THE TOWN

”Let’s get the hell out of here!” yelled Skeeter in his extremely high pitched, girlie voice. “There’s nothing we can do for him.”

Skeeter and Cletis were on the skateboard jetting down the street while Otis was screaming and a squirming in his chair, trying to get out. Meanwhile Mungo realigned his knuckles to beat the beer out of his fat, bloated body.

“P-pl-ease don’t hur-r-t me s-s-sir, I have done you n-n-n-no wrong today.” Said Otis as his blubber shook with fear and his voice stuttered while he talked for he was as drunk as an Irishman.

“You have done me no wrong, you say? Well how about you looked at me wrong, you drunk! My muscles aren’t on parade for your faggy eyes!”

“Please s-sir, I di-di-didn’t mean to, here have my mu-mu-money, just don’t  harrm me.”

“No!” Yelled Mungo as he brought his fist down on Otis and screams and yells for help were heard until the morning came.

۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩
“Hey, what’s up Skeeter? Did you hear what happened to Otis last night?”

“Hear? Kristen, I was there when it happened.”

“What!” exclaimed Kristen. “You mean to tell me you were there watching poor ol’ ‘buy me a drink’ Otis, getting the rest of his life beat out of him and you did nothing? You bastard! If I wasn’t in those anger management classes, I would beat the living shit out of you!”

“Woah, Kristen, honey, cool down. What do you think I could have done against Mountain Mungo? Scientists think that he’s living evidence that the greek titans did exist! He would have just used me to warm up on before he went to work on Otis, and then your lover would be as ugly as Otis, and as stupid as that slack-jawed yokel, Cletis! I sure as hell wouldn’t want that to happen to you!”
“Oh, you’re such a coward Skeeter!”

“Hey you two, quit being such pussies and get over here! I need to test my new joke on you!” hollered Damon from across the way.

“Hi Damon, I didn’t see you coming up.” said Kristen with wide-eyed, puppy eyes, “What’s the joke?”

“It’s about this lady and her husband, have a seat and I’ll start.”
“Sure.” Answered Kristen with her tender angel voice as she swooned over Damon, then sat down. Skeeter just rolled his eyes.

۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩
“There was this lady who had a complete asshole for a husband. No matter what anyone did for him, he would always find some way to bitch and complain about it, draining the energy out of everyone around him. He bitched at and about everything, yet she wouldn’t leave the creep because she loved him.

Anywho, it was his birthday and she thought that a pet would cheer him up. So she went to the pet store and was looking at the puppies and kittens, but just couldn’t shake the feeling he would eat them for a snack.

She was just about to give up and leave when she looked at the counter area and saw the most beautiful purple bird she had ever seen in her life. So she went up to the clerk and asked how much it costs and he said, “Lady, you don’t want that bird. It’s a crunchbird.”

“What’s a crunchbird?” the wife asked.

“Here, let me show you.”

The clerk pulled out a pillow that was about 2 feet wide and long, and about a half a foot thick. He placed it on a counter at the other side of the room, opened the birdcage door, pointed towards the pillow, and said, “Crunchbird, my pillow.”

When he finished saying the command, the bird flew out of the cage and went straight for the pillow with tremendous speed. There were wild animal screeches that the wife couldn’t have even imagined, let alone ever heard before. A dust cloud formed over the pillow making it difficult to see what was happening. A few seconds later, the room became as quiet as the dead, and the crunchbird flew out of the dust and landed quietly and contently on its perch in the cage.

As the dust cleared, the wife saw what remained of the pillow. The crunchbird had obliterated it, leaving only small chunks of fluff and torn up pieces of cloth. It reminded her of the time her husband had woke up with a sore neck and took his aggression out on the pillow.
“Wow,” the wife said, “that is perfect for my husband! It’s as nasty as he is.”

She bought the bird and skipped off to go home.

When she got home, she went into the living room, set the birdcage down and shouted, “Honey, I have your birthday present!”

He walked in wearing a stained T-shirt that said in bold letters, WHEN MULLETS ATTACK, and piss-stained boxers. He scratched his balls and asked, “What the hell is it?”

“It’s a crunchbird, honey.” She responded with a smile, as she was opening the cage door so he could get a better look.

The husband frowned down at it and with a disgusted look on his face, said, “Crunchbird my ass!”

۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩

“So you two like…?”

As he was asking, he was cut off by loud bouts of laughter. Apparently they liked the joke very well.


“I suppose that answers that question.”


“Do you have any more?” asked Kristen.


“Well, sure. How does a Pollack take a shower?”


“How?”


“He pisses in the wind!”


Kristen laughed and after she stopped, she stepped towards Damon and rubbed him up and down, then stopped with her mouth next to his ear, and her hand on his outer thigh.


“Damon, you’re so sexy. Let’s go back to my house. My parents are gone and won’t be back for a while.”


As she was alluring him with her hot breath, her hand slowly slid into his inner thigh, then upwards.


Sensational shivers ran up and down Damon’s back as her hot breath blew in his ear, and his leg started shaking when she was caressing it. He smiled and coolly responded, “Okay.”


“See ya Skeeter!” Kristen called back with menacing eyes, which twisted that dagger in Skeeters back which prevented him from responding.


Once they were gone, Skeeter through his skateboard down and yelled. Skeeter loved Kristen, but even more he loved the wild, crazy sex. Now his chances were gone and Damon was rumored to be well endowed, and by the wicked grin he saw come across Kristen’s face when she grabbed his crotch, he knew the rumors were true. Kristen will never come back to Skeeter now.


Skeeter went and picked up his skateboard. After all it wasn’t the board’s fault he lost her. He headed to the skateboarding park and worked off his aggression there. 


After some time had passed, he was cooled down. After all, there will be plenty more women. To Skeeter, women were as replaceable as batteries.


Suddenly the night silence was filled with gunshots. Skeeter looked over and saw they were coming from Cletis’s house, just over the fence. 

He hopped the fence and went in through the patio doors. 

۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩

As he entered, there was a foul musk in the air. He moved further in and discovered the cause of the smell.


He saw people, all laying in bunk beds as dead as a raccoon who crosses a road. 


He looked around but found no signs of gunshots or Cletis. He counted the bodies and there were 39 of them, all castrated and wearing Nikes. Looking down at his torn-up Vans, he decided to steal some nice Air Jordans. After all, what did a dead man need with shoes?


He realized that the house was in fact not Cletis’s, but one that belonged to them crazed Heaven’s Gate cults, and then proceeded outside to the house next door.


As he entered the fresh air, he saw horse-drawn wagons parked along the sides of the streets, and a lot of people in Cletis’s front yard.


He walked over and approached a guy with six fingers and wearing a straw hat.


“What’s going on here?” he asked the strange fellow.


“Why, dis be here a weddin’! Cletis finally got himself hitched with the prettiest maiden me and my sister ever did make!”


Cletis was marrying his cousin, Della. The strange fellow was not exaggerating that Della was their prettiest daughter, but that’s not the same as saying Della was pretty. But when you are in a family where the goat is more desirable, beggar’s can’t be choosers.


Cletis and Della wanted to have a quiet wedding, so everyone had to put silencers on their shotguns. Some of the elders complained, saying it just wasn’t the same.


Skeeter walked up to Cletis, thumped him on the noggin, and said, “Dang it Cletis, marriage isn’t going to be as easy as turning on a light switch!”


“Duh, light switch?” inquired Cletis as he scratched his head. The lice this year were at their worst.


Suddenly the crowd turned silent. Skeeter looked around and saw that Mungo was walking up. His right hand was swollen and purple, and his left hand had some bandages over the knuckles. 


A terrible moan was heard in the silence coming from Otis’s house. He was still on the porch, bleeding and battered. No one would help him, for doing that is an unforgivable crime in Mungo’s eyes, and no one wanted to anger Mungo.


Coming down the street were Kristen and Damon, and everyone got together in a big circle. 


Just then the bullets that were fired off before finally returned to the earth, killing everyone at the party. Luckily the family goat lived.

۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩۩

“Then I woke up. Do you know what that could mean, Dr. Applewhite?


“It could mean many things, Skeeter, but I think it’s best to forget it, some things are just not good to think about. Especially that whole dead people house. Crazy things that people would never do can drive us crazy, and 39 people castrating and committing suicide is pretty crazy.”


“Wait a minute, I never said they killed themselves”


There was a loud bang. Skeeter was thinking it sounded like a gunshot. 


Skeeter felt a strange sensation, then his vision was turning red. He couldn’t make himself think or even move. He was terribly confused, and then it went dark.


Skeeter slumped to the side and rolled off the chair, dead.
