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“Another banger from the king of camp horror! Fabulous Bodies is Chuck Tingle flexing his prodigious powers of entertainment, and it’s easily his best book yet. Tightly paced, deliciously frightening, and emotionally sweeping, this one’s a masterly ride across terror and wonder. I can’t wait for wherever Chuck Tingle takes me next.”

OLIVIE BLAKE, New York Times
bestselling author of Girl Dinner

“A wild, brutal romp through Hollywood’s desert playground. Turning the pages felt nearly compulsive, and I’ll follow Poppy Stringer wherever the dark night takes her. Gory, outrageous, and full of showmanship, this is one spectacle you don’t want to miss.”

CJ LEEDE, USA Today bestselling author of Maeve Fly and Headlights




PRAISE FOR CHUCK TINGLE

“Brilliantly bloody, wildly fun, and extremely scary, Bury Your Gays brings a sledgehammer down on tired tropes and makes a masterpiece of their guts. A profoundly smart and emotionally resonant novel that is sprinkled with cinema magic and a brutal Hollywood reckoning.”

RACHEL HARRISON, bestselling author of Black Sheep

“This triumph of a book effortlessly and cleverly upends cliche. One of the best novels ever about LA, the film industry, and horror movies, it delivers all the fandom, fear, and feels, and then some. Only Chuck Tingle can tell a story as masterfully as this, and he once again proves that love is so real.”

CJ LEEDE, author of Maeve Fly

“RIP gay clichés! Wickedly funny and hella entertaining, this takes great pride in digging up Hollywood’s skeletons and gleefully pounding them to dust. I loved every eerie, nostalgic, blood-spattered, rainbow-flag-waving page.”

JOSH WINNING, author of Heads Will Roll

“We have what I’m coming to think of as the trademark Tingle style; effortless character work and world-building, a ruthlessly efficient and immediate pulp prose style that belies an impressive depth of storytelling in terms of concepts and themes, and a damn near visionary ability to speak directly to bleeding edge concerns of the cultural moment.”

Ginger Nuts of Horror

“Tingle cements his place in horror with this gory romp… [his] vivid, visceral storytelling combines with prescient insight into the corporate dynamics that rule mainstream media. The result is smart, subtle, and a bloody good time.”

Publishers Weekly
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Camp Damascus

“Fantastic. Camp Damascus is seriously good.”

JENNY LAWSON, New York Times bestselling author of Furiously Happy

“A genuinely terrifying nightmare – but it ain’t the monsters you gotta be afraid of. Chuck Tingle is absolutely the best guide through this level of Hell.”

N.K. JEMISIN, New York Times bestselling author

“It’s a bighearted, chilling ride that proves the author’s mantra over and over: Love is, indeed, real.”

Vulture

“Chuck Tingle continues to surprise and thrill. Camp Damascus is terrifying, darkly funny, and engagingly humane.”

JOHN SCALZI, New York Times bestselling author

“A joyful, furious romp through dark places, Tingle proves he’s as good at fear as he is at love.”

T. KINGFISHER, bestselling author of What Moves the Dead

“Camp Damascus is a hell of a ride. Tingle is right at home in the horror genre – he delivers all the thrills of a slasher while exploring the deep wounds that can be inflicted by broken systems. This book is worth your time.”

SARAH GAILEY, author of Just Like Home

“Jaw-dropping…both frightening and utterly cathartic. A queer nightmare of demonic proportions!”

MARK OSHIRO, New York Times bestselling author of Anger is a Gift
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Dead Weight

[image: quote]I’m here for the body.”

The kid doesn’t look up, but a slight huff of annoyance shoots from his nostrils. His bad attitude is not about my specific request; it’s because my word choice is a reminder of just how different our sensibilities are.

Funeral directors, morgue attendants, medical examiners, and organ donation coordinators: all part of the same ecosystem, but not without friction. You’ll rarely hear someone at a funeral home say body, or corpse, or cadaver. With them, it’s always the departed, the deceased, or more likely, just the first name of whomever kicked the bucket—any title that stresses humanity.

Insert eyeroll emoji.

Medical examiners are more clinical. They usually go with the subject, or just boil things down to a case number.

I, however, am here for the body. It’s a carcass, for fuck’s sake, bone and blood and meat, now woefully void of the previous electrical current that once helped it wiggle around.

The funeral industry is a world that most people find unsettling, even frightening. It’s an uncomfortable reminder of their own inevitable end. Most folks would rather just pretend we go on living forever, doing anything they can to ignore the crushing existential truth that one day—a day not too far off, in the grand scheme of things—we’ll all end up on the slab.

And when we’re finally crushed under the wheels of a twenty-five-thousand-pound semitruck, or crumpled on the floor of our own bathroom with a ruptured cerebral vein and a skull filling with blood, someone will have to clean up that mess—often figuratively, almost always literally.

This is where I come in.

“Eye for a Guy Organ Donation,” I state confidently, catching sight of my own face in the reflection of a massive, glass-framed photograph.

The image hanging behind the young funeral home attendant is bright and colorful, a desert sunset in purples, pinks, and oranges meant to evoke feelings of a heavenly transition to some other place that I know, in the depths of my soul, does not exist. Others probably find it very comforting.

I’m not looking at the photograph, though. I’m looking at my own stoic face, devoid of any makeup and slightly shaded by the brim of my fitted black baseball cap. I’m wearing a set of thick-rimmed tortoiseshell glasses that I don’t need, their simple design chosen by a saleswoman who was instructed to find the most unremarkable pair in stock. My auburn hair, which usually tumbles down around my shoulders in soft waves, is tucked away under a short brown wig.

I’ve draped my body in an oversized Eddie Michaels hoodie, a reprint of the poster from his free 1979 show in Central Park emblazoned across the back, and while this little pop of flair is probably not the best choice in a practical sense, Eddie’s worth it.

This hoodie always gets stored in a bin marked WORK CLOTHES and otherwise restricted from the light of day. I do miss it sometimes, but I’ve got a whole other rack of Eddie Michaels gear to look cute in.

Outfit separation is key. God forbid a girl photographed leaving the crime scene is wearing the same vintage Alexander McQueen pumps as a notable social media starlet three towns over.

Regardless of the care I’ve taken to blend in, I still wield an incredible power. This kid behind the counter will inevitably bend over backward for me, not just because I’m particularly skilled at what I do (and I am skilled at what I do), but because I also employ a mighty force of nature that has tempted heroes and toppled empires, a power that will reign over brains or brawn for centuries to come.

Even in this humbled state, tucked away under all this cover, I still look fucking amazing.

What am I supposed to do? Lie about it?

In my own internal monologue?

I assure you, I think this with no self-congratulation at all. It was luck that brought me here, not skill, and if I ever meet my biological parents I’ll be forced to hand over this best-in-show trophy to their phenomenal genes. A body is just a body, and my body happens to be one that people enjoy.

As if to confirm my hypothesis, the kid finally glances up from his phone, halting awkwardly when our eyes meet. There’s a split-second pause as oxytocin surges through his veins. His demeanor shifts.

He swivels in his chair, rolling over to an ancient desktop computer and opening up a new window. “Who are you here for?”

“Tyler Fleming,” I confidently reply.

He types this into his keyboard and slaps Enter, the computer crackling like it’s about to pop open in a flash of sparks and a puff of smoke. Everything about this moment is wildly outdated, a decades-old PC struggling to keep up with some obsolete program and a long-forgotten operating system, but that’s shockingly normal in this industry. Every funeral home has its own unique requirements for checking bodies in and out, many of them still functioning on paper catalogs, rusty filing cabinets, and the occasional Rolodex.

It’s not that they don’t care. In fact, the depth of their caring often works in my favor. These people spend their days grappling with issues that are much more existential than the logistical development of a standardized federal body-tracking system.

A new screen loads and the young funeral assistant furrows his brow, reading over some notes. “We don’t have anything here about a harvesting service for Mr. Fleming.”

Again, the difference in language is stark. According to him, I’m not in the organ-donation industry, I’m in the organ-harvesting industry—a butcher, albeit an aesthetically pleasing one.

It’s not that funeral directors don’t believe in organ donation as a concept. Most of them are compassionate enough to be donors themselves. The issue here is that people like me, or people like the woman I’m pretending to be, can be reckless with their work. Time is usually an issue when it comes to organ donation, which means the cadaver is sometimes returned for a funeral in, well, less than stellar shape. Typically, donation services don’t even spring for a fresh new body bag, dropping off a sloppy, blood-splattered cocoon of plastic that some poor mortician is then forced to make presentable.

And thus, an epic rivalry was born.

“You know, sometimes if you don’t actually save the column before adding a new body it’ll erase the notes,” I explain.

“Really?” he asks, swiveling back to his computer and giving it a try.

I’m right.

“How did you know that?” the kid probes.

“We’ve worked with you before.” I lean over his desk, slowing down my voice a bit and dropping the volume. “You’ve always treated us very well.”

This little move could come off as comically overdramatic, like a seductive femme-fatale caricature in the office of a private eye, but I manage to sell it. Selling sex to teenage boys is so easy that I probably could’ve just grunted.

I’m also telling the truth. I have been here before—different wig, same Poppy Stringer. It’s been two years since I hit the Yucca Valley Farewell Tributes and Cremation Center, but it’s nice to know they still haven’t updated their computer system.

“I called this one in myself. Must’ve been before your shift,” I continue. “The woman I talked to was really helpful. Jenny Fountain, I think?”

This is the kid’s boss. I didn’t talk to her, but just throwing out her name adds to the credibility of what I’m saying. Anyone could’ve pulled Jenny Fountain from the funeral home’s website. Small details absolutely do not constitute any sort of concrete proof of who I am or what my business is—on their own or stacked up by the dozens—but what I’ve learned is that doesn’t actually matter.

The truth is overrated. A feeling of truth is what matters.

“I should probably call her,” the kid says. “Just to confirm. What’s your name?”

I recall the name on tonight’s fake ID. “Madison.”

The kid picks up a phone on his desk.

“It’s almost midnight, you know,” I quip, despite the fact it’s not even eleven yet. “If there’s one thing I know about Jenny, it’s this … you might be on call for her twenty-four seven, but she’s not always on call for you.”

Another detail that means absolutely nothing, but feels deeply authentic.

Surprise! Your boss doesn’t like to be bothered at home.

Psychics use this technique a lot when they do “cold readings”—when they fake talking to the dead without any preparation. “Hot readings,” on the other hand, involve a little research, looking up the death records of a target’s family or learning various facts about their life to create the illusion of supernatural knowledge.

I’m getting a message from beyond. They’re saying not to think so much about money.

Everyone thinks about money.

I sense something important happened in your childhood. There was an accident.

Name a person who hasn’t had an accident.

The kid behind the counter pauses, then hangs up the phone and grins knowingly. He chuckles to himself. “Yeah, that sounds like Jenny.”

I motion back over my shoulder, out through the door of the kid’s office and through the lobby of the funeral home. Our sight line continues all the way to the dimly lit parking lot beyond. From here, he can see my refrigerated truck, the vehicle still running for dramatic effect. My headlights shine out into the darkness, emphasizing that our time is limited.

“Listen, there’s a four-year-old over in Barstow who will be blind by morning if I don’t get her those corneas,” I press in a steady, matter-of-fact tone. “If you wanna be the guy who holds this up, that’s on you.”

The kid hesitates, still not entirely sure what his move is.

I lean in again, a tonal whiplash as I lower my voice for a second time. “What’s your name?”

“Robin,” he replies.

“Hi, Rob,” I coo. “I’m telling you this from the bottom of my heart: I’m just trying to do what’s right for that little girl. I’m sorry it’s rushed and things weren’t marked properly in the system, but they’ve only got one shot at this surgery, and it happens right now.”

He lets out a long sigh, then swivels back to investigate one last thing in Tyler Fleming’s file. I can’t see the screen, but I know exactly what he’s doing. This is the part where they check on what time the body arrived and whether there are any next of kin on file.

Fortunately, based on the circumstances of Tyler’s discovery, I already know he very likely doesn’t have anyone to look after his corpse. The police scanner, which I was monitoring before heading all the way out here to the middle of fucking nowhere, suggested as much, and a little social media digging gave me even more confidence.

Tyler was a drifter, his Instafeed stream a humiliating display of poorly edited vistas and trite captions about hitchhiking, with very little sense of curation or aesthetic. More importantly, there was rarely another human being to be found. Two years ago, Tyler posted a tribute after the death of his father, and the language of that post strongly implied that his mother was also dead. Even if his parents were alive, they likely wouldn’t know about Tyler’s accident yet, as it takes some time before this information can move through the various statewide databases.

Being quick is important to my job, but it’s not just about speed. The key is being decisive. It’s about efficiently choosing my path, then diving in without hesitation.

“Alright, yeah,” Robin says finally, nodding a few times as though he’s still fighting to convince himself. “Just … please bring him back in a fresh bag.”

“I’m only transport,” I remind him, “but I’ll see what I can do.”

Robin appears thankful.

“I’ll pull my truck around to the side door,” I continue.

We immediately split off in our separate directions, a mighty surge of relief washing over me as I march back through the lobby and out into the parking lot.

My vehicle is stark white, a standard-issue box truck with a small cab for a driver and passenger, although during the entirety of my ownership nobody has ever sat shotgun. The rectangular back section is built for loading and hauling commercial goods, with airtight double doors and a sturdy metal ramp. I’ve done some customization work inside the cargo hold, but the outer shell of my trusty steed has been left as inconspicuous as possible.

I climb into the truck and put it in gear, slowly making a giant loop through the empty parking lot and then pulling up to the side of the building. I’ve already swapped out my real plates for reliable fakes, just in case Yucca Valley Farewell Tributes has upgraded their security system and added some cameras since my last visit.

A few minutes pass, but eventually Robin opens up the door. I follow him into the building, frigid air greeting me as we enter an enormous walk-in freezer.

Most television shows depict a huge wall of individually partitioned slots, each oblong cubby with its own separate metal door. In reality, however, there’s rarely a private entrance for every guest at this morbid little shindig. Most of these walls don’t even have a door to cover up the rows and rows of bodies, endless cold feet sticking out like ghoulish sprouting vegetables in a frosty garden.

This chamber holds cadavers on either side, with a deep hallway running down the middle of the bunch. They’re stacked five high and at least ten rows across, an impressive setup for such a small town.

Tonight, the slots are half loaded, but it’s more than enough to create a cheeky little hunt. Robin and I move from tag to tag, carefully checking each name before continuing on to the next corpse.

What? You thought they’d be arranged in alphabetical order?

Fuck no. Haven’t you been listening?

I find Tyler Fleming before Robin does. “Over here!” I announce.

I show Robin the name tag, which prompts him to nod in confirmation and then spring into action. He carefully pulls out the metal tray, the bed locking into place as it reaches the end of its track.

Robin moves to fetch a nearby gurney and I step to the side as he passes, putting my body directly between Tyler Fleming’s corpse and the funeral assistant’s sight line. Once positioned, I remove Tyler’s tag and, in one swift sleight-of-hand movement, swap it with the tag from a body one row over.

Days from now, when final arrangements are made, this will immediately cause several layers of confusion about who should’ve double-checked what paperwork and whether Yucca Valley Farewell Tributes is liable for this grievous error. By then, they’ll have multiple issues to deal with, and while plenty of blame could be levied against the suspicious organdonation transporter with the cropped brown hair and the black baseball cap, any concrete action will be dulled by the simple fact that they won’t find any official record of me.

In this business, things just kind of happen, and while the family of the dead may be hurt or inconvenienced by these unfortunate outcomes, I have something very important going for me in the eyes of any cosmic ethical judge. There are no real victims here, just old meat that doesn’t really seem to care where it ends up.

Worm food.

Robin and I grab the plastic-encased body at either end of the bag, checking in with each other before counting down from three and then hoisting our section over the edge in unison. In my experience, this is where things tend to go wrong, because it’s hard to find someone who’s truly adept at lifting the dead. Very few people are prepared for the difference between the awkward, uncompromising heft of a corpse and the weight distribution of a living, breathing human.

Every funeral home employee has at least one bodydropping story, usually taking place early in their career before they’d gotten accustomed to the unique feeling of literal dead weight.

Fortunately, despite his age, Robin seems to know what he’s doing. We settle Tyler Fleming’s carcass gently onto the metal gurney, then carefully wheel him toward the exit. There’s a clang and a rattle as the smooth tile of the walk-in freezer transitions into parking-lot concrete, and above us the stark medical lighting immediately gives way to the faint lunar glow of the evening.

“Right over here,” I direct, nodding my head toward the truck.

We come to a halt and I open the back doors of my refrigerated vehicle, letting them swing wide open in a frosty gust of air.

“Thank you so much for—” I start, but Robin interrupts with a startled yelp.

I follow his wide-eyed gaze to find that one of my earlier pickups has broken free from her metal shelf during the journey, tumbling out and slamming face-first against the hard floor below. A torn strap dangles limply over the edge of her empty cubby, a reminder of the much-needed repairs and upgrades I’ve been putting off.

Three years ago, I installed those damn straps to keep bodies from rolling around; apparently my craftsmanship has an expiration date.

“Oh my God!” Robin cries. “Help me! Let’s get them upright.”

“Well fuck,” I groan, unable to hide my annoyance.

Robin’s reaction is much more pronounced, leaping into the back of my truck as he fights to turn the corpse over.

I’m glad his focus is elsewhere as my eyes roll back in a quick, involuntary movement. I can feel the sound of an exhausted sigh bubbling up within my throat, but I manage to quell this before it has the chance to fully manifest.

I shift gears, struggling to match Robin’s urgency. “Oh no!” I chime in with all the enthusiasm of a community theater table read. It’s admittedly not very convincing, but Robin doesn’t seem to notice. I climb in and position myself on the other side of the fallen corpse, helping to turn it over and then wincing as I assess the damage.

When a living human falls our body will instinctively protect itself by any means possible. Our muscles will tighten and relax in strange, subconscious ways, rendering even the most brutal accidents slightly less terrible than they could’ve been. Unfortunately, the dead aren’t capable of this kind of self-preservation, and a face-first tumble can have unexpectedly graphic results.

The whole front of this semi-translucent body bag is now smeared with dark, congealed red, a pudding rather than a liquid splatter. I can vaguely see the remains of her face through the crimson mess, but what’s left is difficult to parse. The bones have cracked and caved, flattening out in an awkward mash of features so that the only thing I can really make sense of is a single eye staring back at me through the plastic.

“Help me get her up onto another shelf,” I command. “The strap broke on this one.”

I put my hands under the corpse and start to lift. Robin hesitates, but when it becomes obvious that I’m moving ahead without him he kicks into gear. Carefully, the two of us somehow manage to wrangle the fallen body into one of the other compartments.

We strap her into place, then repeat the process with Tyler Fleming. Once we’re finished, there are four bodies in total, including tonight’s previous stops.

Robin and I climb out of the truck and shut the doors.

“You can call from inside if you want,” Robin offers.

I hesitate, squinting clumsily as I fight to understand what he’s getting at. I’m familiar with all these words separately, but the context of arranging them in this order eludes me.

“The family,” Robin presses.

I immediately snap back into focus. “Oh yeah,” I reply, nodding along. “To tell them what happened. I’ll take care of it.”

“Just out of respect,” Robin insists.

“I’ll call them on the drive,” I assure him, finding my confidence again. I furrow my brow and just kind of nod a bit, my best approximation of deep concern. “Thank you so much. Wow.”

There’s a long pause.

“Welp, I should get going,” I chirp.

I climb back into the cab, putting my truck in drive and then waving to the kid as I pull away. My eyes linger on Robin as he gets smaller and smaller in the driver’s side mirror. Eventually, he disappears, and soon enough I’m turning out onto the vacant highway.

This view is pretty nice during daylight hours, a beautiful golden vista of California sand stretching off in every direction as glorious craggy mountains skate over the horizon. Now, however, an oppressive darkness shrouds everything. When I stare through the windshield, all I can see is an endless blanket of night, a black ocean through which a handful of other distant headlights carve their winding path.

I reach into the center console and pull out my phone, tapping the most recent contact. It rings once through the truck’s speakers, connecting wirelessly before a familiar voice picks up.

“Hey,” my friend Noah starts. “I just—”

I interrupt before he gets the chance to continue this thought. “Can I tell her good night?”

“Marlo? She’s five years old. She’s been asleep for like … two hours.”

I hesitate, briefly fighting the urge to make Noah wake my daughter for a do-over. Instead, I let out a long sigh of acceptance. “How was she?”

“Great. We did some puzzles. She went in the pool.”

“She fucking loves it in there.” I laugh.

“How’s work?” Noah asks.

To his credit, Noah wants to know out of genuine care, not because he’s hunting for clues. He’s shockingly good at letting these mysterious adventures exist in their own private bubble, secure in his lack of knowledge. At this point, I can only assume he thinks I’m a part-time stripper, as little else would require my late-night babysitting needs and a code of silence.

Black-market corpse dealer is probably low on his list.

“Decent enough, but I’m just getting started,” I reply, keeping the update vague.

I certainly don’t tell him I’m off to make a delivery in bumfuck Nevada to a gun club who get their kicks from target practice with real bodies.

“Fingers crossed I’ll be home by sunrise,” I continue. “Can you take her to school if I’m not back by then?”

“Poppy, I have work,” Noah scoffs, his annoyance finally seeping through.

I say nothing. I have no right to complain, and my friend has already gone above and beyond in ways that few mortal men have ever dreamed, let alone mortal straight men. The fact that I put him through so much bullshit with these nocturnal excursions is not lost on me.

Noah breathes deep and lets it out, his disappointment somehow transmitting through the receiver. It pierces my heart all the way from Palm Springs.

“Alright, fine,” he finally relents. “I’ll call into work an hour late if I have to. Not for you, though. For the fish.”

“Who?”

“Your daughter.”

Relief washes over me, followed by a chaser of guilt. “Thank you, Noah.”

“Now I’m gonna go have the most expensive thing I can find in your fridge for my evening snack,” he says. “I’ll see you soon.”

We hang up and my focus returns to the road. There are still plenty of miles to go, but at least the first steps are over with. Body collection is harder to finesse than delivery, but the drop-off is much more dangerous.

I turn up the stereo, which offers an endless broadcast of music from my phone, downloaded for when my service inevitably disappears in the middle of nowhere.

“Dreams” by Fleetwood Mac is just ending, a mainstay on my “70s Favorites” playlist.

The next song begins with a faint cascade of gentle piano notes, a tune I immediately recognize. I reach out and crank it up even louder, letting the sound wrap me in its glorious, nostalgic embrace. It feels as though I’ve connected to an auditory morphine drip, contentment washing through my veins as a potent, psychic balm.

The song is “A Star Like Me” by Eddie Michaels, rock-and-roll legend, piano balladeer, and America’s iconic answer to Elton John. Some people might give that title to Billy Joel, but they’d be incorrect. Don’t get me wrong, I love Mr. Long Island, and some of his hits certainly give Elton a run for his money—but the flashy, fun, and downright flirty queerness of Eddie Michaels is the real thread that tethers the two icons together.

Eddie also happens to be the greatest musician of all time.

The piano intro finally swells to its thrilling conclusion, dropping out suddenly and then roaring back with a thundering drum fill and the crash of a full band. This launches into the song’s first chorus.

I roll the windows down, howling into the warm night air as I sing along.




Clickbait

[image: quote]The next way I dress up this look is with a thrifted cowboy hat,” I say directly to the tripod-mounted phone, flashing a playful grin for the camera and then turning for a side view of my whole outfit. “Adorbs, right? Some people might think—”

“Mom!” Marlo shouts from the courtyard patio, her voice interrupting my take. “You said you’d come see it!”

I let out a frustrated sigh, my pristine smile faltering. My posture immediately deflates. “Just a second!” I call back.

I clear my throat and return to the starting position—head up and just enough teeth showing. My eyes are brilliant and playful, wide but not in a crazy way. My back is straight, if the slightest bit arched. I stare into the watchful mechanical eye of my phone’s camera, which is positioned at the dead center of a glowing white ring.

I count down in my head, silently playing director.

And three, two, one.

“The next way I dress up this look is with a thrifted cow—”

“Mom!” Marlo’s shrill cry interrupts my take for a second time.

I hesitate, not sure if I should give it another shot, and then finally decide to abandon the whole thing, at least for now. I take off my cowboy hat and set it on the nearby shelf, then stroll over to my tripod and shut off the ring light. I remove my phone from its metallic grip.

While I’d love to upload something fresh today, I’m nothing if not prepared. Yes, it’s important to cultivate the appearance of breezy spontaneity, but building a social media empire is often more science than art.

Branding means many things, but most of all it means reliability. It’s the knowledge that someone can visit my profile, on any of the many platforms, and know exactly what they’re going to get. No matter what, I’ll always be there with my signature style, a fresh upload, and current fashion advice. I also dabble in queer commentary (nothing too spicy or political, mostly just celebrity relationship takes), and of course, a healthy dose of thirst traps.

I open Instafeed and swipe over to the drafts folder, revealing a whopping twenty-three evergreen posts to choose from. I try my best to remember what each of the patiently waiting uploads is, squinting at the tiny thumbnails.

Unfortunately, none of them are striking me.

I swipe back to the Explore tab, figuring I’ll just film a ten-second reaction clip and be done with it, but the post that greets me causes my breath to catch and my finger to pause.

EDDIE MICHAELS DEAD AT 68, the headline reads. Below these words is a colorful photo of Eddie in his younger days, a huge, goofy smile on his face and massive yellow sunglasses covering his eyes. His rhinestone-spangled shirt is high collared, the fabric climbing his neck and wrapping around his head before erupting like a large sun in the back. It frames the musician in a glorious burst of orange sequins.

From downstairs, Marlo calls out again, but her exact words don’t register.

I click on the #RestInPeaceEddie hashtag, immediately greeted by a cascade of recent posts discussing the incident. Information is coming in fast, and it’s difficult to cut through all the bullshit, but it sounds like he died just moments ago. He was leaving a charity brunch.

My eyes widen when I see the next post. It’s a video.

As deeply as I understand that the dead are nothing more than stiff, cold flesh, the transition from life to death still gets to me. Despite this apprehension, I’m compelled onward by morbid curiosity. I move down to the clip and it automatically starts playing.

The video shows a beautiful morning in downtown Palm Springs, just a few short miles from where I currently sit huddled in my walk-in closet. A crowd has gathered outside a small hotel–convention center, security guards pushing it back as photographs are snapped and vinyl records are waved in the air. Black pens are unholstered, ready for a potential signature.

Eddie Michaels appears at the top of a small landing, just four steps up and waving to the crowd. Screaming fans instantly double in volume.

It’s here the camerawork gets a little shaky as the person filming is jostled and shoved, their frame momentarily dipping down to the sidewalk and then springing back up when Eddie makes his descent.

Eddie Michaels has gone all out for this occasion, reviving one of his most notorious looks. He’s here for charity, after all, which means a fashion statement is warranted. The legendary musician is clad in a champagne gold jumpsuit that sparkles from head to toe, with dangling, glittery fringe running the length of each arm. White lines traverse the whole outfit in thick, exaggerated pinstripes. There’s no shirt underneath his wide collar, and this exposes a rugged patch of silver hair on Eddie’s strikingly fit chest, especially considering his age. Dazzling glasses rest upon his nose, featuring matching gold lenses and a jagged frame that resembles a pair of open swan wings.

This is what he wore at his famous Hollywood Bowl show back in 1984 (the one with the live album, which features the best version of “Kindhearted Stranger” ever released. It’s even better than the studio recording).

I watch with mounting dread as Eddie reaches the sidewalk, still waving and smiling at the crowd. Two security guards are trying their best to urge him onward, motioning toward a black SUV parked a little way down the curb, but Eddie ignores their pleas. He turns back around and walks over to the barricade as a flurry of hands reach out for him. Some of these hands are open, hoping for a once-in-a-lifetime shake; others clutch markers and glossy printed photos.

Suddenly, the tone of the screaming begins to shift. At first, it’s almost subliminal. There’s a brief moment when my heartbeat stutters, recognizing the alteration in cadence before my brain has a chance to catch up. Then the panic hits. The crowd turns, scrambling away from Eddie now, and during this chaos the singer just looks bewildered.

It all happens within a matter of seconds. The next thing I see is a vehicle launching over the curb and barreling directly through Eddie Michaels. I say vehicle, but honestly the white blur is traveling so fast that I can barely make out what it actually is. Eddie might as well have been blasted by a rocket ship.

There’s a loud bang and then a series of crunches, likely the runaway car hitting another vehicle and sliding across a few more for good measure. I can’t know for certain, however, as the filming has gone to shit. The video is now a frenetic blur of color and shadow—incomprehensible.

The screen becomes coherent again as our video-grapher starts to move, jogging briskly down the street. Eddie’s body is slowly coming into view, sprawled out on the asphalt in a sparkling mess of blood and sequins. His gold-and-white bodysuit now features a distinct splatter across the shoulders and chest, crimson looking damn near black as it soaks into the fabric. His shoes are missing from his feet, one of them several yards down the block and the other nowhere to be seen. Based on how far Eddie flew before hitting the concrete, I wouldn’t be surprised if his missing footwear was discovered years later on someone’s roof.

As a new crowd gathers, the person filming closes in and reveals even more detail. Eddie Michaels is flat on his back, staring straight up with a pair of wide, frozen eyes.

Despite his quick, one-man charter flight across downtown Palm Springs, I’m shocked at how relatively intact Eddie’s body looks. He’s laid out on the pavement like a snow angel, a true performer hitting his mark even in death. There’s an odd tranquility to the pose.

It’s only when the videographer begins stammering out expletives that I notice Eddie’s contortion. The musician’s corpse isn’t quite as unscathed as it first appeared. He’s lying face down against the cement, and his head just happens to be twisted all the way around on a shattered spine.

The video ends, looping back to the start. I close the app and sit in silence for a moment, marinating in the emotional weight that’s suddenly bearing down on me from above. My chest feels tight, like it’s impossible for me to catch a full breath, and an odd tingle is creeping its way across my face.

Eddie is just a body now. No more songs. No more videos. No more magic.

Gone forever.

I’m struggling to keep the emotional surge at bay, but eventually it’s just too much. The levee breaks. Tears begin to
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