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Team Weird Roll
Call

 


Arizona Crow
– chronic slacker and keeper of the mystic trench
coat of Ut-Shapûpi

Captain Bellamy
– time-displaced pirate and all-around miscreant;
the team’s field leader

Gonzo the Killer
Mime – silent…but deadly

Little Miss Weird
– spider-loving teenage super-genius and heiress
to the Weird fortune; the team’s founder and funder

Pussy Bliss
– slut supreme, mistress of the erotic
arts

Toy Boy – novelty-packed robot in the shape of a Japanese
pretty-boy

Ultra-Violent Violet
– 113 pounds of alcohol-soaked
belligerence
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 Chapter One

Going Down (I)

 


 


The lights are dim. The jazz is low. The
champagne is cold. And Jim and Sally’s ardor is hot and growing
hotter by the second as the young couple necks on the sofa in his
apartment. The balcony window’s drapes have been opened to reveal
the romantically glittering nighttime skyline of downtown
Lardopolis.

The young couple share the latest in a long,
moist line of increasingly passionate kisses. Her blouse is half
unbuttoned. His shirt is a shapeless dark-blue heap on the carpet.
This is their third date, and they’re finally ready to take their
relationship to the next level.

“Oh, Jim,” Sally gasps into his mouth as she
runs her fingers through the thick mat of curly dark-brown hair
that covers his brawny chest.

“Oh, Sally,” he breathes lustily in
response, his large, manly hands alighting on her ample breasts. He
gives the two quivering globes a firm, electrifying squeeze.

“Oh!” She clutches his
muscular, denim-sheathed buttocks, which roll and flex sexily at
her touch. “Oh!”

His hands move down her
squirming torso to unbutton the two remaining unbuttoned buttons of
her blouse. They undo the first one, revealing a provocative peep
of her smooth, taut belly. They grab the second one, start to undo
it, then freeze. Jim draws back from Sally a little, their lips
parting with a damp smeck.
He looks at her, blinking, the libidinous gleam
in his eyes swiftly dying. She looks at him in puzzlement for a
moment, then her puzzlement dies as well, along with her own
passion.

“What are we doing?” he says, sounding
horrified, sickened. “This is absurd. Look at us: rolling around on
top of each other and slobbering into each other’s mouths like a
couple of dumb, rutting animals, light-years away from the
civilized, rational beings we so desperately want to pretend we
are. Underneath all our self-congratulatory delusions, we’re just
biological machines driven to breed by imperatives we have no real
control over. We’re butt-puppets of evolution. Marionettes jerked
about by strings of DNA. Our free will is an illusion.”

“Oh, God,” she sobs, tears welling up in her
eyes. “You’re right! My yearning for love and romance and for
getting stalked and ravished by an impossibly handsome
billionaire—it’s all just a genetic ploy to get me to reproduce, to
spawn some children whose lives will be as doomed and pointless as
my own. And look at the world! Who but the most selfish and evil of
assholes would want to bring a child—an innocent—into this vale of
tears full of war and terrorists and rampant stupidity?”

“Natural disasters. Disease.”

“The IRS.”

“Taylor Swift.”

“Oh, God! It’s too much! I can’t take it
anymore!”

Sobbing uncontrollably, they rise from the
sofa and stagger to the balcony window. Jim throws open the sliding
glass door, and they step out and look over the railing. Nine
stories down is Fifth Avenue, a bright stream of headlights
coursing between steep concrete banks.

“Let’s end it,” Sally moans.

Jim nods in agreement.

“Yes, I—”

Something large hurtles downward past the
balcony. A second later comes a very faint thud far below. A squeal
of tires. A scream.

The sliding glass door of the balcony next
to Jim’s rumbles open, and the old lady who lives there steps out
clad in nothing but a terrycloth bathrobe and carpet slippers. Her
face, like Jim and Sally’s, is streaked with tears and wracked with
despair and hopelessness. Without so much as a glance at Jim and
Sally, she strides to the railing, vaults over it, and drops away
into the neon-irradiated night, her robe flapping around her.

And now Jim and Sally become aware of other
glass doors rumbling open, other neighbors emerging, other
anguished miens, other bodies plummeting downward. Fifth Avenue is
alive with screams now, and breaking glass, and the crump of
colliding autos, and an endless succession of faint, overlapping
thuds.

Finding little solace in the knowledge that
their bleak mood is not just theirs alone, finding little solace in
anything anymore, Jim and Sally clasp hands, climb over the
railing, and join the downward exodus.

 



 


 Chapter Two

The Pot Thickens

 


 


“I’ll see your handful of pigeon feathers,”
Ultra-Violent Violet tells Gonzo the Killer Mime, “and raise it to
an unopened six-pack of Long Pig Lager.” Smirking, she gulps down
half a bottle of the aforementioned beverage, her head tilting back
till the lowermost spike of her glue-hardened Mohawk nearly touches
the backrest of her chair. Then she slams the bottle down onto the
table and heaves a frothy belch.

“Oho!” says Arizona Crow. He peers at Violet
over the top of his round sunglasses. “She’s betting beer. This is
getting serious.”

“I think she’s bluffing,” Pussy Bliss says,
one well-plucked blonde eyebrow arched in dubiety.

“As far as I can ascertain,” Toy Boy says in
his usual calm, gentle voice, “Violet does not bluff.”

“Fuckin’ right, I don’t,” Violet agrees.
“Now who’s in?”

Everyone examines their
cards. The quintet is half an hour into a game of Weird Poker, and
the pot has grown to a dizzying height not seen in the Team Weird
breakroom since the previous Tuesday. In addition to the beer and
the pigeon feathers, the pot currently consists of one hundred and
eighteen dollars and seventy-two cents in assorted bills and loose
change (some of it counterfeit), a pair of marcasite-crusted
drop-pendant earrings, a M*A*S*H
Charles Winchester action figure, one Hanes men’s
white undershirt (lightly used), an autographed photo of Ish
Kabibble, a 20%-off coupon for Applebee’s, a gold tooth, a tongue
depressor, a ball of pink Play-Doh, an iPod (unused, unopened,
probably hot), three copper candlesticks bearing the crest of Ferry
of Bitsch, a wad of lint, an empty Tuna can, a reefer, and the deed
to a molybdenum mine near Yuba City.

“I believe I shall fold,” says Toy Boy. The
small, pleasant smile on his slender, almost girlishly pretty face
never wavering, he sets his cards face-down on the table, folds his
hands, and watches the others with interest.

“Yeah, same here.” Arizona shakes his head,
his long auburn ponytail swishing across the collar of his
enchanted black trench coat. “I know Violet well enough to know
when she’s bluffing. She must be packing one killer hand.”

“And you?” Violet asks Gonzo.

The mime regards her in
characteristic silence for a moment then turns his black-rimmed
eyes to his cards once again. He strokes his long chin, his
white-painted face tense and deliberative. Then with a scowl he
flings his cards over his shoulder, and forming an O with the
curved thumb and forefinger of his left hand, he thrusts the index
finger of his right through said hole and ends his mummery by
jabbing the finger at Violet. Fuck.
You.

Violet only chuckles evilly. Then she takes
another big swig of beer and looks at Pussy.

“And you, ho’ bag?”

“I prefer the term
slut, thank you.” The
tantalizing trollop gives her teammate a knowing, sidelong smile.
“But you know that. I think you’re just suppressing your true,
forbidden feelings behind a desperate veneer of bluster and
bellicosity. It’s kind of cute, actually.”

“Keep talkin’ that way, sperm bank, and I
will roll you in Alpo and throw you to the pit-bulls.”

“Mm, doggie-style! And on that note…” Pussy
digs into her gold-lamé clutch purse, pulls out a strap-on dildo,
and tosses it onto the pot with a wink. “I’m in, of course.”

“And it’s down to the ladies,” Arizona
says.

“I ain’t no fuckin’ lady,” Violet snaps.

“I meant that in the broadest sense
possible.”

“Oh!” Toy Boy suddenly
exclaims. “Was that sexual innuendo? She’s in? With the implication of
penetration re the dildo?”

“You got it, Mr. Roboto!” Arizona claps the
android on the back. The impact makes a dull thud as if he had just
swatted a sandbag. “You’re finally learning the stuff that matters.
Joining this team is the best thing you ever did.”

“I am not entirely certain I agree with that
assessment.”

“So what’ve you got, ho’ bag?” Violet asks
Pussy. “Besides chlamydia, I mean.”

Pussy lays down her cards: Queen of
Diamonds, Queen of Hearts, Reverse, The High Priestess, and
Community Chest.

“Top that.”

“Whoa!” Arizona exclaims.

All eyes turn to Violet, who just grins and
lays down her own cards.

“Five Aces of Spades!”

Jaws drop. Eyes goggle. Pussy sighs.

“It’s like they always say: Unlucky at
cards—”

The intercom crackles, and Captain Bellamy’s
deep voice growls, “All
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