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            "It's art, just look at it as art. Yeah, it's disgusting, but that's never gonna happen. Monsters are never gonna come ripping out of your body."
George "Corpsegrinder" Fisher
Cannibal Corpse
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FUCKIN’ MAGGOTS
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Natasha Sinclair
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“You’re all fuckin’ maggots!” Paul roared, laughing his head off as he ploughed through Steve with the chainsaw. Blood splattered his already sweat and blood-drenched face. Bits of the motherfucker’s dumbstruck mug dropped into the wanting crowd. Chunks of the big man, motherfucker, how did he enjoy being center stage now?! The buzzing steel teeth cut through his skull, grinding against the bone, firing shards of cranium out into the audience like tiny bone missiles; the shrapnel of rage. He knew it would feel good, but he was utterly delirious with the buzz of taking down this shit show. This was better than metal, better than fucking.

That’s the thing with playing back in the hometown, folk anticipate that you’ll go a bit off-book and expect the performance to be unique.

Music was still blasting out into the crowd from the monster sound system—a full-on metal assault. The emphatic battering of drums continued to stir the meatbags into the frantic frenzy they had paid for, the deep bass shredding had them on puppet strings as the pit whipped around in its own euphoric hysteria. Limbs flailing, fists pumping and punching, hair and heads everywhere as they thudded their bodies around to the sound of their masters, bodily fluid lashing the hot air.

Music is God and I am the motherfuckin’ creator, Paul thought as he licked Steve’s blood from his teeth, knowing he wrote most of their best material. They would be nothing without me. Nothing! Rage coursed through him like it was a living, breathing entity, stretching out razor-sharp tendrils inside his veins, clawing through his muscle priming for the takeover, ready to burst through him—a metamorphosis of hate unleashing upon the baying crowd.

He pulled out of his bandmates head and slammed the blade back down—with a mechanical thunk that reverberated through his shoulder. The metal teeth bit through Steve’s neck and shoulder as Paul forced it through his muscle and bone diagonally cutting him out of the game, carving up his own little piggy. Paul felt it buzz right through his own body, the feverish whiplash of metal eviscerating this sell-out asshole. The broken, macabre look on that cocky bastard’s face filled him with adrenaline, like that first line of coke—he was invincible, like Ash, but way cooler. They were a bunch of fucking Deadite puppets, the lot of ‘em, “leaching motherfuckin’ bastards!” he screamed, tearing through flesh. Steve’s arm tried to grab the machine, which effortlessly ripped through his hands, which too were gifted to the swarming maggots beneath. Biggest mistake they ever made was signing with the new label, even if the rest didn’t agree.

Pulling back the buzzing blade, yanking the chain free from chewing up his old mate, the body split in two, the bottom half hit the stage with a visible thud pouring out intestines and other darkened organs—glistening in the strobe lights like writhing bloodied snakes. The dead meat resembled life. The smell of the freshly butchered was intense copper and sickly sweet, mixing with the sweat of the entire ballroom, he could taste it, then a reeking stench of shit stabbed the back of Paul’s throat. Steve had either shit himself (who wouldn’t) or his intestines had split, (probably both). The upper half fell into the bear-pit. It was a fucking gorefest and Paul was just getting started, the maggots parted as some realized, in their own little bubbles of adrenaline, that this was no stage prop. Fuck we were known for cavorting with animal corpses on stage, why not fuck up our own.

The maniacal screech of the machine in Paul’s hands was the new music he had been dreaming of. I am their master and I am wielding my motherfucking sword. He was delirious with the carnage to come.

Seething and screaming, a sea of chaos, the adoring fans. Some oblivious, some of them clearly still thinking it was some new wicked part of the show. More than just the makeup of boot polish, pigs blood and butcher shop gore. But this was no act, his last tour would be one none of these fuckers would forget. No, Paul Flint was not departing quietly while they took control of his material. Fuck no. They always fucking wanted it, blood-sucking parasites the lot of them! The rest of the band, his so-called brothers in arms, the devoted fans just couldn’t get enough.

Things hadn’t been the same since Chick died, Chick the Dick, the groupies loved it, especially the young goth chicks, big doe eyes lined in kohl, streaming, chocking on his monster dick. That beast was his party piece for as long as he could remember, even as kids in the changing room–Chick the Dick should’ve had its own locker. Good times though; make metal, fuck and party was what it was all about. Dumb motherfucker gone and partied too hard, pumped too much shit up his nose and his fucking brain burst, for once he was on his own when it happened. Paul found him flat on his back in the trashed hotel room floor, in the scud, his face blue and black mottled with veiny, bloated death. Thick foam and putrid, stale, vomit around his mouth and pooled around his face, the nose had been pissing blood, which was still partially wet. The image was sick and made for some wicked internal sleeve abstract art on a special limited run of their Corpse Grinder Orgy album. The band changed after that, and then the new label came along promising to help them clean-up their act and all manner of other corporate marketing bullshit.

Paul discarded his chainsaw and made a beeline for that fucker Ivan–his replacement–who stood watching by the side of the stage, grabbing a mic stand en-route, he walloped the gormy gobsmacked fuckwit across the face with the pole. As Ivan stumbled, trying to grapple the steel. Paul smashed the plastic base off the side of the stage wall and rammed the end through his throat. “How the vocals now, you fuckin’ imposter?! Should’ve got your own band!”

Spitting in his face, Paul turned as the ripples of screaming started to rage through the heaving maggots, as they made way for the doors. The herd realised they were barricaded in, the terror was infectious and tore through them like a belting plague, impact instant, getting down with the motherfucking sickness they created.

That’s when the sprinkler system kicked in.

From the dated, paint peeling, blue and white ballroom ceiling, the rain to kill them all began spraying, cleansing the cesspit. Naturally, like penguins, the heaving sea of black and white looked up. Within seconds the screaming intensified, faces started melting and burning, oozing off from the caustic, alkaline spray. Death camaraderie consumed the atmosphere—it was exhilarating. The squirming audience had become his own personal freak-show; clawing at their eyes and faces, ripping off their own skin down to the frying, popping muscle and shining bone, in desperation to rid themselves of the agony—it was too late. They had turned their faces to the burning rain, some with mouths open, hell corroding the oesophagus for those whose flesh simultaneously sizzled inside and out. Melting through flesh and spitting up blood like fresh bubbling magma, a torrent of human volcanoes erupting.

Along with the chunks, bodies started hitting the floor, writhing in agony—skin and flesh sizzled liquifying to a slippery macabre soup flooding the floor. Paul couldn’t believe how well this had come together, that fucked up little bitch, she actually did it. He threw back his head and roared. The stage was empty except for him and the cunts he had taken out—he really was the man, he was this band and this is how it had to end.
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She freed his cock, easing his throbbing hard-on from between the zipper teeth of his black jeans. Shoving her trophy musician against the door, biting his lip before dropping to her knees. If I could lock a more perfect image to relive, it would be her falling ceremoniously to her knees, eyes locked on mine, licking her lips hungry to devour my cock. He thought. Lexie, my hometown bitch, ever-devoted groupie. She licked his helmet in teasing circles, massaging his balls within her soft, warm palms. Flipping his cock up, she sucked his balls rolling them around her mouth before cupping them in her hand again then licking the length of his solid shaft from the balls up. Rapidly she took him into her throat, swallowing him balls deep. He couldn’t resist then, thrusting his hips he pounded her face, making her eyeliner run, her eyes watered. Revelling in the sound of his dick hitting the back of her throat, maybe even more than fucking her face felt. Pulling out, he dragged her up to his face by her hair. “You sure you’re up for this tonight Lexie?”

“I’m up for it—” her voice was mildly timid from the facefuck, “it’ll be a real headliner, they won’t get away with doing this.”

“Fuckin’ right they won’t.” Paul kissed her hard, lifting her onto the sink in the dingy club toilet, which had barely been updated from the ‘60’s, with flaking paint the colour of Pepto-Bismol. Lexie wriggled her ass back, spreading her legs, hitching up her short PVC skirt to reveal her pussy in all its shaved glory. Putting hands over her hips, Paul thumbed her lips, prodding her soft folds with his swollen helmet.

He plunged into her cunt, stealing her breath before she started wailing like a deranged banshee as he drilled in and out of her, hard against the mirror. His balls fizzed. He loved watching himself fuck and he could see himself reflected from the row of mirrors behind them too. This was going to be the ultimate in farewell shows. Fuck the lot of them, he thought, as he pounded his favourite groupie, at least, his favourite in this city. He pounded her until the tingle deep in his nuts intensified—they tightened, almost painfully, before pouring mercilessly into her. Coming so hard, balls deep in Lexie, he thought it miraculous that the force didn’t blow the top off her head. As his dick began to shrink, she hopped off the sink, back to her knees and sucked him clean. 

Tucking himself back in, “Fuck Lexie, the more I drill you, the tighter you get, how the fuck do you do that?”

“That’s a secret, baby.” She winked, then began fixing her makeup in the mirror.

“And you’re not gonna let me down?” He cocked his eyebrows towards her reflection.

“I’ll set it off when I hear it, I told you I’m in, it’s gonna be an epic show. Everyone will be talking about it. Hell! I bet there’ll even be a book.” She chuckled, “Imagine that! Hell yeah, I’m in, and you know it. Now let’s fuck some shit up.”
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CUT AROUND THE ASS
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Daniel J. Volpe
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Blood.

There was blood everywhere. More blood than Ryan had ever seen. The snow was stained with it, making a thick, viscous pool from where the corpse was cooling. The bullet hole steamed and oozed, as his father grabbed the body and flipped it over.

“Cut around the ass,” Jimmy said to his son, handing him a knife. “This is your first deer and the task is all yours.”

Ryan felt sick. He looked at the glassy, corpse eyes of the buck dead in the snow. Dead and he’d killed it. The eyes were the worst; lifeless and accusing. He couldn’t help think of Bambi and wondered if this deer had a family it was trying to get to when he’d shot it.

“Hey, Ry, you ok?” Jimmy asked, looking at his son, who was almost as pale as the snow. “Look, you’ve seen me do this before, right? Just cut around the asshole to start. Don’t worry, it’s just us out here. I’ll guide you through the rest.” He smiled at his son, a smile of pride and reassurance.

Ryan, still in his fugue, reached out and took the knife in his numb hand. A cold gust snapped him out of his reverie. His father had the animal’s legs pulled apart and slightly up in the air, revealing the anus. With shaking hands, Ryan plunged the knife in.

He relaxed, listening to his father’s baritone voice guiding him through the gutting process. It was over in minutes, Ryan’s hands warm with the lifeblood of the deer and a pile of steaming viscera in the snow.

“Not bad,” Jimmy said, inspecting the carcass for any left-over feces or stomach matter, of which there were none. The shattered ribs poked out from the bullet hole, but it’d been a perfect, heart and double-lung shot. The deer barely ran. “Alright,” Jimmy grabbed an antler, “let’s get this big boy back to the cabin and show your grandfather and uncle.”

Ryan, over the squeamish part of the hunt, beamed with pride. The nausea and discomfort he’d felt minutes ago was long gone. Now, he was a true hunter. He grabbed the other antler and began to drag.

***
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The deer, when shot and dying, ran hard but not far. Its powerful muscles pumping, trying to get away from the monsters on two legs. Death was creeping up and the eternal cold was seeping into its bones.

As it lay dying in the snow an ancient thought went through its mind, something some would consider a prayer.

The majestic buck’s blood melted the snow, soaking into the earth below. In death he saw his ancestors... and the beast his prayers had summoned.

***
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The cabin was small, especially with four of them in it. Ryan and his father had hung the buck outside, putting a ‘Y’ shaped gambrel through its back legs. They hoisted the deer up onto a frame meant for that purpose and let the rest of the blood drain out. Ryan’s buck was next to another deer, this one a doe shot by his uncle Mark.

“Damn fine deer, Ryan,” his grandfather said to him, slugging back another shot of whiskey.

“Thanks, pop,” Ryan said, sipping his water.

The cabin was old, but had been in their family for generations. Located in northern New York, just on the Canadian border, it had first been a trapper’s cabin. Now, it served as the perfect hunting cabin for a boy’s weekend.

The cabin was only one room with a loft overhead. A wood stove was the only source of heat, but it was more than enough to keep the place comfortable. It was also their only way to cook, which was fine by them. Besides, most of their food on a hunting trip was usually canned or dried. They didn’t need a fancy kitchen to be happy. A couple of old, oil lanterns and a few battery powered ones, lit the cabin.

Ryan didn’t mind the rustic feel of the cabin. He didn’t even mind sleeping on a cot. What he did mind was the outhouse.

Fifty feet or so from the cabin was the small shack that had been catching waste from his family for generations. The little wooden hut was their only choice when it came to dropping the ole deuce. Pissing would be done around the side of the cabin; no man would walk to an outhouse just to pee.

“Yeah, he’s a nice old buck,” Ryan’s uncle Mark said, sitting down next to his father. He opened a beer can and took a loud sip. 

“Thanks, Uncle Mark,” Ryan said, still a little embarrassed from all the attention.

“Alright,” Jimmy said, stirring an old pot sitting on top of the wood-stove, “this chili is ready, if you boys want to eat.”

Ryan was thankful to his father for the interruption. It wasn’t that he didn’t love his grandfather or uncle, but he didn’t like the extra attention.

“Get some bowls from the shelf,” the elder of the bunch said.

Mark obliged, his stomach growling from too much beer and not enough food.

The four of them sat around a small table, eating from steaming bowls, telling inappropriate stories and talking about the next day’s hunt.

In the woods something else stirred. Something ancient and evil. Something with a craving for human flesh.
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Ryan woke in a panic. His eyes flicked open and stomach cramped. He was going to shit his pants.

The cabin was dark, only one gas lantern had been left lit overhead. Snores, farts and gentle curses rose from the other three men in the cabin. 

After dinner, they’d all played some poker, but the adults opened a bottle of cheap whiskey, which they’d promptly finished.

Ryan rolled off his cot, careful not to bump into his father’s next to him. With his butt-cheeks clenched, he threw on his boots, grabbed a jacket and flashlight and waddled to the door.

The full moon bathed the snowy landscape in silver and black. Fresh snow, the fat kind of flakes, fell silently from the sky. It was beautiful, but another urgent cramp reminded Ryan he didn’t have time to admire nature’s beauty.

The outhouse wasn’t far and he could see it from the cabin. Still, he used the flashlight to dispel any shadows lurking around. He pushed through the snow, which was just above the tops of his boots. With a sense of desperation, he pulled the door open against the rising snow and slipped into the dark outhouse.

Ryan sat on the cold seat and breathed a sigh of relief. A loud bang shook him from his bowel-emptying reverie. He stood slightly to look through the crescent shaped cut in the outhouse door. When he left, in his haste for the bowl, he must not have latched the front door, which was now banging against the side of the cabin.

“Fuck,” he said, grabbing the roll of toilet paper. He pulled up his pants and grabbed the flashlight.

Sound had an odd way of traveling in fresh snow. Anyone living in the North knew this and sometimes things didn’t sound normal. No amount of snow could disguise the sound of human screams.

A scream, the highest pitched and blood curdling sound ever, pierced the
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