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Welcome to Really Odd Short Stories, twenty-four (24) short stories, corralled for the discerning few who’ve a yearning for weird, bite-sized fiction. You're invited to explore this unusual storytelling, as extracted from my unusual imagination.  


Now, you might suspect that I’ve reached the peak of unique storytelling, but don’t worry, there may be more odd to come.









A nasty face


Can’t the rain ever stop? This continual rain that nearly drowned out Bob’s groaning. Some moaning and the associated pain. Bob was looking in the mirror again. Looking at his open sores, the pustule breakout of his latest cold sores. He had two burst out the day before yesterday and they kindly provided the Elephant Man style he hated so much. Bob had a nasty face.


He hadn’t had one for ages, he thought, why now? His carefully sculptured two-day growth look (both beard and head) had been shattered by this virus erupting to the right side of his lip and the platform presenting just below his mouth. This one on his chin sat there dead centre like a plateau of rupturing bacteria. The tingling nerve-end pain was more annoying than painful, but the visual was very painful indeed. A very nasty face.


Bob had plans. He had some fantasy role play to play and some fantasy to live. How can he do either today with his face looking like a cancerous breakout in a New York back alley trash can? He was distracted from his condition as he slipped into serious fantasy mode.


A haircut and a nasty face


She had organised a haircut. This haircut was in a real, proper barber chair, and the chair had the fully functioning reclining feature. It also pumped up to lift the passenger to about chest high. His friend had some chest to get high on, that’s for sure. She was called Betty, and she dressed for the occasion. She was wearing a very suitable outfit, armed with scissors and a smile that would disarm the longest of hairs. Bob didn’t have much hair.


He only sported a crew cut, but it needed some close attention from Betty. She made sure that his attention was close to bursting. The process was very professional and managed to achieve the closeness Bob had been expecting.


The trimming, preening, massage and accidental brushing of her beautiful nature was Bob’s dream. Betty was pretty pleased as well. She’d suggested that Bob would enjoy his haircut, and she sure knew how to make that happen. Betty would enjoy it as well.


Bob bounced back to the real world as the rain got louder outside. The distraction was unfortunate, but it focused poor old Bob back to his face. What can he do? Well, nothing today, the face was in control, and it didn’t seem to be letting go anytime soon.


Bob wandered about the house, glancing at the TV, checking Facebook and scanning his phone for texts. Sometimes he received some rather racy texts, and he was almost addicted to checking for more. One such text arrived and Bob forgot about his nasty face for a moment or so.


It was Betty


She’d had an idea, and she wanted to give Bob a haircut. Wow! How could she have known? Was she really suggesting a haircut in the way Bob had been thinking about? Looking out the window at the never-ending rain again.


Bob replied … “I’ve got a nasty face that would sink some ships today, but I’m in desperate need of a haircut. When and where?”


Betty replied quick smart with the news that she’d found an old barber's chair and was having it delivered that afternoon. Betty had remembered Bob’s fantasy and had the necessary gumption, funds and her own urge to fulfil it.


“Would Bob like to be the first client? Say mid-afternoon?”


“Fuck yeah”, said Bob, texting like a randy mouse. “I’ll be there at 15.00, is that OK?”


“Sure”, Betty texted back almost at the same time he sent his.


“Just how bad is your face? Send me a photo. If it’s too bad, maybe we can postpone until you’re better.”


Disappointed with a nasty face


Bob sat there, crestfallen, pissed off and ready as hell. The custard coloured pustule party on his face would turn anyone off. It would frighten small children and even give Frankenstein’s monster a run for his money. Betty won’t want to get all hairdresser on him when he looks like this. He replied with a photo attached and looked out the window again. Bob forced himself to be interested in what was on TV and researched cold sore treatments on the computer. It was terribly obvious that Bob had a nasty face.


Betty’s reply was as expected. She was horrified and concerned for her own well-being. Enough to say that she’d wait a week and ask for another photo then. The chair could wait; sadly, Betty could wait. Poor old Bob and his nasty face had to wait as well. The only good thing was that in a week, he really would need a haircut.









Alan and Nancy


An incredible thing happened, not the thing that happened; this was something else. This was to become my interview with a caveman. It began while I was having a cheeky glass or two of beer in a very discreet drinking establishment. I was approached by an indiscreet young lady. She wanted me and wanted me to want her, a lot. As rare as this wonderful outburst was, I was well-rehearsed; the internet searches prepare you for such a thing, and they even offer a well-crafted blow-by-blow description in case. She was called Nancy, I am Alan, and she stated rather boldly that she wanted me to be her Nancy Boy. An odd use of that term, but I understood immediately.


Off we went, to get off.


After the warm glow, the snooze and theft had subsided, I was left alone. Alone in a strange hotel room, no cash, no mobile, no wallet, no clothes and a note leaving me no doubt of how foolish I’d been. I was satisfied, sure, but I had regrets. I mean, who wouldn’t? She was fantastic. She was young, female, with wild red hair like a highland princess and wanted me. Ridiculous. She did leave a clue, though, I think that was a mistake.


I read the other side of the rather mocking note she’d left to discover some other writings in English. It contained a map and a large X marks the spot. Although the spot was smack in the middle of the Gold Coast, at Alansvale while the start here text and footsteps icons began in the mountain range behind. Mt Tambourine was the area, and I realised that I should get back on the internet, clear my previous search history and find out what this map, which is what I now call it, was all about. Something about a caveman.


I gathered some small change


I found it in the small dresser in the hotel room and rang my best friend. I realised that I had not spoken to him for at least 28 years, so I wasn’t surprised when I found I’d called the wrong number. I’d have to manage this adventure on my own. My Own was the name of my apartment. This prophetic nomenclature was handy in many ways. Some may become relevant or vaguely interesting as this story continues. Maybe not. You’ll decide.


So …. I pack my stylish one-man shoulder bag that slides off my sloping shoulder all the time and jump in my car. I headed up to the X. I quickly discovered that it was in Google Maps and was signposted along the way. Not much of a secret, I thought and not much of a treasure hunt with a worthy reward. Maybe Nancy was having a lend of me, like claiming my immediate possessions. I went on. I did stop for a quick wee though just in case.


The car park at the X was chocker block, that’s full for those not understanding the slang, great big mobs of is another way of describing the number of cars, bikes, buses, motor and push bikes and their occupants at this less than unknown location. The X was 10 metres 10-metre-tall sign and flashed out a “now open now” to both sides of the mountain. I realised I’d been wondering about its meaning from My Own’s balcony.


I wondered while dodging things, where should I go? An abrupt smack on my arse disturbed my geographical confusion. It was Nancy. She said in a rather whispery “Come with me, Knob Head”. I don’t know why she called me that, but as I started to follow, she handed me a small Coles bag containing my money, wallet and clothes. They had been washed and ironed. The money remained crumpled. The X map was meant to get me here, it seemed. Yes, I’m a little thick and signals confuse me sometimes, but why didn’t she just invite me? Why this charade?


I followed Nancy


Truth be told, I’d follow her anywhere. Her backside shone like the Sun and drew me to the memories she’d left me. She was wearing those micro-tight yoga pants with the gathered seam at the back and a toe that defied the physics of fabric. They were silver and they matched the halter top that strained at the job demanded of it. Her hair … well, you get the drift, she looked, smelt and tasted fabulous. I grabbed her as she sped off and licked her arm so anyone watching would know I’m lucky enough to be with her. Yes, with is a stretch, struggling to keep up more precisely. She was fast, and I remained her Nancy Boy.


Now you might be wondering where the blazes the Caveman is? Well, as we stopped at the edge of the bulging car park, we arrived at a thick garden, almost ignored and overgrown. Odd though really as it offered a hidden sign saying Caveman this way. X marks the spot indeed. We both went in, and I regretted it immediately. Nancy had gone ahead and had left me. Again. In the dark, with a shoulder bag falling off my shoulders, a Coles bag with my stuff and a map. 


I gathered my thoughts and jumped a foot or two when a voice asked me for a light. Shit stained, I turned around and found a 68-year-old man standing there. It wasn’t a guess; there was a sign above his head that read “Eric is 68”. So Eric was standing there in a washed-out hippy robe piece of ripped material, with all of his gender reveal revealing. He was a man, it seemed, and he wanted a light of his cigarette. I don’t smoke anymore, but being a prepared anal OCD fuss body, I had a lighter and shot some flame his way. He took the first drag, as the smokers describe it, all the way down to his ankles, thought about it for a moment or three and blew it out. A bong hound would have been proud of the performance.


I was then alerted to another sign on the right side of Eric. It said you can ask Eric 4 questions if they are deemed to be interesting, and you may win a prize. Well, bugger me, I thought, why not? I tried to be a writer of short stories, surely I could ask 4 breathtakingly insightful questions and win a prize. I thought about it and off I went.


This is a record of this interview


Q – Have you fulfilled your life dreams by ending up in this situation? (I thought that’ll set a tone and show him how clever I am)


A – Yes (well, that didn’t work out, I should not have asked a simple yes or no question)


Q – Are you satisfied with your life’s choices and your current situation here in this cave?


A – Bugger another… Yes, he answered, confirming a lack of interesting.


Q – Ok, what has led you to this role in this cave at X, the role you play in the Q & A? 


A – Well, Nancy said she would bring unsuspecting men here. We would kill them and sell their body parts on the dark web. She’s very resourceful. We take you out the back and put your body in the waiting truck and down to our warehouse in Mermaid Waters. 


Q – How do you think you’ll get away with it? Loads of people couldn’t have missed seeing me with her? 


Clever me didn’t wait for his answer, I bolted out of the front entrance like a startled gazelle, through the garden and straight into a swarm of heavily armed Police. They grabbed me nicely and with a believable level of reassurance, suggested I stay here with Constable Smith. I did wonder if his name really was Smith.


I waited with him as instructed for at least 45 minutes


Suddenly, after 45 minutes, the swarm came out. They had gathered up Eric and his signs while explaining that Nancy had escaped. The truck was there, with floating bits of body and stuff. She has managed to avoid the swarm. She was clever and nimble indeed. 


After some embarrassing interview questioning and avoiding the incredulous reactions of the Police, I was driven home to My Own. I opened the door, stepped inside and returned the “Go Gadget Go” materials to their specific storage locations. The door bounced with a serious knocking. I opened it to find Nancy standing there. She was out of breath and looked like she’d run a marathon. She still looked both hot and very hot. I let her in. 


Note … The Police finished this story in their final report. Alan had an annoying habit of providing voice-overs in a Mr Announcer style to his daily life. This episode was even greater due to the audio recording of it all. Alan had provided a real-time rundown of his rescue and demise. Nancy was eventually convicted of his murder, and both Nancy and Eric were convicted of a larger number of murders. The Police kept Alan’s story as evidence and allowed it to be published here. 









An Internet Star


Only two left, but not for long, it turned out. One had longer to go than the other. He was enduring his last moments alive. She could hold on, or at least she thought so. This brief glimmer of hope was shattered a bit when he died there, sprawled out on her lap. Shrivelled, shaking, near frozen and frightened, he was the only one of the crew that she liked. Now he was gone. No one else. If she could only get a hold of the evil fucktard John. Nancy had to hang on. Someone would come and save her. They must be trying; someone must care, hoped Nancy. No chance as it turned out. It turned out that John was an internet star.


Wednesday last week, John had decided to raise some hell and party, party hard. He’d drink, smoke some coke and weed and generally wipe his bitter self off the face of the planet. Well, as much as his dim-witted mind could handle. He didn’t handle it; he totally flipped and thought of his deepest revenge scenario. The sheer joy of inflicting some serious pain upon the scum crew who’d humiliated him.


The photos of him masturbating in the dry store after work were posted on Facebook, Twitter and Instagram. They also created a profile for him in Grinder for good measure. Each of these entries were loaded with his real identity and his deepest personal information. All there for all to see. The online impact was enormous, major news was enormous.







