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AUTHOR’S NOTE
 
First it was vampires. Then it was serial killers. Then it was zombies. Now they’re saying it’s werewolves. But you know what I think the next big thing in horror literature will be?
Dinosaurs.
Fucking hell yeah I said dinosaurs. What did you think I was going to say? Mummies? Fuck mummies. Dinosaurs are going to take over. And who the hell wouldn’t want to read hundreds of dinosaur horror books? Come on, there’s a million things you could do with them: people traveling back in time to fight dinosaurs, dinosaurs traveling forward in time to eat people, dinosaurs from space, dinosaurs with lasers, dinosaur mummies. The list could go on forever.
Since I was anticipating this big dinosaur horror wave, I decided to already tweak the genre clichés before the clichés have even been established yet. For starters, my dinosaur horror book isn’t even horror. It is closer to the gangster genre than horror, like one of those “on the run from the mob” kind of stories. And it doesn’t actually have any dinosaurs in it. The dinosaurs are just giant robotic motor vehicles that are shaped like dinosaurs. How fucking clever is that?
Actually, now that I think about it, this book wouldn’t work at all for fans of the upcoming dinosaur horror trend. I better get to work on a real dinosaur book soon. How about I write a sequel to Apeshit and throw some random dinosaurs in it? Maybe that could work . . .
I think my favorite way to write a book these days is to come up with the dumbest idea I can possibly think of—you know, like an ex-boxer with armadillos for hands is on the run from the mob in a world where people drive giant mechanical dinosaurs instead of cars—and then approach the book with complete sincerity and put all of my heart into it. I believe all of my best works have been created this way. I even cried while I was writing The Faggiest
Vampire.
Armadillo Fists is one of my favorite books I’ve written in the recent past. I think the cast of characters is what does it for me. June and Tony are two of my favorite heroes I’ve ever written. And I like the villains even better than the heroes.
This is the first time I’ve ever experimented with plotting in a non-linear fashion. I’m normally not a fan of plots that bounce around too much. In the end, it proved to be a lot of fun and I don’t believe this story would have worked if approached in any other way. I don’t think I’ll write another book without a linear plot, but it worked for me this time.
So I hope you enjoy this book as much as I enjoyed writing it. It’s not dinosaur horror, alas, but hopefully you’ll like it even better. I’ll save dinosaur horror for another time.
 
—Carlton Mellick III 12/6/2011, 4:04 am



 
 
This book is dedicated to Moon Kana, Tite Kubo, Jordan Krall and Quentin Tarantino,
for influencing this book whether I wanted them to or not.



CHAPTER ONE


“You’re heavy for a man with no arms or legs,” June said to Tony as she dragged him across the warehouse floor.
Tony didn’t respond. He wasn’t conscious. Blood dribbled from his nose and ears. The four stumps where his arms and legs should have been were limp, dangling from his torso like wet sausages.
June couldn’t feel his heartbeat when she checked for a pulse. But that didn’t mean he was necessarily dead. She’s had a very weak sense of touch ever since she replaced her hands with living armadillos.
“You can’t die on me now,” she said to him, her armadillo hands wrapped around his stumps, gripping him as tightly as they possibly could with such tiny limbs. “Not after all of this.”
The fire was growing around them, curling up the walls, swallowing all of their exits. The whole place could collapse on top of them at any minute. If only he wasn’t so heavy. If only she was just a little stronger. If only she had real hands.
Her armadillo fingers slid off of his stumps and he plopped down onto the concrete, beer belly wiggling as it fell out of his spandex shirt. There were three charred bullet holes on the side of his stomach.
“Damn these hands,” she cried to the armadillos attached to her wrists.
The armadillos blinked up at her, squirming inside their shells like babies in armored cradles. One of them licked its nose with a long sticky tongue.
The south wall exploded. Flaming bits of wood scattered across the warehouse floor. Then a large man emerged from the fire, dragging a slab of concrete.
“He’s still alive?” June whispered to Tony, as she saw the hulk of a man stomping toward them.
The man’s eyes, as red as the fire around him, were locked on June. He raised the concrete slab over his shoulder like a hammer. The man didn’t appear human to June. The red eyes, the spiked iron mask covering his face, the horrible cavernous scars covering his massive chest; he was like a demonic executioner. Even with the long metal stakes impaled between his ribs and stomach, he was still walking. The black blood leaking down his muscles only made him look more ferocious.
June stepped forward and curled her armadillo hands into balls. Then she raised her fists and got into a boxing stance.
“You want to go again?” she asked the hulk, ash and cinders raining onto her shoulders like snowflakes. “Let’s go. Round two.”
She hopped from side to side, her feet dancing as the fire raged around them. She swung her armadillo fists into the air like boxing gloves, taking a few practice swings before the monstrous man came into range.
“You know, I’ve never lost a match,” she said in a stuttering voice, talking more to herself than the metal-faced man. “I’m an undefeated champion!”
But as the hulk stomped closer to her, she found herself inching away from him. With her eyes focused on the slab of concrete, she didn’t notice the corpse on the ground behind her. She tripped and fell back, landing next to the body. At first, she thought she had tripped over Tony. But it wasn’t him. It was the corpse of a guy named Mr. Happy.
The dead man was wearing a bright yellow suit and yellow hat. He had a bullet in his forehead and a smile on his face. June knew she had to get up before the man in the metal mask crushed her skull with his concrete club, but she couldn’t look away from Mr. Happy. The smile on his cold dead face unnerved her, made her armadillos squirm in their shells.
His name was Mr. Happy for a good reason. Even death didn’t stop him from smiling.



CHAPTER TWO


Mr. Happy was smiling when he heard the news.
“The boss is really dead?” asked the fat guy, standing in the middle of the group next to Mr. Happy. He had two Chicago-style hot dogs in each hand, taking bites between sentences, bright green relish spilling onto his man-breasts. “I thought that son of a bitch was immortal.”
When he said son of a bitch, Mr. Happy looked at him. Then the fat guy bit his tongue. He had forgotten that Mr. Happy was the boss’ nephew. But Mr. Happy was not upset by his words. He was happy. Always happy. Even the news of his beloved uncle’s death, who meant the world to him, would not alter his blissful mood.
Mr. Happy turned back to the old guy at the front of the room and asked, “What happened to him?”
“Murdered,” the old guy said, wiping sweat from his crooked forehead. “Armadillo Fists killed him.”
“The boxer broad?” asked the fat guy. “Psycho June Howard?”
The old man screwed up his lips and spit tobacco juice onto the carpet. It was his way of saying yes. Then he said, “Come with me.”
As the group of men followed the old guy down the hallway, Mr. Happy asked him, “Why’d she do it?”
“How the fuck would I know why she did it,” the old man said. “She’s a crazy bitch. How’s that for an answer?”
The old guy was an asshole when he was on edge. And he was always on edge. They didn’t call him Rape Face because he was a pleasant person to be around.
They arrived at their boss’ personal gym at the end of the hallway. As old Rape Face opened the door, he said, “All I know is, the boss is dead.”
The men looked into the room to see their boss’ body lying on the floor. His skull was smashed into bloody chunks, spread across a wrestling mat.
“And we’re going after the bitch who killed him,” Rape Face said.
Mr. Happy stared at his uncle’s mangled corpse, smiling. He hoped the dead body would make him feel sadness or anger. But, like always, the sight only made him happy.
*
“Steve and Mr. Slick are already on her tail,” Rape Face told the crew, rubbing a large white burn scar on the tip of his nose. “We need to catch up to them.”
He pointed at Mr. Happy, the fat guy, and a tall, lanky man standing behind them. “Mr. Happy, Mr. Food, Mr. Marathon, you’re taking the triceratops.”
Then he turned to a dark-haired, nicely-dressed man with rectangular glasses and piercing eyes. “Mr. Sorry, you’re with me in the T-rex.”
“Can’t we take the titanosaur?” asked Mr. Food, stuffing his last Chicago dog in his mouth. “It’s more comfortable.”
“It’s too slow,” said Rape Face. To the last three men standing in the hall, he said, “The rest of you, take care of the boss’ body.” He pointed at a muscular man with a number six tattooed around his left eye. “Call a mortician or something. Get it out of here before his fucking kids come home for fuck’s sake.”
The man with the tattooed eye nodded and took two guys with him back toward the boss’ body. Then Rape Face opened a weapons closet and started handing guns to Mr. Sorry and Mr. Happy.
“You sure we need all of this, Face?” asked Mr. Marathon. “It’s just one woman. I mean, we probably don’t even need to go. Slick and Steve could take care of her themselves.”
“She’s not alone,” said Rape Face. “Mr. Torso is helping her.”
“You mean the amputee?” asked Marathon.
Mr. Food laughed.
Rape Face spit tobacco juice.
“Come on,” said Mr. Food, “the guy’s got no arms or legs. How’s he going to be a problem?”
Mr. Food’s chuckles were cut short when Mr. Sorry’s cold eyes glared into him.
“Torso is not somebody to be underestimated,” said Mr. Sorry in his monotone voice. “Armless, legless, it doesn’t matter. When he’s behind the wheel, he’s the deadliest man on the road.”
Rape Face spit more tobacco juice. Then he said, “He’s the best driver we’ve ever had.”



CHAPTER THREE


“How’s it going, Long Legs?” Tony said to June with a wink and smile as she walked down the boss’ driveway.
She wasn’t in the mood for Tony’s usual routine. The boss had put her in a bad mood that day.
“Just give me a ride home,” she said, wiping sweat from her tattooed stomach using the armadillos’ shells instead of the towel wrapped around her neck. “I’m tired.”
Her words didn’t deter him. Tony was a wild cat on the prowl. He only saw it as a challenge. He put on a pair of designer sunglasses with his arm-stumps, as if he were thinking time to get serious.
“How about we go for a drink first, Sexy Mamma?” When he spoke his head bobbed side to side, and a sly grin crossed his lips.
Even though he had no arms or legs, Tony always thought of himself as the coolest guy in the universe. He strutted smoothly up the driveway toward her, walking on his stumps like tiny, dwarf-like legs.
“Not today, Mr. Torso,” she said. She knew he hated being called Mr. Torso.
He struck a pose and aimed an arm-stump at her, as if pointing. “I think you’ve got me confused with somebody else, babe. The name’s not Mr. Torso. It’s Mr. Awesome.”
Then he slicked his hair back with the side of his arm-stump, lowered his sunglasses and winked.
June never understood how this half-a-man could have so much confidence. Not only was he missing his limbs at the knees and elbows, but he wasn’t even that good-looking otherwise. His eyes were too far apart, he was out of shape, his beer belly hung out of a hideous neon-orange spandex shirt, his chest was too hairy, and his surfer hairstyle wasn’t nearly as suave as he thought it was.
June groaned and said in a snarky tone, “Because you’re so awesome, eh?”
Although June’s freakish armadillo hands usually scared away most sleazy guys trying to pick her up, they did not bother Tony in the slightest. He liked her legs and her ass and made a point to regularly compliment her on them. Her hands could have been cow patties for all he cared.
“I just want to go home, take a shower, and forget all about today,” June said.
Tony patted her on the thigh with his stump. “Sounds like you could use a drink to me.”
“I could use a nap,” she said.
He bobbed his head. “Come on, baby. The drinks are on me. Let Mr. Awesome show you a good time.”
June could tell by the amputee’s aggressive stance that this time he wasn’t going to take no for an answer.


June had to use both of her armadillo hands to lift the beer to her lips. Their bellies were extra sensitive to the cold glass. When she set the beer down, the armadillos rubbed their legs together to warm themselves.
“How can you work for that asshole?” Tony asked her.
He could tell by the look in her eyes that the boss was putting her through hell.
“You work for him, too.”
“Yeah,” Tony said, “but I’m just his driver. I don’t really have to interact with the guy that much.”
The waitress in the purple leather dress looked at June funny as she gave them another round of beers. At first, June thought it was because she was still in her sweaty boxing clothes, but then she realized it had to have been her weird hands.
As June went for her fresh beer, the armadillos kicked the glass away and it toppled over, spilling across the table. She lowered her head and groaned.
“Do they have names?” Tony asked, nodding toward her armadillos as they licked at the beer puddle.
She laughed. The question caught her off guard.
“Actually, they do.” She raised her right fist and the armadillo squirmed in the air. “This one is Jocko.” She raised her left fist, which promptly curled into a ball. “This one is Judy.”
“So one’s a boy and one’s a girl?”
“They don’t really have reproductive systems, so I don’t know what their genders actually are. But that’s how I view them.”
June brushed her bangs out of her face. Jocko tried to chew her hair as it slid across his chin.
“They seem to have minds of their own,” Tony said, drinking from a beer held by both of his stump-arms.
“They do,” June said. “I can control them just as if they were a part of my body, but when I relax them they’ll move around on their own. It’s a difficult sensation to explain. They’re a part of me, yet sometimes they’re like pets. They have their own personalities.”
“Do you have to feed them?”
“They would try to eat if I’d let them, but then they’d just puke it up. They don’t have digestive systems anymore. My body supplies them with nutrients.”
“Like babies in their mother’s womb?”
“Something like that.”
“Where’d you get them attached? You couldn’t have been born that way . . .”
“I had to go to another world to get it done,” June said. “One of my dops convinced me to do it.”
Tony’s eyes lit up. “You’ve gone to a Dop Convention?”
June nodded.
“I just went last month,” Tony said.
“How were your dops?”
“They were all awesome, you know,” he said, bobbing his head. “Just like me.”
He leaned his stump against the table, right in the middle of the puddle of beer. “I think everyone should go to their Dop Convention. It really changed my life forever.”
June sighed and looked down at her armadillo hands.
“Tell me about it,” she said.



CHAPTER FOUR


A Dop Convention is kind of like a high school reunion, but instead of connecting with old school friends the point is to meet different versions of yourself from alternate dimensions. These other versions of yourself are called dops, or doppelgangers.
The June Howard Convention took place four years ago. June didn’t really want to go to her Dop Convention. She didn’t like the idea of meeting other versions of herself. She’d heard the horror stories about how esteem-crushing they could be. If all of the other June Howards were prettier, wealthier, and more successful than she was it would make her feel like an even bigger loser than she already was.
“But you have to go to your Dop Convention,” one of her friends told her, a week before the event. “It’s a once in a lifetime experience!”
Another friend said, “If the other Junes are more successful than you then you should take it as inspiration. It will show you how much potential you truly have!”
“But whatever you do, don’t lez-out with any of the other versions of you,” another friend said, giggling. “We know you’re bi-curious, but that would just be wrong.”
June ignored their laughs, busy reconsidering whether she should go or not.
“Could you imagine being in a room full of June Howards?” her friends said to each other, as if June couldn’t hear them. “It’d be so boring.”
Another friend said, “They’d all just stand there staring at each other.”
“They’d just smoke pot and watch television.”
“They’d just hang around in sweat pants, belching and farting at each other.”
“They’re probably all fat.”
“They’d probably hate each other.”
“They’d probably get drunk and then try to fight each other.”
“Then they’d lez-out!”
“They’d totally lez-out!”
“The hotel would become a huge orgy of lesbian June Howards!”
The girls giggled and looked at June.
“You have to go, June,” they said. “You’re going to have so much fun!”
That’s when June decided to go to her Dop Convention. She hated her life, hated her job, and really hated her friends, and she wanted to see if the other Junes felt the same way. She wanted to meet the other versions of herself just to see if there wasn’t anything she could have done differently, anything she could have done to have made her life worthwhile.
At first, she was nervous about being the biggest loser of all the June Howards. But then she realized the absolute worse case scenario would be if they were even bigger losers than she was.


June decided to look good for her convention. She might not have been the most feminine girl she knew, but she was in really good shape. She took Tae Bo classes. She was always at the gym lifting weights and would run five miles a day. She also loved boxing. Although she never actually sparred with anyone, there was something about pounding the shit out of a punching bag that made her feel better about herself. It was how she released all the aggression that built up in her during her shitty 9 to 5 call center job.
So she got a new haircut: short in the back, long in the front. Her friends always called this hairstyle a reverse-mullet, but June liked it. She painted her nails camouflage, wore combat boots, a short green-plaid skirt, and half-shirt that exposed her tattooed stomach. She got her lips and eyebrows pierced. If she wasn’t going to be the most successful June Howard, at least she was going to be the toughest. Maybe she’d even frighten the other versions of herself a little. That would make her feel better, especially if they were a bunch of snobs.


When June arrived at the inter-dimensional hotel where the convention was to be held, she thought she had walked into the wrong meeting hall. It said “June Howard Doppelganger Convention” outside the door, but inside she didn’t see anybody that looked like her. In fact, the room was filled with a bunch of guys.
When she realized that she was indeed in the correct location, she wanted to smash her head against the wall.
“Shit, they’re all men . . .” she said. “All of the other versions of me are men . . .”
She couldn’t believe her eyes. She was in a room full of male versions of herself. Most of them were muscular, handsome men in nice clothing. A lot of them looked like football players. They were laughing with each other, patting each other on the back like old friends. Whereas June was more introverted, these guys seemed extroverted and charismatic. Alpha males. The type of guys who would be the life of the party.
June needed a drink. She rushed through the crowd to the bar. More than one of the male June Howards checked out her ass as she passed by.
She shook her head. Her friends were going to tease her relentlessly if they ever found out that the other June Howards were men.


At the bar, she slammed a Scotch whiskey. She didn’t recognize the brand; it was probably from another dimension. It tasted like shit but got the job done.
“So there is another lady June?” said a gruff voice to her right. She turned to see a large, muscular woman standing next to her. The woman looked like what June would have looked like if she had taken steroids her whole life and wore her hair in a long pony tail. Next to Muscle June was a girl in a wheelchair. Her face was wrinkled and withered. Her eyes were deep in their sockets. Her breasts were saggy. She looked like what June would have looked like had she become a heroin addict.
“We thought we were the only ones,” said Wheelchair June.
June looked at them and said, “Why are all the others guys?”
Muscle June said, “Yeah, it kind of freaked me out as well, at first. It means that we were supposed to have been born guys, but some little mix up while we were in the womb changed our destiny. They say it happens all the time.”
“But why were we given a girl’s name if we were supposed to be guys?” June asked.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Muscle June said. “Where I come from, June is a boy’s name. I was ridiculed my whole life.”
“It’s mostly a girl’s name in my world,” said Wheelchair June.
“Mine too,” June said.
“Well, either way,” Muscle June said, taking a deep breath, “the three of us are the female June Howards. We should be proud.” Then Muscle June smiled at June. “Especially you.”
“Me?”
“Yeah, you’re the cutest June Howard in the room,” said Muscle June. Then she winked.
June realized Muscle June was flirting with her. She instantly heard her friends’ voices in her head, saying, “They’d totally lez-out!” and she suddenly became nervous.
“I, uhhh . . .” she said, trying to think of a way to change the topic.
But Muscle June changed it for her. “So what do you do for a living?”
June shrugged. “Just a call center job. Lately, I’ve been struggling with trying to figure out what I want to do with my life.”
“Oh, I’ve always known what I wanted to do with my life,” said Muscle June.
“What’s that?”
Muscle June held up her fists. “I wanted to be a boxer. So that’s exactly what I became.”
June’s eyes lit up. “I love boxing. I totally could see myself pursuing boxing in another life.”
Then June noticed something strange about Muscle June’s fists. They were hard gray balls that looked kind of like rocks or turtle shells.
“What’s with your hands?” June asked.
“These are my boxing mitts,” said Muscle June. Then her hands unfolded into armadillos. Their legs squirmed in the air at her.
“Armadillos? Attached to your hands?”
“I’m surprised you didn’t notice right away.” Muscle June chuckled. “In my world, all boxers implant armadillos on their fists. It’s part of the sport’s tradition. You wouldn’t believe how much harder you throw punches with these babies.”
Right then, June realized how envious she was of her muscular doppelganger. She had always wanted to be a boxer her whole life, but only at that moment did she realize it.
“I want to be a boxer,” June said.
Muscle June smiled, pleased to have inspired another version of herself. She said, “If you can ever afford an inter-dimensional passport come visit me in my world. I’ll give you a few pointers.”
“Thanks,” June said.
“Not only that, but I’ll hook you up with a doctor who could give you the operation.” She held up her armadillo fists. “With these bad boys hidden beneath your boxing gloves, you’d become a champ in no time.”
June shook her head and waved her hands. “No, thank you . . . I think I’ll play by the rules.”
She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to cut off her hands and replace them with living animals.
“Suit yourself,” said Muscle June. “The offer still stands.”
June cringed at the sight of the armadillos curled in the muscular woman’s lap. “Thanks . . .”


“So what do you do?” June asked Wheelchair June.
“I used to be a dancer before the accident,” says Wheelchair June, looking down at her legs.
“How’d it happen?”
“A car accident,” she said. “I work late hours and fell asleep while driving home. My Lexus hit a parked car and I was thrown through the windshield.”
“What’s a Lexus?” June asked.
“It’s a kind of car in my world.”
“What’s a car?” June asked.
Both Muscle June and Wheelchair June looked at her funny.
“You don’t have cars in your world?” asked Wheelchair June.
June shook her head.
“If you don’t drive cars, then what do you use for transportation in your world?” Muscle June asked.
“We drive dinosaurs,” June said.
“Dinosaurs?” asked Wheelchair June. “Like the extinct animals? Like the Flintstones?”
Neither June nor Muscle June knew what Flintstones meant.
“No, not real dinosaurs,” June said. “They’re machines shaped like dinosaurs.”
June dug through her bag for a pop culture magazine. Then she flipped through the pages until she found a picture example of one of her world’s vehicles.
“Like this one,” June said, holding up the magazine for them to see.
The two alternate versions of June inspected the image closely. They saw a metal hadrosaur as large as a real hadrosaur. Just like cars from their worlds, the mechanical dinosaur had doors, seats, a dashboard, and a hood ornament. The interior looked very similar to the interiors of vehicles from their worlds. But the exterior looked like a dinosaur-shaped robot.
“How fast do they go?” asked Muscle June.
“Pretty fast,” June said. “It depends on the dinosaur. Some of them can get up to two hundred miles per hour.”
“Two hundred!” said Muscle June. “In that thing?”
“Probably not this one,” June said, “but in a triceratops, yeah.”
“What happened in your world’s history that caused you to drive mechanical dinosaurs instead of cars?”
June shrugged. “I have no idea why you people don’t drive mechanical dinosaurs.”
“You don’t think it’s weird that your vehicles are dinosaur-shaped?”
“A long time ago, we used to ride horses for transportation,” June said. “Then we rode elephants, moose, giraffe, and all kinds of animals. Eventually, we switched to riding mechanical animals instead of living animals. Then we started riding mechanical dinosaurs instead of animals, because they’re bigger and usually faster. Some time before I was born, we started riding inside of the machines instead of outside. It was a pretty logical transition.”
“Haven’t your people ever heard of the wheel?” asked Wheelchair June.
“Yeah,” June said.
“Then why don’t you build vehicles with wheels instead of legs?”
“Like on wheelchairs and shopping carts?” June laughed. “Legs are better than wheels. How would you be able to drive through snow or get over rocky terrain without legs on your vehicles? How do you jump over other vehicles that are driving too slow? How do you drive sideways?”
The two women shook their heads, not able to fathom what June was talking about.
“You live in a totally different world than we do, Dinosaur June,” said Muscle June. “Totally different world.”
Then Muscle June took a sip of her martini, holding the glass awkwardly with her armadillo hands.



CHAPTER FIVE


June ran out of the boss’ house toward Tony’s mechanical stegosaurus. It’s the dinosaur Tony usually drove their boss around in.
When Tony looked up from an issue of Babes & Dinos magazine, he could tell something was wrong. June had a black eye, her nose was bleeding, and her lips were swollen.
“You’ve got to help me,” June said to Tony, leaning against the side of the stegosaurus, trying to catch her breath.
“What’s wrong, Sugar Legs?”
She jumped into the passenger seat.
“Just drive,” she said. “Get me out of here!”
With his right stump-arm, he popped the gear shift into drive and then lowered his sunglasses over his eyes.
“Sure thing, babydoll,” Tony said, bobbing his head with excitement. “Anything for you.”
The stegosaurus walked slowly down the steel driveway, its spiked tail swinging back and forth.
“Faster!” June said, looking back over her shoulder at the boss’ front door.
“You want to go fast?” Tony turned to her and raised his eyebrows over the rims of his sunglasses. “You’ve come to the right place. They don’t call me Mr. Fast Awesome for nothing.”
“Nobody calls you that!” June yelled. “Just drive!”
After her words, the stegosaurus leapt out of the driveway and slid across the steel surface of the street. Then Tony shoved his leg-stump into the gas pedal extension, custom designed for his stubby legs, and accelerated to top speed.
June’s head slammed back into the headrest as the stegosaurus galloped down the street. Then the sound of bullets ricocheting off of metal filled their ears.
“What the hey?” Tony said, looking in the rearview mirror. “Somebody’s shooting at us!”
“Just drive,” June said.
The stegosaurus turned the corner, then the next corner, escaping the gunfire.
“What the hell happened back there?” Tony asked her.
“I killed the boss.”
“What!”
“I fucking killed him,” she said. “And if you don’t help me they’re going to kill me, too.”
Tony went silent. It was the first time June had ever seen a serious look on his face. June was worried that he was going to turn the dino around and give her up to Rape Face and the others.
“We’ll take the south highway out of town,” Tony said. His voice sounded unfamiliar to June. It was calm, calculating. He sounded like a completely different person. “It will have the least traffic.”
“You’re going to help me?” June asked.
Tony didn’t answer her.
He said, “They’ll probably send one dino after us right away. If we can shake that one, we’ll probably be alright. But within the hour, I’m sure Rape Face will get all of his best guys together and send them after us. They’re not going to let us go so easily.”
“Us?” June asked.
Tony looked at her.
“Yeah,” he said. “You killed my employer, Sugar Legs. I don’t have any reason to stick around this town anymore.”
Then the stegosaurus hopped over an ankylosaurus, then over a guard rail, and onto the freeway.



CHAPTER SIX


Tony never really liked the boss, but he appreciated the paychecks and the perks of the job. He met the guy on a pterosaur while flying across country. Tony was sitting next to him on the aircraft. He felt kind of bad for the guy. The old man was shaking so hard the ice cubes rattled in his whiskey tonic.
“You okay, my man?” Tony said, patting him on the shoulder with an arm-stump.
“I fucking hate these flights,” he said to Tony. He guzzled down the last of his drink and then started sucking on the ice cubes to absorb every last drop of alcohol he could. “The god damned thing bounces up and down too much.”
Tony looked past him out of the window. The metal wings of the pterosaur flapped slowly through the air. It was a sight that made many pterosaur passengers nauseous.
“Here,” Tony said, pulling out a plastic retractable baton. In one swift motion, he took the baton in his mouth, extended it with a whip of his neck, slammed the window blinder down with its tip, retracted it, and slid it back into his coat. “It’s better when you don’t have to look out the window.”
Tony didn’t realize he had also knocked the drink out of the old guy’s hand.
“What the fuck, you freak?” the old guy said.
“Sorry, my man,” Tony said. “Just trying to help.”
The old guy glared at the amputee. He was a broad-shouldered man with very little hair on his overly large head. His flesh was saggy and covered in liver spots, but Tony could tell that beneath the wrinkled skin the guy was all muscle.
“Hey, don’t I know you?” asked the old man.
Tony shrugged.
“You’re that NASDAR driver from television,” he said to Tony. NASDAR stood for National Association for Stock Dinosaur Auto Racing. “The racer who won the Tricera-Cup Series with no arms or legs?”
“That would be me,” Tony said.
“Well, holy Jesus,” the old guy said. Then he made a loud hacking noise that was somewhere between a laugh and a cough. “You were pretty damned good.”
“I was better than good,” Tony said, bobbing his head with pride.
The old guy offered him his hand. “The name’s Bobby Mazetti. My friends call me Big Bob.”
“Tony Kudrow,” Tony said.
“Yeah, I know.”
Tony didn’t have a hand to shake with, so he offered him a stump. Big Bob cough-laughed when he shook the stubby limb.
While the old guy’s arm was extended, Tony saw a gun hanging out of his coat. He wondered what he was doing with a gun on a pterosaur. He could tell that the guy was no air marshal. The gun was special, made from an ultra-dense plastic. It was designed to be carried through airport metal detectors, but still strong enough to kill a man as quickly as a .38 Special. Tony knew right away that this guy had to have been a wealthy, dangerous man. But the sight of the gun didn’t unhinge Tony. The amputee wasn’t afraid of anyone.
“So, you still racing?” Big Bob asked.
Tony let out a long sigh. “Actually, not anymore. They dropped me last February.”
“Those motherfuckers!” Big Bob yelled loud enough that everyone on the pterosaur could hear him. Tony had no idea why the guy would be so upset about the news. He assumed the man was a little drunk. “Why’d they do that? You were damned good.”
Tony shrugged. “Ever since the incident with the Governor’s daughter, sponsors didn’t want to have anything to do with me.”
Big Bob paused for a minute and then burst into laughter. “Oh yeah! I forgot all about that. That was you, huh? Getting caught diddling the Governor’s daughter in a parked spinosaurus! You legless son of a bitch, that was hilarious.”
“Not really,” Tony said. “After it was all over the tabloids, it killed my career.”
But Big Bob didn’t seem to hear him. He was laughing so close to Tony’s face that he thought the old bastard was going to French kiss his ear.
“I like you, kid,” Big Bob said, patting him on the shoulder. “You’ve got my kind of man seed.”
“Man seed?”
“So what are you doing these days?” Bob asked.
“Not much,” Tony said. “I’m just living off the last of my savings.”
“How about you come work for me?” Bob asked. “I could use a guy with your kind of talents.”
“What kind of work?”
“Driving,” Bob said. “You know, odd jobs. But it’s good pay. Tax free.”
Tony smirked.
“I’ll think about it,” he said, rubbing his neck with an arm-stump. “I’ll definitely think about it.”



CHAPTER SEVEN


“What’s that on your neck?” June asked Tony as they drove down the freeway in the stegosaurus.
She was pointing at the tattoo of the number eight on his neck.
“Oh, this?” Tony asked, rubbing the tattoo with his stump. “Big Bob made me get it.”
“I’ve seen them on some of the other guys,” she said. “What’s it for?”
“It’s how Big Bob ranks his men in order of toughness. Number one’s the most badass guy in his organization. I’m number eight because I’m the eighth biggest badass who works for him.” He bobbed his head with a touch of pride.
June said, “I saw the number seven tattooed on the back of another guy’s hand, the smiley guy who always wears the yellow suits.”
“Yeah, Mr. Happy. He’s the seventh biggest badass. Rape Face is number nine, even though he thinks he’s number one.”
“Was Big Bob number one?” June asked.
“No, he didn’t give himself a number. I guess he was zero.”
“Then who’s number one?”
Before Tony could respond, the sound of a bullet ricocheting off of one of the stegosaurus’ plates caused them both to jump.
“Fuck,” Tony said, driving into the next lane of the freeway. “They caught up to us sooner than I expected.”
June looked back to see a dimetrodon galloping down the freeway at top speed, heading straight for them.
“It’s Magic Steve,” Tony said. “Don’t worry. The guy’s an idiot. He can’t drive for shit.”
Tony slammed on the gas and his stegosaurus charged forward, leaping sideways over two old ladies in iguanodons. He drove alongside the iguanodons, using them as a barrier between the stegosaurus and the dimetrodon.
Bullets tore into the back of the stegosaurus. Somehow, they were able to get through the iguanodon barrier.
“How are they hitting us?” June asked.
Tony looked back at the man in black firing at them from the passenger side window.
“Fuck,” Tony said. “Slick is riding with Magic Steve.”
“Slick?” June asked.
“You know how I’m ranked number eight?” Tony said.
“Yeah?”
“Well, Mr. Slick is number five.”
“Is that bad?” June asked.
“Real bad,” Tony said.
His arm-stump pushed June’s head below the dashboard as a shower of bullets broke through the back window.
When the firing ceased, Tony said, “It could have been a lot worse, though. It could have been Mr. Sorry.”



CHAPTER EIGHT


Black tears rolled down Mr. Sorry’s cheeks as he and Rape Face drove the T-rex down the freeway.
“What, are you crying over there again?” Rape Face said.
Mr. Sorry’s tears were always black. He didn’t know why. Doctors couldn’t explain it. There wasn’t a scientific explanation for the coloration or why they dribbled out randomly, multiple times a day.
His mother used to say his tears were black because he didn’t have a soul. It was the alcoholic bitch’s idea of a joke. As a result, Mr. Sorry spent most of his childhood believing that he didn’t have a soul and it colored his personality accordingly.
The tears were like squid ink, so Mr. Sorry always wore black. Any other colored clothing would be ruined every time he cried. He wiped the tears away. The black ink was even darker than his black leather gloves. Then he flicked the liquid out the window, from the passenger seat inside the T-rex’s head.
“Motherfuckers,” Rape Face said. He was in an ugly mood.
As he drove, Rape Face hit the speaker phone on the dashboard.
“Yeah?” Mr. Food answered on the other line.
“Fuck, put Happy on the phone, would ya?” Rape Face yelled at the top of his lungs. He didn’t realize that Food could hear him just fine.
“I’ll put you on speaker,” Food said.
Happy’s voice came on the line. Even though Sorry and Rape Face couldn’t see him, they could hear his smile stretching from ear to ear.
“Yes, Mr. Face?” Happy asked.
“Have you heard from Steve and Slick?” Rape Face asked him.
“No,” Happy said.
“Motherfucker!” said Rape Face.
“What’s that?”
“Nothing,” Rape Face said. “Go to Canyon Road. That’s the last time we heard from them.”
“Sure, boss,” Happy said.
“That idiot Steve better not have fucked this up,” said Rape Face.
“See you there, boss,” Happy said.
“Yeah, see ya there, ya fuck.”
There was a pause for a moment. The passengers in Happy’s triceratops thought Rape Face had turned off his phone, but Mr. Sorry and Rape Face could still hear them on the line.
“Why’d you call Rape Face boss?” Mr. Food asked Mr. Happy, unaware that the speaker phone was still on.
“At this moment, he’s the one in charge,” said Happy.
“You think that Rape Face is going to take over the organization now that the boss is dead?” asked Mr. Food.
“Probably.”
“Fuck, that’s going to suck. Rape Face is such a douchebag.”
Mr. Sorry could tell Rape Face was getting pissed off as he listened in on their conversation. The asshole didn’t speak up, though, just stewed quietly.
“Why do they call him Rape Face anyway?” asked Mr. Marathon.
“Are you kidding me?” said Mr. Food. “Have you ever looked at that guy’s face? He’s got rapist written all over him.”
“Like his facial expression is the same as someone who’s about to rape a woman?” asked Mr. Marathon
“No, it’s the facial expression of someone who’s about to rape ten women.”
Mr. Sorry could hear Rape Face’s teeth grinding in his mouth.
“Like someone with a rape fetish?”
“Like someone on a raping spree.”
“Like somebody who’s going to rape everything in his path?”
“Like how sharks go on into a feeding frenzy, he looks like he’s going on a raping frenzy.”
Then they laughed. Mr. Sorry could tell Rape Face had enough.
“Your phone’s still on, you motherfuckers!” Rape Face yelled.
The men on the other line went silent.
“I’ll rape you with a bullet up your asses, you fucking good for nothing sons of bitches!”
The men on the other line stayed silent.


Mr. Food slowly hit the off button on his phone. They drove in silence for a few minutes.
“Oops,” Mr. Food said.
Then he burst into laughter.
Mr. Food was short for Food Mountain. He was proud of the nickname. The guy weighed four hundred and fifty pounds and wasn’t looking back. He might only have been ranked number ten in the organization, but he wasn’t afraid of the guys ranked higher than him. Because he had so many layers of fat on his body, he was good in a fight. No matter how many times he got punched, he couldn’t feel a thing.
“You think Rape Face really does rape people?” Mr. Marathon asked.
“Probably,” said Mr. Food. “I’ve never seen him with a girl before. He’s got to get his pussy somehow.”
“You think he’s gay?”
“Nah, I just don’t think any bitch would ever go near him. Not unless he paid her. A lot. And knowing that cheap bastard he’d probably become a rapist just to save money.”
“Hey,” Mr. Marathon said. “Who do you think would have a better chance picking up a girl, Rape Face or Mr. Torso?”
“What, are you kidding me?” said Mr. Food. “Mr. Torso, of course.”
“But Torso has no arms or legs. What the hell would he do with a woman?”
“What are you talking about?” said Mr. Food. “Torso is a fucking ladies man. You ever seen that guy in action? He’s got the ladies lined up around the block.”
“You serious?”
“Yeah, the guy’s buried up to his eyebrows in pussy.”



CHAPTER NINE


June lay naked on the hotel room bed, spread eagle, covered in sweat. Her arms stretched out, the armadillo hands dangling off the sides of the bed. Her pale breasts rose and fell on her chest as she tried to catch her breath.
She looked over at Tony’s wiggling bare butt as he struggled to pull on his tiny spandex shorts.
“Why was that so damned good?” June yelled at him, panting. “It’s never been like that with anyone before.”
“I told you, Sugar Legs,” Tony said, leaning against the wall with his stubby arm. “They don’t call me Mr. Awesome for nothing.”
June looked up at the ceiling. She could hardly move.
“How were you able to do that without any arms or legs?” she asked. “It was incredible.”
Tony bobbed his head from side to side. “I’m a sex machine, baby. Don’t ever forget it.”
June closed her eyes and smiled. For a moment, she wanted to forget that they were being hunted by dangerous killers. She wanted to stay in that hotel room bed, wrapped in Tony’s arm-stumps, and do nothing but fuck for days.



CHAPTER TEN


Lying in a hospital bed, June looked down at her new hands. The operation had been a success.
“I’m glad you decided to take me up on the offer,” Muscle June said to June as she entered the hospital room.
“It feels so strange,” June said, sitting up in the bed, rolling and unrolling the armadillos on her wrists.
“You’ll get used to it,” said Muscle June, holding out her own armadillo fists in a boxing stance.
“I hope I made the right decision,” June said.
“Trust me,” Muscle June said. “In five months, you’ll be knocking out every opponent you go up against.”
“Five months?” June asked.
“Yeah, after your wrists heal from the operation.”
“What?” June asked. “You mean I have to wait that long before I can fight again?”
“Yeah,” said Muscle June.
“But I have a fight next week!”
Muscle June shrugged.
“I don’t know what to tell you, Dinosaur June,” she said. “If you fight with these next week your hands are going to fall off.”
June looked at the armadillos as they crawled across the blanket, trying to get away from her. Instead of giving her the advantage over her opponent, the armadillo fists were going to screw her over.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The triceratops pulled over on Canyon Road, shining headlights on the wreckage.
“Look at that,” said Mr. Food. “It’s totaled.”
Mr. Happy got out of the vehicle and stepped over to the dimetrodon. The mechanical dinosaur looked like it had been flattened and tossed to the side of the road. Blood was leaking from the driver’s side window. An arm lay in the center of the road.
When Rape Face pulled up behind them in the T-rex, he wasn’t happy.
“What the fuck happened here?” said Rape Face, charging at the three men examining the wreckage.
Mr. Happy shook his head at Mr. Face.
“Where’s Steve?” Rape Face said. “That asshole’s getting my foot up his ass.”
Mr. Food popped up from the other side of the wrecked dimetrodon, holding a severed human head.
“Here’s his head,” said Mr. Food.
Rape Face kicked a metal dinosaur toe across the street. “God damn it!”
“So what should we do now?” asked Mr. Happy.
“How the fuck should I know,” Rape Face said, pushing the man in the yellow suit out of his way to examine the wreckage for himself.



CHAPTER TWELVE


“RAWWR! RAWWR! RAWWR! RAWWWWWR!” Magic Steve said, making dinosaur noises as he drove the dimetrodon down the freeway.
He jumped the vehicle over a sluggish ankylosaur and said “WOOOOOOOOOSH!” as the mechanical dinosaur flew through the air.
When controlling the dinosaur’s mouth, he made it bite at the air toward the other dinos on the road, making the sound effects, “CHOMP! CHOMP! CHOMP! RAAAAWWR!”
Mr. Slick sat next to him, glaring at the immature man driving the dino. Slick was a thin, bony man with a shaved head, wearing a black suit and a black hat. His skin was almost as pale as that of an albino’s.
When Magic Steve realized that Mr. Slick was glaring at him, he shut his mouth. Then he straightened the red baseball cap on his head. Mr. Slick was not somebody he wanted to annoy. The guy was known to blow people’s heads off without warning or hesitation, even people within the organization, even if all they did to piss him off was look at him funny.
After a few minutes of silence, Magic Steve began to shake. He wanted to make more dinosaur noises. He couldn’t help himself. Whenever he was in the driver’s seat of a dino, he got so excited. He liked to imagine that he actually was a dinosaur living in the age of dinosaurs. He wanted to attack and eat all the other dinosaurs on the road.
“RAWW! RAAWWR! RAAAAAWR!” he said, involuntarily.
When Mr. Slick glared at him again, Magic Steve bit his tongue, using all of his strength to hold his mouth shut. But he couldn’t help it.
He whispered to himself, “RAAAAWR… RAAAWR… RAAAWR…”
But Mr. Slick could still hear him. He looked as if he was about to rip Steve’s tongue out with a pair of pliers.
“Is that them?” Steve said, before Slick had a chance to do anything to him.
He pointed at the stegosaurus driving a few dinos ahead of them. Slick squinted his eyes to verify it was Mr. Torso’s dino. When he had confirmation, he rolled down the window. Then a donut-shaped 9mm handgun whipped out of his suit sleeve into his right hand.


Mr. Slick fired at the stegosaurus, but only hit the plates on its back. When Mr. Torso realized he was being shot at, he jumped his dino to the other side of a couple of iguanodons, using them as shields from the gunfire. But that wasn’t going to protect them from Mr. Slick.
“Do your trick,” Magic Steve told him. “Shoot around those iguanodons.”
Mr. Slick earned his name because of a special shooting technique he used. The handguns that he kept in his sleeves were custom-built. They were not exactly guns. They were more like yo-yos that shot 9mm bullets.
Whipping his hand out of the window, the gun flew two lanes over, past the iguanodons, and fired into the back of the stegosaurus. Then a wire attached to the base of the gun reeled it back into Slick’s hand.
As Steve drove them after the stegosaur, Mr. Slick yo-yoed his gun in and out of the window, firing around the backs of dinos, shooting from angles where Mr. Torso couldn’t see them coming.
“RAAAWR! RAAAWR! RAAWR!” Magic Steve yelled uncontrollably, as his dimetrodon charged down the street.
The excitement of the chase was too much for him. He couldn’t help but make dinosaur noises.
“RAAAAWR! CHOMP! CHOMP! RAAAAWR!”
He imagined himself as a dino on a hunt. He was the powerful carnivore chasing after his herbivore prey.
“CHOMP! CHOMP! CHOMP!”
He couldn’t stop himself from biting into the dino in front of him. He drove up behind a slow-moving ouranosaur, who was just trying to get out of their way, and bit into its metal tail. Once it was in the dimetrodon’s mouth, Steve thrashed the controller around until the tail was ripped free from the ouranosaur’s back.
“CHOMP! CHOMP! RAAAAWR!”
Mr. Slick tried the best he could to ignore the annoying driver as he shot at the stegosaur. As they passed an iguanodon, he could see the old lady driving it, scared out of her mind. She was praying that she wouldn’t get hit in the crossfire.
Then Mr. Slick’s yo-yo gun flew through the old lady’s window and out the other side, shooting at the stegosaur. The old woman screamed at the top of her lungs as the gun went whizzing past her face. The wire was just an inch away from slicing open her throat as it reeled back into Slick’s hand.


The stegosaur jumped over the side of the ramp and landed on another freeway running east.
“Holy shit!” Steve yelled. “Did you see that?”
As they passed over the eastbound freeway, Mr. Slick tossed his gun over the railing. The wire bent over the bar, sending the gun down to the eastbound freeway below them. It fired into the dinos driving beneath them, but Slick couldn’t see where he was shooting. Once they saw the stegosaur driving off into the distance, Slick could tell he didn’t land any of his shots.
“After them,” said Mr. Slick in a soft whispery voice.
Then Mr. Slick climbed out of the window onto the roof.
Magic Steve took the exit and headed after the stegosaur, growling as he raced through the dino horde.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


June had difficulty putting her boxing gloves on over the armadillos. They squirmed to escape, clawing at the gloves, trying to dig through them. She had only had them implanted last week, so she was still inexperienced at keeping them under control. They fought against her commands, trying to run free.
She knew Muscle June had told her not to fight for at least five months, but it was her first (and probably only) title shot. She couldn’t back out. It was only a fluke that she got the match to begin with. There was no way she was going to cancel. Even if she injured herself, even if she couldn’t control the armadillos, even if she lost horribly, she was at least going to try.
After finally stuffing the tiny creatures into the gloves, she looked at herself in the locker room mirror.
“This is your shot, June,” she said to her reflection. “Don’t fuck it up.”
Then she punched her gloves together. The act sent needles of pain up her forearms.


June went down, spitting blood across the mat. Her opponent, the champion Tina Lee, hovered over her. She was dancing over June’s body, shaking sweat from her head and punching her gloves together.
But June wasn’t out yet. She pulled herself back to her feet. Staggering toward the ropes, her mind was fuzzy. She could barely stand.
“What the heck are you doing out there?” her trainer yelled. “There’s no weight behind your punches.”
June’s hands were in too much pain to throw any real punches. It felt like her fists would break against Tina Lee’s face if she tried.
The crowd roared at June. They hated her. They didn’t think she deserved to be there. She was still an unknown. And, worst of all, they were bored out of their minds. The announcers just kept repeating, “She’s just out of her league,” over and over again. June decided she just had to suck up the pain and fight for real.
When the bell dinged, June charged right in. Her balance wasn’t very steady, but she fought with all of her strength. Unfortunately, her opponent was just a better boxer than she was. June threw a left, then a right, using all of her strength. But Tina Lee dodged her punches, got in a couple of body blows right below her ribs. The punches hit hard, but the pain was nothing compared to the tearing sensations in her wrists.
While Lee was busy punching her in the stomach again, June threw a left hook at her opponent’s jaw. But Lee was too fast. She blocked the punch.
When June’s left connected with Lee’s block, she heard a loud snap. At first, she didn’t see her fist bent all the way back the wrong way. The pain was so intense she went blind for a moment.
Falling to one knee, shrieking, her vision cleared and she saw the armadillo twitching inside her glove. The nerves had been severed. She couldn’t control the armadillo in the slightest any more.
Tina Lee’s mouth dropped open at the sight of June’s broken, squirming fist. She couldn’t take her eyes off of it. That’s when June saw her opportunity. She launched off of the mat, her right fist aiming at her opponent’s face. Lee didn’t see the upper cut coming at her. As it connected, Lee was thrown into the air. The audience fell silent. By the time she hit the mat, Lee was already out cold.
The audience cheered. They couldn’t believe it. The first punch June actually landed was a knock out punch. The bell dinged. She had won the title. She was a champion. For about two minutes.
June didn’t have the strength to stop the medics as they removed her glove, revealing her armadillo hand to everyone. Blood gushed out of June’s wrists like a geyser. The armadillo’s innards spilled out across the mat. It was dead.


After that night, June was disqualified and barred from boxing ever again. She had to get a new armadillo implanted on her left wrist, only because she didn’t know what else to do with the missing hand. She almost didn’t get a replacement armadillo, but decided it was worth it. Even if she couldn’t fight again, she could still let out her aggression on the punching bag in her free time.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


Driving down Canyon Road, Tony was able to go faster. The road usually had very little traffic. Any dino they came across, he was able to leap over and continue on with ease.
June kept looking back, wondering if any dino back there was a dimetrodon.
“Think we lost them?” June asked.
“No,” Tony said. “They know which way we’re headed. For now, all we can hope for is that they don’t catch up.”


Magic Steve was one with the dimetrodon. He could smell herbivore meat on the road. He was getting close to his prey.
“RAAAAWR! ROOOOAAWR!”
He was able to make dino noises as loud as he wanted with Mr. Slick on the roof.
“RAAAAWR! Chomp! Chomp!”
Making the noises helped Steve get into the zone. When he felt as if he were one with the dinosaur, he was able to drive faster. Maybe even faster than Mr. Torso.
“RAAAAAAAWR!”
When the stegosaur came into his sights, Steve’s expression became serious. His eyes were hungry. A quiet growl under his breath. He was a predator on the hunt. He would not allow his prey to escape this time.


Tony saw the dimetrodon closing in behind him.
“Hold on,” he told June.
The stegosaur sped up, but wasn’t quick enough. The dimetrodon was at their tail. Bullets pierced the metal body around them. Tony looked back at the man standing on the roof of the dimetrodon. He was gripping the sail on the dimetrodon’s back, shooting at them with both yo-yo guns at once.
Mr. Slick whipped his arms out and both guns flew on their wires at the stegosaur, one on each side. The guns fired up the sides of the dino, shredding its metal frame.
June screamed and ducked under the dashboard as the bullets shattered the passenger side window.
The dimetrodon bit into the back of the stegosaur, slowing it down. Even over the loud dino engines, Tony could hear Magic Steve yelling CHOMP! CHOMP! CHOMP!
Mr. Slick swung one yo-yo gun in a wide arc. When it came at the dino, the gun entered through June’s window. Tony pulled her down as the yo-yo gun fired above their heads, hovering in midair within the cab of the vehicle.
After the gun left the window, returning to Slick’s hand, June shrieked, “What the fuck was that?”
“I told you Mr. Slick was dangerous,” Tony said.
“And there are four more people in the organization more dangerous than him?” June screamed.
“That’s right, Sugar Legs,” Tony said in a dismissive voice, trying to focus on the road. “Each one is more deadly than the last.”
“How the hell are we going to get away from these guys?”
“Don’t worry, baby,” Tony said, turning to her with a wink. “You’ve got Mr. Awesome on your side.”


Tony swung the spiked stegosaurus tail at the dimetrodon, smacking it away from his rear end. Then he used the opportunity to gain speed.
Up ahead, a large brachiosaurus was driving casually down the road. It was a one lane highway, so Tony had to pass it on the left.
As they passed, June looked up at the driver. He was falling asleep at the controls. Like most sauropod-drivers, he had probably been driving nonstop for the past twenty hours, trying to get his cargo to its destination on time. For a moment, she wished she was riding in a dinosaur that big. She would feel a lot safer sitting all the way up there, beyond where Mr. Slick’s yo-yo guns could reach.
The dimetrodon passed the brachiosaur behind Tony, catching up to his rear. Mr. Slick continued firing at their vehicle, but wasn’t able to swing his gun into June’s window with the giant herbivore in the way.
June looked back up to the brachiosaur-driver. He didn’t seem to notice the gunfire around him. Or, perhaps, he just didn’t care.


Once both dinos were in front of the brachiosaurus, Tony slowed down.
“What the hell are you doing?” June asked.
“I’ve got a plan,” Tony said.
Then the dimetrodon bit into the back of the stegosaur. June could hear the dimetrodon driver growling at the top of his lungs as his vehicle held the stegosaur’s tail in its teeth.
“Was this part of your plan?” June asked.
“Hold on . . .” Tony said. He was beginning to look nervous.
Tony slowed down even more, so that all three vehicles on the road were bumper to bumper.
“Brace yourself,” Tony said.
As the stegosaur began driving even slower, the gunfire stopped.
“Let go of its tail, you idiot!” Mr. Slick yelled down at the dimetrodon driver.
But Magic Steve couldn’t hear Slick’s whispery voice over the sound of his own roars. He was no longer a human. He was now a dinosaur. He had his prey between his teeth. He could taste its blood in his mouth. He would never let go.
“RRRAAAWR! RAAAAWR! RAAWR!”
As the brachiosaurus driver became impatient with the slow dinos in front of him, he attempted to jump two dinos at the same time.
“Let go of the tail!” Mr. Slick yelled.
When the brachiosaurs leapt into the air, Tony sped up, pulling the dimetrodon with him.
“Don’t you dare!” June yelled at Tony. Then she screamed as she saw the brachiosaur’s massive shadow coming down on them.
“RRRAAAWR! RAAAWR!”
As the stegosaurus flew forward, pulling the dimetrodon with it, Magic Steve could see a shadow growing larger and larger around his vehicle. When he realized it was a colossal dino coming down on him, he frowned and made a whimpering dinosaur sound.
“Rrreeewr?” Steve said.
Then his vehicle was crushed into the street, beneath the weight of the colossal brachiosaur.


“Holy shit,” June said. She couldn’t believe they made it out from under the massive dinosaur unscathed.
The dimetrodon was still trapped between the brachiosaur’s legs. With every step of the colossal machine, the dimetrodon was mashed even further into a mangled heap, until the contorted pile of metal rolled out from under the brachiosaur onto the side of the road.
The brachiosaurus driver didn’t pull over to check on the dimetrodon. He didn’t even seem to notice what had happened.
June laughed as loud as she could. She didn’t know exactly what she was laughing about. She just didn’t know how else to react to what had just happened.
Tony bobbed his head with satisfaction. “That’s what they get for messing with Mr. Fast Awesome.”


“Now what do we do?” June asked, a few more miles down Canyon Road.
“We should get off of the road,” Tony said. “I think we should head south. Get a hotel. Lay low for a little while.”
They passed a motel on the right.
“What about that one?” June asked.
“Not that one,” Tony said. “We want to get as far away from this highway as possible. Once he sees the corpses we left back there, Rape Face is going to know we were headed east on Canyon.”
June nodded. She trusted him.
“Besides,” Tony said. “We don’t want to stay at a roadside motel anyway. We need a hotel with a parking garage, so we can keep Santos hidden.”
“Santos?” June asked.
“Oh, I never told you?” Tony smiled and patted the dashboard. “That’s my stegosaur’s name. Santos.”
“Santos?” June said. Then she smirked.
She pet the dashboard with an armadillo shell.
“Thank you for rescuing me, Santos.”



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


“There’s only one bed,” June said as they entered the hotel room.
“We’ll have to make due, baby.”
“You requested a king-size bed instead of two queens, didn’t you?” June asked.
“It’s just fate,” he said.
Then he rolled a cart into the room with his stubby arms. There was a bottle of champagne in a bucket of ice with two wine flutes.
“There’s no way in hell I’m ever going to sleep with you,” June said. “Don’t even try.”
“The thought hadn’t crossed my mind, Sugar Legs.” He dimmed the lighting and lit two candles.
“Just because you helped me escape from those guys doesn’t mean I owe you sex or anything,” she said. “I’ll pay you whatever money you want to help me through this. But sex isn’t an option.”
“Of course not, babydoll,” Tony said, popping the champagne cork and filling the glasses with white foam. “I’m just trying to help you relax.”
“Sure you are,” June said, sitting down on the bed.
Tony crawled up on the bed behind her and began to massage her shoulders with his arm-stumps.
“You need to unwind after such a stressful experience,” he said, rubbing her shoulders in little circles. “Let Mr. Fast Awesome take care of you.”
Even though it creeped her out to have the amputee rubbing her with his arm-stumps, he was incredibly skilled at giving massages. She felt the tension slowly release from her muscles with each disturbing stroke.
“Do you like that?” Tony said over her shoulder.
“Uh,” June said.
As he leaned his body against her for balance, June could feel a large bulge between Tony’s amputated legs. He didn’t have an erection, but even flaccid she could feel his penis on her back. She could tell the thing was huge. She tried to imagine exactly what size it must be when erect. In her head, she pictured it even larger than one of his leg stumps. She imagined him having difficulty walking around with a penis longer than his stubby legs.
Tony heard her giggling.
“That’s right, baby,” he said. “Enjoy yourself. For all we know, it could be our last night on Earth.”



CHAPTER SIXTEEN


June dodged the concrete slab as it came down at her head. When it collided with Mr. Happy’s corpse, his insides sprayed out in all directions like a frog under a sledgehammer.
The demonic executioner raised the club in the air again, his red eyes glaring at his prey through his spiked iron mask.
June got to her feet. The massive fire lining the warehouse walls blazed so high that the air burned her lungs when she tried to breathe. She looked over at Tony. He still wasn’t moving. She wasn’t going to leave him. She couldn’t leave him. She had to defeat the crazed monster and get out of there as soon as possible.
“Let’s go,” June said to the hulk, returning to a boxing stance. “You don’t scare me one bit.”
She charged the muscular beast and punched him in the stomach. He didn’t try to dodge. He just took it. The punch didn’t faze him in the slightest. The armadillo coughed and writhed against his chest, as if her punch knocked the wind out of the creature.
“What the fuck are you?” June asked.
He just smacked her with his open palm, knocking her back. She regained her posture. Flaming chunks of wood fell from the ceiling all around her.
She noticed her armadillos were shaking. So were her knees. She wanted to just leave Tony and run away. Tony might be a dead man anyway. At least one of them would get out of there alive.
“I have to run away,” June said to Tony. “How can I beat him?”
The hulk stomped slowly toward her. She stared at the large tattoo on the center of his chest. A tattoo of the number one.
“I couldn’t even beat Mr. Sorry,” she said. “How the hell am I going to beat this guy?”
She took a step back with every step the man took forward.
“It’s hopeless,” she said to herself.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


“Hopeless.”
June stretched her fingers out and then clenched her fists until her knuckles turned white. She had no idea how she was going to go up against the champion, Tina Lee.
“There’s no way,” June said to herself. “I’m just going to make an idiot out of myself. She’s so out of my league.”
Her trainer said she would do just fine, but she knew he was blowing smoke up her ass. He knew she was going to lose no matter how hard she prepared. She could tell he figured this was the furthest she was ever going to go in her boxing career.
June let out all of her aggression on the punching bag. She felt safe fighting against the punching bag. It was an opponent she could always defeat.
Then she imagined the bag was Tina Lee’s face. Her punches weakened. Even a vision of the champion was too intimidating to fight.
“I’m going to be demolished,” June said.
She wished she had been taking steroids. Perhaps if she were stronger she’d be able to take on the champion. If only she was as tough as Muscle June, the boxer version of her from another dimension, the one with the armadillo fists.
June’s eyes lit up. She remembered that Muscle June had offered to hook her up with the operation if she wanted.
“And you’d pay for it?” June had asked her doppelganger.
“Sure,” said Muscle June. “You’re me, aren’t you? If you can’t count on yourself for help, who can you count on?”
She decided to go through with it. That was the edge she needed. She didn’t care if it turned her into a freak. With her new armadillo fists, June was going to pummel her opponent until she looked like roadkill under the foot of a ninety-ton brachiosaur.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


“What do you think could have done this?” Mr. Marathon asked, staring down at the wrecked dimetrodon.
“They were trampled,” said Mr. Sorry.
Mr. Sorry kneeled down, examining the wreck.
“By what?” asked Mr. Marathon.
“A brachiosaurus,” said Mr. Sorry.
“How do you know that?” asked Mr. Food, eating a candy bar.
“Because I know,” said Mr. Sorry.
“Bullshit,” said Mr. Food. “You’re talking out your ass. There’s no way you can tell by looking at this lump of metal.”
Mr. Sorry didn’t bother responding. He walked away from the fat guy, examining the other side of the dimetrodon corpse.
“Trust him,” Mr. Happy told Food. “The guy used to be a detective.”
“A detective?” Food said. “You’ve got to be shitting me.”
“He used to be a cop on the boss’ payroll,” said Mr. Happy.
“They let that maniac be a cop?” asked Mr. Food.
“Yeah.” Mr. Happy smiled. “He didn’t last long as a cop. After he got out of jail for busting his partner’s legs, the boss hired him on.”
“No wonder why I hate the guy,” said Mr. Food. “Pigs make me fucking sick.”


“I can’t find Mr. Slick’s body anywhere,” Mr. Marathon said to Rape Face.
“Did you check every piece of flesh scattered across this road, dick fingers?” Rape Face said.
“He’s not here,” said Mr. Marathon.
Rape Face scanned the area, squinting his tiny gray eyes. Then he pointed at a body in the nearby bushes.
“He’s right there, dumbshit,” said Rape Face.
Mr. Marathon went toward the body in the bushes. He leaned down and rolled the body over.
“It’s not him,” Mr. Marathon said.
“What?” Rape Face yelled, annoyed by the sound of the lanky man’s voice.
“It’s not Mr. Slick.”
Rape Face spit tobacco juice. “Well, who the fuck is it then?”
Mr. Marathon shrugged. “I don’t know. Some other guy."



CHAPTER NINETEEN


As the brachiosaurus came down on top of the dimetrodon, Mr. Slick jumped off of the roof. He hit the steel street and rolled off of the road. Looking back, he saw Magic Steve crushed beneath the feet of the enormous dinosaur.
He got to his feet and snapped his dislocated shoulder back into place. Once the brachiosaur finally kicked the crushed dimetrodon to the side of the road, Mr. Slick approached the wreckage. He knew Magic Steve was dead before he even saw the body. The annoying kid’s flesh was pulverized within the metal wreck, as if he’d been through a garbage disposal.
Mr. Slick tried to reach into the wreck to get the phone, but he could only fit his hand ten inches within before hitting crumpled metal. Without any way to reach Mr. Face, Slick decided to continue the job on his own.
A guy riding a velociraptor came zooming by a few minutes later. Mr. Slick swung his yo-yo gun out in front of the man, the wire wrapping around the raptor rider’s neck. When Slick yanked the yo-yo gun back, the rider flew off of the back of his dino and hit the ground with a broken neck.
“I need to borrow your ride,” Mr. Slick whispered to the dead raptor rider.
After he pulled the body off of the road, Mr. Slick got onto the back of the velociraptor, revved its engine, and took off at full speed.


When Mr. Slick caught up to the stegosaurus, he didn’t engage them. He knew Mr. Torso thought he was dead, so he was going to use that to his advantage. He wasn’t going to attack until he had a better chance of success, once Mr. Torso was no longer behind the wheel of that stegosaurus.
He followed them east until they reached a small coastal city. When they arrived at a hotel, he parked across the street and watched them from a distance. He was going to stay back for a while, wait until they thought they were safe, then attack.
He wasn’t going to rush in guns-blazing like usual. He was going to be patient. He was going to play it smart.



CHAPTER TWENTY


“Hey, Rape Face,” Mr. Food said, stepping out of the triceratops.
Rape Face looked up from the dimetrodon wreckage and gave him a dirty look. “What did you just fucking call me?”
Food ignored his question. “I think I found Slick.”
“Where?” asked Mr. Sorry.
“In Lily Port,” Food said. “On the radio, they said some crazy guy was shooting up a hotel over there. The way they described him, especially his guns, it’s got to be him.”
“That fucking idiot,” Rape Face said. “He went in guns-blazing as usual.”
He climbed the ladder up the side of the T-rex.
“Why couldn’t that asshole be patient?” Rape Face grumbled to himself. “He should’ve played it smart.”
Then the five men got into their dinos and headed east, for Lily Port.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


“Give me the room number of Tony Kudrow,” Mr. Slick told the woman at the front desk of the hotel.
She could barely understand his soft voice. Then he whipped a gun out of his sleeve, pointed it at her, and repeated himself. She heard him the second time.
“I’ll do anything you say,” she told him, holding her hands up. “Just don’t shoot. I’ve got kids at home.”
“Everybody’s got kids at home,” said Mr. Slick. “Just hurry it up.”
“Yeah, okay,” she said. “Yeah.”
After clicking through the records on her computer, she said, “Room 306.”
“Give me the key,” he said.
“Yeah, okay,” she said. “Yeah.”
She slid the key card across the desk.
“Thank you,” Mr. Slick said, as he put the key card in his suit pocket.
Then he shot her in the face, just as three police officers entered the lobby.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


Rape Face drove the T-rex down the road toward Lily Port, when a stegosaurus came racing past in the opposite direction.
“That was them,” Mr. Sorry said.
Rape Face turned the T-rex around and followed. He hit the speaker phone and called the triceratops.
“They just passed us,” Rape Face said.
“Yeah, we saw,” said Mr. Food.
“Well then get the fuck after them, fat ass,” Rape Face yelled.
When he slammed on the gas, the T-rex roared a metallic roar and then stomped down the road after the stegosaur.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


June woke up in the hotel room. Police lights flashed through the sides of the curtains.
“What’s wrong, baby?” Tony groaned, rubbing his hairy naked chest with his stumps. “Come back to bed.”
When June looked out the window, she saw seven penta-ceratops police cruisers in the parking lot.
“Something’s going on,” she said.
Tony stood up and pulled on his shorts. Then he raised his eyebrows at the sight of the boxer woman’s bare ass and the sides of her breasts squished against the glass. But once he heard the gunshots, he snapped out of it.
“That Mr. Slick guy is still alive,” June said.
“Huh?” Tony said, hobbling over to the window. “How?”
When Tony looked outside, he saw the cops shooting at somebody who was inside the hotel. Although he didn’t see Mr. Slick himself, he saw the yo-yo guns as they extended into the parking lot to shoot down the cops hiding behind their vehicles.
“We need to get out of here,” Tony said. “Fast.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


Mr. Slick was a yo-yo champion when he was younger, which was why he had become so skilled at his shooting technique. He used to perform yo-yo tricks at kid’s birthday parties and at elementary schools. He did it just for fun in his early twenties. He had no idea the skills would come in handy once he was hired by Big Bob.
When the cops surrounded him in the hotel lobby, Mr. Slick spun his gun in a circle over his head, as if he were doing an around-the-world yo-yo trick. The cops fell to the ground with bullets in their heads.
One of them jumped over the front desk, so Mr. Slick did his walk-the-dog trick, rolling his yo-yo gun beneath the counter, filling the cop with holes.
He took the elevator up to the third floor. Some people had stepped out of their rooms, wondering what all the commotion was about. When they saw Mr. Slick coming toward them, they ducked back into their doorways. But that wasn’t enough to escape him. Mr. Slick whirled his yo-yo guns down the hall, shooting them dead from their presumably safe positions.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


June opened the hotel room door and looked into the hallway. An obese man in boxer shorts stepped around the corner and fell to the floor, dead. His chest was covered in bullet holes.
“He’s coming,” June said.
Three police officers emerged from the stairwell behind her. As they passed her in the hallway, they said, “Get back in your room, ma’am.”
They aimed their weapons at the end of the hallway, waiting for Mr. Slick to come around the corner. But instead of the assailant, a gun on a wire whirled out into their line of fire. The three policemen took bullets through their chests one at a time and hit the floor. Then Mr. Slick stepped around the hallway and faced June.
“Get back,” June cried, leaping into the room toward Tony.
The yo-yo gun extended through their doorway and fired wildly into their room.


Mr. Slick ran down the hall toward room 306. When he got to the doorway, he saw Tony staring back at him on the other end of the room.
“Missed me, Mr. Small Dick,” Tony said, and chuckled at his clever insult. “Don’t you know that you have to aim lower if you want to hit me?”
Tony jumped behind the bed as Mr. Slick’s yo-yo guns extended across the room, firing into the wall over Tony’s back.
Before the guns returned to Slick’s hands, June jumped out of the bathroom and caught his wires between her armadillos’ teeth. Mr. Slick’s eyes widened as the armadillos bit through the cables. His guns dropped limp on the other side of the room, behind the angry female boxer with armadillo fists. When her upper cut connected with his jaw, he was sent flying back into the hallway.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


June’s upper cut sent her opponent’s jaw flying across the ring. The rest of his body still stood in front of her, but his lower jaw had been ripped off of his face on impact. The referee didn’t stop the match, too busy laughing his ass off at the carnage.
The guy continued to box without his lower jaw, blood gushing down his neck, his tongue dangling in the air. He tried to block one of her punches to his face, but she hit so hard that her armadillo fist broke both of his forearms. He wasn’t able to fight at all after that, just shriek in agony. Then her armadillo fist collided with his temple, sending bits of skull and brain into the air, across the mat.
June was a different person during this era in her life. She was Psycho June. After she was banned from professional boxing, she had no choice but to fight in the underground bare-knuckle tournaments. The audience was comprised of all manner of criminal scum, from crooked politicians, to drug lords, to Bobby “Big Bob” Mazetti.
When she entered these arenas, she was no longer the June who wanted to box because she thought it was fun. She came to do one thing: obliterate her opponent from the face of the planet. She was a warrior from hell with red demon eyes. Her armadillos would crush their skulls and feast on their blood.
After her opponent had fallen unconscious, June did not stop there. She jumped on top of his body, straddling his chest between her thighs, and continued to pound on his face long after the match was over. She punched until his skull shattered into chunky gore, and then she punched the chunks into a soupy puddle.
The referee never stopped her. The crowd never stopped her. She was their favorite. She was Psycho June Howard, aka Armadillo Fists. She gave them what they wanted, and what they wanted was to see a man’s brains splattered across the ring as if a brontosaurus had run over his skull.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


June promised herself she would never let Psycho June out ever again. She had murdered countless people in the ring when she allowed the demon to take over her spirit. That wasn’t who she wanted to be anymore. That was in her past.
But when she climbed on top of Mr. Slick in the hallway of the hotel, she couldn’t help but let the demon out a little. The bloodlust overwhelmed her.
She punched him in the face, with a left, then a right, alternating between armadillo fists. He gagged on his own blood and cried out between each punch. His pale white skin covered in pools of red, like strawberry syrup oozing down vanilla ice-cream.
Then June punched harder, harder, until his skull started cracking. She enjoyed the satisfying popping sound as her fist smashed his head open like a Halloween pumpkin. Her tongue licked at the blood as it splashed into her smiling face.
“June,” Tony said, coming up behind her.
She giggled madly, punching the man’s brains into mush.
“That’s enough!” Tony said, smacking her back with his stump. “He’s dead.”
June snapped out of it and shook Psycho June out of her mind. When she looked at the gore coating the floor and walls around her, she began to cry.
“Come on,” Tony said, pushing her away from the body. “We’ve got to get out of here.”
June rose to her feet and wiped the tears away. Then she followed him to the stairwell.


Tony and June didn’t notice the triceratops or the T-rex passing them as they drove down the highway on their way out of Lily Port.
“What was that back there?” Tony asked. His voice was softer than usual, concerned for her. “You seemed like a different person.”
“I don’t want to talk about it,” June said.
Tony drove in silence for a while.
“You’re dangerous, aren’t you?” he asked.
June buried her face in her armadillos’ bellies.
“I don’t want to be,” she said.
She promised herself, no matter what happened, she wouldn’t let the demon out again.



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


She tried to hold back the demon inside of her as Mr. Sorry came toward her with black tears in his eyes. But she didn’t know if she could beat him, even if she let the demon out. The second he had pulled her out of the stegosaurus by her hair, she knew she wasn’t going to win this fight.
Every time she threw a punch, he dodged. No matter how fast her fists were, he was able to avoid them every single time, without fail. He didn’t punch back, just stared at her with his calm soulless eyes, wiping away black tears as they rolled down his cheeks.
“How the hell are you so fast?” June said, barely able to catch her breath.
When he finally threw his first punch, she wasn’t able to block in time. His fist curled up under her arms, into her stomach, beneath her ribcage. She crumbled and vomited into the dirt. She had never been hit so hard in her life. His fists were stronger than even her armadillos. They were like bricks. No, she thought, they were like miniature steel wrecking balls.
When she looked up at the stegosaurus, covered in bullet holes, she realized she didn’t have a choice. She didn’t know if Tony was even still alive in there. She had to do whatever it took to save him, even if it meant releasing the demon.
She stood up to Mr. Sorry and raised her fists. The bloodlust filled her eyes. She imagined smashing his skull into a pulpy mess. Her lips curled into a wicked smile.
As she aimed her fist at the center of his forehead, Mr. Sorry casually dodged her attack and punched her in the face. She was out cold before she hit the ground.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


Bobby “Big Bob” Mazetti was a big fan of getting punched in the face. He paid June a large sum of money to come to his house every Thursday and beat the crap out of him with her armadillo fists.
“Hit harder,” Big Bob told her. “Hit me until I puke.”
The boss already had huge welts on his chest, a black eye, and blood coming out of his nose. He was sitting on a chair in his personal gym, his hand down his shorts, masturbating as June beat on him like a punching bag.
“Yeah, you like that?” June said.
Big Bob moaned.
“Uh!” she said, as she punched him in the face.
The boss liked when she said uh! every time she punched him. He liked her to talk in a sexy voice. She focused on the boss’ face as she punched him, trying to ignore what he was doing in his pants. It was always like this. She was like some kind of cross between his boxing trainer and his personal dominatrix.
“Yeah, hit me harder,” Big Bob said, masturbating furiously.
Rape Face barged into the room just before the old man was about to cum.
“Hey, Bob,” Rape Face said.
“What the fuck do you want now?” the boss yelled. “Can’t you see I’m busy here?”
“Slick’s come for his money,” Rape Face said.
“Are you fucking kidding me?” Bob said. “Just pay the guy. You’re giving me blue balls over here.”
“Pay him with what?”
“Christ almighty . . .” Bob banged the back of his head on the wall behind him. In the most condescending tone he could muster, he said, “By the front door, on the table, there’s an envelope full of money with the words Mister and Slick written on it. You blind or just stupid?” He threw his shirt at Rape Face. “Next time use your brain before bothering me while I’m training.”
The words bounced off of Rape Face. He was busy staring at June’s sweaty legs. She wished she could get paid to punch that ugly asshole in the face for hours on end.
When Rape Face left, Big Bob said, “That guy’s an idiot.”
“Why do you call him Mr. Face?” June asked him.
“He was supposed to be the face of my organization,” he said. “I wanted to be more of a behind the scenes guy. He was supposed to be the one managing everything. What a joke that turned out to be. The asshole can’t take a shit without needing me to wipe his ass for him.”
“Should we start over?” June asked.
Big Bob looked down at his crotch and frowned.
“Yeah,” he said. “My cock ain’t a rock anymore.”
June didn’t want to think about it, so she just punched him in the face until he shut up.



CHAPTER THIRTY


Tony pulled the stegosaurus over onto the side of the road and flipped the engine off.
“Why’d you stop?” June asked.
Tony looked over at her.
“We’re not going another mile until you tell me what hap-pened,” he said.
June shrugged. “What do you mean?”
“Why’d you kill the boss?” he said. “I know the job you did for Big Bob was demeaning, but you couldn’t have killed him just for that.”
June looked away. She really didn’t want to talk about it.
“I’m not sure I can continue to help you if you’re not honest with me,” he said. “To be frank, after what you did to Mr. Slick back there I’m beginning to get a little scared of you. The look in your eyes . . . you looked like some kind of psychotic freak.”
“I’m not a psychotic freak!” she shrieked at him, in the voice of a psychotic freak.
Tony noticed she had an armadillo pointed at him. The little creature was growling and foaming at the mouth, staring at him with a thirst for blood. He slowly turned his head away from the armadillo and stared forward, keeping his hands on the controls, not making any sudden moves.
When June realized her threatening posture, she eased up and hid the armadillo between her thighs.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t want you to be scared of me.”
Tony responded calmly, softly, “Then tell me what happened between you and Big Bob. I want to understand what you’re going through.”
June looked down at her armadillo fists.
“He pushed me into it,” she said.
Then she told him the story.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


“This ain’t working,” Big Bob said, struggling to get his penis erect.
June stopped punching him in the face.
“Let’s try something new,” Bob said.
He stood up and went over to the wrestling mat in the center of his gym. Then he raised his fists.
“I want to box,” he said.
“You want to go a round with me, old man?” June said, smirking.
“Bare knuckle boxing,” he said. “My fists versus your armadillos.”
June was kind of worried. She’d always been the one doing the punching. She didn’t like the idea of getting punched back. She was worried about letting out Psycho June.
“I’ll pay you double,” he said.
“You sure?” June said.
The old guy threw a punch and she blocked, then she punched him in the jaw.
“Yeah,” said the old guy. “Harder.”
She did a hook-jab combo and Big Bob moaned with pleasure. June could see a bulge rising in his shorts. She punched him again.
“Hard enough for you?” June said, feeling like a phone sex operator with a page full of cheesy lines meant to somehow be sexy.
Bob put one hand into his underwear and began to stroke himself. With the other, he punched at June. She dodged and hit him again. He didn’t bother blocking.
“Time to get serious,” Bob said.
He took off his shorts and underwear, tossing them over his shoulder.
June hopped from side to side, her fists raised to chin-level, staring at the naked old man in front of her. He’d never taken his pants off while masturbating in front of her before. It made her twice as uncomfortable.
His saggy bulbous flesh was covered in liver spots and long white hairs growing out of moles. His penis was fully erect and pointing at her. It was long and thin. It looked like a pencil covered in loose, rubbery, splotchy skin. His scrotum dangled halfway down his thighs and was dark gray in color, as if he’d been dragging it through the dirt for the past few days.
“Take your clothes off,” Big Bob told her.
June paused. She stopped moving her feet, but didn’t lower her fists.
“I’ll pay you triple,” he said.
“You said all I had to do was hit you,” June said.
“That’s all I want you to do,” he said. “But I want you to do it with your clothes off.”
“I don’t think . . .”
“I’m not going to fuck you,” he said. “I just want to box.”
“In the nude?”
“It’s going to be wild,” Bob said, shaking his fists and penis at her.
“I don’t think I can,” she said.
“Then I’ll pay you whatever the fuck you want,” he yelled, curling his eyebrows at her. “You’re starting to piss me off, damn it. Now take your fucking clothes off and let me punch those tight little titties of yours.”


June was shaking as she took her clothes off. The amount of money Big Bob was offering her was too much to refuse. And the angry look in his eyes told her that if she were to refuse him one more time he was going to put a bullet in her lungs.
She faced him on the wrestling mat and held up her armadillo fists.
“Let’s go,” he said, raising his fists to meet hers.
She threw a weak punch and he dodged it. Then he punched her with all of his strength, right in the eye. She fell to one knee.
“Fight for real,” Bob yelled at her, his erection becoming soft. “Don’t fuck with me.”
When she got back to her feet, he punched her in the stomach and then in the nose.
“You think I’m fucking around?” he said.
Blood dribbled from her nostrils.
She curled her armadillos and went at him, punching him in the stomach, and then the face. His penis was getting hard again. He threw a punch and she dodged, and then she kneed him in the stomach. He bowed over and stepped back.
“That was an illegal move,” he said, chuckling. “But I’ll let it slide. I kind of liked it.”
Then she fought him like a real opponent, as if she was back in the ring again.
“Yeah,” he said, blood spraying from his lips. “More.”
She clocked him in the side of the head, then jabbed him in the center of the chest. He was jerking himself off as she threw the next punch.
“Harder,” he said.
She punched him again. She couldn’t punch him with all of her strength, worried about letting the demon out, worried what might happen to him.
“It’s not hard enough!” he said, hitting her in the left nipple.
She backed away. He came at her, aiming only at her breasts. The creepy feeling of his old man knuckles touching her bare breasts was even worse than the pain they delivered.
“Come on,” he said. “I know you’ve got more power than this. I’ve seen it.”
He stopped punching her breasts and grabbed at them instead. She tried punching him in the face, and he dodged, grabbed her by the nipple and squeezed.
As he twisted her pink nugget of flesh, June clenched her teeth, pulled back her arm, and then threw all her weight into a punch to his face.
She heard a loud crack as her armadillo fist connected with his forehead. He ejaculated onto her thighs and then fell back onto the mat, out cold.


June pulled her clothes back on, glancing over at her boss, wondering when he was going to stand back up. She was happy it didn’t escalate any further. She was happy that the demon didn’t come out. Had the bloodlust taken over, she would have beat the man to death and his skull would be in tiny bloody pieces all over the room. Then her life would be over. If his men didn’t kill her, the cops would have put her in prison for the rest of her life.
She wiped her sweat on a towel and then held it to her nostrils tightly to stop the nosebleed. When she looked back at the old man, he didn’t seem to be moving at all.
“You alright?” she asked him.
He didn’t seem to be breathing.
“You okay?”
She went over to him and placed Jocko onto his shoulder. He didn’t react when she shook him. She put the armadillo to his neck, but couldn’t feel a pulse.
“Oh, shit,” she said.
She shook him furiously.
“Come on, Bob. You can’t be dead, you old bastard.”
But no matter what she did, he wouldn’t wake up. The demon didn’t come out of her, but she had killed him anyway. She looked around. She wasn’t sure what she should do. So she decided to get the hell out of there.
After she grabbed her stuff, she ran for the door, only to run into Rape Face as he entered the room with a question for the boss.
“What the fuck’s going on here?” Rape Face asked.
June panicked. She punched the creep right in his rapey face, knocking him to the ground. Then she took off, down the hallway, toward the exit.



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


Rape Face rubbed his jaw as he drove the T-rex down the highway. It was still sore from when the boxer bitch punched him in the face.
He hit the speaker phone on the dashboard.
“Pull over at the gas station up ahead here,” he said to the men in the triceratops.
“Why’re we stopping?” Mr. Sorry asked.
“We’re splitting up,” Rape Face said. “I want you to go with the other guys in the triceratops and keep following Torso. I’ve got some business to take care of.”
“What kind of business?” Mr. Sorry asked.
Rape Face spit tobacco juice as he pulled the T-rex into the gas station. “The kind of business that’s none of your fucking business.”
Mr. Sorry adjusted his glasses. “Very well.”
Rape Face said, “Shoot the bitch on sight. I want her dead by sunrise, you got me? Use Mr. Corpse if you have to.”
“You sure you want to use Mr. Corpse?” Sorry asked.
“Do whatever it takes to kill the broad and the halfy,” said Rape Face. “Don’t fuck me on this.” He straightened his teeth in the rearview mirror. “I’ll catch up with you guys later.”
Mr. Sorry opened the dino door and stepped out onto the ladder attached to the side of the T-rex’s torso.
“Dead on sight,” Rape Face repeated.
“It’ll be done by morning, boss,” Mr. Sorry said, descending the ladder to the parking lot below.
Rape Face smiled proudly when he heard the word boss. He figured it was about time the boys started showing him a little respect.



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


Mr. Sorry preferred riding with Mr. Happy and Mr. Food in the triceratops, anyway. The three of them would make a good team for taking care of Mr. Torso and Armadillo Fists. It wasn’t very long at all before they caught up to their targets.
“There they are,” Mr. Sorry said, pointing at a stegosaurus up ahead.
It was pulled over on the side of the road. He could tell the woman and the amputee were in there, wrapped up in conversation.
“This is our chance,” Mr. Sorry said. “Get ready to fire. They won’t even see us coming.”
Mr. Food and Mr. Sorry raised their machine guns to the windows. Mr. Happy stayed focused on the road.
“Aim for the driver,” Sorry told Food.
Food grunted. There was a giant gas station pickle in his mouth.
As Mr. Happy slowed down, they opened fire on the stegosaurus. The bullets shredded the metal body, starting at its tail, through the driver’s side door, and then all the way to its head.
Before the triceratops could turn around, Mr. Sorry leapt out of the window. Mr. Food and Mr. Happy looked at him with alarm as their boss’ lieutenant jumped from the moving vehicle with reckless abandon.
Mr. Sorry rolled onto his feet and stood upright. Then he aimed his machine gun at the front of the stegosaurus and stepped forward. He didn’t hear the police sirens coming down the street toward him.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


After June finished telling him the story, Tony asked, “So that’s how it happened? That’s how you killed the boss?”
June nodded her head. She had tears in her eyes.
Tony felt bad forcing her to retell the experience. He was happy that he could trust her again, but he understood why she didn’t want to get into the details.
“If you ask me,” Tony said, “that fucker got what he deserved.”
June smiled at him for saying that.
“I know,” June said, wiping her tears away.
He smiled back at her.
“I promise you, Sugar Legs,” Tony said, rubbing her thigh with a stump-arm. “I’m going to get you through this. No matter what happens, I’ll never leave your side.”
Then he winked at her.
She leaned in to give him a kiss, but stopped short. Something caught her attention in the corner of her eye. But it was too late to do anything about it.
Gunfire erupted outside of the dino as the triceratops drove by. Mr. Sorry and Mr. Food sprayed the stegosaurus with bullets, all the way across the driver’s side of the vehicle. June covered her head as glass, fluids, and bits of steel scattered around her like confetti.
When the gunfire stopped, Tony looked down at his stomach. There were holes in his orange spandex shirt. Blood oozed out of his torso, onto the seat.
“No,” June cried, catching him as he toppled over.
His eyes were rolling in his head. She didn’t know what to do. She wrapped him in her arms, rubbing his forehead, kissing him on the top of his head.
“Come on,” she cried. “Tony! Mr. Awesome!”
He wasn’t responding to her. She tried to put pressure on his stomach wounds, but with the shape of her hands it didn’t seem to do any good. Her armadillos just snuggled against his belly, licking at his blood.
When she looked up through the windshield, Mr. Sorry was standing in front of the vehicle, staring at her. He casually walked up the head of the stegosaurus, pointing his machine gun at them. Then he opened fire.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


Mr. Sorry stood on the roof of the stegosaurus, firing down into the vehicle. He knew the boxer girl was hiding somewhere in the backseat, but wasn’t sure exactly where. So he fired multiple shots into the roof with each step he took.
The police sirens had scared away his partners. The triceratops never turned around to assist him. They kept on going, leaving him to deal with both the boxer and the cops.
Just as the police pentaceratops pulled up behind the stegosaurus, Mr. Sorry’s gun clicked empty.
“Drop the weapon!” the cops yelled, jumping out of their dino and aiming their guns at him.
He tossed his machine gun aside.
“Raise your hands and step slowly off of the vehicle,” one cop yelled, as the two policemen inched their way toward him.
He walked slowly down the stegosaurus tail and dropped down to the dirt, but he didn’t raise his hands.
“I said raise your hands!”
Mr. Sorry paused. He raised one hand, adjusted his glasses, and lowered it again. Then, casually, he walked toward them. They opened fire.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


June watched from the back seat of the stegosaurus as Mr. Sorry approached the cops. She couldn’t believe her eyes. The cops were firing at the man in black, but all of their bullets were missing him, as if they were passing through a ghost’s body.
Staring more carefully, June figured out what was happening. As implausible as it seemed, Mr. Sorry was dodging their bullets. His movement nearly imperceptible as he subtly weaved his way through the barrage.
Then, in the blink of an eye, Mr. Sorry flew forward fifteen feet and planted his fists into each of their chests. The cops froze, their guns still pointed at his previous position. Then their weapons tumbled from their fingers and they fell over, dead. His punches had stopped their hearts.
He turned to the stegosaurus and casually walked back toward June. He removed his leather gloves, revealing a number three tattooed on the back of his right hand.
June crawled into the front seat and started the engine, trying to pull Tony away from the controls. He was still alive, but just barely. She looked back. Mr. Sorry was moving slowly toward the back of the vehicle.
When she looked forward again, Mr. Sorry was already at the driver’s side window, able to move a dinosaur’s length faster than she could turn her head. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her out of the window.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


June awoke to one of her armadillo hands licking her face. She blinked twice, but couldn’t see a thing. Everything was pitch-black. She tried to get up and banged her head against a very low ceiling, like she was inside of a coffin, buried alive.
A loud ringing was in her ears, so she also couldn’t hear anything. Feeling around the edges of her tomb, she realized it wasn’t a coffin at all. She was inside of a trunk. She guessed it was the trunk of the triceratops. Mr. Sorry was taking her back to Rape Face for execution.
“So this is how it ends,” June said to the black, but couldn’t hear her own words through the ringing in her ears.
She rolled over into a squatting position and readied her right fist. She might die soon, but the second Rape Face opened the trunk he was going to get one last clock to the jaw.
While sitting in the dark, waiting for the trunk lid to open for what seemed like an eternity, she cursed the day she met Big Bob. If only he had never come into her life none of this would have ever happened.



CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


“You were amazing out there tonight,” Big Bob said to June as he entered the locker room. “But then, you’re always amazing. I’ve been to all of your matches.”
June didn’t look at him, busy washing blood and chunks of brain from her armadillos’ shells.
“I don’t sign autographs,” she said.
Big Bob cough-laughed at her words.
“I didn’t actually come for your autograph,” he said. “But I guess you could say I’m a fan.”
June dried Jocko off with a towel, while Judy attacked his tail.
“Well, sorry to break the news to you,” June said, “but that was my last match. I’ve just decided to retire.”
“Quit?” Big Bob said. “But you’re the best. How can you quit?”
“Personal reasons,” she said.
Big Bob rubbed his bristly chin.
“So what are you going to do now?” he asked. “For money?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe become a new attraction at a carnival freak show.”
He snickered. She wasn’t really joking.
“Why don’t you come work for me?” he asked.
June looked up at him. She knew who he was. She knew what kind of work he was offering her. But doing the dirty work for some crime boss wasn’t the kind of new life she was looking for.
“I recently lost my number four,” said Big Bob. “If I hired you on, I think you would fit that rank just perfectly. That is, as long as you’re willing to tattoo a number four somewhere on your body.”
June wasn’t listening anymore. She didn’t want to have anything to do with him.
“I’m not interested in that kind of work,” June said. “If you would have asked me a couple months ago I would have jumped at the offer. But not now. I’m done with violence.”
Big Bob stared at her as she bandaged up her armadillos. Every once in a while their shells would get torn against an opponent’s tooth or a jagged piece of skull bone. She had to take good care of their injuries. As Bob watched her, his eyes lit up.
“I’ve got another idea,” he said. “This job won’t be violent. It would be more like training, I guess you could say. I’ll pay you twice what you were getting for your matches here. You’d come over once a week, for an hour’s worth of work.”
“You want me to be your personal trainer or something?” she asked.
“Yeah, something like that,” he said.
She agreed to give it a try, even though he hadn’t given her all of the details. She would be making a hell of a lot more she made in the underground boxing matches and she wouldn’t have to let the demon out anymore. For just an hour’s worth of work per week she was willing to put up with anything. No matter what Big Bob had in mind.
“I’ll have one of my drivers pick you up next Thursday, around six,” he said.



CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE


Outside the abandoned factory, Mr. Happy sat on top of the triceratops, lighting a corncob pipe filled with cinnamon tobacco.
“That cinnamon shit smells good, man,” Mr. Food said, throwing rocks across the yard. “It’s giving me a craving for some fucking snickerdoodles.”
Mr. Happy chuckled. “You like snickerdoodles?”
“I fucking love snickerdoodles,” said Mr. Food, throwing another rock. “You got a problem with that?”
Mr. Food was aiming his stones at an old rusted out pliosaur. By the look of it, the ocean craft probably hadn’t been seaworthy for decades.
“I’m bored,” said Food Mountain. “I want to get some dinner and some pussy. When are we going to be done with this shit? It’s almost morning.”
“It probably won’t be much longer,” said Mr. Happy. “Mr. Face should be here soon.”
Food Mountain tossed his last rock and groaned loudly. Then he went to the triceratops, took the key out of the ignition, and went toward the ass of the dino.
Mr. Happy sat upright, smiling, “What are you doing?”
“I need something to pass the time,” said the fat man, putting the key into the trunk. “I’m going to take out my frustration on this bitch’s tight little twat while she’s still unconscious.”
He put the key into the trunk.
“Mr. Sorry said to leave her in there until he got back,” said Mr. Happy.
“Fuck Mr. Sorry,” said Food Mountain. “He can suck my fat dick.”
As he opened the trunk, an armadillo flew at him, punched him in the face, and knocked him on his ass.



CHAPTER FORTY


Tony tried to stay motionless as his ex-coworkers hovered over him outside of the stegosaurus.
“Is he dead?” Mr. Happy asked.
“Are you kidding me?” said Food Mountain. “Look at how many holes we put in him.”
Tony could hear the sound of someone chewing on a giant gas station pickle near the driver’s side window. After the sound of their footsteps wandered away from his position, Tony peeked up over the dashboard, trying to block the agony of the bullets in his guts.
He saw Mr. Happy and Mr. Food place June in the back of the triceratops, as Mr. Sorry waited in the cab for them. When they drove away, Tony counted to twenty and then started his stegosaurus, got on the road and followed after them.
As he drove, he took the cigarette lighter from the dash-board and jammed it inside of the bullet holes in his belly, one at a time. It took several tries with each wound before the arteries were completely cauterized and the bleeding stopped. He didn’t know how long he was going to last with the metal slugs in his guts, but as long as he wasn’t bleeding to death there was still time to save June.



CHAPTER FORTY-ONE


After she clobbered the fat guy, June leapt out of the trunk of the triceratops and took off running. Mr. Food wobbled to his feet and chased after her.
“You’re going to be sorry if you let her get away,” Mr. Happy yelled from the roof of the mechanical dinosaur.
“She’s not going anywhere,” Mr. Food yelled, barreling after the girl like a stampeding elephant.
June couldn’t believe how fast he was for such a fat guy. Although all of the rolls of fat bounced up and down as he ran, his legs moved like they were made of pure muscle. He quickly caught up to her and tackled her to the ground.
As she struggled to get out of Mr. Food’s arms, June felt his sausagey fingers squirming to get between her thighs.
“Come on, bitch,” he said. “Let me have that pussy of yours while your heart’s still beating.”
She shrieked at the thought of being sexually assaulted by the morbidly obese gangster. As he pulled at her boxing shorts, she punched him in the face, loosening his grip. Then she crawled out from under him.
June realized she wasn’t going to be able to run away from this abnormally fast fat guy, so she had no choice but to fight him. She raised her fists and got into a boxing stance. Her feet danced in the dirt around him.
“You wanna go, bitch?” asked Mr. Food, getting to his feet. “Okay, let’s go.”
He unbuttoned his shirt.
“I don’t care if you’ve got those ugly critters on your hands,” he said. “They might as well be pillows.”
He pulled off his shirt, revealing hairy rolls of lard. When he turned to face June, she saw the number ten was tattooed on his chest.
“You’re only number ten?” June asked, smirking.
“Yeah, I’m number ten,” he said, smiling and raising his fists to his chin. “So what?”
“You know I pummeled number five to death, right?” she said.
The smile slid from Food Mountain’s face. “You killed Slick?”
She nodded and held up her armadillos. “With my bare fists.”
Food shivered for a second, but just a second. Then he shook it off.
“Fuck Slick,” he said. “He’s useless without his guns. I could have taken him myself if we went fist to fist.”
June shrugged. “If your brains end up scattered across the yard, don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


June’s punches had no effect on him. The guy’s fat was like rubber. She leaned over, trying to catch her breath.
“I told you,” Food said. “Your armadillos might as well be pillows. I don’t feel a thing under these layers of meat.”
He waved his belly at her like a flag.
“Fat piece of shit,” she said.
Mr. Food just laughed.
“Call me what you will, tiny tits,” he said. “But eventually you’re going to wear yourself down. Then, once you’re too weak to stand, I’m going to stick my dick inside you and fill your hole with my thick, creamy man-sauce.”
“Eww,” she said, gagging at the word man-sauce. “You even try sticking your dick anywhere near me and you’re going to lose it.”
“I’m going to lose it all over your face,” he said.
June charged him and punched rapidly into his belly with both fists, treating the tub of fat like a punching bag. He just stared down and laughed at her, not feeling a thing as she went to town. Then he wrapped his arms around her, picked her up off the ground, and licked her neck. She cringed as his thick tongue slimed down her chest toward her cleavage.
“Let me taste you,” said the fat man.
She shoved her fist into his face, but instead of punching him she opened the armadillo and let Jocko bite into his tongue. Mr. Food screamed and let go of her. He backed away, holding his mouth.
“You fucking bitch,” he said. “My tongue means everything to me.”
June regained her composure and glared at Food.
“Okay, fat man,” she said. “Time to get serious.”
She raised her fists out to her sides. Then she slowly opened them, uncurling the armadillos.
“What are you going to do?” Mr. Food said, backing away.
She charged at him with open hands, the armadillos’ mouths snarling and gnashing their teeth. Mr. Food squealed as the armadillos attacked him. They clawed and bit at his man-breasts and fat rolls, growling like rabid rodents.
“Get them away from me,” he yelled. “Get them away!”
Then she slammed both of her hands against the sides of his head. The armadillos hooked their claws into his face, digging deep into the flesh.
“You fucking bitch,” he said, whimpering.
She glared at him, her armadillos’ claws sinking deeper into his skin.
“Stop,” he yelled at her.
She smiled, digging her claws even deeper. That’s when she noticed she was letting the demon out. She shook her head, trying to fight it.
“Stop what you’re doing,” he yelled.
But the sensation of his flesh between her claws made the demon thirsty. It wanted blood. Then she shook her head, repeating to herself I can’t let the demon out.
“I can’t let the demon out,” said Mr. Food.
When the fat guy said this, June cocked her head. It was as if he were reading her mind. As the fire burned in her eyes, she could feel it. She could feel the demon coming out of her.
“The demon’s coming,” said Mr. Food.
Psycho June smiled at the fat man. “You’re damn right it is.”
Then her armadillos ripped his face off.


Psycho June backed away, with one side of Mr. Food’s face dangling from Jocko’s mouth. The other side dangled from Judy’s. But Mr. Food didn’t scream. He glared at her with blood red eyes. June breathed deeply and the demon sank to the back of her mind. She dropped the pieces of face onto the ground.
“You shouldn’t have done that,” said a voice behind her shoulder.
She turned to see Mr. Happy a few yards back, smiling and smoking his tobacco pipe.
“Done what?” June asked him.
He raised his pipe and pointed over at Mr. Food. The faceless morbidly obese man was angry, growling. He reached up and ripped the rest of his face off. Then he grabbed his man-breasts and tore them off of his body. June’s mouth dropped open as she watched the fat man rip chunks of blubber from his body and throw them on the ground.
“What the hell is going on?” June said to the man in the yellow suit.
The fat man wasn’t really fat. All of the lard was fake, prosthetic. Once all of the fat was removed from Mr. Food’s body, another man stood before them, a man of pure muscle. June noticed that the number ten was no longer tattooed on this man’s chest. The zero had been ripped away with the prosthetic lard. The tattoo was now a number one.
“You’ve awakened Mr. Corpse,” said the man in the yellow suit.
June backed away. “Who the hell is Mr. Corpse?”
Mr. Happy took a puff on his tobacco pipe.
“The man standing before you is not just one person. He is two people. He has split personalities. And they each have a different role in Big Bob’s organization.”
The massive man bent down and stuck his hand inside of the piles of lard. Then he pulled out a spiked iron mask. He placed it over his face obscuring every feature but his red blazing eyes.
“He is ranked both number ten and number one,” Mr. Happy said, smiling. “You might have been able to defeat Mr. Food, but it won’t be so easy to beat Mr. Corpse. He’s the most deranged evil killing machine ever to be born.”
June shook her head.
“I can’t fucking believe this shit,” she said, as the beast stomped toward her.



CHAPTER FORTY-TWO


When the triceratops arrived at the abandoned warehouse, Mr. Sorry wasn’t sure what he was going to do with Armadillo Fists. He sat with Mr. Happy and Mr. Food for a while, waiting for Rape Face to show up. Then he decided to go for a walk.
“Wait here,” he told them, adjusting his glasses. “I’m going to have a look around the place.”
“Whatever you say,” Mr. Happy said, sitting on the roof of the triceratops, smiling and packing a bowl of tobacco in his corncob pipe.
“Leave the girl in the trunk,” Sorry told them. “Don’t do anything until I get back.”
Mr. Food threw a rock across the yard. “Weren’t we supposed to kill the broad before Rape Face got here?”
“We’ll get to that later,” said Mr. Sorry.
“I can kill her while you’re gone if you want,” said Mr. Food. “I’ve got nothing better to do.”
“Just leave her in the trunk,” said Mr. Sorry. “Don’t kill her until I say it’s time to kill her.”
Mr. Food shrugged and threw another rock.


As Mr. Sorry strolled around the property, trying to organize some thoughts in his head, he saw a tyrannosaurus rex parked on the other side of the building. It was Rape Face’s T-rex. He was already there, but he was nowhere in sight.
Mr. Sorry wandered through the warehouse, looking for the old man. He wasn’t inside so he went out back, scanning the landscape. There was movement at the top of a nearby hill. He squinted until he made out the shape of a man. It was Rape Face.
“What the hell are you doing up there, Rapey?”
There was a shovel in Mr. Face’s hands. He was digging a hole. It looked like he’d been at it for a while. Mr. Sorry wiped a tear from his eye and hiked up the hill toward him, to see what the heck was going on.



CHAPTER FORTY-THREE


June ran at Mr. Corpse and punched him in the stomach. His abs were rock solid. He didn’t feel a thing. He glared down at her and slapped her on the chest. It sent her flying across the yard outside of the abandoned warehouse. She landed shoulder-first in the dirt. Mr. Happy smiled down at her as she rolled over near his feet.
“It doesn’t look like you’re making any progress,” Mr. Happy said. “Perhaps you should get back into the trunk.”
June got to her feet and clenched her fists.
“No thanks,” she said.
She didn’t have a choice. She was going to have to release Psycho June. It was the only way she could possibly stand a chance.
The bloodthirsty hulk stomped toward her, but she didn’t back away. She let the demon inside of her rise to the surface. She let Psycho June out to play.
Psycho June smiled with hungry eyes. She was not intimidated by this hulk. Such a challenge only excited her more. Raising her fists sideways like batwings, she charged forward. Then a mechanical stegosaurus barreled into the yard and trampled Mr. Corpse into the dirt.



CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR


Tony was in his stegosaurus, watching the warehouse from a distance, waiting for his chance to come in and rescue June. He didn’t want to rush in too quickly. He knew he’d only have one chance and didn’t want to blow it.
He saw Mr. Corpse punch June in the chest. It sent her flying across the yard of the abandoned warehouse, into the dirt. He knew he couldn’t wait any longer. This had to be his time to act. He had to go in and help her. Otherwise, she would be obliterated.
Tony had heard stories about Mr. Corpse, but didn’t know that he was Mr. Food’s alter ego. He knew Mr. Corpse was a bloodthirsty animal, who had only one desire and that was to kill everything in his path. Some of the lesser ranked men in Big Bob’s organization used to tell ghost stories about how Mr. Corpse was some kind of deformed psychopath that Big Bob kept locked in his basement, feeding him the flesh of his enemies. Tony had assumed he was only a myth.
As he pulled his stegosaurus out from behind a wall of trees, he saw June throwing fists at the masked demon, not a single one having any effect. He slammed his leg-stump on the gas and roared toward the warehouse, toward Mr. Corpse.


The stegosaurus trampled over the muscled monstrosity as Tony plowed through the yard.
“What the fuck!” Psycho June yelled, as if angry at Mr. Torso for cheating her out of her fight.
But when she saw the stegosaurus crash into the side of the warehouse, the demon faded from her mind.
“Tony!” she yelled, running for the dino. She was amazed he was still alive.
Before she could get to him, Mr. Corpse sat up and pulled himself to his feet. He wasn’t dead yet. Standing between her and the stegosaurus, the demonic executioner couldn’t be avoided. June had to go through him.
She charged the monstrous man and hit him with both fists at once. Not in his face or body, but in his thighs. This knocked him off balance and he stumbled backward. Then Tony swung the stegosaurus’ tail at him. The spikes impaled his chest and threw him to the ground. Then his arms went limp. His eyes went blank.
As June looked down at Mr. Corpse, she felt a little sorry for him. She could relate to what the man was going through. Of course, what was going on in June’s mind was different. Mr. Corpse and Mr. Food were this person’s split personalities, but June didn’t have split personalities. The demon inside of her was not somebody else living inside of her. She was Psycho June. It wasn’t another identity. It was a normal part of her personality that she had to suppress.



CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE


Mr. Sorry climbed the hill behind the warehouse toward Rape Face.
“You got here early,” he said to Mr. Face.
The old man jumped at the sound of Mr. Sorry’s voice and turned around. He had a shovel in his hand and there was a freshly dug hole at his feet. Inside the hole lay a dead man. It was Mr. Marathon.
“What happened to him?” Mr. Sorry asked.
Rape Face looked down at the corpse and shrugged.
“What’s it fucking matter?” Rape Face said. “The guy was an asshole.”
Then he shoveled dirt over the corpse. There were two bullet holes in his chest.
“You killed him?” Mr. Sorry asked.
Rape Face ignored the question. Instead, he asked, “You got the boxer bitch?”
“In the trunk,” said Mr. Sorry.
“Why isn’t she dead yet?”
Mr. Sorry didn’t respond. He picked up an extra shovel from the dirt and helped him dig a second hole.
“We need to make sure we kill the bitch’s armadillos after we shoot her,” Rape Face said. “Those things are burrowing animals. We don’t want them digging her body out after we bury her.”



CHAPTER FORTY-SIX


After Mr. Corpse’s body went limp, metal spikes jutting out of his chest, Tony said, “I told you, Sugar Legs . . .” Then he raised an arm-stump out of the stegosaurus window with what little strength he had left. “I told you I would never leave your side.”
June ran toward the stegosaurus, but stopped in her tracks as a pool of fire erupted between them. She turned around to see Mr. Happy standing there with a big smile on his face.
“I guess it’s up to me to take care of you now,” Mr. Happy told them.
He opened his yellow suit to reveal a dozen Molotov cocktails lining the inside of his coat. He pulled one of them out, lit it with his tobacco pipe as he puffed on the mouthpiece, and then tossed it at the stegosaurus.
Tony crawled out of the dino’s window and landed on his stumps, as the Molotov exploded against the stegosaurus’ bony back plates. Mr. Happy threw another one. It went through the shattered back window of the mechanical dinosaur. Before Tony could hobble away from the vehicle, before June could reach him, the stegosaurus exploded. It sent the human torso into the air and through a warehouse window.
June turned back and glared at Mr. Happy with tears in her eyes. Then she ran through the flames, charging into the warehouse, after Tony.
“That should be so, so sad,” Mr. Happy said, pulling out another Molotov cocktail. “But it only makes me happy. So very, very happy.”


As Mr. Happy entered the warehouse, he saw June trying to wake Mr. Torso. He was either dead or unconscious, but it didn’t seem to matter either way to Mr. Happy. He lit another Molotov cocktail and tossed it at them. June rolled across the floor with Tony in her arms, dodging the pool of flames as it erupted from the broken bottle.
“I’m sorry for being so cruel,” said Mr. Happy. “But I have no other choice.”
He threw a beer bottle of gasoline at them. June dodged and it exploded into a sheet of fire along the wall behind her.
“Do you know why they call me Mr. Happy?” he asked June.
She didn’t respond, pulling Tony into the center of the room, trying to get him away from the fire growing around them.
Mr. Happy continued, “I’m called Mr. Happy because I’m always happy. I can’t stop being happy. I’m intensely, consistently, unreasonably happy . . . every waking second of every day.”
Once she felt Tony was in a safe spot, June stood up and raised her fists to Mr. Happy.
“The doctors say it’s a neurological condition,” said Mr. Happy. “Something in my brain just keeps me in a good mood no matter what happens. My wife leaves me, I am happy. My uncle is murdered in his own home, I am happy.”
He tossed a Molotov at June. The bottle bounced off an armadillo punch and flew over her head, exploding against a stack of wood.
“Do you know what it’s like to be constantly happy all the time?” he said. Then he puffed on his tobacco pipe to light another cocktail. “It’s absolutely maddening.”
June dodged the next cocktail. She had to figure out a way to get to him, without setting herself on fire.
“No other emotions can ever get through,” he said. “I never feel sadness, or anger, or fear. Only happiness. And without those emotions, I can’t even enjoy being happy.”
June charged toward him before he could light another cocktail. But Mr. Happy pulled an unlit one from his coat and held it up, as if to throw it at her. She froze. She knew she wouldn’t make it out of there alive if covered in gasoline.
“That’s why I got a job working for my crooked uncle, God bless his soul,” he said. “I wasn’t a bad guy before I had this disorder. I was just a normal nice guy with a normal life. But one day I woke up happy for no logical reason. I only became happier and happier with each passsing day. It never stopped. The reason I wanted to work for my dear uncle was so that I could do horrible, horrible things to people. I hoped that by doing horrible things I would feel something other than happiness. Guilt, pity, disgust, sadness—any emotion would do as long as it would stop me from being happy for even a fraction of a second.”
He lit a Molotov and tossed it between them, so that she couldn’t get at him without crossing the pool of fire. He paced along the flames.
“That’s why I like to burn people,” he said. “It’s a horrible, brutal way to kill a person. When I see someone covered in liquid fire, dying an agonizing death, it’s the closest I ever come to ruining my good mood.”
He raised his last Molotov and aimed it at Tony.
“Especially when that person has a loved one nearby to watch them burn,” he said, smiling widely.



CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN


Mr. Sorry and Rape Face finished digging the second hole. As Sorry wiped the sweat from his brow, he noticed the warehouse was on fire.
“I wonder what’s happening over there,” said Mr. Sorry.
When he turned to Rape Face, he saw a gun pointed at him.
“It looks like we’re going to need to dig a third hole,” said Rape Face. “One about your size.”
Mr. Sorry stared at him, black tears dripping down his cheeks.
“I think there’s already enough holes,” said Mr. Sorry.
The man in black approached the old man. Rape Face fired. Mr. Sorry’s head cocked to the side and the bullet whizzed past his ear.
“You’ll fit just nicely into the one we just dug,” said Mr. Sorry, as he continued walking forward.
Rape Face fired three more shots. Even though he was only six feet away, Mr. Sorry dodged the slugs like gnats flying around his head. The bullets flew past him, toward the warehouse.



CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT


As Mr. Happy tossed the Molotov at Tony’s unconscious body, a bullet burst through a warehouse window and hit him between the eyes. The Molotov went over Tony’s head, exploding against the wall behind him. Mr. Happy was still smiling as his corpse hit the floor.
The fire blazed around them. June looked down at Tony. She had to get him out of there.
As she dragged him inch by inch across the warehouse floor, she said, “You’re heavy for a man with no arms or legs.”



CHAPTER FORTY-NINE


“Stand still, you fucker,” Rape Face said, as Mr. Sorry dodged his bullets.
No matter how close Mr. Sorry came to him, no matter where he aimed, Rape Face couldn’t hit him. The man in black dodged calmly, effortlessly, as the bullets flew past him. When he was down to his last bullet, Rape Face stepped forward and pressed the barrel of the gun to Mr. Sorry’s nose.
“Dodge this, you prick,” said Rape Face.
Mr. Sorry stared past the gun, looking deep into the old man’s eyes. A black tear rolled down his cheek, across the barrel of the gun, and down Rape Face’s fingers.
The gun fired and the bullet burst through the top of Rape Face’s head.
Within the split second between the old man pulling the trigger and the bullet leaving the chamber, Mr. Sorry grabbed Rape Face’s wrist and twisted it around so the barrel was pointed up under his chin. The bullet traveled through his ugly, rapey face, blowing his brains out the top of his skull. Then the old man’s corpse hit the ground.



CHAPTER FIFTY


The smoke became too thick to breathe as the warehouse burned around June. Her armadillo fists coughed and gagged on the fumes. If she didn’t get Tony out of there soon they were going to die of smoke inhalation. But there was one thing standing in her way: Mr. Corpse.
The giant man seemed unfazed by the smoke or fire. June questioned if he was really human, or even a living being.
The concrete club flew at June’s head. She ducked and rolled back. Her feet entered a pool of fire as she rolled, covering her shoes in gasoline.
“Fuck!” she cried at the sight of the fire balls dancing on the ends of her legs.
She tried stomping out the fire, but it only caused the gasoline to spread. With Jocko and Judy curled up, she yanked off the shoes and stepped away from them on her bare feet. When she looked down at her armadillos, they were smoking and cringing in pain.
“I’m sorry, babies,” she said, blowing the smoke away from their shells.
She looked up at Mr. Corpse. Then she looked down at her fists. She looked at Tony lying on the floor, red ash raining down on him from the ceiling. Then she looked back up at Mr. Corpse.
“Fuck . . .” she said.
There was only one thing she could do. If she wasn’t going to run away, she had to stay and fight. And if she had any hope of defeating this monster, she needed to let her demon out. Even if she lost herself in it.
“Come on out, you fucking bitch,” she said to herself, to Psycho June.


June didn’t want to give in to the demon ever again for a very good reason. It had been taking her over. At first, she was able to release that side of herself only when she wanted to. Only during fights. But before long, her thirst for blood extended out of the ring. When she saw people walking down the street, she wanted to pummel them to death. When she bought food at the convenience store, she wanted to bury her fists in the cashier’s skull until the checkout counter was completely painted with chunks of his brain.
It seemed the more she let Psycho June out, the less the bitch wanted to go back in. She didn’t want to be restricted anymore. She wanted to play all the time.
So June had no other choice. She quit boxing. She locked up Psycho June and threw away the key. And she thought she’d seen the last of the demon until Big Bob’s men came after her.
She was afraid of letting the demon out again. If she let it all the way out, set it completely free, she doubted she would be able to lock it back up again. She would stay Psycho June for the rest of her life.


But June no longer had a choice. She had to let Psycho June out. It was the only way she could defeat Mr. Corpse and save Tony.
“I’m going to destroy you,” she said to Mr. Corpse, as he stomped toward her.
This time she didn’t back away as he approached. Her armadillos clenched into tight fists. Her eyes grew red. Her lips curled into a wicked smile. Mr. Corpse no longer looked threatening to her. He looked tasty. She wanted to open him up and feast on his insides.
“You’re nothing,” she said to Mr. Corpse. “I’m going to obliterate you. Then I’ll save the man I love.”
As Mr. Corpse raised his concrete club, June clenched her teeth and let Psycho June come all the way out.
“And you’re not going to put a single scratch on me,” said Psycho June, licking her bloodthirsty lips.



CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE


June was half-dead by the time Tony dragged her out of the burning warehouse.
Blood gushed from over a dozen wounds on her body. Chunks of flesh dangled from her shoulders and chest. Her face was so bloody and swollen that she was no longer recognizable. The side of her head was missing its scalp, exposing a part of her skull. She could barely stand on her legs. Her fists weren’t moving, wrapped in a yellow coat.
If Tony hadn’t regained consciousness she would have probably died.
“Hang on, Sugar Legs,” Tony said. “Mr. Awesome will get you a doctor.”
They fell into the yard as the warehouse collapsed behind them. It was a hard battle, but Mr. Corpse was finally dead, buried in a fiery tomb.
June lay in the dirt with a blank look on her face. Psycho June was gone, but it seemed as if she had taken Tony’s June along with her. The woman next to him was just a broken, empty shell.
Tony held his wounds as he pulled himself to his stump-legs. Then he found himself staring down a barrel of a gun. A man in a black suit was pointing it at his face. His vision was blurry, so he couldn’t tell who it was right away. All he saw was a black suit.
“Mr. Sorry?” Tony asked.
The man in black stepped closer.
“Guess again,” he said.
When Tony’s eyes focused, he realized it wasn’t Mr. Sorry. It was Rape Face. The old man wore a black suit similar to Mr. Sorry’s. He’d never seen old Rapey wear black before.
“Sorry is dead,” Rape Face said.



CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO


Mr. Sorry rolled Rape Face’s corpse into the freshly dug hole. Then he tossed a shovelful of dirt into the old man’s wide open eyes, and another onto his raggedy gray suit. When he looked at the next grave over, Mr. Sorry shook a black tear off of his cheek. Then he drove the shovel blade deep into Rape Face’s neck, decapitating him.
“That’s for Mr. Marathon,” Mr. Sorry said, and continued to bury the old bastard.
A gun shot rang out behind him.
Mr. Sorry went limp and fell to the ground.
“Mother fucker,” the grumbling voice said behind him.
Rape Face stepped out of the bushes and came toward his body, wearing a black suit. Then another Rape Face came forward, this one wearing a green bowtie. Three more versions of Rape Face came up behind them.
“He’s dead,” said Bowtie Rape Face, pointing at the gray-suited version of himself in the grave.
“The fucking idiot,” said Black Suit Rape Face.
“What are we going to do now?” asked a version of Rape Face standing in the back.
Black Suit Rape Face glared at him. “How the fuck should I know?” Then he pointed at the dead man in the grave. “It was his plan.”
All five of the Rape Faces spit tobacco juice on the ground at the same time.


When Rape Face went to his doppelganger convention a few years ago, he discovered that every version of himself from every dimension in the universe was exactly the same as he was. They all looked the same, they all acted the same, they were all basically the exact same person. No matter how different their dimensions were, no matter what path they chose in their lives, each one of them turned out to be the same nasty, bitter, worthless asshole. And every single one of them had the nickname Rape Face.
Even though they all completely hated each other, they decided it was in their best interests to team up. Whenever one of them was in trouble, the others would come to his dimension and back him up.
After Big Bob was murdered, Rape Face knew it was a good time to get his dops to come in and help him out. He was going to take over the operation and needed people he could trust. Unfortunately for Rape Face, his dops were just as unreliable as he was. He ended up with a bullet in his head, while they just stood there and watched from a distance.



CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE


“We’re splitting up,” Rape Face said. “I want you to go with the other guys in the triceratops and keep following Torso. I’ve got some business to take care of.”
“What kind of business?” Mr. Sorry asked.
Rape Face spit tobacco juice as he pulled the T-rex into the gas station. “The kind of business that’s none of your fucking business, that’s what.”


After Mr. Sorry and the others in the triceratops left the gas station, Rape Face called his dops. They had been coming in throughout the night and were now staying at a nearby hotel.
“What?” said one of the Rape Faces.
“It’s time to meet up,” said Rape Face. “Get everyone together and go to the place I told you about. Now.”
“I’m fucking eating a beefsteak sandwich over here,” said his dop. “You’re gonna have to wait.”
“Well gobble that shit down and get your ass over there as fast as you can, you fat fuck,” said Rape Face.
“What did you call me, asshole?” said his dop. “You drag me all the way down here to your shitty universe in the middle of the night and you won’t even give me ten minutes to let me enjoy a god damned beefsteak? I should cut you.”
“Just hurry your ass, motherfucker!” Rape Face yelled.
He smacked his dashboard to turn off the speaker phone, but accidentally left it on.
“Fuckin’ prick,” his dop said through the phone, thinking he had turned off his speaker phone as well.


When Rape Face turned around, the passenger door to the T-rex opened and Mr. Marathon jumped in.
“What the fuck?” Rape Face said.
Mr. Marathon buckled his seatbelt and stared straight ahead, ready for action.
“Where the fuck did you come from?” Rape Face asked.
Mr. Marathon had a confused look on his face. He regularly had a confused look on his face.
“I was in the bathroom,” Marathon said, pointing down at the gas station.
“You were supposed to go with the others in the triceratops.”
Mr. Marathon shrugged. “They were gone when I got out, so I thought I was supposed to go with you.”
Rape Face banged his head on the controls. “Jesus fuck . . .”
Then the old man started up the dinosaur.
“I guess I’m stuck with your dumb ass then,” he said, pulling out of the gas station parking lot to get back on the highway.
Mr. Marathon took off his coat, folded it neatly into a square, and placed it on his lap. Then he folded his hands and put them in the center of his folded coat. Just the thought of sitting next to him pissed Rape Face off.
The old man glared at the young man and sneered when he saw the tattoo on his arm. The number tattooed on Mr. Marathon’s arm was number two.


Rape Face wanted to be number two. He was pissed that Big Bob forced him to tattoo the number nine on his back.
“But you don’t have a number two,” Rape Face would say. “I’m your right hand man. I should be ranked two.”
“But you can’t fight for shit,” Big Bob would reply. “You think you could take Slick or Sorry? They’d destroy your ass. Hell, even Torso could probably fuck you up. You’re lucky you’re even number nine.”
“Then who’s going to be number two then?” Face would ask. “You gotta get somebody for the spot.”
“It’s none of your damned business who I get. You’re not getting number two, so shut the fuck up about it.”
But Rape Face never shut the fuck up about it. So, just to piss the ugly bastard off, the boss made Mr. Marathon number two.
Mr. Marathon was the newest, greenest, weakest man in the organization. He really should have been ranked last, but ended up with number two. The boss laughed his ass off when Rape Face found out. The rapey bastard had never been more insulted in his life.
But Big Bob actually liked Mr. Marathon quite a bit. The kid wasn’t tough, but he was hard-working and had the right attitude. They called him Mr. Marathon because when he was given a task he didn’t rest for a second until it was completed. It didn’t matter if the task took an hour, a day, or a week. He stayed focused and worked his ass off until the job was done. Not only that, but he took pride in the work. Even if it was the most tedious job imaginable, he was eager to do it. He was the complete opposite of Rape Face, who bitched and grumbled about doing anything he didn’t want to do, even if it would only take a minute.


“Those motherfuckers took long enough,” Rape Face grumbled, sitting in his tyrannosaur in the parking lot of a highway diner.
Then he looked over at Mr. Marathon. “Get in the backseat.”
Mr. Marathon complied. He was good at taking orders.
“Who are we picking up, Mr. Face?” Marathon asked.
“None of your fucking business,” Rape Face said, looking at the five men walking toward the legs of the T-rex.
When Mr. Marathon saw the five Rape Face doppelgangers, a shiver crawled up his back. One Rape Face was bad enough, but being trapped in a dino with five more Rape Faces would be a living hell. When Black Suit Rape Face climbed into the cab, he looked over at Mr. Marathon and said, “Who the fuck is this douchebag?”
It was like Mr. Marathon was seeing double. When Bowtie Rape Face climbed in, Marathon thought he was seeing triple.
“Move the fuck over, ya little prick,” Bowtie Rape Face said to Marathon, as he sat next to him in the backseat.
Another Rape Face came in and sat on the other side of him. He was surrounded by Rape Faces.
“Sorry to do this to you kid,” Rape Face said, twisting a silencer onto the end of his gun. “But nobody’s supposed to know there’s more than one of me here.”
Mr. Marathon tried to get up, but the two Rape Faces sitting next to him held him in place. Then Rape Face put a pair of bullets in his chest. Two bullets for stealing his number two rank.



CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR


As Black Suit Rape Face pointed his gun at Tony, the amputee got between him and June.
“Don’t shoot her,” Tony said, holding his stump-arms out to his sides.
June was lying under the yellow coat on the ground behind him, mumbling to herself, bleeding all over the place.
“Why the fuck shouldn’t I?” said Black Suit Rape Face. Then he spit tobacco juice.
“Because you’re not the real Mr. Face,” Tony said.
The Rape Face was surprised to hear him say that. “How the fuck did you know that?”
Tony pointed his stump at the man’s nose. “You don’t have the scar.”
Rape Face touched his nose.
“While I was giving Mr. Face a ride to the airport, he wouldn’t listen to me when I told him that he couldn’t smoke in my stegosaur. After the second warning, I slammed on the brakes and his nose got jammed in the cigarette lighter. The burn left a nasty scar on the tip of his nose that you don’t have. Plus, I’ve never seen Mr. Face wearing a suit like the one you got on. It’s too expensive.”
“Well, clever fucking detective work, jackass,” said Black Suit Rape Face. “But I don’t give a fuck.”
“The point is you don’t have any connection to any of this. You can just let us go.”
June made gurgling noises.
“Come on,” Tony said. “I’m sure we can work out a deal.”
Black Suit Rape Face glared at the limbless man. He was thinking it over.
“What kind of deal do you have in mind?” said the rapey doppelganger.
Tony racked his brain, trying to think of what he could offer the man. He didn’t have much money saved up. He looked over at June, wondering if she had any savings. But he didn’t see much life left in her eyes. Even if she had a fortune saved up, she wouldn’t have been able to let him know in her current state. The fight with Mr. Corpse had destroyed her. He wondered if she could ever recover from such serious injuries.
Tony knew he had to do something to save her. Back in the warehouse, when she thought he was unconscious, she had called him the man she loved. If she really meant it, if June truly did love Tony even though they hardly knew each other, he couldn’t let things end like this. He had to save them both . . . if only to see if they really could have a future together.



CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE


Tony woke to an intense heat circling around him. When his eyes opened, he saw only ash floating down from the high ceiling like snowflakes.
He had no idea where he was or what was going on. When he looked around, he saw that he was inside of the warehouse. Flames covered the walls. Mr. Happy’s corpse lay near him. June was in the center of the room, facing Mr. Corpse with an evil glare in her eyes. When he remembered what had happened last, before the explosion sent him flying through the warehouse window, he was surprised to see Mr. Corpse still alive. Tony had run him over with the stegosaurus and then impaled him on its spiked tail. But there Mr. Corpse was. The long dino spikes remained stuck in his body, but he didn’t seem weakened by them. They seemed natural, like the large man wanted them there, like a giant metal spike through his chest was his idea of a body piercing.
Tony watched June as she prepared to fight the monstrosity.
“You’re nothing,” she said to Mr. Corpse. “I’m going to obliterate you. Then I’ll save the man I love.”
When she said that last line, Tony’s eyes widened. Was he the man she loved? He was the only one in the room, so he had to be. He was deeply moved that she felt such a strong connection to him, but he wondered where it had come from. They had had sex and it was good sex, but Tony had good sex with women all the time. His sex partners rarely ever fell in love with him for it. He wondered if there was something else.
June didn’t realize Tony was conscious. She was too focused on her opponent, watching him with hungry eyes. Tony could tell she wasn’t the same person anymore. She had let her crazy side loose—the same one that he’d seen come out of her when she pulverized Mr. Slick’s brains into mush.
Mr. Corpse raised the concrete slab like a baseball bat the size of a rhino’s leg. June licked her bloodthirsty lips and charged him. When he swung the club, June ducked and threw a punch with all of her strength.
The beast of a man screamed out in pain. She hadn’t hit his body, but one of the stegosaur spikes sticking out of his torso. She punched it on its side, which twisted the spike in his guts. Then she threw an upper-cut into the bottom of another spike. The pain caused the giant hulk to stagger backward through a pool of fire.
He looked back at her. There was a bit of worry in his red eyes. He raised his club again. But once the club was up in the air, a sharp pain went through his chest. The concrete slab dropped down to his flame-coated boots. He wheezed. Then he raised the concrete club again, with a bit of difficulty. His breath was heavy beneath his mask.
June glared at him with her armadillo fists raised. She, too, was breathing heavily. But it wasn’t from physical exertion. She breathed heavy with exhilaration.
“Holy crap,” Tony said to himself. “She might just be able to beat him . . .”



CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX


Black Suit Rape Face waited for Tony to respond. Tony tried to think of something he could offer the man, but was in too much pain to think straight.
“Don’t waste your time,” said Black Suit. “You ain’t got nothing I want.”
Tony waved his arm-stumps.
“You can’t kill her,” Tony said. “It wasn’t her fault.”
Black Suit Rape Face chuckled at him and shook his head.
“She killed Big Bob on accident,” Tony continued. “He told her to punch him as hard as she could. She just did what he asked.”
“You saying he told her to punch him hard enough to kill him?” Rape Face asked with a rapey smile.
“Yeah, something like that.”
“I’ve got news for you, halfy,” he said. “That ain’t how it happened.”
The Rape Face spit tobacco. Tony looked at him with a confused expression.
“What do you mean?” Tony asked.
“That bitch didn’t kill the old man,” said Black Suit Rape Face. “My dop said so.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean she didn’t do it.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN


Rape Face rubbed his jaw as he ran out of his boss’ home gym. He pointed his gun at June as she made her escape, but she ran out the front door before he could fire.
“Fucking bitch,” he yelled.
He looked back at his boss. The man whose business he’d been dedicated to for the past twenty years was lying dead on the floor. He wasn’t going to let the bitch get away with killing him.
As Rape Face went toward the front entrance, he ran into Mr. Slick, who was standing off to the side, counting his money inside of an envelope.
“Why didn’t you stop her?” Rape Face yelled at Mr. Slick.
Mr. Slick shrugged.
Rape Face pointed his gun at the front door. “She just fucking killed the boss you dumb son of a bitch. Get after her.”
Rape Face and Mr. Slick ran out of the house into the driveway. Mr. Torso’s stegosaur was galloping down the road, away from the house. When Rape Face noticed June was in the passenger seat, he opened fire. Mr. Slick whipped his yo-yo guns out of his coat and joined him, but they were too far away. The stegosaur turned the corner and disappeared.
“What’s going on?” said Magic Steve, stepping out of the boss’ dino garage and walking down the driveway toward them.
“Armadillo Fists just killed the boss and escaped with Torso,” Rape Face said. “I want you to follow them.”
“The boss is dead?” asked Magic Steve.
“Just go after them,” said Rape Face. “Take the dimetrodon.” He turned to the hit man with the yo-yo guns. “Slick, go with him.”
Rape Face charged back toward the house.
“Take out both of them if you can,” Rape Face said, as Steve and Slick hopped into the dimetrodon. “I’ll get the guys together and come after you.”


When Rape Face returned to the gym, Big Bob was trying to get to his feet. June hadn’t killed him. She just knocked him out, mistaking him for dead when she couldn’t feel his pulse through the armadillos.
“What the fuck’s going on?” Big Bob said.
He was dizzy and disoriented. He couldn’t get himself off the ground.
“You alright, boss?” said Rape Face, trying to help him to his feet. “I thought you were dead.”
Big Bob pushed him away. “What the fuck are you doing, you queer. Why am I naked?”
“You were doing your thing with the boxer bitch,” said Rape Face. “She knocked you out good.”
“Just get away from me,” said Big Bob. Then he grumbled to himself, “Worthless sack of shit. Why the hell did I put up with an idiot like you for all these years . . .”
The boss tried to get up on his own, but fell back down. He was weak, helpless.
Rape Face looked down at the old bastard with disgust. He used to look up to him like an older brother. He had a world of respect for the guy. But now, as Big Bob lay naked on the floor, Rape Face just saw him as a pathetic piece of trash. The old man didn’t deserve his loyalty or respect. He didn’t deserve anything he had.
“Get me my fucking pants,” the boss told him, still attempting to get to his feet. “Make yourself useful for a change.”
Rape Face went over to the boss’ pants, but instead he grabbed the barbell that lay next to them.
“That’s not what I asked for, you moron,” Big Bob said. “Just get the fuck out of here.”
Then Rape Face broke the old man’s skull and spread his brains across the mat, making it look like the work of Armadillo Fists, who was well known for splattering the brains of her opponents in the ring.
“You get the fuck out of here,” he told the corpse. “You’re not the boss around here anymore.”
Rape Face wiped the blood from his hands and left the room. He had to call Mr. Sorry and gather the men together. But first, he needed to get to an inter-dimensional phone. There were some rapey friends he needed to call.



CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT


“So do we keep going with the plan?” asked Bowtie Rape Face, standing over the grave of the real Rape Face. “Or should we just go back home?”
A version of Rape Face with a gold tooth said, “It’s fucked. We might as well go home.”
A version of Rape Face with a broken nose said, “Yeah, why help a dead guy, right?”
“You guys can go back if you want,” said a version of Rape Face with an eye patch. “I’m going to stay here and take his place.” He pointed down at the body. All five of them looked at it. “If he’s not able to take over his boss’ organization then I’m going to. It’s better than what I got going for me back home.”
“No, you’re not, you fucking prick,” said Black Suit Rape Face. “If any of us is going to take it over it’s going to be me.”
Gold Tooth Rape Face pulled out his gun. “Like hell you are.”
Then all five Rape Faces were pointing their guns at each other. They slowly backed up, trying to aim their guns at all of them at once.
“Wait a minute,” said Bowtie Rape Face. “What happened to the dead guy?”
“What fucking dead guy?” said Broken Nose.
“The Sorry motherfucker,” Bowtie said.
He pointed at the ground where Mr. Sorry had lain. He was no longer there. They scanned the bushes around them. There wasn’t even any blood.
“I thought you shot him?” Eye Patch said to Black Suit.
“I did fucking shoot him,” Black Suit said.
“Well, it doesn’t look like you did a very good job, you stupid shit,” said Gold Tooth.
“Well, he’s got to be around here somewhere,” Black Suit said. “Find him.”
Then the five Rape Faces spread out.
Mr. Sorry stood in the shadows not twenty feet away, adjusting his glasses and wiping away a black tear.



CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE


While Mr. Food and Mr. Happy put Armadillo Fists in the trunk of the triceratops, Mr. Sorry sat in the passenger seat and got on the speaker phone.
“What?” Rape Face said on the other line.
“We got Armadillo Fists,” said Mr. Sorry.
“She dead?” Rape Face asked.
“No,” said Mr. Sorry. “Mr. Torso is deceased, but the boxer is unconscious in the trunk. We’re about to bring her back to you.”
“Did I tell you I wanted you to bring the bitch back to me?” Rape Face said. “Just kill her.”
Mr. Sorry replied, “I figured you’d want to find out why she killed the boss.”
“I don’t give a fuck why she did it. Just do what you’re fucking told. Kill the bitch and meet me in an hour.”
Rape Face gave him the location of the abandoned warehouse.
“Whatever you say, boss,” Mr. Sorry said, wondering why Rape Face wanted her dead so quickly.
“Don’t be late,” Rape Face said.


Rape Face thought he’d turned the speaker phone off, but as usual he didn’t hit the off button properly. Mr. Sorry sat in the triceratops, listening to the old man.
“Was that the Sorry douchebag you were talking about?” someone asked Rape Face on the other line.
“Yeah,” Rape Face said. “If we’re going to take over the operation he’s the first thing that needs to go. I need you guys to get him from behind. Make sure he doesn’t see you coming. That fucker’s a slippery bastard and won’t die easily.”
Mr. Sorry cleaned his glasses with a black silk cloth as he listened to Rape Face’s plans. Then he quietly turned off the speaker phone before Mr. Food and Mr. Happy got back into the triceratops.
“So now what?” asked Mr. Food.
“We’re going to bring her to Mr. Face,” said Mr. Sorry.
Mr. Happy started the dino and got back on the highway.
“Then are we going to kill the bitch?” Mr. Food asked.
“No,” said Mr. Sorry. “We’re going to keep her alive for a while.”


Mr. Sorry stood over Rape Face’s corpse. He drove the shovel blade deep into the asshole’s neck, decapitating him.
“That’s for Mr. Marathon,” Mr. Sorry said, and continued to bury the old bastard.
Mr. Sorry heard footsteps coming out of the bushes behind him. He pretended not to notice.
A gun shot rang out behind him.
When he heard the gun shot, he dodged the bullet so fast that his shooter didn’t notice. But he reacted as if he’d been shot. He let his body go limp and fell to the ground, feigning death.
Mr. Sorry didn’t realize until that moment that the men who were scheming with Rape Face were actually the old bastard’s dops. At first, he thought Rape Face had teamed up with a rival organization and was curious to find out which one. But once he found out they were just a group of Rape Faces from alternate dimensions, he realized he didn’t have anything to worry about.
He crept away while the five men were arguing, and disappeared into the shadows.
“Well, he’s got to be around here somewhere,” said the version of Rape Face wearing the black suit. “Fucking find him.”
The Rape Faces spread out, hunting him down. But Mr. Sorry wasn’t the hunted; he was the hunter. He stood completely silent and motionless, like a praying mantis waiting to strike. He watched calmly as one of them came toward him. A black tear dripped down his cheek.
“What the fuck?” said the Rape Face with the bowtie, looking down at his foot that had just gotten stuck in the mud.
“These are new fucking shoes, asshole,” said Bowtie Rape Face to no one in particular. He tried to shake the mud off of his shoe. “Fuck.”
As Bowtie Rape Face passed by the shadows where Sorry was lurking, he felt something hit him in the neck. He only saw it for a split second but it looked like a hand with a tattoo of the number three on it. As Bowtie walked on, he realized that he could no longer breathe. His trachea had been crushed. He turned around and searched the shadows he had just passed, but he didn’t see anything there. He died trying to figure out why his throat no longer worked.
“You all keep looking for him,” said Black Suit Rape Face. “I’ll go take care of the others.”
Mr. Sorry hovered over the dead man in the bowtie, watching Black Suit as he hiked down the hill toward the burning warehouse.



CHAPTER SIXTY


As Black Suit Rape Face was about to put a bullet in Tony’s head, he was interrupted by the sound of gunfire coming from the hills behind the warehouse.
“What the fuck?” said Black Suit, looking in the direction of the gunshots.
When he turned back, Tony flew through the air at him. The human torso kicked the gun out of his hands with his stubby legs, then caught the pistol between his arm-stumps on the way back to the ground.
“How the fuck did you do that with no arms?” cried Black Suit.
“Because I’m awesome,” said Mr. Torso. Then he aimed the gun up at the Rape Face. “Now get down on the ground with your hands in the air.”
Rape Face didn’t comply. “Can you even fire that thing without any fingers?” Then he stepped forward and outstretched his arm. “Just give it back to me.”
Tony tried to fire as the man came at him, but he couldn’t pull the trigger with his stumps. The gun slipped out of his arms and hit the ground, causing the gun to go off. Rape Face jumped back as a bullet blew off the top of his shoe, taking two toes with it.
“Motherfucker!” Rape Face yelled, landing on his ass.
Tony retrieved the pistol with his arm-stumps and threw it across the yard, into the fire of the burning warehouse. As the Rape Face in the black suit searched the ground for his missing toes, Tony went for June.
“Come on,” he told her. “Let’s go.”
She got to her feet, but was dizzy and mumbling as though she were severely drunk. Tony helped her balance, leading her in the direction of the triceratops.
“Hurry,” he said to her. “There’s still time.”
But as they staggered across the yard, he examined June’s wounds more carefully. Tony wasn’t sure if there was enough time to get her to the hospital. She probably wasn’t going to make it.



CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE


As June fought Mr. Corpse, Tony wished she hadn’t resorted to letting her crazy side loose. He wished she had run away, even if it meant leaving him to burn. The thing about Mr. Corpse was, when he had an opponent in his sights he would not stop until one of them was dead. Psycho June was the same way. Neither of them was capable of backing down from the fight.
Armadillo Fists focused her punches only on the stegosaur spikes in the hulk’s chest. She hit them repeatedly, twisting up Mr. Corpse’s insides.
“You’re going to fucking die,” shrieked Psycho June.
Mr. Corpse fell to his knees. June looked down at him with lustful eyes. She licked the man’s blood from Jocko’s shell. Then she punched him again, bringing all of her weight down on one of the spikes. When it collided, there was a loud ripping noise as the spike tore through the man’s flesh. He shoved her away and got to his feet.
“Yeah, you like that?” Psycho June said in a sexy voice, as if she were fighting Big Bob for his erotic pleasure.
Realizing his weakness, Mr. Corpse pulled the metal stegosaurus spikes out of his chest and tossed them to the side. Black blood dribbled slowly from the holes down his muscular abs. Then he raised his club.
“Come on,” June said.
When she came at him, Mr. Corpse swung his concrete club at her. It was fast, too fast for her to dodge. It connected with her side and she toppled over. She rolled back to get out of the way, but Mr. Corpse charged her. He swung the concrete upward, nailing her in the chest and face. She flew across the room, through a pool of fire.
Mr. Corpse ran at her and hit her again. This time it ripped flesh from her left shoulder.
June coughed blood across the cement floor. She kicked Mr. Corpse from her prone position. He slammed his concrete club down on her back.
As Tony watched June getting pummeled, it reminded him of a massive chef tenderizing meat with a hammer. He hit her repeatedly, breaking her bones and tearing apart her flesh. But Psycho June didn’t cry out. She just laughed as she was battered.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Psycho June shrieked.
Mr. Corpse smashed her across the face.
“Is that the best you can do?” Psycho June spit a collection of bloody teeth from her mouth.
Tony crawled on his stumps like a dog toward her. He knew he had to try to help. She was just going to let herself die if he didn’t. The warehouse was collapsing around them. One side of the roof opened up and an avalanche of flaming wood fell to the floor. There wasn’t much time. They were going to soon find themselves buried alive as the warehouse burned to the ground.



CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO


Two Rape Faces came around to the front of the burning warehouse. They walked backward, shooting wildly at the shadows in the distance.
“What the fuck’s going on?” asked Black Suit Rape Face, hobbling toward them with his toes in his hand. “I told you to kill that bastard.”
The two men turned and ran toward Black Suit.
“That guy’s not fucking human,” said Gold Tooth Rape Face, reloading his gun.
“He keeps fucking dodging our bullets,” said Broken Nose. “What’s with that guy?”
“Where are the others?” asked Black Suit.
“Probably dead,” said Gold Tooth.
“God damned idiots,” said Black Suit. “Just fucking kill the guy.”
“Easy for you to say,” said Broken Nose. “I’d like to see you go out there and take him out.”
Gold Tooth pointed at the two injured people trying to climb into the triceratops. “Yeah, you couldn’t even take care of the guy with no arms or legs.”
The three men looked over at the vehicle.
“Do something,” said Broken Nose. “They’re going to get away.”
Black Suit pulled out a revolver from an ankle holster beneath his pant leg. “Kill those motherfuckers.”
As Tony rolled June into the backseat, he looked back to see the three Rape Faces coming toward them. He crawled into the driver’s seat, but then noticed the key wasn’t in the ignition.
“Damn it,” Tony said.
He had to hotwire it. Working for Bobby Mazetti, this was a skill he had picked up. Unfortunately, without fingers it wasn’t something he was very good at. It definitely wasn’t something he could do quickly.
The Rape Faces aimed their guns at the triceratops and fired at the hood. Tony ducked down beneath the controls, trying to rip the lower panel off with his mouth.
“Get out of there, legless,” said Broken Nose, firing into the triceratops’ face.
Tony used his tongue and teeth on the panel, pushing off of the dashboard with his stumps. As it lifted a centimeter, the corner snapped back into place, pinching his tongue. He pulled it back and rubbed his tongue against his stump.
“Damn,” Tony said to his tongue. “Come on, don’t rush it. Pretend it’s a beautiful woman.”
Then he slid his tongue beneath the panel, gliding it across the edges, and wiggled the panel free.
The Rape Faces stopped firing. Something else had their attention. As Tony broke the panel off with his teeth, he looked out through the windshield, the panel dangling out of his mouth like a bone in a dog’s mouth.
Mr. Sorry walked across the yard toward the Rape Faces, his hands buried in his coat pockets. The Rape Faces left the triceratops and ran for the man with the black tears.
“Kill the son of a bitch,” said Black Suit.


The three men surrounded Mr. Sorry on all sides.
“We’ve got you now, you slimy prick,” said Black Suit.
Broken Nose fired first. Mr. Sorry tilted his head and the bullet whizzed past him, hitting Black Suit in the ear.
“You shot me, you fucker!” Black Suit yelled at Broken Nose.
“It’s not my fault he moved,” said Broken Nose.
“Just kill the fucker,” Black Suit said, holding his ear in the same hand containing the severed toes.
All three Rape Faces fired. Mr. Sorry didn’t move from his spot, his hands still in his pockets. He dodged all three bullets, even the one coming from Gold Tooth behind him. One bullet hit Black Suit in his shoulder.
Black Suit cried out and then grumbled at the other two Rape Faces. “Quit missing, you assholes.”
“You quit missing,” said Gold Tooth.
Mr. Sorry looked each of the men in their eyes.
“Please return to your worlds, gentlemen,” said Mr. Sorry. “You have no further business here.”
“Who the fuck do you think you are?” Black Suit asked him.
Mr. Sorry ignored the question.
“Do you wanna die?” asked Broken Nose.
Mr. Sorry looked at him. “Would you like to die?”
“That’s what I asked you!” Broken Nose ran at Mr. Sorry, firing at him until his clip was empty.
Mr. Sorry just stared at the man who continued pulling the trigger on the empty gun.
“Is that your answer?” Mr. Sorry asked.
Broken Nose threw a punch at Mr. Sorry, but the man with the black tears ducked out of the way. As Broken Nose threw more punches, Mr. Sorry just avoided them casually, his hands still resting in his pockets.
Black Suit watched Broken Nose fight with all of his strength and not land a single blow. Then Broken Nose froze in place. The life fell out of his eyes. In half a second, Mr. Sorry had pulled his hand out of his pocket, punched Broken Nose in the forehead, and then returned his hand to his pocket. The Rape Faces didn’t know what hit him, but they could tell the guy was dead. Mr. Sorry had punched him so hard that his brain hemorrhaged.
Gold Tooth and Black Suit opened fire on Mr. Sorry, but suddenly found Broken Nose’s corpse standing between them, blocking the fire. Gold Tooth kept firing into his dead dop, until Mr. Sorry kicked the corpse into him. As Gold Tooth pushed the dead Rape Face to the ground, he realized his gun had been swiped from his hand.
When Gold Tooth looked for where his weapon had gone, he discovered Mr. Sorry had it. But the gun wasn’t in Sorry’s hand. The man with the black tears still had his hands in his pockets. He was holding the gun with his foot.
In the split second the corpse of Broken Nose landed on Gold Tooth, Mr. Sorry had pulled his foot right out of his shoe, then snatched Gold Tooth’s gun away with his toes.
“How the fuck?” Gold Tooth asked.
Mr. Sorry pulled the trigger with his big toe, blowing Gold Tooth’s brain out the back of his head. The Rape Face hit the ground. Then Mr. Sorry twirled like a ballerina, aiming the gun at the last Rape Face standing.
“Don’t do it,” Black Suit Rape Face said. Then he pulled a grenade out of his pocket. “Think you’re fast enough to dodge an explosion?”
Mr. Sorry dropped the gun and put his foot back in his shoe below him. He pulled his hands out of his pockets as Rape Face pulled the pin out of the grenade.
“Die you fucker,” he said, tossing the grenade at the man with the black tears.
When the grenade was a foot away from his face, Mr. Sorry flicked it with his index finger, sending the grenade over his shoulder. It exploded in the air behind him. Black Suit’s face went blank. He backed away from Mr. Sorry in a panic. Mr. Sorry stepped toward him.
“What the fuck’s with you?” Rape Face said, pointing his revolver at the man with the black tears.
Then Black Suit heard the sound of an engine revving and turned his head. The triceratops sped across the yard and toward him.
“Motherfuckers,” Black Suit yelled.
Before he could aim his revolver, the triceratops plowed into him, knocking him onto the dino’s head. Rape Face coughed blood onto the windshield at Tony. Then he looked down to see his torso impaled on the triceratops’ horns.
“Legless piece of shit,” Rape Face said, wheezing as his intestines spilled out onto the dino’s head.


Mr. Sorry approached the triceratops and peered through the window at Tony. The amputee gazed back at the man with the black tears.
“You have my gratitude for killing this man for me,” said Mr. Sorry, and then glanced over at the man dying on the triceratops’ horns. “Although, I must say it was completely unnecessary.”
“I was just trying to help,” Tony said.
Mr. Sorry wiped a tear from his eye.
“My apologies for everything we’ve put you through,” said Mr. Sorry. Then he looked back at June lying in the backseat. “Both of you. I know now that it wasn’t her fault.”
“So you’re going to let us go?” Tony asked.
Mr. Sorry nodded. “You also still have a job if you want it. After how well you’ve proven yourself, I think you deserve a promotion. How’s the rank of number four sound?”
Tony shook his head.
“No, thanks,” he said. “Besides, I don’t think I could handle getting another tattoo. Those things hurt like hell.”
Tony smiled. Mr. Sorry smiled back.
“Very well, then,” said Mr. Sorry. “You’re free to go.”
Tony nodded. “Thanks.”
Mr. Sorry bowed to him. As he raised his head, giant metal teeth came down from the sky and bit him in half.
“Sorry!” Mr. Torso yelled.
Mr. Sorry’s lower half remained standing on the ground. His upper half was missing, replaced by an explosion of blood. When Tony looked out of the window, he saw the tyrannosaurus rex hovering over him. It had Mr. Sorry’s upper half in its jaws.
“Where the heck did that come from?” Tony yelled.
Behind the windshield, Tony could see the man operating the controls. It was Rape Face, the one with the eye patch. He was still alive.
The T-rex opened its giant metal jaws and dropped Mr. Sorry’s mangled upper half onto the ground. Tony looked down at the pile of flesh that was once the invincible Mr. Sorry. The sight of his mutilated body didn’t faze Tony. After what he had just witnessed between June and Mr. Corpse, nothing was going to faze him ever again.



CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE


Tony got to his stump-legs and staggered across the burning warehouse toward Mr. Corpse.
“Hit me harder,” Psycho June said to the man hovering over her. “Hit me until I puke!”
Mr. Corpse slammed his concrete slab down into June’s stomach.
“Now take your clothes off,” she said to him, giggling. “I’ll pay you triple!”
Tony jumped at Mr. Corpse and wrapped his stumps around the man’s arm, the one holding the club. Mr. Corpse didn’t realize it at first. He tried to swing the club, but his arm was too heavy. He looked over at Mr. Torso with red eyes. The limbless man smiled up at him. Then Mr. Corpse tried to shake him off, but Tony held on with all of his strength.
June crawled out from beneath the large man and staggered to her feet.
“I said take your fucking clothes off,” Psycho June shrieked, “and let me punch those tight little titties of yours.”
She ripped off Mr. Corpse’s iron mask and punched him in the face twice.
“Is this hard enough for you?” Psycho June yelled at him as she slammed her armadillos into his head. “Do you like that?”
She put one of her armadillo hands down her boxer shorts and began masturbating. She continued to punch him with the other.
“Harder!” she yelled, licking her bloodthirsty lips as she slammed her fist into him.
Mr. Corpse threw Tony from his arm and slammed him down into the cement. Then he swung his club into June’s face. She didn’t move. She just stood there and took it. Chunks of meat and gore flew from her cheeks. Blood gushed into her eyes.
“That was an illegal move,” Psycho June said, masturbating furiously at him. “But I’ll let it slide. I kind of liked it.”
Mr. Corpse swung the club again. June ducked. She aimed her armadillo at his wrist.
“Uh!” she fake-moaned.
As her fist connected with Mr. Corpse’s wrist, the concrete club fell from his hands and broke into pieces as it hit the floor. Then she opened her armadillo fist and grabbed Mr. Corpse’s face. He punched her in the chest, but she didn’t budge.
“Harder!” she cried.
Psycho June dug her claws deeper into the man’s face, and then yanked his head toward her crotch so he could smell the sexual fragrance gushing from her. He punched her again. It only made her masturbate more feverishly.
“Harder!” she cried.
As his blood splashed up her body onto her breasts, she orgasmed. Her battered body jerked against his head, as if she were skull-fucking him. Then she ripped his eyes out of his face. She tossed him to the ground and jumped on top of him. Tony couldn’t believe his eyes as the thin girl straddled the hulking beast, dominating him.
“Do you like it?” she said to Mr. Corpse.
Mr. Corpse just gurgled at her. She licked the pulpy mess that was once his face. Then she placed both of her armadillos on his chest and started to dig.
Psycho June giggled as her rabid armadillos burrowed through the man’s torso, ripping apart his meat like warm soil. Mr. Corpse screamed so loud it shook the warehouse.
“Feast on his blood,” she told her pets. “Pulverize him into soup.”
As the fire blazed around her, she arched her back and heaved her breasts forward. After the giant man died, June didn’t stop. She rubbed her crotch against his corpse, licking her lips, tasting his flesh through her armadillos’ lips.



CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR


“You’re next, halfy!” screamed Eye Patch Rape Face, as he aimed the tyrannosaur’s jaws at the triceratops.
Tony slammed on the gas. He didn’t have leg-extensions, so he had to stand upright as he drove. He drove the dinosaur around the T-rex’s legs to get behind it, as its metal jaws snapped in the air after him.
On the head of the triceratops, Black Suit Rape Face wasn’t quite dead yet. He aimed his revolver at Tony and fired, blowing out the windshield. Tony ducked behind the controls as the Rape Face shot at him.
“Die, you prick,” Black Suit said.
Tony hit the gas and charged forward, aiming for the T-rex.
“Hold tight, Sugar Legs,” Tony said to June.
He looked back. She was no longer moving.
When he was out of bullets, Black Suit began throwing his intestines at Tony, trying to make him crash.
“I’m taking you fucks with me,” Rape Face said.
Eye Patch Rape Face laughed madly as he drove the tyrannosaur. He chomped down at the triceratops, biting at the roof.
“I’m going to eat you, you bastards,” said Eye Patch, as he controlled the metal jaws of the T-rex.
Tony slammed his triceratops into the tyrannosaur’s legs, trying to knock it over.
“You’re fucked!” said Black Suit, as he continued throwing his guts at the armless man.
The Rape Face intestines spilled over the side of the dino and got wrapped around one of the triceratops’ front legs. As Tony slammed on the gas, the intestines curled around the leg, unraveling from Rape Face’s torso.
“You fucking pricks,” Black Suit yelled, as the life dropped from his eyes. Then his insides exploded out of his body, spraying across the shattered windshield, and falling beneath the dino’s legs.
Rape Face’s innards tangled around the vehicle’s ankles, but the triceratops’ large metal appendages were too strong to be slowed down. The dino plowed forward at full speed, ramming into the side of the tyrannosaur.
“Don’t worry, baby,” Tony said. “This guy’s no match for me. Maybe if I were still driving the stegosaur this guy might have had a bit of an edge, but not in a triceratops.”
He patted the dashboard with his stump.
“You see,” Tony said, “back when I used to race professionally, I didn’t race with a stegosaurus. The vehicle I was most proficient at . . .” Tony spun his dino in a circle, knocking the T-rex off balance, “. . . was the triceratops!”
Then he hit the gas and charged straight into the T-rex, aiming for the carnivore’s belly. The horns pierced its abdomen and rammed it backward, pushing the tyrannosaur all the way into the fire of the burning warehouse.
Eye Patch cried out as he fell from the T-rex into the fire. The last thing he saw was the sly expression on Mr. Torso’s face as he put on a pair of designer sunglasses with his stubby little arms.
“I guess I was just a little too awesome for you,” Tony said, smiling and bobbing his head with satisfaction.
But when he looked back at June, she wasn’t conscious. The smile fell from his face.
“Sugar Legs?” he asked.
He felt for a pulse with his arm-stump. It was faint. He lifted the yellow coat. The tourniquets wrapped around her wrists had loosened. Blood dripped gently from the shredded meat at the ends of her arms, where her armadillo hands used to be.



CHAPTER SIXTY-FIVE


Tony watched as Psycho June bathed in an orgy of blood. She ripped Mr. Corpse’s body into shreds, pulling out his intestines like candy from a piñata.
“June . . .” Tony said, as he stumbled toward her.
When he saw the front of her, he didn’t recognize June at all. Her face was swollen and distorted. Blood covered her body. It was like she was turned inside-out. This is what Psycho June looked like on the inside, a demon of blood and cruelty.
As she punched Mr. Corpse’s brains into tiny bits, Tony tried to look for traces of the June he knew. But the more he looked, the more he saw only the demon.
“June, come on,” he said, going toward her. “We need to get out of here.”
As he put his arm-stump on her shoulder, June jerked her head at him. She glared into him with bloodthirsty eyes.
“June?”
She leapt at him. Tony backed away, but she was too fast. She punched him in the stomach, then in the face. He fell to the ground.
“Do you want me to love you?” she said, crawling on top of him. “Do you want me to fuck you with my cock?”
She punched him repeatedly in the chest with her armadillo fists.
“June!” Tony cried.
She continued to punch him.
“These are my cocks,” she said, then licked the blood from her fists. “I’m going to fuck you with them. I’m going to make you love me.”
“Stop it!” he said to the demon on top of him.
She kept punching, grinding her crotch against his limbless torso.
“Is that hard enough for you?” she said. “Or should I fuck you even harder?”
She punched him in the face and blood sprayed from his nose.
“June . . .” he said.
As she licked the shell of her armadillo, part of the warehouse crashed down behind her, awakening her from her trance. When she looked down at Tony squirming beneath her, her lips began to tremble. Tears fell from her swollen eyes, mixing with the blood.
She screamed and crawled off of him. Then she turned away, covering her face with her armadillos.
“It’s okay,” Tony said, sitting upright. “I know you didn’t mean it. It wasn’t you.”
She cried and quivered.
“You’re wrong,” June said. “It was me. I wanted to do all of those things.”
“No, you didn’t,” Tony said, staggering toward her.
June put her fist between them.
“Stay back,” she said. “Even now, there’s a part of me that wants nothing more than to smash your skull into the cement. I long for it.” She ground her teeth. “It makes me wet just thinking about it.”
Tony wrapped his stumps around her. He didn’t care if the smoke suffocated them. He didn’t care if the warehouse crumbled down on their heads. He just had to comfort her. At that moment, it was the most important thing he could possibly do.
“It’s okay,” Tony said. “I don’t care what you say. It’s not your fault.”
He looked up into her crooked eyes and smiled.
“You just need help,” he said. “Let me help you.”
But all he saw in her eyes was a fire, a thirst for blood.
“No,” she said.
Psycho June was back.
“There’s only one thing I need,” said Psycho June.
She pushed Tony out of the way and raised her fists to him. But instead of attacking him, she turned on herself. She opened her armadillo, Jocko, and had him bite down into her other wrist.
“Don’t!” Tony yelled.
June and Psycho June screamed together as Jocko chewed through her arm. It severed Judy, her other armadillo, from her wrist. Blood gushed out of the mangled stump, fizzing in the pool of fire by her feet.
“Stop!” Tony cried, catching her severed armadillo before it hit the ground.
Then June went to the fragmented concrete slab that Mr. Corpse had used as a club. She picked out a jagged piece of it, sharp like the edge of an axe.
“June . . .”
She shrieked as she slammed her wrist down on the edge of the concrete, breaking open her flesh. Blood sprayed across the floor. She slammed it again, then again.
When Tony reached her, Jocko was dangling from a strip of flesh, squirming and trying to reattach itself to June’s arm. But Psycho June wouldn’t let it. She opened her crooked jaws and bit down on the hunk of meat between her armadillo and her wrist. Tony caught Jocko with his stumps after she finished chewing through her flesh.
Then June collapsed to her knees, crying. Blood poured out of her stumps, pooling on the ground below her.
“It’s okay,” Tony said to her.
He ripped strips from his orange spandex shirt and wrapped them around her wrists. The tourniquets cut off the blood flow, preventing her from bleeding to death. Then he took Mr. Happy’s coat off, wrapped up the armadillos and placed them in June’s arms.
“You didn’t have to do this,” Tony said to June as he helped her to her feet.
She was getting dizzy.
“I did,” she said, her eyes rolling back as she shook her head. “It was the only way to save you.”
As they staggered out of the burning warehouse, she mumbled under her breath, “The temptation was just too great.”



CHAPTER SIXTY-SIX


The triceratops galloped down the highway at top speed, leaping over every dino that got in its way. Tony looked back at June. The armadillos crawled on her shoulders, licking the wounds on her face.
“Come on, Mr. Awesome,” Tony said to himself. “You can make it.”
As the armadillos tickled her cheeks, June giggled. Her eyes blinked open.
“Jocko, Judy,” she said in a languid voice. “How are my babies?”
She closed her eyes and nuzzled her swollen face against them, smiling. Then she looked at Tony.
“My babies are moving on their own,” she said to Tony. “They never listen to me.”
She raised an arm out from under the yellow coat and saw the bloody stump.
“Oh . . .” she said, remembering what had happened.
The smile fell from her face.
“Don’t worry,” Tony said to her. “I’ll get you to the hospital in time. Just hang in there.”
June dropped her arm and smiled again.
“Mr. Fast Awesome . . .” she said, giggling.
Then she looked down at her arm stumps.
“I want to be Mrs. Fast Awesome,” she said. “You can teach me how to get around with no hands. Then we can be a team. Maybe I’ll even cut my legs off, too, right at the knee. We’ll be the perfect pair.”
She laughed at the thought.
“Who needs arms or legs to be happy,” she said. “You taught me that. You’re the most awesome man I’ve ever met.”
“You know it, Sugar Legs,” Tony said, trying to keep her talking. “Tell me more about how awesome I am.”
June laid her head on Jocko’s back, snuggling his shell.
“You’re the epitome of awesome,” she said. “You’re the fastest driver, the smoothest talker, the only person in the world who can make orange spandex look sexy.”
Tony winked at her through the rearview mirror.
“When you make love to me it makes me feel like I’m the center of the universe.” Her eyes stared out the window for a moment, admiring the sun as it rose over the horizon. “I’ve never felt that way before. I want to feel that way again.”
“Hang in there, June,” Tony said. “I’ll make you feel that way everyday if you want. Just hang on.”
“I want to have babies with you, Mr. Awesome,” June said.
Tony could tell she was getting really delirious.
She said, “I bet you’d be the best father. I’d love to see you surrounded by Baby Awesomes.” She giggled. “And I’d be there with Jocko and Judy. They’d be our family pets. It would be so perfect.”
Her eyes began to fade.
“So perfect . . .” she said.
Tony looked back at her.
“I said hang in there,” he said. “Keep talking.”
The smile drifted from her face.
“I’ve got to go faster,” he said.
Tony pushed the gas all the way down, speeding up as fast as the triceratops could take him, leaping over ankylosaurs and trachodons. He looked back. June’s head fell from Jocko’s shell and dangled in the air over her chest. Tears poured from his eyes as he turned back to face the road.
“I’m not fast enough,” Tony said, as he plowed past everyone on the road. “Why am I not fast enough?”
He wanted to look back and see her smiling at him again. Just one last time. But he couldn’t. He had to keep his eyes on the road. He had to go faster, even faster than he’d ever gone before. He couldn’t look back at her. He knew she wasn’t moving anymore. The blood was no longer dripping from her body.



CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN


Tony looked back at June as she stepped into his stegosaurus. She sat in the backseat, hiding her armadillo fists inside her jacket pockets. As he pulled into dinosaur traffic, he looked at her through the rearview mirror. She had a pretty face and a bashful smile.
“What’s a sweet girl like you doing working for a jerk like Big Bob?” Tony asked.
Their eyes met in the rearview mirror. She smiled and looked away.
“I’m not as sweet as you think I am,” June said.
“Fair enough,” Tony said. “So what’s he got you doing for him?”
“I think he needs a personal trainer,” June said. “Or something like that. I used to be a boxer. He admired my skills.”
“A boxer?” Tony asked. “A pretty little thing like you?”
“I was a killer,” she said.
Then June noticed that her driver didn’t have any arms.
“What happened?” she asked him, nodding at his missing limbs.
Tony raised his stumps. “Dinosaur crash when I was young. I lost both my arms and legs.”
“You’re a professional driver even though you were in such a horrible accident?” June said. “If that happened to me I’d never step foot in a dinosaur again.”
“Not me, baby,” Tony said. “It only made me want to drive more. If somebody tells me I’m not able to do something I don’t just want to do it, I want to be the best at it.”
“So you’re the best driver in Big Bob’s organization?” she asked.
“Not just in the organization,” Tony said. “I’m the best driver. Period. Nobody goes as fast as me.”
He winked in the rearview mirror.
“I like going fast,” June said.
“Want me to speed up, baby?” he said.
“No, thanks,” she said. “I’m not in a rush.”
“I hear you,” Tony said.
He raised his arm-stump over the seat. “The name’s Tony.”
She pulled an armadillo out of her pocket and wrapped it around his stump.
“June,” she said.
When he shook her armadillo hand, June was surprised it didn’t bother him. He didn’t cringe or react in any way, as if it were completely natural for women to have armadillo hands.
“A pleasure to meet you, Sugar Doll,” Tony said.
She nodded at him as she returned her hand to her pocket. Then she went silent, staring out the window at all the metal dinosaurs they passed.
As they drove, Tony sensed something in her. He sensed loneliness—a deep, crushing loneliness that had been consuming her for a very long time. It was as if there was a hole in her that she kept trying to fill, but she was always filling it with the wrong thing.
It made Tony sad to think that such a sweet girl was always hurting inside. He wanted to do something to help her. He didn’t know what. He just didn’t want her to be so empty anymore.
Tony smiled at her in the rearview mirror. She didn’t smile back. Her eyes were distant.
When he dropped her off at the boss’ house, she looked at him through the passenger side window.
“You going to drive me home after I’m done?” she asked.
Tony nodded. “I’ll be waiting right here.”
“Do you always just wait around for your passengers?”
Tony shook his head. “Just for you, Sugar Legs.”
She nodded and turned around. He watched her as she walked away from him, up the driveway, into the belly of the beast.
If he knew what Big Bob had planned for her, or what would happen to her after she was blamed for the old man’s death, Tony wouldn’t have dropped her off that day. He would have slammed on the gas and kept driving, taking her as far away from there as possible, to a place where she would never have to use her fists ever again.



CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT


A week after June Howard’s funeral, Tony took a road trip up to the mountains. He didn’t drive himself. He decided he wanted to be a passenger for a change, riding in the back of a parasaur taxi.
“Pull over up here,” Tony said to the cabby.
The cabby looked back at him as if he were crazy.
“You want me to drop you off here?” the cabby asked. “It’s the middle of nowhere.”
“Yeah, right here,” Tony said.
The cabby shrugged as he pulled the dino onto the side of the road.
“You sure you’re going to be okay out here?” said the cabby. “I mean, you don’t even have any arms or legs.”
“Don’t need ‘em,” Tony said, as he jumped out of the cab. “I’ll be fine.”
Tony paid the cabby and then watched as the parasaur walked slowly on its way down the road. Then he turned to the wilderness. He wobbled down a hill, trying to balance on his stubby legs. Then he hiked away from the road, to a quiet, peaceful spot. He sat down on a patch of grass and poured himself a glass of wine.
June’s funeral was small. Not many people were there: a couple uncles and cousins she barely knew, a childhood friend who hadn’t seen her in years, a next door neighbor who spoke to her sometimes.
Tony placed a small animal cage in front of him and opened it with his teeth. Then he slid his arm-stumps within. As Jocko and Judy crawled up his half-limbs to his shoulders, he giggled.
“Your claws are sure tickly,” he told them.
Then he pulled them off of his shoulder one by one and held them in his arms like babies.
“I’m happy the vet was able to fix you up,” he said to them, tapping Judy on her nose as she licked his stump. “Now you’re able to be normal armadillos again.”
He set them on the ground.
“Now be a good boy, Jocko,” he said to June’s right fist. “Protect your sister for me.”
Then he turned to June’s left fist. “And Judy, make sure to brighten your brother’s day. He gets a little moody sometimes. Cheer him up when you can.”
The armadillos stared up at him, licking their noses with their sticky tongues. They seemed sad when Tony waved them away with his arm-stumps.
“You’re free,” he said. “Go explore. There’s a big world out there with your names on it.”
Tony sat in the grass, drinking his wine, and watched as the armadillos disappeared into the brush. He smiled thinking of June.
It was going to take a long time for him to get over their owner’s death, but it eased his pain a little to know that a part of June lived on inside of those two armadillos. Just as they existed as a part of her body, she would continue to exist as a part of theirs. And because the armadillos had each other, June would never be lonely again.
After he finished the wine and absorbed all the warmth from the sun, Tony stood up on his stubby legs. He put on his hat and designer sunglasses.
“Come on, Mr. Awesome,” he said to himself. “There’s a big world out there with your name on it.”
Then he hiked up the hill, back to the road. He chose a direction and started walking. He didn’t know where he was going. He just wanted to walk and keep walking, to see just how far a man with no legs could travel.
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