
Bukkake
Young dropped the flaming roach out of the car window and watched it briefly flicker before the night air extinguished it. He'd let the joint burn right down without taking a toke and there was too much loose skin on the cigarette packet hewn filter. The expected rebuke from Lucas was unforthcoming. He'd skinned up, lit it and passed it over without dragging on its carcinogenic teat.   

"Her cunt smelled of chicken."

"Chicken?"

"That's what he said."

"Not tuna?"

"He said chicken, the fatty skin."

"Ah well, chicken of the sea."

"Here's one now."

"Fuck that shop floor shit. We've gone a certain distance…only the best meat for us."

Lucas brushed a hand over Young's crotch. Young reached for the painkiller sticking out of the glove box. He looked at the hand squeezing his zippered crotch while he tipped back a half empty bottle of smartly priced vodka, just under a litre. 

"Don't drink too much. You won't be able to get it up," said Lucas

‘When you’re on your own you can think what you like, how you like. When he’s there before you that’s all there is, “said Young, suitably loosened, relishing the grip on his balls.

"I do love girl chat. Red headed skanks," said Lucas.

"Caught on one note only shallow."

"Well I'm ready when you are buddy."

"That's it Billy," said Young. 'We bagged our limit."

"Oh no," said Lucas, face crumpled with sorrow.

Young gets out the Polaroids. Cringing slightly, Lucas sucks wiretapping dick.

"What about the…" said Young.

"I don't know that chick…" said Lucas.

"What about this-"

"You knew that chick…"

“I shoved an aerosol up her cunt.”

“I put a plastic bag over her head and watched her suck it in.”

“I don’t know that chick…”

Picture of a gagged redhead with cigarette burns on her forehead.

“I knew that chick….”

“We burned her cunt to get rid of the spunk.”

“I cut her nipples off just for jolly.”

“Somethings, eh, somethings.”

Another Polaroid hit the ejaculate on the nylon work pants.

"Now that's just dirty…"

"Yeah? Admit…"

"Alright I did that chick…"

"Did I pass the acid test?"

'You've got everything that can be gotten at this point.'

'And this chick.'

"Cunt, you know we both did that chick."

"Flush please," said Young. 

"We don't know what it's like to be run over…"

"The slaves are 'deloused' and itemised like livestock. Black women are raped by whites."

"When you're stoned things like that stay in your mind."

“Especially the shit dipped in embalming fluid.”

“Made the niggers swarm in Vegas.”

“Animals anyway let them lose their souls.”

“We are white men and refined. I wore an ascot…”

"Sky's a gorgeous yellow."

"We're not meant to see it," said Lucas sternly. 

"We see an old man's head peeled like an orange."

"Through the eyes of ruby," said Lucas. He'd popped his cock out of his workpants and Young was kneading him conscientiously.  Christ, he was nearly tumescent!

"Slit, eh?"

'Faces frozen with the final vision,' said Young. 

They are in an obscured corner of the woods, on their haunches, looking at the dumpy little blonde they have stripped naked and bound and gagged with her own underwear.  

“Always the same type,” says Young shaking his head ruefully.

“What the fuck do you expect? You get no princesses in our hot spots. Anyways, cunts cunt.”

“Yeah, some cunt,” says Young, holding a bloodied tampon by its tail up to the full moon.

 “You hit her too hard.  She’s still fucking spark out,” said Lucas, slapping the blonde’s cheeks. Her forehead is cut and swollen and there is a contusion on the back of her skull. Young is fingering her cunt, pausing now and then to smell and taste the menstrual blood.
“Women’s cunts smell.”

“Yeah,” says Lucas. “You painted it on a wall once.”

“She’s coming round.” The girls eyes are stark and staring. Young has a penknife in her rectum.

Lucas stands and unbuckles his belt.
 Lucas has finished beating off on the cadaver’s face.  Lumpy semen adorns clumsily drawn eyebrows.  He zips and buckles up. Young has returned with a can of petrol.
“I want to shit on her.”

“Knock yourself out. It'll all go up in a blaze anyway.”

“Its arse was tight. I think I’ve snapped my banjo string,” says Young grimacing. His trousers are round his ankles.
“You shouldn’t have let tammy time deter you.”

Lucas wanders off further into the woods for a smoke.  He hears a monstrous strangulated fart and Young grunting. Lucas rejoins Young when the flames reach upwards into the darkness.  They hold hands and watch the body go black.
“Someone is waiting for that to go home,” says Young.

“Fuck her. We’re all waiting.”

They kick dirt on the fire.  

