SUCKER
“You're fat. You do nothing but eat, drink, defecate and inflate,” she said.

Harry flinched at the down-the-nose oh-so-superior voice. He stopped whipping
up the mash with his fork and stared at what he could see of his reflection in
t he kitchen wi ndow. Observing a face hanging |like a bag of nelted butter, he
then turned to study her.

She was | eaning on the counter sipping at her fifth gin of the evening. How
dare she call himfat? Her thighs rocked when she wal ked and her breasts sat
i ke boul ders on the nountain of her stomach. He felt the anger roil in his
gut and claw its way up into his chest. He'd really had enough

“And you're a snotty-nosed bitch,” he said, breaking out in a sweat at his
temerity. He waited then, hardly daring to i magi ne how she m ght react, but
even nmore angered at his own fright. She | aughed a dry hacking | augh and gazed
at himas if he was sonething she’d just stepped in.

“You are a corpul ent slug, darling.”

It was the darling that did it. She'd called himthat when they' d first been
| overs. Over the years the word had changed froma term of endearnent to one
of contenpt. He stepped towards her but she was too drunk to notice. She
noti ced when he stuck the fork in her eye, though

The fork still in her eye, dripping mashed potato and other fluids, she
staggered into the sitting room Harry opened a draw and nade his sel ection
The Ken Hom cl eaver was a favourite of his, as was the filleting knife he'd
honed down to razorlike sliver of netal. He listened to her nasal squealing
for a nonment before follow ng her in.

Al'l over the carpet — all over her lovely creamthirty-three pounds a yard
carpet. The eye liquor had all run out and now it was blood dripping fromthe
handl e of the fork. He must have jamred the tines right into skull behind as

t he i npl enent showed no signs of falling out. Harry noved in and thought about
the conger eels he'd gutted in his boat-trip days. The thing to do was to cut
theminto pieces small enough to bag and put in the chest freezer. Each piece
a neal initself. He was hummng to hinself by the tine she finally stopped
scream ng. The doorbell rang when he was getting really artistic with the
filleting knife. He wiped his face on a towel and went to the door, opened it,
and stuck only his head round.

“Good nmorning, sir! I'mhere to denonstrate the Tyson Supervac 2000,” said the
little man on the step.

“Don’t want none,” said Harry, closing the door

“But, sir. The lady of this household specifically requested a denonstration
W don’t force our wares on people who don't want them | assure you.”

As the little man spoke he | eant agai nst the door. There was something manic
in his expression. Here was a sal esman who had been put off once too often
Harry felt that dull roil of anger again. Spending his noney. That damed
carpet, a nortgage he could hardly afford, the fucking usel ess ornaments that
ate tenners then gathered dust, and now a vacuum cl eaner they didn’t need.
Before he fully understood what he was doi ng he had opened the door and |et



the interloper in.

Draggi ng his | arge wheel ed-case behind himthe sal esman shot past Harry into
the hall, grinning widely at this unprecedented success. Harry cl osed the
front door and turned. The salesman’s grin fell away when he saw the bl ood,
and the cleaver clutched in Harry's right hand.

“Go on then, denobnstrate,” said Harry.
“W- w - where would you like me to denmonstrate, sir?”
Harry pointed with the cleaver to the sitting room “ln there.”

The sal esman was frightened, but his expression hopped to an utterly new | evel
of fear and horror when he dragged his case into the sitting room “Ch ny god.
Ch ny god.”

He turned, searching for sonewhere to run, but there was no way round Harry.
Harry used his huge gore-spattered belly to barge the sal esnan into the room

“I"I'l go away. I'lIl go away. | didn't see anything!”
“Denonstrate,” said Harry.

The sal esnman stared at himin disbelief, then turned and gaped at what had
been spread across the white carpet.

”

“No ... no ... you can't nean ..

“Denonstrate!” Harry shouted, sw ping his cleaver at the sal esman. The

sal esman ducked back, dragging his case with him He stepped in a stack of
fingers, stunbled, and sat down in a pool of intestines. H's expression

twi sted, there was horror there, sickness. For a nonment it seemed he m ght
cry. Harry picked up his filleting knife and stepped cl oser, then sonething
clicked.

“The Tyson Supervac 2000 is at the ... cutting edge of house-cl eaning

technol ogy.” The sal esnan stood and | ooked around hinself. “Not only can it be
used to vacuum carpets, but it can also be used, with boost control, to clear

| eaves, and even bl ockages in drains.”

Wth this the sal esman opened his case and renoved fromit a brushed al um ni um
vacuum cl eaner with a transparent plastic dust conpartnent. In the sides of
the case were various hoses and attachnents. He selected a transparent hose
and connected it in place. On the end of the hose he fitted a plastic nozzle.

“The Tyson Supervac comes with its own rechargeabl e power pack, but for the
renoval of heavy soil we reconmrend you plug into the house power supply.”

He held up a three pin plug. The expression on his face was sick and his hands
wer e shaking. Harry nodded to the power point. The sal esnan went over and
pl ugged in, then returned to his cleaner

“The Tyson Supervac has adj ustabl e power setting. The | owest power setting is
for conventional carpet cleaning. Drain cleaning and | eaf clearing cone at the
upper end of the scale.” He pointed at a slide-switch and pushed it hal fway
over.

“The 2000, unlike the earlier 1500, has a silent running node. For heavy soi
t hough we reconmmend you don’t use this as there may be sone | oss of power.”



After this little speech the salesman stared at the mess for a long tine. He
then pressed a button and the vacuum cl eaner roared into life. Wth a | ook of
di staste he | owered the nozzle to the carpet.

Harry was inpressed. This was certainly a very efficient cleaner. Two ki dneys,
one after the other, went up the pipe with a sound |ike soneone spitting pips.
A length of intestine disappeared with a sound |ike air being bl own through
the neck of a burst balloon. O course it didn’t take long for the transparent
dust conpartment to fill.

“You'll find the Tyson Supervac 2000’ s dust conpartment clean and easy to use.
See: just detach it fromthe cleaner and take it to your dustbin.”

The sal esman stood hol di ng the dust conpartnent. He had a piece of liver stuck
on his cheek and his suit was spattered with blood. H s right eye was
twitching. Harry gestured with his cleaver then wal ked behind the man with the
filleting knife at the back of his neck. The contents of the dust conpartnent
slithered into the dustbin. On the fourth enptying the sal esnan was wal king a
little unsteadily and breaking into the occasional giggle.

“The Supervac 2000 can be bought on extended credit. You can own a Tyson
Supervac 2000 for six nonths w thout paying a penny! That’s six nonths of
superior cleaning for nothing. You ll never want to part wi th your Supervac!”

The fingers rattled as they shot into the dust conpartment. Squares of skin
went in with a dull popping. Her hair jamred in the pipe for a nmonent unti
the sal esman hit boost, then it shot inside. But even the Tyson Supervac 2000
couldn’t suck up the skinned skull with its dinner fork still in place. It
stuck on the end of the nozzle and only dropped of f when the cl eaner had been
turned of f and wound down to a stop. It dropped on the floor with a | eaden

t hud.

“Shoul d you encounter any problems with this itemwe recomend you contact us
on our hel pful and friendly custoner services line.”

The sal esman stared at the skull, then at the skinned ribcage and sone of the
| arger lunps. “Never pick themup. Not no way,” he said, and giggl ed.

Harry held out a roll of bin bags for him then foll owed himas he nade three
trips to the dustbin.

“Now t he carpet,” said Harry.

“The Supervac ... “ The salesman stared at the bl ood soaking and clotting the
carpet. *“ has this handy wash-vax attachment which can be used to clean
heavily soil ed carpets and even upholstery ...” He stared at the sofa on

whi ch, until only noments before, two bl ubbery breasts had sat |ike huge

bl ancnanges. * all you need is the Supervac recomended carpet cl eaner
whi ch can be obtained at concessionary prices by registered owners.”

The sal esnman got hinself into notion. He lifted the pi pe he had been using,
renoved the plastic nozzle and fitted a long stainless steel attachnment. He
turned the cl eaner on.

“But before | denmpnstrate the wash-vax!” He turned towards Harry with a
deranged expression on his face. “Let me denonstrate the power of The Supervac
2000 for drain cleaning!” He turned the vacuum cl eaner on and pushed t he power
setting to its highest.

“I don’t want =" Harry nanaged before the stainless steel pipe was in his eye.



He yell ed and dropped his knives. There was a sucking thunp and a ghastly
sensation. Wth his right eye he watched in horror as his left eye shot up the
transparent pipe.

“Feel the power of Supervac!”

Harry grabbed at the pipe, stunbled, slipped on blood-slick carpet, and felt
the pipe ripping away fromhis face. He felt it tear a strip of skin fromthe
bottom of his eye down to his chest. He bellowed as he went flat on his face.
The pain hit then and he bell owed agai n.

“Wth turbo boost!”

Harry struggled to get up, felt the back of his trousers rip and sonething
cold intrude between his buttocks.

“Supervac 2000! WII renove even the nost stubborn bl ockage!”

Harry defl at ed.

ENDS.



