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There was something licentious about the way Donna leaned over from the passenger seat and deftly attached her right hand to Coy’s blue-jeaned crotch. Indeed, she was a very licentious woman, and lascivious as well. Then her fingers squeezed. 

“Honey?” Donna asked in her buttery, sexy, sultry I-want-something-and-you’re-gonna-give-it-to-me voice.

Coy McKay sucked in a jittery breath; he was pulling wood in less than a second. “Yuh-yeah?” 

Coy was a spoiled rotten twenty-five-year-old redneck who owned the 2022 sunset-orange, 840-hp Dodge Demon that they were all riding in now, and tonight was Friday night and he was out with his “crew.” Destination? The bonfire field at the McKay Farm, where there was live music, a pig-roast, and Coy’s father’s 60th birthday celebration. Hundreds would be there, and like all McKay shindigs, it would likely achieve a status of considerable legendary.

But right now, Coy wasn’t thinking about that; instead, his attentions were soundly diverted to his girlfriend’s hand oscillating over his crotch.

“I just wanna make my man happy, darlin’,” she informed him. “How ‘bout I whip this bad boy out and start suckin’?”

Mord Merkle’s big bearded face appeared between the seats, grinning toothily. “Shee-it, yeah! I’d like ta see that!” (Alas, Mord had pronounced the word like as lak.)

“Me too!” exclaimed the chipmunk face of his girlfriend Larsa. 

Larsa, just as redneck as them all, was a tall, hundred-pound, morally destitute beanpole fuck-machine that had been around the sexual block more than most porn stars (and she was only twenty-two). She’d been all but titless until her rich rancher father had gifted her with some fine implants for her sixteenth birthday. She had dark, penetrating eyes, black-as-midnight hair, and an inscrutable face such that no one could even guess what she might be thinking—which was just as well.

“Naw,” Coy hated to say. “I ain’t inta havin’ my dick sucked in front of y’all.”

Mord’s grin increased in intensity. “What’s’a matter, Coy? Don’t want none’a us ta see yer little pecker?”

“Little?” Coy retorted. “Yeah, little like one’a my daddy’s fuckin’n grain silos. Ain’t that right, sugar?” He looked hard at Donna (and he’d pronounced the word right as rat.)

Donna wasn’t stupid. She knew how to play this game. “Sounds like Mord’s a little jealous. Larsa tell me more’n once that Mord’s cock is like a Slim Jim broke in half, not one’a them long Slim Jims, but just the reg-lar size—”

“I never said no such thing!” Larsa insisted, though that was not altogether true.

“But as for my man Coy being little?” Donna prattled on. “One time I seen this picture of a building called the Sears Tower, and I think, ‘What the hail’s my boyfriend’s dick doin’ in Chicago?’”

Coy nodded and smiled to himself. Bitch knows a good thing when she sees it... Donna’s fingers remained gently opening and closing over Coy’s splayed crotch. “You tell ‘em, honey. Now what was it you was about to say?”

Donna’s green eyes sparkled in knowing that she’d secured Coy’s attention. “I was about ta say, I’ll suck your dick like it ain’t never been sucked after we’re done.”

This sounded fine to Coy. There were a lot of things Donna did with considerable expertise, and fellatio was among them. “After we’re done? Oh, you mean when my daddy’s party’s over?”

Donna’s fingers clenched more insistently. “No, I mean, I wanna go somewhere else instead—”

Coy gaped at her, and so did Mord when his face popped out again between the seats.

“The hail?” Coy complained. “It’s my daddy’s fuckin’ birthday party tonight! You know, my millionaire daddy! The man who paid fer the $90,000 car yer purdy ass is sittin’ in right now?”

“Yeah, Donna,” Mord accentuated. “We all’s make good scratch on account’a Coy’s pop. Likely as not, he’d be more’n’a tad pissed if we blew off his party.”

Larsa piped in, “And they’se always throw a good hock party’n cunt-kickin’ contest. We can’t miss that.”

Donna’s hand stopped squeezing Coy’s crotch. “We ain’t gonna miss nothin’—jeez! We’ll just get there a little late, ‘cos there’s somewhere’s I wanna go first, is all.”

Coy scowled. “So, where you wanna go first?” (But he pronounced first as fust.)

Donna recommenced with her crotch-squeezing and replied, “Just the Croter house—”

At nearly the same instant Donna said that, Coy had taken a hefty sip out of his bottle of Ice House, and—

The fuck?

—expelled the beer all over his high-tech digital dashboard, just like the old Johnny Carson spit-gag.

“Croter! What’choo wanna got there for?”

“You know. On account’a what Old Mitchell was talkin’ ‘bout last week, when we was up at the Furnace Branch fer Topless Beer Pong.”

Coy’s eyes nearly started from his head at the incredulity. “What? You mean that bullshit about the Bighead’s dick?”

Mord was chuckling. “We been hearin’ that story fer years—”

Coy fumed. “Yeah, and it ain’t nothin’ but a great big pile’a codswallop, like what my grandma used ta say when we was tykes!”

But Larsa’s expression sharpened in rumination. “Shore, we all been hearin’ that story from one hillbilly asshole after another, but—”

Mord nodded. “Five years ago, at least when’s the Bighead were supposedly kilt—”

“There ain’t no fuckin’ Bighead’n never was!” Coy bellowed at the wheel. “It’s bullshit! It’s just creekers makin’ shit up so’s they don’t have ta think ‘bout how shitty their lives is! It’s shit babysitters say ta scare the kids they’re sittin’. ‘Go ta sleep, ya little fuck, or the Bighead’ll get’cha!’”

“I don’t know ‘bout that,” Donna interjected, her fingers now locked closed on Coy’s crotch. She could feel it beating under there, the rhythm of which was like someone tapping their foot to a preposterous John Denver song. “I hear from a bunch’a folks in Tylersville that they saw it. Said a forest ranger found it out near the old Abbey, so’s he put it in a big pickle jar full’a formaldehyde and was chargin’, like, a couple bucks to see it.”

“Tylersville!” Coy exploded. “Ain’t nothin’ no one from Tylersville say is worth two squirts of piss from a dead pig’s dick! Them folks is so poor they gotta use the corncob twice!”

“Heard they’re all fucked up in the head,” Mord contributed, “‘cos some chemical company were dumpin’ waste upstream in the Nahum River, and it all went inta the ground’n got inta the well water.” 

Larsa added, “And Ivy McCree say she saw Bighead’s dick too—”

The creases from Coy’s wince webbed his entire face. “Ivy McCree’s a cock-filled train wreck! She does 50-man gang-bangs for lunch money, and’s won more spunk-swallerin’ contests than any chick in the county! All that cum’s made her nuts! Don’t believe a word that hosebag say!”

But Mord recollected this: “And now I think on it, t’was Tater Kline’s kid, Buggy—they called him Buggy on account his eyeballs always looked half pushed-out of his head—he were drivin’ fence posts fer Charlie Fuchson, and then ole Charlie come out, with his egg-suck beagle Droop, and ole Charlie tell Buggy if he drives the last pole fer free, he’ll show him the Bighead’s dick. Said he found it in a gully off’a Governor’s Bridge Road, and Buggy’d heard the rumor too, just like ever-one—”

***
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But wait. So not to deliberately try the reader’s patience, a word or two must be expended on the entire backwoods’ mythos regarding the Bighead and his genitals...

The Bighead was a man-monster that stalked the woods for years, eating anyone he might happen upon in the forest, or simply tearing local rednecks limb from limb just for amusement, or sealing a man or woman’s anus up with his giant thumb and then blowing into their mouth until the victim expanded to a spectacular proportion and then popped! like a water balloon with too much water pumped into it. Bighead would regularly suck a gal’s insides out through her mouth, or her reproductive process out her vagina. (Ovaries were kind of crunchy between the molars.) He also sucked the shit out of folk’s buttholes. Bighead did all this kind of stuff and more for years; there were certainly enough flamboyantly mutilated remains to convince many that the Bighead genuinely existed. 

And what was he, exactly?

Well, that question was subject to interpretation. People, particularly low-brow people in isolated communities, tended to hyperbolize and even invent local “legends,” and any reasonable person with a modicum of education and civility would denounce the Bighead as codswallop. 

Ah, but shitty horror movies have always told us that all legends, all myths, and all superstitions acknowledge some minuscule tidbit of fact. 

Be that as it may, the local conventional wisdom conjectured a hearty variety of explanations as to the actual biological nature of the Bighead. All agreed that the monster’s foremost foundation was that of a human being, the severity of whose inbreeding played a major part of the infamous physicality: eight-feet tall, one eye the size of a grapefruit, the other the size of a chickpea, an immense mouth full of teeth like a mountain lion’s, and (the Bighead’s eponymous distinction), a great warped head with a terrifying bolus protruding from one side—indeed, a head the size of a big watermelon. 

In combination with this came the suggestions that the Bighead’s physicality was also embellished by an admixture of demonic DNA or alien DNA or both! At any rate, the above description is the picture insisted upon by the locals, dozens if not hundreds of whom—as persons not previously known for tall tales—swore that they’d seen the Bighead with their own eyes. 

Were they all lying? Were they all victims of “mass-hysteria” or the power of suggestion?

You decide.

But it is undoubted that the Bighead’s most salient features were his cock and balls. So large was the Bighead’s erection (some say fifteen inches, some say eighteen, some say twenty-two on a particularly feisty day) and so fat (at least as fat as the big end of a softball bat) that very few women had ever survived intercourse with the creature. He’d hump away to the hilt, a country mile a minute, tearing these women up with that big prong of his. He’d pop their organs with it, turn their insides into stew, all without a care in the world about the incogitable pain he was causing for nothing more than his own gratification. 

The cause of the Bighead’s death, too, was a point much debated by aficionados of backwoods lore. In fact, the suggestion leaned more toward the idea that the Bighead hadn’t died at all, but was only technologically overpowered by—are you ready for this?—alien women in black raincoats and sunglasses, and he was dragged into an invisible spaceship and flown off with. 

But what didn’t depart with the Bighead and the spaceship was the Bighead’s cock and balls. How did his cock and balls come to be separated from his groin? Well, the most persistent rumor, based on the local scuttlebutt, was that, before the aliens had abducted the Bighead, a twenty-foot-tall naked giant woman had bounded out of the woods near Wroxton Abbey, torn Bighead’s cock and balls off with her bare hand, and heaved the whole works into the forest like a Tom





[image: ]






[image: ]



























































[image: ]







































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png
» 2) THE Evll'I
N2 ~ PUBLISHING





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





