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STORY

 In the saloon bar called Den of
Evil Bitches a party was going down. Located in the centre of a
frontier town called Donkey’s Tail, where anything went and you
could get away with murder. The bar was a right dive with sawdust
on the floor, bullet holes in the walls and a hangman’s noose in
the corner. There were pots full of coloured flowers too, varied
types. This occasion was to celebrate Big Gun’s growing of his
twenty first Native American Indigenous Purple Rose flower with his
ACME Flower Maker growing snake oil powder.

Signs of
debauchery were everywhere: a whore from the Top Titty whorehouse
was sucking the cock of a grizzled old miner who was almost
comatose (was he feeling any tongue action?), a bent cabaret singer
called Marly was licking the balls of another equally gay piano
player while he played a drunken out of tune waltz. After a few
minutes they swapped positions. Everywhere you looked, something
was happening. Upstairs in the private rooms, mattresses were being
pounded by sweaty cowboys fucking two bit whores. Where was the man
himself? He was arguing with a holy man who held a withered white
rose. A gift from one of his flock, a gay lover.

“I tell you, General Custer is a pussy!” shouted the voice, way
too loud, at the person not a metre in front of him.

“No, no. Custer is a military God who loved flowers in their
purest form. They meant more to him than the army or battle. He was
meant to die so he could direct his fight from Hell and advise me
about growing white roses! This I know, after all I am a man of God
and flowers,” retorted the other, equally drunk and
unstable.

“You’re wrong holy man. The only god is this, the barrel of a
watering can. My watering can. Custer fucked up, pure and fucking
simple. He knew nothing about flowers. Custer is a worm eaten
corpse feeding the weeds. What, you disagree do you?” whispered the
cowboy, now in perfect control. His watering can jiggled in his
shaking hands. It was half full of water. He put it on the table.
In his top left shirt pocket was an orange rose.

“Yes I do, has it occurred to you, you’re wrong? Power comes
from the good book, the bible, and also from the ACME Flower
Company Growing book. I talk to Custer’s spirit every morning about
his black roses that he grows on the other side,” replied the
Preacher, placing his books on the small two seat table, next to
the large pistol shaped watering can. They complimented each other
disturbingly.

“Not many men have dared to disagree with me Preacher man. I
whipped the last one in the back with my brass can only yesterday.
He dared step on one of my orange roses and said I’m talentless.
He’s now being measured up for a coffin by Tom the cabinet maker
over yonder and will have weeds on his grave,” nodded Big Gun,
pointing to his half full watering can that was a foot from him. He
could reach it immediately and knock the man of God to hell, if he
saw fit. It was made of heavy brass and easily killed.

“I know. I heard about that, I blessed his corpse before Tom
took it to measure it up for a coffin. Even evil men need the last
rights before they descend to hell. I gave him a red rose. I’m not
scared of you or any man, my God protects me as do my flowers of
love.”

“Your blessings won’t do him any good where Small Harry has
ended up. He dared put me down in front of the towns’ folk and he
ruined one of my flowers so I sorted him out, permanently. With
this watering can, I am God! I grow the best flowers in America!”
shouted Big Gun, picking up his big can off the small wobbly table.
He glared menacingly at the bible basher who fingered his dead
white rose.

“Every man has the right to the hand of God and his blessing,
even you Big Gun. Even you and your flowers!” preached Preacher
man. He visibly cowered from the bigger man and grasped his bible
to his chest, as if it would save him from a brass watering can
caving his skull in at point blank range.

Big Gun
stood up and towered over the terrified little holy man, bellowed,
“Open your mouth Preach and suck my orange rose. Do it now mother
fucker! Now!”

“Aargh! No, no, I won’t. You’re flower belongs to the Devil and
his evil actions, as you do. I won’t do it!”

“Yes, I work for the Devil. Now take the barrel in your mouth
and suck it,” ordered the angry killer.

“No!” shouted Preacher man. His defiance was stopped by a
single hit from the brass can on the table top right in front of
him. The bang deafened him and the table split clean in two and
toppled to the floor; the hit missed a pair of holy bollocks by two
inches. A single empty glass rolled out of sight.

“Okay, okay, you and the Devil win. I’ll suck the evil watering
can barrel.”

“Good boy. I always get my way. Now suck it. Suck my watering
can. Do it right.”

Preacher
took hold of the large metal tube that was the barrel of Big Gun’s
watering can and placed it carefully in his mouth with a shaking
hand. His other still clutched his bible. With wide eyes, the holy
man sucked the barrel. It was still warm from the impact. He would
be holy in more ways than one, if he screwed this up.

“That’s right, just like you’re sucking a cock. It looks like
you’ve done this before. Have you?” asked Big Gun, holding the can
in his watering hand and watching Preacher man suck the barrel with
interest. He stroked his orange rose.

Preacher
man tried to shake his head and speak.

“Ah ah, don’t do that. Just keep sucking the watering can
barrel; when you’ve done that, you can suck my freshly picked rose
too,” laughed Big Gun, almost taking Preacher’s head off when he
laughed with the big can.


My Lord will protect me and save me from all
evil and the Devil’s actions. May Sweet Lord Jesus watch over me
and my flowers and deliver me from evil and not let me get my head
knocked off. Also bring Big Gun away from evil and show him the way
to the light and white roses, amen! prayed Preacher man. He continued sucking, hating the taste of
growing powder residue when some water escaped. What choice did he
have? His God seemed a long way off from this awful scene. He
thought of his white holy roses till he was done.

“Right, that’ll do. Now you can suck my rose while I drink a
new whiskey,” said the flower man, before addressing the barman,
“Hey, barman! Bring me a new whiskey and fill the glass to the top.
Do it now!”

“Yes Big Gun, on my way,” shouted the barman. He filled the
glass up as he ran over to the corner where Big Gun was tormenting
the holy man. The barman noticed the broken table but kept his
mouth shut. He knew what Big Gun was capable of and how touchy he
was about his flowers. Orange colour especially.

“Put it on the floor and leave the bottle,” shouted the cowboy.
With his free hand he pointed his instruction, in case the scared
barman didn’t understand, due to fear.

“Now where were we?” asked Big Gun, to Preacher.

When no
answer was forthcoming, he rapped him on the head with the watering
can barrel which was wet with spit.

“Erm... you wanted me to suck your orange rose,” whispered the
victim, looking at the floor.

“That’s right. I want you to suck my orange rose,” shouted Big
Gun, red in the face from whiskey and an abuse of power. “Get on
with it then. Do it how God would.”

Preacher
man got off his small chair and knelt in front of Big Gun, who was
still seated. Preacher went into slave mode; he passed his
tormentor his whiskey glass, being careful not to spill any. Hell
would be unleashed if he did!

“Good boy, you’re learning. Now take the orange rose from my
top pocket. Do it slowly now. Make sure you don’t undo my shirt by
mistake or I’ll knock your fucking head off. Get on with
it.”

“Yes, Big Gun. Anything so you don’t hit me, even sucking your
rose.”

“Right then. Make sure you do it right and no teeth or I’ll hit
you.”

Preacher man put down his bible and stroked his flower book
and tried to get the orange rose from Big Gun’s dirty sweaty shirt.
He missed first time. A glare from the cowboy made him focus. He
got the rose and held it. It was large and pretty.
Please dear Lord let me do this right and get
this over with so I can live and continue doing God’s work and grow
more of my precious roses.

The rose Quite easily fitted partly in Preacher’s mouth
allowing the holy man to draw his tongue over the edge to the
centre and back. It was like a small shrunken orange jellyfish with
grey hairs all over it and blue ruddy veins for a stem. A smell
like old sweaty socks filled the air, making Preacher man gag. It
had a secondary odour of toffee. He went back to the delicate wide
petals. He sucked kissed and nibbled. I’ve got to do this; I sucked his watering can barrel and
never got my knocked blown off. My Lord protected me from the Devil
then, he will do now.

“You got my rose easily enough. Now suck my rose, what the fuck
are you waiting for? Instructions from God? Remember, no teeth!”
Big Gun shouted, annoyed.

“I’m doing it now,” came his muffled reply. Is this fool blind?

Preacher took the stinking large sized rose into his mouth
again, almost gagging on the acrid taste. He started sucking it,
licking the middle, taking the sides and caressing the stem at the
same time. He thought of holy cherubs sat on white roses to take
his mind off this evil desecrating Devilish act.
I’ll do anything to survive the attention of
Big Gun and his evil actions that will stop me doing
























































cover.jpg
NickéArmbrister





