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Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people living, dead, or otherwise, events or locales are entirely coincidental.

This book is protected under the copyright laws of The United States of America. Any reproduction or unauthorized use of the material or artwork contained herein is prohibited without express written permission of the Author.
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To Donna Emerich for giving me the courage to chase my dreams. To Peanut for reminding me how fortunate life can be if you follow your heart. I loved you then, and I love you now, even if they didn’t.

Preface/prologue

Before the border towns learned to fear his name, before the dust carried his story like a sickness, there was a young man living in a forgotten village east of Sanitarium Villa. The year was somewhere in the late 1960s — back when the world was shifting, gears grinding, wires humming, and old ways dying slow.

His family was poor in the kind of way that settles into the bones and never leaves. Hardship wasn’t an event back then. It was the weather. Hunger was common, opportunity was not, and boys born on the wrong side of fortune learned early that mercy was a luxury reserved for someone else.

His name was Cesspit Hernandez Foulmire.

He wasn’t tall. He wasn’t handsome. He wasn’t the kind of boy anyone expected greatness from. He was a little portly, a little rough, but solid — the kind of solid that comes from surviving more than you should. And when life threw him lemons, he didn’t make lemonade.

He threw grenades back.

That was how Cesspit dealt with the world: violently, decisively, and without apology. Fairness wasn’t beyond him, but it was rare — like rain in a drought or kindness in a warzone.

Most criminals start the same way: destitute, desperate, convinced the world owes them something. Cesspit was no different. His beginnings were small, forgettable, unremarkable. But the events that shaped him — the ones whispered about in cantinas and train yards — were anything but.

Sometimes, to gain everything, you have to get dirty. Cesspit didn’t mind dirt. He minded being ignored.

So, he clawed his way upward, step by bloody step, until he built an empire of steam-powered rackets, neon-lit smuggling routes, and bio-engineered intimidation. An empire so feared that one day it would cost him his life.

But that’s not where our story begins.

Our story begins after the empire. After the rise. After the blood. After the world learned his name the hard way. It begins when the whispers started drifting across the Texas line — soft, like the words might burn the tongue if spoken too loudly.

Every version starts with the same sentence:

“We knew trouble had crossed the border long before the law ever did.”

And that trouble had a name.

Cesspit Hernandez Foulmire — Jeffe Spitz to the ones who feared him, Kid Cess’r to the ones foolish enough to love him. A man who walked like he owned the dust beneath his boots and the sky above his head. A man who could smile at you like you were his favorite cousin and then ruin your whole bloodline before breakfast.

But this ain’t his story. Not really.

This is the story of what we saw — what we remember — from our porches, our feed stores, our church basements, and the cracked vinyl stools of the Lone Spur Diner. This is the Dromadus telling. The telling of the moment his shadow touched our side of the line. The telling of the girl who followed him. The telling of the storm that came after.

And the telling of how a man born in a forgotten village became the kind of legend that makes even the bravest men lower their voices. Because when Cesspit Herniadez Foulmire crossed into Dromadus, he didn’t come alone.

He brought his past. He brought his blood. He brought his ghosts. And he brought the kind of trouble that doesn’t just visit a town — it settles in, digs deep, and waits.
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CHAPTER ONE: THE GIRL BUILT FROM RUIN
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Suerella Liere Foulmire wasn’t born in a hospital. She was assembled.

Not in a lab, not in a clean room, not in any place meant for miracles. Her first heartbeat sparked inside a rented womb in a rust-belt district where the streetlights flickered like dying stars and the air tasted like burnt copper.

Cesspit Hernandez Foulmire — Jeffe Spitz, Kid Cess’r, the man who believed legacy was something you could weld together — wanted a daughter who carried his genetic signature, his bio-coded inheritance, his engineered bloodline. 

He wanted a child who would outlive him, outfight him, out-curse him. A child who would prove he was more than the man everyone whispered about. When SSludgena couldn’t bear another child, he didn’t mourn. He transacted.

He bought her sister Mucktilda’s womb for $50,000, paid in untraceable crypto and old-world cash, then commissioned a gene-splice pregnancy from a back-alley bio-smith who worked out of a converted grain silo. The silo still smelled like wheat and rust, but the machines inside hummed with neon filaments and steam-driven processors. It was the kind of place where miracles happened by accident and monstrosities happened on purpose.

Mucktilda tried to destroy the child before she ever had a name.

She drowned herself in cheap liquor, swallowed pills like candy, smoked anything she could light, and let men with metal jaws and neon tattoos use her like a mattress. She wanted the fetus gone — wanted the money without the consequence.

But the fetus adapted. It rewired itself. It rerouted damage. It metabolizes poison like nutrients. Every toxin Mucktilda fed it became another line of code in its forming body. Every injury became a blueprint for survival.

By the time Suerella was born — too small, too early, too quiet — the NICU monitors glitched every time she breathed. The nurses whispered that the machines didn’t know what she was. Her vitals didn’t follow human patterns. Her heartbeat came in bursts, like electrical pulses. Her lungs expanded too quickly, then too slowly, then perfectly, as if she were testing different settings.

Cesspit called her Little Stink, because she smelled like metal and milk and something he couldn’t name. SSludgena called her “Not My Mistake”, because she refused to look at the child without remembering the bargain she never agreed to.

Mucktilda called her The Burden, because she hated the reminder of what she’d carried and failed to kill. The world — the gossipers, the med-techs, the street prophets — called her The Impossible Omission. The child who refused to stay dead.

Her first death came at a birthday party. 

Cesspit had rented a cyber-augmented horse for the celebration — a mechanical beast with steam-reinforced joints and a chrome-plated skull. The handler miscalculated a command. The horse bucked, malfunctioned, and its front legs came down like falling anvils.

Suerella was crushed.

A stray bullet — fired by a panicked guard trying to disable the machine — lodged between her eyes. She died before anyone could scream. Then she rebooted. Her body convulsed once, twice, then inhaled sharply, as if waking from a nap. The bullet pushed itself out of her skull like a bead of metal rolling off glass. The wound closed. Her eyes opened.

She asked for cake.

Her second death came by hippos. 
Cesspit kept a herd of steam-reinforced beasts for entertainment — monstrous creatures with iron-bolted jaws and hydraulic muscles. They were unpredictable, territorial, and expensive. He loved them. One afternoon, Suerella wandered too close. The hippos tore her apart. Her bones cracked like brittle wood. Her skin split. Her blood steamed on the ground. She died.

Then she rebooted.

Her body stitched itself together in front of horrified onlookers. Bones reformed. Skin sealed. Her eyes fluttered open, confused but alive. By then, everyone understood. Suerella wasn’t just cursed. She wasn’t just engineered. She wasn’t just unlucky. She was bound.

Her third death came on an Easter Sunday.

Cesspit threw a gathering every year — a gaudy, neon-lit, steam-powered spectacle meant to show off his wealth and intimidate his rivals. Family, “friends,” business partners, and enemies disguised as guests filled the courtyard. Children hunted for chrome-painted eggs. Adults drank liquor that smoked when poured.

One of the caterers — a thin man with shaking hands — was caught stealing silverware and pocketing tips meant for the staff. Cesspit didn’t tolerate theft. Not from strangers. Not from anyone. 

The man was dragged behind the courtyard, duct-taped to a chair, and shoved toward a vat of viscous fluid used to clean mechanical livestock — a thick, bubbling solution that smelled like burnt sugar and acid. It dissolved organic matter slowly, painfully.

He screamed. No one listened.

The men handling him didn’t notice Suerella standing nearby, clutching a neon egg and watching with wide, curious eyes. She was only five. Small. Quiet. Easy to overlook. When they tipped the chair forward, the caterer’s weight shifted wrong. The chair swung. The men lost their grip. The vat sloshed.And Suerella was swept in with him. The fluid swallowed her instantly. Her lungs filled with syrupy poison. Her skin blistered. Her heartbeat stuttered.

She died.

The caterer did not come back.

But Suerella did.

Hours later, when the vat was drained, her small body lay at the bottom — pale, ruined, still. Then her chest jerked. Her fingers twitched. Her eyes snapped open like someone had flipped a switch. 

She stood up, dripping, coughing, alive. The guests screamed. Cesspit laughed. SSludgena fainted.

And the legend of the girl who refused to stay dead grew another chapter. By then, everyone understood. Suerella wasn’t just cursed. She wasn’t just engineered. She wasn’t just unlucky.

She was bound.

A living glitch in the world’s code. A child built from ruin and refusal. A mistake that kept correcting itself. And somewhere deep in her bones — deeper than blood, deeper than marrow — something ancient and mechanical hummed, waiting for the day it would wake fully.
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