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CHAPTER ONE


TELEVISION CAKE






 



 



I never should have married a woman
named Decapitron.


It’s more like the name of an evil
transformer than the name of a wife. Her given name was Susanne Lewis, but she
has gone by Decapitron ever since she was a little kid and got it legally
changed when she turned eighteen. I’d prefer if she went by Susanne but she
says she’ll annihilate me if I ever call her by that name.


I should have listened to my mom when
she told me “you just can’t trust a woman named Decapitron.” She was right.
Decapitron is unpredictable. She’s like a flesh-bag of nitroglycerin that’s
ready to explode at the drop of a hat.


I could have married any woman. When I
was younger, the ladies were always swooning over me. I could have had any of
them. I could have married a supermodel. Maybe I never should have married any
woman at all and stayed a swinging bachelor for the rest of my life. I mean,
I’m a wild man. I have one of the most stylish hairdos anyone has ever seen. I
call my hairstyle ‘the sly guy’ and I like to make guns with my fingers and
point them at people when I walk down the sidewalk.


 



 



It’s Christmas Eve. I’m in the living
room bobbing my head to Jingle Bell Rock while drinking brandy eggnog out of a
snowman-shaped mug, trying to figure out a way to work off my beer belly without actually doing any
exercise.


Decapitron is in the kitchen with the
twins baking a cake for Jesus’ birthday tomorrow. It’s one of her stupid
family’s stupid traditions. On Christmas Day, she always lights candles on a
cake and forces us to sing Happy Birthday to Jesus. She puts up balloons and
party decorations, with a banner that reads HAPPY BIRTHDAY, JESUS! stretched
across the dining room wall.


It’s pretty awesome that her family
was killed in a car accident earlier this year. I can finally enjoy my
Christmas without having to listen to her dwarfish father’s racist jokes or her
mother’s retarded opinions concerning the sexiness of women with hairy armpits
(namely, herself). They should have had the decency to die years ago, like my
parents did. My parents rocked. They knew how to get morbidly obese in their
youth and die middle- aged. I hope to be just like them.


 



 



I chug down the nog and sneak over to
the Christmas tree to check out my presents. The Christmas tree is about seventeen
feet high and ten feet wide. We get a bigger tree every year. Decapitron cut a
hole in the ceiling just so we can fit bigger trees into our house at Christmas
time. Upstairs, in our bedroom, the top of the tree comes out of the floor and
forms another normal-sized tree near the foot of our bed. She says she likes
the smell of pine trees when she wakes up in the morning.


I squat down and crawl underneath the
enormous tree, pretending like I am exploring a vast cavern full of
colorfully-patterned rocks. Examining the rocks . . . Hmm, there doesn’t seem
to be many presents for me under here. Decapitron usually only gets me one
thing for Christmas: piercings. She’s got a metal fetish and ever since we
started dating she’s forced me to get more and more things pierced. Not my
face, mind you. She doesn’t think a good family man should have piercings that
show, so all fifty-six of my piercings are concealed under my clothing. My entire
torso is completely studded. It’s like I’m covered in steel freckles.


I don’t want any piercings. I don’t
really like them. Decapitron forces me to get them, though. She tells me that
if I ever even think about removing any of my piercings she will annihilate
me.


There’s really only two things I want
for Christmas:


1)              
Cannibal
Death Cop on DVD


2)               
the
new Spelunker CD.


Spelunker is my favorite band ever.
They are the leading group of a new genre of music called Adventure Rock. It is
the kind of music that Indiana Jones would listen to if he was a real person.
Adventure Rock bands sing about cool stuff like archeology, mountain climbing,
wilderness survival, cave exploration, anthropological studies, kayaking, and
swimming around in sunken pirate ships while fighting off man-eating sharks and
terrorists with spear guns. Nothing gets me more pumped than listing to Spelunker
while driving my sports utility vehicle to work every day.


But I doubt I’m getting the CD for
Christmas. I never get what I want. I’ll probably have to buy it for myself
next month.


 



 



Decapitron wants the same thing for
Christmas every year: Transformer toys.


She actually really does think of
herself as an evil Transformer. She even has a secret Decepticon tattoo on her
shoulder that you have to rub in order to see it. Ever since she was a kid she
wanted to be an evil robot that could transform into different things. At first
she wanted to be able to transform into a space ship. Then she wanted to be
able to transform into an electric boa constrictor. Then a laser cannon. Then a
monster truck. Then a guillotine, so she could actually decapitate people.


These days she wishes she could
transform into a nuclear submarine. She could do a lot of damage if she could
turn into a nuclear submarine.


 



 



“What are you doing under there?” an
angry voice says to
me.


I look back to see a small tapping
foot outside of the Christmas tree.


“You’re not allowed in there.”


It’s my daughter, Nora.


“Coming,” I say, needles poking into
my hands and elbows as I crawl out from under the tree, knocking ornaments
down as my back brushes against the lower branches.


I peek out from under the tree like a
bad dog hiding under a bed. She stares down at me with a disgusted look on her
face. Blue and green lights sparkle against her braces.


“How many times do I have to warn
you?” she says, wiping the open wound on the side or her face with a towel.
“You go under there one more time and I’m going to have Mom return all of your
presents.”


Even though she’s seven years old,
Nora is the boss of the family. I’m pretty sure she is the anti-Christ, which
is why I don’t fuck with her. Even Decapitron doesn’t dare defy the kid. It’s
probably the gory black growth on the side of her head that makes her seem so damned
scary. It’s a morbid balloon of flesh shaped like an adult male hand growing
out of her brain and gripping the side of her skull. It is constantly
pulsating and bleeding, and requires constant care. The doctor said she
probably wouldn’t live to see her first birthday, but that son of a bitch
didn’t know what he was talking about. I should have sued his ass. If I knew
she was going to live this long I probably would have given her up for adoption
years ago.


 



 



For Christmas, Nora asked for a neural
implant so she could plug her brain directly into the computer. Technology is
advancing so quickly these days that it’s hard to keep up with all the
inventions. First, there was the Internet. Then came holographic movies. Then
helicopter backpacks. Then laser eyes. Now they invented a way to plug
computers directly into your brain. You can upload 110 MB of knowledge an hour
into your mind now or you can download your memories onto a disc so that you’ll
never forget them.


It’s all still pretty new. Not a lot of
people can afford the surgery yet and there’s a lot of skepticism about its
safety. A few people at work have done it because the company paid for the
operation. They say that in about five years everyone will have it done and no
company will hire you without it. I really hope they are wrong. My employer
already owns most of my time, all I need is for them to own part of my brain
too.


Unfortunately, we couldn’t afford to
get Nora the operation for Christmas. It’s so far out of our budget it’s
ridiculous. We’d have to put a second mortgage on our house. I don’t even know
if it is legal for minors to get the implant. She’s going to be fucking pissed
tomorrow morning and I know she’s going to blame me. My punishment will
probably be pretty severe this time. If I’m lucky she won’t let me have any of
my piercings for Christmas. Or maybe she’ll make me go to my room during
Jesus’ birthday party.


 



 



Nora sits down on a chair in front of
the tree, guarding the presents.


“Suck in your gut,” she tells me.


I do as she commands but let it slack
when I turn away from her, calling her a fucking witch under my breath. “Rudolf
The Red-Nosed Reindeer” is now playing on the stereo. It is a funky disco mix
version. I pour myself some more eggnog and groove across the horsehair carpet
into the kitchen.


Decapitron is putting the finishing
touches on Jesus’ birthday cake. The twins are strapped to her back gurgling
at each other. Both boys were born with full heads of hair that now look like
large globs of cotton candy. My wife decided to dye each of their heads a
different fruity color. Matt Jr. has neon green hair. Decapitron Jr. has
turquoise blue hair. Matt Jr. goes by Greeny or Matty. Decapitron Jr. goes by
Bluey or Tron or Voltron. We are considering changing his name to Voltron.
Matty will probably go by Matt when he’s older. My wife never calls me Matt
anyway so there wouldn’t be much confusion.


When I was younger I went by Sly Guy
Matthew Fry, or Sly Fry for short. That’s what I like to be called. But
Decapitron and my kids just address me by my surname, Fry. My wife didn’t take
my last name when we got married, she doesn’t have a last name at all, so it’s
not that strange when she calls me Fry. But it’s weird when the kids do it.
They don’t call me Dad or Matthew or Sly Guy. I’m just Fry to them.


The twins are about two years old but
they still look like they are infants. I’m not sure if they are ever going to
grow up. Decapitron still breastfeeds them. She has them holstered on her back
so she can whip them out like shotguns or samurai swords whenever it’s time for
them to feed. She wears a breakaway top designed for strippers so that she can
rip it open and fling them towards her breasts in the blink of an eye.


I think she has been breastfeeding
them for so long because it turns her on. I’m not positive about this, but
she’s a weird fucking woman so I wouldn’t put it past her. She has pierced
nipples and likes to have them sucked, especially while she’s lactating. I know
because she usually forces me to drink from her nipples while we have sex. I’m
pretty sure the doctor told her she shouldn’t keep her piercings in, but
there’s no arguing with Decapitron. I used to tell her that the kids would turn
out funny if she breastfeeds them for too long, but she just tells me to shut
up or she will annihilate me.


 



 



Decapitron is always threatening to
annihilate me. And she could do it, too. Easily. She annihilates people for a
living. By day, her j ob is housewife. But by night, she earns a living as a
death sport street fighter.


She only fights about two or three
times a year and usually makes a few hundred grand a match. It is all illegal,
of course. Her sponsors are a French mafia family that sends her all over the
world to fight in private tournaments. Most of the matches are not officially
bouts to the death, but whenever my wife fights the match is always to the
death. She never allows any of her opponents to survive, because her finishing
maneuver is a powerful roundhouse kick that causes decapitation. After all, she
has to live up to her name. The audience always loves her. They are there to
see fatalities and she never fails to give them some.


 



 



Our relationship was pretty much built
on fear. It started out as just a crazy sexual escapade. Me with my
irresistible hairdo and super slick dance moves. Decapitron with her black
makeup and tight leather outfits. She was instantly attracted to me, as most of
the ladies were, and aggressively came on to me at a nightclub. I never slept
with a dominatrix type before, so I decided to give her a try. One night of
wild sex, that’s all I wanted out of her. But I made the mistake of bringing
her back to my place. Once she knew where I lived, she kept coming back for
more. Next thing I knew she was calling me her boyfriend and I didn’t know how
to get her out of my life.


The day she presumed I was about to
try to break up with her she decided to show me what she did for a living. I
had no idea what her job was. She didn’t look like a fighter. She never had any
scars. She was very tall and in great shape, but she wasn’t all that muscular.
The next thing I knew she was beating the utter piss out of a 400 pound tank of
a Russian. This guy was a behemoth of muscle and platinum chest hair. Bigger
than any wrestler or football player I’ve ever seen. Bigger than any boxer. If
I saw him in the wild I’d think he was the abominable snowman.


But Decapitron made short work of him.
Without ever getting touched, she broke his ribs, cracked open his ankle,
crushed his liver, shattered his foot, ripped a tendon out of his arm, and then
decapitated him with her toes.


After they dragged the corpse away,
she told me, “If you ever leave me I will annihilate you.”


So instead of breaking up with her we
got married and started making kids.


 



 



I lean against the counter and check
out the cake. How The Grinch Stole Christmas is playing on the surface. Right
now it’s on the part where the Grinch encounters Mary Loo Who and is trying to
come up with an excuse for stealing her family’s Christmas tree.


The cake is a television cake. It is
one of the most popular styles in this new era of hi tech cake design. The
icing of a television cake has the ability to pick up images from satellite TV
and display them on your cake. You just have to tell the satellite company
which channel you want on your cake and they charge your credit card by the
hour until you cancel the service. You can’t control the volume on the icing
but it’s usually not too loud or too quiet. The show continues playing while
you eat the cake, but you won’t be able to see the whole screen anymore. I
don’t like to eat television cake. I just watch it while the family cuts pieces
away. It kind of freaks me out.


The weird part of it is that the show
still plays inside of you after you’ve eaten it. Whenever Decapitron eats her
cake she always opens her mouth to show me the chewed up TV show. Sometimes she
puts her belly to my ear so I can hear the muffled sounds of the show’s
characters inside of her. But worst of all, she likes to freak me out by
leaving floaters in the toilet after she’s eaten the cake. She knows that poop
covered in sparkling television static bothers the heck out of me.


The technical advancement in cakes is
sure impressive, but I prefer to eat good old fashioned German chocolate cake.
You just can’t improve on that.






 



 



CHAPTER TWO


CHAINSAW ANGEL WINGS






 



 



I don’t hate every member of my
family. Well, I wouldn’t hate any of them if they weren’t so difficult to like.
But there is one of them that I love. My second daughter, Angelica. My little angel.
Decapitron likes to think of Angelica and Matty as my kids, and Nora and
Voltron as her kids. If we separated and I was allowed to live that’s probably
how the family would be split up.


Angelica is upstairs coloring pictures
of Santa’s workshop, wearing angel wings made out of chainsaw blades. My wife
made them for her. She thinks they are pretty cool. Being only five, Angelica
doesn’t know exactly what chainsaws are for. She just thinks of them as very
heavy metal angel wings. Just like Decapitron she is surprisingly strong and
has no problem wearing chainsaw blades around the house.


“Hi, Sly Fry,” Angelica says as I
moonwalk into her room. She’s the only one who sometimes calls me Sly Fry.


I point gun-fingers at her and wink.


“Wanna see what I colored?” she asks.


“Sure, honey bunny.”


She shows me a picture of elves
wrapping presents. The whole page is purple. She only colors with purple
crayons because that’s her favorite color.


“Awesome,” I tell her.


She shows me five more pages of her
coloring book, all of them purple. Her purple crayon is just a tiny nub. Soon
she’s going to have to color with the red and blue crayon squeezed together.


“It’s almost story time,” I tell her.


“Santa stories?”


“Yeah, Santa stories.”


 



 



I hold her hand as we go down the
stairs. Decapitron and the other kids are waiting for us impatiently. Nora taps
her wrist at me, as if she’s ever worn a watch in her life.


Besides singing Happy Birthday to
Jesus, Decapitron has a few other stupid Christmas traditions she forces on us.
One of them is to have crab balls filled with mushrooms and vodka sauce for
dinner on Christmas Eve. I liked the crab balls okay when her mother used to
make them, but Decapitron puts a spin on the recipe that completely ruins them.
Instead of putting a dab of vodka in the creamy tomato sauce she puts a glass
of vodka, two shots of rum, a shot of gin, a shot of tequila, and % cup cognac.
It is the Long Island Iced Tea of sauces. But unlike Long Islands, her sauce
tastes like shit. The only reason to eat her crab balls is to get wasted.
Unfortunately, the alcohol and the shellfish never sit right together in my
stomach. I’ve been holding back a puke all night.


Another tradition she has is to make
dozens and dozens of snowmen in the yard. Every year, we wake up early the day
before Christmas and construct an army of them. But they aren’t the jolly nice
kind of snowmen. They are freaky weird snowmen. Some of them have nails for
hair, others have axe limbs and steel wool beards. Some have shoes for breasts.
Some have fan blades for faces. Some have pineapple horns, sledgehammer heads,
or telephone chord tentacles. It takes most of the day to make them and they
fill the yard like some kind of grotesque crowd of frozen mutants. The kids
have fun but I dread constructing them every year. I’m the one who roles the
balls of snow. They are the ones who get to decorate the faces with items from
the house. Decapitron always says it just wouldn’t feel like Christmas without
them.


My wife’s favorite tradition is to sit
around and tell Santa stories on Christmas Eve just before bed. It seems like a
fun tradition when you think about it. I’m sure a lot of kids would like to
hear tales of Rudolf, Frosty, Mr. and Mrs. Claus, presents, Santa’s toy shop,
elves, and winter wonderlands. But the problem is Decapitron doesn’t tell any
of those stories. Her family raised her to believe in a different Santa mythos.
One that I find a bit disturbing and not suitable for kids.


 



 



Decapitron tells the story of Sausagey
Santa.


She says it is the true story of Santa
Claus. According to her, Santa was once a king of a small country who hated
children and Jesus so much that he tried to outlaw both of them in his land.
King Kringle was a ruthless tyrant who sent his armies from village to village
burning down their churches. All children under the age of twelve were rounded
up and shipped overseas to be sold into slavery. And all men were forbidden to
impregnate their wives under the penalty of death.


This went on for only eighteen months
until the citizenry picked up arms and conquered Kringle’s armies. But he was
not killed. His people instead left his punishment up to God.


The Almighty Lord decided to damn Kris
Kringle to an immortal life. He would spend eternity spreading holy joy and cheer
to the children of the world by delivering them presents every Christmas Eve.
It was a living hell for the ex-king. He attempted suicide several times, but
he just couldn’t die. Whenever he chopped off his head or got his reindeer to
quarter him, the elves would just sew him back together and send him on his
way. The elves were master craftsmen and there was no organ in Santa’s body
that they couldn’t fix no matter how damaged it became.


For his final suicide attempt, he put
his body through a meat grinder. This mulched him up into a thick paste that he
was sure could never be put back together again. For a couple days, he thought
he’d succeeded. The elves didn’t know how to reassemble him. But then after
much discussion, the elves just remade him into a new shape. They stuffed his
meat goo into sausage casings and linked them all together until they formed a
man.


Kringle never attempted suicide again
after that. It was bad enough he had to live an eternity as a collection of
sausage balloons. He didn’t want to make it any worse. After a few hundred
years, Kringle started to enjoy his work. Kids didn’t bother him anymore. Jesus
stopped being a big part of Christmas. His personality changed from a sour
wicked tyrant into a happy jolly soul. When he laughs, his body parts jiggle
like balloons filled with meat jelly.


Then he changed his name to Sausagey
Santa, or just Santa for short.


 



 



Decapitron tells the tale to the
children, widening her green and yellow cat eyes as she speaks. She tells it
more like a ghost story than a happy children’s fantasy. But the kids never get
scared. They get excited. They don’t care that she describes Santa as a
horrible tyrant turned jolly meat creature. They just care that he brings them
presents.


“But Momma, how does Santa get down
the chimney?” Angelica asks.


“He greases himself up with orange
marmalade,” Decapitron says. “And he’s inflammable so the fire never burns
him.


“But Momma,” Angelica says, stretching
her arms around her chainsaw wings, “how does he get around to every house in
the world all in one night?”


“He rides in a sleigh made out of
lightning,” Nora injects with an uppity tone, as if her little sister is a
complete retard for not already possessing the knowledge. “He can travel at the
speed of light”


Angelica nods her head in agreement,
pretending she knows all about the speed of light.


 



 



The twins are passed out on the couch
and Nora’s eyes are getting weak and droopy, probably from all the blood she
lost while running around in the snow today. Decapitron decides it’s time for
everyone go to bed, but Angelica is wide awake and wants to hear more stories.


“Santa won’t come if you don’t go to
sleep,” Decapitron says. “He’s hideously deformed and doesn’t like kids to see
him in his sausagey state.”


“Ahhh, but Momma . . ” Angelica cries.


“Help Momma put out oysters and chips
for Santa.”


“What’s that?” she asks.


“Sausagey Santa doesn’t eat milk and
cookies like mainstream culture thinks he does,” Nora says, holding in her
goopy head. “He likes deep fried oysters with freedom fries.”


Nora calls them freedom fries because
she’s a big George W. Bush supporter.


“We also leave him a tall glass of
coconut stout,” I say, pouring a creamy beer into a large holiday stein.


“He doesn’t drink on the job,” Nora
tells me.


“Well, just in case . . ” I say.


Decapitron flash fries some oysters
and chips for a couple minutes, then puts them on a mistletoe-patterned paper
plate and hands it to Angelica. My little chainsaw angel carries it out to the
living room and sets it on the coffee table next to my frothy beer.


“It’s just going to get flat,” Nora
says.


“Well, I bet you five candy canes that
the stein will be empty by tomorrow morning.”


Nora just puffs her lips at me. “I
don’t need to bet you. I know I’m right.”


After Decapitron takes the kids up to
bed, I chug Santa’s beer until only foam remains. That’ll teach the little
freak not to question the sly man.


“Sly Fry: one, Nora: zero,” I tell the
fireplace.


I spin around on one foot and groove my
way up the staircase, singing the hit Spelunker song “Sky Diving Escape Plan”
in my head.


 



 



I’m lying in bed, waiting for
Decapitron to get out of the bathroom.


Christmas time isn’t so bad. It could
be worse. I could be at work. My day job was supposed to be a dream of a
career. I work as a video game designer for Nintendo. But it’s really a piece
of crap job that hardly pays and usually forces me to work long grueling hours
in order to meet deadlines. I’m usually always working on the worst games, too.
Most of them tend to get cancelled before their release. Right now I’m working
on Video Foosball. Not only is it a retarded concept to make foosball into a
high definition 3D holo-game, but the gameplay and controls are just horrid.
You have to use both joysticks on the controller with each of your thumbs, and
you control your goalie using your index fingers.


The only part of the game that I like
is the facial expressions on the faces of the little bowling pin-shaped people
that hit the ball. That was my idea. If they miss the ball their faces get sad
or angry. If they hit the ball they get all excited and howl.


I have a feeling that after this game
flops my career will be


over.


 



 



There’s one more Christmas Eve
tradition that Decapitron forces me through every year. That is: Christmas sex.
Every year she has to have some kind of Christmas-themed kinky sex.


Decapitron comes out of the bathroom
wearing green and white holiday latex. Her hair is all tucked inside of a green
rubber helmet strapped to her head. Deer antlers are attached to the sides of
the helmet. They are real deer antlers, two feet high and nearly scraping the
ceiling. Around her neck are reindeer bells. She’s wearing dark green lipstick
and eye makeup. She’s even colored her eyebrows green.


“You didn’t open your present,” she
says.


I look at the present near my feet.


“I was waiting for you,” I say.


I open it up to find a matching green
latex outfit. Only it is designed for a man and comes with a cape. Every year
she buys us costumes for our Christmas Eve sex. They usually create a theme
that we can roleplay. In the beginning, she didn’t have me dress up as
anything. She would usually just dress as a sexy Mrs. Claus for me. Then she
had me dress up as a sexy Santa to go with her sexy Mrs. Claus. Then she had me
dress as Mrs. Claus and dressed herself as Santa. Then she has us dress like
Santa’s elves. Then she dressed us up like snowmen. Then she had me dress like
the nutcracker and she dressed as a music box ballerina and we did it inside a
giant present. Last year she had us dress like Christmas candy and we did it
inside of a giant stocking that was suspended from the ceiling.


This year we are reindeer. I put on my
outfit for her, trying not to ruin my hairdo too much, and discover that my antlers
aren’t as big as hers. She probably likes the idea of having bigger antlers
than me.


Decapitron puts on her vulture smile
when she sees me in the outfit. Whenever we’re about to have sex she has a
weird smile on her face that I call her vulture smile.


 



 



“It’s mating season in the winter
forest,” Decapitron says on all fours, looking at me from across the room.


She swipes her hand against the carpet
like the front leg of a bull as it prepares to skewer a rodeo clown. Then she
jumps to her feet and charges at me with full speed, pointing her antlers at
me.


“Holy fuck!” I scream as I see her
barreling towards me.


I lower my head and her antlers crash
into mine, throwing me back into the Christmas tree. My body thrashes the tree
around and I can hear ornaments falling from the tree branches in the living
room below.


“You have to do better than that,” she
tells me. “The winner of this contest gets the mate of his choosing.”


I get to my feet and charge at her,
hoping to stab her a little in the chest. She never takes it easy on me when we
have sex and makes me pay for it if I ever take it easy on her. She sees me
coming at her and starts charging towards me at full force.


Our antlers smash into each other. A
loud clack vibrates through the room. She kicks me in the stomach and backs
away. My belly explodes with pain and I fall to my knees. I look up at her.
Blood is trickling out of her mouth. I must have nicked her lip when we clashed.


Decapitron charges at me again before
I’m ready, but I get to my feet in time. We lock antlers. I push on her with
all my strength and she pushes back, my heels sliding across the carpeting.
She whips her head to the side, twisting my neck around, and forces me to the
ground.


“Looks like I’m the alpha male,” she
says.


This is the time I know I need to
fight back with all my strength or else she’s going to get out her strap-on and
fuck me in the ass to really show me that she’s the man. I jerk my antlers
around until they unlock from hers and then I plant them directly in her ribs.
She yelps at me and kicks me in the face. I squirm away from her and she
charges at me again. She backs me against a wall and then rams her antlers at
my neck. They miss my neck, just barely. The antlers break through the wall
next to each of my cheeks, trapping me between them.


Decapitron’s breath is heavy against
my chest. My breath is heavy against her forehead. I have heavy breaths because
I am tired, she has heavy breaths because she is turned on. She pulls my penis
out of a flap in the green latex and massages it. I can’t see it but I know she
has a vulture smile on her face.


We move to the bed and make love. She
straps my wrists to the bedposts and pokes at my chest with her antlers as she
fucks. Once she approaches orgasm the pokes turn into stabs. When she’s done
she curls around me and goes to sleep. She doesn’t untie me. She doesn’t give
me my turn to cum. But she’s left my penis inside of her so I wiggle my hips
beneath her until a small pathetic orgasm drips out.


I sigh and try to get comfortable. The
Christmas lights on the tree at the foot of our bed and the antlers poking into
my chest and neck make it difficult to fall asleep.






CHAPTER THREE
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I awake to the sound of hooves on the
ceiling.


Damn it, Christmas Eve sex always
gives me nightmares. Last year I had nightmares about being a piece of candy in
some kid’s stocking and now I’m having dreams about reindeer on my roof.


My eyes widen. My head clears. The
hooves continue scraping at my rooftop. It’s not a dream anymore. I listen carefully.
There are bells and animal grunts and clomping hooves.


The Christmas tree at the foot of the
bed shakes. I look at it. It shakes again. I hear noises coming from the hole
in the floor, belches and squishy squeaks. The tree rustles at me.


“Wake up,” I whisper to Decapitron.


She snores on top of me.


I wiggle under her body and say, “Hey,
come on.”


She groans as she wakes.


“What’s going on?” she says.


“Listen,” I say.


The tree rustles and an ornament pops
off of a branch and lands on our bed. She sees it and sits up.


“It’s Santa,” she says.


“What’s he doing here?” I ask.


“What do you mean?” she says. “He comes
every year .


“Which Santa?” I ask. “Yours or mine.”


“There’s only one Santa,” she says.


“Untie me,” I say. “I wanna see.”


“No,” she says, pressing her cheek
against my chest. “Stay here. You’ll only upset him if you go down there.”


“But what if it’s a burglar?” I say.


“I’ll annihilate any burglar that ever
steps foot in this house.”


Then she goes back to sleep.


 



 



I hear Angelica screaming at the top
of her lungs downstairs.


Decapitron jerks awake and nearly
gouges out one of my eyes with an antler.


“What’s going on?” she says.


“Angelica is downstairs,” I say.


“Christ,” she says. “Santa’s going to
be pissed.”


She unties me and races down to
intercept our kindergartener from the intruder.


 



 



I see him standing in front of our
Christmas tree, oysters in hand. He’s looking at the bottom of the empty stein.


“Arrrgh!” says a thick growling voice.
“Who the hell drank me beer?”


It’s him. It’s really him. It’s my
wife’s version of Santa. He’s standing there, jiggling. He wears gray and white
rather than red and white, but other than that, his clothes looks just the same
as the Santa image I grew up with. His face on the other hand is quite
different. It is a balloon of sausage. He has a big white beard but his nose is
a gherkin and his eyes are green olives. His mouth is a gaping hole that uses
walnuts for teeth.


Angelica is just staring up at him, no
longer screaming.


He pats her head with his Vienna
sausage fingers and smiles his rotten meat hole at her.


“Here,” I tell the blobby Santa, “I’ll
fill up your beer.”


He gargles at me as I take him away
from my daughter to show him where the beer tap is on the bar.


“Arr, arr, arrrrgh,” he says, pouring
himself a glass of stout. “Thank ye very much, me laddo. I’m rarely offered
drinks on Ole X-mas Eve and usually have to resort to raiding the liquor cabinets.”


For some reason Santa sounds more like
a pirate than I thought he would.


“Arr, arr, arrrgh!”


He even says arrgh instead of ho.


 



 



“Drink as much as you like,”
Decapitron says, stepping toward the deformed creature in her sexy latex
outfit.


“Aye, me lass,” he says, nodding his
head at her thighs.


“Aye.”


She vulture-smiles and bows her
antlers at him.


Angelica begins to cry.


Santa approaches her and lifts her up
onto his lap.


“There, there me wee lassie,” he says
to her. “I’m not so bad, am I? I’m just a big hot dog. How can ye be scared of
a big hot dog?”


She pouts her lips at him.


“Are ye scared of hot dogs?” he asks.


“Look,” he says, lifting his
wiener-like index finger and shaking it in her face. In a cute baby-talk voice,
he says, “Are ye scared of the hot dog? Are ye scared, munchie munchie?”


Angelica giggles at him.


“Arrgh,” he says, “Yer a good lassie.”


He puts her on her feet and pats her
butt. “Now, go on you back to bed. Have pleasant dreams and I’ll leave
something special for ye under the tree.”


The little chainsaw angel sticks her
finger in her mouth and runs up the stairs to bed.


“Aye, a sweet kid that one is,” Santa
says. “Ye don’t mind if I take a wee break here for a while do ya?”


He leans back in a chair and lights up
a corncob pipe with peppermint tobacco.


“Make yourself at home,” my wife tells
him.


“Good old Decapitron,” he says,
checking out her cleavage. “Always treats her Santa like family.”


 



 



I have no idea what the fuck just
happened to my reality. If I’m not dreaming, there is a strange piratey Santa
made out of sausage sitting on my living room couch flirting with my wife.


I’m not exactly sure what I should do
right now so I take off the antler helmet and straighten my hairdo in a mirror.


“Arrgh, the sly guy!” Santa yells at
me, raising his beer stein in approval. “Your sly guy hairstyle is legendary at
the North Pole.”


The words flow like hot butterscotch
through my ears.


“What is that?” I ask him.


“Your sly guy style,” Santa says. “It
is very popular amongst the elves. They be grateful ye invented it. Too bad it
didn’t catch on in yer neck of the woods.”


I don’t know if he’s yanking my chain
or not, but he’s given me the greatest Christmas present he possibly could have
given. All I ever wanted was for my hairdo to be appreciated by others. I
always wanted it to catch on and become a hip new trend.


“Cheers, me lad,” Santa says.


Then he chugs down his beer.


 



 



After he finishes his pipe and another
beer, Santa says, “Thanks for ye hospitality, Decapitron, but I must be on me
way.” He kisses her on the knuckles with his walnut teeth. Then he comes to me.
“And thank you, Sly Guy Matthew Fry.” He shakes my hand with Vienna sausage
fingers.


“Take care, the both of ye.”


 



 



He pulls out a jar of orange marmalade
and digs his hand in to pull out a glob. A whistling-whoosh sound fills the air
and causes Santa to drop his dollop of jam on the floor.


His tiny earholes on the sides of his
face widen to the sound and his eyes roll in circles.


“No . . .” he says. “It couldn’t be .
. .”


Santa gloop-jiggles over to the window
and peeks through the blinds.


Several
whistling-whoosh sounds are come from outside. “Holy Christ on a cross,” Santa
says. “They’ve found


me!”


 



 



Whistling-whooshes grow louder.


“Ye’ve got to take the children and
get to safety,” he says to my wife. “Go through the back door and run. Run and
don’t ye look back.”


Decapitron runs upstairs.


I look out of the window, wondering
what the heck the fuss is about. Small black blurs are flying through the air
towards


the house.


“What are they?” I ask him.


“Coffee birds I call ‘em,” Santa says.
“Bastards come after me every year but they ain’t found me in over a dozen decades.
Me deer are just too fast for ‘em.”


They do look like birds made out of
coffee. They are flying blobs of hot liquid that pierce through the frosty air,
leaving trails of stream. One of them slices into a snowman out front, melting
a hole through its icy head. The coffee bird settles inside of the snowman’s
brain, causing a mist to pour out of its eyes and skull. Then the snowman comes
alive.


It is the one with pineapples on its
head like spiky bunny ears and phone cords dangling out of its body like
tentacles. The face on the snowman starts to move. Its mouth hisses. The phone
cord tentacles flap into the air as it begins to slide across the snow towards
the house.


More coffee birds penetrate the
snowmen outside, bringing them to life.


“What the fuck!” I say.


“Arr, ye must get out now!” Santa
says.


All of the two dozen snowmen we made
today are now alive and heading towards the house. The snowmen in our
neighbor’s yards are also coming to life and crossing the street. The coffee
birds circle above, searching for more snowmen in the area.


“Yeah,” I say. “I’ll catch you later.”


 



 



Upstairs, Nora and Angelica are
putting on slippers. Decapitron has holstered the twins to her back but didn’t
bother changing out of her green reindeer fetish outfit.


“The snowmen, they’ve . . . ” I begin.


She snaps her fingers to hurry me up.


“They’ve come for Sausagey Santa . . .
”


 



 



We go downstairs. Snowballs are being
pelted at the side of the house.


“It’s too late, me buckaroos,” Santa
says, crying at us and wiping the tears away with his beard. “They’ve got the
place surrounded.”


“Don’t worry, Santa,” Nora says,
placing her hand on his elbow. “My mom won’t let anything happen to you.”


“That’s nice of ye to say me la—”
Santa leaps away from Nora with a yelp as he notices the bloody growth on the
side of her face.


Even a sausage hideous monstrosity
like Santa finds Nora disturbing.


 



 



The snowman with axes for limbs begins
chopping at the front door. Santa and I look at each other with squealing faces.


“Quick,” he says. “Up the chimney.
We’ll all take me sleigh to safety.”


Santa grabs the jar of marmalade and
gives it to Angelica.


“Quick,” he says to her. “Lube
yourself up!”


Angelica pretends she knows all about
lubing herself up. But, since she doesn’t, she just stands there looking at it
until her sister takes it out of her hand and applies it to her own body.


After Nora is finished lubing herself
up she rubs the jam onto her sister and gives the jar back to Santa.


“Why are we all orangey?” Angelica
asks the sausage


man.


“Arrr, didn’t Decapitron ever tell
ye?” Santa says. “There is magic in marmalade. Just a glob of this magic jelly
and you will


be able to slide into any sized hole
when going down. It is also sticky enough to help you climb up sheer walls when
going up.” Angelica pretends she knows all about climbing sheer


walls.


 



 



Santa has Nora lead the way. The
deformed girl climbs up the chimney like Spiderman with her jammy palms.


“Good,” Santa says.


Then he helps Angelica with her
chainsaw angel wings enter the fireplace. Once she gets inside, she scurries up
the chimney like a mouse.


The front door breaks away and three
snowmen enter the room. One of them with axes for limbs, one of them with a
twirling fan for a face, and one with a sledgehammer for a head.


Santa jumps into the fireplace and
leaps into the air, squeezing himself through the chimney. After a few feet, he
doesn’t move anymore.


“Arrgh, I’m stuck!” Santa cries, his
little sausage legs dangling above the fire logs. “I didn’t use enough
marmalade! ”


“Help him,” Decapitron says.


I go to the fireplace and push on the
meat man’s butt as my wife begins decapitating the snowmen with her bare feet.
As the snowmen lose their heads the coffee birds flee from the broken balls of
ice and retreat through the front door. Once all of the snowmen inside the
house are dead empty shells, Decapitron charges into the front yard with icy
fists. The twins on her back scream with excitement.


 



 



The outside battle cries dim into
silence. All I can hear is Santa’s muffled voice yelling at me to get him out
of there.


Instead of pushing, I try pulling. I
put all of my weight into it and he pops out of the chimney into my lap.
Sitting in my lap, he looks up at me and smiles. Then I realize how short and
plump he is. His flesh feels more marshmallowy than it does sausagey.


“What happened?” he says to me,
looking around the room at the dead snowmen.


“My wife went after them,” I say.


“Oh, no,” Santa says, standing up and
brushing fireplace ashes from his butt. “She has no idea what they’re capable
of.” “You have no idea what Decapitron is capable of,” I tell him.


 



 



He lubes himself up better the second
time. Then he lubes me up as well.


“Come, me laddo,” he says.


We climb up the chimney to the roof.
The marmalade really is magic. It does most of the climbing for me. All I have
to do is place a goop palm on the wall of the chimney and the slime pulls me
upwards.


The first thing I see when I reach my
snowy rooftop is Santa’s electric sleigh. It is made out of lightning, just
like Decapitron said. Sparkling volts of light shimmer at me as I stand myself
up. Past the sleigh are his reindeer, grunting and sneezing at each other.


Wait . . . Something is amiss.


My daughters are gone.


“The bastard!” Santa says. “He took
it! He took me


bag!”


The plump little man hops to the edge
of my roof, looking off into the distance. I see it, down the street. The
snowmen are fleeing the scene with Santa’s giant bag. There is movement coming
from inside of the bag, as well as the screams of my little girls.


I can make out what appears to be a
leader of the snowmen. A large, 4-balled snowman with a row of carrots going
down the back of his head like a Mohawk, large razor sharp sickles for arms,
and on his face the snowman has a Hitler mustache made of coal.


 



 



“We
need to go after them,” I tell Santa.


“Jump
in,” he tells me as a he blobs towards his lightning sleigh. “Let’s pick up
your wife first.”


I
step inside of the sleigh. It feels like it is made of glass. Santa snaps his
reins and the carriage takes us up off the rooftop and lands gently in the
front yard on a pile of snowmen corpses.


Decapitron
is standing by the mail box. She isn’t moving. Upon closer inspection, we
discover that she has been turned to ice. Her flesh has become glassy and
transparent. She’s now a masterfully carved ice sculpture of herself. The twins
strapped to her back have also been changed to ice.


“Frosty’s
magic is strong, me boy,” Santa says. “She never should have tried to take him
on alone.”


“Is
. . . is she dead?”


“Nay,”
he says. “Not yet, anyway. If we get them back to the North Pole in time they
can surely be saved.”


“What
about my daughters?” I ask.


“We
cannot save them right now,” he says. “We have to regroup, bring your wife back
from the ice, and then go after Frosty when we’re good and ready. I have to get
me bag back from the bastard. All of Christmas depends on it.”


I
touch my hand to Decapitron’s glassy cheek.


“What
do ye say, lad?” asks Sausagey Santa. “Will ye help me save Christmas from the
bastards?”


Still
staring at my icy wife, I nod my head.


“As
long as you help me get my daughter back,” I say, forgetting for a second that
I have more than one daughter. 


“It’s
a promise,” he says.
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Heading towards the North Pole:


My ice sculpture of a wife is propped
against the backseat of the sleigh where Santa’s bag of presents should be. I
try my hardest to keep my hairdo together as we fly through the air at light
speed, hoping Decapitron doesn’t slip out of her seat and shatter on the ground
below.


“Who was that snowman, anyway?” I ask
Santa.


“Arrr, that be Frosty The Neo-Nazi
Snowman of Satan,” he says. “Or Nazi Frosty for short. He be me arch nemesis
for ages, always trying to ruin Christmas for all the kiddies. Always praising
Satan instead of Baby Jesus.”


 



 



Santa tells me the story of how Frosty
came into being. Frosty actually came from Santa himself. After Kris Kringle
attempted suicide for the last time and became the sausagey mutant he is today,
he decided he wanted to change. He wanted to figure out a way to change his
opinion of Christmas so that his eternity wouldn’t be such a living hell. The
elves agreed to help him and together they created a machine that could expel
all of the hate out of his mind. The hate was sucked out of Kringle’s brain
tissue through vacuum tubes. When sucked out of the brain, hate looks like
steaming hot black coffee. They extracted enough hate coffee to fill five
bathtubs. When it was all over, Kringle was free of his hatred and soon became
the happy piratey character sitting next to me.


Unfortunately, Kringle is 100%
immortal. And by 100% I mean that not any tiny piece of him can ever die. Not
even his hate. Though it was separated from him, the hatred did not die. It
just lingered, stewed, until it eventually took on a life of its own. It grew
its own consciousness. It became a new immortal life form. It became Frosty.


Frosty’s true form is five bathtubs of
steaming black hate coffee, but over time he learned how to separate his mass
into coffee birds. He learned how to possess the bodies of snowmen. He learned
how to control ice and bend nature to his will.


Besides being a big Hitler fan, Frosty
thinks Satan is number one. His major goals include: promoting the
anti-Christ, creating an anti-Christmas movement, and becoming the world’s
first anti-Santa. He currently resides at the South Pole where he is building
an enormous concentration camp for children.


 



 



We’re starting to pass through grave
space. It is a popular new thing to be buried in mid-air rather than
underground. Tombstones and coffins have anti-gravitation devices planted on
them so they can hover in the sky. Santa navigates slowly through the floating
graveyard, careful not to crash into anyone’s coffin. The night is calm and
gentle as we swim through. The dead drift back and forth like hundreds of baby
cradles floating in the middle of the sea.


One of the sky graves comes so close
to the sleigh that it nearly bonks me in the head. I get a good look at the
words on the tombstone. They read: “She loved the stars too fondly to be
fearful of the night.” Just like the song by that old surrealistic rock band
The Slow Poisoners.


She also loved the stars so fondly
that her family buried her in them. It probably cost them a pretty penny as
well. Sky burials are not cheap.


 



 



It doesn’t take us too long to get to
the North Pole, but it sure didn’t seem like we were going at the speed of
light. Perhaps the sleigh has the ability to travel at the speed of light but
never does because the wind force would peel Santa’s face off of his head and
meat gravy would spill out onto the houses below.


In the distance, there are towers made
of ice. They are jagged and spiky. Like a forest of glass crab legs. There is a
whole city of people down there. No, not people. They are elves.


“Arr, arr, arrrrgh!” Santa says.


I still have to get used to him saying
that instead of ho, ho,


ho.


He gives me a big walnut smile as he
takes us in for a


landing.


 



 



Upon landing, the sleigh gets swarmed
by hundreds of elves. Their voices are like millions of locust wings flapping
through the air. Three of the elves approach us as we step down from the seats
of lightning.


They are only four feet tall but very
thin with long pointy ears. They aren’t at all as plump and munchkin-like as I
was expecting. All three of them wear dark green business suits with white
shirts and red ties, carrying clipboards with pens flipping through their tiny
fingers. One of them is a bald elf with a white handlebar mustache. Another elf
is a female with a white pixie haircut. And the third elf has a white . . . SLY
GUY HAIRCUT!


He catches my eyes and we both slick
back our hair at each other. Then we snap and point finger-guns at one another.
This guy is sly. I like him.


“What is the problem?” Pixie Elf asks
Santa. “You’ve barely completed the second quadrant.”


“He smells of beer,” Bald Elf says.
“Are you flying drunk


again?”


Their voices are all mousey and
squeaky.


“Nay, nay!” Santa says. “Well . . .
aye. Aye, I had a few to drink. But that’s not why I be comin’ round. We’ve a
major emergency tonight. Frosty the Nazi bastard done stolen me bag of toys.”


The elf crowd’s locust-flapping voices
raise so loudly they sound like an avalanche.


“Me pal, de one and only Sly Guy
Matthew Fry, is here to help.” As Santa speaks, the elves clamor with amazement
at his words, whispering It’s the Sly Guy! or some say Oh, wow, Matt Fry! “Frosty has kidnapped his children and we have to fight to
get them back.”


I had no idea I was famous anywhere,
let alone the North Pole. I look out among the crowd of elves and see dozens of
sly guy haircuts. They aren’t quite as slick as my ‘do, but are still pretty
sweet.


 



 



The elves carefully take Decapitron
out of the backseat and put her on a greasy black octopus-shaped cart. The tentacles
of the octopus squirm towards the ground as if it’s alive.


“They’ll be fine, lad,” Santa says, as
the cart squirt-drives her away to one of the glass buildings in the distance.


I notice there aren’t a lot of colors
around here. I was expecting the North Pole to be filled with bright lights and
colorful buildings. It seems like the place would be more like a giant toy box.
But everything is white and black and gray. The elves even have white hair and
light gray skin. The only color is in the clothing worn by the elves.


 



 



Bald Elf climbs a spiral staircase
that leads to an icicled steel platform.


“Elves,” Bald Elf says to the crowd.
“Frosty has committed an act of war. He has stolen Santa’s bag in an attempt
to foil Christmas. We will not stand for this.”


Bald Elf breaks a tiny icicle off of
his handlebar mustache. He holds it with his index finger and his thumb and
points it up at the sky like a tiny sword.


“Elves,” he continues. “Tonight we go
to war! ”


The elves cheer. They begin a chant:
“Fight for Christmas! Fight for Christmas! Fight for Christmas! Fight for
Christmas!”


Bald Elf stabs his icicle up and down
with every syllable of the chant.


Sausagey Santa nods his balloon of a
head at the crowd of elves and winks at me with his green olive eyes.






 



CHAPTER FIVE


HYPERSPACE PANTIES






 



 



We board a small rust-colored train
and take it deep inside of the crystal facility. Bald Elf stays behind to
organize the elven troops. Sly Guy Elf sits next to me, bobbing his head in a
cool groove. Most of the elves don’t wear green suits like Pixie Elf and Sly
Guy Elf. They wear red shirts under green overalls, sometimes wearing white
aprons. Pixie Elf and Sly Guy Elf must be the managers.


“It’s so dreary here,” I tell Santa in
the seat across from me. “I was expecting it to be a happier, more colorful
place.”


“The arctic be a harsh environment,”
Santa says. “It is not a very happy place.”


The color does not improve as the
train enters the facility. The lighting is dim. The walls are gray and white.
Every once in a while we will pass something Christmassy, like a giant plastic
candy cane or a frosted wreath, but they are so few and far between that the
bright colors just give a feeling of loneliness.


 



 



Many of the elves are looking back at
me, to check out the original sly guy hairstyle. Some of the guy elves point
finger- guns at me and I wink back at them. Many of the girl elves look at me,
swoon, and giggle. I wink at them, too.


“They like ye,” Santa whispers to me.
“There’s plenty of


time before we leave if ye want to
take ‘em to bed.”


“Huh?” I ask.


“Elves be total sluts,” Santa says.
“They never shy away from a good pump in the arse. Go on, give ‘em a try.”


“Huh? No!” I say. “Decapitron would
annihilate me.” “Aye, but technically she’s dead at the moment,” he says. “For
the time being, ye be a swingin’ single bachelor again. How’s she ever going to
know?”


“No, thanks,” I tell him. “There’s no
way I’ll ever cheat on my wife with an elf.”


“Arrr, ye breakin’ me heart, laddie,”
Santa says. “And ye breakin’ de elves’ hearts, too. They don’t have much to do
up here for fun in the North Pole but have sex, ye know? They would’ve loved to
have rammed crotches with the inventor of the sly guy haircut himself.”


 



 



The train stops in a muddy red movie
theater. All of the seats are empty, but a Burt Reynolds movie is playing on
the screen.


“Let’s get it together, people,” Pixie
Elf squeaky-says to the crowd of elves exiting the train. “We need weapons, we
need armor, we need magic spells.”


Magic spells?


“Meet back here in ninety minutes,”
she says.


“Fight for Christmas!” the elves cry.


 



 



“Go with Tea and Boon,” Santa tells
me, motioning to Pixie Elf and Sly Guy Elf. “They’ll help ye with
preparations.” “What about you?” I ask.


“I got me own preparations to deal
with.”


He blobs up the aisle of the movie
theater and exits to the right.


 



 



All the elves spread out in different
directions. A few of the sly guys point gun-fingers at me when they pass. I
wink at them and groove up the steps behind Tea and Boon.


“This way,” Boon says.


He snaps his finger and spins on his
heels to change directions.


“That was pretty sly,” Tea says to Sly
Guy Elf.


And Boon knows he’s sly. He bobs his
head as he walks.


 



 



The facility is much like the insides
of an office building, but it is very cold, dim, and drab. The floor is
concrete and the walls have framed pieces of notebook paper with pencil
scribbles on them. It seems like such a dull and lonely place.


“What do you elves do for fun around
here?” I ask.


“There’s not a lot to do,” says Tea.
“We mostly have to use our imaginations.”


“Imaginations?”


“Yeah,” she says. “We tend to role
play a lot. You know, like Dungeons and Dragons.”


“Elves are awesome at Dungeons and
Dragons,” Sly Guy


Elf says.


“I’ve got this 40th level
wizard with a cloak of magic winds,” Tea says.


“My fighter/thief can walk through
walls!” Boon says.


“I’ve got a ring of necromancy! ”


“I’ve got some gauntlets of ogre
strength!”


They are beginning to get really
excited about all this D&D talk. On the walls, I realize that the framed
pieces of notebook paper are actually character sheets. Engraved into the
frames are the words “Warrior of the Week” with a name and date.


All of the characters are of the elf
race. There aren’t any dwarves or gnomes or halflings or humans. I wonder if
Santa’s elves wish they were more like the Dungeons and Dragons elves. Maybe
they wish the were taller and more agile. Skillful with the bow and quick with
a sword. Masters at conjuring mystical spells.


“Come on,” Tea says, pulling me by the
arm. “I’ll show you the costume I wear to the Sword and Serpent Ball!”


 



 



Damn it. What the hell just happened?


One second I was on my way to get
ready for battle so that I can save my children from the forces of darkness and
the next second I’m sitting in an elven dormitory waiting for a couple of elves
to come out of the bathrooms so they can show me what they look like when
dressed up as their Dungeons and Dragons characters.


What a complete waste of time. I don’t
even like Dungeons and Dragons. Sure, I used to play it in college. Who
didn’t? But it’s just not my thing anymore. Adventuring is cool. I understand
that. But these days I like real life adventure. You know, like what Spelunker
sings about. Who cares about dragons and paladins when that stuff doesn’t even
exist? Fighting anacondas in the jungle while militia snipers are coming after
you and there’s ancient Aztec treasure in your satchel and a hot Latin babe
that needs saving . . . now that’s something I can role play.


 



 



Tea comes out first wearing her mage’s
costume.


The little elf pretends that I’m not
in the room as she poses with her staff and crystal ball. It’s not all that
impressive of a costume. She’s basically just wearing a silver bikini, a white
cloak, high silver boots that go past her knees, and a large necklace with
dangling plastic shards that are probably supposed to be magic crystals.


She slowly swings her staff around her
head, trying to be sly. I’m not sure if she’s waiting for a reaction from me or
what, but she keeps moving as gracefully as she can across the floor in front
of me. I adjust myself in the tiny elf chair, trying to get comfortable. I
might be here for a while.


Tea eventually looks at me. Probably
annoyed with my lack of excitement for her costume. She steps slowly towards me
like she thinks she’s a sexy runway model. Once she gets up close to me, she
seductively places her boot on the arm of my chair.


“Pretty hot, huh?” she squeaky-says.


I almost shrug at her but decide to
nod instead.


She puts down her leg and then leans
her hip at my face.


“Look,” she says, pointing at a tag on
her bikini bottom. “They’re hyperspace panties.”


“What are hyperspace panties?” I ask.


“I’ll show you,” she says.


 



 



I’m beginning to get scared.


Very scared.


The little elf woman is staring at me
in her wizard costume. She has one of her gray elf hands inside of her panties
and appears to be masturbating. Her other hand on my knee.


I have no idea what’s going on. She’s
supposed to be showing me what hyperspace panties are but she’s just masturbating,
blowing her white bangs out of her face so she can stare at me with her wide
black eyes. What the hell is wrong with elves anyway? And the worst part is I
think I’m getting an erection.


Elf eyes are pretty weird. I don’t
know what else to do, so I look into her eyes and try to hide the fact that I’m
getting a hard-on. Her eyes are black. There isn’t that much of the white part
showing because the black circles are so wide. The freaky thing is that there’s
a white swirl that starts at the center of the pupil and spirals out. Like they
are meant to hypnotize people. Her eyes don’t hypnotize me, though. They just
freak the hell out of me.


“Ready?” she says.


I raise my eyebrows at her.


Then she pushes a tiny button on the
side of her panties and both of us jump. I scream as something squeezes around
my penis. Tea screams too, joyfully. Her eyes look up at the ceiling and her
mouth curls into a smile.


“What the hell?” I say.


Something moist is inside of my pants,
tightening around my penis.


Tea looks at me. She starts humping
the air in my direction. As she moves, the moist pressure inside of my pants
moves with her.


“Understand?” she says, giggling.


She’s fucking me. I don’t know how,
but it’s like her hyperspace panties have the ability to cut through space and
warp my penis directly into her vagina without the rest of our bodies touching.


“Stop it,” I tell her.


She just smiles and humps the air.


I get out of the chair and run across
the room.


“Cut it out!” I scream.


Then she really starts to get into it,
closing her eyes tight and fucking me from across the room. I unzip my pants
and shriek. My penis is missing. There is a blue light with white static in the
place where my penis used to be. I can feel it, but can’t see it. The skin
around the blue is pumping up and down.


“You can’t get away,” she says,
grabbing her crotch, “no matter how far you run. Once you’ve been homed in,
you’re stuck inside until I release you.”


“Let me go!” I say.


She just laughs at me with her squeaky
voice and continues humping the air.


 



 



Great. First, I’m forced to check out
some Dungeons and Dragons costumes and now I’m being raped by an elf.
Decapitron isn’t going to understand this at all.


I go to the far side of the room and bump
into Boon. He’s wearing chainmail armor and a horned helmet that’s probably
ruining his sly guy haircut.


“What do you think?” he says.


Over his shoulder, I see Tea thrashing
in the air on the other side of the room. She begins screaming at the top of
her lungs, squeezing her vaginal muscles tight around me as she orgasms. It
causes me to close my eyes and lean against a wall as I start cumming inside of
her.


Tea stops screaming. She drops into a
chair and leans her head back, wheezing.


I pause for a moment to look at the
floor, panting.


Then I look back at Boon and say,
“Great. It’s just great.”


He bobs his helmeted head at me as if
he knows that I was just having hyperspace-sex and thinks I played it off
pretty slyly.


 



 



We go to Tea. She’s draped over the
chair with a big smile from elf ear to elf ear. Her head turns and she pierces
into me with her big swirly eyes. It’s crazy to think that I just had a
very intimate moment with this
creature from across the room. I haven’t even seen what she looks like naked.


“It’s time to get ready for battle,”
Boon says.


“To battle!” Tea says, raising her
tiny fist into the air.






 



CHAPTER SIX


CABBAGE SKIN






 



 



Tea has her arm wrapped around me as
we walk down the hallway to the armory. She nods at all of the elf girls we
pass. They look at us and giggle. I think Tea is showing me off like I’m a
trophy. Like she’s saying, “Not only did I just have sex with a human, I had
sex with the Sly Guy!” And all of the other elves
are jealous.


Decapitron is going to annihilate me.


I jerk my arm away from Tea’s hands,
but she just grabs it again and hugs it close to her chest. There’s another
group of elves down the hall that she wants to show me off to. Looking down at
her, I notice that her gray skin has a slight lavender glow to it. She didn’t
have that before. None of the other elves have it. That’s probably how all the
elves know that we’ve just had sex. I bet whenever elves have an orgasm their
skin changes color. Or maybe they change color so that they can attract a mate
like certain bugs and animals do. I don’t really care to know.


 



 



The armory isn’t really an armory. It
seems more like a supply closet containing a bunch of Dungeons and Dragons costumes.


“What kind of weapon do you want?” Boon
asks. “A battleaxe? A warhammer? A broad sword of telepathy +1?”


“I don’t want to get so close,” I tell
them. “Give me something I can shoot.”


“Like a crossbow?” Tea asks.


“No, none of that Dungeons and Dragons
stuff,” I say.


Their faces droop into sadness.


“Something more hi-tech,” I say. “At
least a gun.”


“Regular bullets won’t be very
useful,” Tea says. “What you need is a flamethrower.”


“We can give him the cabbage suit,”
Boon says.


“Yeah,” Tea says. “The cabbage suit
will fit good.”


“Cabbage suit?”


“It’s the perfect weapon,” the pixie
elf says. “Though . . . hmmm . . . it’s not designed for humans.”


“The shrinkulator!” Boon says.


“Yeah,” Tea says. “The shrinkulator
will make it fit.”


 



 



Tea and Boon pick out swords, spears,
and shields for themselves and then take me upstairs to another section of the
facility. This area is wide open and mostly empty except for large white
machines sticking out of the walls. Boon snaps his finger and tries to spin on
his heel to change directions, but with the bulky armor he doesn’t come off as
very sly. He goes through a door on the right to get the cabbage suit. Tea
takes me over to a group of tables and picks up a big black device that looks
kind of like a glue gun.


“Okay, hold still,” Tea says.


She points the gun at me and turns it
on. I jerk as a white beam shoots out of the gun into my chest. Looking down,
the beam isn’t causing any damage. It just makes my skin feel all tingly.


I look up at the elf and see that she
is growing. No, wait, I am shrinking. She sprays me with the beam of light
until I am the same
size as her, then she turns it off.


“Wait . . .” she says.


She turns it back on and shrinks me
another three inches, so that I’ll be shorter than she is. Then she smirks at
me.


“Very funny,” I say.


“Now you’re elf-size,” she says. “The
cabbage suit should fit perfectly.”


“Why didn’t you just grow the cabbage
suit to fit my size?” I ask.


“Because we have a shrinkulator,” she
says, holding up the device. “We don’t have a growulator. There’s no such
thing.”


“Then how are you supposed to grow me
back to my normal size?” I ask.


“Hmmm . . .” She looks up at the
ceiling and scratches her chin. “I guess you can’t.”


“What do you mean I can’t? I’m stuck
this way forever?”


“Yeah, but I’m stuck this size
forever, too.”


“But you’re an elf . . .”


“Look,” she says. “You have more
important things to worry about right now, like rescuing your children from a
satanic Nazi snowman. Besides, you’re probably going to get killed anyway.”


 



 



Boon returns with the cabbage suit. It
looks like a wetsuit made from elephant skin. It’s gray and very wrinkled.


As he hands it to me, an alarm sounds.


“Time to go,” he says.


“Already?” Tea asks.


The elves shake the uniform at me
until I take it and put it on over my clothes. I tighten the hood around my
face and Boon gives me a thumbs up.


“Come on,” he says. “Let’s go.”


They race to the exit, leaving me
standing here.


“So how does this thing work?” I yell.


They are too far ahead to answer.


 



 



I walk alone back to the train,
getting lost in all the identical corridors. Eventually I run into some elves
and follow them to the movie theater where another Burt Reynolds movie plays on
the screen. Elves must love Burt Reynolds.


As I board the train, random elves
push me out of their way to get through. None of them realize it’s the sly man
in this cabbage suit. None of them are treating me like the hairdo hero
anymore.


I hate being small.


On the train ride outside, I look for
Tea and Boon but they aren’t in my car. They never told me how to work the cabbage
suit.


What the hell does it do, anyway? It’s
just a big wrinkly baggy suit.


I ask the white-bearded elf sitting
next to me, “How does it work?”


But he just frowns at me like I’m some
kind of elven retard.


 



 



When I exit the train, the elf army
has gathered in the frozen moonlight.


My wife, Bald Elf, and Sausagey Santa
are standing in the center of the crowd next to Santa’s sleigh. Santa is
wearing a giant rocket pack and has swords and laser cannons strapped to him.
Decapitron is still wearing her reindeer fetish outfit but she has large candy
canes holstered to her back where the twins used to be.


I push my way through the elven crowd
towards them. “Decapitron!” I cry.


When I arrive, she has no idea who I
am.


“It’s me,” I say, taking off the
cabbagey hood.


“Fry?” she says. “What the hell
happened to you?” “The stupid elves shrunk me,” I say. “So I can fit into this


suit.”


“What the hell kind of suit is that?”
she asks.


“It’s a cabbage suit,” I say.


“What’s it do?” she asks.


“I have no idea,” I say.


She frowns at my new size and taps me
in the chest with her toe, pushing me back. Now she hardly needs to use any
strength at all to knock me around.


“Where’s the twins?” I ask.


She turns around to show me them
sleeping in the back of Santa’s sleigh.


 



 



I turn around to see Tea and Boon
standing next to me. Tea’s skin is still glowing lavender. She stands a little
too close to me. I want to ask her how the suit works, but I don’t want my wife
to know that I’ve been hanging around with her just in case she knows why elven
skin changes color.


Tea smacks my butt when Decapitron
isn’t looking.


I am so going to get annihilated.






 



CHAPTER SEVEN


DISEASE TRAIN






 



 



Decapitron, the twins, Santa, myself,
and five elves ride in the sleigh. They make me sit in Santa’s lap to make room
for some of the elves. A lavender elf with a white Burt Reynolds mustache sits
in Decapitron’s lap. When I see him my head jerks a double-take and then I
notice how cozy and friendly the two of them look together.


“Why are you all purple?” I ask Burt
Reynolds Elf.


He and Decapitron just laugh at me
like it’s an in-joke. Then she vulture-smiles at him.


I’m glad I cheated on her while she
was dead.


 



 



The rest of the elven army take their
own transports, which are all made out of lightning like Santa’s sleigh. But
they are all different shapes and sizes. Some of them are shaped like sea
serpents coiling through the air. Others are like squids. Others are
starfish-shaped. Some, like the seahorse-shaped transports, carry only a single
elf. Others, like the turtle-shaped transport, can carry dozens of elves. All
of their lightning transports seem to be shaped like sea creatures.


“Fight for Christmas! Fight for
Christmas!” the elves on the other transports chant.


The manager elves, like Boon and Tea,
are on their own  ships. They have to lead the troops
into battle. I wish they were here to explain my cabbage suit. I don’t care if
Decapitron sees me talking to Tea anymore.


I look up at Santa.


“Do you know how this suit works?” I
ask Santa.


“What that be?” he asks.


“A cabbage suit,” I say.


“Never heard of it,” he says.


 



 



Besides Burt Reynolds Elf, there are
four other elves in the sleigh. Three of them are males and one female. Of the
males: one has a pig nose, one has a big white unibrow, and one has his sleeve
rolled up so he can show off a tough skull tattoo on his arm. As for the
female, she has very long white hair and Asian eyes.


Santa’s lap is strangely comfortable.
His sausage thighs are squishy and form-fitting around my butt. However, there
is an odd havarti smell rising out of him that makes my nostrils shudder.


 



 



A storm cloud comes towards us as we
pass over New York City. The twins are looking over the edge at the bright
lights of the city. Their cotton candy hair blows in the wind.


“Arrr, this might get a bit bumpity,”
Santa says as we approach the storm.


The cloud opens up and dumps piles of
snow onto the streets below.


“Hmmm . . ” Santa says, squinting his
eye-olives at the storm.


The cloud poofs up into a big round
pillow of white and then a face forms inside. Black eyes, a black mouth, and a
fluffy nose with a
Hitler mustache dangling off the end.


“It’s a trap!” Santa screams, as the
cloud face opens up its mouth and blows a gust of wind at our fleet of ships.


The sleigh dives down under the gust,
but several transports get hit. A lightning sea turtle tips over and dozens of
elves tumble through the wintry night. The fleet scatters. Lightning stingrays
and seahorses slice through the air around us as we dive down between the
buildings.


The giant head of Frosty comes after
us. It lowers down into the city and squeezes through the New York high-rises, spitting
hundreds of snowballs at us like a Tommy Gun. A lightning shark crashes into a
building on our right and explodes. A lightning squid plummets toward the
street from above, tentacles flailing as it falls.


“Ye bastard! ” Santa cries at the
giant fluffy blob.


The lightning sea creatures crash and
explode all around us. The snowy New York streets are littered with their
flaming husks, as well as the mutilated bodies of a hundred elves dressed in
Dungeons and Dragons outfits.


 



 



We have only one advantage: the cloud
moves very slowly.


“Full speed!” Santa yells to Bald Elf
who drives the big electric serpent-shaped transport.


Bald Elf nods as seahorse ships spin
sideways through the air around him. He pushes forward on his  joystick controls, which I guess are what
steer his ship. As the snaking vehicle speeds up, a tumbling lightning crab
beheads the serpent and Bald Elf is vaporized in the explosion. The passengers
on the lightning snake shriek as it coils down to earth.


Santa whacks the reins and his deer
speed up, pulling us far away from the Hitlery storm cloud.


I look back. Only half a dozen ships
are left behind us. Tea’s squid ship is still afloat, but I don’t see Boon.


In the distance, Frosty’s giant
head-shaped cloud curls its mouth downwards. Then a long smoke hand extends out
of the top of his head and forms the devil sign, as he evaporates over the
city.


“It’s a good thing those elves are
immortal,” I tell Santa.


“Nay, me boy,” Santa says. “Elves be
as mortal as you. They live long, but they die as good as any being. Only I and
Frosty be the eternals in this war.”


 



 



Our broken fleet makes it to
Antarctica without another incident. Unibrow Elf tells Santa that Boon’s ship,
as well as several other ships, are still in the air. Most of them were scattered
in different directions and got off course. Boon says he will rally them back
together and meet us at the South Pole.


Over Antarctica, we pass a collection
of crystal train tracks that hover in midair.


“What are those?” I ask Santa.


“Those are for the disease train,”
Santa says.


 



 



The disease train carries dead bodies
from America into Antarctica. Frosty uses his power over winter winds to pull
the bodies of those buried in sky graves down into the Antarctic. The bodies
are then put on disease trains and brought to the South Pole.


Once the corpses are frozen in the
Antarctic climate, they can be possessed by coffee birds. Then they can join
the ranks of the
F.N.S.A. (Frosty’s Nazi Satany Army).


The train is up ahead, chugging on its
tracks. It’s so high off the ground it looks like it’s flying.


“There it be,” Santa says.


He squishes one of his Vienna sausage
fingers into a button on the dashboard. Loud bursts echo against the side of
the sleigh and then two lollypop rockets shoot out from underneath us. They fly
across the crystal tracks and then explode upon impact.


The disease train catches on fire and
drops from the sky, disappearing into the white powder below.


“There it go,” Santa says.


 



 



I’m freezing by the time we arrive at
the South Pole. The cabbage suit doesn’t provide any extra warmth and Santa’s
heater is breaking down.


The frozen city of the South Pole is
much bigger than the elven city of the North Pole, but it is even more drab and
dark. Instead of elves, this city is populated by hundreds of F.N.S.A. zombies
and wicked snowmen. We get in a little closer before all the zombies start to
howl. They scream with their rotten frozen lungs as if some kind of signal.


“Tentacle bombs,” Santa tells me.
“Push it. Quickly, lad.”


But I don’t understand what he’s
talking about.


Santa groans and pushes the button
himself. Bombs drop out of the bottom of the sleigh. As the bombs hit the
ground they burst open and large black tentacles explode out of the containers.
The tentacles swell and stretch, wrapping around the zombies and crushing
their throats. Their howls subside.


“We don’t want them warning the
others,” Santa says.


“I thought they all had one
consciousness,” I say. “If one of them saw us wouldn’t all of them see us?”


“Nay, me laddo,” he says. “Once they
split they become separate entities. They don’t share their minds until the
coffee is brought back together into one pool. If we tread carefully we might
still be able to catch them by surprise.”






 



CHAPTER EIGHT


THE GRINDING STATION






 



 



“There
it be,” Santa says. “Frosty’s domain. The grinding station.”


Ahead
I see a large black structure. It is a mess of grinding machinery. Gears and
spikes and blades and cylinders chew at the air like metal jaws. Steam pours
out of horns on its head.


“My
kids are in there?” I ask.


“Aye,”
he says. “But we’ll get them. Ye shall see, me boy.”


 



 



A massive icicle shoots out of the
black metal structure like a harpoon and impales a starfish ship on our left.
The icicle is attached to a chain that quickly retracts, ripping the ship back
into the grinding station. The elves shriek as they are eaten alive by the
machine’s crushing jaws.


“Attack!” Santa screams.


He launches five wreath-shaped
missiles that spin through the air like Frisbees and explode in the mouth of
the grinding station. No visible damage.


Several icicle harpoons are launched
at us. Santa jerks at the reindeer and they dodge out of the way. The harpoons
catch two more elf ships and reel them in. The elves jump from their seats and
fall to their deaths to avoid being eaten by the grinding station.


Santa fires toy train-shaped missiles
at it. No effect. More icicles are launched. Dozens this time.


“Retreat!” Santa cries.


A harpooned clam-shaped ship smashes
into us, ripping through the side of the sleigh and slamming into the reindeer,
as it gets reeled in by the grinding station.


The sleigh is going down.


We spiral out of control as the clam
ship is crunched into the machine. Santa and the elves wail into my ears, even
Decapitron cries out, as we descend.


 



 



The sleigh slams hard into the snow at
the foot of the grinding station. The elves are grunting and groaning in the
backseat. I look up to see the last couple of elven ships fleeing from the
harpoons and escaping the frozen city.


Santa straightens himself and widens
his ear holes at the air. I hear it, too. There is a leaking sound. Like
someone is going to the bathroom. Then I see it. One of the reindeer. Its belly
has been torn open and it is leaking fluid. By the smell of it, I’d say the
fluid is gasoline.


The olive-eyes on Santa’s face grow so
wide the pimentos almost pop out.


“Run!” he cries.


We jump out and run in opposite
directions away from the sleigh. Once I’m at a safe distance, I turn around.
The reindeer just stands there casually for a few minutes, huffing and stomping
its hooves, as it leaks gasoline from its guts.


Then the reindeer explodes.


 



 



It causes a chain reaction and each of
the reindeer explode one at a time.


Santa stands above me with tears
pouring down his cheeks. As the reindeers detonate into balls of flame, he
names them off one by one, crying, “Now, Dasher. Now, Dancer. Now, Prancer and
Vixen. On, Comet. On, Cupid. On Donner and Blitzen,” until the explosions reach
the sleigh.


When the sleigh explodes, lightning
spiders into the snowscape all around us. It crawls up the grinding station and
electrocutes the steel structure until its gears lock up and its jaws droop
open with chained harpoons drooling out down its chin.


We might have lost the sleigh and the
reindeer but at least we’ve paralyzed the grinding station.


 



 



We regroup around the flaming sleigh.
Burnt deer flesh fills the air.


“How are we going to get home?” I ask
Santa.


“Me poor darlings,” he says, his eyes
lost in the fire.


“We must push on,” Unibrow Elf says.


“Let’s focus on recovering the bag
first,” Asian Elf says. “Then we’ll worry about getting home.”


The other elves nod at her in
agreement.


“Frosty’s going to pay for all this,”
says Burt Reynolds Elf, as the living dead fill the streets.


 



 



The zombies come at us from all sides,
emptying out of the icy buildings nearby.


“There’s too many of them,” squeals
Pig Nose Elf. “We should run.”


“No way,” Burt Reynolds Elf says.
“We’re going to fight!”


Burt Reynolds Elf pulls two sawed-off
shotguns from holsters on his thighs. Unlike the other elves, he doesn’t much
care for the Dungeons and Dragons thing. He wears boots and a navy blue shirt
tucked into his jeans.


The zombies dive towards him as he
steps out into the open, but Burt Reynolds Elf dodges out of the way and blows
their heads off at point blank range. He kills them two at a time. Their skulls
become splatters of red mulch sprayed across the fresh snow. When the shotguns
need to be pumped, he slams the butts of the guns against zombie foreheads
while holding the pump, cocking it in the process. Then he shoots two more.


I hate to admit it, but:


Burt Reynolds Elf = fucking awesome.


 



 



Decapitron joins him. She takes a
candy cane from her back and pulls on the crook of the cane. A blade slides out
like a cane sword. A candy cane sword?


She charges into the zombie crowd
head-first and skewers one of them with her antlers. Then she decapitates another
with her candy cane sword. The twins are strapped to her back, giggling as she
slices off heads and severs limbs.


The other elves don’t seem to be as
tough as Burt Reynolds Elf. They stay behind, like me. They have swords and
axes in their hands, but they don’t have any idea what they’re supposed to do
with them. Well, except for the one with the skull tattoo. He is fidgeting with
some kind of gadget in a backpack. Maybe it’s a bomb or something.


“What do we do?” I ask them.


They look at me like I’m supposed to
have the answers.


“Fight for Christmas?” Pig Nose Elf
asks.


I shrug at him.


“You do something,” Unibrow Elf says.
“You’ve got the cabbage
suit.”


“Do you know how to use it?” I ask.


“No,” he says.


He looks at the other elves, but they
all just shrug at him.


 



 



Skull Tattoo Elf gets his gadget
working and buckles his backpack on. It makes a loud whirring noise like that
of a lawnmower. His gadget is some kind of vacuum cleaner. A hose leads from
its mouth into his backpack.


“Rock!” he tells me.


I wonder if Skull Tattoo Elf listens
to adventure rock . . .


He points his vacuum on the horde of
zombies and they back away from him. His weapon sucks the black coffee out of
the corpses’ eyes. He goes after several of them at a time. Once all of the
black coffee is pulled out of a zombie its body goes limp and falls to the
ground.


“This guy knows what he’s doing,” I
tell the other elves.


They nod and we stay close behind him
for safety.


 



 



The bodies pile up in the snow as
Skull Tattoo Elf sucks the life out of the undead creatures. I can’t see
Decapitron or Burt Reynolds Elf, but I can hear gunshots and the whooshing of
swords on the other side of the burning sleigh. Zombies swipe at Santa as he
continues to cry for his fallen reindeer, but he doesn’t seem to care.


Coffee birds that have exited the
bodies of Decapitron’s victims fly over the sleigh towards us. Skull Tattoo Elf
tries to vacuum them up in midair, but many of them get through. They dive into
the hollow bodies lying in the snow and we find ourselves surrounded by more
zombies.


Asian Elf shrieks as a rotten claw
rips into her stomach. Teeth tear into her neck and rip open her arteries,
spraying black blood into the wind. Elves have black blood?


Skull Tattoo Elf points his mouth at
her attacker and sucks the coffee bird out of its eyes, but he’s too late.
She’s already dead.


“Into the grinding station,” Skull
Tattoo Elf says.


We fall back, dodging the zombies to
get into the black metal building. The corpses tower over me. I’m hobbit-sized
now and won’t have the strength to break free if any of them clutch onto me.
Unibrow Elf and I clear the horde, but Pig Nose Elf becomes entangled in a
forest of rotten arms.


“Help!” he cries. “Not me!”


Skull Tattoo Elf turns back, but there
are too many of them. Pig Nose Elf disappears into the sea of massive corpses.
His screams become choking coughs as black blood fills his lungs.


 



 



“Santa, come on!” I yell.


Santa is just standing there as corpses
attack him. They rip open his sausage casings. Meat goo empties out into the
snow.


“It’s no use, me lad,” he cries. “The
sleigh is destroyed. The children won’t get their presents this year.”


“Come on!” I say.


Skull Tattoo Elf pulls me away as he sucks
coffee birds out of eye sockets.


 



 



We circle the metal structure until we
find the entrance. It’s electronically locked, but Unibrow Elf cracks the
thirty-eight digit code so fast that it looks like he has twenty hands at work
on the lock.


When the door opens, he winks at me
and gives me a finger-gun
with a click of his thumb.


That was pretty sly of him.


 



 



Once inside, we shut the door behind
us to keep the zombies out. The others are still out there but they didn’t
follow us. I don’t know what Decapitron’s problem is. We’re here to save our
kids, not kill a bunch of zombies to impress an elf with a Burt Reynolds
mustache. I feel like we’ve really been growing apart ever since she died.


There is a spiral staircase leading up
to the brain of the facility.


“Come on,” Skull Tattoo Elf says,
leading the way up the steps.


 



 



Upstairs,
we arrive in a large dark room. There is crying coming from the shadows.


“What’s
that?” Unibrow Elf asks.


We
following the crying to a big box in the center of the room. There are barred
windows on the sides of the box. The crying comes from within. I recognize that
sound.


“Angelica?”
I ask, peeking through the window.


I
see her in there, curled around her big sister.


She
looks up at me and jumps to her feet.


“Hi,
Sly Fry!” she cries.


“My
angel! ” I say. “Don’t worry, the Sly Guy’s here to rescue you!”


Nora
doesn’t say anything. She’s weak. It looks like her wound has drooled a lot of
blood. A puddle fills the floor of the box.


I
look at Unibrow Elf. “How do we open it?” I ask him.


Unibrow
Elf examines the cage, looking it up and down. “The top,” he says.


We
can’t reach the top of the cage. The window is near the bottom, but the top
stretches twelve feet into the air.


“I’ll
get it,” Skull Tattoo Elf says.


He
grips the vacuum tube with his mouth and climbs the side of the box. Once he
gets up there, he examines the top. Doesn’t see anything. He crawls across the
lid and then looks at me and shrugs.


“Angelica,
how did you get in?” I ask. “The top?”


She
shakes her head.


“Where
then?” I ask.


She
points at the window in the back.


Unibrow
Elf and I circle their prison to the back window. 


“Ahh,”
Unibrow Elf says, nodding at the barred window here.


He
pulls a latch and the window unlocks. But as it unlocks the room fills with a
clanking sound.


“What’s
that?” Unibrow Elf says.


We
listen carefully. It is coming from the cage. It sounds almost like . . .
music.


I
look up. A crank on the side of the box is turning, almost like a . . .


“Get
off of there!” I yell at Skull Tattoo Elf.


He
looks down at me. “Huh?”


 



 



The music stops and the lid of the box
bursts open, sending Skull Tattoo Elf into the air. He crashes into the
ceiling and his neck snaps. Then his limp body falls to the ground with a plop.


I look up as a giant head turns to
face me. It bobs up and down on its coiled neck.


The jack-in-the-box doesn’t have the
usual clown head, nor the pointy hat and pointy nose. Its head is a grotesque
collection of body parts, frozen together into the shape of a head. I can see
coffee birds swimming within its pinhole eyes.


Unibrow Elf and I run away from it as
the head hisses and slurps at us with the dismembered torso it uses for a
tongue.


It swings its head and the box jumps
off the ground towards us. My daughters scream inside, as it begins hopping
across the room. Unibrow Elf turns around to see how far away it is. The
jack-in-the-box locks eyes with him and then speeds up, hopping three times
hyper fast and then up high. Unibrow Elf cowers on the ground as the box
smashes down on him, flattening him into a black sticky paste that oozes out
from beneath the cage.


 



 



The girls scream high-pitched as the
jack hops after me. I stop and turn back. It locks eyes with mine and then charges
at me. It hops three times fast and then goes up high over my head, covering my
vision in shadow. But I roll out of the way behind its back before it gets me.


I run for Skull Tattoo Elf’s body and
remove his backpack. The meaty jack doesn’t realize that it didn’t crush me.
It bobs in the corner of the room, basking in its supposed victory. Once I get
the backpack on, I flip the vacuum’s switch and it whirs up.


The Frankenstein head jerks at me and
hisses. I see inside of its mouth and realize that there are a dozen hands at
the back of its throat. Since the jack doesn’t have any vocal chords, the hands
rub their palms together really fast to create the hissing noise.


The jack charges at me, but I circle
it with my vacuum pointed up. Black liquid drains out of its eye sockets
towards me. Coffee Birds attempt to flee from the jack, but the vacuum has them
in its pull. The jack attempts one more jump at me, but I hop cartwheel out of
the way. When the sockets are sucked dry, the chunky head drops against the
side of the box, its torso- tongue dangling out of its leg-lips.


The girls cheer and clap for me.


I do a moonwalk dance for them with
gun-fingers pointing in the air. Then I do another cartwheel. It’s easy to do
acrobatics when you’re small.


 



 



I
help Nora and Angelica out of their cage.


“Why
are you so short?” Angelica asks.


“Elf
magic,” I say.


“You’re
smaller than me,” Nora says.


“I’ve
always been smaller than you,” I say.






 



CHAPTER NINE


CLOCK SAUSAGE






 



 



I take my daughters downstairs and
exit the grinding station.


Outside, there is a giant battle going
on between an army of snowmen and an army of Dungeons and Dragons elves. Boon
made it. He regrouped the scattered elf ships and brought them here safely.


The shredded remains of zombies are sprinkled
through the snow. Decapitron must have annihilated all of them. I scan the
battlefield, but I don’t see antlers on any of the warriors. I can’t spot Boon,
Santa, or Burt Reynolds Elf either.


I hold out the vacuum to suck up any
coffee birds that might be lingering in the zombie parts, just in case. I’m not
taking any risks when my kids are involved.


“Well?” Nora says.


“What?” I ask.


“Well, go fight,” she says.


“I’m guarding you,” I say.


“Cowards guard,” she says. “Heroes
fight.”


“You didn’t think I was a coward when
I saved you back there,” I say.


She rolls her eyes at me like I don’t
know what I’m talking about. The growth on her head pulses with the movement
of her eyes.


I see Tea near the corner of the
grinding station. She’s stabbing at a snowman with a spear, but it doesn’t seem
to be doing any good.


“Come on,” I tell my kids.


I sneak up behind Tea and vacuum the
coffee bird out of her opponent.


She turns around.


“You!” she says.


“Hi,” I say.


“Why aren’t you using your cabbage
suit?” she asks.


“Nobody told me how it works,” I say.


“You should be fighting Frosty with
Santa,” she says.


I shrug at her.


“I was rescuing my kids,” I say.


“Here,” she says, pointing at my
vacuum weapon. “Give me that. I’ll look after your kids for you.”


She tells me how to use the cabbage
suit and then points me in the direction of Santa and Frosty. Before I go,
Angelica gives me a kiss on the cheek.


“I can reach you now!” she says, happy
with my new height.


I snap a gun-finger at her and groove
my way into the battlefield backwards.


 



 



Backwards!


 



 



I mean, how sly is that?


Dodging through snowmen armed with
icicle swords and ice cube shields, I make it into a large intersection of the
city where Santa and Frosty are battling out their final showdown.


Burt Reynolds Elf is nearby. He’s
kneeling against a building, holding his wounds. Black blood drips over his
fingers.


“Where’s my wife?” I ask him.


He points behind me.


Decapitron is staggering towards us,
dragging her candy cane sword through the snow. Her latex outfit is all sliced
up with deep gashes in her chest and shoulders. One of her antlers is missing.
As she arrives, she leans all of her weight on my shoulder and nearly crushes
me. She’s almost twice my size now. I can’t hold her up anymore.


“How’re the twins?” I ask.


I go behind her. The boys are gurgling
at each other. They look down at me and smile. I smile back and wink at them. I
go to give Matty a cootchy-cootchy-coo on the bottom of his foot, but there’s
nothing there. His foot has been cut off.


“What the hell?” I cry.


“What?” Decapitron moans.


“His foot’s gone!” I cry.


“So,” she says, annoyed with me.
“He’ll live.”


“He’s just a baby! You got his foot
cut off!”


She shrugs. “It’s fine.”


“What kind of mom are you?” I say. “You
fight zombies with your babies on your back!”


“What kind of dad are you?” she says.
“You’re four feet tall.”


Burt Reynolds Elf laughs. He doesn’t
seem to notice he’s about the same height as me.


“I’m the kind of four feet tall dad
who just saved his daughters,” I say.


She makes a farting noise with her
lips at me. It’s almost as if she’s drunk. She only acts this way towards me
when she’s drunk. Then I notice a large wound on her head where the antler used
to be. She’s probably got a concussion. She isn’t thinking straight.


 



 



I turn back to look at the battle.


It looks like Sausagey Santa must have
gotten his nerves back after the reinforcements arrived. He is sliced up,
dripping meat paste in the snow as he fights. His hat and white hair are
missing, leaving just a balloon of sausage for a head. In one hand he fights
with a large saber and in the other he has one of those vacuum weapons. He cuts
at Frosty and sucks at his black soul liquid as well.


But Frosty is in good shape. Whenever
Santa cuts off any of his snow flesh, he just replenishes it with the snow from
the ground. Whenever Santa vacuums some coffee out of his eyes, there are
always more coffee birds in the air to join the pool inside his head. But when
Santa gets hit by Frosty’s large sickle arms, the sausage that is lost cannot
be refilled.


Santa’s going to need my help for this
battle. I pull my arms inside of my cabbage suit and find the controls, hoping
I remember what Tea told me to do.


“Hmm . . ” I say to myself, trying to find
the right buttons without being able to see them.


 



 



A scream fills the air as Frosty cuts
Santa in half.


Sausage legs wiggle on the ground as
Santa’s torso crawls away from the snow man. He still sucks at him with his
vacuum, but he’s lost his sword.


I better help him now.


“Hitler was a wussy vegetarian!” I
scream at Frosty.


There was nothing else I could think
of to say to get Frosty’s attention, but it works.


 



 



I step away from Decapitron and groove
into the middle of the street, the empty sleeves of my suit dangling at my
sides. Frosty just snarls at me as I center myself.


Okay, here it goes . . .


I push one of the buttons and the suit
curls my body up into a ball. The cabbage skin ignites around me and then I
launch myself at Frosty.


 



 



I
can hardly imagine what I must look like out there. I am a big fireball rolling
through the snow at 70 miles per hour, melting everything in my path. On the
control switch between my legs, there’s a little monitor. I see Frosty’s mouth
open wide with shock as I plow into him, dissolving his bottom ball. Rolling
around and coming back towards him, I see him trying to reform the snowball
with the snow from the ground but I hit him again. He explodes into powder.


Meanwhile,
the upper half of Santa is vacuuming up Frosty’s coffee birds. But he doesn’t
get all of them as Frosty’s consciousness leaves his body and enters a nearby
snowman. The new snowman retrieves the sickle-arms and the Hitler mustache and
becomes his old self, good as new.


But
there’s no stopping the sly man. I melt his new body just as quickly as the
last one, rolling in circles around the intersection. Santa sucks up more of
his coffee birds.


I
roll and I roll until all the snowmen in the area have turned to liquid and all
of the coffee birds have been sucked away.


 



 



By
the time I finish rolling in circles and figure out how to make the suit get
out of fireball form (Tea didn’t explain that part to me), I find myself in the
middle of a crowd of elves. They explode with cheers for me. They hoot and
applaud and cheer.


“Hooray
for the sly guy!” they sing. “He’s the greatest! Sly Fry’s number one!”


 



 



Santa
gets restuffed with old clocks. It’s not sausage, but it’ll have to do for now
until the elves find the rest of his meat goop that’s been splattered all over
the South Pole. He recovers his bag of toys and then the elves build him a new
sleigh out of Tea’s squid ship.


“Arrr,
ye know what?” Santa says. “I might just be able to save Christmas this year.”


The
elves cheer for him.


 



 



“Sorry,
laddie,” Santa tells me. “No time fer thanks and pleasantries. I need to
deliver toys to the rest of the boys and girls of the world.”


“Can
we come with you?” I ask.


“Can
we, Santa?” my kids cry. “Can we?”


Santa
looks down at Nora’s bloody growth dripping into the snow.


“Nay
. . .” he says. “The elves will give ye a ride home.” “But Santa . . .”
Angelica cries.


“Please?”
I say.


“Well
. . .” Santa says. “You know what? . . . it’s really late and I really don’t
have time for this kind of bullshite right now. I know ye saved me from the
forces of evil and all, but come on, man. I’ve been cut in half and most of me
guts have been replaced with clocks for Christ’s sake. I’ve never had a worse
Christmas in all me life.”


Before
I can say another word his squidy vehicle blasts off, leaving me in cloud of
snow.


 



 



Boon
leads us towards another ship so he can give us a ride home.


“Don’t
worry,” he tells me. “I’m sure he’ll leave you something special under your
tree tomorrow.”






 



CHAPTER TEN


PRESENT WORMS






 



 



Christmas Morning:


I wake up at home, alone in my bed.


I’m not sure how I got here. I don’t
remember the trip back from the South Pole.


It was so all so much like a dream. I
would think none of it really happened if it wasn’t for the distance between my
feet and the edge of the bed. Being elf-sized, our queen bed feels bigger than
a king.


It’s already the afternoon. Not really
Christmas morning anymore, it’s Christmas Day. I get up and put on a robe. Then
wander into the bathroom.


 



 



Boon
is standing on a stool, grooving to a tune in his head while shaving in the
mirror.


“You’re
awake,” he says.


I
groan.


“You’ve
missed out on all the presents,” he says.


I
shrug at him and urinate into the toilet. My brain feels sore inside my head.


After
I’m done I just stare at him for a while, watching him shave.


Then
I say, “What are you doing here?”


He
waits until he’s finished shaving to answer me.


“You
know how I said Santa was probably going to leave you special presents under
the tree for Christmas?” he says, hopping off of the stool.


“Yeah,”
I say.


“Well,
he’s decided to give each member of your family the gift of your dreams,” he
says. “And he’s here to give them to you personally.”


 



 



Boon
leads me out of my room and takes me downstairs.


As
I look over the balcony, I see all the surviving elves lounging around on my
furniture. Above them, Angelica is flying around the living room with chainsaw
angel wings. The chainsaws buzz as her wings flap.


“Angelica?”
I say.


She
opens her mouth in excitement when she sees me and flies in close. “Look at me,
Sly Guy! I’m a real angel! Look at me!”


“See,”
Boon says. “She got the gift of her dreams. She can now fly like an angel.”


I
wish I would have explained to Angelica that angels don’t really use chainsaws
for wings.


I
go down the stairs and pass the twins. They are running around the dining room
table. Well, one of them is running. Matty is hopping on one foot.


“What
did they get?” I ask.


“They
were given the gift of free movement. They were sick of being strapped to your
wife all the time. They wanted to be able to run and play, but couldn’t. So
that’s what Santa gave them.”


“Did
Nora get her brain chip?” I ask. “Or, no, if she could have anything I bet
she’d want her growth removed . . ”


“No,”
he says. “That’s not what she wanted.”


“What
did she want, then?”


“She
wanted to become the dictator of a small third-world country.”


“Sounds
like Nora,” I say.


“So,
what did I get?” I ask. “I see I didn’t get my old height back. That’s all I
really want. Please exchange whatever Santa gave me with my old height.”


“We’ll
see,” he says.


Tea
barges between us, wearing one of my old shirts as a dress and drinking out of
my favorite coffee mug.


“Santa
has your present out back,” she says.


Then
she continues on her way. As she passes, she purposely rubs her breasts
against me. They feel nice. I check out her body as she walks away. F or some
reason, I find her pretty sexy now that I’m at this shrunken down height. She
doesn’t creep me out like she did at the North Pole. I don’t feel so bad about
being raped by her anymore.


 



 



My
path outside is blocked by a giant robot.


A
big transformer toy is standing eighteen feet off the ground in my backyard,
leaning against the side of the house. I guess my wife wanted a real
transformer for Christmas . . .


Boon
and I squeeze through the transformer’s legs. It is a big female transformer
with torpedo boobs.


“Sly
Fry,” Boon says. “Let me introduce you to your new wife. The Decapitron.”


“Decapitron?”
I ask.


“Hi,
Fry,” she says. Her voice is electronic, but it is still her voice. Her mouth
doesn’t move, but a light flashes on and off when she talks. “Check me out.”


She
transforms. The noise she makes while transforming is the same as the noise
from the cartoon show. Then she is a big nuclear submarine in the backyard.


“Pretty
nice, huh?” the submarine says.


It
isn’t all that big of a submarine, but fills a good portion of our yard. The
hatch on top of the submarine opens up and Burt Reynolds Elf climbs out.


He
waves at me.


Just
great. Not only am I permanently elf-sized, but now I’m married to a giant
robot. Sure Decapitron always had the personality of a giant evil robot, but
now she looks like one too.


 



 



“Ready
for your present?” submarine Decapitron says.


Burt
Reynolds Elf helps Sausagey Santa out of the miniature nuclear submarine and
they climb down to greet me. Santa is still worn and tattered, with
clock-filled thighs.


“Merry
Christmas, me boy,” Santa says, handing me a very light present about the size
of a shoe box. “Ye shall love it, I’m right sure.”


I
doubt I’ll love it.


I
rip off the wrapping paper, which is strangely covered in pictures of plump
German sausages with big red bows tied around them. It is a shoe box. I open
the box to find that it is empty except a small yellow piece of paper on the
bottom of the box.


The
paper has two words on it: turn around.


So
I turn around.


 



 



HOLY
MOTHER OF FUCKING CHRIST. Oh, my fucking shit . . .


Can
it really be?


Can
it?


Is
it real?


NO
WAY!!!


In
my backyard . . . MY backyard. They’re here . . . SPELUNKER!!!


 



 



The
band Spelunker is on a stage in my yard. All five members. They are even
wearing their awesome adventure gear. One of them is wearing mountain climbing
gear, one is wearing snow gear, one is wearing scuba gear, one is wearing
desert camo, and the singer is wearing jungle survival gear with a machete.


They
pick up their guitars and wail on them.


“This
is for the sly guy, Matthew Fry,” says the singer, Maxwell Stone.


I
point guns at him and bob my head.


HUGE
smile on my face.


Then
they play “Canyon Kayaking Danger Team,” my absolute favorite song!


All
of the elves come out of the house and dance to the rockingest tune ever
written. I groove in the center of the crowd and show off my sly moves, hoping
Maxwell Stone catches a glimpse of them. Angelica flies in the air above,
waving down at me. I point her some gun-fingers. Even Decapitron dances in the
background in her enormous robot form.


 



 



After
a few songs, I go to Santa.


“How
did you know?” I ask. “How did you know this is what I wanted?”


“Arrr,
me boy,” he says. “That be Santa’s little secret.”


I
give him a high-five on his hotdog fingers and go back to dancing.


Between
songs, Boon tells me Santa didn’t actually know I wanted Spelunker to play at
my house for Christmas. He says that Santa never knows what anyone wants for
Christmas. Only the present worms do.


Present
worms are small gooey elf-manufactured creatures that Santa uses to get boys
and girls what they want for Christmas. All he does is put the worms inside of
a box, address the package, and put it under the tree. While the children
sleep, the present worms read their minds and find out what gift is wanted.
Then the worms construct that gift, die, and evaporate before morning.


Santa’s
job is to figure out the size of the box and how many present worms he should
put in. He decides this by calculating how naughty or nice the child has been.
If he puts in only a couple of worms the present won’t be very good. If he puts
in six to ten it is likely to be an awesome Christmas for the little kid.


But
for the members of my family Santa put three shovelfuls of present worms into
each of our boxes. It was hundreds of times more potent than any present he has
ever given before. There were so many worms that they could have given us any
gift we ever could have wanted in the world.


I
don’t know about the rest of the family, but I sure got what I wanted.


 



 



The
party rages on into the night. Spelunker keeps playing nonstop and the elves
keep dancing. We finish all the booze in the house and Santa wraps up a bunch
of present worms to make himself some scotch. He’s looking for some bigger
boxes so they can make a few kegs. They tell me that we’re going to party  nonstop for days. That’s what they do every
Christmas Day, after their job for the year has been completed. They like to
celebrate. But this year they have to party extra hard because they have to
celebrate the lives of those elves fallen in battle and celebrate the defeat of
Nazi Frosty.


I’m
hopping up and down like a kid, chugging some brandy eggnog. Being this size
has some advantages. I sure get drunk really easily.


“This
was the best Christmas ever!” Decapitron says, robot-dancing far above me.


“Yes,
it was,” I tell her. “The best Christmas ever!”


But
I’m really drunk and probably don’t mean it.


 







 



EPILOGUE






 



 



You
know what they say about what house guests and dead bodies have in common,
right?


Yeah,
they both start to smell bad after a few days.


The
party lasts a few weeks. After it’s over, nobody goes home. Sausagey Santa
lounges around the house in his underwear, eating eggs without taking them out
of the shells. The elves keep following me around, bobbing their heads and
slicking back their sly guy haircuts. They kind of view me as their sly guy
leader. It was cool for awhile, but it has gotten pretty annoying as of late.
Even Spelunker is starting to annoy me. They are still rocking in the backyard
nonstop all day and night. I’m really starting to get sick of their music. They
play the same songs over and over again. They don’t eat or sleep. I’ve been
trying to give them food and water, but their rocking so hard they don’t
notice. The rhythm guitar player has passed out from exhaustion. I think he
might be dead.


Angelica
accidentally cut off Voltron’s left hand with her chainsaw wing, so now both
twins have that three-limbed thing going on. At least they’ve evened out.


I
don’t see much of Decapitron. She spends all of her time with Burt Reynolds
Elf, which is fine with me. They have sex while she’s in submarine form,
somehow. The submarine hatch is the transformer’s equivalent of a vagina I
think. Every time I see him he is glowing purple. And I think he has recently
gotten his nipples pierced.


Tea
is pregnant with my half-elf baby. Hyperspace panties rape sex is a surefire
way to get an elf pregnant. It could have been worse, though. I could have
gotten some kind of weird elf STD. We’ve started sleeping together. My real
wife can’t fit inside of the house, so Tea has decided to take her place. She
talks way too much about Dungeons and Dragons, but at the moment she’s the only
person in this house that I care to talk to.


I’ve
been staying as far away from my family as possible. Their Christmas miracles
might be a pleasure to them, but they scare the hell out of me. Christmas is
supposed to bring families closer together, but this year it seems to have torn
us apart. I’m not sure what’s going to happen to us. I have a feeling that
Santa is going to just force the whole family to move to the North Pole to live
with him. Not because he wants us there but because transformers and chainsaw
angels don’t have a place in the civilized world. Decapitron probably won’t
officially divorce me, but I think she’s planning on marrying Burt Reynolds
Elf. Tea is assuming that we will also get married now that we have a baby
coming.


It’ll
be odd to live the rest of my life up at the North Pole, but it probably won’t
be any worse than how things used to be. Life changes and goes on. It might not
get any better, but it goes on. Your kids grow up. You grow old. Your children
bury you. Then they grow old. Repeat. Repeat. Repeat. That’s just the way it
is. For everyone.


Everyone,
that is, except for Santa there, sitting on the sofa with his corncob pipe and
eggy breath, dripping sausage grease from rips on his skin like tears from a
dead womb.
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