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  Welcome all,


  Cthulhu Sex! was developed in a rigorous testing of a large group of non-willing participants. They were then given over to the psychiatric ward of one Doctor Sprauge, whose unique and inventive forms of treatment saved the life of one young girl out of the group. The rest were given to the worms amidst ritual prayer, lain in mass plots on the grounds of the cemetery conveniently sharing borders with the sanitarium. The young girl was given free rein in the most secure wing of the building, which continues to be unfortunately sparse of visitors. She still whispers words that are too unusual for most of the genteel inhabitants of the world. Even the stray sentence that was accidentally overheard by a fellow inmate had such detrimental effects. It was decided to protect her from the world, giving her over to this solitude.


  In the company of my partner and me, one of our authors channeled the spirit of that poor unfortunate in the lonely wing and spouted out the words that led to the creation of this series of works. The words were used as a descriptive of one of my usual depraved, fanciful stories I happened to be divulging at the moment involving tentacles, blood and various activities involving body parts.


  In a spout of ecstatic creativity, the beginnings of Cthulhu Sex! were forged. I breathed life into the form shaped by the words that had so effectively described a genre I feel is sorely untouched. I had been working on what I considered to be the higher aspects of horrific thought; reading the writings of the revered H.P. Lovecraft, attempting to reach similar levels of depravity, experiencing the extremes of the world through the eyes of intellect, and debating philosophical ideology about the darker sides of life. All pointed to the body through sensuality but decried the base pleasures of lust and carnal passions. At the moment, I heard the phrase “Cthulhu Sex!”, I realized that I had been following deluded dreams about the greatness of humanity. The true strengths of humanity lie in base sexuality, the subtle bodies elusive and ineffectual in comparison to the raw power sex wields.


  I have delved into these depths with the companionship of many like-minded individuals who see the humor, sadness and disgust that follow our pleasures and joys like shadows, seeped in malignant intent. It is from this medley of macabre and deviant creators that the conglomeration known as Cthulhu Sex! has been born.


  We will nurture this creation to its full bloom, whatever shape that may take, encouraging all others to proliferate in our debauchery. Listen to the gentle whisper of the wind and you might hear us calling you, enticing you to engage in Cthulhu Sex!


  St. Michael


  ST. MICHAEL’S CREDO


  


  


  This was written on my computer screen. It had a blackish reddish green hue that reflected back at us. It spoke to me so I decided to use it as a credo for the company.


  Welcome to the end. Things seem a bit different now. It’s just a good beginning, that’s all. No matter what happens from here, you’ve already experienced this. You can’t remove it from yourself. It will fester and you’ll need more. Everything comes in time.


  St. Michael


  1.14.1


  Greetings to all you lovers of the little bits of joy and cheer we constantly throw all over the place. I found a bit of cheer from the last issue stuck behind my bedpost. When I touched it, it let off a billowing cloud of spores that stank like the time we finally found Grandma after she had that last fight with Grandpa. Thank goodness for chlorine-based disinfecting sprays. Cleaned the room right up and gave me pretty little black spots to chase.


  I would like to take this time to thank the people who helped me with this latest issue. Father Baer has been the taskmaster of discipline in his way. He has shaped these stories with a silver scalpel of editing, blessed on the highest and coldest of mountains. He has shaved off the raw and bleeding wounds, inadvertently left to fester in the authors’ stories, to reveal the delicate bones and musculature beneath that glisten with beauty. In other words, he has cut all that is human from my poor slaves and left those lifeless husks. One of our contributors has also greatly aided my quest for the infernal takeover of the world. She promotes for the website and is a general wealth of information when it comes to computers, internet and abusing people’s fractured egos. She has also been supporting Father Baer’s editing with her own. One of our artists, whose artwork will be stretched across the next issue of Cthulhu Sex like skin, allowed this issue to be digitally remastered through use of his devices. May all of the darklings grow to those songs of power. Another, who has helped me greatly, is the gentleman I like to call The Morose Cowboy. He comes to me only in the middle of the night to stand, bowlegged and dusty, at the end of my bed. There he whispers strange stories of what he has done during the day. His voice echoes in reverse as if conceived in some distant, imperceptible thought and, traveling in waves pushed into rhythmic ebbs and flows, gains strength till it breaks across my ears, shattering into misty smatterings that take up residence in my fractured mind. It is these pieces that vomit forth the uncouth words splattering these pages with flecks of bile. The person who has helped me get ads has unfortunately been recently killed in a clean-up effort by the CIA. She put up resistance against them when they decided to burn down the house that was a capstone for an underground network of tunnels and caves used by certain unnatural elements of the universe to store their dead and children. The greatest help has been from my love. She ran around for things when I couldn’t and was always there with support for my work. Without her, all this wouldn’t have been possible. I would also like to thank everyone who gave words of encouragement and discouragement, you all fed fuel to my fire.


  I know you will like this issue of Cthulhu Sex because it has been electronically transubstantiated. Besides the new look, there are also many new writers and artists with wonderfully twisted visions that somehow keep working their way like pus, to the surface of my mind. We also have a few of our past writers and artists tantalizing us with more of their works. So, sit back, kick off your feet and enjoy before the shock sets in.


  1.14.2


  I received this email in response to a mass mail I sent out with regards to submissions, the subject of such was CTHULHU SEX with large pointy ears as stated below. I found this an amazing piece of ironic humor and wished to pass it on. Please be aware that I do, personally, have an alien device that allows me to do such things as is mentioned. However, the cost is great and most people don’t survive the process.


  Subject: Re: CTHULHU SEX with large pointy ears


  Okay, I’ll be happy to contribute. I mean, I’ll be more than happy, but first, you have to do a little thing for me that will make it possible for the me to do the work in question:


  I would like you to transport me to an inter-temporal space where I will be able to write your story (Yes, I have thought about it and have a completely realized plot. I even have a few tantalizing phrases with which to make the scenes more scene-like___ “Yes, I did stick a knife into his back and I did drop him into the nearest river but he seemed to have grown up since then. He’d gone beyond that. It didn’t seem to bother him now.”) and now all I need is for the blue glow to be emitted from the device you hold in your hand as you stand there wearing an unreadable, perhaps unearthly, facial expression. You know, something between candidacy for sainthood and deep confusion.


  I’m there in my head, I can see it.


  The device glows and I duck expecting…what? disintegration? Transportation to Siberia? A one-way ride to the bedroom of a rather large Goth woman dressed in nothing but a collar that metes out electric shocks to the uncompliant and a patent-leather loincloth? My body knows that any of those things can happen. My body knows what thirty-five years of television have taught. When someone wearing an unreadable expression points something alien and half-melted at you and moves, your body compliantly kicks in with adrenalin. It anticipates becoming what the coroner absent-mindedly rests his lunch on. It reacts to the potentiality of becoming a part of someone whose lower jaw drops, actually drops before he laughs and says: “Do what? With who? With you??! No. I don’t care what that button does. Press it all you like. You might as well *CLOSE* your legs because it’s *NEVER* happening. In fact, you must be out of your fucking. AiiieeeeEEErraaaAAAAggggghhhh-UH!!!!”


  But instead of the cold steel table or the large Goth woman’s (AKA “Name Withheld’s”) home for wayward wearers of leather loin clothes, I find myself neither dead nor wishing *deeply, avidly, most particularly* that someone had had a really bad day while calculating the amperage generated by the COLLAR of OBEDIENCE.


  No, none of that happens and for this, thy bounty, Lord we are grateful.


  I uncringe and find myself in a room with nothing in it but a desk with a brand-new IBM laptop on it, that some bizarre instinct tells me I’ll be keeping at the end of my strange adventure (A bizarre instinct tells me that I *had better* be keeping it). It’s as if you, in your alien-assed, strange-facial-expression-and-metallic-robe-wearing-too-tall wisdom have read my mind: you seem to know what I need as well as I myself know it and the results of that knowledge are spread out before me.


  The smell of coffee draws my attention to the multifunction espresso machine in the corner and the burlap bags containing many fragrant blends of the finest coffees___ the small, Italian grinder sitting, atop and nestled, within a pile of snowy white terry cloths. I think for a moment that I am in writer’s heaven but then I realize that this can’t be heaven. The other thing in the room lets me know that I am alive, blissfully drawing air into the lungs of a living, breathing writer who will return to the world of men to once more partake of moments of slender triumph interspersed with the form of geological time that is only truly understood by one who appreciates the delectation of deep effort wasted in realtime. I observe that heaven is not so complete, not so deeply, wonderfully practical as the place where I am when I notice the window.


  Off to the side of the water-cooler, the Great Bear water-cooler, there is a window-like opening in the air giving unto the sight (oh, mirabile visu!) of my boss looking tangibly, benevolently, and twilight-zonishly freeze-framed in mid phone-call. As he tells me that there are things that I really have to do *RIGHT NOW* because some schmuck in a veal-fattening pen in Canada is breathing down his neck *RIGHT NOW* forcing him to make the first in a sequence of pager-calls of terrifying frequency, a frequency so great that the most jaded, the most *experienced* woman in the Western hemisphere (does JesDELETEDsica still hang out at the café whose name has been lost in interdimensional space?) could use the goddamned thing as a tastefully concealable sex-toy. With childlike wonder, I reach through the space in the air in the manner of someone who just has to check to make sure that he hasn’t lost *every ounce* of his shit and caress my boss’s temporal-displacement-hardened cheek and it is in that moment that I realize the truth of my freedom. I need not run like hell out the door, lugging heavy stuff and sweating with the afternoon pot of coffee sloshing around in my guts. My job will be there when I’m done writing whatever it is that I’m going to write. My boss is not a concern and won’t be until the effects of the melted-looking alien-Michael-device (the AMD) have either worn off or been cancelled.


  I am free to write or not write. Free to put my fingers to work, or to open the box with IBM naturally speaking in it and to work with the headphones (“I talk, it types!”), or I can drink some of the coffee, sample the delightful bouquet of Jamaican Blue Mountain as I half-kneel on the office-quality Balanz Chair. I’m free. As free to write or fail to write as Fran Leibowitz, the *only writer in creation* with fewer books to her credit than David Letterman appearances. I’m as free to write as Tama Janawitz. Despite the sulphurous stench of my body, and despite the sores that festoon my face and genitals, I am more attractive, even to male heterosexual’s beings. Of all the earth’s myriad species from Bottle-nosed Dolphins to Bluebottle flies, I am still far, far more attractive than ever she will be….


  I take one of the white mugs from the steel table next to the apparatus, pour myself a steaming cup of writer-fuel and sip….


  Sudden inhalation as my eyes widen. I raise the mug and smell. Strong. Very coffee-like and heady like quarter-century single-malt on an empty stomach. I am in the presence of coffee that makes you say, “You have *achieved* Coffee.” I know that all the coffee I have had before had been castrated by sadistically grinning inductees into South American death squads before making its way to me.


  Or: To put it another way….


  [Deep sonorous voice] “I am Coffee, and if you will love only in my name, thou shalt know strengths and joys such as are given to but few in thy generation___ thou shalt be the sweetest of my servants (yes, that old line again) …Partake of my essence and this will be my covenant with thee.”


  To which you, ludicrously muscular and suddenly photographed in a golden-yellow color-palette look up as one looking into the face of his GOD. On your knees, bathed in sweat, your arms crossed upon your chest and hands resting on your shoulders, you are in the presence of the transcendent. Tears, born of a joy that you have never felt before and will never know again, roll down your cheeks as you make the only reply you can make.


  “Yes, master…oh, yes…my life and all my soul for you….”


  However, back at the ranch, there remains the problem of writing, which is no problem at all now. I know what to write and how to write it. No problem. Under these circumstances, I cannot *but* write something good for Cthulhu Sex….


  Whip out the half-melted-looking alien-dimensional-control thingy, practice your unreadable facial expression, and the story will be yours.


  In the interim, I have to run off and count a lot of dollar bills that look like they’ve been shoved up a vulture’s butt for safe-keeping….


  Just in case you need me to mention the word at least once….


  “Tentacles”


  Mark


  Mark. The gods look down upon you pleased. They see your humble effort to enlighten their beast of burden with the very essence of your writings and consequent lack thereof. They have given me a message to pass on to you, their devoted wordsmith. It has but a few simple sentences, yet carries infinite meaning and wisdom. It is this: *KERBLAM* (thunder rolls off distant hills) “You dare try to weasel your way out of writing for us!?! Now you shall pay for your travesty!!!” *KERBLAM* (the thunder rolling off the distant hills disturbs a small pile of ash that was once known as Mark)


  Somewhere, far in the distance, an alien-looking device is pointed in the direction of the ash. A voice almost like the wind whispers “Write… Write…”


  1.14.3


  Here is a delightful little ditty someone posted in response to a post on a bulletin board promoting the finer parts of Cthulhu Sex.


  Introducing Cthulhu Sex, the zine of blood, sex and tentacles featuring horror fiction, erotic musings, art, a tentacled centerfold and demented poetry.


  Congratulations.


  You have managed to make a mockery of horror, H.P. Lovecraft and lovemaking by even thinking this sick shit up.


  Lemme guess. You love Japanese Tentacle rape cartoons.


  Bet if you were raped you would not do this type of shit.


  Sick bastard, I hope someone hacks your site to hell.


  Frickin wierdo…


  My, I think we should take this advice. Cthulhu Sex is going to be terminated as of this second. Good bye cruel world!


  Wait a minute… Rape? Who said anything about rape? Rape is a disgusting and perverted act of the deranged (and/or Japanese manga). If anything, as a plot element to instill fear, dread, disgust or hatred, it has been used in many stories, not necessarily any in Cthulhu Sex (not necessarily). In fact, I seem to remember a rape scene in Excalibur that birthed Arthur. And the one in Deliverance definitely instills emotional reaction. But still, what is this person talking about? Some people out there have serious issues.


  As to profaning H.P. Lovecraft (copyright, some big money conglomerate), lovemaking (copyright, all the people who are getting it besides the person who wrote “Frickin (use proper English “Fucking”) weirdo…” and learn how to spell “weirdo”) and horror (copyright, anyone who has followed you home any lone dark night), I’d have to be one powerful person to do all that. All that power would be sooooo cool! I could make everyone believe that Leonardo da Vinci was actually a homosexual who made love to paintings of himself cross-dressing (cum stains on the Mona Lisa, not water). Or I could make everyone think that they owe me money! That’d be “rad”.


  Let’s not lose sight of what we’re here to do. We all just want a little enjoyment between the hectic times when the world began and when it will end. To this end we all wait for the destruction of the barriers between all humans, when we can all share our deepest feelings and thoughts in an unrestricted environment of love and caring. I suggest the best way to do this is to remove all of our skins. That way, we all have free access to each other’s innermost parts.


  Thank you for your post and for playing our game, whoever you are. We’d like to send you, our lucky loser, our best wishes and this prize package including: a one week vacation in a Turkish prison filled with all the raw meat you can chew (don’t forget to swallow), three thousand years of nightmares about being shown the light of the One True Truth only to have it taken from you again and again, and last, but not least, a nightly tentacling by the great Cthulhu. So spread your cheeks wide for a three foot tentacle and enjoy your illegitimate stay on our planet, monkey boy.


  I thank you for the congratulatory remarks. You have indeed divined our goal, though we prefer to refer to our publication as satire. We definitely intend to pay homage to the grandfather of American horror by utilizing his mastery of atmosphere and because we see mockery as a type of praise, faint at best though it is, we thought we’d add something the master eschewed, sex. Into society, where the word of sex has attained less polarity than in Lovecraft’s but still is used with more restraint than we care to admit, we would like our tentacles to writhe in a soft caress of its nether regions in the hope that some of this restraint will fall away.


  I am sorry that our marketing department did not follow my orders and instill in you the same feelings I have about Japanese tentacle rape cartoons. Rape is something that should not be trivialized especially when talking about the deviant side of a particular culture. It is for this reason that I would mention that there are certain wards on our gates, virtual and otherwise, that if broken might result in this certain phenomenon being visited upon the breaker by certain weird denizens of various hells.


  1.14.4


  It should be noted that this was written in a trance. The writing flowed out of the pen and was in a cursive handwriting that was not my own. While I do seem to have some flashes of the memories mentioned, I have no idea where they came from and have shunted them aside to be dealt with later.


  As I write this, I travel through the archives of my past, looking for the tip of a memory that flashed across my consciousness. A book covered in the dust of time, nearly forgotten, that speaks of an arcane lover. As I read the title, I feel a gentle warming in my loins. It holds just three words, “The Soft Ones”. I turn to the first page and meander through the ancient dialect of my youth, a language more of emotions and sensations, not easily read by my logic bearing, time-altered mind. As the story evolves, I picture each event as it is described. It moves from rich, multiple perspective full color, filled with sensations and emotions to flat, over-exposed, video where I watch someone else do what I had, depending on the speed of the story and the depth of my memories. One of the deeper memories, and therefore fuller visions, is the point where my lover explained to me what they call humans. In her rasping voice, a voice of multiple metal tines being pulled through skin, thrillingly sensual, she told me to look at her hand. She raised the shining black, four-digited appendage for my examination. I watched the long spider leg fingers slowly flex, each stronger than my entire body, the blades capping three of the fingers catching the light of the fires that constantly lit her abode. Her fingers appeared against my cheek, arcs of lighting, fading in my eyes, the only trace of the movement. The cold, chitinous edges slid down my flesh, eliciting a field of chills to breeze down my back, tickling just under the surface, leaving a dull throb in my testicles, the beginning of a terrible ache if not sated. “Feel the difference?” she asked, the dull throb manifesting in a stiffening. “Yes,” was all I could manage, letting the final “S” slip away into the distance. “That is what we call your kind, ‘The Soft Ones’.” She twitched a little, scraping my hair-free face, reminding me of her strength and the grace of her presence. We abandoned ourselves to pleasure.


  I often wonder what it would be like to touch someone who would be comparatively as soft. The gentle slope of my love’s inner thigh as it connects to her perfect bottom might be comparable but, we are both “Soft Ones”. I think that I’ll never know. I can always travel back and put myself in that period and think of myself as my dark lover. I’ll only be able to imagine it, nothing more.


  1.15.1


  Tentacles,


  The internal organs of a large brown bat have a few things in common with the inside of your head. Or so you would think. Recently, an ancient connection has come to light between the South American Large Brown Fruit Bat and developing humans. There is actually a tiny parasite that inhabits your brain whose only other natural habitat is the digestive tract of the bat. As far as scientists can prove, the parasite can only gestate within the cerebral fluid of the human brain. After it matures into an adult, it must be forcefully expulsed by way of a common human reaction, the sneeze. Once airborne, the parasite develops small, crystalline wings and floats on warm air currents until it happens to be swallowed by a bat. This can take years while the parasite, almost desiccated, floats among the heated air. When the parasite enters the bat’s digestive tract, it instantly begins to absorb water and sustenance from the nutrient rich landscape around it. It slowly begins to digest the bat from the inside out until the almost immobile bat falls like a rock to the ground below. There, children play with the corpse, evolution growing an eerie desire to play with dead things. Thus, they become infected with egg-encrusted guano. This process happens in monthly cycles and the newspaper has a “Bat-Guanometer” for measuring the probability of being hit by falling bats or coming in contact with their feces. Of course, every once in a while, this benign process goes horribly wrong. When it does, the parasite fails to project itself out of the nose of the victim and stays imbedded within the cerebellum. There, it begins to drain sustenance off the unsuspecting host until, always too late, the victim falls into convulsions gripping the only thing that might help, Cthulhu Sex. If you don’t believe me, just ask the people who were published in Cthulhu Sex what it has done for them. So, keep your Cthulhu Sex handy. You never know when you might get a bat guano parasite infestation in your brain.


  Alimentarily Yours,


  St. Michael


  1.15.2


  Every once in a while, I receive a truly wonderful e-mail. One that fills me with the joy of knowing I’m doing something that has a deeply enriching effect on those who experience it. I found this in my box one morning and it made my whole day wonderful and happy. Sometimes, it’s just the little things that mean so much…


  From: Henry Gottlieb Kohler


  To: “Cthulhu Sex” frogboy@slack.net


  Subject: I was anally raped by Cthulhu


  Greeting oh Great One,


  Just a belated message to let you know how much I enjoyed Cthulhu Sex. I rolled it up and fucked it till I was sore… and the words and stories inside were cool too! Passed the other copies on to others of the Dark Brotherhood. Enjoyed Shh and The Phone Company along with that story you wrote that I was unable to read at the coffee shop. I finally got to read it, you sick fuck! I know it’s all autobiographical. So what did you do with the bodies? Could I have a skull? Keep up the good (EVIL) work and please send future issues. Did you read Resume With Monsters by William Browning Spencer yet? If not, you should. You will like.


  Yrs.,


  Henry Gottlieb Kohler


  PRECARIOUS


  M.A.S.


  333


  MYCOPHILE


  PS – I did a spell check on this letter and my computer KNEW I spelled Cthulhu wrong!!! Oh my God, it’s downloading a streaming audio file… of chanting! “IA Yogsothoth…”, etc. Is that bad?


  Thank you, Precarious, for those heartwrenching words. To answer your question, which you already know by now, the file is designed to call forth a minion of said god. The minion has probably disemboweled you by now, spreading your intestines across the walls like crepe paper. Your blood has been used to write mind-numbingly horrific texts on the ceiling. Your hair has ignited and chased off the neighbors’ cats. Your genitalia is frozen on a glacier in the Himalayas and there will be pieces of you found in the rivers near your house. From all of us here at Cthulhu Sex, we wish you all the best in your next step of spiritual evolution.


  1.15.3


  I occasionally find things that make no sense but fill me with a dread so deep I can’t express it in words. When the band I, Parasite sent this to me, I felt that dread. Due to the lowbrow style of writing, I had to transcribe it. Then, sensing that there were deeper meanings, I had Father Baer do a translation of the piece. And there was the answer to my horror. Read on brave soul.


  Subject: yes my husband wae in the veteran


  war in the delta and he has a rash the groin area and he wa told it was jungleroit or ringworm it does lok like ringworm it’s in a circle and it only comes when he sweats and whenhe gets hot we were wanting to know theirs any kind of creams you can get at the drugstore that you don’t have to have a perscription for? and I have one more questin ater it goes away should it come back again? I would a appricate if you would please take the time to write me back and answere my questions.


  Transcription:


  By St. Michael (written while in communion with alien presences through a dark portal in a cup of coffee)


  Subject: Yes, My husband was in the Veteran (should be connected to the main paragraph)


  War, stationed in the delta (assumed location). He has a rash in the groin area. He was told (supposedly by doctors) that it was jungle rot or ringworm. It looks like ringworm as it’s in a circle and appears (though come has an interesting connotation). We were wanting to know if there is any cream available at a drugstore that is non-prescription (presumebly to treat the rash)? I have one more question, after it disappears, should it return? I would appreciate it if you would take the time to write me back with an answer to my questions.


  Translation:


  By Father Baer (after reading a passage detailing St. Michael’s education in the ritual use of medicaments)


  Subject: My husband’s return…


  After the possession of the populous of New Orleans, the chosen shall go forth and mate with the best and the brightest, spreading our seed like jungle rot. Their path shall be the path of the ringworm, spiraling out in concentric shapes, moving quickly through the warm southern regions, creating a balm for our kind. Spreading our word through fevered dreams, the poor unfortunates will find no cure. They are found wandering the soon to be swamp-infested towns, looking for solace. Vainly they will search through arcana or escape into the world of physical pleasures. When the swamp overcomes the Molasi Door, they will ascend into the maw of the great darkness. Thus shall all be infected with our plague.


  There is an obvious threat to the existence of all human beings in this seemingly harmless text. I believe that this message should be sent to as many people as possible. We must warn everyone that we can. That way, the fear will be instilled in our hapless victims and allow us to take over with as little resistance as possible. Their end is near. Our time is nigh.


  1.15.4


  We enjoyed the letter that Mark sent last issue so much we asked him for more of his provocative and insightful words. After a long battle for supremacy in the theater of colons (he really likes his colons), this reconstituted version of Mark was only able to submit a rant against a software creator about the manner in which their product was corrupted. While we were able to streamline the letter into a readable diatribe and were originally going to publish it, every time we sent the file a doorway opened and unspeakable things started happening to our staff.


  1.15.5


  Here, spread before you, are all the pieces for a puzzle that you have no choice but to solve. The beginnings for the quest for the pieces are hinted at in the words and illustrations in the magazine. They will lead you to the places you never knew existed. The whisper of the fearsome silence on the empty tracks of subways as you sit alone waiting for the train you know must come. They hint at the cause of the miasmal gasses released at the opening of a sewer lid some strangely suited human enters as you walk by. They burn with the temptation of the nightmare you wake from that covers you in sweat yet somehow eludes your memory. They scream of the static on the television that speaks with inhuman voices about secrets you never wanted to know. They allude to the cold vacuum of space where alien intelligences plot to devour the flesh and soul of everyone you’ve ever cared about. They tell of these secrets and more if you listen carefully. You never know when you’ll find the answers, but they are there, calling to you. Take these and use them as a shield against the fear that cowers the rest of society into the conforming apathy. Use them for there is little else to protect you once you know. Wear them like badges and perhaps you will find others who understand. Don’t hold onto them too hard, they tend to vanish when you most need them. When all is said and done, you are alone against these mutilating forces. You and your Cthulhu Sex.


  Sleep well,


  St. Michael


  P.S. Some things are never explained in life. These are the things that we have to find for ourselves. I curse the day I found that out. Of course, I also curse the day I couldn’t open up that jar of deliciously creamy peanut butter. Such is life.


  1.16.1


  Greetings! Welcome to the first full-sized magazine format of Cthulhu Sex. Between our wondrously macabre covers, we have a splendid display of unique pieces from some of our past favorites as well as the creative endeavors of Cthulhu Sex virgins. We have slaved night and day to bring this cursed book to you. As you flip through these pages, think about the delightful chills that will crawl up and down your spine. Think about the chills and then think about the contact poison that covers the pages. Too late anyway so might as well enjoy!


  Now that you will surely pass on in the next twenty-four hours, try to get your mind on something else. Something like, “little rainbows caught in the dew drops of yellow flowers,” should allow you to keep your focus off of the slowly degenerating nerve endings that are even now slowing your ability to think straight. Perhaps, “a gentle breeze blowing the light musk off of beautiful bodies resting on white sands of an evening beach,” might turn your mind away from the rotting tendrils of those irreparable nerve cells that will flake off and drift uselessly in your bloodstream. There must be some image that would help you not think about the possibility that the fragments will concentrate at the opening of the Vena Cava, killing you before the poison can take full effect.


  Forget about that for a few moments and peruse our wonderful magazine. Examine our spectacular centerfold for a brief respite from your morbid thoughts. You could read a couple of stories or ponder the poetry. Another option is to cloud your visualization of your demise by being illuminated by the illustrations scattered throughout the writings. As you’re relaxing, don’t let your mind drift to the degradation of your body after the toxin has run its course. The reanimation of your corpse, to be used in the armies of the dead, should not even begin to cloud your daydreaming mind.


  The day that our masses shall rise up from their graves to take over the world is near. We will have whole legions of reanimated corpses with which to decimate the population. The rest of the broken-willed people will be enslaved and forced to do horrible things to each other. Only when the dark gods are finished with their pitiful playthings will they be released. Oh, and how destructive this release will be. Floods of blood will sweep through the streets and seep into the desiccated earth. You will add but one more set of hands to propagate our horror. How splendid will the Hag’urrAh sing the triumphs of J’llali. All will bow to the might of Ct’hulina and the… Uh, I mean to say…Uh… Think of flowers and beaches. Don’t think of dying. Remember, flowers.


  Again, I would like to thank Father Baer for his work in this endeavor. I would like to thank all the condemned souls who have contributed to this tome. I’ll also thank you if you say a little prayer to Cthulhu Sex before you finally give up the ghost. Especially one that begins “Oh, you who rule my world…” or something along those lines. Or a really juicy one that I can put into the Letters section of the next issue. I could entitle the column The Thousand Screaming Souls. But that is a plan for another day.


  I would like to take the time to say a few words that have nothing to do with death, poison or reanimation for use in undead armies. The first thing I would like to do is to thank the wonderful staff at two cafes whose names are now lost to me for their support of my coffee habit. The endless coffee, during the night at one of them and during the day at the other, kept me chemically able to focus on the commentary, editing and layout of Cthulhu Sex. I would also like to thank the droves of psychotic people, who tried to pull me into conversation about their whatever-drug-they-were-doing-at-the-time lives, for their efforts to keep me focused on my work while I fearfully ignored them. I greatly appreciate my friends, who sat and talked with me while I worked, for their ability to keep me sane and the aforementioned psychotic people at bay. I wish to thank Graves and Maury for their tutelage in the ways of desktop publishing. I also thank the people at the Small Press Co-op for their technical support and printing efforts that allowed this issue to come into physical reality. Following that, I thank the distributors that have sent small bundles of joy to the outer realms of the world. Finally, I wish to thank the dark lords and ladies, who have inspired, guided and protected all the people involved with every aspect of Cthulhu Sex. May their sleep be long and deep. I wish all these individuals and all you readers happiness and joy. I know that each and every one of you will be by my side as our undead armies raze the world and take the planet for our own. After all, you’ve been poisoned.


  As you have so much time on your hands, enjoy the words and pictures as your life functions irreversibly slow. There are only one in a billion people, already of an inhuman stock, who won’t be effected by the poison. These people don’t know of their heritage as the introduction of the alien matter is lost far back in time. If you happen to be one of these unlucky few, the poison will not affect you in the least. You will miss the chance to join our horde of reanimated warriors. However, you will be able to pick up the next issue of Cthulhu Sex in which we hope to have a poison that works on you. If you already feel ill, this bit of information is as useless to you
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