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“Sequel to Night of the Scream Queen, a tribute to B movie horror, as is this follow up. This one is subtitled “Embrace of the Aztec Vampire”, which sort of tells you what the story is about. An Aztec queen - did they have queens? - is infuriated when European invaders destroy her civilization, and she’s back from the dead to have revenge on the present. And she’s not human any more. A scream queen is the perhaps unlikely protagonist who has to rise to the occasion and prevent the apocalypse. This is not to be taken entirely seriously, of course, just as most of the movies in this sub-genre are at least partly tongue in cheek. Fun particularly for those of us who still feel the compulsion to watch cheaply made and usually awful horror movies.”

-Critical Mass Reviews

by Don D’Ammassa
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“With Night of the Scream Queen. Linnea Quigley and Michael McCarty have penned one of my favorite guilty pleasure novels of the year. This is over-the-top good fun, the way they used to make it down at the drive in. I loved it, and I bet you will too. Highly recommend!” 

-Joe McKinney, Bram Stoker Award-winning author of

The Dead Won’t Die, Flesh Eaters and Apocalypse of The

Dead
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“I have just read Night of the Scream Queen by Linnea Quigley and Michael McCarty. Never have descriptive words such as zany, irreverent and outlandish been more appropriate. It is an outrageous satire of horror fiction both in cinema and print, the likes of which I have never read before. It makes the casts in Tod Browning’s Freaks seem tame! This is one of the wildest books I’ve ever read.” 

-The Amazing Kreskin
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“Night of the Scream Queen resurrects movie monsters of yesteryear and breathes new life into the genre. Michael McCarty and Linnea Quigley deliver thrills and chills that will leave their readers gasping for more.”


-Amy Grech, Author of Rage & Redemption in Alphabet  City and Blanket of White 
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“B-Movie Energy! I read this bad boy in one sitting. Being a fan of b-movies in general, the story involving b-movie actors, b-movie filmmakers, and gator people, I ate this right up. You have to be okay with the ridiculous (and fun) premise, or else stick with straight-laced fiction. It’s geared more towards humor, so if you’re ready to laugh, pop open a cool one and enjoy. Also, I really really enjoyed the snippets about Desiree Starr’s movie experiences before each chapter. Fun, fun stuff!” 

-Alan Spencer author of B-Movie Wars and Psycho

Therapy  
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“Quirky, yummy fun! Michael McCarty and Linnea Quigley had me at ‘Blood Brothel Mama’ Read the book!” 

-Leslie Langtry author of Mud Run Murder and Stand by

Your Hitman
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B-Movie Participant

by Alan Spencer

“I have a special requirement when giving cheesy horror movies the thumbs up.  Most people consider monsters, gore and nudity, and a wild premise enough to be won over.  Me, I expect one other thing. At some point during the viewing process, I should wish to be in the actual film. I know it sounds crazy.  If you entered a horror movie in progress, the odds are, you’re going to die, and it’s not going to be pretty.  Let me explain.  I swear I don’t have a death wish.

First, I should narrow down the playing field. What do I mean by “cheesy” horror movies?  I don’t want people thinking I want to exist in Cannibal Holocaust or a brutal film like Martyrs. Good movies, but yikes, I’d probably die in the first few minutes without having a single taste of fun. Imagine this. When the dorky guys are forced to join in on a sorority prank at a bowling alley in Sorority Babes in the Slimeball Bowl-O-Rama, consider me the guy breaking the lock to get into that bowling alley.  I’d love to be the detective in Hollywood Chainsaw Hookers who deals with a string of brutal murders, while being stalked by bodacious (and chainsaw wielding) nubile women.  I would jump at the chance to dress up for Halloween and join the teenagers entering a haunted house on Halloween night in Night of the Demons.  Before combating demons and zombies, I’d be granted forty-five minutes of playing pranks and dancing with that hot goth chick before being ‘86’d.  And don’t forget jamming out with the killer from Slumber Party Massacre II.  This dude rocks out with a Drill-tar. Yes, you read right.  That’s a guitar with a drill coming out the neck of the instrument.  I’d love to get music lessons from that guy!  After learning up, I’d really know how to shred on some licks.  

What I’m trying to say is a great cheesy movie provides fun and antics even before the slaughter begins. The characters are always up to things you wish you’d done in high school, college, or later on in your adult years but never had the situation to live them through.  I want to be there or even if chances are when the party is over, I’m going buy the farm.  And even up to the point of death, I’m yucking it up all the way to the grave.  

Life can be monotonous. Work. Paying bills.  Whatever.  But you take that normality and throw in all the great tidbits of horror cheese and wild characters, and suddenly, your life is so much more exciting.  It’s a party. This is what I experienced in massive doses while reading Return of the Scream Queen. I want to hang out with Desiree Starr and her bevy of fellow actors, agents, and bedfellows. It’s so enjoyable I don’t fear horror’s reprisal.  A gator-guy might chomp me to bits.  A well-endowed Aztec vampire might sink her sumptuous teeth into my neck, but so what?  It’s all good and I had a wonderful time being attacked and thank you for the opportunity!
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“From the pool a green hand rises,
But does it scare us or surprise us?
Not if you’re the queen of screams,
Who simply laughs at childish schemes.”
-Stan Swanson
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I

Stay the Night
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It was one of those days that a tourist would find hot and hazy. A day for a trip to Grauman’s Chinese Theatre or Madame Tussauds. Anything to stay out of the heat. But for Southern California residents, it was just another typical hot and lazy summer afternoon. 

Desiree Star had dealt with the desert for years and usually conquered it by lying in her shaded pool on her pink plastic raft. Both plastic armrests on the raft were filled. One held her Cell phone and the other a half empty Margarita glass. (Very little ice, a heavy load of salt around the rim and plenty of Tequila.) Her laptop rested on her bare stomach and a half dozen movie scripts were within arm’s reach between her thighs.

The Santa Annas blew the smog to another part of the planet for a change, and she breathed in the hot breezy balmy air that carried a hint of jasmine from her neighbor’s flowering shrubs. The old man next door gave her the creeps and Donald told her that he thought he might be a Peeping Tom, but he sure took good care of his garden and shrubbery.

Finding that her brain refused to kick in, she closed the laptop and reached for the scripts. She really didn’t want to do another horror movie, this one with the title The Slime Creature Rises Again. She didn’t even know the Slime Creature rose at all. If she played her card rights, maybe she wouldn’t have to watch any slimier or creature movies anymore. But her mother in Iowa had always told her, “If you jump out of a plane, be sure you have a second parachute, just in case the first one doesn’t open.” As much as she hoped that Bullet City would become a big hit, nothing was for sure in this crazy town. But doing another horror movie after Hell’s Belles weighed heavily on her mind. And she didn’t even want to think about everything that had happened in the Devil’s Bayou. But there were bills to pay after moving into Long Beach condo and it didn’t take too long to be forgotten in this dog-eat-dog business. Or was that bitch-eat-bitch business?

Lost in her own world as she paged through one of the scripts, she didn’t even notice the ripple in the water off to her left. Long green fingers with razor sharp nails broke the water surface first and was followed by a swamp green slimy hand. The hand reached for the side of her raft, and she broke into laughter.

“Where the hell did you find that?” she asked as Donald rose out of the water. He flashed a sparkling smile (he was a dentist after all) and pushed his peroxide blonde hair from his eyes. Maybe the years were adding up for Desiree Starr, but she still had the power to attract her fair share of ‘boy-toys’. And her new boyfriend fit the bill to a tee, tall, dark and brutally handsome. From head to toe as well as strategic spots in between.

He smiled and wiggled the fingers of the prop.

Desiree laughed. “Is that the creature’s claw from Monster from the Murky Lake?” 

“Hell, if I know, I think that was before my time,” he replied with another grin.

“Donny, stop that. You’re going to make me feel old. Besides, it was made,” she paused. “Well, it wasn’t before your time.”

“Just playing with you,” Donald replied. He was practically naked as the only thing covering his body was a white Speedo swimsuit. He enjoyed showing off his well-toned, muscular, twenty-nine-year-old body. Desiree just hoped he wasn’t sharing it with anyone else. You never knew about that in Hollywood either.

He swam to the edge of the pool and climbed out knowing that Desiree ‘s eyes were glued to the water running off his back and thighs. He threw a beach towel around his neck and tossed the monster glove on a wicker table next to the cabana.

“Where did you find that thing?” she asked.

“It was stuffed in the bottom of one of those boxes in the spare bedroom,” he said.

“And just what were you doing going through my things?” she asked in jest.

“Just looking for a pair of panties to sell on eBay,” he said, and she wasn’t sure if he was kidding or not. “But all those memorabilia you have might be worth some money, doll. Your condo is like a regular Planet Hollywood or should I say Planet Horror-wood. Did you steal props and clothes from every film you’ve even been in?”

“I didn’t steal anything,” she said with a pout. “They were either given to me or I dug them out of the trash as souvenirs.”

“Is that same black and white striped bikini, you’re wearing from one of your movies?” he asked as he sat down at the edge of the pool with a fresh drink in his hand. “I think I recognize it.”

“I don’t think so. I bought this from one of those shops on Melrose a few summers ago. Besides, I don’t think I could even fit into most of those bikinis I wore back then. That was ages ago.”

“Ages?” he asked seductively cocking an eyebrow.

“Well,” the Scream Queen gulped. “I mean a few years. Besides, I don’t think it’s my bikini you’re staring at. Anyway, I really want to be done with that horror movie image and all those crazy monsters.”

“Even the monster in my Speedos,” he asked with an evil grin.

***
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Nightfall and Santa Annas made the evening balmy and breezy. They had enjoyed a nice dinner in the Valley and then drove to Dr. Donald Becker’s house in Brentwood. He didn’t even bother to park the Bentley in the garage as they hurried inside, clothes coming off as fast as they could climb the stairs to his bedroom.

It was quick, but intense and they were both soon lying naked and wrapped around each another’s sweaty bodies that glistened in the shimmering moonlight.

She wondered if he was already asleep until he spoke. “You really think you’re done with movies like Count Dracula and His Satanic Sluts and Blood Brothel Mama?”

Desiree thought about it for a moment. Summer was melting away faster than ice in a margarita glass and fall was just around the corner. And in her world, that meant she was going to be bombarded with invitations to appear at too many second-rate horror conventions and receive even more horror scripts. Although Hell’s Belles had not been a first-rate horror film (was there really such a thing anymore?), the publicity surrounding her abduction had earned the film a solid chunk of money. She was in high demand. But if Bullet City was super successful; maybe she wouldn’t have to worry about horror films anymore.

Not receiving an answer to his question, Donny slid out of the bed and reached for his black, silk robe. He rotated in front of the mirror that also served as the door to his closet. (As well as a nice view of the bed.) 

“Do you think I look like Tom Cruise,” he asked seemingly out of the blue.

“Huh? What?” Desiree asked, caught by surprise by the offhand comment.

“Do you think I could pass for a Tom Cruise clone? I’ve had tourists stop me on the street and ask me if I was Tom Cruise. If I appeared in a film, do you think people would believe it was Tom Cruise and not me?”

“I guess I never really thought about it,” she told him as she slipped into her pink kimono. She studied her boyfriend a little closer and even squinted her eyes. “Sure, I guess you resemble him a little.”

He smiled. “If Bullet City becomes a hit, do you think you could get me a small part in the sequel? Maybe even speak a few lines?”

“Donny, darling, you’re a dentist, not an actor.” 

“Hey, I had a walk-in role in Bullet City.” 

“Donny. You were an extra. You stood and held a newspaper on a busy intersection while bullets were being fired down the street. They had to keep on reshooting it because you kept dropping the newspaper because you heard gunfire.”

“Well,” he huffed. “You must start somewhere. You’re not the only one with big dreams, you know.”

“Yeah, sorry. I didn’t mean it that way.”

“Do you know Tom Cruise only had a few lines in his first movie Endless Love? And now he’s one of the biggest stars in the world. I’ve even been practicing sounding like him. Maybe I could start as his body double or something. He is getting a little older, you know. Listen to this—”

He turned from the mirror and winked. “—Mission Possible. We just rolled up a snowball and threw it into Hell. Now we’ll see if it has a chance.”

He curled his thumb and straightened his index finger like a pointed gun and made a ‘click click’ sound as he flashed his incandescent smile at her.

Desiree thought he sounded more like rock star Tom Petty than the famous actor. 

“Uh,” the Scream Queen stalled as she tried to think of a nice comment to make. Nothing came to mind, so she lied instead. “Not bad, I guess.”

“I knew you’d like it,” he said flashing the bright smile again and brimming with way too much confidence.

He scowled as a cell phone lying on the nightstand rang and interrupted his moment in the sun. They both reached for their phones automatically, but the Mission Impossible ringtone should have given it away. He glanced at the caller ID before flipping open the phone.

“Dr. Becker,” he answered, sounding nothing like Tom Cruise. He listened for a moment, then gave Desiree a look of disappointment before he answered his caller. “One of your caps came loose. Well, I can meet you at my office in about an hour and a half. You realize since it is an emergency visit, it will cost more.”

He paused.

“Yes, I’m sorry. I’m aware that money is not an issue. I’ll be there in—” he glanced at his watch. “—thirty minutes and you’ll be in perfect shape for your red-carpet appearance tonight. I guarantee it. After all, you are my number one patient.”

He rolled his eyes at Desiree as he said this and flipped the faceplate shut. “If you haven’t already guessed, I have to go into the office for a bit.”

“That’s okay,” Desiree said looking for her bra and then remembering it was on the railing at the top of the staircase. “I need to get back to my condo anyway.”

“You don’t want to stay the night?” he asked as he gave her his familiar hurt puppy dog look.

“Too much to do, darling,” she said as she retrieved her bra. “I have an interview scheduled for tomorrow and then need to work on Memoirs of a Scream Queen. The publisher is getting a little frantic over it. And don’t you dare forget that the premiere of Bullet City is tomorrow night. You are still going, right?”

“You betcha! Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” he said giving her a kiss on the forehead. “It’s going to be Top Gun fun,” he said, this time sounding just a little more Tom Cruise-ish and a little less Tom Petty-ish. 

[image: image]

“Morning on the beach

Orange sun reflected in the waves

Solitude and the sand

Headache from the midnight-rave”

-Michael McCarty
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