

    
        
          Attack Of The Moon Cows

        

        
        
          RODNEY MILTON

        

        
          Published by RODNEY MILTON, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ATTACK OF THE MOON COWS

    

    
      First edition. July 3, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 RODNEY MILTON.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223563839

    

    
    
      Written by RODNEY MILTON.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Attack Of The Moon Cows

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This Novel is dedicated to Philip Cross who had a cow called Holly.
 
I would like to thank my editor Geoff Nelder for helping me get this novel up to muster.
I would like to thank my cover artist Rebecca Martin for her  wonderful cover art.
I would like to the Left Field Creative group in Chester for their help and support especially Peter Hurd and Lewis Martin.
I also like to thank the Chester Nanowrimo  group for creating a fantasticall creative atmosphere during the creation of this novel.

      

    


Chapter 1. Beer stains and Bull-lords.

Grassy greeting groove kits, let me introduce myself. My handle as the young folks used to say is, Holly, milk-bound star-child, sometimes known as the merry, mooing, cud-muncher, or even the moon marching, freedom mother. When I’m letting my funky rainbow dance horns down to a rock-and-roll frenzy they say, ‘look a ... funk-powered, super-chilled, bright-eyed, boptastic ... barn wrangler, I really dig that funky cat.’ Of course some cruel haters mutter spiteful things about my sense of rhythm and trauma caused by watching my sweet style in local nightspots. It’s best to ignore those bitter spite cats. Haters are going to hate, besides I’ve never been successfully sued for damages based on any negative effects of my groove. I always settle strictly out of court for stuff like that.

You peeps look like you’re pleasant enough so it’s fine and freaky if you just call me Holly, keep it chilled and informal you know.

If you’re concerned this is another of those pesky Moby Dick tributes let me assure you nothing could be further from the factual. Never had any issues with whales nor do I socialise with those who do, I am cool whale wise. I only mention it because I know a lot of folks are totally sick to the wisdom munchers of all that Moby Dick related stuff that’s around at the moment, I know I am, I mean eight films and then twelve seasons of the television series were just a bit more than this humble cud chomper can handle, and let me tell you cats I am capable of handling a heaping helping of heavy shit, like crazy avalanches of it man.

You know I’m thinking maybe in your universe everyone hasn’t gone Ahab crazy, if so you’re probably sitting, mouth agape, demented drool dribbling from the corner of your snarling and confused lips. What is this loon cat rambling on about, is she a bat loop or high on fairy juice? Well I am sorry if that’s the case dude cats, you’ll have to bear with the old Hol-meister, it’s just in this reality Moby-white-whale shit is all over the shop, we, are figuratively drowning in the stuff. My advice, don’t let it happen to you.      

Holly you’re saying to yourselves, that’s a freaky name, what’s the deal? It’s a girl’s name right? The sort of thing you’d call your third pet cow after you’d used Buttercup and Fancy-free, naturally.

Well here is the big news flash for you folks, I am indeed of the female persuasion and a bovine to boot, check out my udders they aren’t no strap-ons that’s for sure. Hey I didn’t say you could touch them, keep your dirty hands to yourself. I have enough trouble with those cold-handed, dirty-minded farmers always trying to milk me. They don’t like it when you try and milk them, no sir. Although there was this one guy, but that is a whole other story indeed, best to stick that one the back burner I like to call deep denial, a very disturbing incident and no mistake.

I live in the Fun-filled city of San Francisco with my life, love and business partner, Vincent mean martini Moochuckle. He’s cool and funky like myself, as well as being a fellow bovine. While I am an extremely broadminded hippy right on cat, I do have my limits. Interspecies romances are a step too far for me, sorry if that causes offence but I am the bovine I am. Not that I haven’t had offers from humans of all genders, my oh my yes, apparently there is something about my super-dextrous tail, rainbow horns and big brown eyes that give all manner of humans that frisky farmyard feeling.

What is all this in aid of, if it’s not whale related then what is this bleating bovine’s story you’re asking? Don’t blame you if that’s the case, quite understandable.

You know a few years back we had that trouble with the mad moon cows causing all sorts of trouble? You may have lived through those dark days if you’re from our reality or you might have suffered night terrors from the dreams we transmitted across the multiverse to promote this book, hope you weren’t too traumatised by them. Hopefully they intrigued you enough to seek out a copy in either the noble spirit of idle curiosity or as part of your therapeutic regime. Perhaps you watched the film, which is nonsense by the way. Heavens to Hendrix groovers you may have even read the heavily censored accounts in the blogs from those involved. Well, none of them will give you anywhere near the full tale.

I am one of the few that really knows what went down in bad-trip, moon city but until now it was all top secret and I could not moo a word. Finally, I am told I can write an uncensored account of the whole damn story, warts and all. Here it is folks for the first time a genuine first hoof account of what went down. Why don’t you kids Kick back, chillax and give those tired disco feet a warm and bubbly foot bath while you let this funky book give your brain the soapy, steamy-mind-funk it deserves.  

I will grant you some stuff I didn’t see myself but I got the lowdown from those who were there or in a couple of cases those who interrogated them, using genuine advanced interrogation techniques. Not that I approve of that sort of thing but sometimes you have to get your gossip and general damning confessional slander where you can. Am I right cats? Am I right?

It all started with the international American moon-base. It was a freaky place, America claimed it was theirs and the rest of the world thought everyone owned it but let the Americans pay for running it. They went through a phase of letting any old crazy college kid work there mainly to cover the nightshift which none of the proper astronauts wanted to do.

Hence this night (Tuesday I think, isn’t it always a Tuesday, what’s with that anyway?) the guy running the night shift was crazy, joker and eternal frat boy Larry (for you international readers frat boy is American for idiot). 

‘Look lively my little pledge-lings,’ squelched that lanky, wired-up-to-the-streetlights young chap as he bounced for joy in the beer-sodden captain’s chair.

Oh bounce, bounce, bounce, went the buttocks, splash, splash, splash went the beer.

‘Piss right off,’ went young Davey as he tried to sleep on the floor.  

‘That’s not the attitude David my lad,’ scolded Larry with a wag of his finger and the most gleeful little snigger you ever did see. ‘If you want to join the, Lunar, Mooning, Alpha, Wasters, you boys will have to buck your ideas up and suck up my beer, from my seat that is. Come on my boys, roll up, roll up.’

‘No one wants to join your stupid, made-up fraternity, Larry,’ crunched another young fellow tucked up all cosy beneath a nearby console as the potato chips, liberally sprinkled across the carpet during the early evening merriments now disintegrated in great numbers as the sleepers dreamed restless dreams and struggled to find comfortable spots to slumber.

It wasn’t just salty snacks that littered the floor that night, oh no my little blacklight beauties no they were just the primer coat, layers of greasy meat, cheese and splashes of both the bodily and beverage kind laid a thick strata of youthful grime. On top of that was a generous spread of crusty and full-bodied odour oozing, socks, undergarments, and food wrapping. Finally for the piece de resistance, came a delicate sprinkling of freshly shorn beer cans, now empty of libation but dripping with potential.    

The day crew would naturally complain quite bitterly about the mess and the deeply ground-in salty patterns, some said you could get as high as a paisley proud peace park Paula, if you sniffed those streaks just right, they didn’t do anything for me though groove cats so I can’t verify that.

Larry’s wasters left their marks on most of the adjoining corridors as well much to the fury of the base commander.

‘But it’s art you ignorant fool,’ Larry would announce with a grin into the red snarling face as the big hands gripped him hard by his sticky shirt shaking the unrepentant young man up and down like a rag doll.

‘If your father wasn’t General Jones and I didn’t have an irrational fear of people thrusting irascible skunks down the front of my britches’, the General had a reputation for doing exactly this kind of thing to his enemies, ’I’d whup your ass out that airlock and into orbit before inviting every nation in the world to use you for target practice.’

‘Well he is and you old chum are a philistine,’ Larry would say before dropping to the floor. With a grin and a bow Larry would stalk off to his quarters to rest and ask his father once again to either arrange for him to return to Earth or at least despatch some high spirited skunks to make his time on the moon more entertaining.

Larry’s fraternal lunar lair contained many pungent odours groove cats, sweet beer and sour scents of young men their lives liberated from the oppressive shower- filled constraints of polite, nasally-sensitive, soap-addicted society.

Young women also worked the night shift as you might expect but their admittance to Larry’s inner sanctum was rebuffed by a choking fog of giggling, misogyny.

‘For gods sake what is wrong with you people, it fucking stinks in here?’ was a phrase gasped by women at the door to the command room so many times it had passed into cliché long back in the mists of lunar time. This legend and the ever popular, ‘you need to see a doctor/dentist/psychiatrist/pest controller, Larry that smell/rash/urine colour/thing coming out of your nose, isn’t normal I think you’re contaminated,’ flowed over Larry and his, lunar mooning, alpha wasters like a dancing queen sailing over a funky vodka-slicked nightclub floor heading for her waterloo.    

‘Don’t snooze out on me fellas, no one sleeps on a pirate ship, I need stimulation here,’ but those wasted wasters could only reply with a gentle snoring serenade.

A dedicated few sat at their stations trying hopelessly to defeat fatigue and do the tasks actually assigned to them. It was these brave souls that Larry took aim at now as he spun the command chair around and around, one piece of stale food or other rubbish flying through the air missing each and every one of his targets.  

‘Piss off Larry, you demented knob squirrel,’ muttered one of the dozing crew as one then another of Larry’s sweaty moon boots bounced of the view screen and hit him full in the face.

‘Don’t make such a fuss,’ shouted Larry leaning forward, a empty beer can held tight in his hands ready for its maiden flight. ‘I wasn’t even aiming at you. I was trying to get one of them freaky moon creatures; if I can wind them up enough perhaps a few will come out onto the surface and do an angry dance. Provide us all with a bit of entertainment.’

Larry continued to frantically pelt the view screen with empty beer cans in a vain attempt to taunt any moon creatures out onto the surface where they might take the edge off the crushing boredom that swirled dully around his senses. He had dreamed, in the days before coming to the moon, of excitable, green-skinned, moon women blessed with oversized mammary glands and strong desire to hear his exotic earth accent whisper tales of freedom and of the kissing.

All he found were serious-minded professional women who gave Larry and his stinky sock puppet, Mr Pew, a wide berth. ‘You shouldn’t discriminate against poor Mr Pew,’ Larry would yell down corridors at the many women who pushed the dirty, reeking sock away from their faces before walking away as fast as dignity would allow. ‘He’s got a medical condition common amongst the sock people, it’s often fatal you know. What sort of person shouts abuse at a poor sick sock, probably on its last legs,’ Larry would continue with a giggle edged with sadness for the poor humourless losers that surrounded him.

Some women told Larry where he could stick Mr Pew. ‘What a great idea,’ Larry would reply and do as they suggested. This only added to the sock’s potential to cause distress. Most of the female crew eventually just carried jock repellent spray to ward off Larry’s greasy intentions. 

Larry had also been baffled by the lack of beer and takeout available on the moon, his stocks smuggled from Earth a month earlier were dwindling fast and he faced the horror of spending the rest of his stay sober, something Larry really could not face.

Despite these disappointments he had been cheered on by the reaction of the crew to his continual practical jokes. By the end of his first week he had received no less than seven death threats and had found posters depicting his decapitated body in his locker everyday with the words, ‘die you annoying freak.’ Larry’s heart was truly gladdened by this reaction, in fact the growing tidal wave of frustration and pure hate was the only thing that kept old Larry sane, it was almost like being back at college.

Suddenly, to Larry’s delight the face of fellow night-shifter Boomer appeared on one of the communication screens, he was dressed in his space suit and sitting in the driving seat of the moon rover vehicle.

‘Moon base control, come in,’ said Boomer keeping things formal and professional even though only crazy Larry was listening. ‘I am taking the lunar rover out for a spin, think I might check out that strange and totally creepy cave system we all saw yesterday, unless it’s going to upset the big cheese and his apple core of trouble.’

Larry started to giggle and rub his hands together before licking at his last stale slice of pizza. As his stock of takeout pizza dropped to the critical point he had taken the radical step of restricting his experience of pizza to licking only. This strategy had made his present piece of super cheese pepperoni last three weeks. Any mould or maggot related issues were quickly resolved by exposing his pizza to the harsh lunar atmosphere, ‘better than bleach,’ said Larry who planned to bottle and sell it as a disinfectant when he got back home. Well either that or patent the idea and sell it to some billionaire or multinational for crazy money.          

Anyway Larry was happy, Boomer his absolute favourite victim had made contact and it looked like he was about to do some crazy arse shit which would entertain Larry no end. ‘This is moon base control, go knock yourself out Boomer old chap, the apple cart is stable and this big cheese is happier than a teenage boy in a Jacuzzi full of centrefolds. Why don’t you get some pictures while you’re down there? We’re all getting sick of looking at ore samples around here. I haven’t got anything else to look at now that the new President’s feminist supporters made me dump my porn stash into space.’

‘Yeah that was a real shame,’ said Boomer taking the moon rover out onto the surface. ‘I hear her husband likes a bit of the old hot action porn when no one else is looking and then there was that film he made with all those cow girls covered in jam and honey, what was it called, The sweet ass lasso, or some sort of nonsense. No one stopped him releasing that. I guess its one rule for the big shots and another for the little guy, isn’t that always the way?’

‘You got that right, Boomer buddy. If he was stationed here the dude would be assigned his own personal bikini model to bring him coffee and put mints on his pillow if you catch my drift. While hardworking Joes like you and me get the bums rush, right. You know they even stopped my movie nights, who’d ban a fellow doing something innocent like running a movie night?’  

‘You projected those porn films onto the moons surface, people on Earth could see them, what did you expect to happen, Larry?’ said the crew member who had just been knocked in the face by the sweaty moon boots.

‘Listen pal this is a private chat between me and my mate Boomer here,’ snapped Larry. ‘It doesn’t need your negative attitude, ‘besides they were all specially selected to be tasteful, posh arty European stuff, you know with couples painting their houses, drinking fancy coffee and talking in breathy French accents about feelings before getting down to the flatteringly well-lit action, nothing seedy about it. I was just trying to give those werewolves something to howl about. I mean the moon’s just so boring, the same look night after night, my plan would have spiced things up a whole lot,’ yawned Larry. 

––––––––
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NOW THAT BORED ASTRO-cat, Boomer, bounced his moon buggy right across the moon to those little old hills in the distance hoping for a little adventure, crazy Larry egged him on, until the hypnotic movement of the moon buggy caused Larry to slip gently towards the land of nod. 

After tormenting the beings that populated his subconscious dreamscape for a while he was suddenly kicked furiously back into the world of wakefulness. ‘I was only resting my eyes Miss, honest I wasn’t asleep,’ muttered Larry, as an urgent excited voice shouted from the speakers.   

‘I’ve found a cave system moon base control,’ yelled Boomer over his radio.

‘Hey is that you Boomer old fruit? You’ve found those creepy caves? Well that’s funky man. Grab that camera and get on in there.’

‘Are you sure I should go in alone? It might be better to wait for back up, protocol and all that.’

‘Now don’t go wimping out on us Boomer, protocol is for sad losers who iron their socks on a Saturday night, now get that camera and get exploring. You’ve got us here backing you up old buddy if some freaky Lunarian leaps out at you.’

Boomer started to explore those crazy lunar caves, looking for excitement and adventure. Sometimes man you need to be real careful what you wish for in case it comes and bites you in the ass.

‘Wow, this is weird man,’ said Boomer in growing excitement, ‘I am seeing all kinds of freaky runes, like the moon men of legend wrote a message or warning for any unsuspecting visitors or innocent and naïve wanderers. There are pictures too, freaky creatures looming over me.’

‘Sounds great Boomer buddy,’ said Larry, ‘keep on going perhaps you’ll meet a moon man and he’ll tell you what it all means. Don’t forget to take plenty of pictures now bud, we need all the stimulation we can get over here.’

Larry turned off his mic and laughed twirling his fingers next to his head in the classic that guy is crazy, hand dance.

‘Don’t worry; I’m taking loads of pictures. This stuff is wacko crazy in old school beatnik style,’ said Boomer breathless with excitement. 

‘Yeah Boomer, I am sure it is totally trump tramp crazy.’

‘Wow this is beyond Freaks-ville; I am seeing an actual shiny metal door made of real actual metal.  I’m going, I’m actually going through, oh man this is like a molten roller coaster ride with bad trip Magoo.’

‘Yeah that sounds great, just keep on trucking Boomer buddy,’ said Larry suppressing the fit of furious giggles that danced in every fibre of his being. 

‘I am man, oh wow I am going through some sort of internal airlock now, it’s incredible, the beings who built this place must have been really advanced, like far future, oh man I am in a huge room and it’s full of all kinds of pictures, all over the walls. They all have these real freaky beings in them, like cowmen or something. They all have huge devil horns and demonic glowing eyes. I think they might be watching me,’ said Boomer an almost hysterical tone building in his voice as the radio began to fade and crackle.

‘Just keep going buddy, sounds like you’re having a fine old time,’ said Larry who was leaping ape like around the control room while beating his contorting features with a large foam hammer.

‘There is a row of huge cryogenic suspension chambers, my god they’re massive. Whatever is in them, they must be some kind of giant monster things. I am moving around the front of the first one. I am trying to see through the clear panel in the front, it’s full of fog all swirling around. I can see a shape behind mist but it’s not clear enough to tell what it is. Wow I think it must be an alien moon beast, I wish I could see it better.’

‘Try pressing some buttons, perhaps it will open up and you can get a better look and those all-important pictures you promised us,’ said Larry now in a full ape suit lolloping around the control room roaring at his colleagues in the guise of a fabled moon monster.

‘Hang on, what if it’s dangerous,’ said Boomer the fear in his voice only matched by the fading crackle of the radio. ‘If it’s dangerous and comes back to life we could all end up drowning in a ton of killer alien cow shit.’

‘Calm down Boomer buddy, get a grip on yourself. You’re perfectly safe, things in cryogenic chambers don’t suddenly wake up when you open the door, they take hours to revive. You just need to open it up waft away some of that misty shit and get your shots quick and close the box right back up again. Real simple Boomer pal, unless you want to run away like a big girly wiener rabbit, loser from wimpington the capital wimpsburgland. Because you know in the movies the loser wimps get killed first even when they run away, monsters like to eat wimps and they can just follow the yellow trail losers leave behind when the piss their girly pants.’

‘Hey, Larry, I’m no loser wimp. If you think it’s safe I’m going in. I trust you. Wow I’m going to make first contact; I’m going to be a goddamn hero. Samantha McBride will wish she had gone with me to the senior prom instead of laughing in my face and calling me a sad loser freakozoid. I bet she calls me up straight away begging me to make sweet, sweet, bouncy, kitchen table love to her and perhaps her cute sister Jacky too. Oh Samantha, yes I forgive you, let me stroke your golden hair.’ 

‘Now don’t get side-tracked Boomer buddy, they’ll be plenty of time to get bouncy over your lost love later, get on in that chamber,’ said Larry turning off the microphone to let the squealing laughter spring forth from his gurning lips as he rolled around on the floor bashing his fists about in an excited manner.

‘Okay, okay, I’m pressing the buttons. Wow it’s opening up, I’m wafting away all the mist, I can see it clearer now it’s some kind of huge bull beast,’ gasped Boomer,  ‘my god it’s hideous. My camera is in position, getting some good shots here man. Shit, I am sure the thing moved, ahh, noo.’

Boomer’s transmission ended with a scream, a violent gurgle and loud crunching noise over the Ever-crackling radio and then silence.

Over at lunar command everyone in the control room was looking pretty freaked out as they listened to Boomer’s final desperate dying gurgle.

‘What the hell was that about?’ said nervous Pete the paranoid radio operator who thought every bit of static was something either alien or human plotting his personal doom.

The only one who did not wear a stunned and generally freaked out look was Larry who took his demented gurning grin and other odd facial contortions round the room, doing a mocking dance in front of each crew member in turn as they just stared at him.

‘The look on your faces, old Boomers had you over. Well done old Boom buddy I didn’t think you had it in you. He fooled all of you, but not me, no sir you have to get up pretty early in the morning to fool the old Lar-meister yes in deedy, cock a doodle doo.’

‘What are you saying Larry?’ said the crew member known as freaky Phil (so called for the amount of times women called him a freak when they heard one of his crude chat up lines), as he knocked Larry’s extended middle digit away from his face.

‘Well Phileep my cheesy little chap, I will tell you and the rest of the sweet and innocent rubes in the room what just happened. Very simple Boomer boy’s overactive imagination that’s what. He scared himself to death imagining a big scary monster with snapping fangs and slashing hooves in those caves. He probably wet his knickers and ran for the rover like some panicky wet-bottomed man-child. He’ll come back saying he escaped by the skin of his teeth with the help of some big old landslide that will have killed the monster, and destroyed his camera as well as all traces of the arty moon creatures and their suspended animation chambers. All destroyed without a trace, what a shame we will just have to take his word for it. Yeah I’ve seen it a thousand times, he’s a classic case.’

‘The lunar rover is heading back with Boomer or the creature and his radio is totally dead, perhaps we should wake the proper captain, he can authorise use of the laser cannon, to blast the rover, you know just in case,’ suggested nervous Pete his hand hovering over the intercom emergency line to the real Captain.

‘Let me stop you right there Petey my lad, first of all Captain Larry is the real captain on the nightshift and I don’t care what the clown that rests his fat arse in my chair in the daytime thinks. They should court martial that fat, sanctimonious, sneering little fuckwit. Second and most importantly I don’t need his permission to fire the laser because I stole the control codes and I intend giving old boomer a little scare.’   

Lanky Larry, all a giggle and bouncing in his still sodden seat started firing the base’s laser cannon causing the lunar rover to swerve all over the place on its way back to the base. ‘Take that you dirty little moon man.’

‘I’m not sure we should be doing this, Larry,’ said Phil, ‘I mean Boomer’s radio may have got damaged or something and you’re getting very close with that laser, you are pretty drunk, you’re could kill him or something.’

‘Perhaps he has to maintain radio silence in case the creature or its vengeful relatives try and track him back here,’ said Pete watching nervously over Larry’s shoulder. ‘Or it could be some kind of demonic moon monster that Boomer released from that cave and is coming to do to us what it already did to Boomer. Better blast it, to be on the safe side, you know just in case. Go on, Larry, quick blast it straight back to hell.’

‘Calm down, Pete, I’m not going to blast Boomer you crazy wombat botherer. At least not until I’ve heard his story, I bet it will be worthy of one of Larry special awards, this will be his third. I think he finally got rid of the stains from the second one a couple of days ago so he must be due, a nice special stinky one this time me thinks. Oh yes.’

‘He has reached the base garage door. Should we send down a meet, greet and terminate squad to welcome him home before I open the doors, Captain Larry?’ said Pete.

‘No need to worry about that my boys,’ said Larry heading for the door. ‘I’m going to meet old Boomer boy myself, open those garage doors Pete my lad and leave the rest to your old mate Lar.’

Larry wandered, whistling a merry and annoying tune, into the lunar garage where the rover sat all peaceful and serene. Larry started laughing and laughing thinking it all one big jolly old jape. He shouted for Boomer and started to call him a chicken for not coming out, daring him to reveal some evidence of the moon monster.

Only trouble was cats it was no joking matter as Larry was about find out and as for the monster well he was about to get more evidence for its existence than he bargained for.

‘Come out and show us those pictures, what you waiting for Boomer me old muck spreader? Are you sulking because we fired a few little laser blasts at you?  That was just a bit of harmless fun, like blokey banter but with large rover rocking explosions. No hard feelings eh? I bet it was just like the roller coasters at lunar Disney. Did you bring back any moon monsters? Hey Boomer buddy, you know you got to come out sooner or later.’

Then the door of the rover popped open real quick and a big bovine beast stumbled out. He was still groggy from the cryo but he looked a menacing cat especially as he was dragging Boomer’s body behind him.

You will no doubt have cottoned on to the fact that this was Lord Cadmow and you may have seen photos and think you know what he looked like, well let me tell you cats those still images don’t do that scary dude justice. This was one big, mean-looking dude. Like some kind of minotaur, nearly eight foot tall, all bovine muscle, vast sharp horns on which he would regularly impale the heads of his enemies, often while they were still attached to their bodies. His eyes were red and would glow and bulge when he was enraged which to be honest was most of the time. He truly was one naggy cat.

He had sharp and gnarled hoof hands with hard flexible almost claw like fingers, his coat was dominated by a burnt red colour with the odd spiral of white and black mixed in. A brass nose ring marked his rank with was invented by Cadmow himself, that of Bull-lord supreme. It was a cross between a General and despotic overlord. He also wore a bright red cowbell about his neck, a mark of both his house and the Herdist branch of the noble faith of Cowdon to which he belonged. It was one of his far distant herd mothers in a time long back through the great meadow of the ages that founded the noble Herdists. Her bellows surely echoed the heavens at the shameful antics of her descendant.   

It was said if an enemy of Cadmow heard his bell’s gentle tinkle then he, she or it would hear nothing else save their own death gurgle.         

Lord Cadmow snorted furiously at Larry and his bell gave out a gentle little sound. That tinkle of doom made Larry laugh and laugh. We bovines take our faith very seriously, it is unwise to mock our beliefs and to laugh at the bell of a Herdist is blasphemy indeed even to one such as Cadmow whose actions mock the very faith itself.

‘Hey Boomer buddy, like the costume, you’ve got a cute little bell can I ring it buddy?’ laughed Larry as Cadmow gave out a mighty bellow. ‘Where did you get it? Loser monsters from Bad Movies Are Us? Don’t think much of the dodgy fake dead body though. You should kill the guy who conned you into buying that outfit and use his body next time; it might look a bit more authentic than that thing. Hell one of those shop window dummies would look more realistic. Hey I bet that’s what it is. Let’s have a feel, is it a girl doll eh?’

As Larry reached out an excited hand to ring the little bell and molest the dead body of his comrade, Lord Cadmow gripped him firmly by the throat and rammed his squirming form hard against the wall. The Bull-lord brought his face close to Larry’s and snorted loudly, the snort steam making Larry cough and splutter.

‘Ok, ok,’ said Larry chocking, ‘I’m sorry I fired lasers at you, gee’s it was only a joke. Chill out and get a sense of humour for goodness sake.’

Cadmow tightened his grip and said ‘You are of no use to me,’ in what might appear to be surprisingly good English, but we space bovines do pick up languages pretty fast to be fair. 

‘Well then let me go if you don’t need me, I am sure a big bull like you has important things to be doing,’ said Larry wondering for the first time if this might not be Boomer in a suit after all but a genuine monster in a bit of a bad mood.

‘Except, perhaps to give my death hoof a bit of exercise, it’s out of practice you see,’ said Cadmow as he crushed Larry’s throat, which screamed, choked and gurgled. The blood splashed all over Cadmow and the immediate area until Larry’s head became severed from his body.

Cadmow picked up Larry’s head and popped it on his right horn. Then he turned to the camera, flexed his hoof and smiled saying, ‘I’m going to have to get a bit more practice in I think, hope you folks aren’t to attached to your necks because I will be ripping them out soon.’ That old bad-tempered bull lowered his horns and with a snort charged headlong at the door which separated the garage from the rest of the base. The door disintegrated at Cadmow’s violent touch and he just kept on running.   

That’s what happens when you scrimp on the door budget groovers. 

Now those guys in the control room were watching all this via a monitor screen and had just parked their tired and confused brains at ground zero, in main street panic city. 

Pete was pacing the control room, stopping every few seconds to stare hypnotically at the main view screen which showed Cadmow’s rapid progress through the base. ‘I told you we should have blasted it clean away, didn’t I say we should blast it but oh no Larry knew best and just got that thing, whatever it is real, pissed and just look were not listening to me got him. He’s dead and that thing is coming for the rest of us so it can take our heads as some kind of twisted trophy that he can set out and have little freaky chats with. We need to wake the real Captain and the rest of the day shift, no matter how tired and grumpy they are. They’re the only ones who can deal with that freaky bull thing guys, because it’s time to face up to the fact that we are all, drunk, tired and have no idea what the hell we are doing.’

Perhaps if they had listened to old panicky Pete at that point old Cadmow could have been stopped in his blood-stained hoof tracks and perhaps as much as half that base’s population could have escaped the brutality that he was about to inflict. Instead the drunken ego of one self-important dude drowned out calls for a little common sense.

It was a cocksure cat called Barry who had until a few minutes earlier been asleep under a console clutching a bottle of cheap whiskey as he cuddled up with Doris his very own stroke me silly, fully functional, lust bot, programmed with a thousand and one freaky kinks for every occasion, that pushed himself forward as the new manly hero of the hour.

‘That is a load of bullshit, Pete,’ shouted Barry as he stood swaying, half full whiskey bottle held aloft like a flaming torch in the centre of the room. ‘This thing has attacked the base and killed Larry and Boomer on our watch and it’s our responsibility, we can deal with it. Well at least I can deal with it, some of you losers might want to go and curl up in your rooms under pink and frilly security blankets. Any one who wants to do that, go now, we will know that you’re pathetic quivering losers but at least you won’t get under the feet of the real men, such as myself. We don’t want to be tripping over your wimpy, shuddering little bodies as we run headlong towards danger and a serious chance for manly action.’

‘Oh Barry don’t you want to play eager piggy’s again?’ oinked Doris suggestively. ‘You can snuffle my truffle if you like, you large sweaty horse of a man you.’

‘Hold that thought Doris,’ said Barry with a wink, ’when I come back from being the big manly hero of the hour you can activate your swooning-in-awe-of-the-big-macho-hero- fresh-from-saving-the-day-program.’

‘Gosh how exciting, shall I compliment you on your sexual organs in order to boost your ego and enhance your potency in battle?’

‘Ok, Doris, but make it quick, I’ve a frenzied bull creature to defeat here.’

‘Barry,’ began Doris her voice strangely solemn and metallic, ’your organs of manhood are not only hugely deformed out of all natural proportions they also excite me to such a degree I fear I may short circuit with joy or my batteries will just pop out before the completion of our frenzied love making.’

‘Nice one Doris, now I really need to get this battle started,’ said Barry ignoring the various horse impressions that rippled around the room.       

‘What makes you think you can defeat that thing anyway?’ asked Pete.

Barry swung his face next to Pete’s, blowing whiskey fumes into his choking lungs. I don’t need to think, I leave that sort of thing to sad, loser, nerdy little chess club rejects like you. I know I can defeat that thing, I have experience roping and riding the Holsteins on my uncle’s ranch and not only that, a couple of summers back I went to Europe, with my family and watched a genuine-to-goodness bullfight. I took a good look at what that Spanish bloke did and to be honest it looked pretty damn easy. Let’s just get out there and kill that bull thing and show those snooty day shifters that the night shift is the best shift and demand a bit of respect. Let’s break out the guns quick before that thing gets anywhere near the munitions locker and blast that goddamn critter straight to hell.’

‘Better be careful,’ said another colleague whose name isn’t very important as he won’t live very long so we don’t need to get emotionally attached to him. ‘We only have two guns and that thing seems real mean.’

‘We’re lucky to have them,’ replied Barry striking a macho like pose of defiance. ‘Goddamn, no good pacifist, Hippy-skippy European, gun-banning losers. I’ll give them all that; let’s keep space a peaceful place crap. Thank God for the Gun strokers of America society. If it wasn’t for their demonstrations and their armed sieges of the French and German embassies we wouldn’t have been allowed any weapons on the moon at all. I am still real pissed that I wasn’t allowed to bring my semi-automatic from home though, otherwise that bull thing would be sliced up on the barbecue by now.’

Bombastic and sadly deluded Barry along with his right-hand, unnamed and very doomed sidekick, who was soon to be splattered, headed out to the weapons locker with drunken swaggers as Phil and Pete who had stayed behind, guided them both along the corridor, using a route that avoided the one Cadmow was taking.

Cadmow for his part was systematically going to rooms one at a time throughout the base, ripping out the throats of the occupants before dumping them in the corridors.

As Barry and his companion headed towards the weapons locker, other members of the nightshift who had heard rumours of a dangerous bull beast loose in the base joined them and formed a large angry posse of nearly fifteen souls. 

At the weapons locker Barry and unnamed night shifter took the two guns while the rest of posse took up a variety of make shift weapons including chair legs, golf clubs, walking sticks with Stanley knives taped to them and various types of fire extinguisher. Two
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