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AUTHORS NOTE

I'm gonna keep this qUICK but its always good to touch base with the
readers. You all Show constant support and it is apprecCiated more thah you will
ever know.

Thanks!!

1 really want to thank AX| for the work he has donhe here, taking a short
story and making it something just a little specCial. 1 hope I Cah work with him again
oh other projects.

And, AX|, T apologise for even asking you to draw a mah |0oking at his own
rectum in a mirror. T would not have expected you to g0 that far... hot evenh in
the hame Of art.

Ahyway, T won't keep you Sat here... ] Know you wanht to be moving along.

Garry Charles

Copyright Garry Charles 2009.
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Ever since the party a week ago

| been suffering ‘ﬁ'om what he called
“the n’udmghT itch of Uranus

and it was driving him mad.

The first night he'd awoken

S, Jh

 and his prime thought
had been worms.

The little parasites that

‘eed of f your waste

and venture out

under the cover of night

to lay eggs rJuan

the holiest of ho

He laid for over an hour,

fidgeting and scratching

at the offending area until,

after much cursing the it

faded away.

ch




The next morning he arose
and headed

straight for the bathroom,
forgetting his routine of
shave, shit apegglhower

and going s1

for the shit!

"Nothing."

He prodded

the bobbing turd
with an old

toothbrush

l’ldhdle,
|

Ohce dOl’le he

crouched over the bowl

T ¥ om o ] .-
to check for signs o

J
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That night he awoke again Jumping out of bed he ran

to the infernal itching for the bathroom,

bathroom and :aum aver a mirror taken from the window le 2dge

The idea was to catch the wrigglers in the act,
"Damn.”

Apart from a severe redness his arse was clear.

Taking no chances he visited the chemists and came away with...
|

He had 10 do somed

WNDI STH 1§ aOdaW § QLI DINOOT HEW B DUIMBAA [ Wi TIIH UILJ‘UM Ol "AJged

was unacceptable

He had a girl 1o i

{ [ D B 1
and ‘I@ coulon d

beTween his butto



She was the new girl, foreign, "That's it."
didn't say much, but the party The light bulb of an idea
had shown off her liyel: ‘B flickered in his mind.
After a few drinks | "T bet she gave me something."
she'd been

£ ER T R i
for the nig

a C€W| and left

™1 another bagss




Only to awake "FUYCK MENIN"

dree hours later
with his

se on fire.

the sheets
A | =l " [
and reached

round to scratch.

"AHHHII"

The flesh around his
hip valve was raw
and his hand

came up bloodied.




He tried to leave the
but cramps tore
through higgRmach

and lowe/IGss .

There was no one to answer
as his backside ripped open

and a hundred foetus shaped creatures

spilled out between his legjé.

"What's happening?"




"Dad.”

As one they recognised hifn

o —

and instinct Took over.

They.were hungry
and where they came from

the new born ate

the birth parent. .

Yes, she'd given him something,
but more than he bargained for.
Where she came from

the father carried the young.
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