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Prologue

 


I don’t know if any of you read the first
manuscript that I found on earth and for those who didn’t this will
be new and for those who did it will be a refresher.

 


The characters in these manuscripts once
lived in several different dimensions but were all sent to the same
Hell. When the spew came they were all spewed to the same
dimension. Unless I find more manuscripts to supplement the ten
that I have I can’t tell you about the other dimensions. I’m still
looking.

 


Earth is a wasteland where only the hardcore
adventurous souls roam, like me, searching for things from the
past. Some of us are not even sure what we are looking for. The
search is not in the finding of something but the search for it.
Someone recorded all of these adventures and I just happened to
find them. If you enjoy this book then you can thank that nameless
person for taking the time to put it on paper. From what I’ve read
from the ten manuscripts I found, there wasn’t hardly any time to
do much writing. All the time was spent on surviving.

 


The book I’m going to pass on to you was one
that I found in an old juke joint that had seen better days. There
were ten volumes in the series and each one dealt with a different
group. The volumes were in an indestructible container wrapped in
waterproof material. I don’t know who put all the stories in one
package because they were written by ten different people. Each
group had their own story. All I’ve done is put them more or less
in my own words.

 


Basically God got fed up with always dealing
with the evil and sent his people, most of them, to another planet
far, far away.

 


In the first book, Riders of the Spew, I
listed all the characters so you would know who they were and could
refer back to them if need be. I don’t think I will do it here.
After you read both books you can decide which you would like.

 


There is one other thing you should know.
After God delivered his people to some unknown planet the Devil,
with no one to corrupt, went on vacation to outer space and never
returned. Before he left he spewed all of his hordes out of hell
and to the surface of earth. After reading this book I’m not really
sure how all of that went down.

 


From here on I’ll let you read the story as
it was written. Enjoy.

 


I call myself The Scavenger and I’m an earth
historian.


Chapter 1

In the Beginning

 


Sam wasn’t always dead, once he lived. When
he died he was sent to hell and became one of the devil’s pawns.
After years of service he was given some time off for rest and
recreation. Hundreds of years passed and then someone became angry
with all of them. It seems it was time for him to return to the
surface with the others.

 


The earth spewed forth volcanic bile from the
stomach of the demonic retreat where he was resting. He was a part
of that spew. No more rest for him. He is now one of hell’s
rejects. Heaven doesn’t want him and hell just threw him out. Go
with him as he travels this vast wasteland in search of a
better…well who cares what. Just make sure you don’t miss any of
his and his friends venture into the unknown wasteland.

 


When Sam went on his sabbatical deep down to
earth’s demonic retreat for the deserving, his plans were to stay
there for one year and return to wreak havoc on the innocent. At
that time earth was young, only a few million or so years old. He
got tangled up with some fun loving devilettes, one in particular,
and time flew. Now earth is past her prime and the Devil decided he
was having too much fun for too long so here he is.

 


Before he was given the boot he found out
that there were no good people on earth anymore. They have all gone
into space to other, more tranquil, planets. If any are left on
earth they are in hiding.

 


From what he heard through the hellvine the
devil spit all the demons and hell trash to the earth’s surface and
left them to their own immoral vices He has taken a sabbatical
himself, but not anywhere near earth. The rumor is that he is going
to give everyone a few hundred years to themselves and see where it
leads.

 


If you are to follow Sam’s story you will
need to know a little about him. To start with, as you already
know, you can call him Sam. No it’s not short for Samuel or
anything like that. It’s just Sam. Way back when he was alive he
was a ruggedly handsome, 6’4” package of dynamite. His black wavy
hair and steel blue eyes had the women constantly fawning over him.
It didn’t hurt that he was fast with a gun and made his living as a
gunfighter in the old west when it was wild. He was fast, mean and
thought he would live forever.

 


He had gotten quite a reputation when it all
ended. One of his many women friends was the jealous type. One
night while he was sleeping on his back she eased out of bed
without waking him. She went to the wash basin, picked up his
straight razor, bent over him and ran it from the corner of his
left eye down past his ear through his jugular and on around his
throat until she came to his other ear. In other words she ended
his life by cutting his throat. He now carries the scars from that
cut and it might be the reason for his gravelly voice. Maybe his
vocal cords were nicked. His voice didn’t sound like that before.
He doesn’t know why his hair isn’t still wavy but he does know why
it is long. He hates getting a hair cut. He never lets a barber
shave him since the deal with the straight razor.

 


From what Sam can figure out everyone was
spewed to different locations because he was the only one here on
this hot asphalt highway. It’s really no longer a highway but is
now full of holes and over-grown with weeds. You would think with
all he had done for the Devil he would have given him some
transportation when he set him down. The Devil didn’t show much
gratitude for all his hard work.

 


He was lucky he still had his fedora to keep
the sun out of his eyes and the twin 9mm pistols to protect him.
Okay, he knows what you’re thinking. He should have had a big
cowboy hat and six-shooters if he had been a gunslinger in the old
west. The truth is he traded them to some fellows that had lived
further up the time line and collected such things. He liked the
pistols better than the revolvers and thinks he looks more debonair
in the fedora than the cowboy hat. He is so conceited. While he was
trading off everything from his past life he traded his bowie knife
for a USN Kabar. He still wears jeans and shirts with snaps. He
doesn’t wear cowboy boots but instead he wears rugged leather boots
that the hardcore Harley riders wear. They do so much more for his
appearance…so he thinks.

 


He did manage to escape hell with a backpack.
He was always ready. He might be a lot of things but he is not
stupid. For some reason he knew the day would come when he would
need to make a fast exit. He thought it would be him making the
exit with some devilette’s husband or boyfriend right behind him.
He wasn’t planning on being thrown out. Anyway it worked out the
same. He kept a backpack with a few items packed that might help
his survival. They all were given a three minute notice before
being kicked topside. He grabbed his backpack, his duster
coat—which he kept from the old days—and his MP5/10 submachine gun.
He always wore his hat, guns, knife and the scarf he wears to help
hide the scar. His time was up and here he is.

 


He saw a speck on the horizon. It looked like
a vehicle coming at top speed. Traveling at that speed Sam wondered
how it’s being held together. He watched as it got bigger and
turned into a pickup truck. That truck had once been called a Model
A. It was kicking up rocks and dust but was managing to stay ahead
of its melee.

 


It didn’t look like it was going to stop but
run right over him. Sam knows you shoot first and ask questions
later but he didn’t know he would be a target before he had time to
evaluate the situation. He swung his submachine gun up and fired. A
three round burst peppered the front of the truck. He managed to
cream one headlight and shatter the windshield before leaping for
the ditch. His clean dry black leather boots soaked up half the
water that lay at its bottom.

As he was landing in the ditch the rust and
blue truck skidded sideways as the driver slammed on the brakes.
The front bumper was looking him dead in the eyes. He began to
wonder if the driver was going to take his head off with it. Which
way to jump would be the next decision he made. It would be hard to
move in this ditch. The water was up to his knees now as he sunk
into the mud and sludge. He heard the door open and saw the driver
get out and point a pistol at him.

 


Another demon, he supposed the world was full
of them now, stood snarling at him. Her long red hair cascaded down
and over her beautiful shoulders. Her low rise apple green jeans,
with a touch of spandex added, matched her jade green eyes. The
space between the hip hugging pants and the matching skimpy blouse
showed her dark tanned skin. The gold ring in her navel glittered
as the sun bounced off it. He couldn’t see all of them right now
but just before they were zapped topside he saw her with a
backpack, shotgun, knife and two pistols. He doesn’t know what else
she had that he didn’t see. Without saying a word she raised her
9mm pistol and fired. He felt the sting as the bullet took a notch
out of his ear. Another scar he thought.

 


“Sam Sinner you get your sorry ass up out of
that water. You don’t want to become addicted to water. You can use
branch water for chasing your whiskey and taking a bath every great
once in a while. Other than that it’s good for nothing except
cooking.”

He knows this beautiful woman better than he
knows himself. She has been his champion, lover and nurse for the
past two hundred years. To his despair he thought he had seen the
last of her when they got separated during the spew. She stood
staring at him like he was a ghost.

 


She cocked her black fedora on the back of
her head and holstered the 9mm pistol on her left hip. On her right
hip was a holstered 12 gauge sawed off pump shotgun with a 10”
barrel. It held three rounds in the magazine plus one in the
barrel. All her shells were 00 buckshot. She was fast on the draw
and always hit what she shot at. She is not as fast as he is but
her aim is as good. She was his best and only pupil. As the old
saying goes he taught her everything she knows but not everything
he knows. He wanted all her shooting irons to be 9mm so they
wouldn’t have to carry different types of ammo. She said she had to
have the shotgun. Who was he to argue with such a beautiful women.
She has him wrapped around her little finger.

 


She was the one that found the armories, on
one of her many excursions topside. They held more ammunition and
weapons than the two of them could use in their long lifetime. The
good part was the armories were buried and well hidden. One of
those armories was where she found the shotgun and the hip holster
for it. The holster was made from ballistic nylon with an elastic
leg tie down band so it would flex when she was walking. Built in
on the outside were four cartridge pouches for extra shells.

 


“Why are you shooting me? You must like my
face being scarred. That hunk you just took from my ear might cause
my hearing to go bad.”

 


“Get real. I only grazed your ear. It is
barely bleeding. Give me your hand and I’ll help you out of
there.”

 


He sat on the tailgate which had fallen down
and looked at his wet boots. They made his feet uncomfortable but
he knew if he took them off to dry he would never get them back on.
They liked to shrink when drying without a foot in them. “How did
you get here so fast? I just arrived and looked around and there
you came.”

 


“I must have gotten here before you. I found
this truck outside a gas station and honky tonk. The owner got mad
when I told him I needed it to find a friend. He drew a gun on me.
I took the gun from him and before I killed him I made him put his
last can of gas in the tank. He told me gas was almost impossible
to get now.”

 


“Are you going to change your name again or
should I keep calling you Red?”

“I’m keeping this name forever. You can call
me Red, Demonette or Ms. Red. If you would like to stretch it out
you can call me Ms. Demonette Red. I would rather you still just
call me Red.”

 


“Well Red what are our saddles doing in the
back of this truck?”

 


“I didn’t want to leave them with our mounts
which I left back up the road.”

 


“What are your plans now that we no longer
have anything we want at our beck and call? Sam stood, put his
hands under each of her armpits and lifted her to sit on the
tailgate. He spread her legs and stood between them. “I’m hoping
whatever they are you included me in them.” He gave her a gentle
kiss on her full red lips.

 


“What was that for?”

 


“That was for coming back to look for me. I
didn’t think I’d ever see you again. Do you have a cigarette?”

 


“That was what that was for. You didn’t bring
cigarettes with you?”

 


“No I was lucky I got away with the tools of
my trade.”

 


She threw her arms around his neck and put a
juicy kiss full on his lips. “Move so I can get to the cab. I
brought you some cigarettes and myself some cigarillos. I knew
you’re always disorganized.” She opened the door and pushed the
cigarette lighter hard into its socket.

That must be an upgrade because Sam had never
seen a cigarette lighter in a Model A. She took out one of her
cigarillos and a pack of cigarettes for him. She waited until the
lighter popped out and lit his cigarette. She handed it to him and
then lit her smoke. She inhaled a deep drag and blew it toward the
clouds that were starting to darken the sky.

 


“I don’t see how you smoke those things. They
are way too strong and if you weren’t already dead they would kill
you.” He took a drag of his own killer and watched her bend over to
pick up a pendant with an engraved human skull on it.

 


She looked at it and then at her belt
buckles. She wore belts that crisscrossed. “Would you look at that?
This matches my belt buckles. What are the odds of that? Do you
have something I can use as a string so I can wear it around my
neck?”

 


“No, stick it in your pocket and we’ll find
something later.”

 


Demonette bent over again to see if there
might be something else in the small pile of goodies she could use.
“It looks like someone lost a purse or container a long time ago
and it has disintegrated and left this little pile.” Just as she
went to straighten up a bullet whizzed past her head and a loud
bang sounded. She hit the ground rolling with Sam right on top of
her.

 


“Did you see anything?” he asked.

 


“The shot came from those trees to the west
of us, on the other side of that pasture.” Demonette answered.

 


“This really ticks me off. I’ve been here
only a few minutes and someone is trying to kill me. The worst part
is I didn’t finish my cigarette.” He spit the tobacco from his
mouth where half his cigarette landed.

 


“Now is when I need a rifle instead of this
shotgun.” Demonette’s hand came up and wiped her face. She looked
at the grease she had gotten from the rear wheel she was behind. “I
thought for a second I was bleeding black blood. Let’s get this
over with. I have Devil and Angel hid out up the road and I don’t
know how long they will stay before leaving if we don’t get back.”
She looked at him and he knew it was up to him take care of this
distraction.

 


He used his sharp eyesight to pinpoint the
thing shooting at them. The evil powers had not given him
superhuman senses but did give him immortality. The immortality had
drawbacks. If he was killed it took a week for him to be fully
restored. Demonette had immortality also. Let’s face the truth
here. Everyone that had been in hell has immortality with the same
restrictions. Everyone was given one power in addition to
immortality. Red’s power was that of a healer. If someone was hurt
or ailing she could lay hands on them and they would be healed. Her
healing power included rejuvenation of any body parts she lost,
except her head. Anyone losing their head was gone forever.

 


“I see them. Why do they always run in groups
of three? It is a group of those mutated wolves. They are always
two males and one female. I think if I can kill the alpha male the
other two will skedaddle.” He brought his submachine gun up and
waited. The maximum range for this thing was only a little over 650
feet. They were in range now but he wanted to be sure. He watched
as they crawled on their bellies through the tall grass. He slowly
squeezed the trigger and a three round burst of bullets sped toward
their target. The alpha male leaped high into the air, his finger
frozen on the trigger of his rifle. The rounds from his gun ripped
into the other two wolves.

 


Sam, followed by Red, ran to where they lay
on the ground. Red had her shotgun drawn and at the ready. There
was no need, all three wolves lay dead. “Do you see anything of
theirs we can use?” he asked.

 


Demonette reached down and slipped the thong
from around the female’s neck. It held a pendant that she removed
and tossed into the weeds. She threaded the pendant she had found
and hung it over her neck. “We better go now.”


Chapter 2

The New World

 


“There they are being attacked by those two
red hell demons.” Demonette pushed the gas pedal to the floor
board. The truck leaped forward gaining speed. Without even slowing
she slammed into the two demons. One came up through the busted
windshield causing glass to scatter in all directions. Pieces of
glass stuck out of the demon’s red flesh. The other demon was under
the truck and two of the wheels bounced over him.

 


The truck came to a stop in front of Devil
and Angel. Sam jumped out of the truck and ran to his black mutated
rat he called Devil. Devil was bigger than a regular horse—maybe
the size of a Clydesdale—and had a red hell demon in his mouth
chewing on it. Sam could hear the crunch as the bones broke when
Devil closed down with his powerful jaw. “I don’t think that demon
will be coming back to life any time soon.”

 


Red had her knife out hacking at another hell
demon trying to cut its head off. She wanted to make sure they
never returned. She considered it as a form of thinning out earth’s
population. No one wants earth to become overpopulated again. She
tried to get out of the way but the demon’s claw racked down the
side of her face, taking one of her ears with it. She reached to
her boot and pulled out the long stiletto she kept there. She
slashed at the demon’s face with her knife while driving the
stiletto into its heart. The demon fell to the ground. Making sure
she wouldn’t be attacked by another one she took time to behead
it.

 


Sam was having his hands full with Devil. The
big rat had finished with the demon and was drooling spit on him as
he licked Sam’s face like a faithful dog. Too many years ago to
count they had picked these two from a litter one of the hell
demons owned and raise them as they would have their children if
they had any. They had started training them as soon as they opened
their eyes. Once they were trained as a mount they had gotten rid
of their horses. Not only could they ride them but during a fight
they were irreplaceable. They were trained as a war rat and were
more vicious than any horse Sam had ever seen.

 


Red pushed at Angel, her white rat, to keep
her from licking the side of her face where she had lost her ear.
Angel was the same size as Devil. She laid her hand on the side of
her face and used her power to heal her face and replace her ear.
“It looks like we won’t have to feed the children for some time
now,” she said watching Sam take the heads from the demons
bodies.

 


“I think the world is falling apart. I just
hope all the innocent people were able to leave the planet. I would
sure hate to have anything innocent on my conscience,” he
laughed.

 


“I’m sure you’ll have no problem with that.
You haven’t had a conscience since I’ve known you.”

 


Red went back to the truck where she had left
her backpack and came back with two large pieces of cheese. Both
the rats had their tongues hanging out with spit dripping from
them. They used their heads to nudge her until she gave in and gave
one hunk to each.

 


Both pets had a small hump on their backs
starting at the spot where the neck ended. Their hair was extremely
short and never needed trimming. The two outside eyes on each were
jade green. The center eye, which was in the middle but slightly
higher than the other two, was ruby red. They were always glowing.
Sam knew the two outside eyes were for seeing but hadn’t figured
out what the center eye was used for. They had two short upright
ears and a long sharp barbed tails that dragged the ground unless
held upright. The tails were in themselves killing instruments.
Their front teeth were long and sharp, made for piercing and
ripping. Their back teeth were made for grinding. All four of their
paws had large sharp claws that were retractable.

 


“How far is it to the gas station where the
man gave you this truck?”

 


“The place would be just up the road from
here. I drove slowly so Angel and Devil would have no trouble
keeping up. When I got here with all these trees so they would have
shade I told them to wait for me.”

 


“How were you able to bring them with you
when we were kicked out?”

 


“I can’t tell you all my secrets.”

 


“Well I’m just glad you found a way
regardless of what way that was.”

 


“We’ll have to leave the truck here. It is
almost out of gas and I don’t know where to get any right now.”
Angel’s head was nudging Red in the stomach so she rubbed on one of
her short ears. Angel loved to have her ears rubbed.

 


Sam climbed into the back of the pickup and
reached a hand to help Red up. They both whistled their mounts.
Devil came on the side where Sam stood holding the saddle and Angel
went to the side where Red stood. Standing high like this made it a
little easier to saddle the rats. He looked over at Red and
grinned. “Our life in this new world is on its way.”

 


They pulled up in front of the honky tonk
that displayed a big sign that read Rowdy Friends Juke Joint. They
dismounted and unsaddled the rats. They removed the reins so they
could roll in the dirt and be free to move about without getting
tangled.

 


“It’s about time you got here. I knew if I
waited in front of a juke joint you both would, sooner or later,
show up.”

 


Sam just stared. “I can’t believe you made
it. I figured you would be left to burn or you went with the Devil
on his vacation off world.”

 


Red looked at the five hundred pound Gryphon
lying flat on the boardwalk next to the saloon. When he rose to his
feet his size became apparent. He stood ten feet high at the top of
his shoulders. His front half was an eagle and his rear half was a
lion. He was fifteen feet long not including his extended tail.
“I’m going to give you fair warning. If you start getting us into
more trouble than we can handle I will personally blow you away
with my shotgun. Then I will slowly roast you over an open fire and
feed you to Angel. Do you understand me?”

 


He reached one talon up, slipped the bead
down on the leather thong under his neck and removed his straw
cowboy hat. “Yes ma’am I surely do. I really don’t think I can get
you into any trouble you can’t get out of. I haven’t so far…have
I?” Niffirg cocked his head, with the tufts of feathers on each
side looking like the devil’s own horns, and stared at her. His
violet colored eyes glowed as if they had flames in back of them.
He ruffled his gray feathers and shook himself.

 


“What do you thank Sam? Should we let him
join our little group or feed him to the pets for lunch?”

 


“We do go back a long way and most of the
time he is trustworthy so I vote yes to him going with us.”

 


“Let’s go drink to that,” Niffirg said using
one of his long talons to scratch behind one of his small ears.
“These fleas are killing me.” He put his hat back on and pushed the
bead up to his neck. He used the thong from the hat to keep it from
coming off when he was flying.

 


Angel stretched her neck so her head was
level with his eyes and ran her long tongue under his neck. He
jumped back just in case she was hungry enough to forget that they
were friends.

 


“You’re lucky she just had lunch before we
came here,” Red said.

 


“She’s the one that is lucky. It takes a lot
of meat to keep my weight up,” he responded.

 


They didn’t bother tying the two rats to the
post but left the reins lying on their necks. Sam pushed the wide,
tall batwing doors open and let Niffirg and Red go in ahead of him.
The overhead fans in the twenty foot ceiling swirled,,
stirring the air so that it was a little cooler than outside. The
old wooden floor creaked as they walked across. The long bar went
almost from one wall to the next, leaving enough room on each end
for barstools.

 


They walked to the end so they could see the
whole bar and the entrance. There were only four stools at that end
so each had a stool plus one for someone who was brave enough to
get near them. It looked like at one time the wall held a large
mirror but not any more. It must have been broken. In the center of
the back wall behind the bar was a large painting of a scantily
clad hefty lady in a reposing position.

 


“Bring us a bottle of whisky with two glasses
and a bowl. It’s hard for me to drink from a glass,” Niffirg
ordered the bartender. He pushed the stool out of his way so he
could get closer to the bar.

 


The bartender tossed the bar rag over her
shoulder. One of her hands held a baseball bat and two were wiping
a glass dry. All four arms were in motion. “Look my half feathery
friend I don’t mind you drinking and I would bring you that bottle
of whiskey but I don’t see any pockets in any of your feathers.
Where do you keep your money?”

 


“I thought the first bottle was free,” he
said in an almost whisper. His voice wasn’t loud and sometimes not
strong.

 


The bartender threw back her head and howled
causing her long sharp fangs to show. Her long stringy gray hair
hung across her green colored shoulders. “For that good laugh I’m
going to give you a free shot of my bar whiskey.” With that said
she reached under the bar and pulled out a bowl that she set in
front of Niffirg. She poured at least two shots into the bowl and
smiled at him.

 


Sam started searching his pockets to see if
he had any money. He hadn’t thought about having to pay for
anything. He always took what he wanted and didn’t bother to pay.
When he found nothing that resembled money he looked at Red for
support.

 


“Bring us a bottle. It looks like it is
always up to the female to support these no-accounts,” she told the
grinning bartender.

 


With two shots of whiskey in his gut Sam lit
one of Red’s cigarettes and blew smoke toward the ceiling. He
looked around at the array of individuals seated at the bar and at
the scattered tables. There were hardly any two alike. “It must be
Halloween here everyday.”

 


A slick looking red demon with green hair
sidled up to Sam slapping her riding crop against her bare leg. The
skimpy ragged outfit she was wearing barely covered her. The nipple
of her breast had managed to peek through a hole in her green
blouse. She climbed on the spare stool and swiveled it to face him.
“Do you want to buy me a drink?” She used the butt end of the crop
to lift his chin.

 


“Hey ma’am he already has a girlfriend but
I’m free as a bird,” Niffirg said in a guttural whisper. He looked
at her from the last spot next to the wall to see if she was
impressed. His large size and good looks didn’t seem to impress her
much. It was apparent that the alcohol was talking. He wasn’t much
on socializing. The only one he let ride him was Red. He let Sam
groom him sometime but never let him on his back. Red had rescued
him when he was a hatchling and raised him. They went back a long
ways.

 


Red was sitting between Niffirg and Sam
taking it all in but said nothing.

 


The green haired woman looked down the bar at
Niffirg. His two hands, which were hidden by his wings when not in
use, were holding his bowl of whiskey to his beak. “I don’t think
you have what I’m looking for,” she told him.

 


“I can’t buy you a drink because I have no
money,” Sam said pushing the crop away from his chin.

 


“Then I will buy you one,” she said. She
reached over and kissed him full on the lips.

 


The shotgun blast caused everyone in the bar
to jump. The red demon woman was lying on the barroom floor with a
hole in her stomach and Red was pumping another round in her
shotgun.

 


“Why did you do that?” asked Sam.



“She can get her own man. Well she can’t now but she could have if
she had been more careful. It looks like everyone is wearing skull
trinkets. That must be the in-thing now.” She removed the female’s
earrings that had a skull the size of the tip of her finger
dangling from them. She put them in her ears. “Now I’ll look for me
a ring with a skull and I’ll be all set.”

 


Sam didn’t say anything else but got down
from the stool and dragged the red demon out the swinging doors and
gave her to the pets. When he came back in the owner of the bar
came up to him. “My name is Hammer. We’re starting a poker game in
the far corner there if you want in.”

 


Sam looked over to where the owner was
pointing. He saw three other men…let me clarify that. What he saw
were three individuals that were mutated animals and if you
included the owner there were four mutated animals. All looked like
aliens from another world and could have been.

 


In the group was a werewolf, a cobra snake, a
lizard that was more dragon than lizard, a shark…yes an air
breathing shark with arms, legs and feet. In fact they all had
hands but one didn’t have legs. You can hardly have a serious card
game without a shark. They are known as card sharks. The owner was
a werewolf that looked like a throwback from a giant mountain wolf.
These were some of the toughest, meanest and all out evil
individuals on the planet.

 


“I would love to but I don’t have any money.
I’ll go over and see if my friend, Red, has some money she’ll trust
me to hold.” Sam looked deep into the green eyes of the ferocious
looking werewolf with the long sharp canines that could use a good
brushing. “If I do get into the game and catch any one of you
cheating I will kill you, not them, but you. It’s your game and you
are responsible for keeping it on the level.”

 


Hammer nodded his head and went to the table
with a bag full of poker chips and a gallon jug of whiskey.

 


“What did he want?” Red asked Sam when he
slid back on the stool. “Was he saying something about me killing
that red hell demon?”

 


“No, he wanted to know if I would like to sit
in on the poker game they are getting ready to start.”

 


“What did you tell him?”

 


“I told him I didn’t have any money.”

 


“We might as well go for broke.” Red swung
her backpack onto the bar and pulled out a stack of bills. She
motioned for the bartender. “Bring a bottle of your best bourbon
and a pack of unfiltered cigarettes.”

 


“Hey I could use a bottle of that good stuff
if you don’t mind,” Niffirg told her.

 


“You keep drinking the rotgut from the bottle
we have. The good stuff is going to Sam for luck.” She handed Sam
the pack of cigarettes, the money and the bottle of bourbon. “You
go over there and clean them out.”

 


“It looks like the only chair left is facing
the wall. You’ll have to be the eyes in back of my head,” Sam told
Red and Niffirg as he turned toward the table.

 


“Don’t you worry we’ve got your back,”
Niffirg replied taking a big gulp from his bowl.


Chapter 3

Boss Lady Extends an Offer

 


They were playing five card draw and Sam had
doubled his money. With his higher, almost super, sensory abilities
he had been able to sense when someone was bluffing. It wasn’t that
he could read minds or anything like that. He could smell the
excitement or distress, depending on the hand they held, secreting
through their sweat glands. He could hear the stepped up beat of
the heart. He could see a small twitch, a lifted eyebrow or a
nervous moving around of the chips. All together it spelled an
advantage for him.

 


Sharky pushed all his chips into the pot. The
fins on his muscular arms were rising up and down in his
excitement. His long shark teeth gleamed as he smiled. “Okay Madam
it is time for you to call or fold.”

 


Lobola, the female werewolf whom he was
taking to, stared at him. Her cold icy blue eyes sent a chill up
his spine. “You look like you’re excited enough to start breathing
water again. You must think you have a winning hand.” She bent her
white fur covered eight feet tall body halfway across the table and
bared her long sharp fangs at him. Her long white hair, streaked
with a few strands of black, hung in twin pigtails. They were
almost touching the chips in the pot. She relaxed and sat back in
her chair. One of her claws nervously tapped her cards. Finally she
folded her two pair and tossed them toward the pot.

 


That left only one more that Sharky would
have to deal with…King. King was the solid green cobra sitting on a
short stool rather than a chair so his tail could curl behind him.
All the others sat on stools except Sam. The key lime green scales
showed where his shirt was unbuttoned to the waist. His darker
green arms were corded with muscles. The claws of the hand not
holding his cards dug into his palm as he clenched and unclenched a
fist. His hood expanded as his tongue constantly flickered. He
could feel the vibration of Sharky’s devil hooves tapping the floor
through his tail. He knew Sharky couldn’t control the nerves
causing his leg to jump.

 


“I don’t have all day for you to sit there
basking in my glory. Put your money in the pot or fold your cards,”
Sharky snapped.

 


King didn’t say anything but looked over at
his beautiful partner Diamond. Her bronze color blended well with
the yellow Chinese silk dress that had green cobras embroidered on
the front and back. The dress was split each side to the hips
showing off her long slim legs. Her long black hair almost covered
the nubs of her non-existent ears. Her hair was pinned back with an
antique alligator clip. Her lovely long hands ended with three inch
deadly nails. Her short tail, with twenty large rattlers on the
end, barely touched the floor. Her ancestors were called rattle
snakes. She was talking to Red. “I’ll call,” he said pushing in his
chips.

 


Sharky laid down his five cards face up.
“Four aces,” he said. They all looked at the hand and saw that he
indeed did have four aces. “Read’em and weep,” Sharky said.

 


Before anyone could move King’s venomous
fangs were jetting instant death into Sharky’s neck. All was quiet.
No one moved. Then Sharky slumped to the floor as King pulled the
chips from the center of the table to the spot in front of him. “My
pot,” he said flicking his forked tongue. He flipped over four
kings and the ace of spades. “It is impossible for him to have four
aces when I have one.”

 


Hammer waved his hand and the bartender came
over. “Remove all his valuables and throw him into the compost pit.
Sam you don’t want your pets eating any of that thing. The meat
might poison them. Whose deal is it?”

 


The game kept up its fast pace with Sam
winning a few and losing a few. Half his bottle of whiskey and half
of his cigarettes were gone. No one at the table was feeling any
pain. It had taken this long and that much booze for them to loosen
up enough to feel comfortable with each other. “Does anyone know
what the Devil’s plans are for us now that we are topside?” Sam
asked.

 


“I only know one thing and that is he
scattered us to kingdom come and back. I’ve only met one person I
know from below since I’ve been here,” Lobola said dealing out more
cards.

 


“Wait…something is wrong here. Who are you?”
Flame asked the woman sitting where Sharky had been. No one had
seen her arrive. She was just there. Smoke curled from his nostrils
as he stared at her.

 


The woman reached over and took Sam’s bottle
of whiskey. She gulped down a big swallow, wiped her mouth and
said, “Deal me in,” the woman said. “I have a proposition to for
the four of you.”

 


Flame looked at the woman. His short front
legs were crossed and his long lizard tail was swinging back and
forth in a nervous twitch. He bared his long pointed teeth and
asked, “Just who are you?”

 


She reached over and took a cigar from
Hammer’s pack. She bit the end off and then rolled it around in her
mouth. Finally she snapped her fingers and lit the cigar from the
flame she had just produced. She shook her finger and the fire went
out. “So that I will fit in with the people I have to associate
with while I am on this plane I will use the name Boss Lady. If you
would like, you can just call me Boss.”

 


Niffirg was watching, as was Red and Diamond,
from their place at the bar. He saw the woman appear and zeroed his
sharp vision in on her. He saw an ageless woman about five feet
tall with black hair, streaked with silver, tied back in a
ponytail. She was dressed in jeans and a low cut blouse, showing
ample breasts. He almost got lost as he stared into her bottomless
green eyes. “I have a feeling I know that lady from somewhere but I
can’t remember from where, maybe in my dreams.”

 


“I don’t think I’ve ever seen her before,”
Red replied.

 


Boss Lady took a drag from her cigar and blew
it out. “I want you to know that the Devil has deserted you and
will never return to Earth. He decided to live and corrupt another
planet. God has had enough of the righteous people always getting
the shaft so that was one reason he loaded them up and sent them to
another life. I think that is where the Devil is setting up
shop.”

 


“So both God and the Devil has given up on us
and no longer desires our services,” King said.

 


The Devil has given up on you for now but God
is still concerned. The population has thinned out and you people
here will be more manageable. The Devil said he has corrupted all
but one percent of the people on earth and it no longer requires
his attention. Earth had gotten too dull for him so as far as he is
concerned you are on your own.”

 


“So we have no one to be accountable to
anymore,” Flame laughed shooting out a small flame that didn’t
quite reach any of the others.

 


“You are not completely on your own. I work
for the Archangel Michael and he has his eyes on you. He sent me
here to hire you to do a job for him. There are a small group of
good church people who did not leave with the others. He wants them
found.”

 


“He is so high and mighty…why doesn’t he do
the job?” asked Lobola.

 


“He has his reasons. They are not for me or
you to know.” Boss replied. “Since the good left earth and the
devil decided to vomit up his horde we have our hands full. I know
you were all there but you would be surprised at the number in the
swarm that invaded the topside of earth. It might be that Michael
is hoping some of the good rubs off on you.”

 


“You work for Michael so that makes you an
angel?” Lobola asked.

 


“Not completely. I would say I am half and
half. A pure angel would find it too nerve-racking to be put in a
position where she had to watch over you without doing you harm. I
have no such qualms about hurting you or even cutting off your head
so you can’t return. Be forewarned that if you take this job all
decisions will be yours. If you can’t agree on the decisions you
make then it will be up to you how it will be settled. I will be
with you only as an observer. As long as I am in no danger you can
just ignore me.”

 


“You don’t look very tough to me. I don’t see
any weapons on you anywhere. If I wanted to I could melt you down
with one hot flame and there would be nothing you could do except
die,” Flame said showing a toothy grim.

 


The sound of stools and bodies falling to the
floor echoed throughout the bar as the smell of burned flesh filled
the air. A ball of fire had shot from the hand of Boss hitting
Flame full in the chest. The fire was so hot the others fell to the
floor trying not to be consumed by it. Sam could taste the sweet
blood seeping into his mouth from a cut lip. He could smell the
singed hair of the fur bearing creatures. He saw that his skin was
red from the heat with a first degree burn.

 


“I hated that I had to do that before our
journey even started but it is best to let you know I will not be
threatened or intimidated by anyone.” The scrape of her stool being
pushed back sounded loud in the quiet bar. All of you gather around
me in a circle.” She motioned for Red, Diamond and Niffirg to come
over. When they were all around her she joined the circle.
“Everyone hold hands.”

 


“What’s this all about,” Niffirg asked. “I’m
not one for holding hands when I’m sober.”

 


“Don’t worry about it. Here take my hand.”
She gripped Sam’s hand with her other one.

 


When they were all holding hands like a group
of children starting to play ring around the roses she continued.
“Instead of swearing an oath or pledge allegiance to something
we’ll cut it short. When I say now each of you will say…I will.” A
few seconds passed before she gave the word.

 


They all felt a power surge through them
except Niffirg. He screamed and jerked his two hands away from
everyone else. The smell of singed feathers filled the circle. “Are
you trying to kill me or what,” he asked dancing around until the
pain lessoned.

 


“We’re going to do this again and this time
I’m sure you will say the words I told you to say the first time.
Not with the word maybe added to the front. You wouldn’t have
gotten that shock if you did what I told you. We only need team
players in this group. Let’s do it again.”

 


This time all felt the surge of power, even
Niffirg. “What was all this for?” asked King.

 


“I have welded you together as a team. Welded
may not be strong enough word. You will have your disagreements but
when the axe meets the neck you will be there for one another. I’ll
be back. I’ll leave now and give you time to discuss the offer.
Don’t take too long or it may be withdrawn.” She vanished without
another word.

 


All that could be heard was the shuffling of
chairs being righted and sighs of relief that Boss Lady was gone.
“I can see one thing right now. She has rendered me broke with no
signs of getting any more money. That hellfire she let loose with
just turned my last dollar into ashes,” Sam said.

 


“What was that all about?” Red asked. Now
everyone still alive that was involved with the new deal was
standing in a group.

 


King coiled the bottom part of his twenty
foot long body; he had no legs, and flexed his shoulder muscles.
The heat had come close to exploding the .45 cartridges inserted in
the bandoleers crisscrossing on his shoulders. Since he had no
waist he carried two Colt 45 pistols in shoulder holsters. He told
the ones that had not heard what had been discussed with Boss. “Now
we have to make a choice. Do we take her offer to find these
individuals or do we go our own way?”

 


Hammer ran his tongue around his teeth and
could taste the sulfur from the hellfire. “Owning this bar is a
profitable endeavor but really boring. I would be up to letting my
beautiful bartender run this business while I go into the world of
excitement.” He waved to his barmaid to bring everyone a bottle of
his best whiskey.

 


When she came with the bottles she had a tray
full of cigars and cigarettes. All the smokes on the table had gone
up in flames.

 


Lobola emptied a third of her bottle of
whiskey into her gut and brushed her fur trying to remove some of
the singed ashes. She didn’t smoke just for that reason, too good a
chance of catching her fur on fire. “I have nothing to do right now
and you all seem to be, although an evil bunch, a bunch of standup
guys. If you all go, I will go.”

 


Sam looked at Red and Niffirg and saw them
nod to him. He knew whatever he decided to do was all right with
them. He lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply. “I don’t see what we
are getting out of this. Boss said there were some good church
people that needed to be found but I didn’t hear how our doing it
would benefit us. She didn’t mention any compensation.”

 


“That’s right; I don’t remember her saying
that this was going to help us in any way. Who is going to furnish
our booze, smokes and food while we are looking? That’s something
we’ll have to get straight before we make a deal with her.” Hammer
used one of his long claws to scratch under his arm where two fleas
were veering for space.

 


“If I can put in my dollars worth, if I still
had a dollar, I think we should make a list of things we want and
require before agreeing to this venture,” Red said.

 


Niffirg took a few staggering steps, started
to say something and fell to the floor in a drunken stupor.

 


“I apologize for Niffirg. He doesn’t hold his
liquor the way he used to,” Sam said.

“I agree with Red that we should make a
list,” Diamond hissed.

 


They pushed two tables together and all sat
down. Hammer motioned to the barmaid for pen, paper and more
whiskey.

 


Red was given the duty of writing everything
down. Boss would furnish them with ammunition, food, smokes, drinks
and replacements for anything lost on the trip. If any other
expenses occurred she would pay for that. What it boiled down to
was all expenses paid with an extra large salary. Demonette read
back what she had written to see if all agreed. They did.

 


The batwing doors burst open with one coming
off the hinges. The loud noise startled everyone and before the
door hit the floor each had a gun pointed that way. The smell of
sulfur overlaid the smell of cigar smoke and whiskey fumes.


Chapter 4

Boss Lady’s offer is accepted

 


“Cerberus what are you doing here? Who’s
guarding the gates to hell?” Red yelled.

 


Cerberus cocked one of his three heads at Red
while one looked at Sam. “Red I told you if you ever left hell for
good I was going with you. I am your pet dog. That rat Angel is not
the only pet you have. Anyway it was getting lonely down there. I
was the only one left. Every one that was there has come
topside.”

 


Red smiled her most beautiful smile at him.
“I’m glad you’re here but how did you find me? I didn’t even smell
you coming.”

 


“I have lived with your scent for a few
hundred years and would be able to track you anywhere in the
universe. I may be evil, ornery and just downright hard to get
along with but I am the most faithful dog anyone has ever
owned.”

 


Red got up and hugged the Hellhound around
his middle neck while the other two heads licked her face. She
would have kneeled down to show her affections but then she would
have had to look up at them. She had missed him and was close to
tears.

 


With all four feet on the floor and their
heads raised they stood five feet tall. The heads were identical.
They had flaming dark red eyes that seemed to boil with liquid and
ears that pointed straight up. Their jaws were spring steel and the
canine teeth were long and sharp. Their teeth were not enamel but
had been converted to titanium. Their body was covered with steel
hard muscles that rippled each time they moved. A hard ridge
extended down the back and ended at the tip of their tail where the
spiked ball was. Their strong legs ended in paws the size of
plates. These three were her other pets. She thought of them as
separate individuals.

 


“We need to get that broken chain from around
your neck. Did you have to break the chain to get loose?” Red held
up the chain wondering how she was going to remove it. All three
necks had spiked collars but on the middle one had a chain
attached.

 


“Let me help you there,” said Hammer. He
reached out a hand and the only thing that saved it was Red having
a tight grip on the chain. Cerberus went wild, slobbering at the
mouths, fangs bared and jaws snapping. Even then if Hammer had not
jumped back he would have lost his hand. Red was jerked to the
floor and was dragged several feet.

 


“It’s okay,” Sam said leaping between Hammer
and Cerberus. “He wants to help Red get the broken chain from
around your neck so you will have more freedom.”

 


“He should have said so and not just reached
out like he was going to harm us. I am Red’s protector. Next to her
you are my best friend but I would kill you for her.”

 


“I know you would but right now let us try to
get that chain off. There must be a magic spell on the collars
because they won’t come off. We’ll have to break the chain
someway.”

 


“If you’ll let me I think I can break that
chain letting you have more freedom to wreak havoc on everyone you
don’t like,” Hammer told him.

 


“Give it a try,” Cerberus replied.

 


Hammer took hold of the chain where it was
attached to the collar and snapped it like anyone else would snap a
saltine cracker. “That my friend is my other power. I have
superhuman strength. I’m not sure exactly how strong I am because
I’ve never exerted my full strength.”

 


“I owe you one good turn,” Cerberus told him.
Cerberus’ intelligence was that of a child at the age of twelve. He
had been badly used by the Devil and befriended by Red and Sam
hundreds of years ago. Since that time the three had been friends
and Red became like a second master to him.

 


The entire bar crowd that hadn’t left when
Boss eliminated Flame left as soon as Cerberus came through the
door. All that were left in the bar now were the crew waiting for
Boss Lady.

 


Hammer picked up Niffirg like he weighed
nothing and carried him through a door behind the bar and laid him
on the floor. “Sleep it off friend,” he said easing the door
closed. The sound of Niffirg’s snores were loud enough to filter
through the thick door.

 


Red lit a cigarillo and inhaled a deep drag.
“I’m getting a little tipsy. I think I’ll lay off the whiskey until
later. Sam I was sure there was nothing in this world that you were
scared of. What happened to you when Boss cremated Flame?”

 


“I’m a mean, ornery and evil gunslinger. I
know there comes a time in every man’s life when he has to face up
to the facts. The fact is that there are things in this world more
ornery and mean than I am. I want you to know the only reason I
jumped back was because that woman, if that’s what she is, scared
the bejezus out of me. Deep down I know she is someone I don’t want
to trifle with.”

 


“I’ll have to agree with that,” Lobola said
looking down at them.

 


Red looked at the werewolf’s fur covered
breasts staring straight into her eyes. The long dirty hair almost
reached them. She trailed her eyes up the hair until they reached
Lobola’s eyes which didn’t seem so icy now. “You are one big mojo,”
was all she said.

 


Lobola smiled and put her hand on Red’s
shoulder. “If we are all going on this trip us three females’ need
to be friends.” She put her arm around Diamond who had just walked
up.

 


Diamond walked up holding a bottle of wine
and three glasses. She handed a glass to each of the other ladies
and filled them from the bottle. “Let’s drink a toast to that.”
They clicked the glasses and drank. This started a bond that would
last forever.

 


“Did either of you know that with all the
mutating and juggling of life forces if I would be able to mate
with that hunk?” She looked over at Hammer with moony eyes. “He is
at least a half foot taller than I am and so handsome. I hardly get
to associate with anyone as tall as tall as I am.”

 


The other two women followed her gaze and
smiled. “This should be interesting,” Diamond snickered. “Sure, two
werewolves should be able to mate.”

 


Hammer had opened all the doors and windows
and the sweet smell of burned flesh was dissipating. The other
smells of smoke, body odors and booze were beginning to resume
their dominance.

“What did you decide?” Boss Lady asked. She
appeared out of nowhere on the other side of the bar. She reached
into her shirt pocket and took out a pack of cigarillos.

 


“We have a list of things to discuss with you
before we make any decisions,” Sam told her.

The others bellied up to the bar and nodded
their heads. Boss took a cigarillo from her pack and lit it.
“Anyone care for a smoke?” She held the pack out.

 


Red and Diamond took her up on the offer and
bent over the edge of the bar for her to light them. “Here is the
list of things you need to agree to before we have a deal,” Red
said handing her the list.

 


Boss laid the list on the bar and poured
herself a drink before looking at it. She downed the two shots from
the water glass and picked up the list. “I see no problem with any
of this. Does everyone have transportation or will that fall on me
also. Maybe you had rather walk.”

 


They all looked at each other as Boss pushed
the bartender around the bar to one of the stools. She set glasses
in front of everyone and filled them with fine Kentucky bourbon.
She started with the bartender.

 


“Where did this come from?” Hammer asked.
“I’ve never been able to get any good bourbon.”

 


“You will find that there will be nothing but
the best for those that work for Michael. As soon as everyone
agrees to that you are all going into this as a group there will be
more where this came from.” Boss raised her glass. “Here is a toast
to an exciting and adventurous hunt for the good people.” They all
lifted their drinks to the toast. Well everyone except Niffirg, who
was still passed out, and the pets who didn’t drink alcohol.

 


In answer to your question Red and I have our
rats, Niffirg can walk or fly and Cerberus can walk,” Sam told the
Boss.

 


“How about the rest of you, what kind of
transportation do you have?” she asked.

 


“Diamond and I have no transportation except
my belly and her legs,” King replied.

 


“Same goes for me. The only thing I have is
an old stagecoach that I stole from a museum when I hit topside. I
always wanted my own stagecoach so that was the first thing I
did…get me one. I just don’t have anything to pull it. I had some
old time horses but they died,” Hammer said. He removed his big
Stetson cowboy hat and ran his hand through his thick cooper
colored hair.

 


“I don’t have any transportation except for
my feet and legs,” Lobola said. “I’d be happy to go with Hammer in
whatever transportation he takes.”

 


“I have transportation for all of you. I just
needed to know what you had that might be better than I have for
you,” Boss told them.

 


“You need to hold down the noise. A fellow
can’t get any sleep around here with all you drunks making so much
noise,” Niffirg came out of the back room holding his head. He saw
Boss and stopped in his tracks. He remembered the hell fire she had
used on Flame and thought better of breaking bad. He walked over to
Boss and held out his hand. “I was only kidding; you can go on with
your meeting or whatever it was you were talking about.”

“I’ll bring you up on everything later,” Red
told him.

 


Niffirg walked over to the far end of the
bar. “Bring me a bottle of anything that will ease my head,” he
told the barmaid.

 


“You will work in teams of two. I have maps
for each group showing where there are fuel reservoirs. You’ll have
access to as many types of vehicles you need and fuel to run them.
I’ll check in with you at one time and then another while you
do-gooders are on this mission. Don’t bother trying to contact me.
I’ll be the one doing the contacting. You’ll find transportation
outside. You will stay together until after your first skirmish
then split up. Sam, you and Red will head south. King, you and
Diamond will go west and Hammer you will take Lobola with you and
go east. We will leave north for later if we don’t succeed in our
mission before then. Are there any questions?”

 


“How many are in this group we’re looking
for?” Lobola asked.

 


“From what Michael tells me there are around
twenty-five. Could be more or could be less.

They may be all together or they may be
scattered.”

 


“How will we know when we find them?” asked
Diamond.

 


“You’ll know. They will be so different from
everyone else you’ll have no problems knowing they are the ones
you’re looking for. If there are no more questions I’m gone.” With
that she disappeared.

 


“I have one thing to say while we are in a
group here. You can’t trust Cerberus, Angel or Devil not to attack
you so please stay away from them,” Red said.

 


Diamond and Lobola walked with Red to where
Niffirg was getting over his hangover. “How are you feeling,” Red
asked him.

 


“Some better. I doubt seriously I’ll ever
feel as good as I did before being castoff by the Devil.”

 


“Is there anything you can do about your
breath?” she asked him.

 


“Don’t knock it. If you had to eat carrion,
dead meat, live meat and anything else you could find your breath
wouldn’t smell that great either. Anyway I thought the liquor would
have killed that smell.”

 


“I was talking about the liquor smell. You
must be drinking pure alcohol,” she replied.

“You’re the only bird I know that wears a
hat,” Diamond told him.

 


“Well…duh. You’ve never heard of a bald
eagle. You know I’m baldheaded so I need a way to keep my head warm
in winter and un-sunburned in summer,” Niffirg replied.

 


Red finished telling Niffirg what had
happened while he was passed out. “Does all this fit in with your
plans?”

 


“Hey whither thou goest, I will go. I think
Ruth said that to Naomi.”

“You’re not the mean and ornery bird thing
that everyone makes you out to be,” Lobola said. “You better hope
the Devil doesn’t hear you quoting stuff from the bible.”

 


“I’m especially nice to you three ladies,
everyone else best stay out of my way. Here let me show you a
picture of me when I was a youngster.” He reached into a fold
between his skin and feathers and pulled it out. “Don I look cute?
I was lying on my stomach with my tail in my beak. I can’t remember
if I was chewing on it or not.”

 


“Have you forgotten I was the one who raised
you and took that picture?” Red asked. “I’m almost your mama.”

 


“I was talking to the other two ladies,” he
responded putting the picture back where he had gotten it.

 


“You were such a beautiful chickcub,” Diamond
said. She and Lobola both smiled at him.

 


“How are you able to talk when you have no
vocal cords?” asked Lobola.

 


“You know that is a mystery to me also,” he
replied.

 


Niffirg knew he was in good company and would
protect these ladies at all costs.


Chapter 5

Time to Select Weapons

 


The three males walked outside, with Cerberus
following. We need to see what kind of transportation the great
Boss Lady left us.” Hammer didn’t miss a syllable as he threw his
wide double bladed throwing axe at the deformed termite, the same
size as the stage coach it was pulling. The axe sliced the head off
the termite and continued to a large oak tree where it buried
itself into the trunk at least eight inches before stopping. “Those
things don’t give up. They have been trying to steal my stagecoach
since the day I rescued it from the museum. It must have some kind
of good flavored wood in it. They don’t understand that is just a
snack for them.”

 


Before they could get to the corpse a mutated
turkey buzzard rained down buckets of vomit on them, swooped down
and was gone leaving nothing to show the termite had ever
existed.

 


“Those are the best disposal machines ever
put on earth. If we didn’t have them this world would be a stinking
place,” hissed King. “I just wish they would learn to crap like
other birds instead of always regurgitating.”

 


“I don’t think the smell could get any worse
than this. I feel like I’m going to puke up all that booze I
consumed,” Sam gagged.

 


“Come with me. I have an artesian well that
flows into a pond and then a stream that flows into a river. We can
jump in the pond and get some of this stink off,” Hammer told
them.

Niffirg came barging out of the batwing doors
and came to a stop. He stared in disgust at the three covered in
buzzard vomit. “Hey ladies come get a load of this. Your men folk
done went swimming in buzzard puke.”

 


The sound of feet hitting the floor came
through the door followed by the three females. Red watched as the
two pet rats put some distance between them and the three males.
The stench was overpowering even to them. “You need to get to the
pond and wash yourselves and the clothes. I don’t know about the
rest of you but Sam doesn’t have any other clothes to change into.
You get over there with the men Cerberus. You smell just as bad as
they do.”

 


It took a good half an hour before they had
washed the stink off. All the time the ladies were on the bank
yelling insults at them. “If we wanted to get rid of you now would
be a good time to do it. You’re out there naked and without
weapons. We have all your weapons right here and could use them on
you,” Diamond said waving King’s bandoleers at him.

 


The women had gotten a cleaning kit from
Hammer’s supply room and cleaned the weapons for them.

 


Hammer stepped from the pond, dropped to all
fours and shook himself. Droplets of water sprayed the women. “A
little payback,” he laughed then threw back his head and
howled.

The three of them jumped on his body trying
to toss him back into the pond without any success. He stood up on
two legs with three women hanging from him. He looked like an oak
tree with Spanish moss hanging from his arms and neck. He stood
rooted to the ground his hands on both hips. There was no way they
were going to budge him.

 


The men walked around in their wet clothes
letting their body heat dry them. Hammer had a change of clothes in
his living quarters but didn’t change into them since the others
had none.

 


“Wow, look at that,” Sam said. He was looking
at a two horse trailer with a 5' dressing room. “That might just be
what I need for the rats.” They had finally gotten around to the
back of Rowdy Friends to see what Boss Lady had given them for
transportation.

 


“I’ll bet they can’t say you’re not
supporting them in the style they’re used to,” Hammer laughed
picturing the two rats lounging in a chair sipping mint juleps. “It
has everything. Two adjustable-in-height saddle racks and bridle
hooks. They will even be able to stick their heads out of those two
big windows built for sightseeing and fresh air.”

 


The horse trailer was hooked to the Model-A
pickup truck that Red had picked him up in. Well it looked like the
same truck. It actually looked like it just rolled out of the
factory with a new green paint job. It had cream colored spoked
wheels and white sidewalls. He looked inside the truck and the new
car smell of the leather seat tickled his pleasure senses. He saw
an envelope with his name on it. He took a sheet of paper out and
started reading it.

 


“What does it say?” asked King.

 


Sam started from the top and this time read
it out loud. “I’ve provided you with these motorized vehicles to
start with. You can start with the two old army weapons carriers
which I have had upgraded. I’ve fixed up the Model A with a little
added juice in the engine and a heavier frame so you can pull your
horse trailer. As you travel you’ll find other little surprises
I’ve added to the pickup and the weapons carriers. You can trade
the weapons carriers if you need to but don’t get rid of the
pickup.”

 


“I wonder why she doesn’t want you to get rid
of the truck,” King whispered.

 


“If I had a clue I’d give it to you and you
could stick it in your back pocket until it meant something.” Sam
grinned at King so he knew he was kidding.

 


King emitted a gargling sound which was his
equivalent of chuckling. “You know it is far into the future from
when these vehicles were made so I don’t know why she didn’t give
us more modern equipment.”

 


“We can ask the next time we see her,” Hammer
said. “Look inside these carriers. They have all kinds of radios.
Two-way, am, fm, cassette and disc player and I don’t know what
else until we try them. There are more weapons than we could ever
use. I have a bomb proof armory in back of the joint. We’ll put
them in there and trade for whatever we need.”

 


“Do you suppose there is a radio station
somewhere on this planet?” Sam asked.

 


“It wouldn’t surprise me a bit,” King
replied.

 


“It’s time for a meeting. If everyone would
gather around me for a few minutes we’ll get this show on the
road,” Sam said. “We need to set up these vehicles with any
equipment and supplies we will need for the next few days. After
that we will be on our own as far as supplies goes.”

 


“I think we have everything we need right
here,” Diamond chimed in. “Each group will have to pack according
to their needs.”

 


“I’ll pack all the food and drink we will
need for us,” Red said. “You can pack the weapons.”

 


“I guess you would know everything the six of
you will need,” Lobola said smiling at Red. “A few hundred years is
a long time to be with one man.”

 


“Although we will have to cut down on our
drinking and partying we will still need booze, tobacco products
and maybe a few drugs once in a while,” King said to no one in
particular.

 


Sam took the lighted cigarette Red handed him
and drew in a lung full. “Right now let’s take a break, eat, drink
and tell some jokes. After everyone has had a chance to think about
it we’ll lock and load.”

 


Cerberus rubbed up against Red’s leg and
looked at Sam. “What are you going to have me doing?”

 


“I know your main concern will be Red but I
would like for you to be our night security when Red and I sleep. I
think that Angel and Devil would be happy to give you a hand. I
know that you are great pals with them and Niffirg so that
shouldn’t be a problem. How does that sound?”

 


“That sounds great. I’d like to see anyone
try to get past me,” he replied. He enjoyed—and was excellent—as a
guard. Everyone who attempted to leave hell without permission
would testify to that.

 


The jokes were old, the food tasteless and
the booze unwanted at this time. All of their minds were on the
project they had gotten themselves into.

 


“Let us gather at the armory and sing hymns
or pick out some weapons,” Hammer said.

On the way they drove the hardtop Humvees and
the pickup to the door of the armory. They removed all the weapons
that weren’t bolted down. “I’ll restock when we are finished
picking our personal weapons. You’ve all seen most of my weapons. A
roofer’s hammer—the one claw is good at entering the brain from the
side of a head and this headman’s axe. I made both of them myself,
using the fire in hell to forge them.”

 


“Those are some fine looking death
instruments. Where did the material come from to make them?” asked
Sam.

 


“The material for them came from the bowels
of earth underneath the sulfuric boiling fires. I have the four 9mm
Glock full automatic pistols, two in my shoulder holster and two on
my hips. What you haven’t seen, that I carry when I leave my place
here, is this M-32 multiple shot Grenade launcher that shoots six
40 mm grenades in less than three seconds. I keep it strapped to my
back when traveling. I have enough double edged boot knives for all
of us. Take as many as you want. King you don’t have a leg to strap
them to but you help yourself. I’ll get out of your way so you can
pick out anything you see that you can use.”

 


“I think I have about all I need for now,”
Red said. “Should I call you Armourer?”

 


Hammer chucked. “You can still call me
Hammer. I would like to keep an inventory of all your personal
weapons. I may not have replacements for them here but as we travel
I’ll pick them up. Did I ever tell you where my name came from? No
I didn’t but I’m sure you guessed. It came from me using this four
pound roofing hammer.”

 


“Here is what I have. A 12 gauge sawed off
pump shotgun with a 10 inch barrel that I wear on my hip in a short
barrel shotgun hip holster. I need a lot of 00 buckshot shells. On
my right hip I wear a 9mm Beretta. My AR 15 is also 9mm. Sam and I
tried to stay close as we could to one caliber so we didn’t have to
carry so many different shells. Other than the boot knife that’s
all I have and need except for one of those machetes. That will be
for cutting off heads so they don’t come back. I think we should
all have something to cut off heads with.”

“I don’t have any weapons except two Walther
P99 and my fangs. The P99s shoot 9mm cartridges and I have two
clips that hold sixteen rounds. I do have my thirteen inch
carpenter’s hatchet that I use for decapitation. I’ll hang on to it
for now,” Diamond said. “I will take four of those boot knives.
I’ll hide them somewhere.”

 


“Here sweet thing is a 9mm fully automatic
submachine gun that will come in handy.” King handed her an Ingram
MAC-11 with four 32 round clips.

 


“I would blush but you wouldn’t be able to
see it,” she said giving him a warm smile.

“As you can see I have two military Colt 45
pistols in shoulder holsters. The cartridges for them are in the
bandoleers crisscrossing my shoulders. A Saiga 12K semi-automatic
combat shotgun, two throwing knives, a double edge boot knife and a
broad sword I use for cleaning my finger nails,” King told
Hammer.

 


“I’m glad you have a sense of humor,” Hammer
said as he jotted down the information.

 


“What I’m glad of is that we do not have to
make a report with all this information. Wouldn’t that be some dull
reading? I’ll take that Parker-Hale M-85 Sniper Rifle and will
leave it in the truck unless I need it. I’m sure you’ve noticed I
have two 9mm Beretta Cougars crisscrossed on my hips. I’ll take one
of those bolo machetes with two boot knives,” Lobola told
Hammer.

 


“That does it Sam, except for you. Do you
need anything out of here?” Hammer asked.

 


“I’ll take one of those Machetes. I have two
Beretta 9mm pistols and a MP5/10 submachine gun with two 30 round
magazines. Oh, give me one of those boot knives and give everyone a
pocket knife.”

 


“Has anyone noticed how polite and easy going
everyone is since we were in the circle with Boss Lady?” asked
Lobola.

 


“Now that you mention it, I can see it,”
answered Red. “I wonder what she did to us.”

 


“What I wonder is if it’s going to affect the
way we deal with the scum of this earth.” Sam added. “I don’t know
if I like being nice to anyone, not even you people.”

 


“One thing is for use, we are all a walking
arsenal,” Diamond commented.

 



Chapter 6

The Fighting Begins

 


“If we need a home base we can use the Rowdy
Friends. I was planning on building a small town around the place,”
Hammer said. It was three days later and all vehicles were loaded
with individual tastes.

 


“I guess we can thank Boss Lady for the
C-rations. She and Michael are the only ones who might know how she
came by them. It looks to me like she might be living in the past.
I met a guy in hell that got killed in Vietnam and he told me about
eating these C-rations. I think in later years they had better
stuff than that,” King said.

 


“Stop complaining. You should be glad we have
anything to eat,” Diamond scolded him. She was the only one allowed
to talk to him that way.

 


Cerberus rode in back of the pickup truck and
Niffirg flew ahead of them as a lookout. When he wasn’t flying he
rode on top of the horse trailer. They had been underway for most
of the week when Niffirg made a landing in front of the lead
vehicle. Red looked at Sam and laughed. Niffirg was going so fast
when he landed he had to do some running before he could come to a
stop. At the last minute he leaped so he wouldn’t get ran over and
ended in a stop on the hood of Diamond’s truck.

 


Niffirg hopped from the truck and waddled
over to where Red had stopped the pickup. “About five miles ahead
is a mixture of demons and mutes, maybe twenty of them. They have a
big bonfire going and it looks like they might be high on peyote or
something.” They have various weapons. Two of them tried to shoot
me out of the air.”

 


“Are you up to flying me over the group so I
can get an idea what we are up against?” Red asked.

 


“For you sweetheart I would fly back to the
place where hell used to be.”

 


“I don’t think we need to go that far,” she
replied. The others had gathered and heard most of what had been
said. Red ground out her cigarillo under her boot and climbed onto
the back of Niffirg.

 


Red and Niffirg, high in the sky, circled the
group on the ground. They had someone pinned to the side of the
hill. It looked like they were showing some respect for the one
pinned because they were keeping their distance. They kept firing
their weapons but were not hitting anything. The one pinned would
fire only when he was sure of his target. Red counted eight bodies
lying dead amongst the group. She counted twenty-two others who
were still alive. Red patted Niffirg on the shoulder. “Take me
back”

 


When she finished telling everyone what she
had seen Sam said, “Let’s see if we can all come in from different
directions so we’ll have those people surrounded. They will have us
on three sides and their victim on the other side.” He could feel
his palms starting to itch in anticipation of drawing his guns to
do what they were made for.

 


“Everyone check your weapons and make sure
you have plenty of ammo before we start,” Hammer said. He had a
grin on his face showing the others he was ready.

 


The plan went well, as far as it went, until
a rocket from one of the shooters took a chunk of Cerberus’ ear. He
went berserk leaving the others no alternative except to plow into
the group with all weapons firing. Each of Cerberus’ heads was
slashing a red hell demon, making him suffer until one of them
finally snapped off the demon’s head and each started chowing
down.

 


Angel and Devil had managed to break the
latch that was holding up the ramp of the trailer. They joined the
others, their buck teeth slashing and tearing. Angel had an arm in
her mouth she had removed and was shaking it back and forth.

 


Red was firing her shotgun and pumping it so
fast it sounded like an automatic. When she had emptied the shotgun
and used the four cartridges in the holster pouches she holstered
it and drew her pistol. Mostly what she was killing was mutated
wolves that were as smart as anyone but a lot more evil, if that
was possible. Now she steadied the pistol and aimed at the single
eye in the middle of the forehead of a bald headed Cyclops. It was
even shorter than she was but right now it was running full speed
at her with a large fierce curved Scimitar sword.

 


Lobola was swinging her bolo machete at the
neck of a scared red shaggy orangutan that had his pistol pointed
at her. It was pulling on the trigger but getting nothing but
clicks as the firing pin hit on an empty chamber. The machete came
around and the head flew off hitting one of the wolves.

 


Red fired her pistol hitting the eye dead
center as the sword came down removing her hand at the wrist. Her
pistol went flying as blood gushed from the wound. She quickly
removed the kerchief from around her neck and applied a tourniquet.
Using her only hand she reached down and took the pistol from the
still quivering hand on the ground. Without another thought she
continued firing.

 


Diamond and King were standing back to back
protecting each other. The wild monkeys had picked them as their
targets and found they had wished on themselves more misery than
joy.

When the monkeys saw six of their kind die at
the hands of Diamond and King they decided they were finished for
the day and ran. They didn’t stop until they were out of sight.

 


Hammer had his hammer in one hand and a Glock
in the other making short work of all that got in his way. Sam was
fighting next to him and getting the ones that Hammer didn’t
see.

All of a sudden those demons left standing
remembered they had plans elsewhere and departed.

 


A giant mixed breed, half wild boar and half
monster, stepped from behind the rocks and was staring at the
rescue group. Its eyes were icy blue fire looking straight through
them. The long tusks shot up on the outside of its mouth coming
above the upper jaw. The teeth gleamed as the skin of the upper jaw
was wrinkled back in a snarl. The saliva dripped in strings from
its mouth. The long back furry tail slowly wagged back and forth.
One cloven foot was digging a hole in the dirt.

 


“What the devil is that?” asked Red pointing
with her one hand.

 


Sam’s eyes shifted from the beast as a
mountain of a black man came from around the monster hog. His cold
black eyes were hard as flint. He wore no shirt and his stomach and
chest muscles were rutted like an old dirt road. His wide shoulders
were knotted with muscles. Although he stood about the same height
as Hammer, his biceps were bigger. His skin glistened with sweat as
he pulled on the chains he was using as reins for his mount. The
reins were attached to a halter made from the same material. His
narrow hips supported crisscrossed belts holding two pistols, one
on each hip. He stopped and glared, waiting for someone to say
something.

 


Red was having a hard time holding Cerberus
back. All three heads were snarling. Their teeth were gnashing
against each other. White foam covered their mouths as a deep growl
rumbled in their chest and erupted from each throat.

 


Niffirg rose into the air and circled the
two, emitting squawks. In his claws was a large boulder waiting to
be dropped.

 


Angel and Devil stood with Cerberus on both
sides of Red waiting for anyone to try harming her.

 


“It looks like we got here just in time to
save your life,” Sam said.

 


“Why are you trying so hard to make me
obligated to you?” asked the man.

 


“Listen hard you big and ugly hombre, we did
you a good turn because we wanted to. You are under no obligation
to us. As far as we’re concerned you can mount that even uglier
beast and hightail it out of here. In fact I wish you would.” Red
didn’t point her pistol at the man but kept it pointed at the
ground so he would know she was not threatening him.

 


The man held up his hand to stop her from
saying anything else. “I have to water and take care of Bristle
first. When I’m finished I’ll return and we will talk.” He mounted
Bristle and rode around the large boulders and disappeared.

 


“Let’s finish off the wounded before he
returns so we can give him our undivided attention,” Hammer
said.

 


Sam walked around smelling the blood and
carnage. Any time you gutted anything, man or beast, the smell was
enough to make you puke. At least a normal person would have to
puke. Well…a person who had never smelled or seen anything like
this would have to empty his stomach.

 


A man-demon rose up on his elbow and motioned
Sam over. Sam raised his machete to lob off the man’s head when he
spoke. “Don’t be fooled by the calm friendly manner of that man
riding that monster boar.”

 


“What are you talking about?” Sam rested the
tip of the machete on the man-demon’s chest.

 


“I’m surprised that you haven’t heard about
him yet. The rumors are flying through the world, town by town,
about this man and his monster boar.” The demon was almost
whispering now. “The word out there is that this man is the most
evil and meanest breathing soul left on this earth.”

 


“What would make anyone think he was that
evil?”

 


The demon crooked finger at Sam motioning him
closer. His voice was so low now that Sam couldn’t make out what he
was saying without bending down closer. “Tell me again what you
just said.”

 


“They say the Devil did not leave earth for
another planet. He was killed and thrown into deepest and hottest
brimstone fill cavity in hell. This man was the one to do it. I
have no idea how he did it but it is said he had no help.”

 


“If what you are saying is true, who opened
the gates of hell and scattered us around the world?”

 


“You’re looking at him right there. Ask him
his name. If he says his name is Cotton then that is the man. How
many men do you know named Cotton?”

 


Sam heard the thump of a bullet hitting flesh
and saw the blood spurting from the throat of the demon. He looked
up the hill where a tall tree was growing and could barely make out
a form taking aim at him.

 


Diamond touched her tongue to the end of her
thumb and then touched her thumb to the sight of her rifle. She
fired and the man tumbled from the tree and bounced off one boulder
then lay still.

 


“Now why did you do that?” asked King.

 


“Why did I do what? Shoot the man?”

 


“No. Why did you lick your thumb and then put
the wet thumb to your sight before firing.”

 


“I’m a big fan of Gary Cooper and I saw him
do that when he played Sergeant York in a movie. It worked every
time,” she responded.

 


“Thanks Diamond,” Sam said. “That was
close.”

 


Sam told everyone what the demon had told him
about the black man and his monster boar. “What do you think?” he
asked them.

 


They were all making their rounds making sure
there wasn’t anyone left with their heads attached. “I think we
should ask him if what the demon said was true. All he can do is
confirm or deny,” Hammer replied.

 


King decapitated the last dead body. “Even if
he did kill the Devil, sending everyone topside is some indication
that he didn’t want to kill any of us. If he had he would have done
it in hell.”

 


“I agree,” Red said. “Let’s ask him and take
his answer for the truth. Then we let him go his own way while we
go on ours.”

 


“Speak of the devil and he’ll pop up. Maybe
not the Devil but something close,” Lobola said pointing to the man
coming toward them.

 


The man’s mount was following him like a
trained dog. “Well people it is time for me to move on. I just came
back to thank you for the hand you lent me. Maybe some day I can
repay you or not. I won’t go out of my way to do it but if the
circumstances dictate I should do it then I will.”

 


“Is your name Cotton?” Sam got right to the
point.

 


“So you’ve heard of me. You have me at a
disadvantage. I don’t know any of you. You introduce yourselves to
me and them I’ll answer your question.”

 


Each of the six told him their names. “Now
what is yours?” Diamond asked.

 


“You were right about my name. It is
Cotton.”

 


“A rumor is going around that you killed the
Devil and turned us all loose to roam the earth. We would like to
know if that is true,” Sam said.

 


Cotton looked toward a big rock falling from
the sky close to where they were all standing.

 


Niffirg flew down and landed in back of Red.
“I got tired flying with that heavy rock and it looked like you had
everything under control so I let it go.”

 


“I’m not going to say yea or nay to your
question. For one thing it is none of your business and another
thing I don’t know you well enough to even be having this
conversation. I’ll be going now but I’m sure you’ll be running into
me from time to time.” Without mounting or looking back he walked
off. They watched until he was almost out of sight.

 


“I guess it is time for us to go our separate
ways. From time to time we can try those two way radios and may
make contact with one another. I’m sure Boss Lady will keep us
informed about each other,” Diamond said. She had gone over to her
truck and gotten a bottle of homemade corn liquor and six small
jelly jars. She handed each of the group one and filled them.

 


“To a safe journey,” King said. He emptied
the jar and threw it against a stone podium where it broke. The
podium had a small plaque that said this was the center of the
continental U.S. The others repeated his toast and did the same.
They stayed a convoy until reaching the junction of 70 and 135.
King and Diamond went west on I-70 while Hammer and Lobola headed
east on the same highway. Red and Sam kept south on I-135.

 



Chapter 7

Sam and Red Gets Vomited On

 


Red drove while Sam looked at the map Boss
Lady had given them. They had left Lebanon, Kansas over a week ago
and were now following what used to be Interstate 35. So far they
had not run into any trouble. In fact they had not seen any warm
blooded animals or birds except a few vultures circling in the
distance. They had taken their time and stopped once to refuel.
Every hour Niffirg would take flight and scout a ten mile circle
from their position.

 


“Why waste my time flying around looking for
something that is not there?” asked Niffirg.

 


“Well for one thing you need the exercise. If
you didn’t go on your daily flights you would get so fat you
couldn’t even lift off,” responded Red.

 


“Something better happen soon or I’ll die
from boredom,” Sam said.

 


No sooner than he had spoken than the earth
opened up. Coming out of the opening, which was only a hundred
yards in front of them, was a spew of molten lava. The lava spewed
for five minutes leaving behind a giant maggot as big as two
boxcars following a freight train. On top of the maggot was a green
demon, pulling back on the reins that were attached to the maggot.
This caused the maggot to rear up and spit out red mucus. The mucus
that poured out sprayed the pickup and trailer with its slimy gut
wrenching odor.

 


Red and Sam gagged and then couldn’t stop
themselves. They vomited before they could get their heads out of
the window. The smell was so awful the two rats in the trailer were
heaving up their last meal. Niffirg managed to get airborne and
missed out on the puking session.

 


The maggot settled back to earth and the
green demon guided it west away from Sam’s group. “It looks like
the they are disoriented and decided it was best not to mingle with
anyone until they sorted out where they are and what the setup is
in their new surroundings,” Sam said wiping some of his last meal
from his mouth.

 


The stumbled from the truck to see what
damage the sight and leavings of that monster had caused. One of
Cerberus’ heads looked up at Red from under the truck. “Red I know
you were concerned about me but you didn’t have to worry. Not one
drop of that red slime touched a hair on my body.”

 


There was no way Red was going to tell
Cerberus that he hadn’t even crossed her mind. The only thing she
was thinking about now was how she was going to clean the truck and
trailer inside and outside to remove the smell. “We were lucky that
all of us were under cover or we really would have had a mess,” she
said.

 


“Don’t you think we should have tried to kill
them while they were still disoriented?” he asked. “It was hard to
think with all that bile being sprayed on us like putrid rain.”



“I’m not sure I wanted to tangle with that
big thing right now anyway. We are not out here to look for fights
and kill things—although that would be fun—but to find those good
people.”

 


“How do you think that maggot rider stands
the odor of his mount?” Sam asked.

 


“Someone give me a drink of some alcohol so I
can get the taste of this mess out of my mouth,” Niffirg said.

 


“What taste? You were way in the sky waiting
and didn’t get a taste of anything,” Red told him as she let down
the ramp for the two rats to back out of.

 


Angel and Devil ran around the truck and
trailer, kicking up their heels and showing they were glad to be
free for awhile.

 


“I’ll tell you something I saw while I was in
the air if you’ll give me a drink,” Niffirg told them.

 


“Alright take this bottle but don’t take more
than two gulps. We need to be sober until we find these people,”
Sam said. He lit a cigarette and offered Red a light for her
cigarillo.

“What did you see?” Red asked blowing smoke
at him.

 


“I saw a big town with no one in sight. A few
miles before you get to the town and to our left a few miles I saw
a lake where you can get water to wash everything and make it smell
good. Isn’t that worth an extra shot of whiskey?” Before he could
get an answer he took another drink.

 


“Don’t make Red mad because then I would have
to make you into a snack. Come to think of it I haven’t had griffin
meat in some time now,” Cerberus told him.

 


Even though he didn’t think Cerberus was
serious Niffirg walked backwards out of his reach.

 


“I think Niffirg is right. I see a lake on
our map. We might as well head that way. What do you think?”

 


“I think it doesn’t matter which way we go
since we have no idea where those people are and if you should ask
me I would say we’ll never find them. All of this is a waste of
time.” She ground out her smoke and lifted the ramp to the trailer.
The pets can run behind us with Cerberus. They all need some
exercise.”

 


Niffirg flapped his wings and rose into the
air planning to settle in back of the pickup. When he saw all the
vomit there he changed his mind rose higher waiting for the others
to begin moving.

 


They rode with the windows down and put their
bandannas over their noses like Sam used to do when he robbed
someone. It was still hard to breathe but doing this made it some
better.

“I would have thought Boss Lady would have
visited us by now and given us some firmer directions on how to
find these people. As far as I’m concerned we are just drifting
here and there looking at the scenery and accomplishing nothing,”
Sam said.

 


The nearer they got to the turnoff the
rougher the road became. All four of their pets were frolicking and
playing with each other, having the time of their lives. They had
not been able to be as free as this since leaving hell. Others were
always in the way. Out here it was only them.

 


“Right up ahead is our turnoff. See that sign
that’s says OK-66 E. That’s the way we want to go. According to the
map we are only about six miles from Arcadia Lake,” Sam told
her.

 


Following the map it wasn’t long before they
were on the edge of the lake where there was once a campground. You
could still call it a campground because was where they would camp
for the night.

 


“Those are the only two rats I have ever seen
that liked to swim,” Red said watching Angel, Devil and Cerberus
swimming out in the lake. Although they had washed and scrubbed
them some of the smell was still there.

 


“Maybe we can find some spray cans of
deodorant at the next big store we pass,” Sam said. “I could use
some for under my arms. It wouldn’t hurt any for you to spray some
under yours,” Sam said stripping his clothes off to join the group
in the lake.

 


Red set on a bench attached to a picnic table
and frowned at him. “You’re not right very often but this time
you’ve hit the nail on the head.” She wouldn’t be going into the
lake until he came out. They always had someone on guard just in
case. They hadn’t seen anyone since the maggot incident. She
watched him meander toward the lake wiggling his tight buns at her.
This brought a smile to her lips. He and the pets were all she had
to love and she loved them all…especially Sam.

 


He grinned as he felt Red looking at him
walking, maybe strutting, toward the lake. He liked giving her a
show every chance he got. He ducked his head under and felt the
cool water returning to the lake as he stood. He was waist deep and
lathering himself with the bar of Atta Girl Spicy Lime. Mmm—smells
so good—makes him smell good also. He whistled as he watched a
flock of geese, ducks or some sort of fowl land in the water. “It’s
funny how some beasts and birds changed and some remained the
same,” he told Cerberus.

 


“I’ll never change,” Cerberus answered.

 


Sam smiled and continued scrubbing himself.
He would have to get a scrub brush so he could reach his back. It
would be better if Red could be out here with him. He could see her
and Niffirg talking about the mysteries of life. Life was good. He
untied his hair and washed it energetically with the sweet smelling
soap. He knew from using it before that the smell would hang in
there for awhile.

 


Before Sam reached the shoreline Red was
removing her clothes. All their personal weapons were lying on the
table. She had her dirty clothes under one arm and Sam’s under the
other one. “I’ll wash these for you,” she told him.

 


He sat on the table with his feet on the seat
wondering how they were going to find the people they were looking
for and what their reward would be once the people were found. It
seemed to him that as an archangel Michael would have the power and
know-how to find those people without any help from any Hellspawn.
There must be more to it than that, he thought.

 


Red stopped in knee deep water and gave both
of their clothes a good scrubbing on the small scrub board she had
managed to find and hang on to. After rinsing them thoroughly she
looked at Cerberus, who had followed her and was sitting on his
rear end looking at her. “It’s your turn. You’ll like the smell of
this soap we found. All three teams got a case each. It is hand
made and we are lucky we found it. It was made by Atta Girl. The
flavor, or should I say scent, we are using to wash you and me with
is called Jasmine. I even washed the clothes with it.”

 


Cerberus didn’t protest when Red started on
him. This was his master and she was his best friend as he was
hers. After she finished with him and had bathed herself they
headed toward Sam. Cerberus lifted one of his outside heads and
sniffed the air. “I smell someone coming,” he told her.

 


Red whistled to get everyone’s attention and
gave the hand sign that someone was coming.

 


While still in hell with nothing but time on
their hands they had made a game of the training exercises. All of
them knew what to do. The hundreds of hours of training were going
to pay off now.

 


Angel and Devil stood behind the pickup and
trailer keeping the lake at their backs. They each went to opposite
ends in a position where they could see anyone coming. Niffirg
soared above their heads and doing a spiral that was small in the
middle and got bigger the further out he went. Cerberus positioned
himself away from Sam and Red so he would be out of their line of
fire. Sam put on his wet pants, buckled on his twin nines then
picked up his submachine gun releasing the bolt and chambered the
first round. At the same time Red put on her pants and a shirt. She
buckled on her two pistols and checked to make sure there was a
round in the chamber of her sawed-off shotgun.

 


They waited barefooted for a signal from
Niffirg to tell them what to expect. In the distance they could
hear the rumble of motorcycles. They looked at each other, both
with the same thought. “Do you think it might be one of those demon
outlaw motorcycle gangs?” Red asked.

 


Sam nodded and tightened the grip on his
machine gun.

 



Chapter 8

King and Diamond Meets Three Teenage
Girls

 


“I’m guessing we just travel until we see a
sign with an arrow that says The Good People Are This Way.” King
said from the passenger seat of the humvee.

 


“Listen Dear I know you are thinking that
we’re wasting our time on this assignment. You may be right but I
think when it is time for us to find the righteous people Boss Lady
will give us a sign. It may not be a sign with an arrow on it but
still a sign. Think of it as a vacation.”

 


“Actually, you are right. We don’t have
anything else to do right now so we might as well be doing
this.”

 


“Were you able to find us any amphetamine?”
she asked.

 


“You know I’m not going anywhere without my
speed,” he answered.

 


“Well, what are you waiting on? Give me some
so I don’t have to ask whenever I need one.”

 


“Pull the truck over or stop right here since
we are the only ones on the road.”

 


Diamond stopped the truck and King got out.
They were on I-70 headed west. Since leaving the others they had
not seen anyone. She would have to do all the driving since King
had no legs. It was hard for him to get his twenty-foot long body
into the cab but they had sorted that out. He entered the truck
through the back door and came to the front. A lot of his body
stayed in the back seat. The main part, head, arms and shoulders
were in front.

 


He rummaged in the back for a few minutes and
returned with a bottle. “There are a thousand to a bottle and I
have a case of them,” he told her. “We don’t want to go crazy with
them because I don’t know when I’ll be able to get any more. Any
time we go through a town we’ll raid the pharmacies.”

 


She took the bottle from him and swallowed
two of the pills without anything to wash them down with. She then
emptied some in a small container she kept in one of her pockets
and handed the large container back to him. He put two in his mouth
and washed them down with water from his canteen.

 


“Look at the map and tell me what is the next
town we’ll be coming up on. I’m ready to find some water and take a
good bath,” she told him. She smiled feeling the pills starting to
take effect. It wouldn’t be long before she had as much energy as
she could use, and more.

 


“Here is a town called Russell. I don’t know
how much water we could find there but we can stop if you want to.
That is one of our fuel stops so we would have stopped anyway. I
don’t really believe we’ll find any good people living there.”

 


They pulled off I-70 and into Russell. Just
as they exited the humvee a swarm of large mosquitoes buzzed over
their heads.

 


“Would you look at that,” exclaimed King.
“There are children on each of those mosquitoes’ backs.”

 


“I shouldn’t be surprised at anything I see
but I never expected to see mosquitoes the size of gilders.”

 


There were three riders and the lead one
circled her mosquito three times around them and landed. “What have
you brought us?” she asked. She looked human and couldn’t have been
over sixteen years old.

 


“What do you mean when you say that?” asked
Diamond.

 


“I mean just what I said. You had better have
something to give us or we’ll be angry at you,” she replied.

 


“What do you think we brought you?” asked
King. He searched her cyan colored eyes looking for a clue to what
she was talking about. Around her eyes where black circles like she
had not slept in a long time.

 


She pulled back on the reins and the mosquito
backed up a few steps. Its long stinger was pointed at them. King
knew he had nothing to fear if the mosquito was male because they
didn’t live on blood. If it was female then he’d better start
worrying.

 


“That mosquito you’re riding --is it male or
female?” he asked.

 


“You had better tell me what you brought us.
My toleration for people like you is almost zero so you can see you
don’t have very long to live if you don’t start listening and
answering.”

 


Diamond glanced into the sky at the circling
riders. Each one held a weapon of one sort or another. The girl on
the ground had a scabbard with a rifle hanging off its saddle. Yes
all the mosquitoes had saddles. She hadn’t made a move toward it
but Diamond knew if the girl gave a signal the ones in the sky
would attack. She also had two 9mm pistols strapped around her
waist. She could see insanity dancing around in the girl’s eyes.
“What is it you hope we brought you?” she asked.

 


“First I hope you realize that us demons of
the sky need some makeup so we will be more appealing to the boys.
So I’m hoping you brought us some lipstick that matches my green
skin and red hair. Maybe some earrings that match my emerald green
eyes. That is first on our list. The next thing on the list would
be food, any kind of food. We can always use food. If you brought
us those two things then you are safe for a little while.”

 


“Let me go to the rear of the truck and I’ll
see if I don’t have a makeup kit that I can give you. I’ll also
give some canned food,” Diamond said.

 


She went to the rear of the truck and the
first thing she did was loosen up the two Walthers for a quick draw
if needed. She reached in and pulled out her makeup kit. She knew
she could get all the makeup she needed at any drug store in any
town. Why those demons of the sky couldn’t do that she didn’t know.
She didn’t even know why they called themselves demons. She removed
a twelve pack case of Spam and a case of C rations. Maybe this
would get the girls off their backs. She didn’t want to kill any
children but they must have been bad to the bone to be sent to hell
from their other life. Anyway they were not children any more.

 


“What are you children doing here in this
town without any grown-up supervision?” King asked.

 


“Why would we need supervision? We were
spewed from hell the same as the other people. I would think my
young appearance wouldn’t deceive you. I was sixteen when I was in
an accident and the ones flying over your head were sixteen. We
were all classmates and that is how old we were when we were killed
in a car crash and sent to hell hundreds of years ago,” she
answered.

 


“I have a makeup kit, a twelve pack of span
and a case of C rations. I’d be glad to give you all of it,”
Diamond said. “Can you use any of that?”

 


“Well yeah,” said the girl. “We can never get
enough makeup and I haven’t had any spam since leaving hell. I
never cared much for C rations but they’ll do when you’re hungry. I
do love the cigarettes. Could we have the cigarettes now?”

 


“What’s your name?” asked Diamond handing her
the makeup and spam. She opened the case of C rations and took out
the accessory pack, opened it and handed the girl a four pack of
Marlboro.

 


The girl waved her arms at the sky and the
other girls landed. They all dismounted and the mosquitoes stood
like they were trained. “My name is Sky. I am the squad
leader.”

 


“This was where you were spewed to?” asked
King. He watched her open the cigarettes and pass them around to
the other two girls.

 


“No, this wasn’t the place we landed. We have
been moving here and there for a while now. We have to be close to
where there are a few boys. The more boys there are the better,”
Sky said and laughed. “I’ll trade this last cigarette to you for a
match.”

 


“We don’t either of us smoke. It’s not good
for your health,” King said. “When we started this journey Diamond
smoked but she decided it was bad for her health.”

 


Diamond handed them the matches from the
accessory pack. “So you are saying there are some boys close by?”
she asked.

 


“That’s what she said,” spoke up another
girl. She was dark and might have been half African American. She
was the shortest of the three. The other nameless girl was sixteen
but was taller and huskier like Sky. The nameless girl and Sky were
about the same size, almost six feet tall. He doubted if they would
ever grow any more.

 


King told the girls their names and asked
what to call them.

 


“This young pretty thing is called Molasses.
She is dark and she is sweet. That tough looking broad over there
is called Nails because that is how tough she is.”

 


King looked at the tall girl with the long
blonde wavy hair and emerald green eyes. She had on a pair of black
coveralls that zipped down the front. Considering that in
appearance she was only sixteen her breasts were large and were
trying to push the zipper further down her front. It was already
zipped almost below the twins. The two revolvers she had strapped
around her middle had black handles. She wore a dark sweatband
around her head to keep the sweat from her eyes during a fight.
King wasn’t sure how he knew it but he knew she was the most
dangerous teenager he had ever met.

 


“Are you children hungry?” asked Diamond.

 


“Okay, I give up. Even though we have been
around a few hundred years you can consider us children if you want
to,” Sky said. “Yes I’m hungry for some of that spam. Too bad we
don’t have some sliced bread to make sandwiches with.”

 


“Was there a drug store left in this town
after the spew?” asked King.

 


“Yes, right up the road there. We’ve been in
there several times trying to bust the lock on the drug safe. I
guess it was locally owned and whoever owned it kept the drugs in a
large safe that looked more like a bank vault than a safe,”
Molasses said.

 


“We messed around with the beauty products
too. We just don’t know how to apply them. You should see us after
we beautify each other. If there were still televisions working we
could get our own show as the three comedians,” Nails said grinning
at Diamond. It appeared as if she was starting to relax some.

 


“I like you girls so I’m going to take up
some time with you,” Diamond said. “I’ll pick up some more supplies
and have a little beauty makeup class. By the time you finish
eating I should be back.”

 


Diamond and King got into the Humvee and
drove the few blocks to the drug store. A big sign still stretched
across the front saying Oscar’s Drug Store. Underneath and in
smaller letters it said Health and Beauty products-Prescriptions
Filled.

 


“I think this is the place we’re looking
for,” King said. He slithered out of the truck and tried the door.
It opened without a problem.

 


Diamond swallowed two of her speed pills and
said, “I’ll get up some hair products while you try to get the safe
with all the good stuff opened.”

 


King moved to the back where there was a room
with a small window for customers to converse with the pharmacist.
At the end of that wall was a door. He pushed open the door and saw
things scattered like someone had been looking for something. He
then remembered that the three girls said they had been here trying
to open a safe. He saw the safe with hammers, hacksaws and other
tools at the entrance. He didn’t see any scratch marks so they
hadn’t made any headway. Like Diamond he had decided that the girls
were an okay bunch. Maybe if they had children they would have been
like these. It was sad to think that they may never have any
children. They really didn’t need any the way the world was
today.

 


Diamond found one of those grocery carts and
started filling it with hair spray, all colors of lipstick, blush,
foundation, eye shadow, nail polish but no hair coloring. All of
the girl’s hair was the right color for them. This was going to be
fun. Just like the girls were her own. She threw in some of the
more expensive perfume. Since she didn’t plan to pay she would get
the best that the drug store had to offer.

 


King looked at the safe for a minute or two.
He had two years of locksmith schooling. The fifty years of
schooling that the devil had insisted on came in handy. On top of
regular schooling they had been allowed to attend a few of the
vocational schools. There were hundreds offered. Locksmith was one
of the schools he chose. He rubbed his fingers against each other.
This was a very old safe and was one of the first he practiced on.
Several seconds later he pulled the bank sized vault open. This was
a bank vault. King went back out and looked around. This place
wasn’t always a drug store. At one time it had been a bank. It was
better and cheaper to buy another vault than it would be to move
this one.

 


“Are you in there yet?” called Diamond. “I’m
ready to check out.”

 


“I’m just going in now,” he called back.
”Maybe you had better come and see if there are any prescriptions
you want.”

 


Diamond, pushing her cart before her, came
through the vault door. Her long forked tongue darted into the air.
“It smells musky in here,” she said.

 


“There is no telling how long this vault has
been locked with no air coming in. I’m not even sure if all the
drugs are any good. Maybe some of them will be,” he replied.

 


“Let’s hope so,” Diamond said. She started
reading labels and putting them in her basket.

“That’s enough for now. Let’s go back now and
let me do the girls’ hair and makeup. Tomorrow before we leave
we’ll come back. Make sure you lock the door so no one else can get
in.”

 


They were going out the front door with King
in the lead when a bullet whizzed by him and ricocheted off the
cart Diamond was pushing.

 



Chapter 9

Lobola and Hammer Meets Threeless



“Here comes the sun, glaring into our eyes.
We must be going east in the direction we are supposed to be
going,” Lobola said. She rested her M-85 Sniper Rifle on the open
window. It was pointing at nothing in particular.

 


“How long do you think we will be traveling
before we run into someone who wants to kill us? Even after
spending all that time in hell there are still people and
non-people that still want to kill,” Hammer said.

 


“I wouldn’t think it would be too much
longer,” she said. “Are you getting bored or what?”

“No I just need to stretch my legs and I
thought that would give me an excuse to stop and get out,” he
replied.

 


“Hammer, you don’t need an excuse to do that.
I’m eight feet tall and you’re what, eight and a half feet tall.
That cramps us up some in here,” Lobola said.

 


Hammer stopped the Humvee weapons carrier and
got out. Lobola followed suit but left her rifle propped against
the seat. “Off this old highway is some beautiful land. A lot of
deserted houses, stores and just about anything you can name that
used to be in business. The good people left for another planet and
the evil people were all in hell; that left all the buildings
empty. You are either good or evil. There is no in-between,” said
Lobola.

 


“Do you really think we are going to find any
good people that didn’t leave when they had the chance?” asked
Hammer. He turned his back to Lobola and urinated on one of the
back tires.

 


“In the back of my mind I believe that we
were swept up in this for another reason. I don’t know what but I
think it is something,” replied Lobola. “I think we should just
consider this a vacation. Did you ever go on a vacation before with
a woman friend?”

 


“No I never had a woman friend that I wanted
to spend more than a few minutes with. I’ve spent more time with
you than I spent with dozens of women. That’s total time with you
against the total time with all the others put together,” he said.
“I never told you before, because I’m shy around women, but I like
you and wouldn’t care if we spent the rest of our remaining life
together. In fact I think it would be kind of nice.” Underneath his
fur he knew he was blushing.

 


She gave him a wolfish grin. “I would be glad
to spend the rest of my life with a hunk like you. It’s not every
day that a female can hook up with a big strong generous male like
you,” she said. She came over to him and let her body melt into his
while they kissed.

 


Two hours later they were back on the road
nibbling on crackers and canned meat from their C rations. “There
is only one thing I’m worried about,” he said. “Since you don’t
smoke, do my smoking cigars offend you in any way?”

 


“The smell doesn’t bother me except when
there are two or three smoking cigars close to me at the same
time,” she responded patting him on the leg.

 


“Can you make out what that is ahead?” asked
Hammer.

 


“It looks like someone walking along the
road. If they would turn around I could see them better,” responded
Lobola.

 


Indeed it was someone or something walking
along the highway. When they got closer they could see that it was
a mutated female wolf. She stood close to six feet tall, had blonde
hair. Her black dress was ripped almost off of her and she carried
her purse in one hand and a pair of special made opened face shoes
so her paws could stick through.

 


Hammer stopped when he got even with her.
Lobola’s rifle was staring at her young face. Her blue eyes had
tears running down them.

 


“What’s the matter child?” asked Lobola. She
moved the barrel so it wasn’t in the girl’s face.

 


“Go ahead and shoot me. I have nothing more
to live for. My boyfriend just up and walked away. He left me
stranded here without any company, transportation or any way to
protect myself,” the girl said.

 


“What’s your name?” asked Lobola. She eased
open the door and climbed out.

 


“My name is Threeless, that’s what my friend
called me. He said I was hopeless, worthless and useless. That was
three things with less on the end that I was so, he called me
Threeless. Now he is gone and I don’t know what my real name was.”
Threeless said.

 


“We’ll call you Threeless but not for those
reasons. How long ago did he leave you?” asked Hammer from the
other side.

 


“About two days ago. I’ve had nothing to eat
or drink during that time. He said this road was never used so I
would die on it,” she told him.

 


“Well we’ll fix that,” Lobola said. “Put your
purse and shoes in the back seat.” Lobola walked to the rear and
lifted the tailgate. She took out a C ration meal and a bottle of
water.

 


Threeless snatched the water from her hand
and ripped the cap off. “Whoa go slow drinking that water. We don’t
want you all cramped up and sick,” Lobola said.

 


Threeless did as she was told and sipped on
the water until it was gone. “You are one beautiful lady. How about
another water?” she said.

 


“Here are some crackers. You nibble on a few
of these and we’ll do more water,” Lobola told her.

 


Hammer let Threeless eat some crackers and
drink more water then asked her, “What kind of transportation did
your boyfriend have?”

 


“He was riding a regular big horse. The horse
was big enough to carry both of us. It also carried two sleeping
bags; the asshole took mine with him. We had food, water and some
land mines. He said he was going to plant the mines somewhere along
this road before he reached the next town. He had a map so there is
no telling where he laid the mines.” Threeless said.

 


“No problem. We have a map and we’ll ride off
the road until we get to the next town. We are in no hurry. Were
you spewed from hell or did you always live on earth?” Hammer
asked.

 


“No I was in hell, that’s where I met my
ex-boyfriend. We had a few classes together,” she said.

 


“I guess she’s not one of those we are
looking for,” Hammer said.

 


“I guess not,” Lobola said. “I’ll get the map
out and see how far it is to the next deserted town.”

 


“How far can you let me ride with you?”
Threeless asked.

 


“You can ride as far as you start
misbehaving,” Hammer said.

 


“It looks like the next town is Blue Springs,
Missouri. There is a lake there with a camp ground and everything.
Guess what the name of the lake is,” Lobola said.

 


“Blue Springs,” Threeless said from the
back.

 


“It sounds like you are getting some smarts
back since that no good boyfriend left you stranded. I know all of
us have been evil and went to hell but some of us learned. I don’t
think he is one of them. The more I think about it the more I want
to find him,” Lobola said.

 


“Give me some directions off this highway and
onto some back roads to that Blue Springs Lake,” Hammer said.

 


They were riding through a small suburban
area when Lobola saw something out of the corner of her eye.
“Stop,” she told Hammer. She moved her rifle to the direction she
thought she had seen something.

 


“What did you see?” asked Hammer.

 


“I thought I saw movement around that rusty
looking car parked in that driveway,” she said.

 


The two of them got out of the Humvee and
stood together in front of the car. “I saw it,” Threeless said from
the back seat.

 


“What did you see?” asked Hammer. He laid his
large headsman’s axe on his shoulder.

“I saw that car move,” she said.

 


They looked closer and saw that it was
vibrating. A steady hum came from the motor. They backed up and
waited. Hammer could smell gas like the old cars when someone
patted the gas pedal too many times flooding the carburetor. They
heard a noise like someone shifting gears. They looked hard but saw
no one inside. The car started creeping forward.

 


“Get behind the Humvee,” Hammer told Lobola.
“Threeless, you get out of the truck on the other side.”

 


Lobola backed away from the car and around to
the other side of the Humvee. Threeless had already complied with
Hammer’s orders. Hammer was almost to the Humvee when the hood of
the car popped up. “Good gracious alive, do you see that? That car
is alive.” Hammer said. When the car opened its hood the teeth were
as big as chair legs and as sharp as ice picks. “I would have sworn
that car was just a rusted out old heap.”

 


The car’s engine roared, tires squealed and
the car leaped forward with its hood wide open. Hammer leaped to
the side of the driveway but was still grazed by the side of the
car knocking him into a hedge that was growing close to the
driveway. The car hit the side of the Humvee, its teeth dug in and
its hood closed. It went into reverse and spun its tires again.
There were long scratches in the Humvee and the side mirror was
missing. A noise sounded from under the hood of the car and the
side mirror was spit out and bounced off the Humvee.

 


Even through all that Hammer was able to hold
on to his headsman’s axe. He ran toward the car with the axe in the
air. He brought the axe down hard on the hood. A blood-curdling
scream like someone in terrible pain came from under the hood.
Hammer raised the axe again and again. Finally the axe hit the
brain of the car and it was still.

 


Lobola came from the other side of the
Humvee. “That was some kind of demon car. I’ve never seen one of
those before,” she said.

 


“Neither have I. I hope there are no more
around,” he said. “Let’s get out of this neighborhood. If you see
something else we’ll just keep driving.”

 


“We can’t just keep driving. What I see might
be what we are looking for,” she responded.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” he said.

 


“Could I have some more water and food
please?” asked Threeless.

 


They could smell the lake before they got
there. It was a refreshing smell like that of newly fallen rain.
There was an old sign that was hard to make out. They did make out
enough of the word to see that it spelled campground. A soft breeze
was blowing making ripples on the water.

 


“A good place to fish,” Hammer said. “Since
it has been a long time since anyone fished this lake I’ll bet it’s
full of fish. I had better hurry because the dark is closing
fast.”

 


Hammer rigged himself a fishing line while
Lobola and Threeless started a fire and got out the stuff needed to
fry fish.

 


“Why didn’t your ex-boyfriend leave you
something to defend yourself with?” asked Lobola

 


“He wanted to see me dead. No, that’s not
right, he just wanted me dead. He didn’t want to see me dead,”
Threeless responded.

 


“Do you know how to use any types of
weapons?” Lobola asked.

 


“Almost anything with a trigger on it,”
Threeless said.

 


Lobola went to the raised tailgate and pulled
out two pistols and a rifle. Boss Lady was always ahead of them
when it came to what they were going to need. It was as if she knew
the future. “Buckle these holsters on, then clean and load these
weapons,” Lobola said handing her the weapons and a box of
shells.

 


“Can I keep these?” asked Threeless.

 


“They are yours forever,” Lobola said.

 


Hammer handed Lobola a bucket of cleaned fish
that was ready to be seasoned, battered and fried.

 


Not far away the smell of frying fish and
hushpuppies drifted with the air currents until they passed the
nose of Threeless’ once upon a time boyfriend and his horse. Both
their noses sucked in the mouthwatering scent.

 


“I think these babies are ready for the
stomach,” Lobola said. She had fried three big platters of fish,
hushpuppies and French fries. They each got a platter.

 


A shot rang out and a bullet kicked up sparks
that hurried toward the night sky. Following the shot a voice
called from the darkness. “No one move and no one will get hurt.
All I want is a platter of those fish.”

 



Chapter 10

Red and Sam Meets Some Harley Riders

 


Niffirg landed and walked over to them.
“There are only two motorcycles coming but they are making a lot of
noise. I couldn’t tell what kind of creatures was riding them
because they both had on helmets with visors,” he said.

 


“You had better get back into the air in case
we need you there. Carry a couple of those mini-missiles with you
in case there are more than we can handle,” Red said.

 


The rumble got louder as the cycles got
nearer. “That has to be those big Harley’s. Nothing else in the
world makes that sound,” Sam said. He pulled his duster back to
reveal his two pistols.

 


They would see the dust rising as the bikes
left the pavement and got onto the dirt. Then there they were right
in front of them. Two helmet clad people on two big Harley’s. The
group watched as the two removed their helmets.

 


One was an older lady with long gray hair
tied in a pony tail. She was armed to the hilt with 9mm pistols,
knives and grenades. On each side of her Harley was a scabbard with
a rifle in one and a sub-machine gun in the other. She wore jeans
covered with leather chaps. The sleeves were cut from her jean
shirt and there were tattoos on both arms. On top of one wrist was
a tattoo that said Bite and the other wrist had one that said Me.
She used her left biker boot to kick down the kickstand and
dismounted.

 


On the other Harley was an older man with
gray hair tied back in a pony tail. He wore no shirt but had a
leather vest with patches saying all sort of things. His burly arms
and chest were covered with tattoos. His thick beard was totally
gray and not neatly trimmed. His dark red eyes seemed to glow with
evil. Even though he appeared old he had a muscular build that
would have spiced up any muscle magazine. He had an earring of a
skull in his left ear. He wore jeans and biker’s boots. Two
bandoleers filled with shells crisscrossed this chest. He also was
decked out with 9mm pistols, knives and grenades. On his bike was a
scabbard holding a pump shotgun and on the other one was a
rifle.

 


The lady removed a red bandana from her back
pocket and wiped the dirt and sweat from her forehead. “Does it
seem to you that it may be getting hotter? I hope it doesn’t turn
into another hell up here.”

 


“You may be right but to me the weather has
been just about right,” responded Red.

 


Sam noticed they both were keeping their
hands well away from their weapons. This indicated to him they
didn’t want a fight to break out.



Where are you from?” he asked.

 


“Hell, the same place as everyone,” the man
answered in a deep husky voice.

 


“Yeah, I don’t know why I asked that question
since I already knew the answer,” Sam replied.

 


“Back down the road I observed you had air
support and we were being spied upon by your griffin,” said the
lady. “By the way my name is Granny and this fine hunk is my
partner Poppy.”

 


Red introduced them all and gave them warning
about staying away from the animals. She signaled Niffirg to come
back in. “Do you have a destination in mind or you just out
roaming?” she asked.

 


“We just go wherever our bikes take us,” said
Granny. “Since we left the gang you are the first people we’ve
seen.”

 


“We have seen a few evil demons but not much
more than that. Why did you leave your gang?” asked Sam. He was
still holding tight with his hands close to his guns.

 


“We were just going to eat something. If you
would like to you can break your fast with us.” Red said.

 


“It has been a long time since I’ve seen a
truck like that. That one looks brand new,” said Poppy.

 


“We had a little work done to it,” Sam
responded.

 


“Were you kicked out of your gang or did you
leave on your own?” asked Red. She was getting a little suspicious
of these two. It wasn’t anything they had done but just a feeling
she had.

 


“I guess it was a little of both,” Granny
said.

 


Sam put a cracker with a piece of Spam on it
into his mouth. Under the bench he kicked Red’s leg. He hoped she
got the idea that he was the one that should be questioning these
people since his talent was that no one could lie to him when he
asked a question. “What do you mean by a little of both?” he
asked.

 


“Our gang said they had enough of fighting
and killing and wanted to settle down and see if they couldn’t be
part of the good on this earth. We on the other hand have not had
enough of killing and plundering,” said Granny.

 


“Why are you telling him all of this?” asked
Poppy.

 


“I have no idea,” said Granny. “It all just
came out.”

 


“How many lives have you taken since the
spew?” Sam asked Poppy.

 


“I think me and her together has maybe killed
twelve if you include the bastard mutant dog that bit me on the
leg,” Poppy said.

 


“Do you plan on changing or you going back to
the way you were before you were sent to hell?” asked Sam.

 


“Not that I think it is any of your business
but I’ll tell you anyway. We are not going to be stepped on. We
have decided to kill first and ask questions later. If we had not
seen your griffin in the sky we would have came in shooting. Now
that I look around at you and your pets I think that would have
been a bad idea,” answered Poppy. “Oh, your question…no we are not
going to change. We will do just as we were doing before we went to
hell.”

 


“You’re welcome to finish your meal and
leave. If you decide to stay we will have to kill you and cut off
your heads,” Sam said.

 


“Fair enough as far as it goes but I want
that Model A. I have a pistol pointed at you under the table now.
Granny will escort Red to the truck and get it ready to travel.
We’ll put our bikes in the trailer and away we’ll go,” Poppy
said.

 


“I hate to burst your bubble but the gas tank
is almost empty and I’m sure you don’t know where to get any more
fuel. About five miles down the road you will stop and have to get
back on your bikes,” Sam told him.

 


“You are so far from the truth. We do know
where some fuel is. What do you thank those Harleys feed on?” asked
Poppy.

 


“I don’t feel like killing anyone today and I
just had my bath and don’t want to get dirty,” said Red. “Cerberus,
would it be possible for you to take care of this problem for
me?”

 


Cerberus had been lying under the table and
Red had been feeding him scraps from her plate. He had seen Poppy
draw his pistol and point it at Sam. He also saw Granny reaching
for her boot knife. One of his heads reached out and latched on to
Poppy’s wrist and separated the hand and pistol from his arm. The
other head took off two of Granny’s fingers as they reached the
knife.

 


The table tried to turn over each way as the
four people leaped to their feet. Poppy was almost as fast as Red
but not quite. Red shot a pistol from Poppy’s uninjured hand as it
was leaving the holster. “You must not have heard of the infamous
gunfighter Sam Sinner before,” Sam said.

 


Granny had her gun almost out and was getting
ready to put a bullet in-between the eyes of the beautiful Red. She
changed her mind when she saw the two pistols staring at her. They
were pointed at each eye.

 


“Drop your weapons and we’ll take care of
those wounds for you,” Red said.

 


“They did as they were told and droped their
pistols. “ What are you going to do with us now?” asked Granny.

 


“We are going to heal your wounds and let you
go,” Red told them. “I am a healer.”

 


“Why would you do that when we would have
killed and cut off your heads if we could have? Yet you have
nothing but kindness for us,” said Granny.

 


“We are through with killing just to kill. If
our life or the lives of our friends depends on us killing someone
then we will,” said Sam.

 


Red came around to where Poppy was standing.
She took the arm that was draining his blood and cupped her hand
over the wound. The bleeding stopped and skin grew over the wound.
“I couldn’t have grown back your hand for you but that will be your
sentence for trying to take what didn’t belong to you,” Red
said.

 


“Now about my hand?” asked Granny.

 


“Can you ride your bike with only those
fingers you have?” asked Sam.

 


“Maybe I could but it would be hard. I’m not
even sure I could do it. The fingers are missing from my left hand
and that is the hand I use to operate the clutch when I change
gears,” Granny said.

 


Red covered Granny’s hand and the bleeding
stopped and the fingers grew back.

 


“Hey, how about me, I need my hand to ride my
bike. I can’t ride without this hand,” Poppy said.

 


“Oh, you can ride alright. You can ride
behind Granny as her bitch,” laughed Red.

 


“I don’t think that is funny at all,” Poppy
said.

 


“I don’t think it is funny that you started
all of this. You both take whichever bike you want and get it on
down the road. If we meet up again I’ll not be so easy on you,” Sam
said.

 


Red, Sam and all the pets watched as Granny
and Poppy transferred the stuff from Poppy’s bike to Granny’s. They
watched the dust from the one bike as it disappeared from
sight.

 


“Do you think I should do some surveillance
until they are further down the road?” asked Niffirg.

 


“That wouldn’t be a bad idea,” said Red. She
drew out one of her cigarillos and lit it.

Sam pulled a Camel from his C ration four
pack and let her light it from hers. She handed it back to him.
“Why don’t you smoke something that tastes better than that?” she
asked.

 


Sam smiled and said, “I’d walk a mile for a
Camel. I think it was back in 1921 that the Camel Company came out
with that saying on an ad. If I were dying for a cigarette, that
would be true. I would walk that mile for one.”

 


“Well, I’ll still stay with my cigarillos and
you can have all the cigarettes out of the C rations we eat more
regular than I would like too,” she said.

 


“What do you think about those two that just
left?” asked Sam.

 


“If they were left to wreak havoc the way
they want to this world would again be in one big mess. I think
that Cerberus may have put a dull edge to their meanness,” said
Red.

 


“Did I do well?” asked Cerberus with all
three sets of eyes glowing red with joy.

 


“Yes you did,” said Red. “That calls for a
treat. She opened three cans of Spam and gave each of them one. All
three cans of Spam would end up in the same place but now all three
were happy.

 


The rumble of the Harley had finally
disappeared into the twilight zone as darkness was falling.

 


“Why don’t we have a bottle of Jim Beam to
celebrate being alive,” said Red.

 


“Sounds like a winner to me. Maybe not the
whole bottle but some of it,” he answered.

 


“That was nice of you to let those two go
with killing and cutting off their heads,” said a voice from where
the two rats were standing.

 


Sam and Red whirled around with all four
pistols pointed in that direction. “You shouldn’t startle us that
way. We could wind up shooting you through with holes,” Red
said.

 


“You two must be the fastest gunfighters on
earth right now. I would not want to go up against you in a real
fight where I couldn’t use my magic,” Boss Lady said.

 


“I was wondering if you were going to show up
soon,” said Sam.

 


“I’m here to see if you need anything and to
give you some news. It could be good or it could be bad which ever
way you look at it,” she said.

 


Alright let us have it,” Sam said.

 


“When you wake up tomorrow you will be in a
different place than this. When you wake up I’ll let you decide
where you are at, not that it would make a difference,” she
said.

“So far it is nothing that we can’t handle,”
Red said.

 


“Where you are going I have no fuel for your
truck. I will put the truck in a safe place for you and when this
is all over I will return it,” she said.

 


Niffirg had landed and was listening. He knew
something else was going to fall. “Will I be going too?” he
asked.

 


“You will be going but not with these two.
You will be transferred to one of the other couples. One of the
couples you already know. You know there are hundreds of groups
throughout the world looking for the same thing as you are. I will
always keep the couples you started with together. One of the other
couples might need you for some surveillance or they might not. In
any case Red and Sam doesn’t need this many pets so I’m sending
Niffirg to one of the other couples. I don’t know which one yet but
I do know he will be treated well,” Boss Lady said.

 


“We love Niffirg but I suppose there is
nothing we can do about it. It’s not like he will be gone forever.
He will still be a part of our group. The only thing I am concerned
with is you losing my Model A. If you do lose it you’ll be in a lot
of trouble,” Sam said.

 


“I’m sure I would be,” Boss Lady said. “Red,
give me one of your smokes and pass over that bottle of Jim
Beam.

 



Chapter 11

Diamond and King Help Some Teenagers

 


King brought his body to the floor and
crawled back into the store. Diamond fell back and her cart went
flying. Each drew their guns and looked out the plate glass window
that had missed getting destroyed. “Do you see anything?” asked
King.

 


“Nothing yet,” she replied.

 


“If we are patient I’m sure they will make
the first move,” he said.

 


Sure enough the ones outside couldn’t stand
the strain of not knowing if they had killed or wounded the two and
stepped from the backside of the Humvee. They looked like three
young boys that couldn’t be over seventeen. When they were halfway
between the Humvee and the drug store King said, “Far enough. One
step forward, backward or sideways will get you a bullet through
the heart. Then I’ll come out and behead you.”

 


“Drop the weapons you are holding and put
your hands into the air,” Diamond told them.

 


The three boys looked at each other and
decided, without a word being spoken out loud, that they would live
to fight another day. They laid down the weapons they were holding
and lifted their hands.

 


King slithered his twenty foot body out the
door with a .45 colt pistol in each hand. “What are you boys up
to?” he asked the three in a voice so low they had to lean forward
to hear.

 


“We thought you might be someone here to
takeaway our girls and the territory we’ve staked out. That shot we
just fired was a warning shot,” the group’s leader said. All the
boys were about the same age, about seventeen and all were bald
headed. Each had three rings dangling from each ear.

 


Diamond could see that for all their trying
to look tough they were ill at ease. “I didn’t see any girls in the
drug store. Where do you keep them?” she asked.

 


A big grin spread over the face of the young
men. “We really don’t have any girls. There are three not too far
from here that we were planning on talking to when we worked up the
nerve,” one of them said.

 


Another one said, “It is harder to confront a
girl the first time than it is to have a gunfight with someone. We
really thought you might be two boys that were not as frightened of
girls as much as we are. If you had been and you talked to the
girls first we might lose them before we even had a chance.”

 


“Introduce yourselves one at a time. Tell us
your name; how you got here and how do you think you are good
enough for those sweet girls,” Diamond said.

 


“My name is Rough and I have been hanging out
with these two fellows since before we died and went to hell. We
have been friends since in the first grade of our time on earth. We
really thought we were something else and stayed in trouble for our
evil meanness. We were spewed here from hell. We haven’t left this
place since. The girls have been here for a little while. Before
they came there were no others here. I am a good hunter so I could
help the girls keep meat on the table,” said Rough.

 


“I look at myself as a tall man with a
muscular build. We all work out a lot so we are of nearly the same
height and build. We all have blue eyes and shaved heads. If you
didn’t know us well you could get us mixed up. That’s the way we
like it. My name is Tough,” said Tough. “I do a good garden.”

 


“The way to tell us apart is by our tattoos.
Each of us has our name tattooed over our left breast. Why we all
look alike we don’t know. Maybe we all had the same father. None of
us ever knew our fathers. My name is Ready,” said Ready. “We are
all seventeen and were killed in a cave in where we were hiding
from the law. I am good with animals.”

 


“Very good, Rough, Tough and Ready. A good
trio you are. Now promise you won’t give us any trouble and you can
put your hands down,” said Diamond.

 


All the boys nodded and put down their hands.
“I know you have some special talents so tell us what they are,”
said King.

 


“We call it mindspeak,” said Rough. “We can
communicate with each other by telepathy.”

 


“My goodness, this gets better and better.
Since you haven’t met the young ladies we could introduce them to
you. Would you like that?” asked Diamond.

 


“Yes we would,” said Tough.

 


“Do you have any transportation other than
your legs?” asked King. He could see that they didn’t have much.
All he saw among all three was the rifle. If they had any other
weapons they didn’t have any with them.

 


“That’s it for now. We are planning on
catching come mounts of some sort and train them. Ready is good
with that sort of thing.”

 


“Help us load all this stuff in the truck and
we’ll give you a ride over to the girl’s place,” Diamond said.

 


The girls saw them coming and saw the three
young men riding on the hood of the Humvee. With King’s long body
curled in the back seat there wasn’t much room for them. The girls
ran into their house out of sight. Diamond drove as close to the
door as she could. “You guys can just hang out over there until I
talk to the girls and maybe pretty them up,” she said.

 


When Diamond went into the house the girls
were crowded in at the window peeking out.

“Did you bring them for us?” asked Sky. She
had a wild gleam in her eyes.

 


“I don’t know if you want to have anything to
do with them or not,” Diamond said. “They think they all look alike
and might have the same daddy. They have their name tattooed on
their chest so people can tell them apart. As you can see all their
heads are shaved and they are wearing the same earrings. They are
all built the same and are about the same height. Now tell me this,
can you tell them apart?” asked Diamond.

 


“You’ve got to be kidding us with that
question,” said Nails. “What’s the joke?”

 


“No joke, they think they are almost
identical,” Diamond said.

 


“Well they don’t look identical to me. I have
already picked out the one I want. I want the Asian dude,” said
Molasses.

 


“We already picked out the ones we want
before you came in,” Nails said. “We just need you to pretty us up
some before we go out to introduce ourselves. I’ve decided I’m
taking the white guy.”

 


“I thought it over pretty quick and decided
on the black guy because of my green skin. Other reason is I like
black,” said Sky.

 


“Can you see what I’m saying? They don’t seem
to know that they are of different colors. I guess in a way that is
a good thing. If everyone in the world thought along those lines it
would make this new world better,” Diamond said. “First you girls
need to take a shower and wash your hair good, then we’ll
start.”

 


“You are so pretty,” Sky said. Diamond had
washed her hair and was now styling it. The long raven black hair
was already hanging in waves so she didn’t have much to do to
it.

 


“Thank you,” said Diamond. “I don’t get many
compliments.”

 


“Your bronze skin and long black shiny hair
sets off your beauty,” Nails said. “I love your oriental dress. How
do you keep it so clean?”

 


“I don’t know how I keep it so clean. I do
wash it a lot but it doesn’t seem to pick up much dirt,” Diamond
responded. “Maybe my secret has something to do with it. I have
dozens of dresses that look just like this one.”

 


“I think what makes you so beautiful is your
slanted chocolate colored eyes,” said Molasses.

“They make you look so exotic. Like something
out of a fairy tale.”

 


“You girls make an old woman like me blush,”
Diamond laughed. “Who’s next with the hair?”

 


“My hair looks so good,” Sky said. “In fact I
don’t ever remember it looking this good. None of our hair ever
looked this good.”

 


“I hope all of you were paying attention so
you can do each other when it needs it. We’ll apply the makeup now.
You may not be able to follow everything I do but with some
practice on your own you’ll do fine.”

 


“Can we put makeup on so we look like
warriors?” asked Molasses.

 


“You mean like the Indians used to do?” asked
Sky.

 


“I’ll bet that would look good on us,” Nails
said.

 


“Not today. Today you are trying to impress
those boys out there so we’ll stick with that. Maybe tomorrow
before I leave I can show you how to do that,” Diamond said.

 


King popped three of the pills he had just
gotten from the drug store, just testing them to see if they were
worth keeping. In a few minutes he knew they were. “Do you have a
house where you hang your hat, if you had a hat, or do you just
pile down wherever you are at when it is time to sleep?” he
asked.

 


“Yes we have what we call a base of
operations. There we keep extra food, clothes and stuff like that,”
said Rough. The sweat was starting to bead up on his black hairless
head and run down his cheeks.

 


King looked them over carefully. He could see
there were a few differences other than them all being different
colors. Like they thought of themselves, if they had been all one
color they would have been hard to tell apart if you didn’t know
them. He could see that Rough started sweating when he got nervous.
Tough, the Asian, had a twitchy eye. Actually both eyes were
twitchy, they sort of rotated back and forth. This was happening to
him now with the tension building up. Ready was talking low to
himself and swatting at unseen flies close to his ear.

 


Is that the only weapon you have?” asked
King.

 


“That’s it. We share this one rifle with each
other. We don’t have that many cartridges for it either. Maybe
about half a box,” said Rough using an old rag to wipe the
sweat.

 


“It is a good thing you’ve had no real
trouble. That .22 rifle would only make most of these demons mad. I
don’t think it would kill them.” King said.

 


“When we were dumped here we had the one
rifle and a box of shells for it. Most of the shells have been used
to kill food. Mostly rabbits. We haven’t shot at a deer or anything
like that because we knew it would be a waste of a shell and would
not be very humane,” Tough said. His twitching eye was about to
drive King crazy.

 


“What are those women doing in there?” asked
Ready.

 


“I know you boys have been in hell a long
time but your age in appearance is only seventeen. Didn’t you have
anything to do with any women in hell?” asked King.

 


“No we didn’t. Mostly we had to go to
different schools and learn different occupations,” Ready said. He
swatted at another invisible fly.

 


“I know what you mean; I went to a few of
those schools myself. Let me answer your question about the women.
When they get together, doing something they can all do, they are
like a bunch of hens. Talking and talking. You may not remember but
women used to have quilting bees. They would all sit around this
frame making a quilt and gossiping. I would bet that right now they
are talking about you three,” King said.

 


“You really think so?” Tough asked.

 


“Yes I really think so. Are you boys planning
on doing evil things like you did before you went to hell?” asked
King.

 


“No we are going to try to change our ways.
To tell you the truth we learned a lot in hell.

 


The schooling helped too. All of us were
school dropouts.” Ready said.

 


“Do you all know how to shoot different
weapons?” asked King.

 


“No just this rifle,” replied Rough.

 


“Later I’ll see what I have that I can spare
and maybe fix you up with some weapons and ammunition,” King
said.

 


“What are they doing out there?” asked Sky
who was getting the finishing touches on her makeup. She was the
last one.

 


“They’re just leaning against the truck
talking to King,” Molasses said.

 


“Well, I think I can’t get you looking any
better than this. Are all of you ready to meet your new fellows?”
asked Diamond.

 


“I don’t know if I am or not. I am really
nervous,” Molasses said.

 


“Remember one thing. They are more nervous
then you are,” Diamond replied.

 


“Let us venture into the yard and face the
unknown,” Nails said. She lifted her chin a little higher and
opened the door leading outside.

 


They watched as the eyes of the three locked
on to them. Tough’s eye was twitching like crazy. Sweat poured from
Rough and Ready almost took his ear off with a swat.

 


Just as the girls stepped off the porch and
onto the ground there was a big boom on the other side of the
highway. Black smoke bellowed up darkening the sky. The smell of
burning flesh filled the air. A large birdlike creature circled the
area where the smoke was rising.

 



Chapter 12

Hammer and Lobola Meets the Old West’s
Fastest Draw

 


“You would shoot at us and possible do us
bodily harm for a platter of fish?” Hammer called out.

 


“If I were going to do you bodily harm I
would have shot one of you instead of putting the bullet into the
fire. All I want is for you to share some of that food with me. I
have been craving a good mess of fried fish but I always mess them
up and they don’t taste right,” the voice said.

 


“Come in with your arms held high and we’ll
think about letting you have a plate, not a whole platter, of these
fish and hushpuppies,” Hammer said.

 


A gunslinger stepped out of the darkness into
the flickering light of the campfire. He had to have been a
gunslinger in his old life. Just the way he walked with his .45
pistols strapped to his hips. His cocked cowboy hat, jeans, snap
button shirt and cowboy boots told the story of what he at least
thought he was. He held a rifle in a hand held over his head. They
all watched as he stood looking at them.
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