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The  pink neon frame around  the  wall  clock  blinked 
lazily, showing Mitch had only five minutes until the official 
start of his shift. Ron was sure to dock his pay if the Thrust-
N-Thump  wasn’t  ready  for  business  the  moment  the  first 
horny  fuck  walked  through  the  door.  Five  minutes  was 
barely  enough  time  to  sweep  the  floors  and  get  the  girls 
plugged in. 

When the motion-sensor  alarm pinged loudly,  Mitch 
checked  the  security  monitor.  He saw  his  boss  struggling 
with  what  looked  like  the  lifeless  body  of  a  woman;  the 
bottom  half  of  one,  anyway.  He  leaned  in  closer  to  the 
screen, staring at what could be nail polish or could be the 
heavy pixilation of the video feed. Mitch wondered whether 
all  the  toes  were  still  present  on  her  left  foot,  the  one 
without a shoe.

“Hey, man, give me a hand with this one,” Ron called 
from outside. 

Mitch scrambled out the reinforced door.  He slid his 
hands under those pretty little feet, lifting so Ron didn’t have 
to drag her. Customers didn’t want scuff marks. 

Once inside, Ron dumped his half unceremoniously on 
the counter, leaving Mitch to hold her up while he closed the 
door. The pale, bare legs in Mitch’s arms felt unusually warm, 
probably  from being  in  Ron’s  trunk on the 70 mile  drive 
from Herman Horst’s processing farm. Herman handled the 
chopping side of the business for anyone who dealt in corpse 
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parts.  He  bought  bodies  from  his  own  suppliers  (no  one 
asked who they were), decided what he could use, and in this 
case, had sawn off anything left above the belly button. For 
an extra fee he capped her too, which Ron usually sprung for 
because  he  wasn’t  too  handy  with  electrical  work.  If  it 
weren’t for Mitch, half the machines in the place would be 
held together with duct tape and spit. As it was, only about a 
third of them worked perfectly.

 “Put her in Number 8,” Ron told him. “She can be the 
new Molly. The old one’s getting ripe.” 

“What should I do with the old Molly?” Mitch asked.
“Uh...put  her  in  11,  she  can be  the new Zomberella. 

The old one’s definitely too far gone, even for Kinky Eddie.” 
He laughed as he added, “Her leg fell  off  at the knee last 
night,  man.  Eddie  was  in  there,  going  wild,  and  all  that 
jerkin’ around finally knocked her leg right off.” He shook 
his head but kept smiling.

Mitch picked up the new girl, letting her slide down his 
body  a  little  until  he  was  holding  her  by  the  top  of  her 
thighs. He could feel her warmth through his thin t-shirt.

“Um, can you...” he paused to get a better grip on the 
still-moving dead girl. “Can you sweep up? I won’t have time 
now.” He worried Ron might notice his  growing erection. 
Luckily his boss grunted agreement and waved Mitch away.

As he got to work on the old Molly, Mitch could hear 
the  first  customers  of  the  night  coming  in  for  their  ten 
minutes  of  fun  with  their  favorite  girl.  They  were  always 
called ‘girls’--as  if  Ron was  in  the business  of  selling  time 
with  perky,  young  cheerleaders.  Old  Molly  was  definitely 
past her prime, with greening skin and blooming bruises on 
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her thighs which would never heal. Mitch got her plugged 
into the converted pinball machine in stall  number 11, its 
guts removed to accommodate her hips and ass. He adjusted 
the blocks to keep her knees up. Her boot jumped out and 
nearly caught him in the ear but long experience had taught 
him to be on guard for that sort of thing. He got her into the 
ankle restraints just in time to dodge a kick from the other 
foot.

“You’ve still got some life in you,” he said softly, patting 
her knee as he leaned to plug in the jack. “Quarters go in, 
current turns on,  and it’s  time for a  wild ride,” he said to 
himself  while  he  worked,  repeating  Ron’s  sales  pitch  to 
potential new customers. The electricity stimulated the girls’ 
bodies  in  place  of  their  missing  brain,   causing  them  to 
writhe ecstatically against the hard flesh of the man inside 
them. Like all the other unquiet dead, Ron’s girls could move 
a  little  on their  own,  but  not  enough  to  satisfy  his  usual 
customers.

The old Zomberella barely twitched as Mitch carefully 
placed what was left of her in the incinerator. He was always 
careful with them, always respectful, even when he pushed 
the button that ended their second life.

Back  in  Number  8,  the  new  Molly  teased  Mitch 
playfully while he worked. She wiggled her toes at him as he 
tried to find a pair of sexy, sandaled heels that would fit her, 
finally  selecting  a  pair  with  gold  leather  straps  that 
complimented her pale skin. Her ten perfect toes, with their 
dark red polish, drew him closer. Mitch breathed deep of her 
baby-powder scented lotion, surprising himself by leaning in 
until his lips brushed against her calf. She didn’t twitch away 
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or  try  to  kick  him  like  the  others  did.  He  stood  slowly, 
rubbing his face along the inside of her legs as he rose toward 
the place where her thighs stopped and her body began. She 
squeezed  her  legs  slightly  in  response,  encouraging  him 
upward.  His heart thumped.  He’d never been attracted to 
one of these girls before; had never been tempted by their 
services.

“Oh, Molly,” he moaned softly, his hand shooting down 
to unzip his jeans.

“Mitch, are you done yet?” Ron yelled from the front 
room. “We got Judge Kirlen waiting on Number 8, boy!”

The thought of that fat old man, sweaty and anxious, 
waiting for this gorgeous girl, brought Mitch back. “There’s 
a fucking ruined moment,”  he muttered to himself.  Molly 
tried to curl her leg around him but he pushed her gently 
away  and  hurriedly  connected  her  wires.  He  tied  a 
diaphanous blue skirt around her waist, concealing the metal 
cap and adding to the illusion of femininity. Stealing another 
few seconds, Mitch dared to slide two fingers into her dark 
recesses.  He gasped as  she tightened around him,  muscles 
clamping down of her own desire. The electrical current that 
faked enthusiasm wasn’t switched on yet. This gentle caress 
was all her.

“Soon,” he whispered. He might not be her first, but he 
would make love to her after closing time, like none of the 
other men could. Molly’s right leg came up an inch, nudging 
Mitch in the side. 

Making it clear she that she wanted him, too.
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