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“Ever wonder what a collaboration between Edward Lee and Richard Laymon would read like? If  you’re a hardcore horror fan, of  course the answer is yes. But have you ever wondered how that hypothetical collaboration  might  have  turned  out  had  someone  secretly  dosed them with some bad LSD at some point during the process? Well, wonder no more, because I think it may very well have turned out like Cameron Pierce’s new book,  Gargoyle Girls of  Spider Island.  Or, to put it in pithy catchphrase form, ‘It’s like Lost on Acid!’  Either way, Gargoyle Girls is a trip.” 
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- CraCKED.COm

“Uninitiated readers who have yet to experience this author’s distinctive verbal prose should get ready for the mind fuck of  their life, and even die-hard fans of  Cameron Pierce’s weird tales will be blown away by these latest writings.” 
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“A must read.” 
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“In an era when very little remains shocking, Pierce might have ac-tually managed to create a genuinely disturbing work of  fiction, the literary equivalent of  Schindler’s List rewritten by the Marquis De Sade and filmed as a Tim Burton animated feature.” 
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Chapter one

Pirate Fight

When Oscar stole his stepfather’s boat and invited his best pals along for a weekend of  partying on the open seas, the last thing he had in mind was a cat-and-mouse game with pirates. 

The rat-a-tat of a semi-automatic rang out over the motor. 

Allen,  Jane,  and  Colette  hit  the  deck.  Oscar  resisted  the urge to duck behind the helm. He had to stay focused. The pirates were pushing them into rocky territory. 

Gunshots pelted the water to his right. He anticipated a bullet catching him in the back of  the head. Would the pirates toss his body in the water for the sharks, or perhaps eat him themselves? Jane and Colette would be in the worst trouble. 

No telling what unspeakable things pirates might do to young college girls. 

“Allen!” Oscar shouted. “Allen!” 

Allen  raised  his  head  and  peeked  out  from  between  the fingers hiding his face. 

“Grab the flare gun!” 

Allen shrugged, confused. 

“The flare gun!” 

Another  rat-a-tat  blast  sent  Allen  back  to  the  deck.  He 7
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cowered in a ball, refusing to acknowledge Oscar’s persistent shouts. 

The  pirates  pulled  alongside  their  boat.  Oscar  glanced sidelong and saw the shooter leveling on him, aiming a gun at his head from ten yards away. Without any conscious effort, he ducked. 

The  boat  hit  a  rock  pile.  Water  began  flooding  in.  The motor died. They slowed to a crawl. 

Oscar moved on hands and knees toward the emergency compartment.  Maybe  a  couple  close-range  flare  shots  could distract the pirates long enough to jump overboard. At least the girls might swim away while Oscar and Allen fought the pirates. 

Swim to where? 

And trust Allen to back him up in a fight? Dream on. 

The overwhelming hopelessness of  their situation struck him.They were trapped in a sinking boat in waters so dangerous that even the coast guard hesitated to venture there. 

“Holy shit, man, we’re gonna die,” Allen blubbered. 

A  rough  Cuban  voice  came  from  the  pirate  boat.  “Two chicas! Big asses both!” 

Another voice jilted, “They ready to have fun?” 

Although these words were directed at Jane and Colette, it was Allen who screamed. 

“What is that? A third chica?” the second voice said. 

“No, only an American boy, but he will be our bitch as well.” 

Lying beneath the helm, Oscar had no view of  the pirates. 

“Allen,”  he  hissed,  quietly  so  the  pirates  wouldn’t  hear  him. 

“Guard the girls while I talk to these assholes.” 

Allen nodded and moved to where the girls cowered in a tangled heap, craning their necks to keep their heads above the rising water level. 

“Whoa, whoa, where you going bitch boy?” said the pirate 8
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with the rough accent. 

So one of  the pirates held Allen, Jane, and Colette in his view. He had not mentioned Oscar, meaning there was still a chance he had not seen him. 

If  the pirate crossed over to this boat, Oscar figured the pirate should step right about where he lay, judging from his voice. If  he happened to be the pirate holding the gun, Oscar could surprise him, seize the weapon, and overtake the pirate boat. 

Oh, how could he be so stupid? Of  course he was aware of  Oscar. He’d shot at him, after all. But perhaps the pirate assumed he’d shot the driver. 

It all crumbled into a heroic fantasy doomed to get he and his friends killed. 

He  thought  up  a  safer  plan  that  entailed  acting  as  ship captain and engaging in diplomatic relations with the pirates. 

 If  you don’t rape our women, we’ll let you max out these credit cards our parents gave us as soon as we reach the mainland. As if  any pirate worth his weight in stolen goods would fall for that. 

Okay, back to Plan A: kill or be killed. 

He scooted against the wall of  the boat and tucked his legs beneath him, preparing to spring up like a Jack in the Box. 

“Bring the boat up, Che. Our little bitches are sinking.” 

“Ay, shark!” 

“Where is it?” 

“Right there!” 

“It is a big one. Let me welcome our bitches aboard and then I will shoot the bastard. We eat shark for dinner, unless the bitches have good eats below. You want pussy for dinner, Che?” 

“Hurry up, you are wasting time.” 

The boats banged together. A booted foot appeared above Oscar’s head. He sprang up and shoved the foot upward, aiming to tip the pirate over the side. The pirate gave a startled cry and bounced like a pinball between the boats, squeezing the 9
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trigger of  his semi-automatic and sending up a series of  wild shots, until he splashed into the crystal-clear water. 

The one called Che stared at Oscar as if  he’d seen a ghost. 

In Oscar’s mind, he’d pictured a boatful of  ten, maybe twenty pirates pursuing them, but it had only been Che and the guy in the water. Che was pot-bellied and pushing fifty. The one in the water was maybe half  his age. 

“You  are  dead,”  Che  said,  taking  several  steps  toward Oscar. “Dead, just you wait.” The pirate turned his attention to the one in the water. “The shark,” he cried. “It is coming for you, Don Juan. Drop the gun and climb aboard.” 

“I will not drop my weapon. It belongs in that boy’s ass,” 

Don Juan sputtered. He bobbed up and down, struggling to keep his head above the water. 

“Don Juan, my son, the shark!” 

“I will not be taken by a little shark.” 

“Drop the gun and get out.” 

“The  gun,  he  is  my  best  friend.  I  do  not  abandon  my friends.” 

Che unbuttoned his Hawaiian shirt and flung it aside. He yanked off  his black rubber boots, identical to Don Juan’s, and pointed at Oscar. “Do not try funny games. We are powerful men. We kill bitches like you. Remember, you are dead.” 

He nodded his head, apparently satisfied that his threatening words would keep Oscar in place, and dove head-first off  the back of  the boat. Despite his sagging gut, he cut the water like a lithe tuna. 

Oscar stood knee-deep in water. He had not seen the sup-posed shark and wondered if  the pirates had a trick up their sleeve. Perhaps this was all a setup, with more pirates below deck, waiting to capture the young people when they jumped ship.And then he saw it. The shark sped in a direct path toward Che  and  Don  Juan,  both  men  preoccupied  in  a  tug-of-war battle over the gun. 

10

GARGOYLE GIRLS OF SPIDER ISLAND

“Holy shit, it’s a great white,” Allen said, coming to stand beside Oscar. 

The  shark’s  unwavering  intent  sent  a  chill  down  Oscar’s spine. The shark swept past his stepfather’s sinking boat. He gauged the shark to be about ten feet longer than the boat, which seemed impossible. The boat was a thirty-footer. 

On a second pass, the shark bit Don Juan in half. 

A mushroom cloud of  blood rose to the surface, obscuring the grisly details. 

Oscar stood frozen, gaping in horror, his bowels threatening to unloose. 

He  felt  a  tug  on  his  arm  and  jerked  away,  seeing  in  his mind a second shark lunging out of  the water and biting his arm off. 

“Jump across!” Colette screamed, shaking him. 

He realized that Allen and Jane were already on the other boat.He took Colette’s hand and together they abandoned ship. 

He snapped back into himself  as he hurried to the helm of  the pirate boat. A shark that big could sink a boat of  this size. Allen and the girls leaned over the stern, hawking lugies on Che, who wept for Don Juan as he pawed helplessly at the side of  the boat. 

For  now,  the  shark  had  disappeared,  but  there  was  no telling when or where it might pop up again. 

He reached for the ignition, only to discover that the key was missing. 

He rushed to the stern, pushing the others aside, and spat every curse he knew at the fat old pirate. Che dunked his head, washing spit from his eyes, and came up laughing. “It is the key you want, yes?” 

“Hand it over, motherfucker.” 

“Let me onboard.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“I will hand  over the key and return to the water like a 11
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gentleman. You can leave me for the sharks.” 

Oscar turned his back to the pirate and consulted with the others. 

“I don’t trust him,” Allen said. 

“Neither do I, but do we have a choice? Even if  we contact the coast guard now, they might not be out here for days.” 

“I’d rather take my chances with the shark than save that asshole’s life,” Jane said. 

Colette crossed her arms across the triangular bikini halter that barely concealed her breasts. “Oscar is right. We can’t just sit out here on open water.” 

“Fine, I’m in,” Allen said. “Under one condition.” 

“Name it.” 

“We break the fucker’s kneecaps soon as he’s onboard. I don’t want him making any fast moves.” 

“Hell yes,” Jane said, high-fiving Allen. “Fuck the shark. 

Bring on the cripple.” 

“Guys, this is cruel,” Colette protested. 

“It’s also safe and practical,” Oscar said. 

“Let’s go find our weapons,” Allen said. He and Jane high-fived  once  more  before  running  off   to  search  for  weapons below deck. 

Colette gave Oscar a disapproving look before tromping off. Oscar reached out for her, intending to lay a comforting hand on her suntanned shoulders, but she moved too quickly. 

A creature always just beyond his reach. He told himself  that now was not the time to pine for her, and turned to face Che again. 

“You  live,”  he  said,  feeling  superior  to  the  pirate  as  he issued this life-or-death sentence. 

Che laughed, though his eyes darted nervously about the water. More sharks would pick up the blood scent and swarm the area soon. 

Below deck, Jane and Allen screamed. 

12
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***

The  dead  girl’s  head  fell  off   when  she  tumbled  out  of   the closet. She was that long gone. This discovery, and also the fact that any guns on the boat were either nonexistent or too well-concealed, had changed Allen and Jane’s opinion. Despite the machete that Allen uncovered and now freely waved about, they argued against letting Che onboard. 

“He’s a murderer,” Jane protested. 

“Of  course he’s a murderer,” Oscar said. “He’s a pirate. What do you think he planned to do with us? Play Monopoly?” 

“They slit the girl hole to hole . . . with this,” Allen said, waving the machete in front of  him. “That’s fucked up.” 

“It’s getting dark. We need the key and we need to get out of  here now, or else we’re dead on the water.” 

“Kneecaps aren’t good enough anymore,” Allen said. 

“I want to cut his dick off,” Jane said. “For the dead girl.” 

“This is sick. Oscar, tell them this is sick,” Colette said. 

Oscar shielded his eyes from her pleading gaze. “I want this boat moving in twenty minutes. I don’t care how the key ends up in my hand, but I want it now. I’ll take care of  the dead girl while you three figure it out.” 

Oscar picked up an oily towel and tied it around his face, in case the dead girl turned out to be as morbidly decayed as they’d described. 

His skin crackled painfully from standing under the tropical sun all day. 

Even  worse,  his  stepfather’s  boat  had  sunk  completely under, along with all of  their possessions. The only thing in their favor seemed to be the absence of  sharks. Perhaps the big great white scared away other sharks in the area. 

They’d been stupid to leave Che in the water for so long. If he was eaten or drowned, the key would be gone forever. 

“Fuck,” Oscar muttered, recoiling at the top of  the stairs 13
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from the putrid stench coming up from below. 

He inhaled deeply and held his breath, then plunged down the stairs into the dark, cramped lower quarters. 

His eyes teared up as he passed through the kitchen and dining quarters. 

In the first bedroom he entered, he found the body. The head lay a few feet away, halfway under the bed. 

They hadn’t lied about the damage. A slit across her belly revealed where someone had cut her open to fuck her stomach. 

He wondered if  she was still alive when they did it. And, like Allen said, they’d cut her hole to hole. 

Flaccid condoms clung to the black mush of  her ruined privates. The pirates possessed the good sense to use protection when fucking dead people. 

He  puked  into  the  dirty  towel  and  doubled  back,  still vomiting as he stumbled up the stairs. He kicked the door shut, tore the towel away, and ran to the railing, where he heaved until he lost the strength to stand. 

A pair of  arms swooped under him and when he opened his eyes, he was staring into Colette’s pristine emerald eyes. The rays of  the dying sun glimmered off  her strawberry blonde hair. Cradled in her arms, he felt safe. 

Until the splash of  someone jumping (or being pulled?) off the boat thrust a feeling of  doom into his gut, like an anchor being cast into an abyss. 

He sprang to his feet and hurried to the stern. It took a few moments to discern what all the splashing about in the water  was.  Then  he  glimpsed  the  machete  blade,  chopping down repeatedly. Allen and Che were fighting. Both men were screaming. Blood clouded the water for the second time that day, but the frenzied commotion of  the water obscured the action. 

Oscar searched around for a weapon, just in case the pirate came  up  as  the  victor  and  tried  to  board  the  boat  with  the machete. 

14
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Fallen  beneath  the  deflated,  sun-dried  life  raft,  Oscar discovered a marlin gaff. 

He returned in time to witness Allen towing a bloodied and unconscious Che to the rope ladder Jane threw over the side. The machete had gone under. 

“Bastard,” Allen said through gritted teeth. He started to climb the ladder, paused, and turned to spit blood into Che’s face. “Bastard.” 

He slung one of  the pirate’s arms over the ladder to hold him in place while he scaled the rest of the ladder. 

Che opened his eyes, a wicked, toothless grin on his face. 

He grabbed the seat of  Allen’s swim trunks and jerked him down, back into the sea. 

Surprised and weaponless, Allen flailed his arms helplessly as Che secured balance on the bottom rung and shoved Allen’s head underwater. 

Oscar  surged  forward,  the  gaff   raised  in  his  right  hand. 

Years of  playing baseball lent him a strong and accurate swing. 

His first swing connected with the top of  Che’s right hand, which went limp as a clubbed seal. 

He pulled on the gaff  to make a second strike, but the gaff wouldn’t budge. He’d driven it all the way through Che’s hand and into Allen’s skull. 

By the time they hauled Allen and Che aboard, still attached to  each  other  via  gaff,  both  men  had  blacked  out.  Colette and Jane set to work detaching them and tending to Allen’s wounds. 

Oscar  found  the  boat  key  in  the  cargo  pocket  of   Che’s pants, but the cool tropical night had crept up on them like a  panther.  Oscar  studied  the  stars  and  recognized  none  of the constellations. He searched the area around the captain’s chair for a compass, but to no avail. To make matters worse, they were low on fuel and several rounds of  bullets had been emptied into the radio unit. 

When he walked over to inform Jane and Colette of  their 15
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dire  situation,  he  noticed  that  one  of   Che’s  ears  was  gone. 

There was just a bleeding hole on the side of  his head. Whether Allen cleaved it off  with the machete or Jane removed it after bringing him aboard, Oscar could not tell. 

“Bad news,” he said. “We’re low on fuel, the compass is missing, and I can’t tell my ass from the south pole.” 

“They need medical attention tonight, or they’ll both die,” 

Colette said. 

“You’ve been out on open water before, haven’t you?” Jane asked. 

“Yes, but not like this. Even experienced captains would have trouble navigating in our position, and I—” 

“Goddamn you,” Jane interrupted. “We trusted you. We put our lives in your hands. You promised a fun tropical getaway. 

You said you knew the ocean like your own mother. Now this. 

Now all of  this. Goddamn you. Goddamn you!” 

“Jane, please calm down,” said Colette in a soothing voice. 

“Please. We need to stick together now.” 

“Just take us away from this place,” Jane pleaded, crying. 

“I think she’s right,” Colette said softly. “Wherever we end up, I’ll prefer it to here.” 

“No,” Oscar said. “It’s irresponsible and borderline suicidal. 

The ocean could take us anywhere.” 

“We’re in Hell,” Jane said. “We’re fucking dead and we’re in Hell. We’re fucked.” 

Colette  reached  out  and  touched  Oscar’s  hand.  She kneaded his fingers in her own. “Please, Oscar, we need to go somewhere else.” 

He  couldn’t  deny  her  and  she  knew  it.  She  had  worked him in the same way countless times before. Oscar withdrew his  hand  and  returned  to  the  captain’s  chair.  He  started  up the  motor  and  they  began  their  journey  through  darkness and  water.  The  moonless  sky  offered  no  hints  as  to  which direction he should head to find land. Nothing but the rumble of  the strange boat disturbed the lapping of  the calm sea, and 16
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navigating blindly through the dark as the night got colder, he believed he was alone on a foreign planet, abandoned except for the cold certainty of  death. 

17

Chapter two

Alone in Paradise

Oscar awoke sprawled out in the captain’s chair with a tangerine-colored seabird perched on his knee. The bird pecked at the drawstrings  of   his  swim  trunks  with  its  striped  green  and purple beak. He raised his right hand to swat the bird away, but a crippling pain shot down his arm. The awkward position he’d passed out in left his back, shoulders, and arms stiffer than brittle driftwood. 

The  drawstrings  fell  limp  in  the  bird’s  clamped  beak.  It fixed its big yellow eyes on him. 

The bird let out a friendly chirp as if  to say,  Good morning. 

Its beady, glistening eyes spoke  friend and not  enemy. 

Oscar laughed. “Good morning to you too, then.” 

Although his body ached, the bird proffered the illusion of   a  tropical  paradise.  When  Oscar  made  a  survey  of   their surroundings, he seriously doubted for a moment that he was alive.The boat drifted in clear shallows off the glimmering, untouched sands of  a beautiful island. 

He wondered how long the boat had continued on after he  passed  out.  How  many  miles  were  they  from  where  his 18
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stepfather’s boat sank? Where was everybody? 

Colette and Jane and Allen . . . and Che. 

He looked about and found the deck abandoned. The only sign of  his friends was a pile of  bloody towels. And the gaff. 

In  his  gut,  fear  and  regret  intermingled  with  a  pang  of something that felt like stomach flu. He couldn’t help imagining the terrible things that may have happened to Colette. He’d sought her affection for several years. This had been the trip when  he  finally  thought  he’d  win  her  heart.  Was  she  below deck? 

The silence of the boat sent a chill down Oscar’s spine. Suddenly the gorgeous morning seemed foreboding, threatening. 

He stood, alert and rigid. 

The little orange bird fluttered around his shoulders and pecked cheerfully at the short locks of  hair flowing down to the lobe of  his ear. He patted the bird on the head with the pad of  his index finger. The bird chirped. It appeared to be smiling at him. Could birds smile? He didn’t think so, but he would swear this one just smiled. 

The deck was splattered with blood. 

His friends were dead, most likely. He was all alone. 

“I guess it’s just me and you now, little one. We’ll have to find you a name.” 

The bird chirped, as if  in agreement. 

“What do you say we call you Gabriel? Gabriel, the first light I see in paradise.” 

The bird dug its tiny feet into his shoulder. 

The sound of  feet falling on the stairs set him on edge. 

The pirate was coming for him. 

He reached for the gaff. 
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Chapter three

Our Own Private Island

He  held  the  gaff   at  his  side,  knowing  he  was  too  sore  and exhausted, too battered, to put up a fight. The pirate treaded in shark-infested waters for hours, lost an ear and probably also a hand to the gaff, yet he was still alive. It seemed nothing could stop this man. 

The sight of  Colette and Jane disarmed Oscar. He dropped the gaff  and burst into tears of  delight. 

“You’re awake!” Colette said. 

“I thought you were dead.” 

The girls laughed. “We thought the same about you.” 

“Yeah,  you  never  told  us  sleep  boating  was  a  hobby  of yours.” 

“Sleep boating?” 

So he had continued manning the boat after drifting off. 

How fortuitous. 

“Who’s your little friend?” Colette asked, approaching. 

“This  here  is  Gabriel.  He’s  friendly  if   you  want  to  pet him.” 

Colette offered a finger to the bird and he cooed delightedly. 

She laughed. 

20
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“We’re just about finished downstairs, if  you want to pull us in to shore,” Jane said. 

“Finished with what?” 

“While  you  caught  up  on  your  beauty  rest,  we’ve  been working our tails off. We got Allen and that son of  a bitch cleaned up, gave the dead girl a proper sea burial, scrubbed and reorganized everything. God, you wouldn’t believe how hard it is to get rid of  dead people smell.” 

“And pirate stench.” 

They both made gagging sounds. 

“It still needs to air out for a few days before anyone will be able to sleep down there,” Colette said. 

“How’s Allen?” 

“He’s fine, we think,” Jane said. “I stitched his head wound. 

You gaffed him pretty good. It took fifty stitches. He wakes occasionally  and  utters  nonsense,  but  at  least  he’s  breathing and appears stable. I think he has a concussion, but he blacked out so quickly, there’s nothing we can do. Just hope for the best.” 

Sometimes Oscar did not like Jane. She had that pretentious pre-med student attitude that annoyed him. Now he liked her very much. Her medical skills probably saved Allen’s life. 

“What about Che?” 

“I made Jane treat his wounds too.” 

“After hogtying him and issuing some major payback, of course.” 

“What did you do to him?” 

Jane  smiled.  “Oh,  we  just  gagged  him  and  steeped  his wounds in alcohol.” 

“It’s sterilizing, so we did a good thing, but I bet you it burned an awful lot.” 

“Where’d you get the alcohol?” 

“That’s  the  other  thing,”  Colette  said,  stroking  Gabriel’s head. 

“You won’t believe the haul these guys left us with.” 

21
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“Cases  and  cases  of   rum,  a  freezer  packed  with  filleted fish, and fire-starting supplies.” 

“All Le Creuset pots and pans too. I would kill for the set they have. They must have robbed a cruise ship.” 

“They probably did.” 

“Oh, and guess what we found behind the rum cases?” 

“Let me guess. Enough cocaine and weed to keep a mid-size country high for a decade.” 

“The kitchen isn’t  that big. We found cigarettes concealed in  perfectly  re-sealed  cereal  boxes.  Marlboros  and  Camels. 

Just  a  ton  of   goddamn  American  cigarettes.  These  assholes were killing people to smuggle what anyone  can  buy in  any convenience store in America.” 

“Yeah, but this isn’t America.” 

“Still, what a shitty thing to smuggle.” Jane shrugged. “Oh well, the booze should last us until we’re rescued.” 

“If we’re rescued.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The radio is dead and this island could be anywhere. If we’re lucky, we’ll come across some other people who can radio in for us, or even let us hitch a ride with them, but this part of  the ocean is strewn with islands that are private, uncharted, or simply unoccupied. I told you, even the coast guard tries to avoid these waters.” 

“Well they must come by sometime, and until then, that’s what booze is for.” 

“We might be safer taking short daytrips to the island and sleeping on the boat.” 

“Be my guest. I’m warning you, though. It still smells like stomach rape down there. Besides, I miss having my two feet on land.” 

Oscar admitted that he missed land too. 

“Then  it’s  settled,”  Jane  said.  “Bring  us  ashore  and  let’s cook us up a fish feast.” 

Colette stroked Gabriel’s tail feathers, but apparently the 22
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little  bird  had  had  enough.  He  spread  his  wings,  tweeted  a lilting melody, and flew away. Oscar would miss his little orange friend. 

Oscar  silently  said  goodbye  to  Gabriel.  For  whatever reason  the  bird  chose  him,  it  also  drew  Colette  closer.  An image  popped  into  his  head  of   men  painting  themselves  in mimicry  of   the  bright  patterns  of   male  birds  that  attracted female mates. Wasn’t that what indigenous people used to do? 

He gazed at the island in the distance. The white beach looked  mighty  peaceful.  The  perfect  location  for  a  beach barbecue. If  you ignored the dark, twisted jungle that swallowed the pure, white beach perhaps a mile up the coast, this world was  nothing  but  clear  water  and  soft,  silky  sand.  He  could anchor the boat within twenty yards of  shore. 

He smiled at Colette and Jane. 

“Start laying out some fillets to thaw. I’d say we’ve earned ourselves the beach party of  a lifetime.” 
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Chapter four

A Better Man

They unloaded a case of  rum, fish, blankets, a water purifier, and  kitchen  and  fire  supplies  onto  the  beach.  They  cheered when Allen opened his eyes and asked, “Are we back in Miami yet?” Allen was still resting below deck. Apparently, the stench of  dead girl didn’t bother him. 

Up above came the question of  what to do with Che, who refused to answer their questions. In brooding silence, he lay hogtied in a closet. 

“I vote to take him onto the beach,” Oscar said. 

“Fuck  that.  We’re  locking  him  in  the  closet,  where  he belongs,” Jane said. 

“If  we take him, we’ll keep him tied up, right?” Colette asked. 

“Of  course,” Oscar said. 

“Then I vote to bring him.” 

Oscar grinned. “That’s two to one.” 

“Who said this was a democracy? Anyway, Allen is the one who should get final say. He nearly died because of that guy.” 

Oscar opened his mouth to protest. It was he, not Allen, who knocked the other pirate, the one with the gun, into the 24
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water. Allen had been a useless coward up until he found the machete, and then he proceeded to do something really stupid. 

What did he think he was going to do with a machete in the ocean?  Well,  Oscar  had  to  admit,  it  was  uncharacteristically brave and awesome of  Allen, but it was also very, very stupid. 

“Okay, go ask Allen,” he said. 

Jane went into the bedroom where Allen lay. After a minute, she was shouting at him. Oscar and Colette exchanged tired smiles. 

“I guess Allen’s giving her a hard time,” Oscar said. 

He and Colette laughed. 

A searing, wonderful pain lanced his heart. How badly he wanted this girl, and yet she would not let their relationship progress.  All  along,  he’d  hoped  this  boating  trip  would  be an  opportunity  to  change  that.  He  wondered  if   he  still  had a  chance.  Maybe  with  enough  rum,  and  enough  feelings  of unity-through-tragedy, Colette might finally open up and give him the chance he’d been dying for. 

Oscar was handsome enough that he could admit it openly and  nobody  would  fault  him  for  being  narcissistic.  He  was born into wealth, but also humble and self-motivated. He was moderately fluent in French and Italian and spent his free time reading  Greek  philosophy,  listening  to  classical  music,  and playing on the baseball team. He did all this without ever acting pompous about it. He had a career in bio-engineering to look forward to. Brains, wealth, looks, gentlemanly manners, and a good heart: compared to other undergraduate males, he had all these things in surplus. 

But after four years of  devoted pursuit (i.e. longing glances while cycling through sorority girls like a bored channel flipper), Colette would not have him. They were both graduating in a few months. This trip was Oscar’s last opportunity to win her over before he split for a twelve week Europe trip in June, then on to grad school in California in the fall. 
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the rapist so bad, you can tote him around yourself.” 

“Can Allen walk?” 

Allen  appeared  behind  Jane  in  the  doorway,  answering Oscar’s question. 

“Why don’t we take Che ashore while Jane helps Allen?” 

Colette asked. 

An  hour  later,  the  sun  at  high  noon,  the  four  of   them passed a bottle of  rum back and forth while Oscar tended the fish on the open fire. Che lay about twenty yards off  with his back turned to them. He’d apparently given up trying to escape the ropes. Jane and Colette did an excellent job tying him up. 

“You shouldn’t be drinking if  you’ve had a concussion,” 

Jane said, passing the bottle to Allen. 

The rum had already gone full circle three times. 

Allen took a long swig, wiped his mouth, and said, “Who said I have a concussion? Besides, haven’t you heard of  drinking the pain away? My head is pounding like a bitch. Rum helps. 

You sure those stitches were sterile?” 

“I’m  positive.  If   you  experience  any  of   the  following symptoms, inform me immediately. Dizziness, nausea . . .” 

“Blah,  blah,  blah.”  Allen  swigged  from  the  bottle  again, grimacing. “This shit’ll put hair on your chest.” 

“It’s a bit raunchy,” Colette said, accepting the bottle from him.Allen stretched out and yawned. “I can’t believe it. We kicked  some  pirates’  asses,  stole  their  boat,  and  now  we’re drinking  their  rum.  We’re  drinking  pirate  rum  on  a  tropical beach in the middle of  the ocean. How awesome is that?” 

“With no radio, little fuel, and no way home,” Jane said. 

“It’s still pretty awesome,” Colette said, digging her toes into the warm white sand. 

“After we eat, a few of  us should head out and explore the island,” Oscar said. 

The others reluctantly agreed. They were enjoying themselves too much to think about leaving this spot. Oscar had to 26
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admit, it was even more idyllic than it appeared from offshore. 

The sands, the water, the sky, the jungle . . . everything felt soft and pristine. This was the type of  place you saw on the Travel Channel and thought,  If  only I had a billion dollars. And now, for the time being, it was all theirs, for free, minus the sunken boat, near-death experiences, and other dangers. But all of  that seemed to be far in the past, as innocuous as the helpless pirate up the coast from them. 

The  fish  came  off   the  flames  perfectly  charred.  Oscar dished out a massive fillet onto each of  the four plates. 

Without forks, they picked at the fish with careful, deliberate fingers, until Allen said, “Fuck it. We’re on an island. We don’t have to eat like civilized people.” He scooped the whole fillet into his hand, the ends sagging weightily over the sides of  his palm. He bit off  a huge chunk and chewed with his mouth open. 

The others dropped their pretenses and followed suit. 

“Can you believe,” Allen said between bites, “around this time yesterday, we stood on a sinking boat and watched a guy get eaten by a shark.” 

“Our  boat  was  thirty-feet  long.  I  watched  as  the  shark swam by. It was bigger than the boat by maybe ten feet.” 

The group fell into silence. 

They licked their plates like dogs. 

Sprawling on  their backs or  bellies and  passing the rum around  once  more,  Allen  asked,  “So  dude,  like,  what’s  your stepdad going to say about his boat?” 

Good old Allen. Always opening his fat mouth. 

“I’m sure he’ll just be happy we survived, I guess.” 

“Yeah, but you didn’t exactly have his permission to take his boat out in the first place,” Colette said. 

“What do you mean?” Jane said, looking from Colette to Oscar. 

Oscar gave a look to Allen and Colette that told them they shouldn’t  have  brought  this  up  around  Jane.  He’d  only  told 27
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Colette about it in a night of  transposed and confused feelings, where he tried to woo her by opening up about his family. 

“Richard, my stepdad, has always been hard on my little brother, Paul. For some reason, he decided to hold me up as the golden child, which is nice of  him because I’m not even his son, but for everything he gives me in life, he takes something away  from  Paul.  When  I  moved  out  for  college,  he  started roughing Paul up a bit. I talked to my mom about it and she refused to listen. She pretended like nothing was happening. So I had it out with Richard myself and to my understanding, he stopped hitting my little brother. But the emotional abuse has continued. I know it has. He calls Paul a fuckup and dissects the weaknesses he perceives in him right to his face, no matter who’s  around.  Family  dinners  devolve  into  Paul-bashing sessions that result in my brother running out of  restaurants in tears. That’s fucked up. I mean, he’s a bit of  a screw-off, but he only turned sixteen this year. Who isn’t a screw-off at that age? The past few months, it’s gotten worse. Richard claims my brother is out of  control. He’s trying to send him off  to some hard-ass military academy in the fall, and my mom won’t say a damn word about it. My brother will rot there. I can’t let that happen.” 

“So you stole your stepdad’s fancy boat to get back at him for being cruel to your brother? Without bothering to tell me that it was stolen property,” Jane said flatly. 

“It’s not really theft. I told him what I planned on doing. 

He just threatened to cut my funding.” 

“That’s gonna blow, man,” Allen said. “How will you pay for shit?” 

“I’ll work as an office clerk for Fish and Wildlife during the summer, like I’ve done the previous two years, and Berkeley already offered me a full-ride for the fall.” 

“Yeah, but come on, you can’t tell me working two summers at Fish and Wildlife is how you drive a BMW and own a sixty-four inch flat-screen hooked up to killer surround sound and 28

GARGOYLE GIRLS OF SPIDER ISLAND

every video game system known to man, or how you lay down so many bills at the strip club.” 

“All right, all right, I know. But I’m telling you I can make it on my own.” 

“I just think you should think about it before you wreck your own life in an attempt to save your brother’s.” 

“A little too late for that, don’t you think?” Oscar flashed a grin and cracked the seal of  another rum bottle.  “Anyway, I’m done talking about it.” 

“Sorry for laying it on kind of  heavy,” Allen said. 

Oscar shook his head. “You didn’t.” 

“I just couldn’t imagine losing my parents’ support.” 

 That’s  why  you’re  waffling  as  an  undeclared  senior,  content  with wasting  another  two  or  three  years  in  college  purgatory,  because  you’re afraid to take charge of  your own life, of  being held responsible if  you fail, Oscar wanted to say, but he bit his tongue. It would have been unfair to Allen, who had been as sure-minded as Oscar just a few years ago. 

They’d  become  friends  during  Oscar’s  freshman  year. 

Oscar had been the only underclassman in an upper division mathematics  class.  Allen  was  a  junior  then.  Somehow  he’d managed to remain a junior in all the time since. He was one of  those quasi-stoner whiz kids who never seemed to study and yet always came out with straight A’s. He could do calculus in his head and talked about his future with NASA. Oscar and Allen quickly became amiable academic rivals, and then best friends. 

A week before the end of  the fall semester, Allen totaled his car while driving on a Saturday night. He’d had a few beers at a party, but hung out until he blew a 0.00 on the breathalyzer he’d brought along. His birthday was coming up and he didn’t want to screw up his big plans by doing something stupid. 

The world had other plans in mind. 

On  a  tight  backwoods  highway,  an  endangered  Florida panther stepped onto the highway, into the headlights of  his 29
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car. He swerved off  the road and woke up a week later in a hospital. After the accident, he could no longer do calculus in his head. In fact, he struggled with mathematics of  any kind. 

When he returned to school, he received the first C’s and D’s of  his life, and no A’s at all. He stopped talking about his big future career with NASA and switched his major to undeclared. 

If  it wasn’t for the accident, he would have graduated a long time ago. He would probably be working for NASA. He’d live in a big house with a pretty young wife. They’d be preparing to have their first child. 

Instead, Allen was here. Stranded. 

“I’ll see if  Che wants a drink,” Oscar said, kicking up sand as he stood and walked toward the pirate. He looked out at the waves and let their beauty wash over his thoughts about his friend. Early on in life he’d learned that it was best not to lament what people  could have been. The world was full of  could-haves  and  has-beens.  The  world  was  full  and  sick  of   them. 

He  wanted  the  bright  and  shiny  future  presented  in  college brochures, and goddamn it if  the world was going to steal that future away from him. 

He leaned over the pirate and said, “Open your mouth.” 

Che rolled onto his back. His eyes popped open cartoonishly wide when he saw the rum. He opened his mouth and lolled his tongue, panting like a dog. 

Oscar tipped the bottle, trying to connect the stream of rum  with  Che’s  mouth.  The  pirate  made  a  glug-glug  sound as he lapped at the liquor soaking his face. Oscar considered kneeling down and pressing the bottle to the pirate’s lips, but he preferred making the pirate work. You could do something nice for a person in such a way that your kindness came out warped.  Every  kind  act  had  the  potential  to  be  cruel  and dehumanizing. 

“How  is  he?”  Colette  asked  when  Oscar  plopped  down beside her. 

“As good as a man hogtied on the beach can be, I guess.” 
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“Damn, Oscar. I cannot believe you gaffed me. You are one crazy motherfucker,” Allen said. He was slurring his speech and tipping backwards. 

“You shouldn’t drink so much,” Jane scolded him. 

“I’m not drinking so much. I’m just having a conversation with my buddy Oscar. I thought he was my friend but he tried to kill me.” 

“That bastard over there would have drowned you,” Oscar said.“In case you missed it, I cut his ear off.” 

Well, that solved the mystery of  the missing ear. 

“What does that prove?” 

Allen tried to focus his eyes on Oscar, but he was far too gone. He poised his head in defiance and slurred, “It proves that I’m a man.” 

Oscar hopped to his feet and stormed away from the fire. 

“Where you going?” Allen called. 

“To  find  help,”  Oscar  shouted,  “so  that  your  sorry  ass doesn’t rot and stink up this beautiful place.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“Yeah, well fuck you too,” Oscar muttered. He picked up his pace until his feet carried him out of  shouting distance. 

He slowed down to a leisurely stroll, sipping on the rum as he walked. He didn’t expect to find help, but he needed to get away  from  Allen.  The  last  thing  any  of   them  needed  was  a fight.“Hey, wait up!” 

Colette’s voice stopped him in his tracks. She caught up to him and held a hand up, begging him to let her catch her breath. 

“Jesus, you walk fast,” she said. 

“Why’d you follow me?” 

“You think I can stand Allen when he’s drunk any more than you can?” 

They shared a laugh. Oscar passed her the rum and they con-31
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tinued walking down the beach, their elbows almost touching. 

“How cold do you think it gets out here at night?” Colette asked.  Her  nipples  were  already  hard,  poking  through  her bikini top. 

“Hard to say until we find out where we are.” 

Colette ignored his joke. “I was thinking . . .” 

“What?” 

“All of  our clothes sank. None of  us have anything but our swimsuits.” 

“What about the pirates? Didn’t they have any clothes?” 

Colette shook her head. “I checked all the drawers. Nothing. 

They wore what was on their bodies and that was it.” 

“Damn.” 

“So we’ve got some blankets and our swimsuits. No shoes. 

No tent.” 

“Che took off  his boots before jumping into the water.” 

“Why do you call him Che?” 

“That’s his name, isn’t it?” 

“Yeah, but what’s it to you? He’d rape and murder us given half  the chance. He doesn’t know your name and he doesn’t care.” 

“Maybe  a  name  humanizes  people.  Maybe  I  want  to humanize him so I remind myself that it’s not okay to kill a human being if  you can help it.” 

“I won’t argue with that, but on the shoe front, one pair of old boots isn’t going to do us much good.” 

“What do you think we need shoes for?” 

“To go into the jungle. We can’t eat fish forever.” 

“No way. We are not stepping foot in that jungle, at least not until we’ve circled the island and have an estimate of  its size. Besides, if  anyone lives here or we find some vacation condos, we’re guaranteed to discover signs along the shore.” 

“Damn. Why are you always right?” 

Oscar shrugged. He couldn’t help it if he was always right about everything. “So what were you saying about the weather?” 
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“Just . . . if  the temperature drops . . . how are we going to prevent freezing our asses off?” 

“We can always cuddle.” 

“Somehow I knew you would suggest that.” 

Colette stepped in to him and put her hands on his chest. 

She tilted her head and smiled through half-squinted eyes. Oscar put his hands on her waist and leaned over to meet her lips. 

She slipped in more tongue than Oscar had dreamed she would over the previous years. He couldn’t believe it. The girl who had toyed with him and dragged his heart around like a puppy dog on a leash had fallen into his arms. He felt himself getting hard. 

He planted a hand on her ass and she withdrew. Suddenly the hands on his chest were pushing away from him. 

“I’m sorry, bro,” he said. “I didn’t mean—” 

“Don’t worry about it. And please don’t call me bro.” 

“Then what . . . what went wrong?” 

“Nothing. Please don’t take it personally. I know how you feel about me, and since we’re all alone now . . .” 

 I finally want you? 

 I finally want to fuck you? 

 I finally want to put your hulking man meat in my mouth and drink your semen like it’s lemonade on a hot summer day? 

He  thought  of   a  hundred  different  ways  to  finish  that statement. 

“I just want you to know that I like you as a friend, and please don’t try to make anything more of  it.” 

Ouch. He hadn’t seen that one coming. He figured he’d at least get a hand-job or something. 

“Hold on, let me get this straight. You,” Oscar pointed at his lips, “you kissed me. I did not initiate that kiss.” 

“I just wanted to prove to you that we could kiss without anything  special  happening,  so  that  maybe,  you  know,  you would see that I’m no different than all the other girls you’ve gone with.” 
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“But to me, that was special. To me, you’re not like other girls.”  And look at the raging boner in my pants. 

“I find that hard to believe.” 

“Look at you. You’re gorgeous and smart and funny and . . .” 

“It’s not about me. It’s you. You’re a guy who has everything. 

It drives you crazy to see something you want that you can’t have. If  I had slept with you the first time you asked me out freshman year, you would have been bored with me in a week. 

Because I said I was only interested in being your friend, you kept wanting me, even as you went out with new girls.” 

“You’re special. I’ve known you were different all along.” 

“Special because I denied you.” 

Now Oscar was getting angry. “Look, do you think you’re the only girl who has ever denied me? Do you know how many girls have broken up with me because I told them that I loved you, that my love for you nullified all love I might potentially feel for them?” 

“Oscar, you live in your own world, and you tend to treat other people like they’re mere objects in your world. Let me tell you now. You will never own me. I am not an object to be acquired and put on a shelf. You’re a great guy and I believe your heart is in the right place, but I need someone more down to earth, more human. I’m floating in the clouds myself enough of the time. I can’t handle another person floating up there with me.” 

That Colette, who he’d known and loved and grown up with  for  four  long  years,  had  constructed  in  her  mind  this illusory  caricature  of    Oscar,  the  guy  who  has  everything,  flat  out broke him down. He was not the person she said he was. How could she be so blind? Was his true self  invisible? A ghost? 

Worse yet—imaginary? 

“You’re goddamn right your head is in the clouds. You say I’m the one who treats people like objects? Look at yourself. 

Look at what you’ve done to me. You’ve torn my heart out and shit on it, again and again. I’m not letting you hurt me anymore.” 
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“Please, spare yourself  the hurt.” 

“When we get off  this island, I want nothing to do with you.”“You don’t mean that.” 

“Unlike you, I fully intend the things I say and do.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“No, fuck you, you fucking bitch. I’ve stuck by your side all this time.” 

“Yeah, in hopes of  getting in my pants.” 

Oscar swiped the rum bottle out of  her hand and stormed off  down the beach. 

“Oscar, come back!” 

He waved his middle finger over his shoulder as he chugged as much rum as he could handle. 

He expected Colette to follow him, but she didn’t. Soon, he felt much drunker than he wanted to be. His gut instinct told him to turn back, but pride and anger prevented him. He was in poor standing with two of  the other three survivors. Unless you counted Che. Then it was a deadlock. But who wanted to give the pirate a vote? 

He stumbled closer to the water and let the shallow waves lap over his feet, cooling his cooked skin. He fell and sat there in the waves. He drained the rum before wobbling back onto his feet. 

He  chucked  the  glass  bottle  far  out  into  the  ocean  and remembered how he used to collect sand-worn glass as a kid. 

He  felt  lonely  after  the  bottle  splashed  and  sank  under.  He scanned the shore for rocks to throw, but found no aberrations among the fine white sand. 

The shore curved sharply, as if  part of  the island had been sliced off with a knife. 

Oscar followed its curving shoulder up a steep incline that dropped off  into the ocean far below. 

The soft sands gave way to black rocks that crumbled and shifted beneath his feet. It was precisely the type of  cliff  that 35
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drunken young people died on, and he did not care one bit. 

Finally, the incline peaked. He sat down and surveyed the island in the sunset; it glistened like exploding copper pennies thrummed by purple veins. 

The half  of  the island on which they’d landed was edged by fine white sand, whereas the black, crumbling rock lined the other half  as far as he could see. The contrast reminded him of  the yin and yang. Whereas the white sand conceded to dark, tropical jungle, the black rocks gave way to twisted, spiny plants. 

 Must be desert plants, he thought. 

He stood on the half-white, half-black mountain, a meeting of  two worlds. They were both beautiful in their way, and he wished Colette were here to explain how two insanely different flora could co-exist, let alone thrive, on an island as small as this.The far side of the island stretched out of view, but he imagined that if  he stood on a peak on that side, the island would appear much the same as it appeared to him now. 

A human scream erupted. At first he thought there must be trouble back at camp, but a second scream proved that it came from the black side of  the island. The crack of  whips followed, heading in his direction. 

He  crouched  down  on  the  white  side  of   the  peak  and peered down into the black valley. A procession of  creatures emerged from the pygmy desert. He trembled, transfixed. No, not creatures. Men. 

Men enshrouded. 

Robes and veils covered the men from head to toe. Long whips lashed out of  the plants and whipped them. What kind of  vicious plants were imprisoning men? 

Not plants, he soon discovered. 

Beautiful, naked, olive-skinned women. 

The men were all chained together. The women whipped them and chanted things that Oscar could not make out. 
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Oscar scrambled back down the mountain and along the beach, retracing his earlier steps. Despite his drunkenness and new fear of  the mysterious natives, he ran harder and faster than he ever had before. 
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Chapter five

Hot Chocolate Under 

Foreboding Stars

When  he  returned  to  camp,  Colette  and  Jane  greeted  him cheerily. 

“Allen went to bed. He was really sorry for what he said to you,” Jane said. 

“We’re making hot chocolate. Jane and I found some real chocolate and cans of  condensed milk earlier. We didn’t tell you  because  we  wanted  it  to  be  a  surprise.  Would  you  like some?” Colette registered the look on his face. “Are you sick? 

What’s wrong?” 

Oscar  collapsed  in  the  sand  beside  the  fire.  “I—”  he struggled for air, “I saw the natives.” 

“Did you talk to them?” 

He shook his head. 

“Why not?” 

He tried to think of  words to explain the mountain peak that divided the island and the shrouded men and slave-driving women he had seen, but all that issued from his mouth were fumbled attempts at speech. 
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“He’s drunk,” Jane said. 

She was right. He was incredibly drunk. 

“I’ll get him water,” Colette said, sounding disappointed. 

As he recounted in his mind what he saw, he started to believe  that  at  least  part  of   it  must  have  been  an  alcohol-induced hallucination. Considering the stressful, violent, unreal situation they’d been cast into, in addition to the prolonged exposure to the sun, not enough water, and the added stress of  bickering with Colette and Allen, it made perfect sense for his mind to snap and release him into phantasmagoria for an hour or so. 

Colette propped him up so that his head lay in her lap. She raised a copper cup of  fresh water to his lips. He drank it all. 

She refilled it. He drank another and another. 

“Thank you,” he sputtered, wiping his lips. 

“Do you feel better now?” 

He nodded and sat up, cross-legged, staring into the fire. 

“So will you tell us about these natives?” Jane asked. 

He  wanted  to  say  that  they’d  better  collect  more  wood before  nightfall,  but  the  thought  of   going  into  the  jungle passed a shudder through him. And Colette was already setting more logs in the pit, taking them from a wood pile she and Jane must have collected. 

“I was drunk,” he said. 

“Does that mean you did or did not encounter natives?” 

Jane said. 

“Did not.” 

“Then why did you—” 

“He was stressed out. That’s all,” Colette snapped. “Now who wants hot chocolate?” 

“I do,” Che bellowed from his place in the sand. 

“We didn’t ask the rapist,” Jane responded. 

Colette turned on her. “If  that man wants hot chocolate, he’s getting hot chocolate. There’s a new policy on this island. 

Be nice or leave.” 
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Jane scowled. “Okay, Wonder Woman. Be my guest.” 

“I’ll be nice,” Che called. 

“I  know  you  will,”  Colette  said.  Under  her  breath,  she added, “As long as we keep you hogtied.” 

Colette made a round of  hot chocolate for Oscar, Jane, herself, and Che the pirate. 

As  the  night  came  down,  the  air  stagnated  and  clung to their skin. The fire burned too hot to be anywhere in its proximity, so Oscar, Colette, and reluctantly, Jane, took their hot chocolate and sat by Che. 

Oscar  lifted  him  into  sitting  position  and  took  turns drinking his own hot chocolate and raising the mug Colette filled for Che to the pirate’s mouth. 

“Mmm,  yes.  That  is  good.  If   we  knew  you  made  hot chocolate  this  good,  Don  Juan  and  I  would  have  refrained from shooting at you.” 

“Why?” Colette asked. 

“Chocolate is a dying art,” the pirate said. “We try to only rape and murder the useless people.” 

“Nobody is useless,” Jane said. 

Che chuckled. “If  my old ears are not mistaken, I heard you call your friend here useless before he ran off  like a crybaby. 

And he is the one who saved your life. Now to me, someone who saves my life is very useful. Most useful indeed. I do not understand why you find lifesavers useless, unless you want to die, which you obviously do not because you did not let me kill you, but as a man, I will agree to disagree.” 

“You’re not a man,” Jane fumed. 

“Shut up, Jane,” Colette said. 

“Between my legs you will see, but I advise you listen to your friend who says shut up. It is good to have company on a night like this.” 

“And what kind of  night is it?” Oscar asked. 

“A night when all the stars come out.” 

“Oscar is an amateur astronomer,” Colette said. 
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“Not much of  one,” Jane muttered. 

“Oh, is he? Now that is very interesting,” Che said, ignoring Jane.“I used to know the constellations better,” Oscar said. “It’s been a long time since I took a proper stargazing trip.” 

“What about now? Do you recognize any of  them?” 

Oscar gazed at the darkening sky. The stars were out in full bloom, but they appeared to him like a foreign language written in faded chalk on a battered blackboard. 

After  a  while  he  said,  “I  always  had  trouble  identifying constellations without a star chart and a compass. Even then, my father usually had to point them out to me.” 

“Your father is an astronomer?” Che asked. 

“My father is dead.” 

“Then we share a thing in common. Do you have children?” 

“No, we’re all college students.” 

“I had a child. A son. His name was Don Juan. He died today. Perhaps you would have gotten along.” 

Oscar spilled his hot chocolate. “The man who was eaten by the shark was your son?” 

Che nodded gravely and sighed. “We got along famously, better than most fathers and sons I have observed.” 

“If  you got along so well, why are you not mourning for him?” Jane asked. 

“I  am  mourning  in  my  soul.  That  is  the  best  place  to mourn. I could stab a knife through my heart and cry tears of  blood and this act of  the body would not express half  the love I have for my son. But my soul, my soul, it knows more than tears and daggers. My soul, it is more vicious. My soul, it is where I hurt.” 

Oscar  raised  a  mug  of   hot  chocolate  to  Che’s  lips  and let  him  drink.  “Maybe  you’d  like  to  show  us  some  of   the constellations,” he said. 

Che smacked his lips and lay on his back. He studied the sky and decided, “It is too bright. You will have to put the fire 41
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out. My eyes are not that good.” 

Jane cast a worried expression at Oscar and Colette, who shrugged. The night was too warm with the fire, so they were bound to put it out sooner or later anyway. 

“I’ll take care of  it,” Colette said. She collected the four empty mugs and went over to the fire. 

“Do you want any more rum?” Oscar asked. 

Che smiled. “A little rum would do me fine.” 

“You’re  not  leaving  me  alone  with  him,  are  you?”  Jane asked. 

“I’ll be right back,” Oscar said, already getting up. 

After fishing another rum bottle out of  the crate they’d brought  ashore,  Oscar  paused  to  observe  Colette  running  a bucket of  seawater back from the ocean. 

She poured the water over the fire. 

“I love the hiss of dying fires,” she said. 

Oscar grunted in acknowledgement. “I’m sorry for what happened earlier,” he said. 

“It’s not your fault any more than mine. I’m sorry for those things I said. Afterward, I came back here and Jane and Allen were being just as awful to each other. We’re all under a lot of stress.” 

“Worse than finals, huh?” 

Colette raised her eyebrows. “This is like taking four years of  finals all at once.” 

“Thanks, though.” 

“For what?” 

“I think somebody has needed to say those things to me for a long time.” 

“I didn’t mean them. Please know that.” 

“I needed to hear them.” 

“Did you really see natives?” 

“I don’t know what I saw.” 

“So it was a hallucination?” 

“I hope so.” 
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“Listen, if you want to talk about it . . .” 

“I don’t.” 

“Or if  it’s something we should all be aware of. We’re in this together, you know.” 

“My mind got tired, is all.” 

“I understand.” 

Jane cried out in horror. “Guys, he’s asking me to suck his penis.” 

Che protested, “No, no, no. I complimented her lips and asked her what does she use them for besides gabber on and on and on. I gave her a suggestion. No more than a suggestion. 

My penis make friends with many nice lips. They are, what you say, compatible.” 

Oscar and Colette laughed. 

When the four of  them were lying on their backs, Che said, 

“Okay, now the show begins.” 

He was silent for so long that Oscar asked, “Is something wrong?” 

“Tell  me,  amateur  astronomer,  do  you  recognize  any constellations in this sky?” 

Oscar figured he was being exploited. He’d already admitted that he had trouble without star maps and a dad to guide him. 

Because the easy night they were having, plus making up with Colette, put him at ease, he decided to play along. “I think I see Orion’s Belt, but I can’t be too sure.” 

“I ask for your recognition, not your thoughts.” 

“Oh,  right  there!”  Oscar  pointed  his  finger  in  a  vague direction. “I see the Great Big Penis in the Sky.” 

The girls laughed. 

Che was serious. “No such Great Big Penis. I am asking you for real. Tell me. No jokes this time.” 

Perhaps he did not have Oscar in mind as the butt of  a joke. 

Did the pirate really want to give them a lesson in astronomy? 

“No, I recognize nothing. It’s as if  I’ve never seen these stars in my life.” 
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Che  sighed.  “You  do  not  recognize  the  constellations because  few  people  ever  see  these  constellations.  I  did  not know it until now. It is hard to believe and I wish it were not so. We are in the Spider’s Web.” 

They were silent. 

“Which is?” 

“You are stupid Americans, but you understand that certain waters are, shall we say, off  limits to the coast guard?” 

“Yeah, pirate-owned waters. That’s where you took pursuit of  us.” 

“Okay, so you know. In the center of  the waters that you call pirate-owned and I call home, that is the Spider’s Web.” 

“So the Spider’s Web is like Pirate Heaven or something?” 

“No, no, no. The Spider’s Web is not Pirate Heaven. It is more like Pirate Hell. The Spider’s Web is everyone’s Hell. The coast guard leaves our waters alone because then they have no risk of  falling into the Spider’s Web. We run that risk because we have to. 

“I  have  only  fallen  into  the  Spider’s  Web  once  in  my lifetime. The Alberta was the finest ship I ever sailed on. She held a crew of  thirty men. In one night, the Spider’s Web broke her to splinters so frail you could not beat a child with them. 

Trust me, I saw a man try. Besides myself and Don Juan, that man was the only survivor. He did not survive after he tried to spank Don Juan with the splinters of  Alberta. Don Juan, a mere pup then, drank and fought and pillaged the jewels of  virgins like a lion. Seven years old and not a hair on his face. Ha! This man looked so surprised when Don Juan broke his neck like a chicken. That, though, was in violation of  the pirate’s code. We took to smuggling cigarettes after that.” 

“But the stars,” Jane demanded, “what about the stars?” 

“Phooey on the stars. They have damned us. We will die here.” 

“What’s  so  dangerous  about  the  Spider’s  Web?”  Colette asked. 
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“Yeah, I’ve been to a lot of  tropical islands and this one just about beats them all.” Oscar offered the rum to Che, thinking perhaps  the  old  man’s  spirits  were  sinking  due  to  a  lack  of drink, and perhaps, a need to lament his dead son. 

“Soon enough you will see. Death has many tricks up her sleeve. One of  her tricks will befall us soon enough. But now, let me sleep. It is very tiresome to be bound in ropes for a night and a day and another night.” 

“I guess we’d better call it a night,” Oscar said. 

Colette and Jane agreed. 

Oscar checked Che’s ropes to ensure he was still securely bound.  Satisfied,  the  three  of   them  got  up  and  returned  to their camp. They were all far drunker than they’d realized. 

Colette braced Oscar’s shoulder to steady herself. He still held out hope that he and Colette might get in some cuddling before the night was through. 

His hope was denied. 

The  three  of   them  passed  a  bottle  of   rum,  drinking  to drive their loneliness down, keeping their fear and sickness to themselves. Normally they would act rowdy and far drunker than they really felt. Not tonight. The fear kept them sober, even as they got so drunk that they blacked out, still passing the bottle from one to the next, until they fell weightlessly into the sleep of  people who may never wake up again. 
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Chapter six

Native Offering

A robed, bedraggled, dark-faced man stood over them, speaking in a crude, bizarre language. He sounded angry. 

Oscar  rubbed  the  sleep  out  of   his  eyes.  The  man  was dressed similarly to the slaves he had seen yesterday. So it had not been a hallucination. 

“What the fuck?” Allen said, still half-asleep and obviously hung over. 

Jane started to cry. 

Colette pressed her lips into a firm grimace and drew her blanket close to her chest, keeping her flesh out of  the native’s sight.“We.” Oscar gestured to his friends. “No.” He shook his head left and right. “Understand.” He touched his mouth and ears. “You.” He pointed at the man. 

The  man  spoke  louder,  more  desperately.  Spit  flecked Oscar’s face. 

Was he going to have to lay the smackdown on this stupid savage? 

“What do you think he wants?” Colette asked. 

“I  saw  a  whole  procession  of   men  dressed  like  him 46
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yesterday,” Oscar said, resisting the mannish urge to whoop the Chongo’s ass. “What I thought was a hallucination, or hoped was a hallucination. I think they’re slaves. They were chained together and followed by a group of  tall, naked women who whipped them with long whips. He must have escaped.” 

“He’s trying to warn you,” Che shouted. 

They all glanced over to where the pirate lay. 

Oscar raised a hand in front of  his face, both in hopes of deflecting spit and silencing the native for a moment. “How do you know? Do you speak his language?” 

“I do not speak his tongue, but I am quite familiar with the language of  danger. This man has come to warn us. We had better get far away from here.” 

“Unless his people have a radio we can use or fuel they’re willing to trade for, we’re no better off  than beached whales.” 

“Then you had better prepare an offering for his people,” 

Che said. “I suggest sending the girls back with him. Island kings tend to like young exotic girls.” 

“We are not up for trade,” Jane protested. 

Colette glowered in her blanket cocoon. 

“How about a basket of  rum, fish, and cigarettes?” Oscar asked. 

“Sure, go ahead and try it. Just remember that our lives are on the line.” 

“I’ll get more rum and fish from the boat,” Colette said. 

Allen hopped to his feet. “I’ll go with you.” 

Jane grabbed his hand and pulled herself  up. “I’ll help.” 

Before going off, Colette said, “Hey, Che. We couldn’t find your weapons reserve before. Mind telling me where it is?” 

“There is dynamite in the beds. Sad to say, Don Juan and I lost our fondness for guns. Machetes are more personal. His semi-automatic, which he kept for sentimental purposes, is lost forever to the ocean, as you know. There may be a few antique flintlocks lying around, but stick with machetes. They are more personal. You will find them in the freezer, beneath the fish.” 
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“What  kind  of   pirate  doesn’t  have  an  armory  of   illegal weapons?” Allen asked. 

“One who is smart, cunning, and cares to keep his privacy.” 

“You’d better hurry,” Oscar told them, trying to calm the native down. 

The three of  them ran to get more supplies from the boat, which was anchored close offshore in water that fell to three feet at low tide. 

Oscar  attempted  to  impress  upon  the  native  that  his friends would return soon with gifts that he could bring back to his people. By the time he conveyed this message, they were already wading through the shallow water with gifts in tow. 

They organized a care package that consisted of  two bottles of  rum, three Froot Loops boxes packed with cigarettes (they chose Froot Loops because Toucan Sam seemed appropriately tropical),  and  a  dozen  frozen  swordfish  steaks  that  Che lamented to see go. 

“Why  did  you  bring  the  swordfish?  Save  the  swordfish for  us.  Give  him  the  tuna.  This  man  is  too  savage  to  enjoy swordfish.” 

The man took the package of  gifts with glee. He smiled and bowed his head before running off  into the jungle. Apparently Che was right. An offering was all that was necessary. 

Oscar and Colette thanked him, and then Colette started to blush. “Oh my God,” she whispered. 

“What is it?” 

She bent close to Oscar’s ear. “Do you think Che has been going to the bathroom in his pants since we tied him up?” 

“He doesn’t have much of  a choice.” 

“That’s fucked up.” 

They left Jane inspecting Allen’s head wound. He claimed he felt totally fine, but she insisted on soaking the wound in alcohol.  “It’s  infected,  Allen.  Your  head  is  scaly  and  oozing pus.”While the two were preoccupied, Oscar and Colette untied 48
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Che and led him down to the water. They let him wash off  and clean his shorts. 

“Thank  you,”  he  said.  “A  pirate  is  not  one  to  complain about his condition, no matter how it ails him. Thank you. You are good people.” 

“I think you’re a good person too,” Colette said. 

Oscar  raised  his  eyebrows  at  her,  giving  her  a  skeptical look, but he had warmed up to the pirate as well. He didn’t trust him. No. But he liked him, and the pirate seemed happy to help them. 

They decided to let Che eat with them. 

“This is a great treat,” Che said, rubbing his hands together as he looked at the fillets they had grabbed from the freezer. 

“You  have  brought  something  more  special  than  swordfish. 

Ha,  let  those  savages  have  it.  You  have  grabbed  the  shark. 

Please, let me cook for you a pirate delicacy. Rum-fried shark. 

It is my gift to you.” 

It was the best thing any of  them had eaten in their lives. 

Afterward, the five of  them sat in a satiated cat-nappy state, smoking cigarettes even though none of  them were smokers (even Che, the cigarette smuggler, did not normally smoke). 

Occasionally, somebody made a joke about the pirate’s life and they all laughed. 

Then  a  hooded  slave  man  appeared  out  of   the  jungle, holding between his hands a wooden plate on which sat the decapitated head of  the man who’d warned them. The offering had not been taken well after all. 
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Chapter seven

Sex and Monsters

The  night  came  on  bitter  and  cold.  A  gust  blowing  off   the ocean  threatened  to  put  out  their  fire.  They  had  all  agreed that it was best to leave the island, but that venturing out to sea would be too dangerous. The waves had been so high and choppy since the late afternoon that even sleeping on the boat, let alone swimming out to it, was not an option. 

“We are not safe here,” Che slurred. 

They had tied him up again, as a precautionary measure. 

“We’ll move onto  the boat  in  the morning  if  the waves calm down,” Oscar said. “Let’s hope it doesn’t smell like sex and death anymore.” 

Jane refused to shut up until they had tied up the pirate. 

Now she was fast asleep, but Oscar felt safer with Che bound too, so he and Colette had tied him up anyway after Jane and Allen  passed  out.  Fortunately,  Che  had  not  protested.  He’d consumed so much rum that he did not bat an eye when they bound him up. 

“Do you want to share blankets tonight?” Colette asked. Her teeth chattered. She rubbed the garbanzo-sized goosebumps on her arms. 
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“Sure,” he said, trying to sound casual. The cold did not prevent Oscar from stiffening at the prospect of  sleeping half-naked with Colette. He sat down to hide his boner. 

“Stand up. We can’t get under the blankets if  you’re sitting on them.” 

Oscar stood, hoping the shadows cast by the flickering fire would keep his boner in the dark. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Colette said. 

No such luck. 

“I’m sorry. It’s got a mind of  its own sometimes. If  you prefer sleeping alone, go ahead. I’ll be totally fine.” 

Colette smiled. “It’s okay. I just find it funny.” 

“What’s so funny about it?” 

“I’ve been wearing this swimsuit for two days straight. In that time, I’ve handled a dead girl, had my hands in a lot of  filth and the blood of  multiple people, not to mention raw fish, and I haven’t showered in almost a week. Oh, and there’s no toilet paper out here, which can leave things a bit crusty. On top of that, I started my period this morning. You probably don’t care to know that. I doubt you’ll care to know how I’ve managed to conceal that problem while wearing a bikini bottom. You may have noticed that I was gone a little longer than usual when I went to pee in the edge of  the jungle this morning. Perhaps you assumed I also had to poop. Your assumption would prove correct.  In  addition  to  pooping  and  pissing  without  toilet paper, however, I had to root around for something natural to prevent my flow from ruining my bikini bottom. Do you want to take a wild guess at what I found?” 

“Uh. . .” Oscar was dumbfounded. 

“I’ll make it worth your time. If  you guess correctly, I will have sex with you tonight. You get one guess.” 

Oscar brainstormed a list of  things that grew on tropical islands that could fit inside a vagina. Leaves seemed like a good bet, if  she stuffed a bunch of  them inside herself. Bark and twigs  were  too  rough.  A  large  mushroom  stalk  could  do  to 51
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the job. The mushroom’s cap might even provide an external protective  barrier.  Did  ancient  women  in  tropical  climates shove mushrooms in their snatches? If  not, they should have. 

It seemed like a good idea. Maybe the pelt of  an animal, but that would require skinning an animal or discovering a pelt left behind by one of  the natives. They had not seen any animals, except birds. Perhaps bird feathers. Again, he missed Gabriel. 

The little bird had been a godsend of  light. None of  the other birds he’d seen on the island came anywhere close to matching Gabriel’s  beauty.  Compared  to  him,  the  other  island  birds appeared as much like ugly background noise as pigeons in big cities.“You better guess quick. I’m getting sleepy.” 

“Okay, um, a mushroom.” 

Colette laughed. “A mushroom? That doesn’t even make sense. I used moss. See?” She slipped out of  her bikini bottom and peeled away the thick layer of  moss stuck to her crotch. 

The moss was sludgy and dense with dried menstrual fluids. 

She tossed the clump at Che. It landed on his face. He snorted in his sleep and rolled over on his back. 

“Nice throw,” Oscar said. 

Colette winked at him. “A bleeder never misses.” 

Oscar had never felt grossed out by girls’ periods the way a lot of  guys were. Some of  the girls he’d dated talked about their  periods  openly,  nonstop.  Girls  who  talked  about  their vaginas incessantly were as annoying as guys who talked about their penises. Sadder, though, were those who pretended they didn’t have a vagina whenever they were on the rag. Oscar was pretty sure these latter girls had been with guys who refused to stand in the same room with anyone speaking even remotely of  menstruation, or else they’d had fathers who were that way. 

They were led to believe that their bodies were disgusting, foul, and freakish. Oscar had never grasped the anatomical details of  menstruation, even though one girl, Audrey, had insisted on giving him “demonstrations,” which entailed Oscar kneeling 52
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by the toilet and nodding as Audrey talked about herself  and told him to cross-reference the anatomy textbook in his hands and the vagina inches from his face. Audrey was one of  those girls who worshiped her vagina. She believed that sex caused 

“pussy  wrinkles.”  Oscar  shook  his  head.  He  hadn’t  thought about Audrey and her menstrual lessons in probably a year. 

Despite the proximity of  the others, it felt like he and Colette  had  the  entire  beach  to  themselves.  He  felt  so  fucking hard. He wondered if  Colette would still cuddle with him if he ran off  and jerked it in the jungle real quick. Otherwise, he feared, his dick might pop through the fly of  his trunks and ejaculate all over Colette while they lay together. Damn, how awful would that be. 

Colette lay the blankets one on top of  the other and spread them on the sand. A few minutes later, they lay under them, spooning. Every time Oscar squirmed away so that his raging hard-on was not poking her in the back, Colette nestled her barely-covered ass into him. He did some math in his head and figured he could spring to the jungle’s edge, whip it out and, judging by the throbbing in his cock, beat one off  in a minute, then be back under the covers, snuggling comfortably without his blind, idiot cock attempting to break down the walls of  her impenetrable fortress. 

“Colette, I need to—” 

He choked on his words as she reached around and grabbed his cock through his trunks. “You need to what?” 

She squeezed and stroked as his breathing grew heavy. 

“Fuck me,” she whispered. 

He  untied  his  trunks  and  wriggled  them  down  past  his knees. She lifted her right leg. Beneath the blankets, he felt her rub his cock along her crack. She slid her bikini to one side and eased him between the smooth lips of her waxed vagina. 

The  stiff   initial  penetrations  became  slick,  warm  candy strokes as her tight cavity loosened. She moaned a little too loudly and both of  them giggled. The muscles of  her crotch 53
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clamped down on his cock and he nearly spent his load. 

“Should I pull out?” he asked. 

“No, come inside me.” 

“Are you on the pill?” 

“No.” 

“Then . . .” 

“I don’t care. Come inside me.” 

His hand slid beneath her bikini top. He squeezed her right breast. Her nipple was like a fat pebble. 

“Come inside me.” 

He twisted her nipple hard, as if  to tear it from her breast, and came deep inside her. 

After he came, he felt guilty for pinching her nipple. That had  probably  hurt  a  lot.  And  he’d  come  inside  her  without using any form of  contraceptive. He told himself  to buck up and get ready to face the weird feelings that were bound to fall between them. 

“That  was  fucking  hot,”  she  whispered.  “Nobody’s  ever twisted my nipple that hard.” 

“Did you come?” 

“No, but I enjoyed it.” 

He started to withdraw his half-limp cock, but she protested. 

“Stay inside me.” 

Rain began to fall as they passed into a rum-drunk sleep. 




***

Oscar  awoke  in  the  middle  of   the  night.  He  was  shivering and wet. His head pounded from all the rum. He desperately needed to pee. 

He rolled away from Colette, who remained asleep despite the torrential rain pouring down. She was probably too drunk to wake up. He wondered if  she’d remember that they had sex at all.Oscar threw the wet blanket off of himself and stood 54
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partway,  but  his  trunks  were  around  his  ankles  and  he  fell, landing ass-first in the wet sand. He decided to sit there for a minute. He felt dizzy and sick. They’d been foolish enough to get so drunk, after receiving the decapitated head and all. 

Obviously  the  natives  were  unhappy  about  their  presence. 

Even  Che,  the  fearless,  murderous  pirate,  had  warned  them to leave the island right away. Just because they were college students  didn’t  mean  they  had  to  act  impulsive,  selfish,  and irresponsible, but they had, all of  them. Yet who could blame them? Who would pass up the opportunity to feast on shark and get drunk on delicious rum on a deserted tropical island, no matter what risks were involved? 

Oscar  made  out  the  forms  of   Jane  and  Allen,  sleeping side by side not far away. Oscar grinned, wondering if  they’d fucked  again.  It  seemed  to  happen  whenever  they  both  got really wasted even though neither of  them talked about it or expressed any romantic interest in each other. 

Che was still in the same place too. 

Finally the urge to pee won out over the rum haze and, Oscar hated to admit, his fear of  the jungle. He decided to piss into the ocean instead. He pulled his trunks up, tying them in the front. He walked down to the edge of  the water and freed his penis. He felt a tremendous sense of  relief  as he let himself go, until he realized that the wind was blowing his piss back in his direction. He turned, but the wind still blew his pee back at him. 

“Fuck it,” he mumbled. 

He was already soaked anyway. The heavy rainfall would probably wash the pee out of  his trunks by morning. He would wake up before everyone else and take a swim, just to be on the safe side. 

As the trail of  urine sputtered off  to a trickle, he gazed down  the  coast.  Lightning  streaked  the  sky  at  that  exact moment, and he saw a hideous creature watching him. He took in all its unspeakable features in the flash. 
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The creature was a composite of  earthy, wormlike tubes and spidery tentacles, melded together by folds of  wrinkled fat. Veins streaks its bald skull, which sank into the blubbery flesh of  its neck like a dead frog floating in pond scum, but a mockery of  the human features remained. The creature had two lidless, egg-white eyes where you’d expect eyes to be, in addition  to  about  a  hundred  smaller  eyes  blinking  in  other places  on  its  corpulent  body.  It  was  hairless.  Purple-lipped vaginas, more numerous than the tiny eyes, protruded from its flesh like bubbling sores. Fanged, the vaginas grinned in their cubbyholes of  flesh, hungry to be filled. 

Oscar ran, but the creature howled and took pursuit. 
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Chapter eight

Rape Dentata

The  monster  tackled  him  and  tore  away  his  trunks  with  its tendrils. It vacuumed up his dick into one of  its many vaginas. 

It lowered another vagina over his mouth and pried his tongue out.He couldn’t scream. The taste in his mouth was like gargling salted slugs. 

Monstrous bitches don’t wash down there. 

Even though this wasn’t the sort of  thing that made him hard, the monster had some magical scent or suction power or something that made his dick erect. 

The  teeth  in  its  vagina  scraped  his  dick  raw,  and  yet  he stayed hard. 

The monster remained silent until it came time to orgasm, then  all  of   its  vaginas  started  chattering  their  teeth  and  its mouth puckered into an O and moaned like a normal human girl.Oscar and the monster had their orgasms simultaneously. 

In the moment when they came, the monster turned to stone for a split second, like a sexed up version of  the gargoyles that topped cathedrals. 
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From  stone,  the  monster  transformed  into  one  of   the beautiful native women he had seen whipping the men. Her breasts heaved in his face. His penis, still inside of  her, grew hard again instantly. 

He was still incredibly drunk, which was maybe why the most logical course of  action seemed to be to fuck the savage beast out of  this buxom, candy-crotched native. He would fuck her until she split open and her guts spilled out on the sand. 

He pushed himself  on top of  her. She did not resist. In fact, her eyes were closed. It was like she didn’t even know he was there. 

He pawed at her breasts. He groped along her wet body, which was hot despite the cold. He felt his way to her ass and toyed with her rectum. He pumped his penis in and out of her, fingering her anus as he did so, first with one finger, then with two. He found it pleasantly and surprisingly pliable. It was tight and not at all loose, but within a few minutes his entire fist was shoved up her ass and she’d not so much as blinked or  whimpered.  Her  vagina  was  as  tight  as  the  fifteen-year-old virgin he’d deflowered during spring break last year. He punched his fist further and further into her ass as he pounded her vagina. Her perfect breasts bounced in perfect rhythm to his total domination of  her perfect body. 

He felt himself  about to ejaculate and considered where he might best like to put his load. She had yet to open her eyes, and somehow that gave him a wild urge to ejaculate in her eyes. 

Not just on her eyelids or her face, but in her eyes. He wanted her eyeballs to be coated in his sperm. He wanted this native to go blind and feel awe at the power of  his white man’s sperm. 

But  she  turned  back  into  a  monster  before  he  got  the chance. 

Teeth clamped around his dick and practically chewed the sperm out of  his shaft. 

His fist was encased in a much looser, fatter, wart-covered ass than the one he’d been fisting a moment earlier. 
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The closed eyes he’d wanted to come in were open now. 

Two milky white orbs that glowed. 

He had failed to fuck the monster out of  the girl, and now he was paying for his failure with the skin of his dick. 
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Chapter nine

Camp After Rape

“Seriously man, a monster raped me last night.” 

“Did  the  monster  have  a  friend?”  Allen  hadn’t  stopped laughing since Oscar came running back to camp at dawn and woke them all up with his delirious banter. Colette had stormed off  in tears. Jane followed her. Oscar knew what Colette was thinking. She was thinking that Oscar was so drunk last night that  he’d  envisioned  a  very  warped,  nightmarish  version  of their sleeping together. 

“Okay, Allen. You want me to prove it to you? Just look at my dick. It’s skinned raw. Do you think I did this to myself? Do you think I’m naked for no reason?” 

“I guess Colette’s a biter. You must have been wasted!” 

Oscar wanted to punch Allen in the face but restrained himself. Violence would not make Allen believe his story. It would only make Oscar seem crazier than he was already acting. 

“Seriously,” Allen said, attempting to hold back his laughter. 

Oscar glared at him. 

“Hey bro, I’m serious. Listen.” 

“This better be something integral to our survival. Or a plan to escape from this island.” 
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Allen nodded. “Yeah, it’s something like that.” 

“Okay, shoot.” Oscar was genuinely intrigued. He hadn’t expected Allen to contribute much to their survival. 

“Here’s what I’m thinking.” Allen leaned in close, glancing around conspiratorially. In a low voice, he said, “Tonight, after the girls fall asleep, let’s sneak down to the water.” 

“And then?” 

“And then we collect us some monster pussy.” Allen burst out in laughter again. 

“Fuck you,” Oscar muttered. 

Oscar grabbed Allen by the throat and lowered his head to the sand, choking the laughter out of  him. “If  this is all a joke, let me kill you right now.” 

Allen’s face was turning blue. 

“Am I joking?” 

Allen struggled to speak. Oscar counted backwards from ten and, when he reached zero, released his chokehold. 

Allen rubbed his neck, which was bruised. “Shit bro, this ain’t no joke.” 

“This ain’t no joke, bro,” Oscar confirmed. 

Just then, Colette and Jane walked into camp, lugging with them a shit ton of  weapons from the boat. 

“It was Jane’s idea,” Colette said. 

Oscar thought highly of  Jane for thinking of  weapons. 

“Not to say I believe your scary story,” Jane said, “but I like to be prepared. Besides, I didn’t agree to this trip so I could become some cannibal’s tribal wife.” 

“Fuckin’ A,” said Allen, admiring their weapons supply. 

Now they had dynamite and machetes and shit. They were going to slay those buxom babes and their babbling slaves. 

Oscar grinned at Colette. 

“You’re still an asshole,” she said. 

Then  the  slave  men  appeared,  followed  by  the  beautiful women. 
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Chapter ten

Fight or Flight

The  women  were  whipping  the  slaves  and  driving  them forward. 

Oscar and Allen raised machetes above their heads. Colette and Jane took up antique flintlocks. 

“These monsters don’t look so bad,” Allen said. 

“Wait until they transform.” Oscar stared at each beautiful woman in turn, wondering who among them had raped him last night. Their breasts were perfectly round, their asses just begging to be mounted. Despite the danger, Oscar felt himself harden,  a  dilemma  doubly  embarrassing  because  he  wasn’t wearing pants. He glanced at Allen and realized his friend had a boner too. 

“Oscar?” Colette chimed nervously. 

“Yeah?” 

“If  it means anything, I believe your story now.” 

“Let’s just hope it doesn’t get any worse.” 

“Do not attack first,” Jane warned. “It’s possible they mean no harm.” 

Her  warning  came  too  late.  Allen  charged  forward  and shouted, “Bring it on, you towelheads!” 
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The slaves brought it. 

Oscar and Allen hacked their arms and heads and legs off, but no matter how many body parts they dismembered or how much  blood  they  spilled,  the  slaves  kept  on  coming.  There were just so many of them. 

A gunshot rang out and one of  the slave-driving women dropped dead. 

Colette fired the flintlock again and took down a second woman, although this one thrashed around on the ground, not quite dead. 

Colette then focused on taking out the slaves. For some reason,  the  women  were  neither  attacking  nor  transforming into monsters. 

Jane had dropped her weapon. She stood beside Colette, paralyzed. 

Oscar surged forward with a sudden sense of  bloodlust. 

He wanted revenge. He wanted to behead that bitch who raped him.The slaves forced him backward, attacking like a pack of rabid monkeys. 

“Strength in numbers trumps machetes, bro,” Allen said, as the slaves tackled him to the ground. 

The slaves took Allen’s machete and beheaded Jane with it. 

Her head rolled across the white sand and stopped at Oscar’s feet.Allen screamed like a bitch. 

Oscar watched his friend as if  it were all a dramatic scene in  a  movie  he  was  watching  in  slow-motion  on  his  big-ass television. 

Colette bolted past Oscar, into the jungle. He dropped his  machete  and  ran  after  her.  Oscar  wondered  what  had happened to Che, who was still hogtied when the slaves attacked. Oscar figured he’d seen the pirate for the last time and said a few parting words in his head. He also thanked the grueling three-times-a-week cardio schedule that his baseball 63
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coach  required.  Oscar  hated  cardio  workouts.  Thankfully, that workout regimen now put him in a position to catch up with Colette, a runner by build and practice. 

But as he crossed over from the white to the dark side of the island, he stepped on a thorn that pierced his foot badly. He tried to fight off  the pain, but it felt like poison was working through his foot. Colette vanished into the black jungle. He called out for her, but she was gone. 

Soon  they  caught  up  to  him.  But  it  was  not  the  slaves. 

It  was  the  beautiful  naked  women.  They  rubbed  their  oiled suntanned breasts in his face until he got hard, then they took turns fucking him right there in the middle of  the jungle. He came inside one of  them and then they turned angry. They tore the one he came inside apart and distributed the sperm they  took  from  inside  her  amongst  themselves.  Oscar  was disgusted.  They  recognized  his  disgust  and  clawed  his  face until he was bloody and nearly blind. 

They  dragged  him  to  a  primitive  village  consisting  of some huts and cages. The slave men filled the cages. Allen was inside one of  them. Oscar had been out in the jungle fucking the women for so long that the other women had time to get back to camp and lock up Allen. He felt proud of  his sexual stamina. 

“You bailed on me, bro. I am so mad right now,” Allen said when Oscar was thrown into the cell. 

“I’m sorry,” Oscar said, wiping the blood from his eyes. 

“You fucking bailed.” 

“It’s not like I fared any better. Besides, if  I’d gotten away with Colette, we could have come and rescued you. Now we’re stuck as prisoners, Jane is dead, and Colette is all alone out there. Do you think she can take on all of  these women by herself?” 

Allen  gave  him  a  disgusted  look.  “You  smell  like  pussy, man. And why’s your dick all bloody?” 

Oscar looked at his dick. Allen was right. It was bloody. 
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“Aw, man. It’s rubbed raw again.” 

“Those beautiful women are the monsters? Like the one that raped you last night?” 

Oscar didn’t get a chance to respond. 

Four  women  entered  his  and  Allen’s  wooden  cell.  They squeezed Oscar’s balls until he cried out in pain, then one of them  slapped  him  and  called  him  something  in  their  native language. 

Two women laid him out on the dirt floor and inspected every  inch  of   his  body.  Beside  him,  the  other  two  women performed  an  identical  physical  on  Allen.  They  seemed  to approve  of   Oscar.  They  even  removed  the  thorn  from  his foot, which stung as it slid out, but he was relieved to have it removed. The thorn had penetrated bone and he’d have needed a crate of  booze in his system to remove it himself. 

Allen was almost as lucky, until they discovered his head wound. All four women turned their attention to the stitched gash. A woman dug a finger into it. She lifted her finger, the tip coated in green and yellow pus, to her nose. Gagging, she wiped the gunk over Allen’s lips. He threw up. 

The woman who’d slapped Oscar for crying out stepped over Allen. She kicked him in the gut. He vomited more, his nose nearly touching the ground, so she kicked him in the face, a second time, a third, and on. The more he begged for mercy, the harder  she kicked him. His face was a swollen mask of bruises by the time she stopped. 

The women forced Oscar and the unconscious Allen into the coarse black robes and shrouds that the other man slaves wore. Judging from the stains and the smell, these very outfits had been worn by other slaves, perhaps even by the man who’d been beheaded the day before. 

Oscar  did  not  see  the  women  for  the  rest  of   the  day. 

The  man  slaves  in  the  other  cages  remained  still  and  quiet. 

Apparently the women did not like their men to move, even when they were not around. 
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For hours, Allen lay in a pile of  his own teeth, blood, and bile.There was a toenail wedged in his cheek. They’d kicked him so hard that a toenail had broken off  in his cheek. Oscar waited  until  Allen  stopped  moving  to  pull  it  out.  He  put  a hand on his friend’s chest and felt it rise and fall. Although he was relieved to know that Allen was alive, Oscar would have almost  preferred  if   he  had  died,  to  spare  him  the  pain  that would doubtless cripple him when he came to and learned all his teeth were broken. Allen used to say that despite the car accident, he was lucky because he’d come out of  it with his perfect teeth intact. 

Oscar spent the hours trying to recall every inch of  Colette’s body. He wondered if  she was still alive. If  the gargoyles got her, he hoped she experienced a painless death, unlike Jane’s. 

He hoped the same for Che, who must have been killed, unless the women passed by him on the beach without noticing that he was alive. 

The women reappeared in the village about an hour before sundown.  They  tossed  slabs  of   raw  meat  into  the  cell.  The meat slipped through the gaps in the wooden bars and flopped sidelong on the rocks. 

Oscar  sat  on  his  haunches,  eyeing  the  meat,  until  the smacking of  lips and tearing of  flesh in the other cells filled the  silent  late  afternoon.  He  had  a  suspicion  that  the  meat belonged to Jane, Colette, or Che, but every time he told his stomach to stop grumbling and chewing on itself, the hunger pangs rolled on sharper and more demanding than before. 

Fuck.  In  normal  circumstances,  Oscar  wouldn’t  eat  raw cow,  chicken,  pig,  or  any  other  animal  that  tasted  delicious when cooked. Even sashimi grossed him out. But he needed every ounce of  strength he could get. With Allen down for the count, both of  their lives depended upon his ability to get them out of  this situation. 
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 to leave it all up to me, but now he felt endless compassion and remorse  for  his  friend.  Allen  had  done  the  best  job  anyone could, had they been placed in his shoes. 

He lunged for the meat and stuffed a piece in his mouth. 

Glory to God, it was spoiled. Bloody and soft and crawling with maggots. He bit off  a piece, swallowed, and tried to ignore the squirming in his belly. 
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Chapter eleven

Gargoyle Gangbang

Finally,  Allen  burst  into  consciousness.  “Fuckin’  gonna  die, bro,” he sputtered. He couldn’t speak properly with so many broken teeth, so “gonna die” sounded like “gargoyles.” 

Fuckin’ gargoyles, bro. 

Oscar laid a hand on his friend’s bleeding shoulder. “We’re gonna be okay, bro. We’re gonna live through this.” 

The women were congregating in the village center. They didn’t  have  a  bonfire  going  or  anything  like  that.  They  just stood there in the dark. Not talking. Not socializing. Monsters who talked and shit were stupid. Real monsters had no need to talk to anyone. Real monsters only had a need to rape and kill. 

“Just be still. Maybe they’ll get bored if  they think you’re unconscious.” 

Allen nodded weakly. He would probably pass out again soon anyway. Pus bubbles were filling his infected head wound. 

His mouth was a broken mess. 

The  women  transformed  into  million-mouthed,  pulsing, wormy gargoyles in the moonlight. 

The gargoyle women stalked the cages of  men, raping them, occasionally fighting over men. Two gargoyles barged into the 68
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cage to the right of  Oscar and Allen’s. One of  them took the head of  the lone man in the cage into her vagina. The other gargoyle sucked the man’s feet into two of  her vaginas. They fucked him like it was a game of  tug-of-war until the man was ripped in half. His guts spilled all over the shit-covered floor of the cage, and the gargoyle women howled triumphantly. 

The two moved out of  the cage and entered theirs next. 

The two beasts had to enter one at a time and even then they were almost too large to squeeze through the doorway. Oscar pressed himself  against the far wall. He wondered if  raping men in half  was something they did often. 

The gargoyles raped Oscar mercilessly. They did things to him that even lesbian twin co-eds on ecstasy had not shown him were possible. 

By the time they were finished, he was stuffed to the gills with  vaginal  fluid.  He  didn’t  know  women  could  squirt  so much so often. He wondered if  it was possible for men to get pregnant. To help maintain his last shred of  sanity, he drew some crude pictures of  the gargoyle gangbang on the floor of the cage before passing into a nightmare-filled sleep. 
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Chapter twelve

Alpha Female

First  thing  in  the  morning,  Colette  stormed  naked  into  the gargoyle village, glistening head to toe with what looked like blood. Had she been wounded? If  so, it happened recently, for the blood was still wet. She dragged Che behind her by a rope tied around his neck. Che crawled on his hands and knees. He panted like a dog. When they reached the open circle in the center of  the village, Colette told him to sit down and he sat back on his haunches. 

Oscar sprang to his feet and rattled the bars of  his cage. 

“Colette! What the hell are you doing? Get the hell out of  here! 

These women are monsters!” 

She  ignored  him  and  instead  belted  out  an  uncharacteristically  fierce  and  guttural  shriek.  Soon  the  open  circle  was surrounded by gargoyles, who once again took the form of tanned and toned native sex goddesses that made the Playboy Bunnies look like old maids. 

Oscar awaited the dreadful events to come. The women were going to rip Colette apart, the way their slaves had done to Jane. Or worse, they would rape her as brutally as he and Allen had been raped. 
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But they did not rape or murder her. Rather, they seemed to fear Colette. 

 What could make them afraid of  her?  he wondered. 

And then he connected their fear with the blood covering Colette’s body. She’d coated herself  with menstrual blood to send the message to the gargoyle girls that she was the alpha female, and it worked. 

A woman from the tribe stepped forth and bowed before Colette. Che growled at the woman until Colette jerked on his rope leash. 

Colette pointed right at Oscar and shrieked. 

Several other natives hurried over to the cage and unclasped the heavy, primitive locks holding it shut. The door swung open. 

Oscar couldn’t believe it. Colette had rescued him from these savage monsters like it was the easiest thing in the world. 

He took a step out of  the cage, smiling. 

A woman threw her fists into his chest, sending him flying backwards into the cage. They shouted and shook their fists at him in a manner that could only mean  Stay the fuck away. 

Two women stepped into the cage and Oscar scuttled into the farthest corner, remembering last night’s rape fest.  They are beautiful and human now, but they are still strong. They can hurt me. But at least they cannot rape me with toothed vaginas. 

He  sprang  to  his  feet  and  dashed  through  the  open doorway. One of  the tallest women, towering at least six and a half  feet tall, stepped in his path so suddenly that he was unable to stop or change direction. He ran right into her elongated, watermelon-sized breasts. Her swollen nipples were the size of  apples. She grabbed him by the shoulder and took one of her gigantic brown tits in the other. She beat him over the head with it, a squirt of  breast milk accompanying each blow, until he saw black spots and collapsed. She squeezed her tits around his neck like a vise, choking him. He tried to pinch her nipples, but they were slippery with milk. 

The  women  dragged  Allen  out  of   the  cell  and  brought 71
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him to Colette. She shrieked disapproval and pointed at Oscar again, but the women refused to give in to her demands. And they seemed less fearful now. 

Colette must have noticed that they were closing in, because suddenly she untied Che, lifted Allen to his feet, and stumbled out of  the village almost carrying him. 

The women poked and prodded Che, curious about their new slave. He rolled over on his belly and splayed his limbs, like a dog that wants its belly scratched. That’s when Oscar noticed the string trailing from Che and out into the jungle.  Oh my god, he realized,  Colette shoved dynamite up his ass. 

Che  exploded  a  second  later.  A  piece  of   shrapnel  flew right at Oscar’s face but got lodged in the left nipple of  the tall woman instead. She lost her grip on him and pulled the thing out of  her nipple. He took advantage of  her unawareness and clamped down around her other nipple. He bit the whole fucking thing off. 

He escaped before she could get ahold of  him. The village became a frenzy of  slaves howling in cages and body parts of a dozen women who were blown apart. A group of  women grabbed whips and spears and took pursuit after Colette and Allen. Oscar headed in the opposite direction, hoping that by moving away from the center of  focus, he could escape, then loop around the island back to the boat. But the tall woman grabbed him and dragged him back to his cell. 

She slapped him down then sat on him. She pressed the nipple-less tit against his mouth, then squeezed his jaw until he opened wide. Milk blood gushed into his mouth. He swallowed and vomited it back up again, but now there was more milk blood filling his mouth. She shoved her tit wound so hard into him that his whole lower face was practically inside her. Fat from her breast dislodged in the violent commotion and slid wormlike into his mouth. Every time he vomited, she pushed closer into him, making him drink her, making him eat. 
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rolled off  of  him and lay down next to him as they took turns raping him violently. Even though they were soft and beautiful in  their  human  form,  their  pussies  hot  and  wet  and  willing, they hurt him much more than they hurt him the night before. 

In fact, the women did not stop until they broke his dick in half. After his dick was broken, they returned a half hour later to try a new trick. They took turns stuffing his broken dick into their asses and shitting on him. Eventually he was covered in so much filth that he could not even see his own dick. It had probably fallen off. 

And the horrors didn’t end there. 

That night, a gargoyle entered his cage, squatted over him, and shat a mewling vagina-headed baby into his lap. He was promptly  forced  to  nurse  it  with  the  nectar  of   his  broken loins. 
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Chapter thirteen

Taking Care of 

Vagina Baby

He awoke before dawn to the baby suckling his cock between the lips of  its vagina head. It had presumably milked him all night long. The gargoyle girls were crawling out of  the cages of  the other slaves, exhausted from a long night of  fucking. 

Oscar wondered which was worse: being raped or getting stuck with a baby. 

He felt himself  come inside the baby’s mouth. He wondered if  this made him a pedophile. 

The other slaves eyed him with envy. Obviously having a baby was a big status thing among them. They must have all been sterile from inbreeding, and here he was, the new sex slave on the block, knocking up their gargoyle bitches and making a baby within his first day or so as a prisoner. 

The  vagina  baby  burped.  It  smacked  its  lips  and  cooed happily. Then it was hungry for more. This routine continued long after Oscar ran out of  sperm and the sun came up. He tried pulling the baby away from his snapped penis and the little monster  latched  onto  his  face  and  nearly  sucked  his  tongue 74
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off. Having your dick sucked sure beat losing your tongue to a sweaty vag-headed baby. 

Fucking Christ. Taking care of  a baby was hard! 

He thought about what it would be like if  they ever made it home: the press interviews and movie deals. He would tell the world about the beautiful, nymphomaniac savages who held him hostage and fucked him from day ‘til night and back again, in every position known to the civilized world and even a few that  were  native  secrets.  He  would  not  tell  them  about  the vagina baby. He would perhaps even refrain from mentioning that the girls turned into gargoyle-like beasts at night. People would never believe that these women wanted to have sex with him  and turned into Bosch-like monsters. 

What Oscar would do right now for a recording of  Bach’s harpsichord compositions and a six-pack of  Mike’s Hard. That new “flavor twist” shit. He found that lime and raspberry was the perfect “flavor twist” to accompany Bach’s harpsichord. It was like Heaven. In a bottle. In his ear. He jizzed in the vagina baby’s mouth again and this time he was pretty sure he shot something out. Maybe that dream of  Mike and Bach together again had compelled his unit to refill the sperm bank. 

He decided to pretend that the baby’s head was Colette’s vagina and that made the milking easier. If  only the thing had some human titties. 

“Titties!” 

If  Colette’s titties were animals, they would be horses. Not race horses or wild horses. Just horses. Larger than most but also firmer, sensitive yet ready for rough action. You could ride her titties across the Wild West of  lovemaking and build up enough appetite to eat biscuits and gravy out of  her ass, then after you ate biscuits and gravy out of  her ass, you could ride her titties around some more, clear on down to Miami if  you stopped and filled her up with a finger fuck now and again. 

“Titties!” 

Oscar opened his eyes and screamed. He was going insane. 
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Losing grip on reality. Hallucinating. Thinking this baby was the girl he loved. Thinking about her titties as horses. And even now, as he was completely self-aware that he was thinking of breasts in relation to animals, he continued thinking of  breasts in relation to animals. 

“Titties!” 

He couldn’t stop thinking about titties because the truth was, getting sucked off  was making him feel good and turning him on and he needed somewhere to put his mind beyond the awful body smells and fluids and the shit and piss in his cell and the fact that a baby was doing the sucking and that he was a prisoner and going to die. When you got right down to it, that’s what it all came down to: he was going to die and he needed to think of  titties to forget the fact of his imminent death. 

God, how pathetic. 





76

Chapter fourteen

Machete Hands

The vagina baby was still sucking away when, just before dark that evening, flare shots exploded in the air above the village. 

The  man  slaves  went  wild,  hooting  and  rattling  the  bars  of their cages. The women began morphing into their gargoyle forms. Oscar thought of  his first impression of  them. Even in his current situation, he admired his acute sense of  observation in that initial encounter. 

 A composite of  earthy, wormlike tubes and spidery tentacles, melded together by folds of  wrinkled fat. Veins streaks its bald skull, which sank into the blubbery flesh of  its neck like a dead frog floating in pond scum, but a mockery of  the human features remained. The creature had two lidless, egg-white eyes where you’d expect eyes to be, in addition to about a hundred smaller eyes blinking in other places on its corpulent body. It was hairless. Purple-lipped vaginas, more numerous than the tiny eyes, protruded from its flesh like bubbling sores. Fanged, the vaginas grinned in their cubbyholes of  flesh, hungry to be filled. 

If  Shakespeare had written about these fucking things, he couldn’t have described them better than Oscar. 

Another flare burst into fireworks above the village. 

Colette and Allen stormed into the camp, machetes tied to 77
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their hands. They were completely naked, except for a belt of dynamite strapped across Colette’s chest. Menstrual blood was smeared on both of  them. 

Colette  kept  her  machete  hands  at  her  sides.  She  stared straight ahead. Oscar recognized the stare. It was the look she took on at parties when she wanted everyone there to know she was better than them. The  I’m on a different level gaze. And it worked on the gargoyle girls. 

Despite  yesterday’s  incident  with  the  dynamite,  the  gargoyles  did  not  attack  Colette.  By  outwitting  them,  killing  a dozen, and then outrunning them, she had proven her strength and cunning. 

Allen,  on  the  other  hand,  was  an  entirely  different  case. 

He  waved  his  machete  hands  about  wildly,  making  kung  fu sounds. 

A gargoyle girl struck out at him. Allen was too slow and took the full force of  the blow. He fell facedown. A dynamite stick stuck out of  his ass, connected to a string running into the bushes. Oscar wondered what use there was for the string if   the  dynamite  was  just  a  scare  tactic.  Surely  Allen  did  not intend to blow himself  up. 

Colette swung a machete hand at the gargoyle and slit its throat. The monster dropped dead almost instantly. 

They were soon overpowered, and then Oscar called for attention. He fucked the vagina baby to death while everyone watched. The gargoyle girls grew very angry. They broke him out of  his cage and started to rape him. 

Colette and Allen took advantage of  the distraction he’d created and began hacking at the gargoyle girls ruthlessly. 

Four gargoyle girls surrounded Oscar and each sucked an arm or leg into a vagina. They were going to rape Oscar’s limbs off. He screamed for help and Colette came to the rescue. She decapitated the four gargoyle girls two at a time and went on fighting others while Oscar struggled to free his arms and legs from the vaginas. 
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Colette unstrapped the dynamite from her chest. Her breasts heaved. She tossed the dynamite and a lighter to Oscar. 

“Blow up the slaves!” she shouted. 

He sprinted toward the slave cages. The gargoyle girls were ignoring him now, their full attention on Colette and Allen. 

The slaves rattled the bars of  their cages, enraged to see their women rulers torn apart. Oscar felt a twinge of  pity. There was no way to save these men. They were like dogs devoted to cruel masters. 

He strung the dynamite strand across the first row of  cages, then  lit  the  fuse  of   the  stick  on  the  end.  The  fuse  sparked into life. He wondered why Colette had grabbed the dynamite that had to be lit by hand. This was far more dangerous than blowing  the  slaves  up  from  a  distance.  But  then  he  figured there wouldn’t be time for that. 

His heart pounded in his chest as he ran, shouting at Colette and Allen to get the hell away. 

The explosion was way bigger than anticipated and he was knocked out by a wall of  fire. 
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Chapter fifteen

Like Richard Gere, We 

Shoved Dynamite Up 

Our Ass and Killed 

Those Horny Bitches

Oscar awoke coughing ash out of  his lungs. 

Colette lay nearby. 

He went to her and tried to shake her awake. But she would not wake up. He looked amidst the gargoyle gore for Allen, but he was gone. He’d blown up his best friend. 

Something hit him from behind. 

He turned around, expecting a final woman to jump out and rape him to death. 

But it was only Allen. 

“Don’t  look  so  freaked.  I  was  just  taking  a  leak.”  Allen pointed at his ass. “Dude, this dynamite is really stuck. It’s like Richard Gere with the gerbil. What the fuck.” 

Allen tried to pull the dynamite out of his ass. 
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And then Allen exploded. For real this time. 

Oscar didn’t even get a chance to say goodbye. 

Colette awoke after the explosion. She awoke with Oscar holding her in his arms. It was romantic or something. 

“Are all of  them dead?” Colette asked weakly. 

“Yes, they’re dead, the slaves and women. We killed them. 

We killed those horny bitches.” 

“I’ve always loved you, Oscar.” 

“I’ve always loved you, Colette.” 

They kissed passionately amidst the corpses. 
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Chapter sixteen

Happy Ending

Colette and Oscar ran through the jungle to where the dynamite thingy was located. They found Gabriel, the little orange bird, sitting on the depressed handle, singing a little bird song. 

“How the—” Oscar started. 

Beside the bird lay a heavy tropical fruit, cracked in half. 

The fallen fruit had hit the handle and blown up Allen. 

Gabriel flew onto Oscar’s shoulder. 

“So  how’d  you  talk  Allen  into  shoving  dynamite  up  his ass?”“He didn’t want to be raped by those monsters again.” 

“I believe it.” 

“And he was willing to do whatever possible to save you.” 

“I guess that’s the mark of  a true friend. Someone who will shove dynamite up their ass and take the blow for you.” 

They were all alone on the tropical island. 

“You know how I didn’t orgasm when we had sex the first time? When we were drunk?” 

“Uh, yeah?” 

“It’s because I was born with my clitoris in my ass.” 

“What?” 
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“I have an ass clit.” 

“Are you saying. . .” 

“I am.” 

“Is there any fish left? I’m starving and you wouldn’t believe what they fed us—” 

Colette put a finger over his lips, silencing him. “Do you want to eat, or do you want to fuck?” 

Five minutes later, they were making out in the shallows of  the ocean, then Colette squirmed away and ran out deeper. 

Oscar dove under and swam after her. 

They fucked underwater like dolphins, unaware of  the fin cutting the water and heading in their direction. 

“Your ass clit is awesome,” Oscar said. 

“You’re  making  me  come  like  a  thousand  times.  Your broken cock is like having two cocks inside of  me.” 

“You can shit on me if  you want.” 

“What?” 

“Never  mind.”  Maybe  that  was  just  something  gargoyle girls liked to do. Oscar felt a sense of  relief. He was only trying to be nice by offering. 

Oscar came in Colette’s ass just as the shark bit her legs off. 

She bled to death in his arms, so overcome by pleasure that she hardly seemed to notice she was dying. 

Oscar had waited four long years to be with Colette, and now she was dead. He loved Colette. He fucking loved her. He wasn’t going to let a small thing like death keep them apart. In fact, he was going to ensure that they enjoyed a long, happy life together on this deserted tropical island, even if  only one of them was around to enjoy it. 

He wondered if  dead chicks could get pregnant. 
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BB-089  “Warrior Wolf Women of the Wasteland” Carlton Mellick III Road  Warrior  Werewolves  versus  McDonaldland  Mutants...post-apocalyptic  fiction  has never been quite like this. 316 pages  $13

BB-090 “Cursed” Jeremy C Shipp - The story of a group of characters who believe they are cursed and attempt to figure out who cursed them and why. A tale of stylish absurdism and suspenseful horror. 218 pages   $15
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BB-095“Lost in Cat Brain Land” Cameron Pierce - Sad stories from a surreal world. A fascist mustache, the ghost of Franz Kafka, a desert inside a dead cat. Primor-dial entities mourn the death of their child. The desperate serve tea to mysterious creatures. 

A hopeless romantic falls in love with a pterodactyl. And much more. 152 pages   $11

BB-096 “The Kobold Wizard’s Dildo of Enlightenment +2” Carlton Mellick III - A Dungeons and Dragons parody about a group of people who learn they are only made up characters in an AD&D campaign and must find a way to resist their nerdy teenaged players and retarded dungeon master in order to survive. 232 pages   $12
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BB-097  “My Heart Said No, but the Camera Crew Said Yes!” Bradley Sands - A collection of short stories that are crammed with the delightfully odd and the scurrilously silly. 140 pages  $13

BB-098  “A  Hundred  Horrible  Sorrows  of  Ogner  Stump” Andrew Goldfarb - Goldfarb’s acclaimed comic series. A magical and weird journey into the horrors of everyday life. 164 pages  $11

BB-099  “Pickled Apocalypse  of  Pancake  Island”  Cameron  Pierce A demented fairy tale about a pickle, a pancake, and the apocalypse. 102 pages   $8

BB-100 “Slag Attack” Andersen Prunty - Slag Attack features four visceral, noir stories about the living, crawling apocalypse.A slag is what survivors are calling the slug-like maggots raining from the sky, burrowing inside people, and hollowing out their flesh and their sanity. 148 pages    $11

BB-101  “Slaughterhouse  High”  Robert  Devereaux  -  A  place  where schools are built with secret passageways, rebellious teens get zippers installed in their mouths and genitals, and once a year, on that special night, one couple is slaughtered and the bits of their bodies are kept as souvenirs. 304 pages   $13

BB-102 “The Emerald Burrito of Oz” John Skipp & Marc Levinthal OZ IS REAL! Magic is real! The gate is really in Kansas! And America is finally allowing Earth tourists to visit this weird-ass, mysterious land. But when Gene of Los Angeles heads off for summer vacation in the Emerald City, little does he know that a war is brewing...a war that could destroy both worlds. 280 pages $13

BB-103 “The Vegan Revolution... with Zombies”  David Agranoff When there’s no more meat in hell, the vegans will walk the earth. 160 pages   $11
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BB-105  “Sorry I Ruined Your Orgy” Bradley Sands - Bizarro humorist Bradley Sands returns with one of the strangest, most hilarious collections of the year.  

130 pages  $11

BB-106 “Mr. Magic Realism” Bruce Taylor - Like Golden Age science fiction comics written by Freud,  Mr. Magic Realism is a strange, insightful adventure that spans the furthest reaches of the galaxy, exploring the hidden caverns in the hearts and minds of men, women, aliens, and biomechanical cats. 152 pages  $11

BB-107 “Zombies and Shit” Carlton Mellick III - “Battle Royale” meets 

“Return of the Living Dead.” Mellick’s bizarro tribute to the zombie genre. 308 pages $13

BB-108 “The Cannibal’s Guide to Ethical Living” Mykle Hansen - 

Over a five star French meal of fine wine, organic vegetables and human flesh, a lunatic deliv-ers a witty, chilling, disturbingly sane argument in favor of eating the rich.. 184 pages  $11

BB-109 “Starfish Girl” Athena Villaverde - In a post-apocalyptic underwater dome society, a girl with a starfish growing from her head and an assassin with sea ane-nome hair are on the run from a gang of mutant fish men. 160 pages   $11

BB-110 “Lick Your Neighbor” Chris Genoa - Mutant ninjas,  a talking whale, kung fu masters, maniacal pilgrims, and an alcoholic clown populate Chris Genoa’s surreal, darkly comical and unnerving reimagining of the first Thanksgiving. 303 pages $13

BB-111 “Night of the Assholes” Kevin L. Donihe - A plague of assholes is infecting the countryside. Normal everyday people are transforming into jerks, snobs, dicks, and douchebags. And they all have only one purpose: to make your life a living hell.. 

192 pages   $11

BB-112 “Jimmy Plush, Teddy Bear Detective” Garrett Cook - Hard-boiled cases of  a private detective trapped within a teddy bear body. 180 pages   $11
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