone else. [117:  Uh, yeah. Obviously I meant the doors at either end of the stairs and corridors. I don’t think you can actually lock a staircase itself. § 
§ Professor Stephen Von Abkrowt tried to make a lockable staircase once. He used some clever carpentry that only made sense when you applied it four dimensions – not an easy thing to do with a standard piece of two-by-four, even if it was polished walnut, which we all know is actually an alien species of tree that was imported from Saturn – along with a new type of carpet that he had invented to line them with what he called crypto-carpet. The plan was that the stairs would be locked into recognising the footfalls of the people who were allowed to climb it, and deny access using multispectralradiantencelophagraphy to those were forbidden from using it. His design would have worked too, if he had have only realised that the direction of the grain in the timber was important. Just one of the steps was put on the wrong way round, which reversed the polarity of the antistaticalysmicphonoverboratifier. As the Professor picked up his hammer and tapped in the last nail a white light shone from each of the steps and he was vaporised instantly. In the many years since, his house has collapsed, but the stairs remain in perfect condition. Just don’t get too close.] 

They arrived at the vault, and that too was wide open and unprotected. Most of the shelves were bare, but there was still one small stack of bills in the back corner. A scattering of notes was over the floor, and they could see a small spray of diamonds to the left hand side disappearing under the bottom rack.
Edgarb whistled. “Well, this explains it. We’re not the first to have been here tonight. We should probably hurry up and get out though; the police could be here at anytime.” He looked at the money that was left. “Do you think it’s enough to pay for our whore?”
“It should be,” Phil answered. “It’s not a huge stack, but they’re hundred dollar bills. It’ll be fine.”
Edgarb pulled a white sack with a large dollar sign printed on the side from out of his front backpack[footnoteRef:118]. He collected all the notes that were left and even swept up the leftover diamonds, dropping them all into his bag as he worked. It wasn’t very full, but it was still hefty enough to swing over his shoulder. [118:  His first attempt at coming up with a bank robbing costume had been just like what the Beagle Boys wear. Phil vetoed it however, and the sack was all that remained.] 

“Ow,” said Phil.
“Sorry,” said Edgarb, and he placed the sack in his backpack instead.
They exited the same way they came in, walked back around the front and away.
*
The boy prince and his fish were standing outside of Madam Putain’s, the owner of the most popular brothel in town. It looked like a fairly plain two storey office building, if you ignored the bright pink neon lights exclaiming Girls! Girls! Girls! and We Love You Long Time ($10/Hr). You also had to ignore the women at the windows that were rubbing their bra’d breasts at anyone who walked past, hoping to encourage some business. Yes, very plain indeed. The street they were on was dark, spotted every few metres with dim streetlights that lit a pale circle only a few feet wide each time.
The two were standing under one of these lights, engaged in conversation with a young lady who appeared to be an employee of Madam Putain. It was obvious not just from the location, but also by the fact that all she was wearing were stilettos, a miniskirt, and a see-through bra. “So one hundred dollars a day?” he was asking. “You’ll come with us then?”
Tammy, for such was her name, nodded. “For that much,” she said, “I’ll do anything anywhere.”
“Fantastic,” said Phil. “Give her the money, Edgarb. We’ll take her.” Edgarb held out a stack of bills.
“EDGARB, JUST WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING? IS THAT A PROSTITUTE?” screeched a yell from nearby. From the shadows appeared a young woman with long blonde hair who appeared to be about the same age as Edgarb. She was wearing a flowing white cotton dress and brown sandals. She did not look happy, not at all.
She was carrying a fishbowl that contained a fish that looked much like Phil, except that this fish was a girl.[footnoteRef:119] The fish also looked quite angry, as proven when she yelled and screeched too. “PHILIP! IF I’M SEEING WHAT I THINK I’M SEEING, YOU ARE GOING TO BE IN FOR A WORLD OF HURT!” [119:  How can you tell a boy fish from a girl fish? The long eyelashes.] 

Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil Looked at Edgarb. They both looked pale.
“Phil, this is Eclipse. She’s my girlfriend.” Edgarb said.
“Edgarb, this is Roberta. She’s my wife.” Phil said.
They both looked a little scared.


[bookmark: _Toc223324996]Chapter 15 – Whip It Good

Hah hah! You weren’t expecting that now, were you? Oh sure, I made some allusions to Phil having left a family behind[footnoteRef:120], but you didn’t see Eclipse at all did you[footnoteRef:121]? Admit it, you were surprised. To be fair, I was surprised too, so don’t feel bad.[footnoteRef:122]  [120:  See Chapter Five.]  [121:  It’s not recommended that you do so without special goggles anyway. <insert pause here> Oh come on, it’s funny. Think about it.]  [122:  Seriously, I didn’t see it coming. Roberta has been planned from very early on, but my thought has always been that somehow she manages to get teleported to the site of the prostitute purchase. When it finally came time to write the scene, something completely different to what I was trying to write came out. I love it when that happens – there really does seem to be a muse that helps us; some things are planned, quite often when I start writing each chapter the end is nothing like what I had envisioned. My fingers often seem to have a life of their own. My apologies for this little exposition from me, but I find it quite interesting. Of course the only problem now is that while it’s my muse that inserted Eclipse into this mess, it’s up to me to make her fit. Enough of this commentary; go back to the top of the page and keep reading. I’m as interested to find out about her as you are.] 

Eclipse was a handmaiden in the Fnordish Court, primarily in service to the Queen. On occasions the King would borrow her, although she tried not to think about that part of her job too much. Honey, I’m just borrowing Eclipse for the night, see you in the morning, he’d call and then... Well, and then she tried to forget. Sometimes at night if she couldn’t sleep the memories would surface, and she’d have to clench her teeth to hold in the screams.
Every morning the queen would have morning tea. She’d sit at a table outside in a white lacy dress and a big sun hat, surrounded by her dolls. Eclipse would serve tea and scones to each of the dolls, pouring for the Queen last. Most times she was dismissed once she had performed the service, but sometimes the Queen would ask her to sit down and chat. The morning after Edgarb disappeared was one of those times.
 “My son has disappeared,” the Queen said sadly as she raised a cup to one of her doll’s lips. “No one knows where he’s gone, but he can’t be found on the grounds at all.”
“He did what, your majesty?” Eclipsed was just a little surprised.
“Vanished!” she said. “I’m worried about him. I should have known this was coming, and he’s probably much safer out there away from his father, but I worry.” She stared sadly at the garden as she sipped at her own tea. “I just wish that he’d talked to me about it. I could have at least made sure he had some money, and somewhere to go.”
The Queen blinked. “Oh, listen to me. You don’t need to listen to this. There’s nothing either of us can do about it now.  Why don’t you take the rest of the day off? I’m not going to need you; I’ll just be sitting here waiting for news.”
Eclipse was stunned. She refilled the Queen’s tea, curtsied, and backed out of the room. Edgarb was gone? This was more than just a surprise. She was worried too. She wandered outside the castle and sat down by the lake to think.
She had known Edgarb since they were both small children. Her parents were servants to the Royal family, and were often left to care for young Edgarb while the King and Queen were off doing whatever it was that Kings and Queens did. They had grown up together, and she knew that it was her and her family’s influence on his raising that had ensured he came out relatively normal and adequately adjusted[footnoteRef:123].  [123:  This is a fantasy land with fantasy people. Yes, Edgarb is pretty normal.] 

It was when they were both sixteen years old that they realised they had feelings for each other that was deeper than just friends. Yes, they had generally thought of each other as brother and sister, but hormones will be hormones. It also helps that her parents were stupid. Old habits die hard, and they never thought twice about bathing the pair together. It was fine when they were three years old, why would it be any different now? Well, it was different, as Eclipse discovered when Edgarb cracked a rather solid horn while he was washing her back. Not only did she not mind, but if she’d had a penis she would have been obviously enjoying it too. It was during the weekly bathing sessions that they both learned the uses for many bath time accessories, soap in particular.
Ever since then, they were together. Madly in love in secret, pretending to be like brother and sister in public, they spent their time making out whenever they could. As you do[footnoteRef:124]. All the usual things occurred – silly love notes were traded, soppy poems written, little fights, romantic makings up, and a pregnancy scare that was really odd, since they were both still virgins. But they were happy, and were happy knowing that they had already found their soul mate. [124:  I know I would have. She’s HOT!] 

“Oh Edgarb, where have you gone?” she sighed to herself. She stared out at the horizon, picturing him just out of sight and coming home to her.
And so days passed, and those days turned into weeks. Every day, after she had served the Queen for the morning, she would go back and sit by the lake and ask the sky the same question. But then one day, as she was looking at a cloud and asking “Oh Edgarb, where have you gone?” she got an answer.
“Allo,” came a voice.
Eclipse startled and looked around. There wasn’t anything obvious, but surely she had heard something. To her left was a short, dark green tree with low hanging branches and odd looking small, poisonous looking yellow flowers. As she peered into it she saw, on one of the branches, a small pink worm. It had tufts of blue hair running up its back, and it wore a red scarf tied around its neck. 
“Did you just say hello?” Eclipse asked unsurely. She felt like a fool, but someone had spoken, surely.
The worm smiled at her. “No, I said allo, but that’s close enough.” 
Fuck me! Eclipse thought to herself. A talking worm! Eclipse, used to serving royalty, would never have dreamed of saying something like that out loud. “You’re a worm aren’t you?” she asked.
It nodded. “Yeah, that’s right.” Its eyes were warm and inviting, and while this was very strange she felt comfortable enough that she didn’t think she was in any danger.
“Do you know where I can find my Edgarb?” 
 “No, I’m just a worm,” the worm shook its head.
“Oh” Eclipse frowned. She hadn’t really expected it to know, but you just never really knew when it came to these sorts of weird happenings.
The worm smiled at her, hoping to cheer her up. “Come and meet the missus.”
Eclipse smiled back. “No, thank you, but I have to find Edgarb. I don’t know where to look. I’m so trapped.”
“There’s plenty of places to look. You just aren’t seein’ them.”
Her eyes widened. “Where are they?”
“There’s one right in front of you,” the worm said.
“No there isn’t,” she exclaimed. She looked around again, but saw nothing except the lake and the plants on its shore.
“Come inside and have some tea,” the worm was shaking his head at the silly human.
“But there’s nowhere to look!”
“Of course there is. Try looking closer, you’ll see what I mean.”
“What?”
“Go on then,” the worm tipped its head.
Eclipse looked carefully around, but still came up with nothing. “There’s just the lake. Edgarb isn’t there.”
“Things aren’t always what they seem,” the worm nodded sagely. “So you can’t take anything for granted.”
Eclipse looked carefully some more. She stood up and walked to the lake’s edge. As she peered into the water she thought she could see something shining. “Hey!” she exclaimed. Something strange was going on here, but it was certainly intriguing.
The worm looked concerned. “Hey, hang on!”
“Thank you, that was incredibly helpful,” she mumbled distractedly, her eye still on whatever it was that was shining in the water.
“But not that!”
“What was that?” she asked, finally breaking her eyes away from the water.
The worm was looked really worried. “Don’t look at that! Never look at that!”
She looked back at the water, this time in the other direction. She spied something else that was shiny. It was glinting in the sun, and it seemed to be moving around. She started moving after it.
“Oh, thanks”, she said, walking down the shore in chase of the mystery object.
The worm sighed and looked up at nothing in particular. “If she had kept on looking at that, she’d have been teleported instantly to Squishpoo!” It shuddered, and began wriggling its way back into its home inside the tree.[footnoteRef:125] [125:  Worms don’t have much of a concept of the big wide world. Fnordish is an evil place, but when you live on a tree, what’s the big deal?] 

Eclipse followed the shore a little more, trying to discover what the shiny thing was. After a short time it stopped, and Eclipse was able to move up close.
“You’re a fish!” she exclaimed. For a fish it was. She was quite a pretty fish too, with nice eyelashes.[footnoteRef:126] She had a nice sheen, and lovely fins. [126:  Told you. Girl fish!] 

The fish looked at her from the surface of the lake. “Yes, I’m a fish. Do you know where my husband is? He’s disappeared.”
Well, you know it’s coming. It’s not even worth footnoting it is it?
“Fuck me!” said Eclipse, “a talking fish!”
That’s right. She said it.
*
“And that,” said Eclipse, “Is how we met.” 
They were still standing out the front of Madam Putain’s. Eclipse had been getting the two lads up to speed on how they had been followed.
“We met, we talked, we realised that both our men had gone missing and we knew it couldn’t be a coincidence. So we decided to come find you. The Queen was nice enough to give me some time off – she’s too busy being demented at her tea parties or beaten by her husband.” At this last comment, Edgarb flinched. 
“Poor Mum[footnoteRef:127]” he said. “I needed to get out of there to escape from Dad, but I do miss her. She’s a good sort.” He started to look a little down at this – he’d been avoiding thinking of her for most of the trip, and he didn’t need to start feeling sad for her now. [127:  Mum. Not mom.] 

He shook his head, trying to clear the bad thoughts away. “Ok, so you met and got along and knew that we were together. How did you find us?”
Eclipse smiled at him “True love knows no limits. We just knew where to come.  Nothing can get in the way of it.” The fish in her bowl had opened her mouth to say something, but Eclipse silenced her. “Never mind Bobbie, now hush.”
Bobbie closed her mouth, looked around, and then opened it again. “Now, about this hooker here,” she said while staring at Tammy. “You boys have a lot of explaining to do.”
“Oh, she’s not for us. We don’t want a hooker!” said Phil. “To get any further in our quest we have to take some things to Spanky so that he can give us directions. The others are finding things too, but it was our job to find a prostitute. You just happened to have bad timing; you arrived precisely when we were paying Tammy here to come with us.”
“Others? What others? Who are these people?” Eclipse asked suspiciously.
“Calm down Clio.” Edgarb said. “There’s nothing you need to worry about. We made some friends along the way. There’s Bambi the were-rabbit, and baby Nugget, although he’s grown up now. They’ve both probably found people too, just like we’ve found Tammy.”
Eclipse and Roberta looked doubtfully at the tart, but decided to say nothing. “Ok, well we’re coming with you. You’re not getting out of our sight again.” Clio stared at Edgarb, and Bobbie stared at Philip.
Philip stared back at Bobbie. “Uh, just one question dear. Where are the kids?”
“They’re fine,” Bobbie said. “I found a sitter. They’re safe.”
“Ok, that’s alright then. Once we get to Squishpoo we can send for them.”
“You mean we’re not going home?” Bobbie looked concerned, and Clio was also looking a little put out.
“Were you ever planning on letting me know where you were?” Clio asked accusingly of Edgarb.
“Of course, of course I was,” he said. “Once I got settled I was going to come back for you. Honest!”
“Me too!” said Phil to Bobbie.
The women nodded slowly. “Well, I guess that’s ok. Right, so where do we have to go now then?”
Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked at Phil.
“Back to Spanky’s!” they said together.


[bookmark: _Toc223324997]Chapter 16 – What The World Needs More Of Is Science

I’d like to interrupt the story here, if you would be so kind as to allow me a chance to talk directly one on one with you. Ok, maybe not with you, since you can’t answer back. But I’d like to talk at you for a little while. You’ve really got no choice but to listen anyway, but in the interests of at least appearing polite, I’d like to thank you for allowing me this interlude.
Not that you have any choice in the matter. I’m doing the writing, and you’re stuck reading it. Ok, sure, you could always stop reading. Or you could skip this chapter entirely. Do you really think you can though? You’ve made it this far. Who knows, maybe there’ll be something important in here pertaining to the actual plot.
I’m not sure if there will be plot type information. Certainly some more back story, if not actual progression into the current state of events. Would you like to know exactly how it is that Clio and Bobbie were able to track Edgarb and Phil? And do you remember way back at the end of chapter one, when Edgarb and Phil escaped the Fnordish castle grounds? Wouldn’t it be nice to know how that happened? I expect you’re also wondering how it is that Bobbie can talk too, when we already know that Phil gained his powers of speech by making a wish to an angel.
Well, read on. I’m not promising to answer these questions, you must realise. I’m just trying to intrigue you. Are you intrigued? You can’t help but wonder now, can you?
Let’s start with a science lesson. It’s time we all started to try to understand how so many unexplained things can be possible in this remarkable land.
*
Simon was a special boy. He was twelve years old, and he was special. He couldn’t walk, he couldn’t move his arms overly well, but he was special. He really couldn’t talk either, but oh boy was he special. 
And he liked catching the school bus every morning. 
Simon the little spastic boy would sit in the front seat of the school bus, drooling happily down his chin watching the world go past. He’d be slouched down in his seat, leaning a little to the side, fingers twitching away. Whenever the bus went round a corner he’d tip to the side and his head would smack against the window pane. Until the bus turned back in the other direction there he would sit, face pressed to the glass, his tongue lolling out and a river of drool trickling its way down the window to the ledge. The drool would pool up there at the bottom of the window until the bus went up a hill, when it would run back along the window sill down the length of the bus for all the other kids to see. He enjoyed his window time, as it allowed him to see outside better.
When the bus turned the other way he’d flop over to the aisle, his seatbelt keeping him in place, but his head near to the floor. This was ok too, for it gave him a great view up the skirts of whatever girls were sitting nearby. Simon might have been retarded, but he still knew the feeling of his hard little peeny pressing into the folds of his diaper. He particularly liked it when Claire, the fourteen year old girl that lived next door, sat near the front. She never wore panties, and the view was marvellous. 
He’d often try to talk to her once he’d had a bit of a look downstairs. He was just trying to be nice, and he was a polite young lad.
“Hi!” he’d say. “That’s a nice cunt you have there.” And then he’d smile.
That’s what he thought he was doing anyway. All that actually came out was a sort of slack lipped version of what Jabba the Hutt might sound like if he were drunk. His smile was more of a sneer, droopy lipped on one side of his face, pulled taught on the other. Claire would just nod and look away, with no idea of what it was that he was saying. Probably a good thing really.
Simon the spastic wasn’t just a little retarded boy that rode buses though. He was also smart. Amazingly smart. If Doogie Howser had have had some sort of degenerative disease that affected his body but not his mind – that’s how smart Simon was. All day at school instead of actually doing his classes, he’d write in his book. Everywhere he went he carried an exercise book to make notes in, needing a new one every week having filled the last. 
He’d sit at his desk, his hands wavering, his penmanship simply atrocious, writing away. Occasionally he’d pause to think for a moment. When this happened, invariably a finger would reach to his ear, dig around a bit, and he’d start chewing on ear wax. Not terribly tasty, but some habits are hard to break – like biting your fingernails, picking at scabs, or masturbating in front of babies.
In his books he’d write all manner of things, mostly scientific equations and things like that. Stuff Stephen Hawking would have trouble understanding.  Our science lesson for today is an extract from these books.
*
The human body, Simon wrote, has been custom built for the senses. We are amazing creatures with an amazing range of sensations available to us. The following is an explanation of how these senses work.
HEARING
The human ear contains a large space, previously known as the eardrum. Inside this cavity lives a tiny orang-utan. Orang-utans, well known for their extremely long reach, sit inside the ear waiting for noises. Sounds are like little tiny aeroplanes that shoot out in all directions. Whenever a noise occurs, a sound whooshes past the ear. When this happens, the orang-utan in the ear reaches out and snags a hold of it and pulls it inside. Once it has a firm grip, it squeezes the sound tight, wringing it out like a wet dishcloth. This squeezing action releases the noise and allows us to hear it. Orang-utan is such a stupid sounding word; therefore, this must be correct.
This explains why it is that when there are too many people talking at once we can’t hear it all – the orang-utan isn’t able to grab the noises as they go past fast enough to keep up.
It also explains ear wax. It’s orange just like orang-utans are. It’s orang-utan poop in our ears.
Actual sense used: While we consider this to be hearing, the actual sense used (grabbing the noises) is really the orang-utan’s touch. We can now understand why it is that we’ve used touch related verbs to describe sounds. That electric guitar was crunchy; or that discussion was heavy, for example.
SMELL
The nose is roomier than the ear. While each ear only contains one orang-utan, the nose holds approximately thirty microscopic bats. While their eyes are woefully inefficient, a bat’s hearing is phenomenal. Odours move in through the nose, down the air way and into our lungs. As they move through the nose the bats hear them, passing the information on to our olfactory senses. It’s worth noting that the word olfactory is based on the latin word olabattery[footnoteRef:128]. BAT.  [128:  No it doesn’t. I made that up.] 

The thirty bats don’t have much room to move up there in our noses. They have to sit relatively still and stay in formation. If one of them happens to get out of place, pressure is pushed onto the back of the nasal cavity (or the sneeze gland, as it’s properly known). The sneeze was evolutionally developed to push the bats back into their correct place.
Bat poop is often quite runny and green. This is what is really running out of our noses.
Actual sense used: This sense of smell, as described is really tracked from the bats’ sense hearing. 
SIGHT
Inside the eyeball there’s more space even than what’s inside the nose. Packed inside are several hundred teeny tiny polar bears. Polar bears are renowned for their ability to smell, so much so that they can smell fish under ten feet of ice. These polar bears sit inside the eyeball, sniffing the light as it goes past. These smells are then tapped out on the inside of the eyeball using a technique very similar to Morse code. Unlike Morse code though, brightness of the light is ‘seen’ as a much stronger smell to the polar bear – which in turn is tapped out using much harder beats. This is why looking into a bright light hurts – the polar bears are pounding harder on our eyes.
The Coca Cola company learned about this several years ago. They ran an advertising campaign showing polar bears drinking cans of coke. This is actually true, and explains bloodshot eyes. The white of our eye is obviously all the polar bears. The red when we’re bloodshot is the coke cans.
Sleep crusties (those little chunks that appear in the corner of the eye) are actually named crustipoopa polaris[footnoteRef:129]. Yes, polar bear poop. Tears, logically, must be polar bear pee. [129:  That too.] 

Actual sense used: This sense of sight is really a use of hearing. It is why we use terms like a loud shirt.
TOUCH
Imagine the green hills of Ireland, with flocks of sheep roaming free amongst the bright green grass. Now imagine a pack of wild dogs hunting the sheep, chasing them up and down the hills, roaming all about.
This exact same image applies to the surface of the human body. Each person has a flock of tiny sheep roaming around. Chasing the sheep is a pack of dogs. And not just any dogs either, but zombie dogs. 
The zombie dogs race over our body, chasing down sheep. Whenever they manage to drag one down, they eat it all up, leaving only the fleece behind – which they drag into a convenient hole that they use as a rubbish dump. This is how we get belly button lint.
Whenever we actually come in contact with something, a ripple is caused on the surface of our skin. The zombie dogs, being very sensitive to such things, immediately flock towards it. They then proceed to lick it to find out what it is. The licks are then translated into our sense of touch.
Body odour is a common problem with humans. It only ever occurs in the dark places on our body – in the armpits, for example. This is now easily understood. Zombie dogs don’t like peeing in public, they prefer to do it somewhere private.
Actual sense used: This sense of touch is easily explained using zombie dogs and their ability to taste anything. This explains why we can say that we are feeling bitter, or feel like something has gone sour.   
TASTE
What was previously believed to be taste buds are actually thousands and thousands of little tiny spiders. Spiders have many, many eyes, all the better to see our food with. As the food goes over our tongue, the spiders look very carefully at it and relay to the brain what the flavour is. 
Every morning we need to brush our teeth – both to remove the plaque build up, and because our mouth always feel dry and gross. Simply put, we’re really just brushing away the spider poop and the webs that they spun overnight.
Food doesn’t really go bad. There’s no such thing as an expiry date. Food poisoning actually occurs when one of these spiders accidentally slip and bite us.
Actual sense used: Our taste is simply the spiders seeing the food. It easily explains why the best flavours in the world are actually colours. My favourite candy, for instance, is green.
*
Ok, so I promised you answers to some of the unanswered questions.
 Clio and Bobbie used exactly some of this science to make their way to Edgarb and Phil. Having left the castle grounds (no, I’m still not telling you how they did it after all) they walked around a nearby market looking at the stalls. Stalls of wonderment were to be found, as well as stalls of boredom. But the cake stall was where an interesting turn of events occurred. 
The cake stall had all the usual suspects present. Chocolate; Sponge; Cream; Jam. And in the back corner of the table, looking rather plain and small next to a large multi-tiered black forest cake, was a small round strawberry cake. Iced on the top were the words ‘Eat Me’. Intrigued, Clio bought it.
Before she had a chance to try it for herself, one tiny little crumb broke off and fell, bouncing off the back of her hand before landing on the ground.  Her hand twitched. Her hand itched. Her hand felt a little warm.
And then, from out of a nowhere, appeared Nort. Nort was a zombie dog, magically grown big from off her body. Nort was a good boy indeed – yes, he was a zombie dog, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t play nice. He wasn’t that interested in chasing sheep, so when he was suddenly as big as a normal dog he was pleased. For the longest time he’d been dreaming of peeing on some grass instead of some infested stinky armpit.
Clio and Bobbie used him to track Edgarb. He liked tracking things a lot more than chasing things. Nort was very happy. He picked up the scent with ease and followed them in leaps and bounds, stopping only to let the women catch up when they were lagging too far back. He drove them just as hard as they could take it[footnoteRef:130]. [130:  Oh my, that sounds a bit rude.] 

Once they arrived to where Phil and Edgarb were at the brothel, he shrank back down again onto Clio’s body, the spell wearing off with spectacular timing. He was sad to go, but he hoped he’d been a good boy and that he could come back again soon.
Its simple when you know how, isn’t it?


[bookmark: _Toc223324998]Chapter 17 – There’s A Which In My What Now?

Our merry band of brothers met - one of them with tum upset; 
at the top of Spanky’s cave they stop to rest and there they lie.
Nugget was off in the shadows, looking at the other fellows, 
hiding where the passage narrows, he scratches slowly at his thigh.
Picking scabs from off his elbows, still he scratches at his thigh, 
He does not want to say goodbye.[footnoteRef:131] [131:  What is this I hear you say, the cat in the hat - gone away?
Don’t you worry now my friends there is no need for you to cry.
I’m sure that you will miss the cat and his striped red and white hat,
But please do not get yourself flat, it’s not like he did up and die.
He’s just having a little break, do not think he up and died.
This is just something I want to try.] 

Bambi and her wench were talking, around the cave they’re slowly walking, 
looking at the other new folk, casting them a curious eye.
Edgarb seemed to have a lady, Philip now a wife and babies, 
Sylvia looked like she had scabies, and Nugget seemed to have turned shy.
As they moved close he would move backwards, Nugget really had turned shy.
He reached up and wiped his eye.
Edgarb lay with Clio sweetly, under blanket oh so neatly, 
when he looks up - in the shadows - Nugget sadly breathes a sigh.
He was just about to enter, pushing forth into her centre; 
pulling out just to torment her, but then there came a longing cry.
Both the lovers jumped and started, when they heard that longing cry.
“I am gonna miss you guys!”
Nugget called and Phil he started, such surprise he almost farted, 
Bobbie was in the same fishbowl and she called out in surprise
“Nugget we have only just met, but you seem to have a regret, 
is there something you did forget to tell us when we all came by.
I think you left some news out from the catch up when we all came by.
Do you want to tell us why?”
Nugget sighed and nodded his head, it was at this that he did feel dread, 
he was not looking forward to saying to them his sad good bye.
He knew he had to do it though, there just was no escape and so, 
he told them that he had to go; he told them that he was the guy.
He was the slut that Spanky wanted; he knew that he would be the guy.
He explained and told them why.


“From here to there I did my search, in cities, farms, and in a church, 
but nowhere could I find my slut and I was almost to the wire.
Up and down and left and right, in crooks and crannies oh so tight
and so to solve what was my plight, I sat and looked up to the sky.
I asked for help from up above, when I looked up to the sky.
Sacrifice was what I spied.
“Yes my friends, I am the one who is the slut and I don’t want to
be left here as Spanky’s play thing - I do not want to say goodbye.
He’s going to ream my ass so much (I wonder if he’ll do me Dutch?), 
I do not want to feel his touch, my ass is really gonna fry.
I’m sure he won’t use lube you know, it’s gonna burn, it’s gonna fry.
Prolapsed rectum, it is nigh.
Phil at Edgarb he went to look, Edgarb to Phil with head he shook, 
the boy prince said “Don’t worry my friend but you know we’ll have to lie.
But Nugget we’ll not let him take, I promise this, make no mistake, 
with your ass he’ll not partake, no matter just how much he tries.
You will be safe from this I swear, even if he really tries.
The cripple duck we will defy.
 “What happens to me I don’t mind, but why is all our speech in rhyme?”
Sylvia was looking around, figuring out the what and why.
Bambi smiled and said to her, “We know that last time that we were
here to see him it occurred, it seems it will always apply.
When we go to visit Spanky, the rhymes will always apply.
But it’s changed, I wonder why.”
Then a raven, sitting vainly on a rocky shelf, spoke plainly, 
looking sharp at each companion, all of them deep in the eye. 
“You don’t like this rhyme you’re speaking? It’s how it goes when you’re seeking
help from Spanky; it’s the freaking way to get help from this ally.
You have to do just what he says to get some help from this ally.
But fine, a change we will apply.

*


 “So perhaps we shall change to the old ways you had, 
and would that be a more comfortable little fad?”
The raven it looked at them all one by one, 
it blinked and it winked and then it was all done.[footnoteRef:132] [132:  To be honest, writing in the style of The Raven was a laugh, but it was way too constricting. The Cat in the Hat is just so much more fun, and lets me progress the actual story at the speed I want. Damn, I forgot to make this rhyme.] 


It gathered its wings and flew out of the room, 
and they were left there contemplating their doom.
Once they all had discovered the new rhyme was old, 
the young little prince went and did something bold.

“Come on guys,” he said loud, deciding that although, 
things may turn out bad they should get down below. 
“Instead of complaining and being full of worry, 
let’s get it all over with - come on lets hurry.
And the crew did just that, they went off at a trot.
In the dark passageways, why I bet you forgot
that our Phil he could glow at the flick of his head; 
so no fear was there felt for what may be ahead.
Except for poor nugget he still was a touch sad.
He was sure that the cripple duck would be so mad
when they tried to refuse to give to him his slut -
the path towards Squishpoo was going to be shut.
He really did not want to get in the road; 
the path it was set for him, his destiny bestowed.
He was starting to accept this cruel twist of fate
and his fear that had twisted his guts did abate.
“Don’t worry you fellows” he called as they did wander
the twisting and curving paths to the dark yonder. 
“It’s ok if I’m serving the duck as his slut, 
for you know, after all, I do love me some smut.
“And look at the company I’ll have to keep - 
why, the wench and the whore I can fill them both deep
with my massive long penis right into their ass."
And he winked at the girls as he made at them a pass.
Sylvia was cross and at him she did poke, 
but Tammy, well, she liked the look of this bloke. 
“You know,” she said to him while eyeing his crotch. 
“If the duck doesn’t let us fuck, I’ll still let you watch.”
Glad that the slut had come out of his funk, 
they arrived at the door that would summon the monk. 
A knock - one two three - and they waited for service; 
and not one of them in the least way did feel nervous.
He opened the door and then beckoned them through, 
what would happen now to them not one had a clue.
He led them on downstairs all the while looking cranky, 
and then there they were in the hall of great Spanky.
The great cripple duck looked upon the companions - 
his mouth open and closing as if in contractions.
While they were all hoping to leave with their friend, 
for them to return the duck did not intend.
He had not really thought they would ever come back
for he knew all too well that a slut they would lack.
The Union of Sluts ordered a stoppage of work, 
so he knew that although he was being a jerk
There was no way they could have completed the task.
So why were they here? Well, he needed to ask. 
“I think it confusing with you here before me.
Surely your tasks aren’t completed already?”
“Well actually Spanky,” said Phil from his bowl. 
“We have finished your jobs, and completed them whole. 
You can see right here with me is Tammy the whore.
She has mighty good suction that we’re sure you’ll adore.
“And back here is Sylvie the wenchest of wench, 
your lust for that type of girl she will surely quench.”
The two women waved and curtsied to the duck, 
Sylvia was unsettled, Tam just wanted to fuck.
The duck nodded calmly then looked all about, 
“And so when are you going to bring your slut out?”
He made this request with a smirk on his beak
and this was when Nugget he started to freak.
“I looked near and far and I looked round the bend. 
I went down deep valleys, and mountains I ascend.
There wasn’t a slut anywhere I could see, 
and that’s when I realised the slut - it is me.
“Please Mr Spanky,” he asked down on his knees. 
“But won’t two be enough for your lust to appease?”
The small cripple duck looked down at Nugget’s head, 
and he looked up at the rest with his wings at full spread.
“To be fair I did not think that you would come back.
It’s quite clever of you to have taken this tack.
I am such a cripple you’d have noticed last time -
I’m not at quite exactly the top of my prime.
“Just leave me the whore and I’ll see how I make do, 
what you do with your wench I will leave up to you.
Does that make you feel any better my son?”
And he gave the slut Nugget a pat on his bum.
The wench turned to Bambi and looked with a smile, 
“Well I thought I was gonna be stuck here a while.
While I don’t have to stay I don’t want to go home.
Can I follow you guys to where you might roam?”
The rabbit she laughed, and said “Of course my dear.
You stick with us; you’ll have nothing to fear.”
She looked at the prince and the fish with raised brow; 
they nodded and said unto her with a bow:
“We could not with clear conscience send you far away.
So consider yourself one of us from this day.”
The fish and prince they were in firm agreement
and neither of the two were talking excrement.[footnoteRef:133] [133:  Don’t act all surprised - you know I like to play
with the common expectations that you have of this play.
So Sylvia will now be a primary character,
But I ask you all please to do not disrespect her.] 

And then Phil looked at Spanky and asked of him this
“Sir Duck, will you help us now, grant us our wish?
You said you would tell us how to get to Squishpoo, 
so please won’t you tell us what we need to do?”
The two little fish and the prince and his girl
and the wench and the rabbit did a little twirl, 
while young Nugget was breathing a sigh of relief. 
“So come on sir, tell us now, what is the beef?”
The sick little duck with the two broken legs, 
who could never, not ever, run, walk, or lay eggs
looked down from his throne at the people below. 
His face looked all wise, his eyes were aglow.
“Now listen!” said he with a voice that went boom. 
“You should all listen now as we sit in this room.”
He looked at them pointedly making them see
that the hard stony floor was the place they should be.
They collapsed in a heap as they fell to the ground
and then got a sore ass as they scooched all around. 
“That’s better,” he said to the circle around him.
He held up one wing and the lights they did dim.
“So listen, I’ll say what you want to find out. 
Listen carefully now, I do not want to shout.”
The oracle then cleared his throat with a cough; 
he ruffled his feathers and shook himself off.
And then just as he was starting to speak again,
his mouth opened up - but he paused himself when
from the back of the hall came the flickering light
of two glowing red eyes that just now did ignite.
The eyes they moved slowly as they floated forward, 
sometimes they blinked but they always moved onward.
From out of the dark a shape dimly appeared, 
and to four of them there it was a shape they feared.
The prince and his consort they knew this shape well. 
The boy said “Oh shit!” and the girl said “Oh hell!”
In their bowl the two fish they did shake - oh they shook!
One glance was all – no need for second looks.
But the bird with the permanent hard-on was worst.
He had seen this thing coming and knew he was cursed.
No matter the lies that he told in his head, 
the future had shown him that he would be dead
Just as soon as the shape came up close to his throne -
but he would not go down with a fight or a moan.
Now that the inevitable had begun
he would do what must and then he would be done.
Bambi and Nugget and Sylvia were frightened, 
but it was not until they had all been enlightened
that they would perceive just how dire their straights
were and that they were so close to touching hell’s gates.
So Edgarb said “Oh shit!” and Clio said “Oh hell!”
Bobbie was struck dumb and Phillip said “Farewell, 
this is not a good thing to have happened, oh no.
Goodbye to my friends, you were all good to know.”
The eyes floated closer, the outline taking shape.
The menacing features ensured there was no escape.
And soon clear as crystal just what they beheld, 
even those with no clue felt dark fear and they yelled.
The figure from darkness emerging came clear, 
with each passing moment she drew very near. 
Her eyes were so bright and the bluest of blue, 
even through the red glow you could see it was true.
Her long deep black hair hung down to her firm ass, 
her most excellent bosom really was first class. 
Now dear readers I hope that the penny has fallen -
the end was nigh, and its name it was Morlin.

That’s right she had finally caught up to the prince. 
She got close at the bank heist and had followed since. 
Now that she’d managed to get him in sight
she was going to hold onto him very tight.
The king he had been putting pressure on her
to get the job done and return without err. 
If she didn’t come back with his young son in tow
painful death she was promised, and it would be slow.
She looked at the group of people standing there, 
their eyes dancing madly as they looked everywhere
to try to find some way to escape from this mess. 
No exit was clear though, all they felt was distress.
But remember there are still three folk who do not 
know that she is dangerous and should not be forgot.
So now Nugget could not help but be like he is: 
he looks her up and down and says “Hello there Ms.
“Well damn you’re a hottie; I must say it is true. 
Have you come down here to talk with Spanky too? 
When we’re done with him you can then have your turn.
And then maybe a turn on you I just might earn.”
Morlin of course was not impressed well at that.
She looked up and down at him - called him a brat.
She pointed one finger right straight at his crotch 
while all of the others could but sit and watch.
She mumbled a spell at him under her breath. 
No one heard what she said but for the last word – death.
She lifted both hands and together they joined 
and a lightning bolt struck down right into his groin.

The slut fell to the floor like a pile of debris, 
wisps of smoke curling up where his eyes used to be.
His face looked all taught as you’d come to expect
as it is what will happen when lightning connects.
Morlin turned to the others and coughed a small cough. 
“I am the one in charge now, do not piss me off.
Consider this your first (and last) only warning.” 
But the group wasn’t listening, they were in mourning.
Both Edgarb and Phil were standing there stunned-like; 
their mouths both hung open much like on a pike.
One tear ran down slowly on young Edgarb’s cheek, 
the outlook it certainly was looking bleak[footnoteRef:134] [134:  It’s quite possible that the fish here did cry too, 
but there’s no way we could know without any clue. 
For after all he was submerged in his bowl.
Seeing tears in water? It is hard, you know.
] 

Well Spanky now knew that his time had drawn nigh
and he looked out to Morlin and held his head high. 
“It is time,” said the duck. “Do to me what you will.” 
he said this to her and he flicked at his bill.
Now Morlin had not had the Spanky-spell cast, 
and all that she could hear was a terrible blast
of “Quack Quack Quack Quack” and she got so upset
that she jumped up and down as she started to fret.
To solve this dilemma she knew just what to do; 
she looked and then shot lightning at his head too. 
The duck fair exploded in a big cloud of feathers
and as the duck died all his spells were untethered.




*


Sylvia and Bambi were simply petrified. Nugget was gone, just like that. Spanky was gone too, even quicker – and the feathers were still flying. Neither of them had any idea who this mad witch might be; and more to the point, neither of them really cared. Sylvia reached out and grasped Bambi’s hand, gripping on tight in the hope that somehow if she squeezed hard enough it would all come to an end.
But it didn’t.
Sylvia started to whimper, just a low noise at first but as each one came out it got louder and louder. She sounded much like a seal as each sob was released.
“I SAID QUIET!” Morlin yelled, flicking her wrist. From a pointed finger a third lightning bolt was cast, aimed directly at Sylvia’s chest.
Since their first meeting Bambi had felt a curious responsibility to the wench she had found. They’d become best friends instantly, the thrill of their escape from hell forming a bond so strong that it could never be severed. Their trip back from there to Spanky’s cave had brought them even closer. The nights were the best, when they sat round a fire and talked about anything and everything. They knew each other well now, these two, but it was Bambi that had brought her here. Yes, Sylvia had followed of her own free will, but she could not help but want to protect her.
“No!” Bambi shouted, and she lunged in front of the coming attack. The only thought in her mind was to stop Sylvia from being hurt. She tried to shove Sylvia out of harm’s way, but all she managed to do was become a shield instead. She was just reaching forward to push Sylvia back when the lightning struck the middle of her back. Her soft white fur immediately ignited, engulfing her in flames as she ran screaming around the cavern. Edgarb would never forget those shrieks of pain that pierced his ears, and it wasn’t for several years when the nightmares of this scene stopped waking him at night in a cold sweat. But her yells didn’t really last all that long; she fell silent when she all too soon stopped running as she collapsed in a heap.
Ok, I’ve had it with all this. Enough is enough, Sylvia thought. First, like in some fairytale, I’m brought all this way to see a future-seeing duck with erectile issues, then for the whole time we’re underground both my thoughts and my speech are in rhyme. And now some strange woman with lightning bolt fingers comes out of nowhere and attacks us? Come on feets, do your stuff.
“Fuck this,” she said out loud. Without Bambi, who she really thought of as a sister now, by her side there was no point in sticking around. She turned towards the door at the back of the cavern and started running just as fast as she could.
Have you ever seen how fast you can run when your life depends on it? It’s pretty damn fast, let me assure you. And Sylvia was running mighty fast indeed.
But not fast enough.
Morlin flicked her hand one last time, not at Sylvia herself but at the roof above. Large chunks of stone rained down as the roof caved in, with her directly underneath. The noise of the rock fall was utterly stupendous; the echoes of the crash echoed around the chamber even after the last rock had fallen. The dust soon settled, and all that was left was a large mound of boulders with a trickle of blood running out from one side, which pooled at Morlin’s feet.[footnoteRef:135] [135:  Oh, oops. My mistake. Did I say she was becoming a primary character? I guess what I really was trying to say was: FOOLED YOU.] 

Morlin then smiled, and a nastier smile had not been seen by any of the remaining survivors. “Like I told you, there will be no more warnings. I expect the rest of you to behave now.” She pondered this last statement. “Although I really don’t mind if you don’t. That was fun.”
She looked at Edgarb, her deep blue eyes (the glow was gone now) staring straight through him. He looked away quickly as a shiver ran down his back and over his scrotum.  “You’re with me, just as the King has commanded. Your companions can stay here or come back with us, I don’t care which.  Are you ready to come back home?” she asked him.
Edgarb, of course, had a plan. He looked first at Clio, who was still standing stiff, trembling almost imperceptibly. Then he checked on the fishes – Bobbie was swimming circles repeatedly around the bowl, as if trying to outrun everything that she had seen. 
Phil was floating there calmly though. A smart fish was Phil, and he knew exactly what Edgarb was thinking. He winked at Edgarb and then nodded slowly.
Edgarb looked back at Morlin. She’d been at her father’s side for many years now, but as much as he tried he still found it hard to believe that she could be so evil. Such beauty, it seemed such a waste. He sighed, and then shook his head.
“No Morlin,” Edgarb said to her.  “I’m not ready.”



[bookmark: _Toc223324999]Chapter 18 – C’mon People Now[footnoteRef:136] [136:  Smile on your brother. Ev’rybody get together. Try and love one another right now.] 


The astute reader is probably right at this moment saying to themself “But what about Tammy? Where did she end up in all this mess?”
It’s actually pretty easily explained. Once Spanky had made it clear that he wanted her to stay even if he didn’t want the other two, Tammy had wandered off to check out her new accommodations. She had no idea how long she would be here, so she might as well make herself comfortable.
The even more astute reader[footnoteRef:137] will realise that this is probably one of the biggest loads of hogwash I’ve told through this entire tale. However, this is how it’s to be. We shall live with it and like it.[footnoteRef:138] [137:  This does not mean you. You definitely don’t count.]  [138:  To be totally honest, I sorta actually kinda forgot completely all ‘bout Tammy. If you read back carefully, first she’s there, and then she’s just not mentioned. Ever. That’s because for some reason she was just gone from my mind. Lucky though...you’ll see why soon.] 

The astuterest[footnoteRef:139] reader knows that I’m just way too smart for you all. Of course this was all cleverly planned. There’s nothing like adding a bit of mystery.[footnoteRef:140] [139:  This is a Real Word(tm)]  [140:  Or is there?] 

Ok, no more interruptions - on with the show.[footnoteRef:141] [141: Actually, while I’m talking directly to you all, I’d also like to take the opportunity to address some of the complaints I received recently. The reactions to each chapter I get are sometimes very different. It’s hard to please everybody all of the time, you must remember this. I’m not going to retaliate by pleasing nobody at all, but the most important fact is that each chapter is written to please me. I find great satisfaction in knowing that there are others who are pleased by it too, and I sure don’t want you all to go away – but if I was writing for anyone other than myself, I wouldn’t find it nearly as enjoyable.
For example, one particular comment I received was that killing so many people was very anticlimactic and a total copout. Whereas on the very same day I was sent a very short note while I was away from my desk – love the chapter. So who am I supposed to believe? Any feedback I get is good feedback, so how does it balance and become useful? There is no answer to this of course, and I really don’t want to try. I knew when the last chapter came out that some people wouldn’t be happy. I love every single one of my readers dearly, regardless of whether you like random death and destruction or not.
I didn’t know this was coming any more than you did, ok? If you thought it was a good chapter, then thank you for understanding that sometimes bad things happen to good people. If you didn’t like what happened, then I sincerely wish to say thank you for caring enough to let me know how you felt. I really do want to know if you think something is lame. It makes me think about it, and hopefully improve.
One last comment, to serve as a bit of a warning: You thought the last chapter was bad? Check this out for clichéd plot devices!] 

*
Tammy had spied a curtained doorway behind Spanky and she took herself to have a look, assuming that it was his bedroom – and assume correctly she did. The oldest profession is a blast, for sure, but you want to make sure that the arrangements will be comfortable. After all, if you spend all your time on your back, you don’t want to get bed-sores. She was quite pleased with what she found too – a comfortable bed; lots of pillows and cushions and things; a chamber pot (always useful in the middle of the night); and an interesting little white box sat next to the bed. It appeared to be some sort of machine: there were pipes coming out of it and a series of switches ran along the top. Engraved on the side of it were the words Wet-Spot-inator. If it did what she thought it might, and if Spanky would let her take it, then the girls back home would go wild.
It was as she was poking around Spanky’s underwear drawer[footnoteRef:142] that she heard some odd noises coming from back out in the main cavern - there was rather loud bang, a sizzle, and a sob. As she was trying to decide whether she wanted to go out there and find out what was happening, there was a second bang and what sounded like a squawk, although it was cut off rather quickly. [142:  He’s a duck, he probably doesn’t wear pants. Why does that mean he can’t have an underwear drawer? You never know what you might find!] 

Tammy was getting a little concerned now. Whatever was happening out there, it sure didn’t sound too pleasant. She took a tentative step closer to the door, straining her ears to try and hear what was going on. Just as she was moving her foot forward for another step a shout of “No!” came, and then again another bang and sizzle[footnoteRef:143]. She pulled her foot back, still listening hard for what might be causing all these noises. One last bang then she heard the rumbling noise of what sounded like a whole heap of rocks crashing together.  [143:  Ten fat sausages sizzling in a pan.
One went pop! 
And the other went bang!] 

Indecision had struck her. Whatever was happening out there didn’t sound too pleasant at all; if she went out to see what was happening, it didn’t seem too unlikely that something bad would happen. On the other hand, if she stayed in here there was nowhere to go, nothing to do, and she was pretty much cornered if whatever was out there tried to come in here. Sure, she thought, there might be something she could do with one of the cushions and – no, it wouldn’t work. She’d never fit inside the chamber pot.
So she had to go out and face whatever was happening. She was scared, for sure, but her head was screwed on pretty well. If it had to be done, then that’s just the way it is. Tammy peeked through the curtain over the door, making just the tiniest gap down one side. She couldn’t see too much, only a pile of feathers the same colour as Spanky and a pile of rocks from where the roof had caved in. Well that explained that last noise then.
She moved to the other side of the curtain, and was rewarded with a much better view of what was going on. She could see Edgarb and Clio looking terrified. Edgarb was holding Phil and Bobbie in their bowl, and they didn’t seem to be doing much better. They were all looking at someone else – just who she couldn’t see, they were out of sight – and trembling. Whoever it was that she couldn’t see had been talking and Tammy could now hear what was being said.
“Are you ready to come back home?” came a woman’s voice. There was something about it, something she couldn’t place. It sounded – well, it sounded like something she hadn’t heard in a very long time. She couldn’t place it, but immediately there was a gnawing feeling at the back of her mind that she should know it.
“No Morlin,” Edgarb said to the woman.  “I’m not ready.”
Morlin? Tammy thought, her eyes widening. No – there can’t – how could– what the – she was – how many – but if – didn’t it – and then –shit no! This just couldn’t be, could it? 
She stepped through the curtain. “Hello Morlin,” she said.
Morlin looked over at her, a finger primed ready to shoot another bolt of lightning – but then she stopped. Her eyes got big, her jaw dropped, her nostrils flared ever so slightly. She almost stumbled. “Tamara?” she blinked.
They stood looking at each other, each sizing the other up. Morlin was tall, dark and ravishing. Tammy was tall, light and ... well, the years hadn’t been kind. She was tight of brow and tired of eyes, but it was clear that in a different line of work, where perhaps she wouldn’t have got so worn down, that she’d have been a head turner too.
So they looked at each other, neither of them smiling. Tammy had concern in her eyes, Morlin’s were still shocked. But then Morlin blinked, and it turned to anger.
“What are you doing here?” she demanded.
“It’s not like it’s any of your business, and why do you care anyway?” the response was shot back.
“Of course I care. Why wouldn’t I?”
“Well after the way you left, I didn’t think you cared for anyone except yourself. You can’t be telling me that changed, has it?” Tammy looked pointedly at the bodies that were strewn around the cavern.
“I might have left, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t care. I was scared more than anything else. I knew I was in trouble, and that I had to go, so I did.” Morlin shrugged. 
They stared at each other, both unsure what to say next. “So,” she said tentatively. “How’s Mum?”
Tammy shrugged. “Same as always. You know how she is. There were some problems at first, but she got over them.”
Morlin nodded wistfully. “Good. I’m glad.”
“Of course, Dad’s a whole different story. He’s never been the same. When you left, something inside him just...broke.” Tammy had to pause for a moment while she thought of the best word. 
They both fell silent, lost in old memories, the both of them thinking about things they’d tried to forget – and it was so long ago that they both almost had. This gave the others plenty of time to react – so far they’d all been frozen in shock, mouths hanging open. Edgarb was the first to have any other reaction.
“You fucking what?” he said incredulously. “You two are sisters?” The two nodded. “This is one hell of a wild coincidence[footnoteRef:144]. One of the most evil sorceresses ever works for my father and has followed us all this way to take us back home, and we randomly hire her sister to come and be a whore for the one thing we know that can tell us where we need to go? Man, what are the odds of that happening?” [144:  Isn’t it just? ] 

Rather than dwell those odds, they instead chose to immerse themselves in the storyline while keeping an eye out for other ludicrous coincidences. You can, after all, only do the best with what you have. As they say[footnoteRef:145], when life gives you lemons, make lemon-meringue soup and feed it to random passers-by before eating it yourself – thereby determining if it’s poisonous with no actual harm coming to your own person. You can never be too careful. [145:  This is an old one, but I still think about it from time to time. Who is they? Are they big? Small? Do they really know just how much we seem to depend on them? Do they even care? Are they laughing at us for listening?] 

“Yes,” said Tammy simply. “She is my sister. We haven’t seen each other in years, not since she ran away carving a trail of bloody corpses in her wake. It’s been so long that everyone thought she was dead.” She tapped at her lip as she thought. “I think I need to hear the full story of what’s going on here. I didn’t care before; I was just following the money. I know you hired me to be with Spanky so that you could get directions to go somewhere, but to where? And where did you come from? And why is Morlin trying to stop you? I need to make sense of this, and fast. Back story, bitches - I needs it.”
Edgarb and Phil gave her a quick run-down on what was going on, that they were making their way to Squishpoo in an attempt to live happily ever after and get out from under the oppression of the Evil King Fnordish. Morlin mentioned how she was following them on the King’s orders to try and bring Edgarb back home again.
“You’re going to Squishpoo,” Tammy muttered. “That’s just dandy, that is. You should have told me earlier.”
“Why?” Phil asked. “Wouldn’t you have come with us if you knew?”
“Quite the opposite,” she answered. “We could have avoided a lot of hassle, that’s all. I grew up there, as did Morlin. I could have told you how to get there when you first hired me.”
“Poop,” was all Edgarb could think to say.
“So then you can tell us how to get to Squishpoo?” Phil asked.
“Of course I can.” Tammy answered.
“No you can’t,” said Morlin. “The prince here is coming home.”
“No he isn’t,” said Tammy.
“Yes he is.”
“No he isn’t”
“I’ll turn you into a frog.”
“No you won’t.”
“Yes I will.”
“No,” Tammy said one more time. “You won’t.”
“Yes,” Morlin responded. “I will.”
“Won’t.”
“Will.”
“Won’t.”
“Will.”
As this tirade bounced back and forth, the women’s voices got higher and higher pitched while elevating in volume at the same time.
“Won’t!” Tammy shouted, making both Edgarb and Clio flinch as the levels involved started being quite painful. Fish on the other hand don’t have eardrums – they felt the noise being made, and it hadn’t got painful to them quite yet.
“WILL!” Morlin screamed back, and this time Phil and Bobbie did start to feel a little uncomfortable. She slowly raised her arm and pointed her finger directly at her sister, the black polish on her long pointed nail shimmering in the torchlight from the walls. “WILL! WILL! WILL!”
Tammy sighed. “Oh, stop being so childish.” 
She looked directly at Morlin, staring so hard that it seemed she was looking right inside of her. As she looked deep into Morlin’s eyes, her own eyes seemed to swirl, making a spiral that glistened between blue and green and purple and back again. She flicked her hand towards her sister and a yellow beam of light shot straight into her chest.
Tamara? Morlin thought, her eyes widening. No – there can’t – how could– what the – she was – how many – but if – didn’t it – and then –shit no! This just couldn’t be, could it? 
If she’d wanted to say anything, or perhaps retaliate somehow, she had already missed her chance. Shock does that to you sometimes, and never in her wildest dreams had Morlin ever imagined that her sister could also use magic. There was a small flash, a raspberry noise, and a slightly rank smell sort of like what you’d get if you left a couple of steaks out in the sun for a few days, but then stood a mile down the road on a windy day[footnoteRef:146]. And then she was small.  [146:  So yeah, it stank, but it wasn’t very strong.] 

You couldn’t even say she shrank. One moment she was full sized, the next she was barely six inches tall. Morlin looked around, confused at first at how big everything had become. But after a couple of seconds the realisation dawned, and she stamped her foot repeatedly with a most unimpressed pout on her face.
Tammy was relieved. She hadn’t used magic since she’d left her homeland, and wasn’t too sure if she’d even remember how to anymore.  She’d spent so long trying to forget and be just like all the other women that it was only when she recognised her sister that she forgot all about being a normal woman and faced her fears once and for all.
“You bitch!” Morlin cried.  “That does it. You’re screwed.” She repeated what I am sure we have all come to know as her signature move; a point of her hand and a bolt of lightning flicked out towards her assailant.
A little known fact about the use of Magic is that the amount of power that you have is directly proportional to the amount of blood contained in your body. The more blood you have, the greater your power in the realms of the unknown – and so generally speaking, the bigger you are, the harder you spell. But it must be noted that it’s specifically blood, not just size in general. If you’re big and fat you don’t suddenly obtain mystical powers – the most obese people are very high in fat content, but their blood content is largely unchanged from what it might be if they were slim.
Morlin was (well, until now) a big lady. Not fat, not by any means, but she was very tall and certainly voluptuous. Her very large breasts and extremely grabbable ass might be attractive to many men out there, but their real purpose was much more oblique – in effect what she had was extra blood containers. 
You may have noticed already that most magic users out there are women. It’s been said that this is due to them being more ‘at one’ with the earth or having closer ties to the moon with their 28 day cycles and other such nonsense, but it’s all just a misnomer. Women have the advantage of being built with extra blood pockets, and should happenstance and nature and genetics choose to endow them with places to store more blood, then they had more of a chance of becoming skilled in the arts of the magi. Have you ever noticed that so many witches have such long noses? It’s just an extra blood pocket. I also dare you to name any witches that are flat-chested. 
Most wizards out there also have the same deal going on, but their blood pockets are in different places; Houdini had disproportionally large hands and feet, which had the added bonus of adding to the illusion that when his hands were tied there was no way he could slip himself out from all the ropes and chains and things. 
Dumbledore, perhaps the most famous wizard of recent times, completely and utterly detested his beard – it always itched in summer, it required constant cleaning to remove all the pieces of food that fell into it when he was eating, in winter it took absolutely forever to dry after a bath, which gave him chills that wouldn’t go away until the sun finally came out again the spring. But the hassle was worth it. Dumbledore had been born with an odd genetic mutation that gave him a throat like a bullfrog – which meant that as he learned to keep it puffed up full of blood, his magic skills increased tenfold.
And then of course there was Merlin, who had spent several years after high school trying to escape his nickname of Merlong.
You must remember that having a lot blood does not ensure that you can become a talented magic user (although it does increase your potential for it); just like how having a large penis doesn’t necessarily mean that you’re good in bed, or how having a vagina that whistles on a windy day makes it any easier to give birth, or how having large fingers doesn’t make it harder to pick your nose[footnoteRef:147]. [147:  Have you ever noticed that? No matter how big a person’s fingers are – they can be as thick as the thickest of sausages, your nostrils will always be wide enough to allow your finger entrance. Try it some time. There’s isn’t a single person in the world who can’t pick their own nose, regardless of what size you were allocated. It’s been theorised that this is self inflicted; children love picking their nose, and as they grow they’re nostrils get stretched from the constant picking – sort of like how after repeated hammerings your wife’s ass will leak poop if you do her up the butt too often – but it’s actually just Darwin doing his thing.] 

And so Morlin was now tiny, as was her lightning. It struck Tammy square on her kneecap, and she giggled. It was quite a pleasant buzzing feeling actually, and she wouldn’t be opposed to it happening again – especially in certain other places.
“Fuck,” Morlin squeaked. She tried another of her old favourites – the one where she explodes your heart inside your chest. She cast this one at her sister, and Tammy raised her hand to her chest in surprise.
And then she lowered it again. A mild case of indigestion was sort of unpleasant, but certainly nothing to cry over.
“Ok, what about...” she mumbled to herself as she considered her options. The Insta-Death[footnoteRef:148] spell was harder to perform, but was guaranteed to work against even the toughest stains. She gathered her thoughts and sent it out. [148:  Patent Pending] 

Tammy had to admit, all of a sudden she felt a tiny bit sleepy. She yawned.
“Balls.”
Tammy unslung her heretofore unmentioned backpack, scooped up Morlin, placed her in, and put her pack on again. Muffled squeaks came from within and it bulged and shook occasionally as its tiny occupant tried to get out again, but all attempts were unsuccessful. “Ok, that’s that problem taken care of for now. Believe me; we’ll be having a long talk with each other later.”
Phil looked at Edgarb and Edgarb looked at Phil. They’d had the rug pulled out from under themselves repeatedly, and the shock was starting to get to be just a little bit too much. They both needed a rest, and soon.
“I’m not even going to ask,” said Edgarb flatly. “Not yet at least. For now, I say we all need to get out of here. We’ll find somewhere to camp in the open air, and I at least will be trying hard not to think about anything at all. In the morning we can perhaps discuss it all properly and work out what to do. What do you all think?”
Of all the people left standing, there wasn’t a single one who didn’t nod.[footnoteRef:149] They made their way back up the stairs – stepping carefully over the twisted body of the monk that Morlin had dispatched on her way down – and through the twisting passageways until they reached the entrance chamber.  [149:  Morlin wasn’t standing. She had made herself a nest out of a bra cup, a few panties, and a pair of socks. She wouldn’t have nodded if she knew what was going on, but she was almost asleep anyway and didn’t care. 
Oh, and yes, Phil and Bobbie weren’t technically standing either, but I meant still standing in the metaphorical sense of still alive.] 

Just like last time, as they were about to exit the cave completely, they spied in the corner the tall cat sitting dejectedly on a large stone in front of a camp fire. He looked up as they approached, tears spilling from his eyes. He sniffed, wiped his nose, then removed his bow tie, and threw it into the fire.
He followed them out of the cave and turned around and took down the signs. No more S ANKY IVES HER sign, no more flashing golden arrow, and more gold bead curtain.
 He then went to the front of the cave and reached out and took down the Spanky’s sign that was above the entrance, as well as all the flashing neon arrows. 
And he put them away, and he said, “That is that.” And then he was gone, with a tip of his hat.[footnoteRef:150] [150:  Go on. Think about it.] 

They took themselves a few hundred yards away from the cave and setup camp for the night. It was only mid afternoon, but no one wanted to go any further. They were tired and sad, and wanted to rest.
*
It was later that night. 
Phil and Bobbie were lying next to each other at the bottom of their bowl, while Edgarb and Clio sat by the fire holding hands and just enjoying being together without needing to say anything.
The prince was just about to reach for something to drink when he heard a noise. No, two noises. Wait, a whole bunch - and they were voices.  They were coming from just out of range of the light from the camp fire.
“Shh, you’ll wake them up!” went a first whispered voice.
“So? They won’t mind,” a second whispered back.
“Oh is that right? It’s late and it’s dark and they’ll be sleeping. How do you think you would react if you were them and they were you and you were in their place and they were in yours and they planned to do to you what you are planning to do to them?”
“Uh...what?”
“Nevermind. Just keep quiet for now.”
Edgarb crept up slowly to a row of bushes that marked the edge of their campsite and peered over as quietly as he could. He saw two figures crouched on the other side – figures yes, but not people. They certainly weren’t people. People shaped perhaps, but not people. Edgarb’s first clue was that they were transparent. The second was the pale blue glow the shone dimly from them. And they wore sheets draped over themselves, with holes cut out for eyes.
“Fuck me”, he said, “a talking ghost!”
[bookmark: _Toc223325000]Chapter 19 – Broken Bodies, Broken Trails

“Well hi there!” said Nugget. “Fuck me you’re hot. Have you come to see Spanky? We’re talking to him right now, but if you wait a few minutes he’ll be free I’m sure. When you’re done, perhaps we could...” and he winked at her suggestively.
Those were the last words that he could remember saying before there was a short flash and then, well, nothing.
It was pretty damn boring actually.  There was no sensation whatsoever. Nothing to see, smell, hear, feel, or taste. He just sat there – well, sitting isn’t the right word – he experienced nothing at all for a period of time that he had no way of measuring.
He tried sleeping, but that didn’t work. Without eyes to close, even though he couldn’t see a single thing, it felt like his eyes were open and staying open. You just can’t sleep like that.
He tried thinking of sex, but without hands to masturbate – or a penis for that matter – it didn’t go very far. Hell, thoughts of sex didn’t even really excite him that much. Horniness is obviously a biologically induced sensation.
It was when Nugget realised this – that he didn’t think sex was interesting – that he started to scream.
And scream.
And scream.
*
“No!” Bambi shouted, and she lunged in front of the coming attack. The only thought in her mind was to stop Sylvia from being hurt. She tried to shove Sylvia out of harm’s way, but all she managed to do was become a shield instead. She was just reaching forward to push Sylvia back when the lightning struck the middle of her back.
It was then that everything turned white. It wasn’t so bright that it hurt, but it was dazzling. She tried to put her hand in front of her eyes, and discovered that she couldn’t move her arm at all. So she tried to close her eyes, but they wouldn’t close either.
Oh no, she thought. I’ve been paralysed! I’m lying here on the floor of the cave and my whole body has been switched off.
She strained as hard as she could to listen for her friends. She wondered what they were doing, and if that strange woman had gone away yet. Then she remembered what happened to Nugget.
What if everyone else was killed? What if I’m the only one left alive? I’m paralysed and no one can help me. I’ll starve to death!
Bambi was getting worried. She knew she was overreacting, but things had been white and senseless for a while now, and it was very boring. Still, she told herself as she forced herself to relax, it was a pleasant way to get some rest. Very peaceful indeed it was, if she could forget about her worries long enough.
*
Ok, I’ve had it with all this. Enough is enough, Sylvia thought. First, like in some fairytale, I’m brought all this way to see a future-seeing duck with erectile issues, then for the whole time we’re underground both my thoughts and my speech are in rhyme. And now some strange woman with lightning bolt fingers comes out of nowhere and attacks us? Come on feets, do your stuff.
Sylvia remembered running just as fast as her little feet would take her. 
Then she remembered things feeling a little cramped.
Then she remembered nothing, and she remembered that nothing for what seemed to be a very long time.
And then...
Sylvia was feeling hot. And it was getting worse, as if she was sitting inside an oven that was slowly warming to its full temperature. Her cheeks were aglow – not on fire yet, but it was building. Beads of sweat were forming on her ample chest, slowly running down between her breasts. A small barrel of water stood in the corner of her cell, and she dipped in a ladle and poured over her head. As the water ran down her face she flicked her head back and – hey wait a minute!
She was back here? The last time she’d been here she had thought that she had learned the ultimate meaning of fear. But now to come back to it having thought she’d escaped it – that was much, much worse.
She looked around at her cell that was all still so very familiar. There was the bed of straw in the corner and the slop bucket next to it that smelled like it hadn’t been emptied since her last stay. The dark clay walls covered in assorted bodily fluids. She looked with a shudder at the floor, knowing only too well that at least the top few layers of stains were her own.
She was just about to go and sit down on her straw pile when the noise came; the small scratch as a key was inserted into the lock on her door, and the click that followed as it was turned. It was a noise that would cause her to reflexively flinch, but now it was so much worse. She jumped so hard that she fell to the floor in a heap. The pounding of her heart was almost painful and her breath was short and rapid – her lungs had tightened so much that she had to pant just to keep breathing. Her hands and feet shook and her jaw trembled.
Worst of all was the sense of doom that came. There was no escape from it this time, and there was nothing she could do to keep him held back. Demure supplication used to temper his torture, but she knew that this time nothing would work.
The door opened and Damien walked in. 
“Bambi!” she screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
*
It took a while, but Nugget eventually figured out that he wasn’t really screaming. It was all just in his head – when you don’t have a body, you can’t make noise. Once he’d got that worked out, he stopped. There wasn’t really any point anymore, and it was starting to give him a headache.
Well, no. Not a headache. A brain ache maybe...no, he couldn’t even say that. He was brainly deficient – a cripple brain if you will. If there’s not even that, what was he then? He could think, he knew that much. Well, he thought he could, but if asked to prove it he wasn’t sure he knew how.
So am I a soul without form? Nugget asked himself. Am I trapped like this forever? Isn’t there supposed to be somewhere you go from here? A good place with lots of beer and a cloud where beautiful women spend quality time with one another[footnoteRef:151]. Or a bad place perhaps, with lots of light beer and a cloud where ugly men spend quality time with one another[footnoteRef:152]. [151:  You know, in a special way.]  [152:  You know, in a special way - a special but disturbing way. Nugget wasn’t against smoking some pole now and then (sex is sex no matter where you find it) but c’mon, the dudes are ugly! There’s a very big difference between cock and ugly cock.] 

He began to finally feel some sort of sensation. He couldn’t be sure, but it felt like he was slowly sinking downwards. It was hard to be positive – and he couldn’t be sure - but there was that feeling of movement.
Wait, he thought. Down? I’m going down? I don’t want no ugly cock!
“Bambi!” he screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”[footnoteRef:153] Yes, he did realise that it wasn’t out loud, since he had no out to loud, but he concentrated as hard as he could and tried to push his call out from himself as hard as he could. [153:  Is there an echo in here?] 

“Bambi!” he screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”[footnoteRef:154] [154:  Why yes, I do believe there is. How peculiar.] 

“Oh for fuck’s sake, will you keep it down?” Bambi’s voice floated in through the darkness. “I’m trying to sleep here”
“Bambi!” he screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”[footnoteRef:155] [155:  Ok, now this is just getting ridiculous.] 

“I said keep it down!” Bambi yelled back.
“Bambi!” he screamed. “You can hear me! I thought I was lost and all alone.”
“Me too, now I come to think of it. Where are you? And why is everything so white?”
“I have no idea where I am, but I’m falling and I’m scared. And it’s not all white, it’s all black.”
“No, it’s all white.”
“It’s all black.”
There was a pause.
“Ok, so it’s all grey,” said Nugget.
“Yeah, it is. And now I’m falling too. What the hell did you do?”
“I didn’t do nothing! It must be you.”
“It wasn’t me.”
“Yes it was.”
“Nuh uh.”
“Uh Huh.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“Hey, that’s what I said!” said Nugget.
“Jesus, so much for lost within my own head. What now?”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“You said that already.” Nugget said.
“Is that you Sylvia? Where are you?”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“Dude, seriously, we heard you. Answer the fucking question.”
“Sylvia! Listen to me! We can hear you. Now where are you?”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“This bitch is starting to piss me off. SHUT UP DAMMIT!”
“Be nice Nugget, she’s obviously in some sort of trouble. Maybe she can’t hear us.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“It’s not grey anymore. Why do you think everything is turning red?”
“I have no idea. Maybe it means that something is happening. Sylvia! Where the fuck are you?”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“Argh!”
“Since when were you a pirate?”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“I’m not a pirate. I was just complaining.”
“You’re always complaining. Why can’t you be nice for once?”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“I am nice. I’m better than nice. Maybe I could show you some time just how nice I can be.”
“You are so not going there. Oh and just how would you show me anyway? We don’t seem to have bodies.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“This shit is really confusing me.”
“This shit is really confusing me.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“You just said that to confuse me didn’t you?”
“No, not at all. I can’t help it that you’re easily confused.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“I bet what we’re hearing is an echo. She’s not saying the same thing over and over, it’s just being repeated over and over. There’s no point trying to talk to her, she’s not really there.”
“You know, that’s actually pretty smart. I’m impressed. I didn’t think you had it in you.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“I know something that could be in you.”
“Yeah, way to ruin it.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“I’ve had enough. Let’s get out of here.”
“How? The last I saw of you, you were dead on the ground. I thought I was only in a coma, but I’m guessing that I died too. I think this is all there is.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“Perhaps if we concentrate really hard.”
“Well, it’s worth a shot. Let’s do it.”
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
“...”
“...”
*
“Bambi!” Sylvia screamed. “Help me! Bambi?”
The door had opened and Damien was standing in front of her. He pushed the door closed with one hand and bent over, carefully putting his toolbox down on the floor next to his hooves.
He slowly stood up straight again, never taking his eyes from her. Like his first visit the last time she was here, he pressed a finger to his chest and spoke his name. “Damien.” A drop of yellow gloop fell from his finger as he took his hand away and it landed on the floor, burning a hole an inch deep in the already pocked and scarred brickwork. Unlike last time though, instead of getting straight to work, he stood looking at her a moment longer. Then he lifted his arm and pointed directly at her. “Goodbye.”
He bent over his toolbox, opened it, and – FWUMP. Damien suddenly had two people lying on top of him – said two people having just dropped out of thin air above him.
“Fuck, what happened?” said a small voice.
“Ugh, gerroff me!” said a second.
“Oh my god, it burns! It burns! What is this?”
“Move, damn you.”
The two figures scrabbled away from the demon and stood up, looking carefully around.
“Where the hell are we?” asked Nugget.
“Yes, that’s right.” Bambi answered. While Nugget scratched his head and tried to make sense of her answer, Bambi looked to Sylvia. “You called?”
“Bambi!” she screamed.
“Ugh, not again,” complained Nugget. While Sylvia looked confused at what he’d said, she didn’t care. She ran forward and wrapped her arms around Bambi, squeezing her tight and only reluctantly letting go when Bambi pushed her away.
“We seem to be making a habit of this, don’t we?” Bambi smiled at Sylvia. “Saving your ass from the depths of hell is fun and all, but do you think you could try to avoid this place in the future? I’m getting a little tired of it.”
Sylvia laughed. “You think I want to be here? No way. But thank you, both of you, so much for stopping him.” 
She looked at Damien. He was still on the floor, in a twisted pile of broken demon bits. The two of her rescuers combined must weigh a substantial amount – she would have thought it would take a lot more than just the pair of them to squash him flat, but it sure seemed to have done the trick. 
She looked closer. 
No, they hadn’t just squashed him flat, they’d killed him.[footnoteRef:156] [156:  Hmm, can we draw some similarities here? Sylvia = Dorothy. Damien = Wicked Witch of the East. Bambi and Nugget = House. Dammit, where’s Toto? Ok, metaphor failed.] 

And that certainly was a relief.
*
“And that,” said Bambi, “is what happened. I’ve escaped from hell once already, so doing it again was simpleness indeed. It was when we got out that things got interesting.” 
Edgarb was staring at Bambi and Nugget. He couldn’t quite come to grips with all this yet. They had died, fairly horribly too, but here they were now sitting around the campfire with him, albeit as ghosts. He’d never felt such a mix of emotions before; his grief was still a nub of pain in his belly, but at the same time he was feeling such joy that they were back. Melancholy and elation normally didn’t mix, and he was having a hard time dealing with it. Imagine making a tea out of some of the hottest chilli peppers you can find (we’re talking one hell of a hot brew of fire-water) and freezing it into ice cubes and sticking them up your ass. It’s the contrast in feelings that makes it so good – it burns, but in a freezy way – but that’s also what makes it so very hard to handle.
The others looked like they were doing better. Clio and Bobbie and Tammy, they didn’t really know either of them, so to them it was just a curious occurrence. Phil was much more altruistic about it all; he was just glad to know they were ok.
“I don’t get it,” said Phil. “You’re ghosts. Edgarb’s already had his fun poking sticks through Nugget’s head. How could you squish flat a demon if you can’t touch anything?”
“That was one of the interesting things that happened after,” Bambi replied. “While we were in hell we were solid people. We got to the gates of hell and stood just inside, the outside world looked strange. Everything was pale and transparent – just like how we two are now. The moment we stepped across boundary into the real world, it solidified and became normal, and we faded.”
“I like our blue glowy edge,” chimed in Nugget. “I look just like a dead Jedi!” He stood up and looked down at them all. “You will go to the Dagobah system,” he ordered. “There you will learn from Yoda, the Jedi Master who instructed me.” He giggled and sat down again.
Bambi rolled her eyes. “He’s been like this constantly,” she muttered. “Star Wars quotes, Ghostbusters quotes. How he managed to find himself a ghost sheet I have no idea, but he won’t take it off now. He just runs around saying that he’s Casper, the friendly and pants-less ghost.”
Edgarb, who had been sitting next to Nugget, inched away a little. “Dude, you have no pants on under there?”
“Fear the ghost cock!”
“Well, at least when he cut the eye holes he didn’t add a third one lower down.” Edgarb said.
Nugget blinked and his face lit up with a big grin.
“You had to say it out loud, didn’t you?” Bambi complained.
“Oh hey,” said Edgarb. “And where’s Sylvia?”
Bambi looked sad. “I think it all got a bit much for her, which I guess I understand, but I really liked her company - she was starting to feel like the sister I never had. Anyway, she didn’t have anything to go home to, which is why she was happy to come with us in the first place.” Bambi sighed for a moment, but then she smiled again. “But now that she’s dead she’s gone home again. She figures if she’s spending eternity as a ghost, she’s going to start by scaring the bejeebers out of her father. Apparently she has high hopes that a heart attack will be imminent.”
“So,” Bambi continued. “How do we get to Squishpoo?”


[bookmark: _Toc223325001]Chapter 20 – Nahasapeemapetilon[footnoteRef:157] [157:  This chapter has three main purposes. The first is continuing the story. Duh. The second was a challenge to make reference to an item that my friend Steve wants included. The third, and probably the driving factor behind this specific turn of events, was to annoy, amuse and confuse hell outta Heidi. All three at once? You bet I’m going to try to do it!] 


They talked well into the night, telling the two ghosts how they had escaped Morlin’s attack, about how they were camping and resting a while, about not much at all as they savoured and enjoyed each other’s company.
Bambi never got an answer to her question, but she didn’t mind. She was happy to be back with her friends again. She had no doubt that she was still in a state of shock and that too much had happened all at once for her to really come to grips with it all – and she was especially sure that once she did stop to think about it properly there would be hard times ahead as she got used to the idea that she was dead and unable to touch anything. That was all ahead of her. For now, things were good, and that was enough.
Nugget was having too much fun to care. It wasn’t too likely that he ever would. In a simple brain like his, doing an impersonation of Obi Wan Kenobi every 15 minutes would never get old.[footnoteRef:158] [158:  Ahh yes, but wait until he realises that he can’t have sex with anything other than ghosts. We’ll be in for a bumpy ride when that happens.] 

When the talking was done and everyone had bedded down, Edgarb and Clio lay together under their blanket. They didn’t talk, they didn’t need to - they just held each other tight and were thankful that things were ok again. Edgarb had propped himself up on his elbow and gently stroked her forehead until Clio fell asleep. Then he kissed her lightly on the cheek, closed his eyes, and drifted off too.
Phil and Bobbie had been married for years and rarely bothered anymore with quite the same level of sappy crap as Edgarb and Clio, but that didn’t mean they loved each other any less. Bobbie was rather quite adept at fellatio[footnoteRef:159], and she proved it to him yet again. [159:  Think about it. What does a fish’s mouth do? It’s O-shaped and opens and closes. Constantly. I don’t think there’s any animal in the world that wants to suck cock quite as much as fish do.] 

Tammy just slept. She had a lot to dwell on, not the least of which was what to do about her sister. But it could wait. Sleep first and then get home. Worry about the rest once she had some family nearby. Yes, sleep first. And in the morning they had to...
*
It was several days later, and the group were standing outside a second-hand store in some town, some distant away from the campsite, somewhere[footnoteRef:160]. [160:  Accurate directions according to Nugget.] 

Tammy said they needed to pick up a couple of things to make the journey. No explanation was given, and none was asked for. She’d promised to show them the way, and they believed her. Now all they could do was follow.
The Gloaming Trove![footnoteRef:161]
est. 1612 [161:  Grab a dictionary Heidi. This is a major clue to what’s coming.] 

Edgarb stood in front of the door. He tried peering in through the dusty glass panelling – The Gloaming Trove! was painted there in white although it had faded to a washed out grey– but the dirt smudges blocked his view. “Is it even open?”
“Try it and see,” Tammy shrugged.
He turned the handle and heard it click as it opened. He let the door swing forward and he peered into the dark room behind. The first thing he saw was the clutter – this shop wasn’t just a second-hand store, it was a junk shop. It was full of random old and broken things everywhere, leaving only tiny little walkways to squeeze through and look around at all the stock.
Edgarb turned back to the others. “There’s not much room in here guys. I’ll go in with Tammy, but I think the rest of you should wait out here.” 
Clio took Tammy’s heretofore-singly-but-previously-unmentioned backpack after receiving a warning not to open it under any circumstances or I’ll fuck you up. She slung it over her shoulder and took the fish bowl from Edgarb.
Tammy was about to walk in when she turned back. “No, we’ll bring Philip. It looks dark in there and we might need some light.” Edgarb took back the bowl, and Clio watched as Edgarb and Tammy walked in through, the door jingling shut behind them.
Like so many other old shops like this all over the world, a little bit of imagination can go a long way. There was crap scattered all around for sure, but just think of what might be hiding around the next corner, under the next pile of old records, or taped underneath old water-stained drawers. 
As the door snicked shut Edgarb held his breath and stood perfectly still, his eyes darting here and there as he saw the possibility of amazing treasures twinkling at him through the gloom. The hairs on his arm were almost tingling. 
From the back of the store they could hear the faint notes of some classical piece of piano music floating in from another room.  It was light and airy, tinkling away happily most of the time, but somehow managed to keep time with Edgarb’s heartbeat. As his heart sped with excitement at what he saw before him, so too did the music speed up as well.
Tammy ignored it all and strode forward with hardly a glance. She followed the twists and turns through the piles of stock and approached the sad little counter at the back of the store. It was an old school desk with one leg missing and an umbrella stuck underneath to hold it up. The desk surface was scratched with the faded messages of bored students, most of them black from the accumulated grime of years past.
Behind the counter sat a girl of maybe nineteen. She was pale-skinned with brown hair and eyes and a heart shaped face. She was wearing a black T-shirt that was captioned I Spread For The Undead above a picture of a naked Mina Harker lying in bed with Count Dracula. Pinned to her chest was a badge – Hi, My name is Bella. She was leaning back in her chair and flicking through a magazine, one finger in her mouth as she chewed on her fingernail. Her raised hand had a small crescent-shaped scar on it that was paler than her already very fair skin.[footnoteRef:162] [162:  For those who know, the game is up. I haven’t read Twilight, and I really don’t want to. Don’t expect these characters to match even remotely how they’re really supposed to be :)] 

As the pair approached her she looked up and moved her magazine aside, which promptly fell to the floor. She bent down to pick it up, simultaneously knocking her chair over and cracking her forehead on the counter top. She threw the magazine back on the desk, rubbed at her head and reached down to pick up her chair. She straightened it and turned back round.
“Hi,” she smiled at them both. “I’m Bella, can I help you with anything?” She offered her hand to them, somehow knocking the magazine to floor again. She looked down at it, sighed, and flapped her hands in exasperation. Of course, her stray hands sent her coffee cup crashing to the floor as well. “Well poop. They can stay there for now. Sorry, yes, can I help you?”
While Tammy talked to Bella, Edgarb looked above Bella at the shelf behind her. There was a sign above it stating how Everything In This Store Has Been Used[footnoteRef:163], as if you couldn’t tell already by just by looking at the quality of pretty much everything all around. The bottom shelf had some toys. A couple of toy trains, a ball, and a large pile of what looked like voodoo dolls with legs all akimbo. [163:  As opposed to second-hand. There’s a difference – it’s subtle, but it’s there.] 

The shelf above was almost bare with only two things on it. The first, laying on its side and covered in dust was the figure of a cat wearing a bowtie and a tall stripy hat. The other was a single shoe, its lace all moth eaten and frayed, the rest spattered with mud.
The next shelf was simply gross. There was a pile of disposable diapers, and bags of kitty litter. In both cases they contained suspicious brown lumps. There was a container full of slightly sticky old condoms too.
The top shelf was definitely top shelf material – all for adults only. On one side was a stack of dildos and vibrators, all dusty and worn. In the middle next to a sign labelled Anything Edible Half Off! was a shabby pile of underwear – most with teeth marks. The other side had bowls of some sort of brown goop with tufts of hair poking out. The label on the bowls was Used Body Chocolate[footnoteRef:164].  [164:  Thankyou Steve.] 

The piano music, which had still been playing this whole time, abruptly broke off with a last pounding of the keys and a dark door to the side of the shelf opened slowly. A tall young man who looked to be about seventeen or so, walked in. This man was impossibly beautiful, looking much like a young Adonis with his high cheek bones, strong jaw line, straight nose and full lips. His skin was like marble, very pale and ice cold. A weak beam of sun light shone in through a small window above the counter and where it splashed across his face his skin seemed to sparkle. His eyes flashed gold as he saw the newcomers and he smiled at them.
Tammy broke off her conversation with Bella and stared at the man who had just entered. Her jaw dropped a little, and her cheeks flushed. “Oh my,” she said. “There’s a freebie if ever I saw one.”
Bella laughed and shook her head. “Oh no you don’t, hands off! He’s mine.” She went to put her arm around the man. “This is Edward. He owns this store with me.”
He bowed to Tammy and shook Edgarb’s hand, who noticed how cold he felt. “It’s a pleasure to meet you both. Now, how can we be of assistance?” 
Tammy was just about to tell him what she needed when he held one hand up to stop her. He had spied the fishbowl Edgarb kept tucked under one arm. “Well that’s interesting. I know some people get close to their pets and bring, say, their dog with them everywhere they go. But fish? That’s a trifle extreme. Perhaps you’ve brought them here to sell? I’m not sure that a couple of fish are really that suitable however.”
Phil and Bobbie had been watching the goings on. They were just as enraptured as Edgarb was by it all, and had been enjoying seeing the assorted items piled about. This last comment was a bit unnecessary however.
“Now wait just one moment,” Phil said. “I am neither a pet nor for sale, thank you very much!”
“Fuck me,” said Edward. “A talking fish!”
“Fuck me,” said Edgarb. “That’s exactly what I said!”
“Fuck me,” said Bobbie. “What’s the big deal?”
“Fuck me,” said Bella. “Two talking fish!”
“I thought I’d seen many a strange and unlikely occurrence in my time,” said Edward. “But this is just a bit surreal. You’re not doing some sort of ventriloquism are you boy?”
“No, not at all,” said Edgarb. “I can hardly make voices when I try. There’s no way I could do two different ones.”
“Yeah,” said Bobbie. “I’m real.”
“Really real?” asked Bella. “Or just mostly real?”
“We’re really real. Really really real,” said Phil.
“You sure they’re not for sale?” asked Edward. He looked at the two fish and his eyes deepened in colour, changing from gold to almost black. “What about a trade? We keep some extra special items in the back room. Can I interest you in some pre-loved tampons? Perhaps you could make use of this book?” Edward pulled a book out of the top drawer behind the counter. It had a picture of some noodles in a bowl along with a plate of sushi, and was captioned Französische Küche leicht gemacht.[footnoteRef:165] [165:  Look it up. It’s funny because it’s so stupid.] 

“No. Get your hands off, chump!” said Edgarb.
Edward held his hand up in a wait gesture and held still. Then he suddenly erupted with a series of sneezes. He fired them hard and fast, six of them in a row. He only just had time to hold his hand in front of his face while they happened, and then reached for his handkerchief. He wiped his hand and his nose, and looked blurrily at the people before him.
“I’m sorry,” he started to say, then quick as a gunman standing in the main street in an old western town, fired off six more sneezes, each one cracking the still musty air. His eyes were red and watery, and he looked at Bella.
“I thought we agreed he’d never come here?” he said to her in a wounded tone. “You know this always happens.”
Bella shrugged. “There’s really nothing I can do about it. He won’t listen.”
“I’m really very sorry,” Edward apologised.
“What’s wrong?” asked Edgarb.
“I’m allergic to dogs. It’s a curse, believe me. For now, I’ll have to go out back until it passes.” He turned and walked back to through the door behind the back shelf.
As Edward disappeared, a young man appeared from the front of the store. He looked about eighteen years old, but was impressively tall – certainly over six and a half feet. He had dark eyes and long black hair, while his skin was a russet colour. At first it was his height that was his dominating feature – but then, as he looked at the people in the store, he smiled. And it was the smile that was the killer. It looked mischievous, almost wolfish, but still so very friendly.
Tammy stared at the man who had just entered. Her jaw dropped a little, and her cheeks reddened. “Oh my,” she said. “I take it back. Now there is the freebie.”
Bella laughed and shook her head. “Uh, actually, no. Jacob’s taken too.”
Tammy winked at Bella. “Ahh, I see. Well, unless you’re willing to share, I guess I’ll leave it be.”
Bella laughed again. “No no no, it’s not like that. But he’s still not available.”
Jacob was confused. He didn’t know what they were really talking about, and to be fair, he didn’t really care either. He just stood there with his hands in the front pockets of his jeans, and shrugged his shoulders inside his black leather jacket. Across the back of said jacket was written Quileute.
“What’s happening fuckers?” he asked with the smile still on his face. He looked at each of them in turn, nodding to them and smiling again at each one. “I’m Jacob, as you all know by now. I’m a friend of Bella and Edward.” 
He turned to Bella. “I need some cats. Oh my lord, I’m so hungry!” he exclaimed. “Have you got any?” He looked at her expectantly.
Bella nodded. “Used cats, yup, we got a new batch in this morning. They’re in the usual place.” She frowned at him. “You know you’re not supposed to come inside, right? How many times do we have to tell you? Edward’s allergic.”
“I’m sorry,” he said. “But I’m so hungry!” He repeated, and then he howled. Not the heart wrenching lonely howl of an old grey wolf at night that was  silhouetted on a snowy mountainside against a full moon, but a howl nonetheless. He was happy and hungry, and it seemed to be the only way to let his emotions out.
“You eat cats?” said Phil. “Isn’t that sort of, you know, gross?”
“Fuck me,” said Jacob. “A talking fish!”
“Fuck me,” called Edward from the back room. “That’s exactly what I said!”
 “Fuck me,” said Edgarb. “That’s exactly what I said – both times!”
“Fuck me,” said Bobbie. “Here we go again.”
“Fuck me,” said Jacob. “Two talking fish!”
“Fuck me,” said Bella. “That’s exactly what I said!”
“Fuck me,” called Edward. “That’s exactly what I said – both times!”
“Fuck me,” said Edgarb. “That’s exactly what I said – three times now!”
“Fuck me,” called Edward. “I knew you were going to say that!”
“Fuck me,” said Phil. “Are you psychic?”
 “Fuck me,” said Bella. “Stop showing off, Edward. You’re cheating again aren’t you?”
 “Fuck me,” said Jacob. “What cute fishies.”
“Fuck me,” said Tammy. “Literally. I’m a whore and I don’t want to be left out.”
Everyone stopped. All heads turned towards Tammy and stared at her. The sun went behind a cloud and the room got fractionally darker. In the distance the lowing of cows rolled slowly over the town.
“Yeah, so, I’ll grab those cats and get out of your hair,” Jacob said to Bella. “Thanks ever so much.” He gave her a quick hug and was gone, the door slamming behind him as he went on the search for his dinner.
Edward came out of the back room, wiping his red eyes with his handkerchief. “Is he gone yet?” They all nodded. “Great! Well, down to business, we’ve taken up so much of your time already. I’ve got just what you need, right here.”
He led them amongst the piles of stuff scattered through the store, looking around carefully. He uprighted an overturned chair and found a pair of dentures. Whoever had used them last must have had some potent denture cream – the gums were still attached. Edward shook his head and threw them back down again.
He pushed aside another pile of junk, only to discover a box of old rusty syringes. “No, not them,” he muttered to himself. He kept moving through the store searching here and there. “Ah, here we go,” he said finally, and turned back to them holding a box of labelled Candles.
He opened the box and removed seven black candle stubs. Just like everything else here, they were almost all used up and stood barely an inch tall.  “Alright,” he said. “Let’s say 10 bucks?”
Tammy was a little surprised. She hadn’t actually said what it was she wanted, but Edward had got it right. 
Bella shook her head and sighed. “Don’t worry about it. He just likes showing off, is all. It’s not much more than a parlour trick.”
Tammy turned back to Edward. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m after, but not at that price.”
He thought for a moment. “Five?”
She shook her head again.
“OK, two?”
Still she shook her head.
“Well what’s your offer then?” Edward asked her.
Tammy thought for a moment and then she spat into her hand, proffering it to Edward. “Used chewing gum?”
Edward’s eyes sparkled. “Perfect!” he said. They went back to the counter and completed the transaction. “Do you need a receipt?”
Tammy shook her head.
“No problem.” He led them towards the door. “Remember to choose the Gloaming Trove for all your future second hand needs. Thank you, come again.” And he ushered them outside.
Clio had been sitting patiently in the gutter, but as they appeared she stood to greet them. After she returned the backpack to Tammy she looked at them expectantly. “Did you get what you need?”
Edgarb nodded. “Apparently we have, yes. I’m not sure why we need them. Tammy?”
Tammy just smiled. “Come on back to the camp site and I’ll show you.”


[bookmark: _Toc223325002]Chapter 21 – Magic Happens

You know how you get that feeling right down the bottom of your gut? There’s a certain pressure there. It doesn’t hurt[footnoteRef:166], but you know that something is happening. That’s when you feel different behind your sphincter, and it all makes sense. You need to fart, and fart a good ’un. You tense up your stomach muscles and relax your ass in preparation for the push, and then you go for it. And just as you start pushing down you realise that it’s not just a fart that you need to do – just at that very moment you realise that you also have the squirts coming on as well. The fart bubbles its way out, but before you can clench again you follow through as well, just a tiny bit, but the pressure was too high and the force too much to hold it all back completely.  [166:  Well, not often.] 

You were sitting on the couch watching some tube when it happened, and the bathroom is up the other end of the house so you have to carefully stand up and waddle all the way there. The entire trip takes maybe a minute and a half since you’re moving so slowly trying not to drip on the floor, little soft squirts of shit slowly working their way out from between your butt cheeks, spreading slowly both forward and back. If you’re really unlucky it gets all around your scrotum and gets matted in your pubes; or if you’re a girl then your nice pretty pink flaps become a particularly nasty brown, and the only benefit you can get out of it is that at least you don’t smell quite so yeasty anymore. You’ve already resigned yourself to changing underwear, but you pray and pray that it hasn’t managed to soak through to your jeans quite yet.
You finally make it to the bathroom, drop trow, and the floodgates burst in a massive expulsion that not only hits the bottom so hard that it sprays water back all over your ass, but it splatters so wide that you coat the whole inside, some of it bouncing back off the porcelain and coating the underneath of the seat. While all this was going on you lean forward and check your pants and discover that yes, they leaked, and now your favourite jeans have to go through the wash and you can’t wear them out tonight (which you’re now running late for by the way, due to this unforseen stopover).
And the farts in here are excellent. You don’t have to worry about follow through anymore - they always come out better when you’re relaxed. Porcelain acoustics are simply wonderful too. You start to wonder if you should be setting up a recording studio in here...
Eventually it subsides and it’s time for you to try to wipe your ass. There’s so much shit spread all around – from the walk here, the blowback, and the general squirtiness of it all - that you wipe, and you wipe, and you wipe, and the paper just won’t come off clean[footnoteRef:167]. Each time you think you’re done you find a new wet spot, and go through another roll or two of paper. [167:  Now here’s an age old debate – to scrunch or to fold? I’m a folder. Scrunching make no sense at all to me. It just seems to be such a waste – so much more paper used, with less surface area working for you. I mean really, think of the environment people!] 

Eventually you give up, strip off the rest of your clothes, and step gingerly into the shower. It takes another 20 minutes to be sure that you’re all clean, scrubbing all around your ass and up your ass crack where somehow it managed to spread to as well while you were waddling. Around your balls isn’t too bad, but under your foreskin takes simply forever. Girls have an advantage here as their bits are streamlined and much easier to wash without things getting in the road.[footnoteRef:168] [168:  I’m sure I’ll change my mind if I ever have a son, but I must say that I’m very happy to have had daughters so far. Seriously. So much easier to clean and change. It’s as if the female genitalia was specifically designed so that baby wipes would just swoosh through.] 

A last rinse in extremely hot water and you’re finally done, but to be sure you bend yourself over just as much as you can without hurting your back and sniff several times – the slightest whiff of shit and you’re back to it again for another 10 minutes.
So you know how you get that feeling right down the bottom of your gut when you need to fart, and fart a good ’un? Nothing has gone wrong yet, and there are not many better feelings in the world than letting of a nice big fart in the privacy of your own home[footnoteRef:169]. [169:  It’s funny how all the best sensations are to do with bodily functions isn’t it? Farting’s a good ‘un, laying a nice big crap when you wake up, the relief of peeing finally when you’ve been holding it in for a long time, ejaculating – they’re all up there on the list. Not to mention oral sex.] 

That’s how Edgarb was feeling. “I’m so happy I could fart,” he said to himself. And he was - he was feeling good. Real good. It was almost as good as getting a blowjob even[footnoteRef:170]. But why should he be feeling so good?  [170:  I told you not to mention that.] 

It was time. The time. Squishpoo time. It was finally within his grasp, and his long journey would finally be over. He’d happily keep going on this trip for years, it meant that much to him. But they were finally getting near the end, and it felt good. It felt a little scary too, since he didn’t know what would happen once they got there, but mostly he was excited.
“Ok Tammy,” he said. “We’re back at the campsite. So what’s the dealio with the candles? How does this help us?”
Tammy smiled at the eager boy. “The path to Squishpoo is disguised. It’s quite easy to get there when you can open the way, but if you don’t then you can never get there. I’m going to cast a spell to open the path, and then it’s simply a matter of following it.” She looked at the varied and unique people gathered around. “You each need to help me though. Every person who wants to follow the path has to be part of the spell, and there are seven of us. This is why I had to get seven candles.”
Edgarb looked at his gathered companions and counted. He was one and Clio made two. Phil and Bobbie swimming in their bowls made four[footnoteRef:171]. Bambi and Nugget, both of them glowing their shimmering blue glow, made six. And Tammy made seven. Then he thought of something. [171:  Bobbie had gone back to her own bowl for a while; after all, even fish need their space] 

“But what about Morlin? She’s a person, and I thought she was coming too? Won’t this block her from getting home?”
“Right now she’s luggage, and luggage doesn’t count.”
“Ah,” said he. “I guess that makes sense.”
“Normally you use full candles,” said Tammy after a moment’s thought. “These are only stubs. We need to keep our wits about us – magic is generally supposed to be very precise. While it’s not really wrong to use used candles, you can never be sure of any side effects.”[footnoteRef:172] [172:  Half the battle is sounding confident. The rest is luck. Of course, as we’ll soon find out, I guess she wasn’t quite confident enough.] 

The others weren’t terribly concerned, despite her warnings. So many things had gone wrong so far, so many surprising twists and turns, and they had survived them all[footnoteRef:173]. Sure, you still have to be careful, but when you’ve gone through so much already it did become just a trifle ordinary. Phil was so extremely confident that something would mess up that he would have been surprised (and concerned) if it didn’t. [173:  This does depend on your definition of survive of course. Bambi and Nugget were still here – maybe not physically, but they were here. It shall do.] 

“Not a problem. Whatever happens, we’ll deal with it,” Phil said. “What do you need us to do?”
“For now, just leave me be while I take care of the preparations. Why don’t you make some lunch? You shouldn’t do a spell of this size on an empty stomach, so it’s important that we all have something.”
So they all impatiently left her to her preparations.
*
And wait they did. They ate some food, washed up, cleaned up, and sat. No one said anything, they just sat there, looking around vacantly, trying not to annoy Tammy by staring at her.
Eventually though – “Ok, come here all of you.”
They filed back to Tammy one by one; some with trepidation, some eager with excitement, all with a nice full belly.
“Gather round this circle,” Tammy ordered, pointing at some markings on the ground. A circle had been scratched into the dirt, with seven points evenly spaced out around it and lines drawn between them to make a seven pointed star. On the point of each star was one of the candle stubs, while lying dolefully in the centre was a mutilated teddy bear. Its brown fur was slashed open exposing its stomach stuffing, and two small daggers had been stabbed into its face, one in each eye.
“Lord Fuzzikins!” cried Clio. “What have you done to him?” Her eyes on her bear, she stepped forward to grab him. Tammy grasped her by the shoulders and heaved back just as her foot was about to strike the ground.
“No!” she snapped. “Stay out of the circle. And that goes for all of you. I’ve already prepared the spell - to cross into the circle is death.” She looked darkly at them all, as if daring them to test her word. None of them were willing, and they each took a careful step backwards. Even Bambi and Nugget.
“But what about Lord Fuzzikins?”
“He’ll be fine. I’ll restore him good as new after we’re done. But a sacrifice must be made, something precious to one of the group involved in the spell. I couldn’t find anything else that was appropriate.”
Clio wiped her eyes and sighed resignedly. “Well, it’s too late now anyway. I hope he’s serving a good purpose.” She looked back at her bear and whispered “May you serve us well my Lord. As always your heroics will save us all.”
Tammy nodded. “Ok, so here’s the dealio,” she looked at Edgarb, smiling. “You each are to stand before one of the candles. Stand there only, keeping perfectly still. When I give the word, light your candles, then reach out and hold hands with the people next to you. When the circle has been formed I’ll finish the spell and the path to Squishpoo should appear. Got it?”
They all murmured in the affirmative and took their places. Tammy stood at her candle at the top of the circle and started reciting spell words. The others couldn’t follow what she was saying since they seemed to be in some other language, but Edgarb was pretty sure he heard a Bippity-Boppity-Boo in there somewhere.
After a few minutes she stopped and nodded. They each bent down, lit their candle, and held hands[footnoteRef:174]. Tammy continued on in her mumbo jumbo talk for a bit longer. [174:  You can’t catch me out that easy! Edgarb lit Nugget’s candle, and Clio set alight Phil’s and Bobbie’s. Tammy lit Bambi’s candle last. Tammy then held hands with Edgarb, who mingled his hand with Nugget’s ghost hand. Nugget stuck his other hand through Phil’s bowl, and Clio on Phil’s other rested one hand on Phil’s bowl and one on Bobbie’s. Bambi poked her hand through Bobbie’s bowl, and merged her blue glow with Tammy’s other hand. Duh.] 

And then there was a flash.
*
You know that feeling when you’re just about to orgasm? You’ve put in all the hard work, the foreplay is over, you’ve finally moved on to the good stuff, be it actual penetration or something else that is just as fun[footnoteRef:175]. [175:  Ask Bobbie, she’s an expert at some of those other things, as I mentioned earlier.] 

That’s not to say the foreplay isn’t good. Don’t get me wrong here, it’s a blast. The hugging, the kissing, the licking, the biting, the pubes caught in the back of your throat, the dry humping, the bouncing, the sneeze that you couldn’t hold in anymore, the spray of a snot and saliva combination [footnoteRef:176]all down the other person’s back, the hand cuffs, the battery assisted pleasure devices, the rubber sheet, the whip, the tassels, the teapot sitting lonely in the corner, the sucking, the rubbing, the messed up sheets, the dog barking in the distance[footnoteRef:177], the giant bungee trapeze hanging from the ceiling that your partner is strapped into and she swings past flicking your penis with her pinky toe. [176:  That sounds almost like a chinese dinner doesn’t it? I’d like to order the #3 combination at Lang Lou’s, a snot and saliva combo, hold the chunks, extra sauce.]  [177:  Yes. Again.] 

It’s all lovely fun.
But then you get down and dirty to what you came here for in the first place. Maybe you’re on the top, maybe you’re on the bottom, maybe you’re standing or you’re sitting or you’re bent over backwards or you’re tied face down on the bed. Maybe you take it outdoors and burrow down to the bottom of the compost heap out in the back yard and play find the worm. Whatever your fancy is, you’ve finally made contact. Not just any contact, but genitalia contact. Penile insertion has commenced and the next stop is splodge town. 
It feels so good, and as you’re humping away doing the do, tension starts to build up, and you know that unless something drastic changes all hell is going to break loose and things are going to get quite warm and sticky indeed. You welcome the spreading tingling sensation through your groin and let yourself go, feeling everything peak into pure pleasure.
And then you look down[footnoteRef:178] and there is your partner, eyes wide, a sad look of longing on their face, a small frown turning into quite a serious pout. Their bottom lip trembles and you can’t help but realise, slowly, as you get your breath back, that perhaps you got carried away by the moment. Not only did you get so carried away that as you came you somehow managed to lock their head in a vice grip and punch them in the face several times over, but now that you think about it you know that you yourself are all spent but the other person never got their chance to join you. [178:  Or up. Or back. Or sideways. Or through the dirt.] 

At times like these an apology just never seems to be enough. Nothing seems to be enough. Asking for a half hour to recover and try again seems a trifle lame, saying you’re sorry certainly doesn’t cut it. And you know you just can’t bring yourself to go back down with your tongue now that there’s other fluids there getting in the road.
The best you can do is pull your pants back on and stumble out of the room, trip over the cat, and try to find the front door so you can walk the back streets for a while hoping for a cab to come past while you wallow in your shame and guilt.
So yes, you know that feeling when you’re just about to orgasm, you’ve just passed that point where you know that there isn’t a snowball’s chance of stopping it now, and you realise that just because you’re about to be done doesn’t mean that everything has gone ok?
That’s how Tammy felt just then. “Oh cock,” she said to herself as the realisation hit her that this spell was going to go bad, and there was nothing at all that she could do about it.
It was the candles. The spell said to use long, full, unused candles. These stubs had already been lit and relit who knows how many times. Now it was too late to do anything about it except to bear the brunt of it and hope it didn’t go too bad. Of course, the mishap could create a time paradox, the result of which could cause a chain reaction that would unravel the very fabric of the space-time continuum and destroy the entire universe. Granted that's a worst case scenario. The destruction might in fact be very localised, limited to merely our own galaxy[footnoteRef:179].  [179:  Great Scott!] 

Or, if they were lucky, it wouldn’t be that bad.
And lucky they were. It was still bad, but not that bad.
A shimmering opalescent ball of white light was supposed to rise out from the centre of the star. It was then supposed to ascend to about ten feet in the air and shine a brilliant beam of emerald green light in the direction that they needed to travel. The beam would remain in place until they arrived at their destination – and it would be only be visible to those who took part in the spell. 
That’s what was supposed to happen.
What really happened was much less spectacular, although entertaining in its own right. A dusky green fuzz ball slowly lurched from the ground, spinning lopsidedly as it levitated to roughly a foot and a half above the scratched dirt. The spinning slowly stopped, and then it buzzed around between the points of the star before finally settling itself back into the centre.
There came a gooey dripping squelchy sound as two big off white eyes squeezed themselves out of the top of the fuzz ball. Another wet squelch and two stubbly little feet grew out from the bottom. It fell to the ground with a thud, and stood precariously on its new grown appendages.
It stood very, very still, its eyes confused, as if it was trying to work out just what was happening. Then it turned around in one slow, complete circle, studying each person in turn as they stood slack jawed in puzzlement.
“Is it meant to go this way?” Edgarb asked Tammy quietly.
“No,” she replied.
There came a sneeze, which is interesting since there was no nose to speak of[footnoteRef:180]. Then it squealed. It was a high pitched squeal reminiscent of a little piglet when it sees the chopping block for the first time[footnoteRef:181]. [180:  Or a mouth to speak of. Heh. Pun intended.]  [181:  Baa Ram Ewe.] 

And it ran. It ran fast, it ran swift, it ran hard.
“Fuck,” said Tammy. “That wasn’t supposed to happen!” She quickly grabbed her backpack and faced the others. “It’s going to Squishpoo. I have to chase it. No time to explain. I’ll leave markers. Catch up when you can.”
And she was off, as fleet footed as the...well, whatever it is...a dust trail rising behind her as she disappeared into the sunset.


[bookmark: _Toc223325003]Chapter 22 – Pretentious Pretexts

Having followed the trail and caught up with Tammy, Prince Edgarb and Phil the Fish[footnoteRef:182] were standing outside the gates of Squishpoo. [182:  And everyone else.] 

How’d they get there so fast? Well, it was pretty boring and not worth going into, so let’s just accept the fact that they did. Somehow. So let’s move on.
“Well bugger me,” said Prince Edgarb. “That was boring!”
“Yeah, I know,” said Phil. “Can you believe how-”
I said never mind! [footnoteRef:183] [183:  If in doubt, copy something from earlier. If really in doubt, copy something from way way way back at the beginning.] 

It had been a bit of a worry at first. They’d been left standing at the campsite with no idea what to do except to hope that Tammy left a decent enough trail for them for them to follow.
You know that feeling you get when you’re standing at the kitchen counter chopping up some vegetables and you’ve finished doing the potatoes and you’re all done with the carrots and you move onto the pumpkin and it takes so much more effort to cut because it’s oh so very much harder and you take a big swipe at the damn thing and all of a sudden everything goes into slow motion and you can see your finger underneath the knife and it’s moving down and you’re screaming silently at your hand to come on move, please move but it just doesn’t seem to be listening and the knife drops closer and closer and you know full well that this is going to hurt come winter but there’s nothing you can do about it and you squeeze your eyes shut and wait for the agony to start and all you have left is to hope that you can find the tip of your finger in amongst the peelings and that the doctor will be able to sew it back on and that you won’t be left with much of a scar and you even have time to think to yourself that maybe a scar on your hand won’t be too bad coz chicks dig scars almost as much as they did trucker ‘staches and so maybe you’ll finally be able to pull a bird at the pub on Friday night and then you remember what even a paper cut feels like and you want to cry and you squeeze your eyes shut even more because surely the knife should have hit by now and you’re scared to look down now since you’re sure that the knife really has amputated one of your fingers and the only reason you can’t feel it yet is because you can’t see it and oh my god I have to look am I bleeding everywhere and you’re too scared to look now even though it has to be over and perhaps if you never look at your hands ever again you’ll never feel pain again for the rest of your life and why the hell were you chopping vegetables anyway since it was supposed to be pizza night?[footnoteRef:184] [184:  I wasn’t planning on doing another one of these. Honest. I was only going to do a tiny little one as a joke. And look at it carefully – it is a tiny little one. It’s only one sentence. *whistles innocently*] 

Edgarb especially was left feeling like he’d just lost a limb. Tammy hadn’t been with them long, but they depended on her a lot now. She was part of the family. It was an odd family, sure, but family they were.
It took a little while to gather all their gear and hit the road, but gear gathering and road hitting they did. They gathered well and they hit hard and off they went to search the trail. It was only after several hundred yards they found their first sign – carved into a tree was an arrow pointing them in the direction they were supposed to head. Several hundred yards after that another arrow was painted on a rock.
And so on.
The trip was uneventful indeed. Arrow after arrow until here they were now, looking at Squishpoo with wonder in their eyes.
And fear in their bellies.
“Phil my friend?” said Edgarb while staring past the gates into the city.
“Yes Edgarb my friend?” answered Phil, who was also staring fixedly past the gates.
 “This has been a most excellent adventure. But...” Edgarb looked at Phil. “Squishpoo. It was your idea to come here. You said it was a magical place where we could live in peace and harmony away from my father. You said it was a nice place.”
“Yes, I said that,” Phil nodded.
They both looked to Tammy.
“So, umm, why does this place look like an old cat that’s been trampled by a horse and then left to fester in the sun at the side of the road?” Edgarb asked.
“Yes Tammy,” Phil said. “Squishpoo is supposed to nice.”
Tammy had been staring through the gates too. She turned back to the others, her eyes downcast. A single tear ran down her cheek. “I don’t know. I haven’t been home in a few years, but everything was fine when I left - and my parents haven’t mentioned anything in their letters.”
She held her face up to the top opening of her backpack and spoke quietly into it. She listened for a moment and then shook her head. “Morlin doesn’t know either.”
“Fuck,” said Edgarb. “OK, so now what?”
“I suppose we should have a look around,” Phil said. “But it doesn’t look too safe. Maybe only a couple of us should go. When you’re sneaking, there’s safety in not having numbers.”
Tammy, Edgarb, Phil, Clio and Bobbie all turned to Bambi and Nugget.
Nugget hadn’t been paying attention, and was happily scratching himself. He noticed all eyes on him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. “What?” he said.
 “Can you and Bambi go check out the city? Since you’re ghosts, you can move around without too much hassle,” Edgarb said. “This place isn’t all sunshine and lollipops. See if you can work out why.”
Bambi nodded. “Sure.”
Nugget nodded. “Nope.”
“Nope?” asked Edgarb.
“I mean yep.”
“You mean yep?”
“Yep.”
“But you said nope.”
“Nope. I said yep.”
“You said nope.”
“Yes, I said nope.”
“Then why did you say nope?”
 “I suppose you think it's pretty weird, don't you Edgarb?” Nugget asked. “Well, you'd be right. Coz that’s the kind of guy I am, right? Weird.” He paused to think a moment, and started scratching as his mind wandered. “Which is why I go over people's heads. A bit like an aeroplane. You think I'm an aeroplane, don't you, Edgarb?”
Edgarb shook his head.
Nugget nodded. 
“Well, I'm not.” He noticed all eyes on him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. “What?” he said.
It was just then that he realised that he’d probably said too much and stopped. He looked at Bambi. “Shall we?”
She held her arm out to him and he hooked his around hers and they walked off through the gates.
*
The companions wandered back a distance from Squishpoo and set up camp in some trees at the top of a hill while they waited for Bambi and Nugget to return. Edgarb put a pot of water on the fire so he could make some tea. 
While he waited for it to boil he wandered to the edge of the grove and looked out at Squishpoo. It looked so plain. That was his problem with it all. It was plain. It was drab. It was dirty.
He sighed. 
You could see how beautiful it had been. There were spires that should have been shining a brilliant white, but now they were grey. You could see that meadows were interspersed in amongst the city buildings, but now they were empty patches filled with dead grass. The sun didn’t even shine there, it was overcast and dark all over the city, and the clouds were the dirty kind of clouds that looked like they’d rain sludge if they had the chance.
He sighed dejectedly again – and went to make his tea.
Dusk was just gathering when the ghostly pair returned. The rest of them were just sitting down to have dinner, so Bambi and Nugget sat down with them to talk while the others ate their fine camp fare.
“So,” Edgarb said between mouthfuls. “What did you find out?” Bambi took the lead on the story telling while Nugget did some more scratching.
“Well, at first we weren’t really able to find out very much. No one wanted to talk to us, which is no surprise, but no one was really talking to each other either. Everyone there seems to keep themself to themself and as a result everything is hushed.
“But then we hit the taverns. It’s funny how much you can find out when you listen to drinking men gossip. We don’t know everything that’s going on, but we know enough.
“It all seems to have started a couple of months ago. The king of Squishpoo is an old man – a very old man in fact – and it seems he’s started to decline in his faculties. I don’t know if you can say that senility has set in quite yet, but if it hasn’t then it’s not far away from what I was able to tell.
“There were two old men in particular that gave us the most information. You know the type – wrinkly, very talkative, and extremely dirty. They sat at a back table and nattered on to each other and to any passer-by as well about anything and everything and they did it constantly. It took a while for them to get around to anything we were interested in, but they got there eventually.
“Once we heard enough we came straight back. They gave us all we needed to know, at least for now.”
“And what is it that you found out then?” asked Tammy, who was just as upset as Edgarb was – although in a different way. This was her original home, and her parents were still here. She was worried for them.
Bambi looked at Nugget. “Do you want to tell them?” she asked him.
Nugget hadn’t been paying attention, and was happily scratching himself. He noticed all eyes on him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. “What?” he said.
“Never mind,” she sighed. “It all boils down to two things. The first is easily understood – the king has got old. That doesn’t sound like much, I know, but it can have drastic effects. Old King ...Harold?” She looked at Tammy, who nodded her head in confirmation. “King Harold has gone senile, and there’s no heir. He’s making stupid and crazy decisions and turning the place to crap. The way the laws work here, if he’d had an heir that person could step in as regent until such time as the king passes away. Without an heir though there’s no one that can declare him unfit to rule, and it’s just a waiting game until he finally passes.
Tammy nodded. “This has happened in the past before. It’s painful, but the land always survives – we just have a few darker years and then it all comes good again. The number one priority after a new king takes over is to make sure he breeds so that this problem can be avoided, but sometimes other problems get in the road. Harold was never successful at breeding, no matter how many women were pushed at him. In fact, it was often whispered that he had so much trouble because he didn’t like women at all, if you get what I mean.”
Bambi smiled. “We heard the same thing from the old men, right Nugget?”
Nugget hadn’t been paying attention, and was happily scratching himself. He noticed all eyes on him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. “What?” he said.
“Anyway,” Bambi continued. “A lot of the problems stem from this. They’re only short term issues though, until the senility gets the best of him and he decides he can fly or something like that. Then it won’t be a problem anymore.”
“And what’s the other problem?” Edgarb asked. “If that last was general run of the mill stuff, then this second one is probably going to be a b-i-t-c-h.”
Phil laughed. “Edgarb, I think it’s a little too late to be spelling things out.”
Nugget looked puzzled. “A bitca? What’s a bitca?”
He had only been half paying attention, and was happily scratching himself at the same time. He noticed all eyes on him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. “What?” he said.
They all shook their heads and tried their best to ignore him.
“Well?” prompted Edgarb.
“About a month ago,” Bambi said, “something really strange happened. All magic stopped working here. It’s as if a switch was flicked and it was turned off.”
Tammy blinked and shook her head. “That’s not possible!”
“Try it and see,” Bambi suggestion.
“I don’t need to. I used magic to light the fire when we first got here. I know it works.”
Bambi considered this. “Then it must be only once you cross the border into Squishpoo properly. You’ll have to go through the gates to try it.”
Tammy was really worried. “Let’s check this right now. Come with me Bambi.” The two of them trotted off while the others stayed behind to wait.
They soon returned, and a dour look was on Tammy’s face. “It’s true. There’s no magic here. No wonder everything looks so terrible. Squishpoo runs on magic – everything and everyone positively thrummed on it.” She was almost crying.
“Squishpoo isn’t really the hole that it seemed to be when we first arrived,” Bambi said. “It’s the same as any other city, that’s all. We had high expectations, and they weren’t met. So things looked worse than they really were. Sure, there are problems but we should still all be able to live here in safety.”
Edgarb thought about what he’d just heard. There was a lot to think about now, and he wasn’t sure what he was thinking.
“Let’s sleep on it,” he said. “We can work out what to do next in the morning.”
*
The next morning they stood outside the gates of Squishpoo again. Edgarb was a little bleary eyed, but there was a smile on his face. 
He’d not slept very much, not with so many things tumbling through his mind. For most of the night he was simply depressed. Bambi was right – their expectations really had been high, and they’d been wanting so much good to come of all this – and now it seemed to be all for nothing.
As dawn broke though, it occurred to him that it didn’t matter. None of it mattered.
The point wasn’t to go to Squishpoo, a magical land of peace and harmony. 
The point wasn’t to live happily ever after in a rainbow.
The point wasn’t to chase squirrels around trees with a manic giggle spilling from your mouth.
The point wasn’t to mash up some pomegranates and limes, rub them all over your naked body and masturbate in a ditch.
The point was to get away from his father and out from his reign of terror. 
The point was to live any sort of life – any at all – where he didn’t need to watch over his shoulder in fear of King Frank coming up behind him.
The point was that Squishpoo still offered exactly those things.
So the next morning they stood outside the gates of Squishpoo again. Edgarb was a little bleary eyed, but there was a smile on his face. 
“Let’s go in and see what this place has to offer,” he said. He held Phil’s bowl under one arm, and grasped Clio’s hand tight. And then he stepped forward.
“We’re safe,” he whispered. “And we’re finally home.”


The End


[bookmark: _Toc223325004]Epilogue

This is the part where all the loose ends get tied up right?
I promise to do my utmost to answer those things that need answering, and to allow you to use your own imagination to answer those things that I might not decide needs one from me.

So, unanswered question the first. What of Morlin?
As we all know, Morlin was stuck inside Tammy’s backpack. Tammy’s plans were quite simple. Once she was reunited with her parents, she’d free Morlin, return her to normal size, and then the whole family would sit and talk about what happened and hopefully resolve their differences.
Nice plan, if a trifle naive. 
Was it what actually happened? No. As Tammy stepped through the gates and into Squishpoo – this time with her backpack with her – there was a ripping noise. Not only does no magic work inside Squishpoo anymore, but no magic can come in. All spells are broken. 
Morlin felt a bit like a piece of popcorn. One moment she was small and the next she was back to her normal size, exploding out of the backpack in a flurry of torn canvas.
She dropped to the ground, stood up, looked around and ran for her life, calling back a “so long, fuckers!” over her shoulder as she went. Straight back through the gates she did go, to where her magic worked again.
She flicked her wrist in the way that should be so familiar to us all now and pointed a finger back at herself. A tiny lightning bolt flickered from her fingertip and it struck her forehead with a small zap. There came a shimmering light, some swirly gold fog, and she was transformed into a falcon. While it was a fine looking specimen the others didn’t get much of a chance to study it, for it flew away immediately.
What happened to her from there? Many interesting things, that’s what. But there’s no need to go into them here.

Unanswered question the second – did they all live happily ever after in Squishpoo?
Let me answer that with another question. Does anyone ever live happily ever after?
No, they don’t. 
But they did live[footnoteRef:185] and at times it was happily. And they lived in Squishpoo, at least for a while. Edgarb and Clio stayed madly in love. Phil and Bobbie sent for the children, and they arrived safely. Tammy’s parents were safe in this new, dingier, plainer Squishpoo and she moved in with them to help her mum care for her dad. [185:  Bambi and Nugget excluded of course.] 

And that’s all that matters. They lived.

Unanswered question the third. If Spanky was all seeing and all knowing and eternal, how could he be killed? Wouldn’t he have just avoided the whole thing?
Now you’re being a smart mouth, and I don’t take kindly to smart mouths. 

Unanswered question the fourth – and this is probably the most important one of all. Can you guess what it is?
There’s been a massive loose thread just hanging there. I know when I wrote the words ‘The End’ just a couple of pages ago I could feel its weight sitting on my shoulders demanding an answer. So I guess it’s time to get it cleared up before there’s problems.
Whatever happened to the Fnuckles?
They’re fine. There was minimal scarring from witnessing MacGyver masturbating in a field. They made it safely home and they all chose never to mention it again. Goldie would sometimes fantasise about it when she was alone, and in later years Billie Jean (once she was old enough - she was only seven if you recall, so let’s give her at least 12 months to mature a little more) did as well.
 Harvey went on to win an award for breeding cows. Billie Jim followed in his dad’s footsteps and played with breeding cows too. While it didn’t take him long to discover that ‘breeding’ and ‘breeding with’ are two very different terms (he mistakenly thought he was supposed to do the latter) he ended up spending a lot of time doing both.
Ok, so maybe there was a little bit of scarring.

Unanswered question the fifth. Did Sylvia get home ok? Whatever happened to her anyway?
She did make it home, and she had a wonderful time scaring the bejeebers out or her father.
It took her a while to get home – somehow she took a wrong turn at Albuquerque and ended up in New York. After a brief stint playing with a potter’s wheel and singing old 60s songs[footnoteRef:186], she got mixed up with something called Zuul and ended up sucked into a containment chamber by three guys wearing funny overalls[footnoteRef:187]. [186:  Too subtle?]  [187:  What about this time?] 

 There’s no need to go into details, but she escaped and eventually made her way home. Her suspicions were right and her father only last three weeks before dropping dead of a heart attack. 
Now she runs the bar herself, and quite successfully too. A bar run by a ghost is a bit of a novelty and it’s become a popular tourist spot. The bar was always busy and she turned a pretty profit indeed.

*

I would like to the opportunity to thank each and every one of you who has read this story to its completion.
It first started as a bit of a joke.
It then became a bit of fun.
It quickly became something I took very seriously. You might not think it given the amount of crap I’ve said through the course of it, but I put a lot of work into it. No, I know, it’s not suitable for publishing (for many reasons, the two biggest being massive copyright infringement and that it’s just not good enough), but it’s been fun. I love writing fiction, and I hope my skills at it have increased as each chapter went by. Maybe one day I’ll get good enough to think about publishing, but for now I need all the practice I can get. And this is an awesome way of practicing.
So thank you, each and every one of you. You make the practice a lot more fun.
Oh, and yeah, in case you’re wondering – I plan to continue to practice publically. Watch me for updates when I begin the next project.

*

Ok, ok, fine. 
Unanswered question the sixth. What the hell is going on with Squishpoo? Why is there no magic there anymore? What a shit ending!
That surely isn’t really that important is it?
Is it?
Sheesh. Demanding much?
King Harold wasn’t really senile. He was getting old, sure, but he was pretty spry for an old man. Up until the trouble started, he would go for a jog every morning, and a walk every night. His mind was fast and nimble and for a king he was unusually intelligent.
But then one night he had a nightmare. It was a terrible nightmare, full of terrible things. The terriblest of these terrible things was of a man. Just that – a man. But he was a scary man. He was tall, and he was dark. Jet black hair he had, which is always evil.
And this man was evil. 
This man only said one thing to poor King Harold. It was a simple thing, but it was effective.
“Mine,” was this one thing. It was spoken deep and low, almost a whisper. As he said this one thing the man reached into Harold’s head and grasped hold of his brain.
And he squeezed.
Harold awoke screaming. Oh how he screamed. And then he stopped. All thought was gone, and only simpleness remained.
In a land far from Squishpoo, very far indeed, the man of Harold’s dreams laughed. He chortled. He giggled. And then he nodded. His first task was complete.
Over the next few weeks this man toyed with Harold, playing him like a puppet. When left alone, Harold was only a jabbering idiot. When the dream-man was at work however, Harold was merely an instrument that carried out the will of his controller.
This man, this evil man, relished every moment of it. Nothing is more fun than absolute power.
But he didn’t stop there. It was this man too that removed all of the magic in Squishpoo. It wasn’t easy, but this man wasn’t the sort to run away from hard tasks. It took more than just eye of newt or tail of rat. It’s too complex to go into, but it was difficult and tiring. But he made it.
King Frank, Harold’s puppet master and Edgarb’s persecutor laughed. He chortled. He giggled.
“You think you can escape from me, Edgarb? Think again, you shit. You can’t escape me.”
And he laughed some more.










To be continued in
Escape From Squishpoo
Two monkeys, a cumquat, a green light saber, a collection of different coloured jellybeans, a half day old sandwich, pink buttocks, nine sacred Tibetan toothpicks and a rather long subtitle

Oh, would you like to read it? Sure, go right ahead. You can find it here:
http://www.crankygoblin.com/writing/fnordish.html
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