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Perpetual Revenge
Gretchen and Arleen were in River City. They were attending a bachelorette party for Shar’s eldest daughter.
It was ladies night at the rock club near the Lucky Lady casino hotel, on the River City boardwalk. Much to the chagrin of the men patrons, the club had male strippers on ladies night.
Gretchen was off with one of the male strippers, the one who did his dance with a hammer.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Exhibiting a rare moment of parenting, Arleen’s husband Jeff was fishing with son Nevin. Also in the boat were Gretchen’s children, Steve and Flo.
They were trolling West Twin Lake, in Twin River Valley. Jeff and the boys had fishing lines in the water. Flo was mostly along to catch some sun and flirt with Nevin.
Flo was leaning over the boat’s side, trailing a hand in the water. Suddenly, she gasped and pulled her hand out of the water.
“Something just touched my hand,” said Flo.
“Probably just a stick,” said Jeff.
Nevin jerked his rod and began reeling in.
“I got one!” shouted Nevin.
Nevin’s pole flexed downward and nearly touched the water. Jeff and Steve reeled in to avoid crossing lines with Nevin.
A big fish surfaced briefly, then dove back down. Nevin fought the fish and slowly turned the crank of the fishing reel. Finally, Nevin brought the fish near the rear of the boat. Jeff deftly netted Nevin’s catch. It was a whopper walleye.
Nevin’s wrists were sore from the fight. Jeff turned the boat around for another pass through the area where Nevin hooked his fish.
The guys were all fishing again. Flo was again trailing her arm in the water. Again, something touched Flo’s hand. Instead of pulling her hand away, she reached deeper and closed her hand on an object she thought to be a stick. The object was slimy with lake gunk. The object slipped out of Flo’s grasp and squirted away.
Steve caught a fish. It wasn’t as big as Nevin’s fish, but it was another keeper walleye. After netting Steve’s fish, Jeff again turned the boat around, for another pass through the hot area.
The guys were all fishing again. Flo was again trailing her arm in the water. Again, something touched Flo’s hand. Using her other hand, Flo dipped deep with the net. As she pulled the net ensnared object out of the lake, Flo’s emerald necklace glowed brightly.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Arleen was thinking Gretchen should be back already. The guy had said Gretchen won the lap dance door prize, but how long could that take? Two guys had stripped completely nude since Gretchen went off with ‘hammer dude’.
Arleen’s SatPhone rang. It was Flo. Arleen let it go to voicemail.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Ignoring offers for lap dances at various prices, Arleen and Misty searched the backstage area, ending in the dressing room.
A middle aged woman in a slinky gown said, “I’m Connie. Can I help you girls?”
“We’re looking for a guy,” said Arleen.
“They just dance for me,” said Connie. “I don’t pimp them out.”
Misty said, “We’re looking for the guy who danced with a hammer.”
“Me too,” said Connie. “He owes me another dance, but one of the guys said he split after his first number.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Misty and Arleen were outside the rock club. No Gretchen. No hammer dude.
Misty picked up a fresh piece of orange rind and sniffed it. The smell was odious.
Arleen’s SatPhone rang. It was Flo.
Arleen answered with, “Hey Flo.”
Flo said, “I found mom’s turkey baster! It’s so cool! My emerald necklace is glowing and I hear a voice in my head.”
“Wow,” said Arleen.
Misty said, “What?”
“Flo found the turkey baster,” said Arleen.
Flo said, “Who are you talking to? Is it mom? She’s not answering her phone.”
“I’m with your grandma Misty,” said Arleen.
“Where’s mom?” said Flo.
“We actually don’t know,” said Arleen. “She disappeared an hour ago.”
Flo said, “I was afraid of that. The voice in my head says mom’s been kidnapped.”
“What else?”
“Huh?”
Arleen said, “If you have the turkey baster and you’re hearing a voice, you’re probably channeling for Nana Florence Johnson. I want to know if she’s channeling anything useful.”
“I don’t know how useful it is, but I’m getting an erotic vision of a nude guy with a hammer and a bowl of fruit.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
In the cramped back seat of a king cab pickup truck, Troy said, “Good girls eat oranges.”
“I’m so sleepy,” said Gretchen.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
As per usual, the smoke haze was visible in the poorly ventilated office of the Lucky Lady casino hotel. Todd and Dean were splitting the skim and sharing a pot joint.
Arleen and Misty came running in.
“Gretchen’s been kidnapped!” yelled Misty.
Todd pocketed a stack of large denomination bills and said, “Who’s Gretchen?”
Misty said, “My daughter with Vinny.”
“She lives in Philville,” said Dean, meanwhile stuffing money in his backpack.
Todd said, “Wow,” then he took a hit off of the joint.
Misty said, “Don’t you guys ever NOT smoke pot?”
“We’re conducting official casino business, here,” said Dean.
“Skimming the casino isn’t official business,” said Misty.
Arleen grabbed the joint from Todd and jammed it into the bottom of the ashtray, lit end first. Sparks went flying.
“That was so wrong,” said Todd.
“Focus on Gretchen,” said Arleen.
“What can I do about a kidnapping in Philville?” moaned Todd.
“She was kidnapped right here in River City,” said Arleen.
“Right next door at the rock club, in fact,” said Misty.
Dean said, “Gretchen was here for your daughter’s bachelorette party. They went to ‘ladies night’ at the rock club, you know, male stripper night?”
“I love male stripper night,” said Todd. “All of the husbands and boyfriends come here to gamble while their girls watch the show at the rock club.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
In Philville, Gretchen’s husband Mike was cheating with screamer Mona. Mike’s ears were still ringing from Mona’s screaming orgasm.
Mona said, “That was a good one.”
“I love your screaming,” said Mike.
“Turns you on, eh?”
“Very hot.”
“Am I hotter than ‘squirt girl’?”
Mike had an abnormally vocal girlfriend who screamed when she climaxed and an abnormally wet wife who squirted. It was tough deciding who was sexier.
“You’re totally hotter than squirt girl,” said Mike.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Mike’s SatPhone rang.
Mike answered his SatPhone with, “This is Mike.”
Dean said, “Gretchen was kidnapped.”
“Wow,” said Mike.
Dean said, “The casino will give you money if you need cash for a ransom.”
“Ransom?” said Mike.
Mona sat up and whispered, “What?”
Mike waved her off.
Dean said, “You’re Gretchen’s husband. If they want money, they’ll call you.”
“Right, thanks dad,” said Mike. “I’ll stay alert for a ransom demand.”
“You don’t know who’s doing this, I suppose,” said Dean.
“No, I don’t know anybody who would kidnap Gretchen,” said Mike, meanwhile giving Mona a shrug.
Dean said, “We’ve got a sketch of the guy who did the actual kidnapping. We don’t know who else is involved.”
“What can I do?” asked Mike.
“Hang loose. Sit by the phone. We’ll get this guy, don’t worry.”
“Thanks dad.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Mona said, “I suppose now I’m your alibi for your wife’s kidnapping.”
Mike shrugged. “They can’t seriously suspect me.”
“Nor me,” said Mona.
“Of course, not you either.”
“I’m just playing house, here.”
“And, I’m just shopping for a new wife.”
“Yet, not divorcing your old one.”
“She’ll probably divorce ME after this kidnapping is resolved,” said Mike.
“I’d marry you in a heartbeat if you were single.”
“I’d marry you too.”
“You should go home now. You might get cops knocking on your door.”
“You’re right, I need to be home. Rain check?”
“We already played. You can’t get a rain check for missing extra innings.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Elsewhere in Philville, bottle blonde Jane was visiting abnormally tall Sheila. They were backyard neighbors. Per usual, Jane knocked, then quickly barged thru Sheila’s back door.
“It’s me!” yelled Jane.
“I’m in the kitchen,” yelled Sheila.
Sheila was in the breakfast nook, folding clothes fresh out of the dryer. When Jane approached, Sheila held up a leather garment and said, “Look what I found.”
“Your Air Force flight jacket?” said Jane.
“Right,” said Sheila. “It was in a spare room, removing a dress from a tightly packed closet, and the jacket just sort of popped out.”
At that moment, Sheila’s SatPhone rang. The caller-id said, ‘Arleen’.
Sheila answered with, “Hey Arleen. How’s River City?”
“Sucky,” said Arleen. “Gretchen’s been kidnapped.”
“For real?” said Sheila, although she didn’t doubt it was true.
Arleen said, “We need friendly eyes in the sky looking for Gretchen. Can you fly your shuttle over here and help search?”
“Be glad to help.”
“Can you also pick up Flo? She found the turkey baster like an hour ago.”
“That’s totally weird,” said Sheila, “because I just stumbled across my old leather flight jacket and that also happened like an hour ago.”
“What?”
“I was in a back closet that I never go into, looking for a dress I was thinking about wearing. I found the dress, but everything was tightly packed. When I tried to take the dress out, the hanger hooks were overlapped, so the flight jacket’s hanger popped off the rail. Suddenly, the flight jacket was in my hands and the dress fell to the floor.”
“It’s a sign that Nana Florence Johnson wants Flo to wear your flight jacket,” said Arleen.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Philville Cable was co-owned by 4 families, Stilt & Sheila, Mike & Gretchen, Wolf & Linda, and Jake & Jane. Pilot Sheila was allowed to fly the corporate shuttle. Sheila called regular shuttle pilot Mitch.
“I’m taking the shuttle,” said Sheila.
Mitch said, “We’ve got a couple of installs in bumfuck, way up north.”
“Reschedule,” said Sheila. “This is an emergency.”
“What’s up?”
“Gretchen’s been kidnapped in River City. I’m flying our shuttle over there to help search.”
“How can I help?” asked Mitch.
“See if you can borrow a shuttle from the refinery. Jane’s calling her dad now to let him know you’re coming.”
“Will do,” said Mitch.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Sheila had the shuttle so often that Sheila & Stilt built a private shuttle pad in the backyard. The shuttle was parked there more often than not, so it wasn’t unusual that the shuttle was there when Arleen called.
Jane ran home, grabbed her purse, then ran back to the shuttle. Sheila already had the shuttle started and was running thru the preflight check. Jane bolted the hatch and strapped in next to Sheila.
Twin River Valley was the next valley west. It was a short shuttle flight to the fishing resort where Flo and the turkey baster were waiting.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
At the fishing resort, Flo said, “What’s this?”
“It’s my Air Force flight jacket,” said Sheila, “from back on Earth, when I was a teenager.”
Flo said, “Shasta would love to have this. It’s too much. I can’t accept it.”
Shasta was Sheila’s 10 year old daughter, 4 years younger than Flo.
“Don’t worry about Shasta,” said Sheila. “Today, I was in a back closet and this flight jacket sort of leapt out at me. Arleen said that happened about when you found the turkey baster, so maybe it’s a sign Nana wants you to wear it. Here, try it on.”
Flo donned the flight jacket and said, “It fits.”
Flo’s emerald necklace glowed briefly.
“What just happened?” asked Jane.
“Nana Johnson told me to put the turkey baster in an inside pocket of the flight jacket,” said Flo.
Sheila showed Flo how to work the inside pockets. Flo inserted the turkey baster, bulb down. At first, the small end poked Flo in a budding boob, but she was able to adjust it to be comfortable.
Jane said, “Open the coat and show us how it looks.”
Flo opened the jacket wide on one side, showing the inside pocket that contained the turkey baster.
Sheila said, “That’s amazing. It’s like that pocket was specifically designed to carry that turkey baster. And, I got that flight jacket back on Earth, long before I heard about no turkey baster.”
“You didn’t have turkey basters on Earth?” asked Flo.
“Sheila wasn’t much of a cook back then,” said Jane.
“Fuck off, girlfriend,” said Sheila.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Sheila took off straight up, then piloted the shuttle west. River City was 3 valleys to the west of the fishing resort in Twin River Valley. Sheila’s shuttle overflew Farm Valley and Highland Valley.
Sheila got on the radio and said, “We’re approaching River City.”
From the Lucky Lady shuttle, Todd replied, “Head south. Search the side roads south of central trail.”
Flo’s emerald glowed. Flo said, “I’m seeing a maple leaf floating on water.”
Sheila related that to Todd.
Todd said, “There’s a maple grove overhanging a creek near where I buy pot for the casino speakeasy.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
There was a dip where the gravel road went down to a bridge that crossed a creek. Sheila dropped the shuttle quickly and landed on the road, near the bridge.
Jane said, “Damn girl! Don’t you know anything besides straight up and down?”
Flo popped the shuttle hatch and jumped down to the gravel road. She took off running west.
Sheila said, “Follow her and keep your headset on.”
Jane jumped off the shuttle and ran up the rise of the road. She got up top just in time to see Flo veer into the crops on the right side of the road.
Into the headset, Jane said, “She’s in the pot field on the north side of the road.”
“Stay with her,” replied Sheila.
Sheila closed the hatch, then piloted her shuttle straight up again.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The rows were parallel to the road. Flo cut over a few rows, then ran west. Along the way, she damaged countless clumps of buds that were so heavy the top of the plants were bending down.
Flo reached the west edge of the pot field. Across a parking area, Flo could see a big barn. Flo didn’t know it, but the barn was where the farmer hung the harvested pot upside down to increase potency.
A dirty black king cab truck was parked near Flo. The truck was facing north. Thru the truck’s passenger side rear window, Flo could see her mom’s face.
Kidnap coconspirators Bruce and cousin Troy were at the farm to score pot. Bruce was in the barn, doing the deal.
Troy (aka ‘hammer dude’) was outside the truck, on the passenger side. He was bent over the truck, resting his forearms on the hood, aiming a Glock automatic towards the barn. Troy was facing away from Flo.
Flo eased out of the pot field and trotted towards Troy. With 3 final quick steps to increase momentum, Flo launched a ‘foot first’ sideways leap.
Flo planted the sole of a hiking boot sideways across the left rear edge of Troy’s left knee. The kick smashed Troy’s knee into the truck body. Then, for a long, grinding moment, the knee was trapped between Flo’s boot and the truck fender. Tendons and bone snapped.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Troy was laying on his back, in agony. Standing up was impossible. Fighting was impossible.
After opening the king cab’s passenger doors, Flo touched Gretchen’s cheek and said, “I’m here, mom.”
Gretchen opened her eyes, held out a bowl of fruit, and said, “Flo! Eat some oranges. Good girls eat oranges.”
“Mom, you’re loaded,” said Flo. “The oranges are drugged. Here, give me that.”
Flo wrestled the bowl of heavily drugged orange slices away from her mom. Then, Flo walked over to Troy and placed the fruit bowl on his chest.
Troy muttered, “Bitch.”
“See you in hell, lover boy,” replied Flo.
There was no response from Troy. Instead, he grabbed a handful of orange slices and rapidly ate the pulp off of the rind of several slices. Troy knew he would soon be in dreamland.
Flo closed the passenger doors of the king cab truck, then she ran around to the driver’s side.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The king cab belonged to Bruce. The truck had a powerful sound system. Bruce often played his music loud.
Unfortunately for Bruce, his audio volume preference attracted a ‘volume gnome’. This is an invisible creature obsessed with turning up the volume of an audio player.
How do you know when you have a volume gnome in your audio player? Consider Bruce and his girlfriend, for example.
Whenever Bruce gave his girlfriend a ride, the sound system always blared loud music when Bruce started the truck.
Bruce’s girlfriend would usually say, “I can’t believe you listen to your music that loud.”
Bruce would generally answer, “No way I listen to music that loud. Somebody must be coming in here and turning up the volume after I turn off the truck.”
If surprisingly loud music comes blaring at you when you turn on an audio device, that’s how you know you have a ‘volume gnome’.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
After Bruce saw Troy go down, Bruce ran towards his truck. Bruce’s approach was covered by the farmer’s tractor.
When Flo moved to the driver’s side of the truck, she came into range. Bruce fired.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo was touching the metal of the driver’s door when the electronic leads of Bruce’s taser gun embedded themselves in her calf. An electrical charge passed thru Flo and the entire truck frame.
Two things happened. Bruce’s volume gnome relocated to Flo’s portable audio player and Flo collapsed in a heap.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Jane said to Sheila, “I’m at the edge of the pot field.”
“Where’s Flo?” asked Sheila.
“Don’t know,” said Jane. “All I see is a tractor, a barn, and lots of pot plants.”
“No worries,” said Sheila. “I’m tracking a pickup truck that just hauled ass out of that farm. Hang tight. I’ll get you out of there when I can, but first I gotta track this truck.”
“Roger that,” replied Jane.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Farmer Conner swung a machete and chopped thru several pot stalks. The heavily laden plants fell on Jane. She screamed.
Farmer Conner said, “Come on out of there.”
“I’m busted here,” said Jane to Sheila.
When Jane stood up, she saw a pistol in the dirt, a row over from the bare area of the cut. Leaving the pistol in the dirt, Jane exited the pot field with her hands above her head.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Inside the barn, Farmer Conner strapped on Jane’s headset.
“Who’s on this line?” said Farmer Conner.
“Sheila,” came the reply.
“Now hear this, Sheila,” said Farmer Conner, “I want both of your shuttles grounded on my farm for an hour, starting 5 minutes from now. Otherwise, I kill the old woman and sell the teenager to a brothel.”
“Who you calling old?” said Jane.
Sheila said, “How do you know exactly 2 shuttles are up here?”
“The broad with the fat butt gave you up,” said Farmer Conner.
Jane gave the farmer a blistering look that could’ve fried eggs.
Sheila and Todd landed their shuttles in the parking area of Farmer Conner’s barn. Arleen was with Todd.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo, Jane, Sheila, Todd, and Arleen were in Farmer Conner’s barn.
Farmer Conner said, “A big section of my field is fucked. That teenager and the frumpy woman ran thru it.”
Jane said to Sheila, “He’s been insulting me since I got here.”
“You ARE a little frumpy,” said Sheila.
“Eat me.”
“Spread it.”
“You want it too much.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Todd and Farmer Conner were inspecting the pot plants. Todd could see the plants were mature.
Todd said, “Bale it up from here to the creek on this side of the road. I’ll buy the lot for my casino speakeasy.”
Todd and Farmer Conner negotiated a bale price. There was no hanging upside down for potency when you bailed it up in bulk right off of the field, but it was relatively easy for Farmer Conner. It was a shame to let this section of his crop go at bale price, but Farmer Conner had plenty of other product to hang upside down in the barn. He’d have to hire helpers to harvest the rest of the crop anyway, so it helped his cash flow to get a big chunk of money up front, before he had to pay harvest helpers. The harvest helpers always wanted cash and they were scheduled to come soon.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Farmer Conner used newspaper to bundle pot. Thus, it wasn’t surprising there was plenty of newspapers laying around the barn.
Farmer Conner often said, “Fuck those electronic newspapers. Can you wrap pot with virtual web page? I think not. Why would I want that?”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo read the sports section from yesterday’s Yellowtown newspaper. The lead story was, ‘Yellowtown star center Troy Taylor predicts victory in tomorrow’s basketball showdown with Brownsofa College.’
The photo caption showed Flo’s assault victim. Flo showed the color photo to Arleen.
Flo said, “I’m seeing an image of this guy dancing nude and carrying a hammer.”
“Hmm,” said Arleen, “Perhaps that’s hammer dude. It’s hard to tell. He looks different in the photo.”
“Imagine him nude. Should I maybe describe his penis?”
“Don’t go there,” said Arleen.
“Got any money?” asked Flo. “Or did you give it away to all the strippers?”
“I’ve got money, smart ass. Why do you want it?”
“I want to go to Yellow Valley and bet on Brownsofa College to win the game, because star center Troy Taylor won’t be playing basketball tonight, for sure.”
Flo told the story of Troy’s injured knee.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Bruce was driving toward the Taylorburg airport. He was moaning about leaving the pot at Farmer Conner’s farm.
Troy was wasted on the oranges. He didn’t comprehend what Bruce was saying.
Cousin Brian Taylor was the third coconspirator. Brian was waiting in the shuttle, at the Taylorburg airport. The shuttle’s cargo hatch was open and the ramp was down.
The Taylorburg regional airport was a bare bones facility. The airport was southeast of town, surrounded by pot fields.
Bruce turned into the airport and drove toward the rear of Brian’s shuttle. In one swift motion, Bruce drove his king cab truck up the ramp and into the back of Brian’s shuttle.
While Brian secured the ramp and hatch, Bruce secured the truck. Brian piloted the shuttle straight up, then west towards Yellow Valley.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The hour was up. True to his word, Farmer Conner let them leave. Everybody walked outside.
Flo, Arleen, and Sheila boarded Sheila’s shuttle. Jane ran off into the pot field and retrieved the gun. Then, Jane also boarded Sheila’s shuttle. Sheila took off for Yellow Valley.
Todd stayed behind to wait for his weed. Farmer Conner hopped on his tractor and began baling.
While he waited, Todd walked back into the barn and sampled some of the stuff that was hanging upside down to increase potency.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
A tough gang was migrating to Perpetual Twilight. They called themselves ‘Maddox Maimers’. The gang took their name from a street in their old territory, back on Earth.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
A spaceship from Earth arrived in the vicinity of Perpetual Twilight. While orbiting at satellite height, the spaceship launched a shuttle. Every Maddox Maimer was on the shuttle.
After launching the shuttle, the abandoned spaceship collided with a satellite. Following the satellite collision, the spaceship dropped into a decaying orbit.
The good news was that the remainder of the satellites were safe. In the bad news category, the spaceship would eventually strike the planet if the spaceship’s current orbit never changed.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The satellites were jointly owned by Philville Cable TV and Scott’s River City SatPhone company. A computer operator in Philville called Wolf at home.
Wolf used his home computer to see what was going on. When he grasped the gravity of the situation, Wolf emitted his trademark whistle.
Wolf called Stilt and said, “We need to rescue a spaceship in lower orbit. Can Sheila shuttle us up there?”
Stilt said, “Gretchen was kidnapped in River City. Sheila is using the shuttle to search for Gretchen. Try Mitch. He’s supposed to be borrowing a refinery shuttle.”
Wolf said, “Ok, I’ll call Mitch. You call Jake. I’ll meet you and Jake in your backyard.”
Wolf called Mitch and said, “I need you. Where are you?”
“I’m borrowing a shuttle from the refinery,” said Mitch.
“Do you actually have the refinery shuttle?” asked Wolf.
“Yes, I’m firing it up, now.”
“I’ve got a bigger emergency than Gretchen’s kidnapping,” said Wolf. “Pick us up at the shuttle pad in Stilt’s back yard.”
Jake, Wolf, and Stilt rushed to the shuttle pad. Mitch picked them up and quickly re-launched.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Up in lower orbit, Jake, Stilt, and Wolf urgently hacked, but the troubled spaceship was a new generation from Earth. Hacks into known security holes didn’t work.
Mitch paced the spaceship with the shuttle. The outside hatch of spaceship’s landing bay was open. Exhibiting good piloting skills, Mitch landed the refinery shuttle inside the spaceship’s landing bay.
Wolf spacewalked in the landing bay and used a manual lever to close the outside landing bay hatch. Wolf then pressurized the landing bay. Finally, Wolf opened the inside hatch, which led to the spaceship.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Wolf and Stilt ran to the spaceship’s Control Room. Wolf opened every hatch that wouldn’t depressurize the spaceship. Jake wandered quickly through the machine room, then also went the Control Room.
Jake said, “It’s a new Black computer. We need Mike. Maybe he knows a back door password.”
At that moment, a healthy woman walked into the Control Room and said, “Who are you guys?”
“We’re from down on the planet,” said Stilt.
“Who are you?” asked Jake.
“I’m Marcie, the only surviving crew member. They locked me up, but I guess you guys opened the inside hatches because my door suddenly opened, so here I am.”
“Do you know the master password?” asked Wolf.
“No, but I can get it with a backdoor hack,” said Marcie.
Marcie sat down at a terminal and quickly ascertained the master password.
“Cool,” said Jake, appreciating her hacker skills.
Wolf gained control of the spaceship and pulled it up into a higher orbit.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
“What happened here?” asked Stilt.
“Those guys murdered and ate everybody in the crew except me,” said Marcie.
“Who are ‘those guys’?” asked Jake.
“The Maddox Maimers,” replied Marcie. “They’re a tough gang from Earth. They’re not all guys, maybe like 120 guys out of 200.”
“Why didn’t they murder you?” asked Wolf.
Marcie said, “The single guys needed somebody to rape and rape and rape and rape and rape and …”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The Maimer shuttle landed in a vacant field near Brownsofa. The landing site was pre-arranged.
Brownsofa clan boss Vito greeted the Maddox Maimers. An alliance was formed.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Since Perpetual Twilight didn’t rotate, geosynchronous satellites were impossible. Perpetual Twilight’s satellites operated in a chain, passing data from satellite to satellite, and handing off ground links to trailing satellites.
The missing satellite caused a 12 minute gap in coverage. This affected SatPhone usage and cable tv channels. The outage rolled around the planet.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Sal was Scott’s son. Scott was married to Todd’s sister. Thus, Todd was Sal’s uncle.
Sal was Taylor boss in Yellow Valley. Todd called Sal.
Sal answered with, “Hey Todd.”
Todd said, “Hey Sal. We’ve got a problem in Yellowtown.”
“You’re breaking up,” said Sal.
Todd stepped outside, then said, “How’s this now?”
“Better.”
“Sorry,” said Todd, “I’m at a pot farm.”
“Of course you are,” said Sal.
“The farmer made me shut off the shuttle cell tower. I can only imagine how I’m connecting, maybe thru Taylorburg.”
“What can I do you for?” said Sal.
“We need to find a guy named Troy Taylor in Yellowtown.”
“He’ll be playing basketball for Yellowtown College tonight.”
“Not tonight,” said Todd.
No answer.
“I said Troy Taylor won’t be playing tonight!” yelled Todd.
Still no answer. Todd looked at the phone screen. The screen said, ‘Call Dropped - No Satellite’.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Todd’s motto was, ‘when in doubt, smoke pot’. After the dropped SatPhone call, Todd went back in the barn and smoked more of the good stuff that was hanging upside down.
As Todd smoked, a satellite came over the horizon. The Taylorburg cell tower uplink locked onto the satellite, thus resuming long distance coverage for the region that included Todd.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Majorly loaded Todd stumbled outside and called Scott.
Scott answered with, “What do YOU want?”
Todd said, “My SatPhone said there was no satellite.”
“We lost one,” said Scott.
“How do you lose a satellite?” asked Todd.
“A spaceship crashed into it.”
“Bummer.”
“Have you been smoking weed again?” said Scott.
“Well, yes, but I’m always smoking weed.”
“This I know. I thought you were working on that kidnapping thing.”
“We know who did it,” said Todd.
“Who?”
“Troy Taylor.”
“You mean Vinny’s grandson?” said Scott. “That Troy Taylor?”
“Does he play basketball for Yellowtown College?”
“Yes.”
“I should’ve known that something this fucked up would trace back to Vinny’s side of your family.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
During the short hop to Yellow Valley in Sheila’s shuttle, Jane said, “I found a pistol over by where Flo attacked Troy.”
Flo said, “Troy was pointing a pistol at the barn when I hit him with my flying kick.”
Arleen held out a hand and said, “Give it here.”
Jane gave Arleen the pistol. Arleen removed the clip and worked the action. A live round popped up into the air. Arleen caught it on the way down.
Arleen said, “It’s safe now. Pass it around. It’s actually a nice gun, except a little dirty now. See that ornate ‘G’ on the hand grip? It’s a Glock.”
After the girls passed Troy’s Glock around, Arleen stripped the weapon and cleaned it as best she could with her shirttail.
“We’re going to need some gun oil,” declared Arleen.
The shuttle was on autopilot. Sheila brought up a search screen and typed, ‘gun shop Yellowtown’.
Sheila quickly examined the search results, then she said, “Cool. There’s a gun shop in the Yellowtown indoor shopping mall.”
Arleen said, “The mall is a good idea. I need to buy a change of underwear and some casual clothes.”
Jane also quickly voted for the indoor mall.
Flo said, “Mom is probably held captive somewhere in Yellow Valley and you broads want to go shopping?”
“What’s your point?” said Sheila.
“Adults suck,” said Flo, as she fished out her portable audio player.
Flo put her earbuds in her ears and pressed the ‘play’ button on the audio player. Extremely loud music blared into Flo’s ears. Flo screamed and snatched the earbuds out of her ears.
“I never listen to music that loud,” said Flo. “Which one of you jokester adults turned up the sound on my pod?”
Jane said, “Maybe your jokester little brother turned up your sound before we picked you up at the fishing resort.”
Inside Flo’s pod, Bruce’s audio gnome chuckled.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Gretchen was in a room that contained a bed and a toilet. She soon realized the camera was where the kidnappers would see the most when a female used the toilet.
After pulling the top sheet off of the bed, Gretchen stood on the toilet and hung the sheet from the ceiling. This walled off the toilet from prying eyes.
After the sheet was up, Gretchen slithered on her stomach under the sheet, then continued slithering to a hiding spot under the bed.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Brian thought Gretchen was sitting on the toilet, but all the camera could really see was the sheet. After not seeing Gretchen for 40 minutes, Brian decided to go in and tear down the sheet.
Brian waltzed in and crept towards the sheet. Gretchen pushed off the wall and slid out from under the bed on her stomach.
Barefoot Gretchen found a toehold on the floor and sprang up. Sensing motion, Brian turned. Gretchen head-butted Brian’s gonads.
Brian fell back. Gretchen launched a roundhouse low kick that swept behind Brian’s ankles. Brian head clunked a wall. He fell straight down and didn’t get up. Gretchen grabbed an ankle and gave it a vicious twist, just to be sure.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Gretchen crept up the basement stairs. In the kitchen, Bruce was playing with Gretchen’s stiletto.
Gretchen charged. Bruce threw the stiletto.
It took Gretchen years to perfect the art of throwing a stiletto. She figured newbie Bruce couldn’t do it. Luck or skill, the stiletto stuck in Gretchen’s gut.
Gretchen kept coming. Bruce was poorly dressed for a fight, wearing thigh hugging baggies.
Gretchen was soon all over Bruce. Karate blows and a foot sweep put Bruce down.
Bruce laid face down on the floor, showing maroon silk boxers above the baggies. Gretchen stood over her vanquished foe.
With the action done, Gretchen noticed the stiletto dangling from her blouse. She hastily pulled the stiletto free of the material, in the process losing her grip.
The stiletto fell straight down. Bruce grunted. Gretchen looked down. The stiletto had easily pierced the silk boxers and imbedded itself in one of Bruce’s butt cheeks.
“Oopsie,” said Gretchen.
After stripping Bruce of money and weapons, Gretchen wandered out the back door.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Gretchen found an Irish pub named Kelsey’s. She sat at the bar and ordered a mug of Killian’s beer. The bartender placed a mug of reddish looking beer on the bar. Gretchen paid with some of Bruce’s money.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Taylor clan boss Sal and Brownsofa clan boss Vito were having a ‘sit down’ in a booth in Kelsey’s Irish Pub. Vito went to the men’s room.
Three men came in the front door of the restaurant, intent on hitting Sal. Gretchen watched the 3 furtive men fan out near the door. Her gut told her this might be another kidnap attempt, so she drew Bruce’s Glock. Hiding the gun behind her thigh, Gretchen turned off the Glock’s safety.
When the 3 men drew automatic weapons, Gretchen was ready. Gretchen sprayed bullets towards the door, continuing to fire until the Glock clip ran empty. All 3 men dropped dead without firing a shot.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Gretchen laid the smoking gun on the bar, then calmly took a long pull from her Killian’s. Everybody else at the bar quickly vacated to elsewhere.
A man dropped to his knees near Gretchen’s bar stool. He grabbed Gretchen’s feet and kissed her ankles.
Gretchen looked down and said, “Stop that. What are you, a pervert?”
Sal looked up and said, “I give you the Taylor clan kiss of life. You saved my life. My clan owes you a good deed.”
Gretchen drained her beer and belched loudly. Then she said, “Stand up and buy me another beer, mister Taylor clan guy.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
After buying Gretchen another Killian’s, Sal left the bar area for a moment, to look at the dead gunmen. All 3 dead guys had a bicep tat like this: ‘m!m’.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
On the way back to the bar, Sal noticed a large dark spot on Gretchen’s tan blouse.
At the bar again, Sal said, “Your stomach is bleeding.”
Gretchen put her hand under her blouse and touched her abdomen. When she pulled her hand out, the hand was colored a similar hue as her Killian’s beer.
“Damn Irish beer runs right thru you,” said Gretchen.
Then she passed out on the bar.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Gretchen was mixing meds. The alcohol was interacting with downer drugs still in her system from the orange slices.
Paramedics brought Gretchen to the Yellowtown hospital. Troy, Bruce, and Brian were already there.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
At the Yellow Valley spaceport, Sheila parked the shuttle in a guarded revetment. Arleen rented a car. Soon, the Philville females were heading for the Yellowtown indoor shopping mall.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
At the mall, the adults parked moody Flo in a music store. They made arrangements to meet later.
In the music store, Flo’s audio gnome went wild turning up the volume on every device Flo walked near. Finally, the manager insisted that Flo leave.
Out in the mall, Flo was approached by a blonde teenaged boy, who had exited the music store after Flo.
The boy said, “Hi, I saw what happened in there.”
Flo stamped a foot and said, “It’s so unfair! I never touched those boomboxes.”
“I know, I saw. I’m Travis, by the way.”
“I’m Flo.”
A middle aged blonde woman walked up and said, “Hey Travis. Who’s your friend?”
Travis said, “Hey mom. This is Flo.”
“Hi, I’m Trudy,” said the woman.
“Pleased to meet you,” said Flo.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo, Travis, and Trudy were walking the mall together. Flo and Travis were both 14 and they were yacking like long lost friends.
From the other direction came a muscular 19 year old girl, who had 6 earrings in one ear. Earring girl was with a giant man.
Earring girl pointed at Flo’s leather Air Force flight jacket and said, “Give it up, princess.”
“Say what?” replied Flo.
“I want your jacket.”
“Tough titty.”
Using her right hand, Earring girl opened a switchblade and slashed, all in one motion. ‘Swish’ went the knife, as it arced towards Flo.
Younger yet taller Flo responded with a 1-2, blocking left then punching right. Flo blocked the knife with her leather-clad left arm. After scraping Flo’s leather jacket, the switchblade clattered to the floor. Moments later, the heal of Flo’s right palm connected with earring girl’s pierced nose. Blood splattered out of the nose.
Earring girl’s male companion drew an automatic. Travis rushed the guy and pushed the gun arm. A shot rang out.
Flo hugged earring girl, then fell backwards, dragging earring girl down. Flo’s butt landed on the switchblade.
Earring girl gouged at Flo’s eyes. Flo grabbed the knife, then thrust it several times into the older girl’s back.
Looked sideways from under earring girl, Flo could see a huge man choking Travis. Flo pushed off and stood up.
In 2 steps, Flo was directly behind the monster man. Flo grabbed some hair and pulled the man’s head back. Then, she used the switchblade to slash the front of the choker’s neck.
Blood spurted from the man’s deep neck wound. Flo’s hand, the knife, and Travis were instantly drenched in blood.
After quickly releasing Travis, the monster man turned and threw a right handed uppercut that connected under Flo’s chin. Flo’s mouth snapped shut and she collapsed.
The monster man was the last one standing, but not for long. As he stared down at lifeless earring girl, the last of his blood sprayed from his throat.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo came to. She stood up and surveyed the scene.
The big man was sprawled on top of earring girl. They were both bloody. They looked very dead.
Travis was kneeling next to his mom, giving CPR. Blood was everywhere, especially on Travis. Blonde Travis had copper colored hair.
A mall guard pulled Travis away. The guard then dropped to his knees and resumed CPR.
With tears in his eyes, Travis walked toward Flo, knelt on the floor, and kissed Flo’s ankles.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Arleen, Sheila, and Jane heard the commotion and rushed to the scene. Flo ran to them.
“It was SO cool,” gushed Flo. “Travis kissed my ankles.”
“Who’s Travis?” asked Sheila.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Travis called Sal and said, “I killed mom.”
“Tell me more,” replied Sal.
Travis sobbed through the story.
Sal said, “Today you are a man. Taylor men don’t cry about stray bullets. Wait for me. I’m coming.”
On the way to the mall, Sal cried for his dead wife.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
At the mall, the cops weren’t done with Flo and Travis yet, so Sal wound up talking to Arleen to get the details of what happened. Arleen was relating what Flo said before the cops showed up.
Sal’s SatPhone rang. The caller-id said, ‘Todd’.
Sal answered with, “I’m busy now Todd.”
Todd said, “Sorry.” Then he hung up.
Moments later, Arleen’s SatPhone rang. The caller-id said, ‘Todd’.
Arleen answered with, “Hey Todd. Did you just call a guy named Sal?”
Todd said, “Yes, but he blew me off.”
“Sal’s with me,” said Arleen.
“I’m surprised you know each other,” said Todd.
“I just met him,” said Arleen.
“Sal is my nephew,” said Todd.
“Why did you call?” asked Arleen.
“Troy Taylor is Vinny’s grandson,” said Todd.
“Who’s Vinny?” said Arleen.
No answer.
“I said who’s Vinny!” shouted Arleen.
Still no answer. Arleen looked at the phone screen. The screen said, ‘Call Dropped - No Satellite’.
Sal said, “Vinny is my father’s brother. Were you just talking to uncle Todd?”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Back in Philville, Mike’s phone rang. The caller-id said, ‘ytown hosp’.
Mike answered with, “This is Mike.”
A female voice said, “We have your wife.”
Mike said, “Anything you want, I’ll pay it. Just please don’t hurt her.”
“Sir, this is the Yellowtown Hospital. Your wife is in surgery for a stomach wound. Regarding paying, her insurance policy number would suffice for now.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Mike called Sheila.
Sheila walked over to Arleen and said, “Gretchen is in the Yellowtown hospital with a stomach wound.”
Sal said, “Just before I came here, I met a woman with a stomach wound.”
“No way,” said Arleen.
Sal told the story about the foiled hit at Kelsey’s Irish Pub.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Jake called wife Jane.
Jane answered with, “Hey dude. What’s up?”
“Me actually,” said Jake. Then, he told Jane the news about the spaceship he helped rescue.
Jake talked rapidly. Jane took notes.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
A Yellowtown cop asked Sal to come over and look at the dead perpetrators. Arleen and Sheila tagged along.
The dead couple had identical tattoos, which read, ‘m!m’.
The cop said, “Could be a gang tattoo, but I’ve never seen one like it.”
Sal said, “I just saw it on the 3 dead guys at Kelsey’s.”
“I heard about that on the radio,” said the cop.
Arleen and Sheila looked at the dead couple and tried to imagine Flo doing this. Jane walked up with a pad of paper in her hand.
Sheila said, “What you got there?”
Jane said, “Jake just called and said there’s a tough new gang that just landed on our planet. They all wear a distinctive arm tattoo. Here’s the info …”
Jane turned her notes for everybody to see. Jane’s notes said:
gang name
Maddox Maimers
# of Maimers
200
tattoo
m!m
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo, Sheila, Jane, and Arleen went to Yellowtown Hospital.
Gretchen’s Doctor said, “The weapon glanced off of that emerald she wore suspended from her navel. The wound isn’t as deep as it would’ve been.”
“Thank you, Doctor,” replied Flo.
“Here, take it,” said the doctor. He reached in his lab coat, then extracted the emerald and associated chains. He gave it all to Flo.
“Where’s mom?”
“Sleeping in the recovery room.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo wandered the hospital halls aimlessly.
Nurse Nancy asked, “Can I help you?”
“I’m here for Kristen Taylor.”
“Are you family?”
“A voice in my head says I’m her donor,” said Flo.
“The odds are astronomical against you being a matching donor for Kristen Taylor, but I can arrange a test if you like.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Sheila, Arleen, and Jane were eating in the hospital cafeteria. An older man approached.
The man said, “Hi. I’m Vinny. May I join you?”
“Sure,” said Arleen.
Vinny sat, then said, “My grandsons are knuckleheads. I’m sorry about all this kidnapping stuff.”
Sheila said, “It sounds like your boys got the worst of it.”
“They got what they deserved,” said Vinny.
“What was the motivation for the kidnapping?” asked Arleen.
There was a long awkward pause. Finally, Vinny said, “It’s all about Kristen. She’s Troy’s sister. Kristen is a beautiful girl, but now she has a disease that can only be cured with a bone marrow transplant. We tested several family members, but none of them were a donor match.”
“How does this involve Gretchen?” asked Jane.
“Gretchen is my biological daughter,” said Vinny. “I was wild when I was young. I’m not proud of it, but I drugged and raped a Johnson woman named Misty. That was Gretchen’s conception.”
Sheila said, “This story is familiar.”
Arleen said, “This came up at a bonfire party at mom’s house like a dozen years ago.”
“Right,” said Jane. “The party after the Philville riot.”
Vinny said, “Thank you for not judging me, but of course I’m the infamous Vinny, the Taylor fuckup. Now they’re saying I led Troy astray. Kristen’s dad was opposed to testing Gretchen, but I thought it couldn’t hurt. I tried to get up the nerve to call Gretchen myself, but finally I just got drunk and told Troy about his mother’s half-sister in Philville. I thought Troy would just call Gretchen and ask her to do a donor match test. I didn’t know Troy would kidnap your friend, I swear.”
At that moment, nurse Nancy walked up to the table and said, “Excuse me. Are you the women from Philville?”
“Yes,” said Arleen.
“Flo is going into surgery now,” said Nancy.
Jane gasped, then said, “Why? What’s happened?”
“Flo volunteered to donate for Kristen Taylor,” said the nurse, “and it turns out Flo is a perfect donor match for Kristen. I called Flo’s father in Philville and he okayed the procedure. He asked me to find you and let you know.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Troy Taylor missed the basketball game. Brownsofa College trounced Yellowtown.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The next day, Gretchen was awake. For a second day in a row, she was groggy on drugs, this time official hospital meds.
Flo took Gretchen’s emerald out of her pocket and said, “The doctor told me this thing saved you from serious injury. If you look close, you can see where the stiletto scratched the stone.”
Flo gave the stone to her mom. At the moment of transfer, the emerald glowed.
“What just happened?” asked Flo.
“Nana told me your father was shagging a screamer when I was getting kidnapped.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Flo was still visiting her mom when Sal and Trevor walked into Gretchen’s hospital room. Flo walked up to Trevor and gave him a long hug.
“Sorry about your mom,” said Flo.
“Thanks,” said Trevor.
“I should’ve given up the coat,” said Flo.
“Nobody’s fault,” said Trevor.
Sal said, “Trev, why don’t take Flo down to the cafeteria. I need to talk to Flo’s mom.”
Trevor turned to Flo and asked, “Would you like to go there with me?”
“Sure,” said Flo.
The teenagers left the room.
Sal said, “Trev likes Flo.”
Gretchen said, “Trev knows they’re like 4th cousins or something, right?”
“He knows that,” said Sal. “It’s not sexual. Trev just needs a friend right now, with Trudy dying like that.”
“Sorry about your wife.”
“I’m sad about her, for sure.”
Gretchen said, “Go home Sal. Mourn for Trudy.”
Sal said, “I’ll mourn Trudy when the last Maddox Maimer is in his grave. Right now, I want perpetual revenge against the Maimers. Will you help me?”
“If you want a shitload of Johnson soldiers, talk to Arleen. Her mom is a Johnson elder.”
“You’re proposing an alliance between Taylors and Johnsons?” said Sal, as if the idea was abhorrent.
“Well, yes,” said Gretchen. “Todd is married to Shar and Shar is a Johnson. Why not?”
“Todd is a lousy role model.”
“I heard he occasionally smokes pot.”
“Dude needs rehab,” said Sal.
“Pot seems so innocuous. It’s hard to imagine somebody needing pot rehab.”
“Enough about Todd. I’m here to offer you a job.”
“I have a life in Philville,” said Gretchen.
“I’m sensing your life in Philville sucks.”
“Is it so obvious?”
“I know you go to male strip shows in River City,” said Sal.
“My husband is cheating on me.”
“So, stay here.”
“And do what?”
“I want you to be Madam of my bordello.”
Gretchen laughed so hard she popped a stitch and started bleeding.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
“I’ll get a doctor,” said Sal.
“No wait,” said Gretchen. “It’s nothing. Tell me why you want me to be Madam.”
“In addition to being my wife, Trudy was also Madam of the Taylor bordello. Trudy was tough. The bordello girls didn’t give her any shit. I need another tough Madam, pronto. Everybody knows you kicked the snot out of Brian and Bruce and shot 3 guys dead without blinking an eye. The bordello girls won’t give you shit, for sure.”
“Ok, I’ll do it. Now, get me a doctor, this hurts like hell.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Trevor and Flo were in the cafeteria. Nurse Nancy approached.
“Hey Flo,” said Nancy.
“Oh hi,” said Flo. “Nancy, this is Trev.”
Trevor stood politely and said, “Hey Nancy.”
“Hey Trev,” said Nancy. “Look, do you mind …”
Nancy fished in her purse and came out with a big bill.
Smiling, Nancy said, “The hummingbird cake is really good here. I’m buying us all a piece of cake and some oj. Trev, would please go get it?”
“Sure,” said Trevor. He took Nancy’s money and walked towards the alcove where they sold the food.
When Trevor was out of ear shot, Nancy said, “I’ll get right to it. The girls are saying that voice in your head is a spirit attached to a turkey baster that never fails to induce pregnancy. So, I was thinking, if you really have the turkey baster, perhaps you could help me. I’m like in my mid-20’s, but my husband is older. We’ve been trying to get pregnant, but my husband has a low sperm count, and it’s not happening. He knows it could never be his sperm if I got pregnant and he’s ok with that. We just want a baby. Can you help?”
Flo’s emerald necklace glowed briefly.
Nancy asked, “What just happened?”
Flo told her what Nana Johnson said. Nancy agreed to Nana’s donor selection.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Trevor came back with 3 slices of hummingbird cake and 3 little cartons of oj. Nancy waved off the change and the money quickly disappeared in Trevor’s pocket.
Flo took a bite of her cake and said, “This is like an orgasm.”
“Told you it was good,” said Nancy.
Trevor tried a bite, then said, “Mmm, it’s good.”
Trevor drank some oj.
Flo said, “Doesn’t it make you want to choke the chicken, Trev?”
Trevor exhaled oj thru his nose and commenced to coughing.
Finally, Trevor said, “Ok, what’s going on, here?”
Flo took the turkey baster out of her coat and placed the baster on the table.
Flo said, “Nancy wants to get pregnant and us girls have selected you as the donor. I need you to masturbate for the turkey baster.”
Trevor thought a moment, then said, “I’ll do it if you strip nude.”
Flo said, “I’ll strip to my panties. That’s as far as I’ll go.”
“That should do it,” said Trevor.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
After ushering Trevor and Flo into an empty hospital room, Nancy stood outside and guarded the door.
True to her promise, Flo stripped to her panties. When it looked like Trevor was prolonging it for self gratification, Flo took matters into her own hands. As she performed the manual labor, Flo was thinking, ‘there’s only one way to do this, how difficult could it be to trigger the desired result?’
Flo was amazed when Trevor told her she wasn’t doing it right. “You’re not supposed to actually choke it,” he said. “Think of it as a penis massage.”
Flo did better after that. Trevor was back to seemingly enjoying it a bit to much.
Flo wondered how she’d know when the end was near. Instinctively, she heeded a barely perceptible warning and managed to position the sterile cup in place just in time.
Trevor quickly dressed, then went out to guard the door for Nancy and Flo. Nana Johnson told Flo what to do. The turkey baster successfully impregnated Nancy with Trevor’s sperm.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Back in Philville, Mike was again in bed with screamer Mona. They were done with actual sex for the moment. Mike’s ears were still ringing from Mona’s latest screaming orgasm.
Mike’s SatPhone rang. The caller-id said, ‘Flo’.
Mike answered with, “Hey Flo.”
“Mom’s going to be a pimp,” sobbed Flo, “and it’s all your fault.”
@#@#@#@#@#@#
In Yellowtown, Trudy’s wake morphed into a wild ‘bury the hatchet’ party. Together, Flo and Troy dropped an old hatchet into a hole. Arleen and Sal filled the hole with dirt. The Taylor/Johnson feud was declared officially ended. The party was on!
@#@#@#@#@#@#
The end.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Thank you for reading Perpetual Revenge.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
It’s ‘the end’ for now, but…
What will happen regarding Sal’s desire for perpetual revenge on the 195 Maddox Maimers still alive?
Will the turkey baster impregnate another fertile female?
Will the audio gnome continue to annoy Flo?
Will Todd go to rehab?
Will Mike take up with another woman with a different abnormal sexual trait?
Look for more Perpetual Twilight adventures to get the answers to these and other pithy questions.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
If you like this story, check my website at http://www.perpetualtwilight.com/ for info about other adventures involving the planet named ‘Perpetual Twilight’.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
To date, the Perpetual Twilight saga includes:
Perpetual Twilight - original eBook
Perpetual Revenge - eBook short - sequel to Perpetual Twilight
@#@#@#@#@#@#
Enhanced karma is bestowed upon those who adorn my eBook web pages with favorable reviews. On the web page where you downloaded my eBook, please attach a review with a plethora of stars.
@#@#@#@#@#@#
thx
Darryl Hicks