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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
        April figured out a way they could really fuck with this guy. She didn’t trust him at all, but part of her wanted him to be on the outs with Jericho. After the past several days of all the death and violence, the chance for some answers and maybe even a break really appealed to her. With what she had in mind for Grant, there was no way he could lie to them. They stripped him to his underwear and strapped him to the table. 
 
        “Don’t fuck him up too bad,” April warned. “We may need him later. If I decide we don’t, then you can go to town.”
 
        “Oh don’t worry,” Isis said. “My old man did lots of shit to me that hurt like hell, but never left marks.”
 
         “Well good. I think. Let’s get started.”
 
        “You’re making a big mistake,” Grant said. “Did you know your dad is the one who called me? He sent me to get you.”
 
        “Now you’re stepping on dangerous ground asshole. So if I were you, I would tread lightly,” April warned.
 
        “Listen, I’m not lying to you. He knew you’d been gone too long and knew what you were capable of. He was worried for you. It wasn’t his fault they were going to kill you though. But he made a deal.”
 
        “Shut up!”
 
        “They were going to send him to Washington in exchange for you. He was going to be a deputy director. They told him you’d just be observed is all, not harmed,” Grant insisted.
 
        “Fuck him up!” April said.
 
        Isis smiled as she took a scalpel and began slicing the skin between his toes, not too deep, but deep enough to hurt. He grunted and tried to hold in a scream as she went from toe to toe making nice and slow incisions. Finally, he let out a scream as Isis giggled. 
 
        “This kind of makes me hot,” she said. “I never just tortured someone like this.”
 
        “You need serious help,” April said.
 
        “Right, miss make them cum with my brain.”
 
        April looked at him as his screams turned into moans as he struggled against the restraints and a bulge appeared in his shorts. He wiggled and grunted, as he got closer to climax.
 
        “Cut him again,” April said. 
 
         Isis took the scalpel and stuck it into the bottom of his foot, slowly poking the pointy end through his flesh. His moans again turned to screams as April continued to use her mind, bringing him close to climax. She backed down after a few cycles of the pain/pleasure treatment as Grant was trying to catch his breath.
 
        “Pretty fucked up isn’t it?” April said. “You feel so good, so close to climax, then pain! Extreme pain! Then pleasure. I bet your body and mind don’t know what to do.”
 
        “You’re further gone than anyone thought April. If you want to kill me, just kill me. I told you we can help each other. I know a lot about Jericho, more than they think I know. If I helped you two, we could bring them down for sure.”
 
        “Just seems odd to me that you’d turn on them so quickly.”
 
        “They have a zero tolerance rule on mistakes. I finally made one.”
 
        “That you did,” April looked at Isis. “Go back to work.”
 
        Isis started once again on his feet while April worked him back and forth on the brink of climax again. They did this for over an hour until April was satisfied Grant was telling her everything he knew. She finally let him climax as she took control of his mind and let him up. 
 
        “Now get dressed. You can live for now, but under my control,” April said.
 
        “That’s not what I had in mind,” he said as he tended to his bloody feet, wrapping them in gauze before getting dressed.
 
        “I am what is in your mind, whether you like it or not. Now get dressed and let’s go.”
 
        Gunshots rang out as April spun around. Isis had the MP-5 on full auto and was mowing down the rest of the Jericho staff. She then went door to door and room to room, killing whatever abominations may have been lying beyond those doors. April was glad she didn’t have to see them at least. 
 
        “Jesus Christ. You didn’t have to kill all these people!” Grant said.
 
        “They were guilty, just like you. Look at this place. All of them were a part of it. So, you are going to help me bring Jericho down for good. And how many like me are out there?”
 
        “That we’ve located? Several dozen at least. Most are hard to find anymore. They keep a low profile and keep moving. You, for some reason can’t seem to help yourself.”
 
        “Yeah thanks. Let’s go.”
 
        They made their way out of the building and just down the street to where Grant was parked. 
 
        “Where we going?” Grant asked.
 
        They wanted to see you in Dallas. So we’re going to Dallas,” April answered.
 
        “They’re going to kill me.”
 
        “No they’re not. Come on.” 
 
        They drove north and out of San Antonio. No one had said much as Isis had even fallen asleep in the backseat. April jumped when Grant’s phone rang. She let him answer it and tried to listen to his half the conversation, but he didn’t say much. Finally, he hung up and looked at her.
 
        “Mind going back to Happytown?”
 
        “Are you kidding me? For what?”
 
        “When you trashed that Funhouse, apparently a couple of clowns escaped. They just wiped out an entire circus in a nearby town and aren’t near done. Jericho has known about them for a long time, but for some reason just lets them do their thing. They’d like me to nab one and bring it in for them to study. Apparently they’re not human.”
 
        “No they’re not and the answer is no. I barely survived those fucking clowns, I’m not going near them again.”
 
        “We could just kill them, don’t need to take it back to Jericho.”
 
        “Wait a minute. You just gave me an idea,” April said. “Head toward Happytown. This will really be fun.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Happytown, Texas
 
        The clown walked through the empty streets, twirling his cane. He didn’t use nor need the cane, but it was handy to have and it perfected his look. The town had become boring. Happytown sure wasn’t feeling so happy, the place was dead, literally. The thought sparked a laugh as he looked over the dead bodies lining the streets. 
 
        Where were all the men in this shithole? There were bodies and body parts of women and children strewn about. A little boy’s severed head lie on the sidewalk just before him. The clown took a stutter step and kicked the head as if it were a game of kick ball. The small head shot off his foot and sailed over a car parked half on the sidewalk and half on the street. He threw his hands in the air. “It’s good!” He yelled as he laughed once again.
 
        He needed to find some better companions though. He arrived to see these other two clowns fucking around. Talk about a pair of idiots. What had their race become? They used to rule entire civilizations. Now they were relegated to these ridiculous funhouses. Except for him. He refused to take part in such ridiculousness. 
 
        The other two clowns, whose names he never did catch, both ran to him as if he were their long lost papa. They showed him around town and some of the pathetic ideas of torture they’d begun to implement. Total amateurs. He killed them both immediately. Such fools couldn’t be salvaged unfortunately. He was no normal clown. He was Mad Maxwell for God’s sake. And no, he had nothing to do with that silly Mel Gibson movie. He’d been around long before that. He lived up to his name quite nicely. For example, after killing the other two morons he had his own fun with the town. Much more satisfying his way. 
 
        He walked by one department store and looked at himself in the mirror. His top hat was still intact. Unlike some of the other clowns, he didn’t have a big weird nose. His nose curled back and almost looked like a pig snout, but he felt it added character. His hair was bright red, almost orange, but at least he had a nice, full head of it. His lips curled into not a smile, but a smirk. They curled way up the side of his face on his right side, the left almost no curve at all. Thus, he always looked as if he were mildly amused.
 
        As he turned from the mirror, he’d wondered what happened to the Funhouse in Happytown. When he arrived the place was empty and the only two clowns were those two he’d found wandering the streets. A big funhouse no, no. Another reason he didn’t take part in their stupidity. No one was going to keep him cooped up inside of a boring Funhouse. He was like a bird who need to fly free of the cage. 
 
        They had tried to coop up Mad Maxwell many, many years ago. That had not gone so well however. No other clown had strength like his, but he was one of the few if not the only clown his age still around. They had euthanized most of the others. They were just too powerful. He got away though, like he always did. He walked to the outskirts of town and looked down the town’s main street. The dead bodies and wrecked vehicles littered the streets. It was a vast improvement over how he had found the poor town.
 
        Silly townspeople had no idea what had hit them. They thought the other clowns were so scary. Once they saw him, they learned what true fear was. This was why he felt his job was so important. He was performing a service for people. Most go their whole lives and never know what it really means to live, or to feel alive. He gives them that. Now, granted it is short lived. They usually experience this while undergoing extreme pain, only to die shortly thereafter, but those few minutes are worth a lifetime.
 
        Yes, he was the only clown left doing his actual job as a clown. Traveling the world and putting smile’s on people’s faces. Looking down at some of the dead bodies, he enjoyed the smiles. He’d meticulously carved smiles into each of their faces. Crooked ones, just like his. He liked the permanent smirk. It was as if there was an ongoing joke that only he was in on. Now the wonderful people of Happytown were in on it as well. 
 
        As he stepped over one woman, her lifeless eyes stared up at him as the bloody and crooked smirk was permanently affixed to her face. He walked past the city limit sign and stood in the middle of the road looking at the sunset. Such a lovely day and he’d put in such a good day’s work. It had been too long. Felt good to let his frustrations out. 
 
        He wondered where the next Funhouse was. He usually went from town to town, dismantling the funhouses. Mind you, he enjoyed dismantling a good part of the town in the process. The funhouses were always set up in small towns in the middle of nowhere. That suited him just fine. Though playing in a bigger city might be fun too. In all his years, he’d always stayed hidden in the shadows, hiding in the hills from society. It may be time for an introduction. 
 
        The thought was pushed aside when he saw something coming in the distance. A car? A truck! It was a pickup truck. It was approaching from just over the hill with the sun setting behind it. 
 
        “Well, now who might you be?” He said out loud.
 
        In the several hours he’d been here, no one has just passed through Happytown. It was one of those towns you either found it by accident, or you headed here for a reason. Something told him they were coming for a reason. Oh goody! This was going to be so much fun!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
        The drive to Happytown was long and boring. April had fallen asleep several times. The last time she woke up, she and Isis were both leaning on each other. Isis was snoring. Grant hadn’t said much the entire trip. All of them were exhausted from the earlier chaos. April hoped she was near the end of this crazy journey she’d been on the past couple of years. 
 
        “You girls awake?” Grant asked. “We’re almost there.”
 
        “What is so special about a couple of goofy ass clowns?” Isis asked. “Why do they need some hotshot Ranger to go take them out?”
 
        “They’re not normal clown’s kid,” Grant explained. “They aren’t human.”
 
        “Then what the fuck are they?”
 
        “No one is really sure. They are from an ancient race. Earliest we’ve been able to track them back is ancient Egypt. Though they may go back further. They are tough sumbitches and not ones to be fucked with lightly.”
 
        “So what does that have to do with Jericho Systems?” Isis asked. “They develop shit don’t they? The clowns are too old for them to have made up.”
 
        “True. Doesn’t mean they couldn’t study them.”
 
        “Oh God,” April said. “Are you shitting me?”
 
       “I’m afraid not. Wasn’t any area I worked in mind you,” Grant explained. “They captured dozens of them and cut them open to see what made them tick.”
 
        “Well what was it?”
 
        “Hell if I know. That shit is all classified, but a few of the clowns got loose and wreaked havoc, killing a bunch of scientists. They finally decided the clowns were too dangerous to have in captivity, so they built the Funhouses,” Grant explained.
 
        “The Funhouse? Jericho systems built that place?” April asked.
 
        “Wait? What funhouse?” Isis chimed in. April took a minute to explain it for her. 
 
        “Yeah. The clowns I’m sure modified them themselves. One thing we learned having them in custody, they’re like dogs. They need to be kept busy and need to have a purpose. They think the Funhouses are alive, but they are operated by someone at Jericho, all the electronics there and such.”
 
        “Wait. They turned my friend’s boyfriend into a fucking clown,” April said.
 
        “Yeah. That was their contraption. We have no idea how they do it. Or their giving birth. I saw that happen a time or two, it was rather scary.”
 
        “Yeah, they raped my friend to spawn one of those little fucking monsters.”
 
        “Jesus Christ you two,” Isis said. “You sound like some shit out of a comic book.”
 
        “I wish it was,” April said.
 
        “I’m finding this hard to believe.”
 
        “Well, I can make men jizz in their pants with my mind.”
 
        “Yeah, but you’re hot enough to cause that anyway,” Isis said. April shoved her as Grant continued.
 
        “So anyway, we built the funhouses and left them with these rules not to leave and such. For the most part they followed them pretty well. Like I said, they’re kind of like wild dogs. You can train them and get them to work for you, but you’ll never domesticate them.”
 
        “Why not just wipe them all the fuck out?”
 
        “The powers that be at Jericho thinks there is potential to use them as a weapon. There had been talk of turning some loose in Iran. They almost did when they decided there was no way to keep them from spawning more clowns. So that was scrapped. But trust me, they figure out how to control these monsters, or better yet gut them and use whatever it is that makes them who they are and inject it into our soldiers. They won’t pass that up. So even though the Funhouses are evil, psychotic, and kill hundreds of innocents a year, Jericho finds it worth it to keep them around.”
 
        “I’m gonna burn that fucking place to the ground,” April said through gritted her teeth.
 
        “I don’t blame you.”
 
        “You guys? What the fuck?” Isis said pointing up ahead. The road was lined with dozens of scarecrows a hundred yards ahead. Yet, as they got closer, it appeared they weren’t scarecrows at all. They were people. Hundreds of them women and children were nailed to wooden crosses and lining the road. Each of them had a hideous half grin carved into their faces. Their eyes were all wide open in some eternal smile of terror.
 
        “What in the fuck?” April asked. “Those clowns killed this whole fucking town. They crucified everyone!” 
 
        April’s stomach lurched as she looked over a little girl on one of the crosses. She was just a toddler. No telling what kind of suffering the poor kid had gone through. So much death and carnage, she wasn’t sure how much more she could take. Just ahead there was a man standing in the middle of the road. As they approached April saw it was a clown, though she didn’t recognize this one.
 
        “Oh my God,” Grant said. “It’s him.”
 
        “Who?” April asked. 
 
        “I’ve heard the stories, but I thought it was all bullshit. We figured if he had existed, he was long dead. I’ll be damned.”
 
        As they drove closer, she saw the clown was wearing a yellow suit with orange pin stripes. His top hat was also yellow with an orange band. His own face was twisted into a crooked smile and he appeared to have no nose or a just a flat one. 
 
        “That is Mad Maxwell. He was bad news for the clowns a few hundred years ago. Some of them told stories about him, most never mentioned him and would freak out if you brought him up. Some terrifying stuff in his past.”
 
        “This is too fucking weird,” Isis said.
 
        “I’m not gonna argue that one bit,” Grant said. “I’m sure he’s the one who did all this. We’re fucked.”
 
        “So let’s turn around. I hate clowns as it is!” Isis said.
 
        “Can’t do that,” Grant said. “This creature is like the Moby Dick for any Ranger. If I brought him in, not only would Jericho not kill me, they’d probably promote me.”
 
        Grant had been a Ranger for Jericho systems hunting down people like April and either capturing them for research or killing them. After she’d destroyed an entire Jericho facility in San Antonio, they decided he was a failure and planned on killing him, but sent him to Happytown first. Where they find this Mad Maxwell guy. Grant slowed the truck to a halt as the clown stood there, smiling at them.
 
        “Welcome to Happytown!” Mad Maxwell said, removing his top hat and taking a bow. “Where we always put a smile on your face!” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
        April jumped out of the passenger’s side, Isis stayed in the car looking confused. There was no way April was going to just sit in that truck helpless and talk to the clown. Grant tried to sound cordial, but she could hear the fear in his voice.
 
        “You’re a long way from home pal,” Grant said.
 
        “The world is my home! Why limit myself to one locale. So much to see. Oh hey. You’re Grant Storm!” The clown said.
 
        “What?”
 
        “Grant Storm! The Jericho Ranger! How is Doctor O’Quinn? He still hanging in there?”
 
        Grant looked troubled as he cast a glance back at April. 
 
        “You know he’s not. He’s been in a coma ever since you stabbed him in the eye with his own pen.”
 
        “Well yes. That was unfortunate. He was going to lobotomize me, such a cruel procedure and we didn’t even know if it would work on my kind. So, I did one on him. With his pen. Didn’t go so well I’m afraid.”
 
        “I take it you did all this?” Grant asked.
 
        “Why yes. I didn’t start it, mind you. A couple of buffoons from that funhouse were on the loose. Talk about clowning around. No, no, I disposed of them rather quickly and had my own fun. You should take some photos. I bet one of these girls has an Instagram account. Put the pictures on there for the world to see! Hashtag: Mad Maxwell’s Masterpiece! It’s got quite the ring to it, don’t you think?”
 
        The more April listened the more her stomach tightened. It was clear rather quickly he was not one of the clowns like before. Those guys were just manically homicidal. Mad Maxwell was too, but he was calm, collected, and articulate. She shuddered as he looked over to her for the first time.
 
        “Well, well, what have we here?” Mad Maxwell said looking April up and down. “Ranger Grant, I had no idea you traveled with such lovely company.” He removed his top hat and held it in front of his face. A mirror popped out of the top of the hat. He took a moment looking at himself, adjusting his hair and examining his bright white teeth before snapping the mirror shut. 
 
        “And who might you be?” He asked.
 
        “April,” she said. 
 
        “Well, hello April. I must say, in all my years I have never seen a creature quite so beautiful. Perhaps you’d like to accompany me on an adventure?”
 
        She looked back at the truck and back at Maxwell. 
 
        “Uh, no. That’s ok.”
 
        “You sure? Lots of fun to be had! You’re covered in blood, plus I can smell death all over you. Oh yeah.” He held his head up, sniffing the air while rolling his eyes back in ecstasy. “You’ve spilled lots of blood my dear. You’d be fun to travel with.”
 
        “That’s quite all right,” April said. She hoped he didn’t try anything with her. That might be the one thing to finally break her. Everything about this clown terrified her. Just his presences, his crooked smile, his whole demeanor was horrifying. “I think I’ll just hang with these guys.”
 
        “Well fine,” he put his hat back on. “Suit yourself. You’d probably slow me down anyway. Ok Ranger Grant,” he said as he walked around the front of the truck. “As much as I’d love to face off with you all, today’s activities has me spent. Perhaps another time though. I must be on my way.” He turned and walked away from the truck and onto a side street, disappearing in between two buildings. 
 
        April ran down the street and looked. He was gone. 
 
        “What the fuck? He’s gone!” She said.
 
        “Get back in the truck kid,” Grant said. “Let’s get out of here.”
 
        “What about that clown! He’s fucking psychotic.”
 
        “He’s worse than that, which is why we need to leave. He gave us a warning. We don’t go, he’ll come back and won’t be so pleasant.”
 
        She got into the truck as Grant put it in gear and stomped on the gas. What terrified April the most was how rattled Grant obviously was. So far he’s always been so cold and calculating. He was a stuttering idiot in front of Mad Maxwell. Since when was this asshole afraid of anything? He spent his life rounding up people like her.
 
        “What do you mean a warning?” Isis asked.
 
        “He apparently sees us as worthy adversaries and we were caught off guard. The advantage was all his. He could have taken us apart if he wanted. Instead he gave us a chance to regroup and fight him later on more equal terms.”
 
        “How do you know?”
 
        “The stories I’ve heard. Everything is a game to him, except he usually wins. It’s always been urban legend, but I’m a believer now.”
 
        They drove out of Happytown and soon were back on the freeway.
 
        “Where we headed?”
 
        “Dallas. Not going to Jericho though. If I show up empty handed, they’ll kill me for sure. We need to figure out what to do with Maxwell. No way am I going to let him roam the countryside.”
 
        “Can we kill him? The other clowns were hard enough. You had to like blow their heads up or something.”
 
        “Oh I’m sure he can be killed. He knows that though, so good luck getting close enough.”
 
        “So what the fuck do we do?” Isis asked.
 
        “I have a few ideas. I know someone who might be able to help. He’s the one who told me about Mad Maxwell years ago. He told me about him like he was some legend, but now I’m thinking he knows more than he was letting on.”
 
        They drove in silence the rest of the way. As they got further away from Happytown and closer to Dallas, April couldn’t help but wondering if the end wasn’t near for her somehow. She had already survived the impossible. Many times she felt as if she were living on borrowed time. She feared her luck was about to run out.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Dallas, Texas
 
        Terrance Branch walked out behind the convenience store to empty the trash. Thankfully, he could go home in an hour. While he never pictured being a convenience store clerk as his ideal job, he was just happy to have work. The economy had been shit the past several years. They’d said it was in recovery, which could be true. That is unless you’re a thirty year old black man with a felony conviction.
 
        Mind you, Terrance wasn’t a criminal. His felony came after he was at friend’s house years ago for a barbecue. Someone called the police due to loud noise. The cops show up and start tossing the place for no real reason and find a vial of cocaine. So of course, you got a house of black people hanging out and one of them had cocaine so it was obviously a crack house.
 
        Terrance had been charged with a count of dealing. He pled down to possession even though he never used cocaine a day in his life and served two years in prison. He lost his music scholarship at Southern Methodist University in the process. After prison he couldn’t afford college and could no longer get financial aid with a drug conviction on his record. There also wasn’t a lot of demand for trombone players, so he took the job at the convenience store. 
 
        Time flies whether you’re having fun or not, and Terrance had been at the store for almost five years now. He tried not to think of his past, but it snuck back into his mind from time to time, usually when he least wanted it to, only to cause more pain. As he tossed the garbage bags into the dumpster, someone laughed from behind him. The laugh startled him, causing him to jump as he spun around.
 
        “What in the fuck?” Terrance said as he looked at the bizarre creature standing before him. The guy was dressed as a clown, wearing a yellow suit and top hat with orange stripes all around. He was an ugly ass clown too. Behind him a stretch limo was parked. The clown leaned on the limo twirling his cane.
 
        “How’s it going Terrance?” The clown asked. 
 
        “Who the hell are you?” Terrance said, trying not to look at the guy’s hideous smile and fucked up nose.
 
        “They call me Mad Maxwell, for a variety of reasons as you can see.”
 
        “I’d say so. You might want to watch it in this part of town. Lots of ways to get your ass kicked dressed like that.”
 
        “Oh, I don’t doubt that. I can handle myself though. Nevertheless, enough about me. I want to talk about you.”
 
        “About me what?”
 
        “Oh come on Terrance. You were once a musical prodigy. You can pick up any instrument and master it in seconds, though you have a special love for the trombone. I have no idea why. That’s the most obnoxious instrument.”
 
       It didn’t sit well that this clown knew so much about him.
 
       “Ok, now this shit isn’t cute anymore. Who the fuck are you? Who sent you?”
 
        “Calm down Terrance. I’m your friend! I’m here to help. I’m here to say, make you an offer you can’t refuse.” He walked to Terrance and opened his jacket. Terrance took a step back, not sure what to expect, but Mad Maxewell handed him a wad of one hundred dollar bills.
 
        “Here, a gift. Call it a token of good faith.”
 
        Terrance looked it over. He couldn’t remember a time seeing that much cash.
 
        “Good faith in what?”
 
        “In you, my friend! I’m investing in you. You sir, are the future. I want you to come and work for me.”
 
        “Work for you? You want me to join the fuckin’ circus?”
 
        “Terrance. You’re being short sighted. I know what they did to you. Shafting you into prison. Ruining your life. You could be traveling the country as a well-respected jazz musician. Instead, you’re a night clerk at this shit hole; or you can come with me and leave this dump behind. You can be somebody!”
 
        “Be who?”
 
        “I need people. Smart, reliable, trustworthy people to have my back and I will have yours.”
 
        Terrance was intrigued. He didn’t like nor trust this clown, he figured it was some act to conceal his identity or some weird gimmick. Maybe he thought he was The Joker from Batman or something. Still, there had to be at least ten thousand dollars in that wad of bills, it was nothing to scoff at. Society had already thrown him away. He had been barely old enough to legally drink when they locked him up for no reason and determined his life wasn’t worth an opportunity. 
 
        This could be an opportunity. At least until he saved up some money. Maybe he could go back to school or open his own business. Say what you want about money, but money made you. Money opens doors and keeps them open. You have the money, you have all the opportunity in the world.
 
        “Ok, so what would I be doing?” Terrance asked.
 
        “You’ll be my right hand man. Whatever I need, you’ll be right there. You’ll also be in charge of recruiting, collections, and security. You’re a big guy, someone has to keep me from getting my ass kicked as you put it.”
 
        “And the pay?”
 
        “Never stops. Trust me. There isn’t a salary in this for you. I will just throw money at you.” Mad Maxwell removed his top hat, reached inside and flung a wad of cash into the air as he exploded in laughter. “Hahaha! See that? It’s like I’m made of money!” 
 
        Terrance wasn’t sure he should turn and run, but the money. All that money. Didn’t sound too bad and if things got weird, no doubt he could beat this crazy clown’s ass, take his money and run. 
 
        “Ok. I’ll give it a try. But if you try and fuck with me, I will kill you,” Terrance warned.
 
        “By all means!” Mad Maxwell said holding up his hands and cowering away. He then stood and walked toward the limo, opening the door. “So glad to have you aboard!” 
 
        Against his gut instinct, Terrance climbed into the limo across from the clown. As they drove away, Mad Maxwell was the only one smiling. Terrance hoped he wouldn’t have to look at that face for too long before he was on his own.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
         April sat in the hotel room watching TV while Isis and Grant fooled around on his laptop. 
 
        “April, you should be part of this,” Isis said. They’d been “planning” for the last two hours. April thought it was just a big waste of time. They weren’t going to find anything about Mad Maxwell on Google. Grant said he had access to Jericho’s database, but he hadn’t turned up anything they didn’t already know. She felt a better use of time would have been for them to stockpile some weapons and then go after this asshole. 
 
        “Be a part of what? Wasting time? Who knows where that psycho is by now, or how many he’s killed,” April said. “We should be getting weapons. Get armed to the fucking teeth and go after him.”
 
        “Knowledge is our best weapon in this case, kid,” Grant said. April rolled her eyes at the cliché. 
 
        “So is a double barrel shotgun. My powers don’t work against those fucking things.”
 
        “Doesn’t surprise me. They’re not human.”
 
        As April flipped through the channels she came to a breaking news report. There had been a mass shooting at a Dallas nursing home. The anchorman looked calm as he read the breaking report
 
        “Today police are looking for a group of men dressed as clowns who walked into a Dallas nursing home this afternoon and opened fire.”
 
        “You guys!” April yelled. “Look at this shit!”
 
        Grant and Isis looked up from the laptop and walked around to the TV.
 
        The anchorman continued.
 
        “According to witnesses a blue van pulled up shortly after noon when the group of men got out. There are believed to be at least five of them, maybe more. They were each carrying military assault rifles. The facility housed just over two hundred residents, all of which have been confirmed dead. There were approximately one hundred fifty staff on hand, including support and administrative staff. Forty-seven of them have been confirmed dead with another sixty injured. A few made it out alive. Tamara Jenkins is one of the survivors.”
 
        The camera cut to a tall black girl wearing scrubs and wiping tears from her face.
 
       “I been a nurse here for five years. I never saw nothing like this,” Tamara said to the camera. “These dudes just came busting in the door. They had on clown make up, goofy cloths and even the big shoes. At first people thought they were there for a party or something. Maybe they just had water guns, but once they started shooting I ran.” She stopped to wipe a tear from her face. “I ran out a fire exit and never looked back. Now everyone is dead. I just left them all there, and now they’re dead.” She broke down as they cut back to the anchorman.
 
        “Each of the gunman got away in the same van. Police are actively searching for them. If you have any information please…” April turned off the TV and looked at Grant and Isis.
 
        “What the fuck?” She said. “You think it was him?”
 
        “How would he find five more clowns though? Is there another fun house near here?” Isis asked. 
 
        “No funhouses in Dallas. No other ones in Texas that I’m aware of. Either way, guns aren’t really clowns’ M.O.”
 
        “Maybe he turned those guys into clowns like my friend’s boyfriend.”
 
        “Not enough time, plus there is a certain machine that does it inside each funhouse. Mad Maxwell doesn’t have access to one. I really don’t know.”
 
        “Just seems an odd coincidence if it isn’t him,” April said.
 
        “That it does. That it does for sure.” Grant looked out the window for a moment before turning back to April. “Maybe we should get some extra weapons though. Just in case.” 
 
        April stood up as Isis looked around.
 
        “It’s about time. You got a hook up around here, Grant?”
 
        “I know a few gun dealers who owe me some favors. I’ll be hitting them up.”
 
        “Good.”
 
        “I want a sawed off shotgun,” Isis said. “And a machete.”
 
        “Put it on your Christmas list,” April chided. “You’ll need more than a shotgun against these guys anyway. How many do you think there are now?”
 
        “You know as much as I do,” Grant said. “But let’s get going before they decide to blow up a school or something.” 
 
        They filed out of the hotel and into Grant’s truck. As they headed into the city, April began running through her mind what exactly they were up against. Despite Grant’s doubts, she was positive Mad Maxwell was behind the shooting. Who else would shoot up a nursing home just for shits and giggles? Why would Mad Maxwell want to do it? Though one thing she learned, those clowns don’t need a reason to do anything as long as it is completely fucked up and ruthless. She could be every bit as ruthless though, as Mad Maxwell was about to find out.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
        “Excellent!” Mad Maxwell called out. “I didn’t think you guys could pull it off. Keep impressing me and you may have what it takes yet.”
 
        His band of clowns stood around looking at him with their painted smiles. They were in an abandoned warehouse Mad Maxwell had chosen for a temporary headquarters. It was old and far enough out of the way, they’d be safe there. Their vehicle could easily be hidden there, so no worries about police helicopters spotting them from above. He’d sent them into the nursing home as a test, a test in which they passed. Terrance stood to Mad Maxwell’s right, not wearing clown makeup and he hadn’t gone along on the raid.
 
        “So you going to make us real clowns now? Like you?” one of them asked. 
 
        “In time,” Mad Maxwell said. “In time. One must not rush to these things. Plus, we have more recruiting to do.”
 
        He had been impressed with Terrance’s recruiting efforts so far. Thought it is amazing what a handful of cash will do for recruitment. Terrance had a knack for spotting the desperate and downtrodden and talking them into anything. Not just any poor person would go walk into a nursing home and blow everyone away. It took a certain criminal element, one for which Terrance had a good nose.
 
        “So what now then?” another clown asked. 
 
        “What now? Time to up the ante. Nursing homes are easy. Like shooting fish in a barrel, except these were old and have walkers. No, no. To be best prepared for the big mission you need be better prepared. While you were out today, Terrance gathered a new gang of recruits. You’ll need them on the next mission.”
 
        “What mission is that?” they asked.
 
        “You’re going to shoot up the Dallas police department.”
 
        Their faces immediately turned to frowns, despite the clown smiles painted on their faces.
 
        “What? Are you out of your fucking mind?”
 
        “Look, kids. It’s like this. You want to become like me and do what I do? You have to earn it. You think I was born like this? Wait. I was born like this. Hahahaha! Well not everyone can be born into greatness. Fact is, you boys will be helping me take over Jericho Systems here in town. It is there they have the equipment to turn you into a permanent clown like me, including all of the power and strength that comes with it!”
 
        “So why don’t was just raid there then?”
 
        “Because, it’s not like some office building you go marching into. They have their own little army plus lots of other wild toys and gadgets. No, you need to be prepared. It won’t be a turkey shoot like the nursing home. It will be much worse than that. If you do the police job like you did to the old folks, then I will know you are ready.”
 
        A large overhead door slid open and in walked dozens more men in clown make up came walking in, also carrying various guns and weapons. One had a chainsaw resting on his shoulder.
 
        “Excellent! The new recruits have all been briefed. Terrance. I want you to lead the attack. I have complete faith in you to make this operation a success!”
 
        Terrance’s expression changed from that of authority to one of concern.
 
        “Wait? Me? Why?” he asked.
 
        “Because you are my right hand man. I can’t go on this mission. Not yet.” Mad Maxwell explained.
 
        “Why? We do all the work so you can take all the credit!” One of the clowns called out. Mad Maxwell flicked the tip of his cane in the man’s direction. A dagger shot out from the base of the cane, piercing the man’s throat. Blood sprayed from the wound as he tried to plug it with his hands, but failing. He stumbled around making wheezing and gurgling sounds before collapsing lifeless to the floor.
 
        “Anyone else have objections?” Mad Maxwell asked with significant casualty as he looked over the group. They all looked legitimately scared. Good. No one else spoke up. Terrance did pull him aside and spoke just above a whisper.
 
        “Look, boss, Mr. Maxwell. I’m not prepared to go on a mission like this. I thought you hired me to be your recruiter and enforcer.”
 
        “You are, Terrance. You are. Trust me, on this mission some of these guys will want to run or give up if things get bad. You don’t let them. Just blow their fucking brains out of they try to surrender. This mission will be a success. Who goes and raids a police station? No one. You go in, inflict as many casualties as you can, and get the hell out. I’m not saying stick around and try to take over the place. Just make them feel your presence and get out. By the time they figure out what is happening, a bunch of them will be dead and you’ll be long gone. Then we’ll be ready for Jericho.”
 
        Terrance swallowed and looked around.
 
        “Ok boss.” He said.
 
        “Besides, if you don’t do this, I’ll kill you.” Mad Maxwell said as he patted him on the shoulder. “Don’t worry bub! You got this!” 
 
        He turned to the rest of the clowns.
 
        “All right guys! The vans are parked outside! Mount up and go show them what you’re made of!”
 
        Mad Maxwell watched as the men all filed out and climb into the vans. He grabbed a group of clowns and pulled them aside before they made it to their van. 
 
        “Gentleman. I have a special mission for you. I have a bit of a problem you. This lady,” he pulled a picture of April from his jacket pocket. “And her friends are causing me a bit of a problem. It’s about to get worse. They are headed to Hunt Guns and Ammo on the east side of town.”
 
        “I know where it’s at,” one clown said.
 
        “Good. Good. Take her and her friends out, and anyone who gets in your way. I don’t care what you have to do. Do that, and you’re in for good.” 
 
        “For real?” 
 
        “Yes sir. For real,” Mad Maxwell assured.
 
        Each of the clowns nodded and climbed into their vans. As each van pulled away, Mad Maxwell couldn’t have smiled wider if his face had allowed it. This was going to the most epic night ever. Just the thought of it made him laugh. When the vans were long gone, he was still laughing.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
        “Jesus Grant. You sure stepped in it this time,” Kyle, the man at the gun store said. Grant had just explained to him the situation. 
 
        “Yeah. Tell me about it. So I need you to help us out.”
 
        “For you friend. Take whatever you need. I got some off the books stuff in the back.” He turned and walked down a hallway into a backroom. The group followed behind as he punched in a combination on a steel door, sliding it open. In the room there was all sorts of illegal firearms including grenades, an M249 SAW on a bipod with an ammo belt next to it. Along the wall there were various explosive devices and weapons April had never seen before.
 
        Isis’ eyes went wide, as she looked at each weapon, running her hands along them as if they were new found treasures. She lifted an AK-47 off the wall and examined it.
 
        “Hey! This one is full auto!” she said, smiling.
 
        “Yep,” Kyle said. “Everything back here has been modified or came in as full military grade.”
 
        “Where did you get all this?”” Isis asked.
 
        “Oh around. I been all over, got friends all over, so the stuff accumulates.”
 
        Isis slung the AK over her shoulder and grabbed several magazines. Grant also grabbed an MP5 and some grenades, along with a couple handguns. Isis was now looking at various knives until she found a nice machete. She strapped the sheath around her waist and smiled at April.
 
        “You’re not getting anything?” Isis asked.
 
        April looked around and grabbed a large hunting knife and some smaller blades. She held up the hunting knife and ran her fingers along the blade.
 
        “That’s it? That’s all you’re gonna get?” Isis asked.
 
        “I travel light,” April said. 
 
        “Whatever. I don’t plan on getting that close.”
 
        “You girls got what you need? April you sure on just some knives?” Grant asked.
 
        “I’m sure, let’s do this.”
 
        As they walked out of the room and back toward the front of the store, glass shattering sounded from the front.
 
        “What in the hell?” Kyle yelled as he ran up front. They lost sight of him but heard laughter and gunfire. Once the gunfire died down, there was more laughter.
 
        “Hey kiddies! Come out come out wherever you are! Come join the circus with us!” the voice called out. Grant ran to the front where he opened fire. April and Isis followed to find a group of clowns with guns shooting up the place. April dove for cover as Isis began opening fire. She stood in the middle of the store and hit one clown dead in the face. His head exploded, splattering the others with blood and chunks of skull and brains. 
 
        The other clowns pulled back and continued to fire as Isis pressed forward. 
 
        “Come on motherfuckers! Where you going?” she screamed.
 
        Grant stood and fired at one of the clowns who poked his head up from behind the counter, blowing the top of his head off. There were still several more, but April wasn’t sure how many. Reaching out with her mind, she heard a couple of the clowns drop their weapons as they began moaning and panting. Before she could do much else to them, Isis jumped to her feet, ran around the counters and shot them each as they climaxed. 
 
        Looking around the store, all had gone silent.
 
        “I think we got them!” Isis called out as a gunshot came from outside. Another plate glass window exploded as Isis went down. April jumped to her feet, but two more clowns ran in and sprayed the place with gunfire. Before April could react, they’d grabbed Isis, dragged her outside and threw her into the van. As it pulled away, April ran behind, trying to use her ability to slow them down, but they were moving too fast. 
 
        Grant came hobbling out and fired at the van, but missed. 
 
        “Isis!” April screamed as she put her hands on top of her head. Since she first gained her ability almost two years ago, she had very few if any friends. Isis was probably the closest thing to a friend she had. They were both powerful, deadly women yet were both broken in their own way. Somehow, from just being around each other, they weren’t as broken.
 
        Looking up and down at Grant, he’d been hit in the leg, just below the knee.
 
       “Another inch up and they’d have blown my knee off. Fuckin’ bullet is lodged in the bone. I can feel it.” He said. 
 
        “April helped him to his truck and unhooked his keys from his belt. She hopped in the driver’s seat and started the engine.
 
        “You’re the only other person now to ever drive this truck,” Grant said as he pressed his hands over his bleeding ankle.
 
        “That’s because I’m special,” April said as she stepped on the gas speeding away from the store. Sirens sounded in the distance as she wove through the streets and back onto the highway.
 
        “What are we gonna do?” April asked. “They took Isis.”
 
        “I don’t know. We need to find them. I can make some calls. I got eyes around the city. Can’t be too many clown gangs on the loose.”
 
        “Why would they take her? We have to find her. I’ve seen what those fucking clowns do to people. Well not these guys, they weren’t even real clowns.”
 
        “I didn’t think they were. Guns isn’t really their thing,” Grant said.
 
        “I know, and my ability started to work on them when Isis shot them.”
 
        “Mad Maxwell is recruiting. He’s hired these guys. I’d bet on it.”
 
        “Who the fuck would go to work for that clown?”
 
        “Anyone desperate enough, or sick enough.” He looked up and shrugged. “Or both.”
 
        “We need to find her, Grant. If they hurt her, I will make those fuckers eat each other’s dicks!”
 
        “We’ll find her. I’m sure. You’re right though. I don’t even want to think about what Mad Maxwell has in mind for her.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
        Isis tried to struggle in the van, but she’d been shot in the left shoulder, plus one of the clowns was holding her down while the other drove. The one holding her down taped her ankles together and taped her arms to her sides. Her shoulder throbbed as she struggled against her captors.
 
        “Tell you what, you fucking freak show. If you let me go, I promise I won’t rip your stomach open and eat your intestines while you watch,” Isis warned.
 
        “Oh! A feisty one! I like that in a girl! You hear that?” the clown said.
 
        “Yeah, I heard it,” the driver answered. 
 
        “The boss is gonna have fun with this one.”
 
        “Who is your boss? Mad Maxwell?”
 
        “Oh? You know him?”
 
        “We’ve met.” She hoped she was wrong, but the confirmation caused a sick feeling in her stomach. April told her about those clowns, the real clowns. They were capable of some horrific shit and Mad Maxwell sounded like he was the worst of them. No telling what she was in for. While she didn’t believe in any gods or karma, part of her wondered if there was such a thing. Over the years she had dished out her share of pain and suffering. If the universe was into payback, she was in for a slow, agonizing death.
 
        The van pulled to a stop as the clown looked at her and smiled brighter than the one already painted on his face.
 
        “We’re home! Time to play!”
 
        The other clown came around and pulled her out.
 
        “I don’t think this is the right one,” he said.
 
        “What do you mean? Both girls look almost the same.”
 
        “Yeah, but why hasn’t she used her trick like she did before?”
 
        “I don’t know. Maybe she likes us.”
 
        “Shut up. Let’s get her inside.”
 
        They dragged her from the van into the warehouse; the inside had been decorated in quite the freakish decor. There were wild colored balloons and streamers strung all over the place, and the walls were painted with various bright colors. 
 
        “Well, hello!” Mad Maxwell said from the corner, approaching them slowly. “You brought me a live one! Good! Bring her to the corner to my workstation. I have somethings in mind for our new friend.” 
 
        He walked up and looked her up and down. 
 
        “Oh, no, no. This is no good, you brought me the wrong one. This isn’t April. It’s her greasy little friend.”
 
        “Fuck you!” Isis yelled just before spitting in his face. He locked eyes with her, the crooked grin never wavering. His eyes were big and green, but looking in them it was obvious there was nothing behind them. She wondered if her victims had seen the same thing in her.
 
        “Sorry honey, but you’re not my type.” Mad Maxwell said. “Go strap her down boys.”
 
        They dragged her to the table against her protests and struggles. Lying her on her back, they cut the tape loose and used a series of nylon straps on each of her limbs. The pain in her shoulder lit up as they pulled her arm back, strapping it down tightly. She tried to struggle, but had almost no strength at all in that left arm. 
 
        “Wow, looks like you got quite the boo-boo there, don’t you. Hahahaha!” Mad Maxwell said. “Don’t worry; we won’t be patching you up. I’ll be systematically un-patching you. Been a long time since I really dug into my work. In Happytown, it was all far too rushed. For you, oh I got some real fun things in mind.”
 
        “Just kill me, if you’re gonna kill me.”
 
        “Well now. That’s far too simple. I have something much more exciting planned.”
 
        He grabbed a large pair of scissors as he began to sing.
 
        “April’s girlfriend sings a song, doo-dah! Doo-dah! I’ll make her scream all day long, oh, doo-dah day! I’ll be cutting off her nose today and her tits tonight!” he threw his arms out to the sides as he hit the higher note. “She’ll be begging for her life! Oh doo-dah day!” By the time he finished the song, he’d cut all Isis’ clothes off her. 
 
        For some reason, she wasn’t even worried for what he was about to do to her. She was more baffled by the bizarre singing. In her years on the run, and even in her old life, she’d come across some serious psychos. This guy took the cake. She realized she was looking at the physical embodiment of pure unadulterated evil, melded together with complete and total insanity. 
 
        “Did you enjoy the performance my dear? Would you like an encore? Too bad! Hahaha! I just don’t do two shows anymore. It just takes too much motivation.” He removed his top hat and wiped his brow. “Don’t worry though. The second act is about to begin and it’s a doozy!”
 
        “What are you going to do to me?” she asked. 
 
        “I thought I already told you through song. Though that was just the tip of the iceberg. No, you my dear are about to learn the true definition of pain and suffering. Oh and don’t worry about lying there naked, I’m a trained professional. I promise I won’t touch you inappropriately.”
 
        What the fuck was he talking about?
 
        “I’d have much rather had your girlfriend, April. I mean, she is your girlfriend right?”
 
        “No! We’re friends, she’s not my girlfriend.”
 
        “But you have fucked her right? You munched her carpet, pet her kitty, rubbed nasties? Hahaha! Tell me, how did her pussy taste? Was it sweet or more tangy?”
 
        “Fuck you, you freak!” 
 
        “No, you fucked April which is what I’m asking you about, but no matter.”
 
        He picked up a large jar with a couple of snakes crawling inside it, holding it to her face so she could get a good look at it. Each snake was probably just under a foot long.
 
        “See my little friends? It’s time for them to come out and play!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
        April took Grant back to the hotel and helped him inside. She cut his pant leg away from the wound and began cleaning it. He had a first aid kit in his truck with peroxide and bandages. Using his pocket knife, she dug the bullet from the bone. Grant screamed and howled as the blade cut through the bone. 
 
        “Shut up!” April scolded. “Someone will call the cops.”
 
        “I’m trying. Cops are the last thing we need right now. It just hurts like a mother...” 
 
        “I’m sure it does. Stop catching bullets with your leg and it won’t be a problem.”
 
        “Yeah, I’ll keep that in mind.”
 
        “Hang on. I’ve almost got it.” 
 
        She moved the knife around as the slug finally worked its way free. He screamed one last time as the bloody chunk of lead fell to the floor. She poured more peroxide over the wound and stitched the opening with the sewing kit. Once it was sewn and bandaged up, she looked up at him.
 
        “That’s the best I can get it. I don’t have anything for pain other than some aspirin that’s in the kit. I might be able to use my ability to at least distract you from it if you want,” she said.
 
        “No. No. That’s all right. I don’t need you in my head again.” He sat up on the bed and propped his foot up with a pillow. 
 
        “Now, you said you were going to make some calls. So we can find Isis.”
 
        “Yeah. I did. Hand me my phone. There’s one guy I think can help.”
 
        She tossed him his phone and watched him punch in some numbers. As he held it to his ear, she tried to listen in.
 
        “Hey. It’s Grant. Grant Storm. Yeah, well things are not so good, I know it’s been awhile. I’m in a bit of a problem. It’s been a long time, but you guys may remember those clowns we use to deal with? Well they’re back. At least one of them is.” He sat listening for a minute or two before speaking again. “Yeah this one is something different entirely. He’s a tough old bastard. No, I don’t think Sergei can help on this one. I’m gonna need The Hammer.” 
 
        There was another long pause, but April couldn’t tell what the guy yelling on the other end was screaming about.
 
        “Yes. Him, the only Hammer there is. I think he can help. I’ve been shot so I’m wounded. Yes, I know the price. I got the money. I’ll have it wired to you, but I need him like yesterday. Once I find the clown, I’ll send you the info. Ok, thanks.” He hung up the phone.
 
        “What was that all about? What’s The Hammer?”
 
        “The Hammer is probably the biggest and baddest motherfucker you will ever meet. Besides yourself that is.”
 
        “They call him The Hammer?”
 
        “It’s a nickname. He’s German. His name is Krautenhammer.”
 
        “Wow, that’s quite a name.” The name rang vaguely familiar with her. Her father, an FBI agent had mentioned him a time or two, but spoke of him as if he were an urban legend or something. The thought made her wonder what her dad was up to these days. Last time she’d seen him was at the Jericho facility in San Antonio before they were about to dissect her. She hadn’t seen him since. Part of her didn’t want to see him again, since she didn’t know if he’d betrayed her or not. Another part wanted him to explain. That was all for another time.
 
        “Yeah, it’s fitting. Now let me make a few calls…”
 
        The TV, which had been blaring in the background, cut to another emergency news update. They both stopped to watch when they heard the word “clowns.”
 
        “We have another shocking update in the killer clown case. Earlier today a band of clowns broke into a local nursing home and shot and killed most of the residents and staff. A few moments ago, what appears to be the same group, except even more of them have stormed the Dallas Police Department while opening fire.” The anchorman reported as security footage of clowns walking through the front lobby of the police department while shooting played on the screen.
 
        “No word yet on how many were killed. Although we do know at least three of the gunman were killed by police. Annette Dugan is live on the scene with a full report. Annette?”
 
        The screen cut to a pretty blonde standing across the street from the police department where cars and ambulances were lined up.
 
        “Yes, so far there is no official count, but I’m hearing there may be as many twenty officers who were killed. The whole thing seems to have just lasted under two minutes. The gunmen came in, opened fire and retreated as soon as police began returning fire. A couple gunmen were hit, but the others got away in what is believed to be the same van used in the nursing home shooting earlier. Police are currently in pursuit of the van as the city wide manhunt has just been escalated to a new level.”
 
        April turned off the TV and looked at Grant. There had been no mention of the gun store shootout, but that was nothing compared to this.
 
        “That’s them,” he said. “Get to the hospital and talk to the wounded clowns. I’m sure you can make one of them talk. They’ll tell you where she is.”
 
        “Good idea,” she said as she jumped to her feet and grabbed Grant’s keys. 
 
        “Don’t go after them yourself. Find out and come back here. You need to have Krautenhammer with you. Mad Maxwell is not going to go down easy and I’m pretty sure your little tricks won’t work on him.”
 
        “All right. Whatever you say.”
 
        “I’m serious. Not to mention, you may not be ready for what you find once you find her.”
 
        “That’s possible. Or more likely they won’t be ready for me.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
        Isis struggled and thrashed as the snake crawled up inside her. Mad Maxwell had pulled her labia apart and inserted one of the snakes. She screamed as the small, scaly creature slithered up onside her. 
 
        “Get it out of me! Get it out, you fuck!” she screamed. 
 
        “Sorry girl. No can do.” Mad Maxwell said. “He found his home it looks like.”
 
        The snake slithered back and forth inside her vagina. She could feel it moving around and could tell when its tongue shot out of its mouth. Despite her resistance, she grew wet as the snake continue wiggling. Fuck no, this could not be happening. She’s being raped by a snake and its turning her on? What the hell is wrong with her? 
 
        Biting her lip, trying to avoid the sensations, she couldn’t stop herself as the orgasms hit. A tear ran down her face, enraged by her body’s betrayal as wave after wave of orgasm swept over her. She closed her eyes and did everything possible not to give away what was happening, but it was too late. 
 
        “Well, well! Bravo! That’s quite a show! Holy cow! That’s like snake porn. Good stuff. I should have recorded that. I’m sure some guy in his mom’s basement would pay top dollar for that,” Mad Maxwell said.
 
        “Fuck you!” She said as the snake still moved around. Mad Maxwell reached some fingers inside of her and came out holding the snake by the tail. She felt relieved that the creature was no longer inside her, but ashamed that she came as the result of a fucking snake. She had to take some deep breaths as her stomach lurched at the thought. If she didn’t get her breathing under control, she’d throw up all over herself. After a few breaths, her stomach did calm down and she settled herself. However, the pain her shoulder had begun throbbing again.
 
        “Ok honey-bunch. That was the fun part,” Mad Maxwell said. “I could tell it was quite fun for you too. That wasn’t expected, but a nice treat nonetheless.” 
 
        He walked to a cabinet and opened it up. As he stepped back, he was holding a drill with a long bit on the end. Isis tried to wiggle away, but he pressed the drill into her kneecap and began slicing through. Isis screamed as the drill smoked with the smell of burnt bone and blood filling the air. The pain was intense, unlike anything she knew existed. She thought back to things she’d done to many of her victims, and how much it pleasured her to hear their screams.
 
        She wondered if Mad Maxwell was enjoying himself the same way she always had. There was no doubt he was having a grand old time. That thought made her even angrier. Sure, it was hypocritical; she enjoyed torturing others, but hated this clown torturing her, but fuck it. The drill pushed its way out the back of her knee snapping her out of her thoughts with a burning ache that she didn’t think she could handle. 
 
        Screaming again, he ripped the drill out of its hole he held it in front of her face, pressing the trigger as blood and chunks flew off, some hitting her face. 
 
        “Oh sorry. I’m making such a mess! Oh well, I think the other knee might be neglected. What do you think?”
 
        “I think you’re a goofy little-bitch.” She said, gritting her teeth. After the orgasms, she was determined to show as little pain or suffering as possible, no matter what he did to her. She had no doubt he was going to kill her, which she couldn’t stop. She could stop him from having as much fun at it. 
 
        “Still some fight in you. That’s good. I like it. Makes things interesting. Hey! We should play a game. I will do unspeakable things to you, and see how long it takes you to break. If I break you, well then I get to kill you. If I get tired and give up, you’re free to go. How’s that sound?” Mad Maxwell said sounding pleased with himself.
 
        “How about you take that drill, shove it up your own ass and squeeze the trigger?” Isis said, knowing he was about to let her have it.
 
        “Hmm,” he revved the drill as he held it up to his face. “Now that would be painful. Let me see.” With a single swing, he smashed the butt of the drill into her nose. She both heard and felt her nose crunch as everything went black for several seconds. As she opened her eyes, she saw stars and felt the room spinning as Mad Maxwell stood over her, laughing. She could taste the blood running down her throat and began to gag as the blood oozed into her nostrils. 
 
        “Wow, that looks like it hurts,” he said. “Don’t worry. I’ll take your mind right off that nose.” He revved the drill and thrust it into her other knee. This time with much more force than the first. Isis screamed at the sudden pain, but her screams were cut off by the dripping blood in her throat. The screams turned to gagging as she heaved and threw up all over her own chest and shoulder. 
 
        Mad Maxwell paused and looked at her. Blood running down her crooked, swollen nose as vomit dripped from her chin. She could feel the blood and the vomit, which made her want to throw up some more. 
 
        “Wow girl, you’re gonna look like me if we keep this up! Hahahaha!” He fired the drill back up and continued drilling through her knee. This time he wiggled the drill in wide circles causing her to scream even louder until it went all the way through. He ripped it out and licked the tip.
 
        “You see Isis. I know who you are. And who you were. You eat people don’t you? A cannibal?” he asked.
 
        It had been almost a year since she’d eaten anyone. She had settled down when she met her boyfriend and tried to live a normal life. So much for that idea. How Mad Maxwell knew any of this was beyond her.
 
        “No, I’m not a fucking cannibal!”
 
        “Liar! Liar pants on fire! Oh, you’re not wearing pants! Hahaha! Well I know you have, and you know what I’m talking about. I can see it in your eyes.”
 
        He took out a switchblade and popped it open. Leaning in, he cut a piece of flesh out of Isis’ thighs. He walked over to her with the bloody meat while she pinched her mouth shut, knowing exactly what he was about to do.
 
       “Come on, open up! It’s time for a snack! Hahaha!”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
        April arrived at the hospital and into the emergency room. The place was a zoo. There were cops all over the place. They’d brought the wounded officer’s here as well as the injured clowns. She wasn’t sure if that was a great idea or not, but the more commotion going on, the better for her. 
 
        There were at least a dozen cops in one hallway. She turned and went the opposite direction when she found an exam room with a single officer standing outside. That had to be one of the clowns’ rooms. Yet, she was surprised the cop hadn’t gone and shot the clown as soon as he had a chance. She looked down and unbuttoned the top few buttons on her shirt. Once she was standing before the cop, he looked up at her eyes and immediately to her cleavage. She was smiling at him, but he couldn’t see it.
 
        “Can I help you ma’am?” he asked.
 
        “Yeah, hi! I’m April,” she said with an exaggerated flick of her hair. “I saw the news earlier. Is that one of those clowns in there?”
 
        He finally looked up at her, his own smile vanished from her face. 
 
        “I’m afraid I can’t disclose that Miss April. You should probably move along.”
 
        “Oh, but I wanted to see him. I kinda have this thing with clowns, I think they’re hot!” 
 
        “Clowns are hot?” 
 
        “Oh yeah. Something cute, yet so freaky about them, and this guy’s a killer clown. Can I see him? Please? Just a peak?” she said. Though she had no idea why she was toying with him for so long. 
 
        “No. I’m sorry. You need to leave.”
 
        April was done with him as she reached out with her mind and telepathically stroking his own. His face changed to a look of pleasure, confusion, and then fear. He grabbed his crotch as he moaned and gyrated before letting out one loud gasp as he climaxed in his uniform pants. 
 
        “Stand out of my way, and don’t let anyone in here,” she ordered, now having full control over his mind and will. He nodded as he moved aside, letting her into the room. Once inside, she saw the clown lying in bed. She closed the door behind her as she walked up to see him hooked up to some monitors. He still had clown makeup smeared on his face, though a lot of it had rubbed off. 
 
        There was a bandage over his chest and an IV in his arm. She walked up and knelt down by his bed. 
 
        “Can you hear me?”
 
        He opened his eyes halfway and looked in her direction. She was relieved to know he was just a guy in clown paint instead of a real clown. That would make this much easier. 
 
        “Ok, I know you can hear me. I know who you work for and I’m willing to bet that you know who I am.” He didn’t reply. “Blink if yes.”
 
        He blinked one time.  
 
       “Good. I need you to tell me, or to write down where Mad Maxwell is and where your buddies took my friend.”
 
        “I-I don’t know,” he struggled to say. His voice sounded dry and raspy.
 
        “I know you do, and I have ways of making you tell me. One more time. Where are they?”
 
        “I-I don’t know. I really don’t.”
 
        April used her mind as he grew tense and gave the usual facial expressions as he came on himself lying in his hospital bed. 
 
        “Now, take your finger and jam it in the hole in your chest,” she ordered.
 
        “What? Why?” he said, but his hand was already moving against his will, his index finger thrusting itself into the bandage on his chest. He screamed as he twist his own finger side to side. Tears ran down the man’s face as April lowered her face, her blue eyes casting daggers into his.
 
        “Now. Tell me.”
 
        “Ok. Ok. What did you just do to me?” he asked.
 
        “A little trick that can get a whole lot worse if you don’t start talking.”
 
        “All right. It’s a warehouse on the other side of town. It’s past the old Friedman Foods plant. He’s got it all decked out on the inside. Other than a few cars out there, the outside doesn’t stand out. He’s there. That’s where we all meet up. He’s really crazy.”
 
        “Yeah. I gathered that. Why did you guys raid the police department? What was that shit all about?”
 
        “I have no idea. He said he wants to go after that Jericho place so we had to be ready. I didn’t want to go along with it, I figured I was in over my head, but you can’t just up and quit with him. So, I went along with it. When we got there I tried to just hit the deck and not shoot anyone or get shot, but I was one of the first ones hit.”
 
        “Why did you go to work for that asshole? You couldn’t tell by looking at him he’s completely fucked?” she asked.
 
        “Yeah. I had nothing else going on and the guy is loaded. He’s always got wads of cash on him. I couldn’t turn that down.”
 
        “No, I guess not.” 
 
        She stood and debated what to do with the guy. Part of her wanted to kill him just out of principle. He was a career criminal. How psycho do you have to be to go work for a guy like Mad Maxwell? If anything, she’d be putting him and others out of misery. She figured she’d at least make it humane. She turned and walked out of the room. As she walked by the cop again, without looking at him she ordered.
 
        “Shoot him.” She kept walking and a minute later a gunshot sounded from the clown’s room. Without incident, she was able to slip past the rest of the police and get back to the truck. As she started it up and headed onto the road, she couldn’t stop wondering what Mad Maxwell was doing to Isis.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
        Krautenhammer sat in his car watching the house. This would be an easy job. A bunch of low level drug dealers had been skimming money off the top. Their boss found out about it and doesn’t like to be stolen from. He wasn’t sure why the guy called him for an easy job like this, but he wasn’t going to turn down the money. 
 
        Things had been slow since a job he’d taken down in Mexico a year or two ago. His client then had sold him out on a job. Fortunately, Krautenhammer had found out about it before it was too late and took care of things. Problem was word got around that he had turned on a client. That wasn’t exactly the case. He’d killed the client sure, only after he found out about the double cross. Oh well. Things were finally picking back up.
 
        There were supposed to be four guys in this place and the job was to take them all out. Easy enough. He climbed out of the car and reached under his jacket. Both guns were in place. As he walked around the front, he looked around and made sure there were no neighbors watching. Seeing it was clear, he snuck around the back of the house. 
 
        He reached the back fence and opened the gate, only to be startled by a pair of pit bulls barking as if they were ready to attack. The barking set off other dogs in the neighborhood. This would only alert the men inside to his presence, a big reason the dogs were there to begin with. He quickly pulled one of the guns and fired two shots killing each dog with a single silenced round. Once they stopped he ducked down and waited to see if anyone came out of the house. Someone did. 
 
        A lanky white guy with a shaved head came out the back door looking around.
 
        “Bowser? What are you two barking at? Bowser? Zeus?” he walked around the side where he found their bodies. “Holy fuck!” he screamed as he turned to run back to the house, but Krautenhammer appeared from behind the bushes and opened fire. The kid never knew what hit him as two rounds entered his back, one of which pierced his heart instantly. 
 
        The guy collapsed face first, his head bouncing off the porch as Krautenhammer stepped right over him and into the house. Voices called out from the front of the home as he made his way through the kitchen. The place smelled like bad pizza, body order and ditch weed. These guys were drug dealers, you’d think they could at least get their hands on some decent bud. 
 
        “Skank! Is that you? What’s going on out there?” A man called out as footsteps approached. Krautenhammer froze as a Mexican guy with no shirt on, covered in tattoos came in the doorway. Before his face could even register panic, Krautenhammer dropped him with a single shot to the heart. The shell casing made a loud “clang!” on the kitchen floor, alarming the other men.
 
        “Shit! Someone’s shooting! Let’s go!” another man yelled as Krautenhammer picked up his pace and flew into the living room. Without even looking he opened fire shooting at anything and everything moving in the room. There were several screams including women’s screams as he fired. He stopped to reload, and assess the situation. 
 
        Another one of the men was down, but trying to crawl away. He whimpered and coughed as he spit up blood. Krautenhammer walked up behind him, reloaded the gun and fired a single shot into the back of his head. There was another scream from the corner. This was a young Mexican woman. She was bleeding from the leg. He walked over to her and pointed the gun at her face. She was crying and muttering something.
 
        “Mi bebe’! Mi bebe’!” she cried. He knew enough Spanish to know she was saying “My baby! My baby!” He pulled the trigger once, hitting her in between the eyes. The back of her head blew out onto the wall, painting it bright red as chunks of her brains and skull oozed down the wall. Turning to his right, he saw the crib pushed up against the wall. It was and old wooden crib with several fresh bullet holes.
 
        As he walked over and looked inside, he figured out why she had been screaming. In his barrage, he’d struck the baby. Now the crib was just filled with huge chunks of bloody flesh. He wasn’t sure how many times the baby had been hit, but the child had exploded like a melon. One of his targets was missing still. 
 
        He walked out the front door and looked to his left. Sure enough, the target was almost a block away, running down the street. Krautenhammer ran to his car and climbed inside, flooring it. He sped down the street and caught up to the guy in no time. The thug had managed to grab a gun on his way out and fired a few shots at the car, but missed. Krautenhammer stomped on the gas, and ran him right over. 
 
        The man’s body flew up in the air as if he were an acrobat performing a death-defying feat. Except death would not be defied today. As Krautenhammer slammed on the brakes, and climbed out of the car. The man was lying on the road in a bloody heap. He was still breathing, gasping for breath as his arms and legs lie at unnatural angles. 
 
        “Pl-please! Don’t kill me! Please! I’ll pay everything back to Pedro! I promise! Please!” The man begged, but it was useless. Krautenhammer held the gun up and fired once, putting an immediate end to the broken thug’s suffering. He holstered the gun and got back into the car. As he drove away, his phone went off. He held it up to read the text message. It was from his handler. And old colleague was needing his help. It had been a long time since he’d worked with Grant Storm and Jericho Systems. They usually never called him unless they had something really crazy. He flashed a rare smile as he drove. Finally a challenge. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
        Mad Maxwell looked down at Isis’s body. He’d done quite a number on her so far. Looking at the pliers in his hand, he admired the toenails and fingernails lying on the floor around the table. Ripping out nails was one of his favorite things. There was just something about it, so simple and primitive. She held together though. Sure she screamed, but it seemed with each level of pain he’d inflict, the more determined she became. 
 
        Even now as he looked at her face, her eyes burned into him. If he had a soul, she’d be seeing into it. He took the pliers and reached into her mouth. At first she pinched her mouth shut, but he pressed on her broken nose causing her to scream, and he was in. Taking the pliers he grabbed one of her molars and began to pull. 
 
        The tooth was in there good and solid, so he twisted and yanked as she screamed and wailed. He put his foot up onto the table for leverage when the tooth finally ripped free. Screamed and moaned as he held it up before tossing it aside. He leaned in again, but this time she spit blood in his face. Some of it got into his mouth. It probably should have made him sick, but it just made him laugh even more. 
 
        He had to hand it to this girl. He’d tortured men over the years who didn’t put up the fight or hang in there the way she had. Usually by now, they were crying and begging for mercy. 
 
        “Wow. You really are a tough one aren’t you? Unfortunately, for you I’m not near tired yet. You got lots more teeth to go, so here we go!” he said as he pinched her broken nose again as she screamed. He thrust the pliers back into her mouth and went to work on another molar. 
 
        One by one, he went through her mouth, ripping one tooth out at a time. By the time he was finished, her mouth was bloody and swollen as she eventually passed out. He was sure he hadn’t broken her though. The shock just took over. He’d give her a few minutes and let her rest up for what was to come. He tossed the pliers to the side as the main doors burst open.
 
        Several of his clowns came running inside, Terrance was with them. His looked stood out in the clown make up as the only black man. Terrance had opted to just paint on a white smile and white rings around his eyes. 
 
        “There you are! So how’d it go? As well as the last time?” Mad Maxwell asked.
 
        “I don’t know, boss,” Terrance began. “We got in there fine and opened fire, but they responded fast. We got lots of shots off, but they returned fire quick. A few of our guys got hit, but we took out a bunch before we had to get out of there.
 
         “Excellent! See? I just wanted you all to apply yourselves. Now look, I bet they got the whole city hunting for you guys. Perfect. Just perfect. We’ll wait a few hours for the next phase.”
 
        “Next phase?” Terrance asked.
 
        “Well yeah. Our assault on Jericho,” Mad Maxwell reminded. 
 
        “Yeah, I just didn’t think you’d mean so soon. They’re still out looking for us.”
 
        “This is the best time! We’ll give it a few hours. Wait until dark and then make our move. Full assault on Jericho Systems!” Mad Maxwell threw his hands up in the air. “And we shall be victorious!” 
 
        Terrance looked around at the other men, not sharing the same enthusiasm as Mad Maxwell. 
 
        “Why don’t you go along with us instead of just sending us?” Terrance asked.
 
        “Oh, but I am! I wouldn’t miss it for the world! It will be the beginning of an era!”
 
        “Why do you want that place? Why not rob a bank or something?” Another clown asked. Mad Maxwell walked over to him and punched him in the nose. The man toppled to the ground at the blow.
 
        “Banks! Ha! Do you have any idea what lies inside Jericho? They have the greatest gadgets and inventions ever made! It will be glorious! The things I can do with that place! Gives me a boner just thinking about it! Hahahaha.”
 
        The clown stood back up while wiping the blood from his nose.
 
        “Now, all of you get some rest! We’ll head out at night fall.” Mad Maxwell walked back to the table were Isis lie. The blood had dried around her mouth, making her look more like a doll than a real person. She began to stir as he reached into a drawer and took out an ammonia capsule and shoved it under her nose. She jumped awake as he laughed.
 
        “Hey sunshine! Naptime is over!” He reached down and picked up a blowtorch. “Come on baby! Light my fire! Hahahaha!”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
        April peeled into the parking lot and jumped out of the truck. All was quiet at first. As she approached the warehouse tires squealed from her left. She turned to see a pickup truck with two clowns in the back approaching. The clowns began shooting at her. She jumped out of the way and dove behind Grant’s truck as they sped by. Bullets bounced off the front of the truck as one of the tires exploded. They circled back coming her way as she rolled underneath the truck and to the other side.
 
       They sped by again opening fire, but only hitting the truck. On the next pass, she looked at the clowns and focused on the two in the back. Within seconds, they both doubled over. One fell completely out of the truck, landing on his head. The other had doubled over as the truck skidded to a halt. April took control over the driver and made him drive over the clown lying on the ground. 
 
        She made him back up and speed into a light pole at full speed about a hundred feet away. The truck burst into flames as the doors to the warehouse swung open and several vans came racing out. April tried to zero in on one of them, but they want by too fast. A couple of vans veered off into her direction. As they got closer, the back doors opened and several clowns came out holding AK-47s. 
 
        They opened fire at April who was trying to hide behind Grant’s truck which was flying apart with each bullet that rang off it. She couldn’t reach into any of their minds while trying to keep from getting shot. A couple stopped to reload and she poked her head up, only to have some of the others begin firing again. Glass and broken metal rained down on her as the clowns began circling her. 
 
        She could see their feet under the truck forming a semi-circle. Why didn’t she bring any weapons with her? She should have known they’d be armed to the teeth. Her own abilities were great, but sometimes a gun or knife just simplifies things. 
 
        More tires squealed in the distance as an old LTD came racing toward them. A plume of black smoke rose out of the car’s exhaust as it sped toward her. The clowns didn’t even seem to notice as it approached. In a few seconds, the LTD pulled up just a few feet from the truck. A man climbed out wearing a cap and leather jacket. He looked older, with bushy hair and a beard. He took out an AR-15 and opened fire on the clowns. After just a dozen or so shots, the clowns were all dead. He walked over to April and nodded to her.
 
        “Grant says you needed help. Looks like he was right,” the man said.
 
        “Who are you?”
 
        “I am Krautenhammer. Grant hired me for this mission.”
 
        He spoke with a thick German accent and hadn’t so much as broken a sweat over the shootout.
 
        “Come. We must go. Police will be here soon.”
 
        “Isis. She’s in there. I need to find her!” April stood and ran inside, leaping over the bodies of two clowns as she ran. She heard Krautenhammer’s heavy steps behind her as she reached the warehouse. Once she was inside, she looked the place over. Mad Maxwell had been there all right. There were balloons and streamers strung all over. The walls were covered in wild patterns of various paint colors.
 
        There was a corner where a workstation had been set up. She walked over and found blood splattered on parts of the counter. On the ground, there was what looked like finger and toenails scattered about. April knew what had gone on there. Yet, Isis wasn’t around, neither was her body. 
 
        “They took table with them,” Krautenhammer said. “Look.” On the floor there were four sets of short chains connected to the floor. 
 
        “Why would they take her? They’re going to attack Jericho Systems. They’re taking some girl strapped to a table with them?”
 
        “Maybe she dead. Maybe they want to research on her.”
 
        The thought made April’s stomach turn. The longer she was missing, the more she wanted Isis back. 
 
        “Don’t say that. We don’t know. Fuck. We need to get to Jericho. Now!” she said as she began walking out. Krautenhammer stopped her by stepping in front of her.
 
        “Wait. We go see Grant. He knows what to do.”
 
        “Grant is hurt, he can’t do shit.”
 
        “His brain isn’t hurt. He will know. Your truck all blown up anyway. So you ride with me. We go to Jericho now, clowns no we coming and we all die. That’s no good. We must plan.” Krautenhammer said in his thick German accent. 
 
        April knew he was right, but didn’t want to hesitate. 
 
        “Come, we go see Grant. Then we get your friend back. I pretty good in a fight.”
 
        “Yeah I noticed.”
 
        They got back to Krautenhammer’s car where she climbed in on the passenger’s side. Krautenhammer peeled out as they drove back toward the hotel. She would need her weapons anyway which she left back at the hotel. They’d get loaded up and hit Jericho with everything they had. In the meantime, she needed to stay calm. Although, just looking at Mad Maxwell’s face and seeing what he’d done to Happytown, April couldn’t help the impending feeling of dread in her gut.
 
        Through all she’d been through with the rednecks in Browneye, TX to Happytown, and then at Jericho, she always held out hope. There was never any doubt she’d prevail no matter what. This time it felt different. It felt like Mad Maxwell may be the one who does her in. Then again, she could just be tired. As they pulled into the hotel, she kept thinking about Isis and hoping despite him holding her, that she was still making life hell for Mad Maxwell and his clowns. If anyone could do it, it would be her. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 16
 
    
 
        They arrived at the hotel to find Grant hobbling around and messing with weapons. 
 
        “What are you doing?” April asked.
 
        “I’m getting stuff ready. I figure we have a big fight ahead of us so may as well do what I can until its time.”
 
        “We think they went to Jericho now. I found their warehouse, but they cleared out. They even took Isis with them.”
 
        “They’re a determined lot. I see you met The Hammer. He’s a tough one, but good to have in a fight, so don’t worry about him.”
 
        “How are you planning on fighting with one leg?”
 
        “It’s feeling better. I took some pain killers I’ve been holding onto for an emergency, so they should keep me upright for a few hours. Here.” He walked over to April handing her one of the rifles and her machete. 
 
        “So what is the plan? Krautenhammer here said you’d know how to go after Jericho.”
 
        “He’s right. I know the place inside and out. It’s pretty fortified, but since we are going in after Mad Maxwell and his bunch, I’m gonna guess they’ll be a bit distracted. We can use that to our advantage. There’s a loading dock on the back side you drive downward into. There’s just one gate guard there usually. Once we are in there, we can take the freight elevator to the main floor and we’re in.”
 
        “Sounds like good plan,” Krautenhammer said. “It simple. I like simple.”
 
        “Well that part is, the execution won’t be. We’ll have Jericho gunmen there and Mad Maxwell and his bunch shooting at us. So, April I’ll want you to keep behind us. With your ability, you can take out half those guys. The wild card is all this is Maxwell. No telling what he has up his sleeve or what he’ll be up to. The guy is something special. That’s for sure.”
 
        “I wish you guys would have just wiped them all out back when you had the chance. Instead of building those fucked up funhouses,” April said.
 
        “I do too kid,” Grant said. “Trust me, it wasn’t my call. Anyone have any questions?”
 
        “Yes,” Krautenhammer said. “How do I kill clown?”
 
        “Good question. You have to remove their heads or their brains. So you can blow up their bodies, but they might still lurch around. You shoot them in the head or cut the head off and they’re done for. Not sure why. Their nervous system doesn’t tick like ours.”
 
        “Good. I shoot his head.”
 
        April adjusted her rifle and wrapped the machete and sheath around her shoulder. 
 
        “So we gonna do this?” she asked.
 
        “Let’s go then.” Grant said as they headed into Krautenhammer’s car.
 
        “Where’s my truck?” Grant asked.
 
        “I had a bit of a mishap with it,” April said.
 
        “Great. Don’t tell me anymore. I don’t want to know.”
 
        As they headed to Jericho, April wondered why Mad Maxwell would have taken Isis with him on such a raid. She also wondered just what exactly he’d done to her. She could be dead already, but April doubted it. They’d have dumped her body at the warehouse if she were.
 
        After a short drive, they were coming up to the back of Jericho. Looking up at the skyscraper, April saw smoke coming out of one of the windows. 
 
        “Looks like they’re here,” she said.
 
        They pulled into the back, but there was no guard at the back gate. Krautenhammer sped through and knocked the gateway with the car as they drove down the ramp into the loading bay. Once inside, they piled out of the car as Grant and Krautenhammer prepared their weapons. Krautenhammer opened his trunk and was setting up a huge gun rig around his shoulder.
 
        “What the hell is that?”
 
        “It’s a shoulder fired minigun. Very rare, but effective for things like this. Fires thousands of rounds per minute.”
 
        “Jesus,” she said.
 
        “Jesus wouldn’t stand a chance against The Hammer,” Grant said. “You guys ready?”
 
        April patted her rifle as the two men walked toward the elevator. April climbed on after them as Grant hit the button for the ground floor. 
 
        “Anyone have a bad feeling besides me?” she asked.
 
        “I don’t trust feelings. Feelings get you killed. Trust instinct. You’re a fighter April, a true warrior. Don’t second guess yourself,” Grant said.
 
        She nodded as Krautenhammer looked straight ahead. The guy’s facial expression never changed. He could be blowing someone’s head off, or ordering a latte and April was sure he looked the same. Though she also doubted he ordered many lattes. After a few minutes, the elevator dinged and the doors swung open. It was showtime.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 17
 
    
 
       Isis was strapped to huge chair in the upper floors of Jericho Systems. She was stunned at how easily Mad Maxwell and his men took the place over. Most of the Jericho staff surrendered the instant they saw him. Still unable to speak as her mouth was swollen and filled with blood, she watched helplessly as Mad Maxwell seemed to be enjoying himself.
 
        “You like this my dear? You could just stay here with me and be my queen. How does that sound? Queen clown? Hahaha, I crack myself up. Seriously though, I’m just not the marrying type. I was married once, Didn’t go so well. She didn’t like all my clowning around. Ha! Get it? Clowning around? I’m a clown! Haha. Wow, such a joyous day today is. However, it was much easier than I thought. Terrance! Bring me one of those security guards!”
 
        Terrance, still in his clown get up, walked outside and came back in with a security guard with his hands duct taped behind his back and a strip of tape over is mouth. Maxwell dragged him in front of Isis and ripped the tape off.
 
        “Well hello there. Here is our next contestant! What’s your name son?” Mad Maxwell said.
 
        “Um, Lee. Lee Smith,” the guard said.
 
        “Lee Smith! Today is your lucky day! So, here is the million dollar question. Well not a million dollars. Let me give you the stakes here. If you get it right, you’re free to go. If you’re wrong, I cut your balls off.” Mad Maxwell pulled out a switchblade as he explained. The color instantly drained from Lee’s face. 
 
        “Ok, here we go! First question. Where was I born?” Mad Maxwell asked. Panic instantly took over Lee’s expression. He looked around, glancing at Isis as if she could help. She couldn’t even talk, let alone have any idea where the clown from hell was born. 
 
        “Five seconds Lee,” Maxwell warned.
 
        “I’m trying. Um, here! In Dallas!” Lee said.
 
        “Nope! You have three more seconds!”
 
        “New York! Florida! Los Angeles!”
 
        “Wrong! Hold him Terrance.”
 
        Terrance grabbed his arms and held him as Mad Maxwell pulled his pants down.
 
        “No! Don’t! Don’t do it!”
 
        “Hold still, you’re gonna make me mess up.”
 
        Maxwell pulled the man’s boxers down, grabbed his testicles and sliced them off in a single swipe. Lee screamed and jerked as Mad Maxwell held them up, dangling them. 
 
        “Wow, they’re much smaller up close. Hahaha!”
 
        Blood gushed from the wound below his penis as Terrance let go of his arms and he fell to the ground. Lee’s body was twitching as he lie there crying and whimpering before bleeding out. 
 
        “Well that was uneventful,” Mad Maxwell said. “I was expecting something much more fun. “Now, I suppose you’re wondering why you’re here. I’ve got some special things planned for you. Being here at Jericho, it’s like Disneyland for mad scientists. So, don’t fret about your missing teeth or body parts. All that can be fixed here.”
 
        She thought of the abominations she’d seen at Jericho’s research labs in San Antonio. She’d rather be dead than turned into one of those things. They were people, but trapped in their own deformed and defiled bodies after the Jericho scientists had their fun. 
 
        “Don’t worry, you’ll be as good as new when we’re done! Hell, better than new! Hahaha! New and improved!”
 
        She closed her eyes, and tried to will herself to die. Part of her had hoped April and Grant would come for her, but they hadn’t. Even if they did at this point, it would be too late. Since arriving at Jericho, Mad Maxwell proceeded to cut her stomach open and pull part of her intestines out and lay them onto her lap. He’d gouged out one of her eyes and poured the fluid down her throat, causing her to vomit yet again. 
 
        There was no coming back from her injuries, and she sure as hell didn’t want to undergo whatever it was Mad Maxwell had planned for her. She just wanted to die. It didn’t look like death would be coming for her any time soon. She weakly struggled against her restraints, but it was pointless. 
 
        “You look so sad my dear. You were such fighter earlier. Did I finally break you? I told you I would. Everyone breaks. Don’t feel bad. You lasted longer than most men do. I had one guy, he was a cop down in Florida. Really big muscular guy too. I had him crying like a baby. Like he was seriously bawling. It was pretty pathetic to watch. Want to know what I did to him?” Isis shook her head vigorously but he ignored it. 
 
        “Great! I’ll tell you. I took a knife, and cut into his asshole and cut out his prostate. It was quite messy and he didn’t take it well at all. Had tears running down his face. I think I even heard him cry out for his mom at one point. Just shameful. No, you Miss Isis are something special. It is almost as if you’ve somehow embraced pain. Made pain your ally and even now, bloody and broken beyond repair, I see the pain in your eyes…er…eye. You welcome it, you embrace it! Most of these goofballs working for me don’t have the guts you do, I mean, and I can see yours. Hahaha!”
 
        She had no idea what he was talking about, but wished he would shut up. He started babbling again, when Terrance came running back into the room.
 
        “Hey boss, I think those people are here. A car just pulled into the loading dock. Trying to get a visual now.”
 
        “Oh great! Her friends did make it! Your friend April, she is something else, I tell you. Mmm!” Mad Maxwell rubbed his crotch as he made a circular, grinding motion. “Let’s try to get her alive. I have a date with her, she needs to meet the other special guest we have.” He raised his hands over his head and yelled. “Let’s turn this place into the world’s largest funhouse kids!”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 18
 
    
 
        As soon as they stepped off the elevator, they were greeted by a small group of clowns. Krautenhammer opened fire before April could even react. Watching the minigun at work was pretty horrifying. The clowns exploded into a red mist as a plume of flame shot out from the minigun’s barrel. 
 
        “Holy shit,” she said.
 
        “See?” Krautenhammer said. “I tell you. Good gun.” And headed down the hallway. They reached the main elevator without any further resistance. 
 
        “Where do you think they are?” she asked. 
 
        “Could be anywhere. If I had to guess, I’d say Mad Maxwell would take to the top floor. He sees himself a as king of sorts. He has an ego like one. So we might want to head to the top,” Grant said. 
 
        They climbed on and hit the button, but nothing happened.
 
        “Great, he’s disabled it. Should have figured,” Grant said. 
 
        “I guess it’s the stairs,” April said as she headed down the hall. They found the stairwell and began the trek up countless flights. The building was forty-two stories tall. She just hoped she’d have legs to fight on once they got to the top. 
 
        The first several floors things were uneventful. At the fifth floor, the door flew open and a wave of clowns came running out. These guys all were carrying rifles and immediately opened fire. April dove through the railing as Grant and Krautenhammer retreated. She hung from the railing, her feet dangling ten feet from the flight of stairs below. 
 
        The sound was deafening as gunfire echoed through the stair well. She closed her eyes to focus until she could hear all the clowns moaning and grunting as they each ejaculated on themselves. She was sure one of them said, “Holy shit that felt good.” 
 
       She was glad something felt good, because he wouldn’t be feeling so hot in a minute. 
 
        “Jump! Now!” she yelled as the group of clowns each climbed the railing against their wills. They all protested and tried to resist, but it was fruitless. They were hers. As she pulled herself up and walked around, she could see there were seven or eight of them. Trembling and one of them crying, they each dove off the railing to their deaths. 
 
        “You kill them with your brain? Ya?” Krautenhammer said.
 
        “Ya indeed,” April said as she headed up the next flight of stairs. They encountered more clowns as they got further and further up. Some of the groups were bigger, some were single clowns. In most cases, April was able to kill them fairly easily. As they neared the top though, things got weird. 
 
        The door swung open and these weird creatures came stumbling out. One man had no head, but he was carrying his head under his arm like a football. There was a single tube running from the head to his neck. Another had all the skin removed from his face. There were dozens of others. These were more of Jericho’s failed experiments. They posed no danger to any of them, but April felt they should be freed from their misery. 
 
        Krautenhammer apparently thought so too as he opened up with the minigun, blowing all of them to shreds. April jumped and covered her ears until he stopped firing. It was then another group of clowns came running out. There was some yelling below as another group of clowns raced up from below. She reached out and was able to get control of a couple clowns while the two men began shooting. Krautenhammer ran out of ammo and was shot in the shoulder and fell to a knee. 
 
        Grant went to grab him as another shot caught Krautenhammer in the chest. He flew backward, tumbling down the stairs as the minigun banged and clanged against the steps. Krautenhammer landed in the group of clowns on the lower stairwell. The clowns took their rifles and began beating him with the rifle butts. 
 
        April looked away as Grant turned and opened fire on the clown mob. There had to be hundreds this time. As quickly as they went down, more came through the doors. The bulk of them coming from the next floor up. They were being pushed back down.
 
        “What should we do?” Grant asked. 
 
        “Let’s get on this last floor!” April called out. “We’ll find another way up.”
 
        Grant nodded as they doubled down the stairs and through the door. She wasn’t sure what floor they were on, but her legs were screaming in pain after that climb. She sat on a bench in the hallway catching her breath.
 
        “Did you get hit?” Grant asked. 
 
        “No, just tired.”
 
        “Did you even use your gun out there?”
 
        “Nope. Didn’t need to.” She stood and started down the hallway. The entire floor seemed far too quiet. Looking into the various rooms, there were offices and conference rooms, all empty. 
 
        “Why do you think they wanted us in here? Anything on this floor?” April asked.
 
        “Nothing I can remember. I don’t like this though.”
 
        They reached the end of the hall when they got their answer. A door at the end of the hall swung open and two large clowns emerged. They were so tall they had to duck to keep their heads from hitting the ceiling. Both were so deformed and disgusting looking it was as if a clown, a bearded lady, and strong man all had one big orgy and these two things were the result. 
 
        “I thought you said there weren’t any other real clowns here,” April said. 
 
        “I may have been mistaken,” Grant said, stating the obvious. 
 
        April held up her gun and began firing as the clowns charged them. She fired though a whole magazine, she’d even hit one of them in the face, but it just kept coming. She threw the rifle at the clown, but it batted it away as if it were nothing. April drew the machete from its sheath and charged at the giant, hideous clown. As it got closer, she jumped up, swinging the machete in an arch toward the top of its head. Before she reached the clown, she heard Grant screaming.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 19
 
    
 
        April buried the machete into the top of the clown’s head. The clown put her in a bear hug, knocking the air out of her lungs as she tried to pull the machete free. It placed its hand over her face and began to squeeze. The thing’s hand was so huge, it was holding her head like it was a baseball. She kicked and wiggled to break its grip before she finally slid free. 
 
        She kept her grip on the machete and got it loose as she fell to the ground. Landing on her ass, she could see Grant’s body lying off to the side, there was a pool of blood around his legs. She turned away, not wanting to see exactly how they killed him. The second clown charged at her with its huge arms out. This time she shifted to her knee and pivoted, chopping the clown’s knee with the machete. 
 
        Its leg gave way as it stumbled but stayed on its feet. She rolled to her right and waited for it to come at her again. On the second run, she chopped at the same knee again as she dove clear. The first clown came up behind her and she slide to her left also chopping at his knee. The only sounds the two clowns made was some ridiculous laugh. You’d expect two big guys to have a deep voice, but these two laughter was a high pitched screech. 
 
        She repeated this between the two clowns as they both lumbered at her feet. Finally, the second clown’s leg broke off. Its blood was like a thick, green syrup as it oozed out of the thing’s stump. It toppled to the ground as the other clown stepped over it. As it did so, April jumped in and took some final hacks at his knee as his leg fell off. He fell to the ground face first. The second one was trying to stand, but the first clown was half on top of him.
 
        April ran up and hacked off the first one’s head in four or five swings. It took only three to get the second one’s head off. She stood and looked around as she tried to catch her breath. She wiped off the machete on the clown’s cloths and headed the rest of the way down the hall. As she neared the end, a bell sounded behind her. Turning around, the elevator doors slid open.
 
        “Nice. Now you want work,” she said to no one. She knew Mad Maxwell was the reason why it was working now. He’s orchestrating all of this. He knew they were coming and has been ready for them. Even more so than she or Grant had realized. As she stepped in, the button for the top floor lit up on its own. She leaned against the back wall and crossed her arms as the doors slid shut. 
 
        In just over a minute, the doors slid open as she stepped out onto the top floor. This was where Jericho executives would have normally been. They were an arrogant bunch. They literally had red carpet coming off the elevator and leading to the CEO’s office. The desks were all handmade oak and she was sure the light fixtures weren’t brass. Walking up and touching one she was right. They were gold. What a bunch of wealthy douchebags. Part of her wondered if she should thank Mad Maxwell for killing them all.
 
        She moved into the main hall when a man was standing there. Not a clown, but a man. His hands were tied in front of him and he had a pillowcase over his head. April walked up to the man and ripped the pillowcase free and took a step back when she saw his face.
 
        “Daddy?” 
 
        “Hey sweetie. I’m sorry.”
 
        “Why are you here?” Her last two encounters with her own dad were in a Jericho building. This didn’t look at all good.
 
        “I guess I need to explain some things.”
 
        “Yeah, I’d say you do.”
 
         “Excellent!” A voice called from behind her dad, Bobby Kennedy. It was Mad Maxwell walking down the hall, still wearing the yellow suit. 
 
        “I just love family reunions! I would like to have one sometime. Too bad I killed my family. Hahaha!” 
 
        April jumped back and held the machete back as if she were going to throw it. Her dad held up his hands and shook his head.
 
        “Are you fucking high?” She held up the machete and held it out in front of her, pointing it at Mad Maxwell. “Where is Isis?” she asked. 
 
        “Who?” Mad Maxwell said.
 
        “You know who. Isis. My friend your fake clowns took.”
 
        “Oh yes! Isis! Indeed. Lovely girl she is.”
 
        “Where is she? I’m not in the mood to fuck around with you.”
 
        “Oh she’s totally fine. Good as new if I say so myself. We had some good bonding time. I think I might have rubbed off on her. Enough of her for now! Step inside.” He opened one of the office doors that opened into a conference room. “Please, we need to talk this out.”
 
        “Its ok April. Let’s go inside.”
 
        “What is going on?”
 
        “I’ll explain everything. I promise. Let’s just go in.”
 
        “Explain what?” she was as confused now as ever. She walked in and sat down along the table. Her dad sat down across from her as Mad Maxwell sat at the head of the table. The whole thing was too bizarre. This was not at all how she thought this raid was going to go.
 
        Mad Maxwell banged on the table with his cane.
 
        “I call this meeting to order! Hahaha! Oh shit, sorry. I’m so funny I just crack myself up too much sometimes. Ok, so why are we here? Well why not! Hahaha! Seriously though. I think you two have some father/daughter issues to work out. Consider this your therapy. Besides I like to watch big fat liars confess to their loved ones. I can’t wait to see the look on your pretty face April.” Mad Maxwell leaned back in the chair and put his feet up on the table. “Go ahead dad! Spill yer guts!”
 
    
 
   Chapter 20
 
    
 
        Bobby shifted in his seat and looked at April. She could tell he was uncomfortable and she was glad. Chances are he was about to tell her something she didn’t want to hear.
 
        “April, honey…its…I…Dammit. I work for Jericho. I have for a long time.”
 
        At this point, she wasn’t incredibly shocked, but it was still upsetting to hear. 
 
        “What about the FBI?” she asked.
 
        “They recruited me from the FBI a few years ago. Like right after you discovered your abilities. Well, before that, but I moved up a lot after your um…situation”
 
        “How exactly did I get my abilities? You never did explain that. I thought it was from that swamp. Grant said I was born with it.”
 
        Bobby hung his head. 
 
        “He’s right. Your ability just took longer to show up. The whole abduction thing triggered it. Your mom was a neuro. She managed to keep it from me for years. Hell, I didn’t even know what a neuro was.”
 
        “Mom?” her stomach tightened immediately. She didn’t like where this was going. April’s mom died when she was sixteen in a car accident. After the funeral she hadn’t thought much of it. Her and her mom had never been extremely close. The funeral was a closed casket so April never did see the body, not that she’d wanted to.
 
        “Yes. She was able to move objects with her mind. And I don’t mean bend spoons. She could pick up a car and hurl it at you. It was incredible. Sad she lived her whole life and barely used it. She knew if she were found out it would be dangerous for her.”
 
        “One night when you were at your grandma’s, you must have been fourteen or fifteen. We were on the way home from a movie on one of our date nights when we rolled up on an accident. Some lady had lost control of her van and flipped it over. The woman’s husband had been thrown, but the van had rolled onto his leg. He was screaming in pain and people were trying to push the van off him, but it wouldn’t budge. 
 
        “The way it was all bent up, it just wouldn’t roll off. Your mom walked over and put her hand on the bottom and lifted it right up. She wouldn’t have even needed to touch it. Maybe she thought everyone would think she was that strong, who knows. She was barely touching it. It was as if the thing floated off the ground, which it technically did.”
 
        “Damn,” April said, trying to picture her mom lifting the van of some poor guy’s legs. 
 
        “Yeah. It was pretty remarkable. That was the first I’d known about it. After that, she told me everything about her ability. Hers came about when she was in her teens. Her dad had been a neuro, and helped her keep it hidden. Even though at the accident, once the man was free we hurried off before anyone could ask questions. Someone had gotten our plate number and went to the police and media about the super woman who lifted up the van. It was a few weeks later when they sent me to a meeting at Jericho.”
 
        “I get there and there’s these big wigs telling me everything they do. They thought you might be a neuro also, but you hadn’t shown anything yet. They said this would be an opportunity to study a neuro before they develop abilities. Cut you open and see what makes you tick. Then watch you develop and study you more as your abilities take hold. I told them no way. So they made me a deal. They said they would settle for your mom, if I reported to them if you ever show abilities. If I didn’t agree, they’d just take you both. I guess they could have anyway, so I’m not sure why they chose to give me any choice in the matter. Maybe with my field experience and with you two, they figured they cold groom me while you grew up.”
 
        “So you gave them over to mom?” April asked.
 
        “I’m sorry sweetie. I really am. I had no choice,” tears ran down his face as he rubbed the back of his neck. “I saw what they did to her. They told me they’d just run some tests. They exposed her to high levels of radiation until her skin was melting off. They injected her with bleach. I heard her screams, saw her face.” He buried his face in his hands. 
 
        April was unmoved. This asshole, she thought had loved her, was there to care for and protect her, had killed her mother. She wanted to take hold of him now and make him cut his own throat, but she needed to hear the rest.
 
        “Go on,” she said. Mad Maxwell sat quietly at the head of the table. April kept an eye on him, but he was clearly enjoying himself.
 
        “Well, after that all was well. When you turned eighteen with no abilities I was relieved, I thought you were in the clear. Until you were abducted and after what I saw you do there in Browneye.”
 
        “So you told them.”
 
        “Not exactly. By the time we got home, they’d already heard about it. So they moved me from The Bureau over to Jericho, that’s why my job changed. They liked the report on what you did at Browneye, your ability to fight and use your skills. They wanted to see how you did against something more dangerous. So, I talked your friends into getting you on that trip to go through Happytown. I even paid for it.”
 
        “All my friends died there!” she yelled, pounding the table.
 
        “I know. I hoped they’d get away, but no. You cleaned house though. No one here expected you to survive, but you did. Then they sent Grant to come find you and bring you in. That didn’t go so well.”
 
        April had heard enough. She stood, letting her hate pour into her dad. He could read it immediately. If she could have killed him with her stare just then, she would have. 
 
        “Excellent!” Mad Maxwell said as he stood clapping. “That was a beautiful performance Bobby! Will there be an encore?”
 
         “Fuck you,” Bobby said.
 
        “Fuck me? No, no. Wait! It’s time for a special guest! Oh my dear! Come join us please!”
 
        The door opened and in walked a clown. This wasn’t some guy in makeup but a real clown. April knew the difference. This clown though was a girl. She had long green hair pulled back into a pony tail. She had on a big red nose and a huge, permanent smile as her face stretched into an unnatural bright red grin. One of her eyes was missing, leaving a gaping black hole in her otherwise pale face. In her smile, you could see her teeth were razor sharp, all of them. April almost broke down once she recognized her. The clown was Isis.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 21
 
    
 
        “Hey April!” Isis said. “Like my new look?” 
 
        “Isis what did he do to you? My God.” April took a step back. She couldn’t believe her friend her only friend in the whole world had now been turned into one of those things. 
 
        “He made me great! He did mess me up a little bit at first. But then he fixed me right up! Oh, and I don’t like Isis anymore. It sounds too human. Now I’m Icy Kate! Get it! I love it!” 
 
        “Jesus,” April said. This couldn’t be happening. Just behind her, Mad Maxwell walked up and put a hand on her shoulder. 
 
        “You know you could join us April. I won’t even make you a clown. Just come hang with us. I’ll even kill your dad for you, free of charge! Hahaha. Oh, don’t look so sad. You know you want to kill him. Maybe that’s it. I’ll just offer him up to you.”
 
        April just realized she was still holding the machete. Part of her wanted to drive it into her dad’s skull right now and be done with it. Another part of her wanted to lop Maxwell’s head off. She’d need to make a move at some point. No way was she joining two homicidal clowns, and no way was her dad walking out of here. If she did survive this mess, she would be completely alone. 
 
        “Let’s go honey buns,” Mad Maxwell said. “I have work to do here. If you’re going to be with us I need to know. You can be my right hand girl!”
 
        “I thought I was your right hand girl?” Icy Kate said. 
 
        “You’re my right hand Clown honey!” 
 
        “Oh! Right! Yay me!” Icy Kate said jumping up and down. Her voice didn’t sound right, higher pitched but slower. Isis really was gone. Without thinking any further, April swung the machete and struck Mad Maxwell in the side of the head, knocking his hat off and sending him tumbling to the ground. From down the hall she heard explosion as a door exploded and the sound of men yelling. The police were here. It sounded like a SWAT team making entry. They were on this floor and would be in the room soon. April could just take control of them, but she didn’t want to risk killing police.
 
        Mad Maxwell fell to a knee as he tried to pull the machete out of his head. Icy Kate screamed and jumped on April who punched Icy in the face, but it had little effect. They rolled and struggled on the ground as April finally mounted her chest and began ground and pounding Icy like an MMA fighter. She felt Icy’s face start to give as she rained blows down on her, Icy bucked and screamed but April was holding her own. 
 
        Still with the machete in his head, Maxwell lunged at April knocking her off Isis. April’s dad ran over to them, pulling a gun from the back of his pants and pointing it at Maxwell. April struggled to get out from under him as Icy lunged at April with her mouth open, sharp teeth exposed. April tried to turn her head as her arms were trapped under her own body. Icy bit into April’s neck and ripped out a huge chunk of flesh. 
 
        Looking at April with the bloody smile, Icy spit April’s flesh from her mouth. April felt blood spraying her face and neck as she immediately grew dizzy. From behind her a gun shot rang out as she rolled over seeing her dad standing over her. He’d shot Mad Maxwell in the back of the head and now Icy was on him, but he was shooting her in the chest as Icy wrestled for the gun. 
 
        The gunshots, yelling and screaming all sounded so far away. Her vision began to blur while watching her dad struggle with her former friend. Blood pooled around her and touched her cheek while matting her hair to the side of her face. Lying on the ground, the last thing she heard was someone yelling “Police!” and one more voice saying “She’s dead.” 
 
        And then she was.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 22
 
    
 
        Bobby Kennedy died that day. April died just minutes before. The police had stormed the conference room as Icy Kate also ripped into Bobby’s neck. As the cops showed up instead of killing them all, she busted through the window and jumped out. They thought for sure the fall had killed her, but there was no body to be found. 
 
        Miraculously Mad Maxwell wasn’t dead. Despite the gunshot to the head, at his age, his skull was far stronger than most clowns. The bullet lodged in the base of his skull where it stayed. They finally got the machete out of his head as well. When the police came in, they managed to subdue him. It turned out he hadn’t killed everyone at Jericho. Many of the scientists were locked in a room on another floor. It would stand to reason Mad Maxwell would have needed them for whatever crazy project he had planned.
 
        The police agreed to turn Maxwell over to the Jericho staff. Jericho had sent in reinforcements from their California facility and they placed Mad Maxwell in a huge cube that looked as if it were made from glass. It was actually a compound developed by Jericho for the military. It acted as bulletproof glass, but was much thinner than regular bulletproof glass. This could withstand a rocket-propelled grenade, but was only two inches thick. 
 
        Mad Maxwell sat on the floor in his new home, now just wearing hospital scrubs and looking at his reflection in the glass. He kept playing with and adjusting his hair, licking his hand and rubbing his hair again.
 
        “Damn that machete,” he said to himself. “Now my part just won’t look right.”
 
                                                         ****
 
        Joey’s mom read him the story for at least the two hundredth time. The six-year-old loved scary stories. His mom didn’t so much, as they always gave him nightmares. Yet every night he’d insist on the same story. These days, he’d gotten used to it and the story was funny.
 
        Not to mention, he was getting to be a big boy. Big boys couldn’t worry about monsters under the bed or in the closet. That stuff wasn’t real. He couldn’t go running to mommy every time he heard a noise. Once she finished the story, she tucked him in and turned out the light. Joey closed his eyes and quickly began drifting off to sleep. It was Friday night and he had all weekend to play in the pool and catch up on his video games. 
 
        As he drifted off to sleep, what he didn’t know was Icy Kate, the killer lady clown was in fact hiding under his bed. She held her breath so no one could hear a peep from her. Once he was gently snoring she slowly climbed out from under the bed and looked him over. You could say she smiled as she took in the sight of this harmless child resting peacefully before her, but that would only partially be true. These days she was always smiling.
 
    
 
   The End
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        Where is Bobby? Where is he? Simon frantically ran up and down the sidewalk outside his school. His brother always got off school and headed straight over to pick Simon up. He’d done that every day of the year so far, without fail. Every single day. Except today. Where could he be?
 
        “Bobby!” Simon screamed. “Bobby! Bobby where are you?”
 
        “What seems to be the problem?” Miss Henson asked. She was one of the teachers, but not his. Simon didn’t know which class she taught.
 
        “My brother Bobby isn’t here to walk me home. He walks me home every day! Something must be wrong. I’m really worried.”
 
        “Oh, I’m sure everything is fine. You only live a couple blocks away. You could be a big boy and go by yourself,” she suggested.
 
        “By myself? Mommy says to never go anywhere by myself.”
 
        “Maybe. You’re in first grade now Simon. You’re a big kid. It’s better than screaming for Bobby all afternoon.”
 
        What Simon hadn’t seen was the vice principal telling Miss Henson moments before to find a way to shut him up. This was the best she could come up with.
 
        “Ok. You think I’ll be ok?” he asked.
 
        “I’m sure you will. Now run along now. Your mom will be really proud of you.”
 
        He turned and pulled on his backpack straps as he ran across the street and headed down the sidewalk. After a block he was feeling pretty excited with himself. Maybe he’ll make it home on time to watch Power Rangers. That had always been his favorite show. He skipped along excited with the idea of playing with his toys while watching TV. His mind was so pre-occupied, he never saw the boys running up behind him. 
 
        The shove hit him hard, knocking him flat on his face. His hands caught his fall but scraped themselves open on the pavement. He turned and began crying as he sat up. 
 
        “That hurt! Why did you do that?” He screamed. There were three boys standing around him. He didn’t know who they were, but recognized them from school. They were all fifth graders. He didn’t know what he’d done to them, but they were looking awful angry.
 
        “Ow! That hurt! Hahaha!” One of them said as the others laughed. “What’s wrong retard? Where is your brother? He get sick of your shit too?”
 
        “Leave me alone! I’m just walking home!”
 
        “Yeah we see that retard. You gonna cry some more?”
 
        Simon looked around, trying to figure out what to do. He was having trouble catching his breath as he tried to stop from panicking. He knew a fit would be coming soon but these boys might just hurt him badly. Looking around, he jumped to his feet and began to run. The boys laughed some more as he ran away. Thinking he may be getting away he made the mistake of looking behind him. Two of the bigger boys were right behind him. One grabbed his back pack and flung him off the sidewalk and into a bush. 
 
        Sticks and branches poked and scratched his face as blood ran down his cheeks. He rolled off the bush and onto the sidewalk. This time he shrugged out of his backpack as he tried to stand. Now he was getting angry. What would the Green Ranger do? He was Simon’s favorite. He never took a beating like this. He always fought back. Simon was part of the Ranger club online. Bobby had signed him up for it. He had the membership card and everything. It was time to stop running.
 
        Pumping his fist into the air, he screamed.
 
        “It’s morphin’ time!” As he ran at the nearest boy, swinging his leg up in an attempted karate kick. It landed but with no force behind it. He ran by each of them wildly throwing punches and kicks like he’d seen on TV. The boys just stood laughing before one of them had enough.
 
        “You want to do Karate? How’s this?” the boy said as he threw a roundhouse kick, nailing Simon in the side of the head. Simon went sprawling, landing on his side. His elbow went into his ribs, knocking the air out of his lungs. Immediately he went to scream as he couldn’t breathe. He lie on his back gasping for breath, eyes wide open looking up at the boys standing around him.
 
        “Aww, is someone having trouble breathing?” One of them asked.
 
        “Yeah, the tard can’t breathe!” they all laughed as Simon lie there gasping for air. Every single breath felt like it would be his last.  The other boys didn’t care, One of them kicked his leg, which hurt, but he was unable to react.
 
        “He’s faking,” another said. “Come on! Knock it off!” he yelled “Get up!” But Simon could only take deep breaths. They got longer each time as his lungs began to refill with air. The boy bent down over him and slapped him in the face. The slap stung as the whole left side of his face began to throb. Simon let out a scream as he could now breathe. This time he couldn’t stop it. The screams became loud, long and frequent as his fit came on full force. 
 
        The boys screamed for him to shut up while taking turns slapping him across the face. Simon managed to grab one of their hands and bite, latching on while screaming and growling. He continued screaming as he ran to another boy and punched him in the nuts. It only hurt the kid a little, but Simon was in a frenzy of screaming, crying and snarling as he spun about kicking and biting at anyone that came near him. Anyone passing by may have thought he was a feral child right out of the wilderness.
 
        One of the boys let out a scream as he fell to the ground. Simon turned and there was his brother Bobby. He’d punched the one boy and grabbed another by the shirt and punched him in the face. Blood sprayed from the boy’s nose as he fell to his knees. The other two boys took off running as Bobby kicked the one with the bloody nose in the stomach.
 
        “You like fucking with little kids?” Bobby said as he continued kicking. Now he was kicking the kid in the stomach and chest repeatedly before Simon ran over to him and hugged his leg.
 
        “Bobby! Bobby! You came to save me!”
 
        Bobby stopped and knelt down as Simon hugged him tight.
 
        “Why are you walking home? One of my teachers made me finish an assignment after school, so I hurried as fast as I could. I’m sorry buddy.”
 
        “The teacher told me I was a big boy and to walk home by myself. She said everything would be fine.”
 
        Bobby pulled away and looked at Simon. The boy’s face was streaked with blood, tears and scratches. 
 
        “Yeah, fine all right. What teacher told you that?”
 
        “Miss Henson. She said I’d be fine? Then these boys jumped me. I tried to be like the Green Ranger and fight back, but they were too big.”
 
        “You did good buddy. You did real good.”
 
        “We need to hurry home. It comes on pretty soon. We can’t miss it!”
 
        Bobby nodded and picked up his brother, pulling him on his back piggy back style and took off at a dead run. Despite running as fast as his legs would carry him, he didn’t make it on time for Power Rangers. Bobby hoped their mom wouldn’t be home for the fit that was about to ensue.
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