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SIX INCHES THICK
Sammy Suze walks barefoot along the street. She’s almost twenty now, but she’s still playing the same mindless game that she’s been playing since she was a little girl. It’s the one where she walks in a perfectly straight line, toe-to-heel, as close to the curb as she can. It’s been a good day for it, too. She’s gone three blocks so far and didn’t even have to stop at the intersections. The whole world feels perfectly still, as if she were the only thing moving. She can hear birds in the distance, but no cars. Even the mild, late-morning sun is feels hot on her back because there is absolutely no wind at all.
She half-smiles, knowing that her work shift doesn’t start for another couple of hours. God, she hates her job. She would do anything to avoid going there one more fucking day. Better go find a little fun.
Sammy tips her head down and continues to bop along, looking through the deep crevice between her breasts. She still hasn’t gotten used to their size. It seems like only yesterday they were just two little, uneven lumps. But now, having swollen into every ounce of a full C-cup, they bounce back and forth against each other, echoing the unnatural jerk from her—now adult—game of baby steps. She’s not really sure if she likes them or not but she can’t ignore them. Nobody can. They’re all anyone ever wants from her. Love ‘em or hate ‘em, they’ve quickly become her ticket to anything.
“Alright, girls. It’s time to do what you do. You gotta do somthin’ to get us all outta goin’ to work today.”
A tiny laugh pops from her mouth. She stops her feet and pumps her chest out a little further, flexing her tits against the torn slot in her homemade v-neck t-shirt. It’s from a band named, “Swamp Buggy.” She’s never heard of them, but the shirt is pretty cool. It features a hand-painted confederate flag and a headless alligator.
She looks away and pushes the greasy, long blond hair out of her face, turning her focus to her second-best good luck charm—the little yellow ring on her finger. It was a gift from her daddy. He’s the best stock car driver in the whole county. She looks at it and he appears in her head. He’s always smiling. Maybe he’s smiling really big right now because he just won a huge trophy down in Mississippi. She can’t wait to see it up on top of their TV when he gets home tonight.
If he comes home tonight, that is.
Sammy rolls her fingers from side to side, letting a tiny beam of sunlight reflect into her eyes. Daddy gave her the ring almost three years ago to the day, on her sixteenth birthday. "Solid gold," he smiled. “Made from a real carrot!”
Pulling in a deep breath, she resumes her normal posture just in time to be seen by two boys sitting up ahead…
“Hey guys.” She calls, her voice sweet and soft, with just a hint of that second hand gravel picked up from her old man. “I’m pretty bored. Got any weed?”
Neither of them says a word nor offers her even a passing glance. They remain slouched against the curb with their feet straight out in front of them and blocking her path. She shifts her weight across her hips, cutting a curvy shadow across their faces. It catches their attention and their eyes narrow, squinting into the sun directly behind her. They still don’t answer, but they start to stare. She knows these boys and she knows they’ve got some grass. She also knows that they know that she knows that they’ve got some.
The boy closest to her is half-Mexican and goes by the name, Fetch. Nobody knows if that’s his real name. Nobody really cares, either. He’s always been a real asshole and doesn’t have many friends. The boy next to him is named, Sime, probably short for Simon. He’s known as the poor kid that Fetch drags around because he can. As always, there are black stains all over their clothes and on their elbows, like they both just got done paving roads or roofing a house or something else to make a couple bucks. 
“Who’s askin’?”
Fetch finally speaks up. He slowly tilts his head and tries his best to sell the notion that he doesn’t give a shit. Sammy lets it float on by and instead, looks over at Sime. Unlike his asshole buddy—Sime’s face beams like a puppy’s at her attention. Her silhouette drapes over him, shadowing the lower half of his face with the shape of her breast. Strictly for her own amusement, she angles herself just an inch to the left, letting the nearly imperceptible rise of her nipple appear across his cheek. She laughs and then he laughs, exposing the large gap between his two front teeth.
“Hi, Sammy. How’s your dad? He win last night?”
“Don’t know. He ain’t been home yet.” She smiles. “But I still got the twenty bucks he gave me before he left.” She asks again, remaining fixed on him and continuing to ignore Fetch, even though she knows that he’s the one with the stash.
Fetch grumbles slightly and pulls his feet in from the street. He slowly stands and looks her sidelong in the eye. The air between them fills with the reek of gasoline and marijuana. “Yeah, but I got a lot more than twenty bucks worth if you want it.”
His cocky brown eyes remain locked on hers for an entire three seconds before he can resist no longer. They fall to her chest and a smile cracks in the corner of his mouth. Through the corner of her eyes, she watches his lips quiver like a hungry animal, but she still refuses to acknowledge him directly. Sime stands up behind Fetch and looks Sammy in the eye, nodding a few times like he’s listening to dance music on a pair of invisible headphones. She takes the hint and rocks back on her heels, giving her chest a quick little bounce.
“I only have twenty bucks. What are you guys doing today?” Sammy steps away and breaks out of Fetch’s line of sight. She ignores his sneer and up over their heads at Sime’s house looming across the yard behind them. It’s stuck between a pair of big cypress trees that have grown into the siding. She’s been in there before. Probably won’t go back in though. His daddy’s been a racer for a long time, but nobody likes him down at the track anymore, especially her daddy.
“Sammy, we was jus’ goin’ over t’dat ol’ elevator. Gonna maybe shoot sum pigeons. Whatchu doin’?” Sime asks, trying to be friendly and slow down Fetch from eye-fucking her chest.
“Really, I was hoping to get fuckin’ baked and just chill out before work, but sounds like yer buddy here ain’t got any extra for me.”
Fetch laughs, snapping his head back directly at Sime.
“Oh, Sime’s got a little extra for ya. Don’tcha, Sime?”
“Shut up, cocktwat.”
Fetch’s face tightens at hard as his fists. “What’d you call me?”
He turns his back to Sammy, tipping his head to the side and getting right in Sime’s face. Sime lets out a deep sigh, which is quickly echoed by hers since they both have seen Fetch show off this way too many times before.
“Later guys. See ya ‘round.”
She reverses her steps and turns away, leaving them there staring at the little pink stripe stained into the backside of her jean shorts. She knows they are looking at it. It’s where she sat in some paint last year at the fair. Would have gotten new shorts, but it looked pretty cool and well... New
jeans cost more than weed.
“Stop bein’ like dat, Fetch. She jus’ wanna ta buy sum weed. Why not jus’ sell it to her an’ git over it?”
“Because, dumb fuck, I got a better idea.”
She can hear them pushing each other, their feet shuffling off the grass and onto the road. After a few slaps, one of them starts coming closer. She glances over her shoulder and feels her chest shrink back against her ribs. It’s Fetch.
“Okay, I got it if yer goin’ with us?” He asks, his voice suddenly much friendlier.
“Not to shoot pigeons I ain’t.”
“We ain’t just gonna do that. I’ll bring a dime for us, okay?”
She stops and stares back at him. Down at him. She’s a few inches taller even without her shoes on. She knows it drives him crazy to be shorter than she is. She can almost feel his body scrambling to grow bigger.
“Gimme some now and I’ll think about it.”
She puts just enough ultimatum into her voice to push his hand straight into his pocket. He sighs and pulls out a half-smoked joint.
“All right, here.” He mutters, trying to mask the defeat in his voice. She smiles and reaches for it, but at the last instant he pulls it away again.
“Ah, ha ha! Not so fast. You take this and yer gonna go with us all the way to the top, right?”
He smiles at her and tips his head toward Sime. “All the way, right Sime?”
She does her best to look unimpressed with their joke. While Fetch is turned away, she snatches the joint right out of his hand.
“Hey!”
“Fine. Just give me this and let’s go.”
Fetch once again swallows his pride. He accepts her terms with a snort and pushes past her, walking toward a pinkish-red ‘72, 455 cubic inch, V8 Buick Le Sabre parked across the street. Everyone knows that it’s his mom’s car, but he pretends it’s his. 
Sammy shakes off the shove and begins fiddling with the partial joint in her hands. She pulls out a lighter and puts one end of the paper in her mouth. It’s not much, but it’s enough to get things started.
* * * * * *
A half-hour later they are parked way out in the country, surrounded by a field of freshly sprouting wheat that rolls over the horizon in every direction. They are utterly alone.
But none of them cares about that.
Before them sits a condemned, decaying old grain elevator.  Its weathered, blackened shell looms over them like a huge old gravestone. 
“Look at all them fuckin’ pigeons up there!” Fetch laughs.
Sammy licks the back of her teeth and does everything she can not to join in Fetch’s excitement. She waits in the backseat for them to get out and pop the trunk before she decides to follow. Glancing through the back window, she sees Fetch pull a small-looking rifle out and use the stock to slam the trunk closed. His eyes are beaming, locked onto the top of the elevator. Sime joins his stare, lifting his hand to block the sun.
Sammy steps away from the car and pulls in a deep breath of the country air. It feels heavier than it did in town. It smells like earthworms and tastes like rain. Or maybe earthworms taste like rain? Either way,
the place smells like a bait shop. She catches a glimpse of her own reflection in the car window. Her eyes are half closed and there’s a mischievous grin stretched across her face. Behind it, her mind is still floating around like a leaf down a lazy creek.
“Okay, so we gonna…” Her mouth starts moving seemingly by itself. “Gonna shoot ‘em from here or you goin’ up there?”
Someone answers but she doesn’t care what was said. Instead she remembers their joke. Of course they are. She starts toward the big, mean-looking building and they quickly fall in behind her, still sputtering like excited toddlers. Getting closer, she notices that it isn’t just the building that looks black. Every window has been painted black, too. Some of them are cracked or have been completely shattered. The whole place appears covered in thick soot, like it’s been set on fire a hundred times. In fact, everything about it is totally black, except for the pigeons. In stark contrast, their milky white bodies seem to glow as they soak up the sun.
“C’mon, let’s go!” Fetch blurts out, jogging forward and passing Sammy on her left. He turns his head back, cocksure and eager to get the shooting started. “‘C’mon pervie, stop checking out yer girlfriend’s ass and hurry up!”
Sammy turns to find Sime standing a few feet behind her to the right. Just as Fetch alluded to, he’s checking out her backside and doesn’t even bother to look away. His eyes are red and narrow and his smile is so big and cute. If only his teeth weren’t so janked up, maybe Fetch wouldn’t always treat him like shit.
“Where we goin’, Fetch?” She asks, turning back to him and hiking up her shorts just enough to expose the bottom edge of her butt cheeks.
“We gotta go all the way up in that big part, there. We can get out on the roof then because there ain’t any wind. From there, we can get some real good shots down on ‘em.”
She hears Sime start laughing behind her. His tone is filled with unexpected confidence.
“Lead the way then, hunter.”
Whoa. Who’s this? Sime’s cocky when he’s high? That’s hot.
Fetch is predicably irritated, noticeably throwing the rifle strap over his shoulder as they come up to the side of the building. He enters first—of course—ducking down to pass through a small, secret hole hidden behind a clump of tall weeds. Sammy follows next, bending over and climbing through, fully expecting (and hoping, just a little) to be felt up by Sime shuffling in behind her.
Nope, nothing.
She enters the building and immediately feels the cool mud ooze up between her toes. Her feet sink to the concrete below and she’s overcome with the reek of old blood and dead animals filling the air. Like the flick of a light switch, her desire to fool around with Sime dries up and she’s left choking on the knot that has suddenly appeared in her throat.
Oh, god. I should have worn shoes. 
She quickly scouts ahead, locating a dry patch of floor a few feet ahead of Fetch. She tip-toes toward it, sliding her feet out across a rusted piece of steel grating. Bits of the mud peel off her feet and fall through the cracks, making little splashing noises somewhere in the dark depths below.
“This is really fuckin’ gross, guys.” She frowns, starting to regret coming along. The grime mushing between her toes is grinding on her buzz. She turns away from the floor and looks up at the ceiling. There’s a mishmash of ancient steel beams and ductwork running the entire length of the ceiling. It’s all covered in more black soot. Miles of stuff all dirty and old and broken.
“Hey, ain’t those some of yer birds right up there.” She says, pointing at a pair of pigeons looking back at her from their perch above the splintered remains of a severed cable. “Can you just shoot those and we can get out of here?
Fetch immediately starts laughing.
“Nope. Not in here, you stupid ass. If we spark that old grain it’ll catch on fire.”
“What fire?” She quips, blissfully ignorant of the rules of grain storage. “That shit’s all wet. It ain’t gonna burn.”
Fetch stops and begins to turn around. He’s all tensed up.
“Wanna fuckin’ bet?”
There’s suddenly a weird, angry sexual tension filling the room. But just as their eyes meet, Sime comes stomping through the muck between them, wearing a feel-good smile and holding his palms open at his sides.
“Naw, he’s right. We lit this place up a bunch’a times,” he confirms, looking at Fetch first and then swinging his face back to Sammy.
“Sime, shut up,” Sammy mocks, backing off on her tone but remaining skeptical. “Really? No way. That shit’s all wet.”
Sime’s red eyes follow her finger to the piles of compost that have leaked out of the giant silo walls all around them. They’re all oozing the rancid juices that they just splashed through to get in here.
“You telling me that’s fuckin’ gasoline or something?”
“Yeah. Kinda,” Sime replies, shrugging his shoulders. “It’s like turning into gas or something, I guess.”
She shakes her head and returns to Fetch. He’s way up ahead now, ducking into an adjacent room. It’s dark inside and he disappears from view.
“Hey, wait up.” She calls out, noticing that her body is suddenly pushing her to follow.
“I ain’t waitin’. C’mon.”
Sammy creeps through the last of the mud slick, feeling tiny bits of something sharp stab into the bottom of her feet. They sting a little, but she ignores them. Above her a few rays of sunlight break through the cracks in the outside wall. They shine on a pair of pigeons that just watch and twitch like pigeons do. Fetch stands on the inside of a small, square room built around the base of a crude, makeshift ladder Putting her head through the passage, Sammy takes in a few breaths and feels the stinky, humid air settle in her lungs like rotting flesh.
“You can go first, Sammy?” Sime asks, standing right behind her.
“Why? So you can keep staring at her ass all the way up?” Fetch laughs, nodding and landing a high-five to himself, somewhere off in asshole world. Sammy crouches through the door and Sime appears a second later, parting his lips and grabbing the first rung of the ladder.
“Naw, maybe I seen enough. I can go first” He volunteers.
“Guys, seriously. I’ll go first.” Sammy cuts in, suddenly feeling brave but a little desperate and a little claustrophobic. The roof would at least have fresh air.
“I don’t mind you lookin’ at me on the way up. Either of you.”
Fetch’s nostrils flare following a sudden jerk in his pants. Sammy looks away and tests the closest rung on the ladder. It’s a simple painted steel tube protruding from the corner of the concrete room to make a little triangular step. One after another. They feel cold and kind of slimy, but they don’t budge at all under her weight. Her bare feet curl over each rung, and she starts to climb for the top. The air clears quickly and within a few more steps she can breathe. Suddenly she’s thinking about Sime again and yearning for him to make a move on her.
“C’mon, you pussies.”
“Hey, don’t get too fuckin’ far ahead of us.” Fetch warns, budging in front of Sime and grabbing the spot beneath Sammy on the ladder. “I still got all the rest of our weed.”
“Oh yeah? Are you keepin’ that next to your virginity?” She calls back, impressing herself with a sudden burst of hormonally-driven bravery. Fetch doesn’t answer, but Sime snickers little.
Everyone quickly falls silent as they continue up the inside corner of the elevator. The rungs seem to go on forever, and it gets darker and darker the further they go up. Eventually, however, Sammy’s hands reach the top and she fingers a tiny beam of light leaking in under a spongy, square wooden door.
“I’m at the top. How do I get this thing open?”
“It’s kinda rotten,” Sime answers from way down below. Fetch still isn’t talking. “Just gotta push on it.”
She follows his suggestion and reaches up above her head. The wood flexes away from her hand but the beam of light is getting bigger.
“Careful, it might—”
CRACK!
The door crumbles from the force of her hand, splintering into pieces and raining down on top of them. They spill across her shoulders like clumps of grass, small and dull with age. Her hand slaps back onto the ladder to brace for another impact, but it’s over quickly. When she opens her eyes, the noon-hour sun pours into the shaft. She turns and checks on Fetch directly below her. He diverts his eyes, but he’s a little too late. Even with bits of dirt covering his face, he was totally trying to catch a quick look up her shorts...
She lifts her eyebrows and gives him a knowing wink before looking back through the now opened doorway. It’s an easy climb from here, and after a few careful bends around splintered remnants of the door, she’s up and off the ladder and standing on the roof. A light, humid breeze stirs across her face, pushing away the musty stench of the floor way down below. It tastes a little metallic but it’s so much better than back down the hole.
“Okay, so what do I do now?” She asks, absently calling back to Fetch and Sime as they shimmy through the opening behind her. “I don’t see any pigeons.”
Fetch stands up and slides the gun off his shoulder while wiping bits of crud off his face.
“Hey, wait! Guys, hold on—” Sime calls out from the stairs. His voice is hushed and sounds oddly serious. As in, “Hey, the cops are here” kind of serious. 
“Holy shit! You guys hear that?”
Sammy and Fetch both stare back at the hole and listen. Sime is still somewhere down there on the ladder. Exchanging a confused glance, they walk closer toward the shaft. And they hear it. It’s a low, groaning noise, like the slow turn of a giant gear. It resonates through the whole building and is followed by some sloshing in the water way back down where they were standing when they came in. But it’s louder than that. It’s splashing around in a lot more watery muck than they walked through to get here.
Fetch looks back down the hole. His face is exaggerated with anger.
“Sime, what the fuck are you doing?” He barks and wrinkles his nose. Obviously everything is a mess in his head right now. Most of all, he’s probably still dealing with the fact that a horny girl called him a virgin.
“I ain’t doin’ nothin’. That ain’t me. It’s comin’ from back down there.”
Sime finally crawls into view and stands up between them on the roof.
“Tell me you heard that?”
“All I heard is you being a total pussy, Sime.” Fetch barks and tries to regain control of the moment. “You guys saw all those birds up here, didn’t ya? So where the fuck are they?”
Sime shrugs and more-or-less ignores his question. The silence triggers a little bomb to go off in Fetch’s head. He re-grips the rifle with both hands and his eyes scan across the rooftops like a lion looking for prey. He really wants something to blow his load on right now…
“Here birdie bird—“
There’s another splash in the water below them, way down under the building. This time the whole roof shakes under their feet. Everyone instinctively crouches down, bracing themselves and looking at each other. Even Fetch. His eyes make contact with Sammy and for an instant he doesn’t try to hide looking scared.
“Okay, what the fuck was that!?”
“I told ya, dude.” Sime answers, remaining fairly calm. “Dare’s fuckin’ somethin’ goin’ on down in the water.”
“Well, Jesus Christ. What is it? What did you see?”
“No, I don’t know. I didn’t see nothin’. Maybe part of the building’s cavin’ in or somethin’.”
Sammy swallows back the knot returning to her throat. She would run straight to the car right now if it were possible to skip going back down that ladder.
“Seriously, guys!” She puts herself in the conversation, holding them both with her eyes. They look back at her, sharing the tension evenly.
“We’re on the fuckin’ top of this building! If it caves in, we’re gonna die! Has this shit ever happened before?”
“No! I mean… well...” Sime starts and then stops. His voice cracks a little and he looks at Fetch, silently asking him to jump in and corroborate the story.
“Yeah, okay. It did once. But it wasn’t like this.” Fetch rolls his eyes in frustration and stands up. “Last time we got caught up here, they said the whole fuckin’ place is gonna come down someday and that we should stay away from here. But that was a long fuckin’ time ago.”
“Who said that?” Sammy can’t help but ask, suddenly finding her fingers pushing against the roof beneath her.
“It was just Sime’s fuckin’ brother.” Fetch sneers, walking away toward the edge of the roof. “But he’s a faggot narc.”
She looks over at Sime and sees him somewhat curled up on himself and ashamed. She remembers that he does have an older brother. He was always into weird stuff and he’s way older than they are. And oh yeah, he’s a cop.
“Whoa, hey! Shit! There they are!” Fetch explodes with refreshed excitement and purges the tension from the moment. “Look at all those fuckers over there! I bet that’s what was makin’ that noise!”
Sam and Sime pause, sharing a skeptical glance with each other they both stand up, testing the patchwork of rotting tar paper and curled shingles beginning to sag beneath their weight. They listen for another few seconds but there’s nothing except the sound of Fetch lifting the gun up to his shoulder. Quickly, they move away toward him, following the barrel of his rifle to see what it’s pointing at.
“Oh my god… ” Sammy blurts out, catching her first look at the mass of pigeons huddled together on a second lower rooftop just below theirs. It’s like a giant, frosted cupcake. Their yellowish-white bodies are packed together so tightly that it’s hard to see where one bird ends and the next begins. There are hundreds, maybe thousands of them. When the air passes over them, they move in a wave, like a big dirty blanket hanging out to dry. The heat of their bodies is rising up the side of the elevator. It carries their scent, warm and ripe.
“That’s fuckin’ gross. Where did they all come from?”
BANG! Chik chik…
Fetch ignores her and opens fire, finally regaining superiority of the conversation. Sammy ducks away from the edge of the building and leans into Sime, covering her ears but keeping her eyes glued to the seething collective of birds. The retort from Fetch’s rifle echoes through the fields as he lines up his next shot.
BANG! BANG! BANG!
With each blast, another pigeon explodes into a pool of feathers and gore. Splotches of red appear, but only for an instant before the dead body is quickly sucked back beneath the frantic, swirling mass. Another one explodes and then another, but not a single one of them attempts to fly away…
BANG! BANG! BANG!
Fetch keeps firing, pausing only to reload the rifle with a fresh clip from his pocket. Sammy backs away further and lowers her hands. She’s seen enough. Her buzz is almost gone and it’s time to score another hit or…
“Ugh.” She shrugs to herself.
Leave and go to work.
“Hey!” She shouts in-between rounds, “Okay, you killed ‘em, cowboy. How ‘bout that weed?”
“What?” Fetch answers, exaggerating the annoyed tone in his voice. He rolls his eyes and looks back at her over his shoulder. She meets him with a tip of her head to the side and her best impression of being totally bored.
“Are you kidding? Look at this shit. They’ve never acted like this before. They ain’t even movin’ when you shoot ‘em!” He shrugs his shoulders and again takes aim at the smear of birds.
BANG!
“That’s so fuckin’ easy. Here, you take a shot.”
He drops the stock from his armpit and walks toward her. He’s reeling from adrenaline and essentially shoves the gun into her hands. She’s got no other choice than to take it. The wood feels hot and it’s lathered with sweat. He hands her a small pile of loose bullets from his pocket and leaves them there, letting it all rest in her hands while he walks away and sits down cross-legged beside Sime. With a smirk, he pulls a plastic bag from his back pocket and wiggles it in front of his face.
The sight of it nearly sets her blood on fire. There’s easily a quarter pound of weed inside.
“I fuckin’ told ya I had more than twenty bucks worth,” he mocks, never dropping the power sneer. “Now get over there and shoot a couple and I’ll roll ‘some up.”
She fights back the urge to chuck the whole stupid gun and all its bullets over the edge, unable to risk losing out on free weed. He’s got her by the balls—so to speak—and she knows it. And as if to piss her off even more, she kinda likes it.
“Fine. You want to see me shoot a fucking bird? I’ll shoot a fucking bird.”
Sammy spins around and quickly loads four rounds into the empty clip and slams it back into place. Her daddy taught her to shoot a long time ago. Pressing the stock up tight against her shoulder, she takes aim right into the heart of the white, fluffy chaos.
BANG!

Her eyes watch the bird’s body explode like nothing more than a single feather blowing out of a pillow. She loads another round.
BANG! Plop. BANG! Plop. BANG! Plop.
“Ha ha!” Fetch laughs out loud from behind her. “See, it’s fuckin’ fun, ain’t it?”
She can’t really help but smile. He’s right. Killing things has never been her thing, but doing it like this makes it hard to tell that anything even died. So... Whatever. Yeah, it’s fun. You win.
“It ain’t bad.” She drops the gun to her side and walks back over to them. “You ready with that yet?”
“Here. Trade ya.” Fetch offers up a full joint but waits for her to hand him the gun before he lets her have it. It’s a smooth transaction this time as soon as the weed is in her hand, she drops down beside Sime. Then, leaning against a large rusted vent, she tips up onto one butt cheek and pulls an orange plastic lighter from her pocket.
“About fuckin’ time.”
With both boys staring back at her, she holds the joint between her lips and sparks the end of the paper. It catches fire instantly and a second later she pulls in a deep breath of fresh smoke. Oh, that’s good. Her eyes close as the feeling of a warm glove slides down over her body. It holds her still and makes everything feel safe again. Exhaling the sweetness through her teeth and nose, she slowly reopens her eyes. The boys are grinning like a couple of mischievous gremlins. She takes another drag, filling her lungs all the way and holding it for just a few seconds before letting it go and blowing it right in their faces.
“You guys are so weird.” She laughs and begins passing the joint.
“Yeah, you too.” Sime says, feeling complimented and taking the next hit. He tips his head back and sucks at it, swallowing the taste like he’s having a pull from a bottle. He’s so relaxed. It captivates her. There’s so much hidden confidence that he hides from Fetch. It’s so fucking attractive...
Fetch takes it next, pulling in a few quick puffs while Sime lets his lungs out slow and methodically. Fetch’s eyes glaze over instantly and fall loose in their sockets. They roll across the roof and then lazily up and over her legs before finally coming to a stop staring straight at her chest.
She acknowledges his gaze, but she just can’t keep her eyes off of Sime. She suddenly feels… drawn to him. He just looks so natural. Like he doesn’t care at all about anything. He’s just sitting there and thinking. He’s staring down at his hands. At the space around his hands. His hands look so soft but at the same time hardened and ready to attack…
She shifts her weight and giggles, noticing a small puddle forming in her panties. Nobody else is even paying attention to her but she’s so turned on. She’s burning up. It’s so warm and it’s spreading. All she can do is sit still and slide her tongue slowly around the inside of her mouth, plowing through her saliva as if it were honey.
Sammy receives the joint back from Fetch and lifts it to her lips for another toke. One trip around the circle and it’s half cashed. She purses her lips and sucks her breath through the fire. The sky blurs. It’s all clouds of blue and wind and bittersweet perfume. She wishes she could fly. She lets her arm drift out at her sides like two circus balloons. They bob up and down inside the sleeves of her shirt, heaving her chest up and down as if were about to float away. Fetch is watching with his tongue about to roll out over his lower teeth, but Sime... Why won’t he look?
She lets out her hit and passes it off. Sime tosses a narrow glance into her eyes as he reaches to take it from her. It pierces through her, breaking her guard. She seizes the moment and just as he has it, she reaches down and crosses her arms around her waist. It catches his attention and forces her to smile. And then he smiles.  And then, squeezing her fists around the fabric, she pulls her shirt up and over her head, revealing her bare belly and a thin, shiny, black bra. She giggles again when the breeze blows across her bare skin and cools the sweat running down her sternum.
She looks up and nobody moves a muscle. The boys are speechless.
That’s right, come and get it. 
She continues to giggle and spontaneously throws her shirt over the edge of roof. Oh shit. Guess there’s no turning back now. Her shoulders glow with anticipation. She’s in full control of their every move. Without waiting another second, she reaches into her cleavage and unlocks the clasp keeping her breasts restrained. Her bra practically explodes to either side and lets everything fall free. Untethering it from her arms, she tosses it to the side and laughs out loud. Her nipples are already hard.
“Oh... my... god.” Sime whimpers while the joint smolders in his fingers. Yes, he’s finally looking! His eyes are wide and locked on her flesh. She’s moves and he moves. She’s commanding his full attention. And obviously, Fetch’s, too.
She throws her head back, letting them soak up what they’ve been after since this whole adventure started. And her, too. She tips back and lays her shoulders against the roof, pulling her hands above her head and resting them in her hair. She feels the smile on her face. It’s like a child’s—ear to ear—but she can’t stop it. She doesn’t want to stop it. The moisture between her legs begins to spread under her thighs. She can smell her own, delicious, dripping sex. It smothers her. And then... Sime’s hands are on her thighs.
“Oh, it feels so good up here.” She purrs, basking in the goddess glory that has engulfed her. Fetch’s hands are on her now too. She loves it. She doesn’t care if he’s an asshole. Not right now. She wants it all. One of them fumbles with the button on the front of her shorts and it snaps open. She lets them open her like a package, pretending that she’s nothing more than a slab of their favorite meat, asking to be devoured.
Her shorts pass across her knees and she can feel a finger creeping inside of her.
“Oh, gimme something bigger than that! Who wants to go first?” She groans, letting herself get lost in the moment. She hears her voice roll softly from her mouth, soaked in temptation. She keeps her eyes closed and tastes the sun. It tastes beautiful and someone is moving on top of her. One of them takes the lead. Her shorts are pulled away from her ankles and her panties follow. The air is cold when it passes over her juices. She moans and laughs. She feels their fingers tremble. Who’s inexperienced, now? She wants to say, but inside her head, the faces don’t matter anymore. They are hers. They worship her. They carry her high into the sky.
One of them is all the way above her now. And he’s inside. There’s pressure on her stomach from below. It’s so full. He’s so... big. She wraps her legs around him and runs her heels across his skin. The length of his body is so hard and soft and warm and moving back and forth. She can’t stop smiling but she still won’t open her eyes. Her shoulders grind against the roof. It feels slimy but it doesn’t hurt, at least not enough to make her want to stop. There’s something on her lips. She can smell him. Oh God, it’s Sime!
She finally opens her eyes. Light rushes in, bright and divine. There’s his shadow. He fades into view. He’s kneeling above her head, his cock stiff and his whole body naked. She grins and eagerly takes him in her mouth. She breathes in and out around his length. The air fills with the reek of marijuana and asphalt. From below, Fetch jerks into her waist, pushing her up and driving Sime deeper into the back of her throat. Their hands share her breasts, kneading them like bread dough while they pump themselves into her. Everyone is groaning through their teeth. She closes her eyes again and just listens, letting the moment fill her mind and carry her back into the clouds...
“I’m gonna cum...” she hears one of them say. Already? No, I want this to last forever. “I’m gonna do it on her face.”
The voice belongs to Fetch. His small body is slapping against hers quicker now. He’s grunting like a dog, trying to hold it in. The thought of his cum splashing against her face suddenly sounds so funny. She laughs, pressing her tongue against the underside of the Sime’s penis.
“Okay, do it.” She says, spitting out Sime’s cock for a moment, letting it fall against her cheek. “Blow that big monster on my face.”
Sammy’s voice oozes with sarcasm, maybe too much. Fetch pauses. Her eyes stay closed but her brain races to catch the words floating away. She’s suddenly hysterical. Her brain is spinning. Sime is backing away, dragging himself across her face. Her body shakes and absorbs another thrust from Fetch but she couldn’t care any less. Sime’s leaving. Rejection and desperation crash down from above and smash her against the roof. She quickly turns her head, opening her eyes and shaping them as wide and as innocent as possible. Please, it was just a joke. A bad joke. I’m so sorry. She lets her mouth hang open, her tongue begging him to return. Please... Please...
But Sime isn’t even looking at her anymore.
Something’s different. He’s shaking.
Sammy’s mouth snaps shut. Sime’s face is washed of all color. It’s as white as paper. There’s sweat dripping from his hair. His hands are shaking. His cheekbones look odd and twisted. He moves like his knees have been frozen to the roof. Is he waiting for Fetch? Wait, Fetch was ready to blow it. Is that what he’s scared of?
She twists around, lifting herself up on her elbows and pressing them down into the layer of muck beneath her. Her head tips forward expecting to see a half-Mexican dick aimed straight at her and ready to ceremoniously fire its first load onto a girl. But that’s not what’s going to happen.
He’s not even there...
“Fetch!” Sime screams from behind her, his reaction curiously delayed, as if a hand were just pulled away from his mouth. It’s followed by another scream from the edge of the roof. It catches her attention like a right hook. She reaches up and pushes the hair out of her face.
“Wha—“
There he is. His eyes are huge and trembling. They’re totally bloodshot. The veins in his neck have swollen and rippled the skin all the way to his shoulders. He jerks back and forth. His whole body is being grated against the roof as if he’s being crushed and smeared beneath something neither of them can see.
His fingers are clawing desperately for something to hold onto to. There’s blood on his broken nails. He can’t stop it.
He’s being dragged away. He’s trying to scream but his voice morphs into an outpouring of fluids. Blood and vomit explode from every hole in his face.
Behind her, she can hear Sime whimpering. This is beyond his limits. Sammy’s, too. But then there’s another sound. The pigeons. There are suddenly pigeons everywhere. They have covered the roof all around them, masking every shape and surface of the building in a creamy white film. Their feathers fold into each other. There are no gaps. They never end. She feels them exhale as one. Their heat circles in around her. It’s humid and heavy. Their thousand tiny, solid black eyes twitch in a billion directions at once. They spill over each other like maggots festering over spoiled chicken. Sammy pulls her legs in against her chest and the pigeons react, moving as one, riding on a wave of gelatinous jelly that spreads out below them. 
Sammy throws her gaze over the edge of the building. It’s too far to jump. But there’s the car. It’s still there. If she could just get to it… She holds back the urge to scream, too afraid to open her mouth. What if they fly in? Did they get in Fetch?
She looks back at him and finds their ooze is dripping from his body. It’s bubbling over the backs of his thighs, over his backside. It’s coming from his backside. He’s hardly conscious, but his mouth still flaps open, still begging for help but his throat is filled with even more of their rancid excretion. His body snaps, pieces of it break and contort into painful, disturbing angles. He’s being squeezed and emptied like a roll of toothpaste. The fluids, all of them, swell up from the depths of his gut and burst, popping his eyes from their sockets and releasing a blast of blood and knobby brain mass.
“Oh my god! Run!” Sime shrieks and grabs her shoulder. She springs to her feet as if the roof had just been electrified. Adrenaline races through her body and obliterates her buzz. She pulls her eyes away from what’s left of Fetch as her instincts take over, focused and suddenly stone cold sober.
“Okay, get us the fuck out of here!”
He doesn’t tell her. Not directly anyway. There isn’t time. No matter, she knows. He pulls her toward the broken hatch. It’s the only way. The roof is groaning badly, pushed to its limit by the weight of the enlarging bird blob. The boards begin to crack and splinter under their bare feet.
“What the hell is that thing?” she screams. This question is for real. She’s never seen anything like this. Her emotions are going through a blender. She’s naked and running across a rooftop. He’s naked, too. He starts to answer. “I don’t know. I think it’s a—” 
But then he stops at the edge of the hole and hesitates. He looks back at Sammy and then down into the hole. Then back and then to her… He swallows. She looks over his shoulder. It’s so dark down there that the rungs of the ladder aren’t even visible. There’s a huge crack, and the roof sags even further. It’s going to collapse any second.
“Um, okay, I’ll go...” Sime stammers, finally ducking down for the hole.
She pushes at him automatically, but not hard enough to make him lose his balance. His skin feels smooth with sweat and grease. There are clumps of black muck peeling away from his elbows and his knees. His cock is falling limp, but not all the way. I can’t believe that she’s still thinking about that…
“Just go! Go!”
He drops down and throws his feet over the edge of the hatch. They tap against the first rung and he begins. Ding. One. Ding. Two. Then he’s gone into the darkness. She drops in next, finding the rung between her toes and quickly begins moving down after him. The pigeon horde swarms in seconds later, blocking out the last ray of sunlight falling in after them. Now it’s total darkness. Sam feels her body start to shake. Moisture drips from above and splatters on her arms and the back of her neck.
They’re coming down the ladder too...
But neither of them stops. Their hands and feet continue to descend through the dark, all while listening to the birds’ discordant squeals echoing all around them. They grow louder and louder until the walls themselves begin to shake. But it’s not the mass above them doing it. It’s something else. It’s that noise they heard before. The huge, grinding machine. Fetch was wrong. There IS something else down below... 
Sammy’s heart is trying to pound through her chest. She can feel the rungs of the ladder getting looser in the wall their stuck into. The water in the basement sloshes around something that sounds very big and very heavy. Its movements send groans through the entire steel framework of the building. But they can’t stop. The birds squeak and squish down closer to her head. Her hands and feet work faster.
“Wait, Sammy! No, stop—”
There’s a clang somewhere below her. There’s a loud pop and Sime coughs abruptly. Sammy holds the ladder as tight as she can. And for a second hears nothing as the birds seem to stop and wait too…
THAK!
There is a dull crack within the sound that makes her skin crawl the moment it reaches her ears.
“Sime?” She calls out, starting down the ladder once again. She knows he’s no longer below her. She knows he won’t answer. But she has to try. She needs to hear him…
“SIME!” Her feet and her hands work even faster, grabbing each rung quicker than the last, her legs kick up and down as if she’s riding a bike. Down, down, down. The mass above her begins to fade away. Their noise remains in the place where she stopped, not an inch further. But she doesn’t care about them anymore. She’s focused only on the ladder. She’s in a perfect rhythm, one rung after another. She’s got it. She’ll be at the floor in no time and then to the car... 
And then her foot swinging loose beneath her, passing through a missing rung…
Her whole body is thrown off balance. Her feet fall away from the wall and she catches herself with the inside of her elbow on the rung beside her head. Her naked body slams against the wall, hanging from the metal while her heart pounds hard enough to break through her chest. A cold chill sweeps over her as she realizes what has happened.
Oh god, no... Sime.
The pigeon mob from above suddenly reappears. It’s already at her hands! It squeals and bites at her, tearing at her knuckles and her arms like a ball made of needles. The pain stings like fire. She can’t wait. She skips over the missing step and ducks away from their hungry beaks. 
“Sime, get up! Please get up!” She calls out, clinging to the hope that he somehow survived the fall. And there’s a sound. What?! Is that—? A reply. It’s a pained ache. He’s alive!
‘SIME!” She shouts with labored breath. Her legs are back on the bicycle, working the rungs as fast as she can. “Sime, are you okay? I’m almost there. Can you hear me?”
The sound of his muffled cries is getting closer. Her footsteps begin to echo off the floor... She’s so close. She could jump. More slime showers down from above, coating her shoulders and soaking her hair. But it doesn’t hurt, so she doesn’t care. Not right now. She can’t even see it. She doesn’t look up. You ain’t gonna eat me like you ate Fetch.
Then, without warning, her foot hits the bottom and she falls to the ground, carried by her own momentum. She feels Sime. He’s lying beside her, his body twisted and bent into impossible angles. The setting sun casts just enough light through the doorway back into the main hall for Sammy to see his face. He’s looking away from her, toward the light. His mouth is jagged and wide open. His features are frozen in a state of utter shock. He isn’t making a sound. He’s not moving.
“Sime? Can you hear me?”
She touches his face. His jaw feels loose under the skin, and there’s pooled blood spilling over his teeth. At her touch, a final burble of air escapes from his lungs.
“No, Sime. Oh, no. Oh, god...” She pulls her hand away and covers her mouth, fiercely stricken with grief. She wants to reach out and touch him again, to feel his warmth, but she can’t. She bolts away and tries to stand, lifting herself up to take in the whole scene.
Sime’s body is gruesomely distorted. He must have landed face first and his body snapped in half, backward. There are broken shards of bone protruding from his back like splintered tree branches. His lower half has compressed into his upper half, impaled on the exposed shards of his ribs and his spine that have pierced through the skin.
Sammy’s guts churn and she tastes the bitter sting of stomach acid on the back of her tongue. Shiny greens and browns and yellows flow from Sime’s wounds. There is a large, severed piece of his liver ripped from his side and skewered on a fractured length of his upper arm. 
Her fingers twitch and she bursts into tears. She can’t accept it. She wants to reach out and touch him, to hold him, to put him back together, or to at least close his eyes. But it’s all just too much. Her brain says no over and over again and finally pulls her away.
The birds begin to ooze across the floor at the bottom of the ladder.
Sammy feels their heat and hears their horrifying squeal. She shuffles out of their path, using Sime’s dead body as a barricade. The birds begin to swarm over his body and consume his flesh. She feels the vomit climbing in her throat. She wants to stay and scream, but her body makes a run for the door.
She falls through the opening and rolls out into the main hallway. All she has to do is get up and find the door on the other side…
But somewhere below her, deep down, there’s something creeping through the water. It’s making that sound. And it’s big. Huge. Unbelievably huge. The floor is rising and lifting her up with it. It cracks apart and splits the entire building in two. Her legs are swept out from under her. Her hands and face slap against the wet, uneven concrete. The rot and the muck splash across her skin. More cracks begin appearing. Things snap. Things explode. She looks up and the room is spinning.
Narrow, black metal rods burst from the walls and floor, forming sharp, jagged spikes all around her. There’s a loud tearing sound in the ceiling above her, and she covers her head, listening as angular pieces of wood and steel crash down around her. 
Sammy reaches out and pulls herself forward, dragging her body through the mud and the oil. Her bare hips rake against the floor, peeling the skin away with sharp spikes of pain that pass all the way up through her shoulders. But it doesn’t last. She goes all numb as quickly as it happens. Her eyes spot the little, hidden opening in the wall. She can get out!
Her mind is reduced to a single thought. She can see the car. It’s waiting for her right on the other side. She could get in and leave. She could still get to work. No, fuck work. She can’t tell them about this. She can’t tell anybody. It’ll be fine. The car’s just a few feet away. The floor is bursting open in front of her, but she doesn’t care. Something is appearing from the hole. But she doesn’t care... 
She doesn’t want to… She doesn’t want to care... She doesn’t…
But she has to. Her hands swim through the filth a few more times and finally she stops. She tries hard to ignore the sight in front of her, but it’s ripping her mind apart. She has to look at it. It can’t be real.  No... No... It can’t be real. It’s not real. It’s not a real thing…
Rising up through the grate in the center of the room is a giant, white growth of larval-like flesh, milky-thin and translucent. It’s smooth and covered in patches of rot and buzzing flies. But it’s not solid. Its mass swells and spreads across the floor as more of it passes through the drain grate. It looks eerily familiar, like the same jelly that oozes from the birds. She watches the floor disappear inside of it. Holes appear in its body, each one probably bigger than her whole body. They open and close slowly, expelling watery slime and sucking air. Like the mouths of giant babies, they suckle during each breath, inflating the creature’s body wider and wider until it has blocked her every chance of escape.
The pigeons have returned again. They wash through the opening to the ladder room, having likely finished devouring Sime’s corpse. There, they are met by even more of their kind, flooding in from the collapsed ceiling and through the busted windows. Their ooze covers everything, gelling them together like giant drops of rancid milk.
Their master begins to rise higher in the center of the hall, enlarged to meet the lowest hanging structures still swinging to the ceiling. Sammy watches in morbid horror as the thing begins lifting itself from the hole, muscles flexing deep beneath its thick, translucent shell. Huge portions of its body shift apart from one another as it becomes thinner and more tube-like. Its birds encircle its base and wait patiently as the phantasmagoric thing lets out a low, loud wail, like a warning siren from a different world. It pierces her eardrums, shattering her brain. Her body jerks and vibrates as if she were riding a roller coaster. There’s a change in pressure. Her head feels heavier. She can taste blood running down the back of her throat, leaking from her ears. Her eyes shake and the sound itself pulls her jaws open.
It’s the same noise they heard on the roof, only a million times louder. It’s more than her body can process. She closes her eyes and breathes deeply, pulling in the musky scent of the mud that covers her. She thinks of home. She thinks of the last thing she did before leaving her house this morning. She thinks about her daddy winning a big trophy. She thinks about his smile when he puts it on top of the TV. She feels her body begin to harden. Fear wraps around her lungs and squeezes them flat. She forces herself to lift her head and look at the beast through blurred vision.
The worm’s seething, tubular body looms over her. She watches dark, black spikes emerge from the depths of its body, floating up through the jelly, rising higher and higher until they finally come together and protrude from what must be the its head.
The jagged spikes extend through the skin and fold away from each other, curling like hooks that grip onto the creature’s face like a skeletal, three-fingered hand. They pucker its skin in their grip but do so in such a delicate way as not to puncture through. At their will, the massive beast is twisted and directed through the open room as if it were nothing more than a sock puppet.
But then she sees its teeth and it’s not a puppet any longer.
The fingers spread further away from each other, gruesomely ripping through the flesh on the top of its head and producing a horrible, jagged void. Like the petals of an extra-dimensional flower, its jaws part to reveal a limitless amount of ugly, black thorns that spiral all the way down its throat. If it is a throat. It may just be a big, big ugly hole.
She stares at it, paralyzed, unable to move even the tips of her fingers. Something is happening. The birds begin to converge upon it. Their bodies smear across the sides of its body, just like they did to Fetch. It shrinks beneath their weight and appears to back away. Sammy feels a tiny spark of hope blossom somewhere deep inside. She shivers and silently begins to pray. Please, eat that thing. Eat it all up, you mother fuckers...
The birds begin to shake and convulse, as if possessed by an unknown spirit. They are jarred back and forth, forcibly being whipped against each other. Their beaks unfurl from their chests as if to squeal, but they don’t. Instead, their tiny mouths open further and further, stretching wider and wider until their skulls are exposed and their heads fall off. This leaves a tiny hole at the top of their necks, from which in one final, violent act, their headless bodies lurch forward and vomit their insides onto the worm’s wet, spongy flesh. The stuff is black and red and stringy. And the monster absorbs it all. Stains and smears pass through its hide. Then larger bits appear in the mix. Bits of other pigeons. Bits of Fetch and Sime... The reek of death and rot slams against her as if she had just smacked into a wall.
Sammy’s body regains enough control to curl in on itself as she too begins to vomit. Her knees are sprayed by a yellow, brown mixture of breakfast and bile. It feels cold. She closes her eyes as she chokes and gags. She sees more blood. She feels it pouring from her nose. Her head falls to the side and sinks into the filth.
Then the low, grinding wail returns. It’s even louder than it was before. Her head feels crushed by the impossible volume of the thing. She feels sharp, painful explosions on either side of her head. They obliterate the sound, but she can still feel it drilling into her skull. Her eyes pop open, but she can hardly see. Everything is like a watercolour painting. She can feel her head flattening. Her bowels have exploded beneath her. Her chest is caving in. She wants to cry but there are no tears.
The ooze has surrounded her. It rolls up over her fingers and her arms, then over her chest and over the lower half of her face. It carries the birds up close. Her eyes roll around in their sockets, beginning to understand what they see. The pigeons have no feathers left at all. They’re not even real. Their bodies form and melt and reform again. Their skin is nothing more than a web, held together by strings of clear, stretchy grease. She can see her blood passing between them, being shared by each shapeless body as it is sucked away from her.
Above her, the pale thing is ascending and beginning to tremble. It heaves its body around the room, seemingly swollen to its limit. The black spots inside of it slosh around and begin to sink. Then suddenly its whole mass jerks back and a fresh, wide hole appears in its side. From which there’s a torrential discharge, followed by the birthing of something long and ridged and hard.
The new thing’s body slithers across the floor, entangled in long strands of afterbirth. Its whole body appears to split in half, revealing a vile grin filled with the same endless sea of teeth. It approaches her from below, hiding beneath her waist. She looks down over her hips but cannot determine if it’s made from metal or bone or both.
Climbing above her, it thrashes about and produces another sound. It shakes her whole body, but her ears hear nothing at all. Its mouth spreads open further, letting her see that its teeth continue all the way down its throat. It lunges forward and comes for her face.
As its jaws wrap around her, she closes her eyes and waits. She sees some sunlight. It streams in through what used to be the roof high above her and holds her gently. She lives a lifetime spent in summer, and for that instant she feels safe. She feels the warmth running across her face and lets it soak in. She tries to remember walking along the curb earlier this morning, recounting the game she was playing with her feet. She thinks about the silly conversation she had with her breasts. She thinks about that band shirt she threw off the roof that is probably lying somewhere out in the field.
And she thinks about her daddy’s twenty bucks. She tries to smile, but she can no longer feel anything. It’s all gone. Her face has been ripped off and swallowed. Her chest is being eaten now. All that’s left is to rub the little, yellow ring on her finger buried in the mud at her side.
And laugh at everyone else that had to go to work today.
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