The fuzzy fingers typed furiously in a blur of superhuman speed. 'Bang' 'Bang' 'Bang' 'Pow' 'Bang' 'Wham'. 

"Three - three dead animals! Wa-hah-hah!" said the Count with satisfaction. It had been neigh on fifty years since he had last tasted human blood, and every day had been pain beyond description. Counting and educating children took his mind off the sweet flood of liquid iron and fire he wished he could fill his mouth and throat with. However, it was no substitute. 

Sadly, sometimes even the scrawny children looked appetising, and he would have to call in sick for a personal day. Then he would turn to his secret love - the Oregon Trail video game - and let its mindless text based virtual hunting give him a harmless release.

He let forth a satisfied belch, then let loose a sign. The veggie burger, if truth were to be told, did not really satisfy the lust for human flesh. However, he would rather tear off a head of lettuce and still be alive than tear off the innocent head of a small child, feast on the fountain on red life that would erupt forth, and be damned to oblivion by a screaming reactionary mob of parents.

He washed away the horridly nice burger and nicely horrid thoughts with a diet coke, and felt some different physical aches gnawing at his consciousness. 

"One - one toilet break! Wa-hah-ha...hmmm." Sadly he walked through to the bathroom, and let nature take its course.

"One number one! Hahahaha! One number two! Hahahah! Two numbers ones and one number two! Hahahha - oh." The Count had finished, yet all was not well. He counted the seconds to himself, and then flushed the toilet a second time. "One - one unshifting log! Hahahhaha...meh."

The Count did not wish to fondle his own faecal matter, and walked across to the phone. He could afford one plumber, surely.

Then a different urge overtook him. After all, being unable to sate his lust for blood meant he had to focus on his other lusts. And the Count, being a vampire, loved theatrics. Having a plumber come round to 'fix his U-bend' might be just the thing he needed most.

"Hello? It is I - the Count! Yes, can I have the usual please. Yes, the biggest moustache the man can possibly possess. One small thing...can he be a plumber? A working plumber who could actually fix a u-bend aswell as 'fix a u-bend' Yes, money is no object!"

The Count rubbed his hands with glee, and got back to playing his game. 'Bang' he typed, even though that was not the correct word. "One giant bang!" he said with anticipation. He then got up, closed the bathroom door, and sprayed some deodorant around.




* 
*
 *
 * 

The phone rang, and Tenchi Masaki rushed over to it quickly. Much as he loved the occupants of his house, right now they were doing his head in. A wacky galaxy adventure was certainly what he needed.

"Hello? Oh, hello Mrs Copulate. Oh. Yes, I'm still available for that sort of work. Oh, the Count?"

Tenchi looked sneaky back to make sure no-one could overhear. "I would certainly be interested in taking on that job. A moustache? A giant moustache?" Tenchi panicked. Then he thought of Ryo-Ohki. Perhaps, in her animal form...if he stuffed her down the front of his jumper and used her ears as a moustache...and if the Count were on his fifth bottle of Jack by now...

"Not a problem, I will do it for the family!" Tehchi hung up the phone, infinitely satisfied. Hmm, perhaps the insatiable carnal appetites of the Count would not only take Tenchi's mind of the problems, but it might also solve them. Could he get the girls to come along and participate? Maybe if they were focused on the Count, they would stop perusing him romantically.

"Ryo-Ohki! Where are you, I need you!" he said. 

The sometimes ship, currently docile animal, woke up with a start. "I wasn't dreaming about our carrot-babies!" she said.

"There's no time for that now! Gather the rest of the house, I have an exciting new adventure for us!"

While Ryo-Ohki rushed off to comply, Tenchi rubbed his hands with glee. This was so perfect! Good bless the Copulates, his blood ancestors!

Tenchi had been surprised to discover his amazing heritage through his uncle Yosho. One would have thought he would have been used to such surprises, but it had come as a shock to discover that through time travelling shennanigans, his uncle's human side actually linked directly to the Capulates of old from Italy on Earth! Infact his uncle's parent had been the unborn child of Romeo and Juliet's, discovered still alive during the autopsy. Thank goodness Juliet had been unable to poison herself!

The Capulets and Montigues had since joined forces in light of their tragedy, and were a strong joined family when they had come to America. They had changed their names to the Copulates and the Mentodos, and had formed the perfect porn company.

Copulates - of which Tenachi traced his ancestry - were usually used as actors, while the Mentodos usually acted as crew. The arrangement worked perfectly, and the two families provided escorts and companions for the rich and famous, secretly taping them for blackmail or releases on pay-to-download sites. The Count was an especially welcomed client, due to his gratuitous perversions and children's tv show associations. One day the Count would receive a letter, and would have to dig deep into centuries of Transylvanian wealth. 

Sadly, Tenachi was in love with the ninja-like camera operator who usually filmed him. Tenchi could not cross that forbidden boundary without bringing potential ruin on both houses, it was the Rule that had kept both families working so well together. And yet, he still welcomed each chance to known that sneaky unseen voyeur was taking his latest conquest. 

And boy, was this shaping up to be a doozy. If he could get all the girls involved, and if the count could get Big Bird and maybe Elmo over too, it would shape up to be one hell of an orgy! One that could certainly ruin reputations and secure funds for years to come.


* 
*
*
*

Reverend Jesse Jackson sat down on his couch, and took out the DVD. He lowered the lights, turned up the sound, and prepared himself for a good night's viewing.

Muppet porn was the best. He nodded happily to himself as he saw the fuzzy figures (fuzzy because of their bodies, the picture quality was immaculate as always). He then cursed that he had spoke to soon, shifting out of his seat to adjust the colour on the screen. He then shifted uncomfortably when he realised the picture quality was immaculate, and the hot white girls were actually yellow asians. He tried to get into it, thinking it would be a nice change, he guessed.

Still, something was wrong. Why was that woman holding a rabbit to his face? Wait, why was that woman acting like a man? Where was that well endowed brother to heat his this film up?

With horror Jesse realised the terrible truth. No! The woman was a man! He was one of those effeminate Japanese men! And he was slowly removing his clothes. Where had those tentacles come from? What were those tentacles doing to poor Elmo. Wait... no, surely not...

Jesse could not believe his eyes, and threw up on realising the truth.

"Aww, hell no!" he said.


*
*
*
*

"Reverend Jackson, I'm John Johnson for Fox news. Can you please tell me...what's going on here?"

"What's going on, John, is that the black man will no longer stand for this. We've been nice to you crackers, we've tried to live and let live and let you come to this equality thing slowly, but enough is enough. The day you replace good strong black men in porn with scrawny assed Asians is the day we say enough is enough! I am not a perfect servant. I am a public servant doing my best against the odds. But I have to order a presidential decree tonight. I am hereby ordering the burning of all Asian manga books, as you can see here behind us. And by God it will now be a thought crime to even contemplate any type of weird Asian perversion, and certainly distributing such illicit materials - even hentai, or ecchi - will get you the Room 101 treatment. Especially that tentacle stuff!"

"Reverend Jackson, I'm sorry to say, but - you aren't the president."

"Oh yeah? Then why did you crackers vote for me in 1984, then re-elect me in 1988?"

"We...didn't."

"Oh. I wondered why you let me have a ten year second term. I thought you just liked me. Well screw it, we're going back to 1984 bitches. Aww yeah. You'll change your minds if you know what's good for you, then as my first presidential act I will declare war on China!"

"Thank you Reverend Jackson. Well, there you have it. And I think despite Reverend Jackson's cackling, hand rubbing with glee, burning books and banning of a huge swathe of pornography, his anti-Chinese stance may well see him a favourite with voters. This has been John Johnson, with Reverend Jackson, apparently seeing in a new 1984. Back to you in the studio, Tom."



* 

* 

* 

*

As was decreed in the accords of old, the ancient gods could not war directly. As such, Mortal Kombat was declared. Old champions Shang Tsung (currently disguised as Chinese president Hu Jintao) and Jesse Jackson faced off across the tournament field. 

"I have resurrected Sub Zero and Scorpion to fight on behalf of the new sub-realm of China! And Goro technically didn't die, so he is still the champion you must face!"

"Aww hell no!" said Jesse Jackson. "Well, if you are allowed to bring multiple people to fight, then I guess I have a surprise for you. Meet my champions!"

The Count stepped forward. The shame he had faced as his video had been released was great, and he would normally not have come. However, his long time friend Count Blackula had persuaded him to come out of retirement one last time and regain his honour.

"One last ass-whopping - wa-ha-ha!"

"Two tired old vampires against my champions?" said Shang Tsung with derision. "Their souls will me mine!"

"Hah, they don't have any souls. And who says that's all? I'm not havin' a black man go up against Goro and dyin'," said Jesse emphatically. "Time for some crackers to do some dyin' instead!"

A group of shimmering effeminate white men and women walked out. Victoria and her lover Riley seemed to regard the Cullens they were forced to fight alongside with disdain, but still took up their positions. Edward Cullen and his brothers Emmett and Jasper looked suitably angry at the pairing up aswell, but all were ready to fight.

"Goro feel his tentacles shrivelling up!" said the four armed monster sadly at seeing such  twee vampires, and promptly collapsed in a big, girlish heap of sobbing.

"One flawless victory! Wa-ha-ha" said the Count, rushing at Sub-Zero. The fighter formed an icicle and threw it through the Count's body, but the Count was immune to such tricks. The Count carried on and leapt onto Sub-zero's shoulder. The fighter's light-blue uniform turned red as huge splashes of blood fountained left and right.

"Aaaaaaaaaaaah, free! Freeeeeeeee!" said the count, hungrily lapping up the blood. "Finally, I am count-tent! Wa-ha-ARGH!"

"Get over here!" yelled Scorpion, sending a wooden spike attached to a chain through the Count's heart. By the time the spike returned, the Count was dead and dusted.

"Finish them!" yelled Shang Tsung as Jesse looked on aghast. 

Scorpion nodded, and pulled off his mask. He was a skeleton, and as such immune to the sucking of vampires. And boy were the Cullens and the other vampire coven ready to suck a huge amount. Instead, they were roasted to a crisp by the Scorpion's flaming breath. Shang Tsung rubbed his hands with glee.

"Aww hell no!" said Blackula. "You shall pay, yellow prince. I shall place a curse of suffering on you that will doom you to a living hell! Worse than what happened to me!"

Blackula delivered a vicious uppercut, and Scorpion was thrown down into a pit of spikes below.

"Hah! I think this Kombat just got Mortal!" said Jesse, rubbing is hands with glee. However, Shang Tsung did not look beaten. Instead he laughed.

"And now, the plague of undeath Scoprion carried is freed! Free to reap its terrible madness on earth!"

"Aww, hell no!" said Jesse.



*

*

*

*

The world was in ruins. The zombie plague of undeath was swift and sudden. Johnny had no more victims with which to imprison the monster, the dark zombie blood apparently unable to be used. 

"Freeeeeeeeeeeee!" yelled the monster, rubbing its hands with glee. JtHM did not know what to do. Then he looked closely. 

"Wait, it can't be!" he said.

"Yes, it is I, Johnny! Jimmy! I am the beast you have created, my smashed face making me look inhuman."

"How is this possible?"

"There was a time travel incident, and an alien, and something to do with Italy. All very unimportant. The important point is that my merchant father never did realise I was his illegitimate son! That he sent my own sister to be my slave in his place"

"What will you do now you are freed?"

"Why, what do you think? I will go and find my dear sister Belle, and make sweet sweet surprise sex to her!"

"Won't she be dead by now? That story's so old!"

"Even better!"

Johnny was so enraged by the talk of incestuous necrophilia rape that he slaughtered Jimmy again. However, this was merely the beginning…



* 

*

*

*

The New York Yankees had luckily been in the middle of a game when the plague had struck. Some of the dead fans in the crowd (the ones hit by fastballs) had quickly murdered those around, and the stands had filled with zombies. The Yankees had a ready supply of bats though, and a whole field with which to create a space.

"Aww hell no! No one gets into the diamond!" yelled Sabathia, smashing another ball with his bat into the crowd. It easily destroyed the creature's brain. 

"They're getting close, I can feel the ground shaking!" said the cowardly white player Burnett, wetting himself.

"Those Asians aren't going to get the best of us! There's only room for one minority, and I'm voting for the one that does damage with baseball bats!"

"The Italian mafia?"

"Aww, hell no!" So saying Sabathia started swing for the fences, taking off zombie heads left and right until the field was clear and the stands were filled with heads. The organ music pounded away, and highlights of the destruction fest were played out on the big screen.

"Wait, the ground is still shaking!" said Burnett, that white coward.

The New York Yankees looked as one towards the stands, then they saw that towering above the stadium was the Asian answer to all their strength.

"It's Godzilla!" they yelled as one. "This zombie plague was all some distracting trick while they did something even worse!"

"That's Gojira, bitches! And you are right!" said Gojira, letting loose his breath. The Yankees were all obliterated, and Gojira attempted to rub his stumpy arms together with glee.

Meanwhile, the radiation caused some odd mutation, and strange white rings moved over the baseball field. Evil clones of the New York Yankees now stood happily on the diamond. As one they spat at the symbol of American endeavour, the pitcher's mound, nodded to Gojira, then moved off towards their dark purpose.



* 
* 
* 
*

Rover the cat nodded happily, taking more cute Asian animal recruits to the great forests now freed of Americans by the plague. 

"Our plan is almost complete!" said the cat happily, rubbing his hands with glee. "Our best Kaiju are attacking the Americans while they are distracted, and clearing up the pockets of resistance in our new Do-butsu no Mori. Once we have settled, and built our forces, then we shall be ready. We await only the final pieces in place and our victory will be secure! That will teach those other racial minorities to try and remove tentacle porn from the world! Now, I just need to ask you all some questio-"

Rover's head snapped backwards, and the animals close to him squeaked or barked in alarm. Rover's head came forward briefly to reveal a round bleeding hole in it before he fell down dead.

"Targets acquired," said Sam Fisher into his radio mike, "all units - neutralise those furries!"

"Sir?" said one of the other Third Echelon operatives, "since this is a plausibly deniable operation, any chance we can rape some of the critters first? This turtle's kinda cute?"

"Go right ahead solder, no one will be alive to say a thing" said Sam, flipping the switch on his mp5 from single shot to fully automatic. 


*
*
*
*

"Oh my darling, finally we can be together!" said Tenchi Masaki.  

"But, we're not even finished filming the zombie horror porn in this abandoned old house!" said Raphael, coming from the shadows silently. 

"Raph, our love must know no bounds! Forget Copulate and Mentodo! Forget Asian and American! Forget the fact that our actors all turned on each other and got each other killed while the zombies were waiting to come in and murderer us! We only have this night to express our love!"

"Well," said Raphael, "Leonardo did leave his nunchucks around if you fancy getting kinky? Good strong chains for tying a turtle up!"

"Bondage? Sounds perfect!" said Tenchi.

"Mmm, Casey," said Raphael.

"What?"

"Nothing." Giving Raphael a weird look, Tenchi started tying the turtle up. Raphael took the opportunity to rub his hands with glee before they were shackled. However, his glee turned to confusion as Tenchi stood backwards sadly.

"Umm, so babe, what's going on?" asked the turtle.

"I'm so sorry!" said Tenchi. "A soldier had inappropriate relations with a turtle, and discovered it inoculated him from the undead plague! That must be why my misguided people were trying to create an animal farm, to manufacture vaccines for an invading army.

"Wait, aren't you Japa-"

"Shhh, all Asians are the same."

"So what's the issue, come get inoculated!" said Raphael, struggling with his shackles.

"Don't you see? If I let the zombies have their way with you, then your anti-bodies will sweep through them, killing the plague off! I'm sorry! They're coming to get you, Raph!"

So saying Tenchi ran away and hid in the basement, ignoring the screams throughout the night.

In the morning, he emerged, creeping out. There was nothing to see except swathes and swathes of zombies lying dead. Luckily, the bodies were piled high around the turtle, saving him from the gruesome sight.

With tears in his eyes, Tenchi ran outside to the waiting solders.

"I did it like you asked!" he said, tears streaming down his face. "I thought this would be a happy tale, like my ancestors Romeo and Juliet, but it ended in tragedy. Wait, why are you all black?"

"Cause we wanted to make sure some other minority got shot in the head," said the leader, shooting Tenchi in the forehead. "And guy, just 'cause you're yellow doesn't mean you can steal Simpson's quotes."



*

*

*

*

Shang Tsung walked angrily, followed by his minions and another figure. 

"It is of no matter that the Americans have managed to defeat our zombies, we had planned to eradicate that plague in due time."

"You lie! The monsters have also been killed! The Americans created their own film version of Godzilla, and all our monsters have died from the shock."

Shang Tsung stopped for a moment. However, a look of resolution came to his mind. "It is of no matter the pitiful monsters are dead either, our real purpose is within these walls."

"It is of a matter! You promised me my brother was released! And you promised me I would be rejoined with him if I told you where the blades were!"

Shang Tsung turned around. "He was released from his prison, Belle, just as you were released from the bonds of death."

Belle turned around aggressively, and all the evil clone baseball team that had found her took a step backwards, scared. "Then rejoin me with my brother! I am absolutely gagging!"

"Of course," said Shang Tsung, gesturing. The evil clone baseball team took some malicious steps forward. "Once you embrace the bonds of death again, then you will join your brother!"

Shang Tsung rubbed his hands with glee, and continued onwards towards the shop even as Belle screamed at the betrayal. 



*

*

*

*

Johnny the Homicidal maniac was beside himself, lost without his dark purpose. He barely acknowledged the phone ringing but answered it anyway.

"Devi?" he said in surprise. "Devi, I..I never thought I'd hear from you again! Wait, what do you mean you need me? Oh. Oh. Oooh. Umm, that sounds weird, but sure, I can come round."



*

*

*

*

Devi slammed the phone down, scared at what she was forced to do. However, when some mad Asian sorcerer and a bunch of evil cloned baseball players are smashing things outside of your shop and threatening you, you really need to do something.

"Hand over the weapons! We know they are in there!" yelled Shang Tsung, conjuring up a huge blizzard. 

"Just you wait until my homicidal boyfriend...well, homicidal once-date-who-tried-to-kill-me gets here!"

"He will come too late, and find only a shop blasted into pieces by my storm, a shop filled to bursting! You will drown in snow! It will take a week to dig your corpse out!"

"Do your worst, I don't know anything about Soul Edge or Soul Calibur! Oh damn," said Devi.

"So be it!" yelled Shang Tsung, and the threatening ice storm built up to a crescendo. 

Then, suddenly, a yellow light blazed forth through the blinding white of the blizzard. The snow melted in the intense rays, and all those outside the shop were splashed by the super-heated water.

In the sky, a radiant sun with a child's face laughed happily.

"Hah! That told you!" said Devi.

However, Shang Tsung rang his hands with glee. "Under their sun, the guardians of the swords are revealed!"

"Nooooooo!" said Devi, realsing with horror the trick, as reality shifted and the hidden champions for good were revealed along with the green lands they resided in.

"Tinky Winky!" said their purple leader, swinging his handbag in a flurry of death movements.

"Dipsy!" said the green freak, wielding one of the twin Soul Edge blades in defiance. 

"La La!" challenged the yellow one, the other facet of Soul Edge glimmering brightly.

"Po," said Po the Pure, the red furred guardian of Soul Calibur, the bane of Soul Edge.

"Hahahahhaha!" said Shang Tsung, "even the gods have striven for these blades, little realising a merchant with three daughters would one day find them all! Soul Edge corrupted his son beyond all recognition, and that blade was stolen and hidden in the castle. But Belle took Soul Calibur and used it to free the beast for a while. Yet the corruption was too strong, and Belle was forced to flee her brother, trap him, and then place all the blades for safety here in this parallel dimension! And now, your soul (blades) will be mine! I shall possess Soul Calibur so Jesse cannot get it! And then with Soul Edge I shall defeat Jesse Jackson, the technical champion of Mortal Kombat, and regain this world!"

"Wow, that was needless. Teletubbies, say hello!" said Devi, hoping the four ghastly creatures would be able to slay the evil sorcerer while he was lost babbling exposition..

The four moved, spinning their assortment of weapons and looking for the advantage.

"Finish them!" yelled Shang Tsung, and the evil New York Yankees rushed forward. The Teletubbies, even armed with their weapons, were no match for the New Yorkers' innate violence. Baseball bats broke head antenna and kneecapped kneecaps, and one by one the four Teletubbies - even Tinky Winky of the fearsome handbag - fell.

"Hahahha!" said Shang Tsung, looking on with triumph as a baseball bat was raised and the strange soulless black eyes of Tinky Winky looked up at Sabathia's clone for a mercy that could never come.

Suddenly, evil Sabathia's eyes crossed. A trickle of blood escaped the corner of his mouth, losing itself in the evil twin's goatee. The clone tumbled to the floor. JtHM stood over his fallen foe, a startled bunny in one hand, and a child's toy - the actual murder weapon - in the other.

"Again! Again!" yelled the Teletubbies in unison. Johnny quickly dispatched the clones, laughing in glee at the beautiful blood.

Shang Tsung snarled at being cock-blocked like this, and quickly produced a weird shimmery portal to escape through, running back to Outworld.

"Johnny! Thank you! How can I repay you?" asked Devi, coming forward when the coast was clear and picking up Soul Calibur. She then saw Johnny pick up the twin blades of Soul Edge, a wicked gleam in his eye.

"How good is your guarding?" he asked, moving forward determinedly.

"Not again!" screamed Devi, running for her life. Johnny let her go, and turned instead to the Teletubbies. They ran terrified into the bookstore, locking themselves deep in a deep room.

Johnny laughed again. The horrible, terrible monsters were once again trapped. He used the blood of the clones to paint his walls to make sure they stayed trapped.

Yes, things were back to normal, except now, he had two interesting toys to play with.

Johnny's eyes glowed red.



*

*

*

*

"Hello, and it's another day at the Kuruman River Reserve. As you can see, Rocket Dog is happily looking out for the group, with everyone accepting the tragic death of Flowers. Oh, I say. That was a bit unfortunate. It seems as if two black men and one Asian have appeared from nowhere. The Asian seems to have landed directly on Rocket Dog, killing her. Go on, tell us we should have prevented that one."



*

*

*

*

Jesse Jackson and Blackula faced off against Shang Tsung. 

"It's over, Shang Tsung!" yelled Jesse. "We've beaten all your plans, and you seem to have nothing to show for yourself. Intelligence gathered by our black ops is that you missed out acquiring anything that could beat me!"

"That is where you are wrong, Jesse Jackson! I challenge you!"

"Come on Shang, all that souls of as thousand warriors crap doesn't freak me out. We're black, we're proud. We have backed up Mel Gibson with Danny Glover while you have backed up Owen Wilson with Jackie Chan. We have Morgan Freeman. You have...Jackie Chan. We've got the tools, the talent, the moves, and you have...Jackie Chan. Let's just bury the hatchet, make a Rush Hour 4 to commemorate the occasion, and move on."

"Hah, you have the moves, do you?"

"You are not debating that, I hope. I can bring the fury of break dancing if I have to. Don't make me. What do you have?"

"Hahahha! I have - Dance Dance Revolution!" said Shang Tsung, cackling with glee and rubbing his hands with a DDR mat. "How are your 'moves' now!"

"You fiend!" said Jesse.

"You coward!" yelled Shang Tsung.

"You base sorcerer!" yelled Jesse

"You giant ebony god!" yelled Shang Tsung.

"Oooh, I get it," said Blackula, "you guys are just really hot for each other, but too insecure to acknowledge your feelings for each other and get married! Man, oldest story in the book."

Both Jesee and Shang Tsung looked at each other, then burst into tears.

"What can we do?" said Jesse.

"Simple," said Blackula, "you induct me as a minister, then I marry the two of you."

"No, you loveable foolish old vampire," said Shang Tsung, "that's illegal!"

"President Jackson, President 'Hu Jintao', I do not think that has to be a problem."



*
*
*
*

And so everyone who wasn't killed lived happily ever after. The end.

