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    To Kitty: The "gassy goddess of the Gap" and the only friend I would trust to turn me into a "disco corn-dog."

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Me and my bestie, outrunning our problems and accidentally rehabilitating a serial killer."

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One:

[image: ]


Ham Face & The Unbearable Stench of Survival

––––––––
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YOU EVER HAVE THAT one friend who makes you wonder if your life is actually a glitch in the simulation? For me, that’s Kitty. If common sense were a long-distance phone call, Kitty would still be using a tin can and a piece of string that isn’t actually attached to anything.

We were currently "camping," which is what we call sitting in the middle of the woods with a single-person tent we can’t figure out how to pitch, a lukewarm box of wine, and enough weed to make a grizzly bear see God.

"Lily," Kitty whispered, her eyes wide and pupils looking like dinner plates. "I think that tree is judging my outfit."

I looked at the tree. I looked at Kitty, who was wearing neon pink Crocs and a t-shirt that said ‘Ask Me About My Explosive Diarrhea.’ "Kitty, the tree is right. You look like a highlighter that gave up on life."

Suddenly, a twig snapped. Not a ‘cute little squirrel’ snap, but a ‘six-foot-four-man-with-a-rusty-machete’ snap. Out from behind a bush stepped a guy wearing a mask made of what looked like old ham and burlap. He was breathing like he’d just ran a marathon in a sauna.

"Oh my god," Kitty gasped, clutching her box of wine. "Is that a local? Should we offer him a drink? He looks parched."

The killer tilted his head, clearly confused by the lack of screaming. He raised a jagged blade and let out a guttural growl.

"Okay, rude," I said, stumbling to my feet. "Kitty, I think he’s a serial killer. We should probably do that thing where we don't die."

"Right. Exercise. Gross," Kitty muttered.

We turned and began a frantic, uncoordinated jog into the dark forest. It was less like an Olympic sprint and more like two toddlers trying to walk through a bouncy house. The killer was gaining on us, his heavy boots thumping on the forest floor. The adrenaline was hitting my system, making my brain do that weird autistic hyper-focus thing where I started counting the number of leaves on every branch we passed.

"Sixty-four, sixty-five, sixty-si—"

Pffft.

The sound was short, sharp, and sounded remarkably like a wet balloon losing air.

I froze mid-stride. Kitty stumbled, her neon Crocs skidding on some moss. We both stopped, the killer skidding to a halt ten feet behind us, machete raised in confusion.

"Kitty?" I gasped, the silence of the woods amplifying the echoes of the sound.

"The chili," she wheezed, her face turning a shade of red that matched the wine. "The gas station chili, Lily. It’s escaping."

I looked at her. She looked at me. The absurdity of the moment hit us like a freight train. Me and my bestie, running from a serial killer but she farted while running and now we can't stop laughing to save our lives.

"It... it sounded like a trumpet!" I howled, doubling over and slapping my knees. "A tiny, sad, meaty trumpet!"

Kitty was vibrating, actual tears streaming down her face. "He’s gonna... he’s gonna kill us... and the last thing I did... was announce my arrival!"

The killer stood there, his 'ham-mask' twitching. He looked at his machete, then at the two idiots wheezing and pointing at each other in the moonlight. He took a step forward, trying to regain his menacing aura, but then Kitty let out a second, smaller chirp of a fart, and we both collapsed into the dirt, cackling so hard I actually think I saw my soul leave my body.

The killer lowered his blade, sighed a very human, very disappointed sigh, and just... walked away. Even a psychopath has standards, and apparently, we were too stupid to murder.
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