
It was love at first sight and love does some strange things to people.  Seymour Titties was feeling a little crazy that morning.  The first time he saw her, he knew that he had to have her.  He ran his hands lovingly over her body, worshipping her curves, and whispering lustily to himself.  Her colors and shapes confused, bewitched him, and utterly enchanted his thoughts.


“Yeah, she’s a beaut’, all right,” said the owner, limping around on a walking stick. “You won’t find another one like her, I guarantee it.  She’s a 1957 Ford Thunderbird 292ci, an F-bird.  She’s one of only 200 produced in the world.”

“Wow,” muttered Seymour in awe.  “How much are you selling her for again?”

“Oh, I’d say around a hundred and fifty grand.  I’m getting too old for this kind of car and I just want a little money to retire,” the owner sighed and sat down on a couch by the car.  “Well, I say one fifty grand, but I guess it’s really important to me who will own this car too.  I want someone who cares for her and will treat her the same way I did.”


His blue eyes locked into Seymour’s, and for a moment, Seymour thought that the owner would give it to him.


“Hell, kid, I like you.  Tell you what, I’ll knock off a hundred dollars.  You can have this car right now for 149,900 dollars.”  The owner grinned widely.  Not a pleasant sight, though, because he was missing about ten of his teeth.

“But, uh, I-I only have 28 dollars in the bank,” Seymour tried to smile, but his smile died like a monkey shot into space.


“28 dollars?!  Hell, my dog is worth more than you.  The price is wrong, son!”  The owner raised his walking stick and pointed it threateningly at Seymour.  “I didn’t go to war and injure myself just to be insulted by young  cheapskates like you*.  Didn’t your mother ever teach you any manners?  Huh, you better be joking about those 28 dollars or I…I”

A blank look suddenly filled the old man’s eyes, as though he suddenly lost his train of though.  Well, he didn’t just lose the train.  It fell off the track, crashed, burned, and started a forest fire.


“What?” Seymour asked anxiously.  The blue eyes of the owner swiveled back into focus.


“Okay, that’s it.  You’ve been asking for it and now you’re gonna get it.” The old man raised his walking stick and somehow started running at Seymour.  Well, it was close to running, more like a skipping hop kind of thing.  Hop, thud, hop, thud, hop thud.


Seymour, scared, turned to run away.  This old man bouncing along terrified him, and kind of reminded Seymour of those old low-budget horror films.  You know, the ones where old people turn into zombies who then eat people who then turn into zombies and so forth.  Seymour had no intention of being eaten, and so he sped from the garage, running across the street as quickly as he could.  Behind him, he still heard the ominous hop-thud, and Seymour prayed for someone to stop the crazy old man.


BEEP!  BEEP!  Someone, or rather some truck, answered his prayers.  The hop-thud was heard no more, and as Seymour turned around, he saw, in slow motion, the crumpled form of the old man fall to the ground.  The truck driver, having too much sense to stick around, simply put his foot to the pedal and gassed away.  Seymour stopped in midstride.  He knew that he should go help the old man, but he was afraid that the crazy geezer might just be playing dead, and that as soon as Seymour came close, the old man would whack him again.


Well, Seymour’s better half, or really his better third seeing as how he was two-thirds below average, soon drove him to go check up on the old man.  He stepped closer to the old man.  That’s it, he thought.  Just one step at a time.  Foot by foot, he inched closer and closer to old man.  He was half way there, three-quarters of the way there, he was –

BEEP! BEEP!  A bystander watching the scene would have remarked that Seymour’s body flew a good fifteen yards before splashing onto the pavement.  Seymour simply felt as though someone had drenched every part of him with freezing water, and immediately afterward, everything became dark.


But just as he sees everything grow dark, he hears the wheeze of something approaching.  As it comes closer, it looks like a writhing mass of darkness, but upon closer inspection it’s another car.  Well, using the term loosely because this car had eyes and a gaping mouth full of horrible devices.


Closer and closer it came, its black shadow engulfing the entire world.  Closer, closer, the jaw opens wider, and wider…


“(Cough, cough, cough)” Seymour blinked.  The car had just distinctly coughed.


“Ach, damn old car,” a dwarf suddenly stepped out from inside the beast.  She looked at the car suspiciously and kicked it.


“Stupid thing.  This didn’t happen when we used good old horses.”  She stopped and noticed Seymour for the first time.


“Well, what are you just standing around for?” she snarled, “come on, let’s go.”


“What?” Seymour stammered out.


“Not too bright, are ya laddie?  Come on, get in the car, you gots an appointment at eleventy-thirteeny.”


“Sorry, what?”  Seymour was even more confused.  “An appointment, with who?  Why?”


“I need to retire.  People seem to be getting’ stupider each year.  Look kid, you’re dead, and you gots an appointment with Little Petey.”

“Little Petey?”

“St. Peter,  you imbecile!  Now come on, get in or we’ll be late.  I’ll explain more on the way.”
