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Dr. Dude

Poultry Life


I’ve been standing here all damn day, working at the chicken plant in the very hot building.  They are too cheap to afford air conditioning for us people out on the lines, but they sure as hell ain’t too cheap to buy air-conditioning for the people sitting on their asses in the offices.  All they do is give us a stupid fan, and the only person that gets cool is the one standing next to it.  They won’t let you wear wife-beaters (undershirts).  My clothes are drenched in sweat.  It’s July, and believe me, it’s hotter than hell.  There are a bunch of dumb ass Mexicans all around my co-worker, Jay and me.  They are so annoying; they can’t speak a word of English!  They also talk too damn fast.  

To kill time, my buddy Jay and I bullshit or sing Guns N’ Roses songs, well, sometimes we sing some Meat Loaf or other stuff as well.  The job that Jay and I do at the plant is to draw the guts out of the chickens as they go by on the line, one out of every five with our hand.  It hurts your hand unless you use a handgrip like I do.  Jay looks down at a girl on the floor who is shooting a gun through the chickens’ assholes to open them up, so then the cutter can cut them with the air pressure scissors, and then of course, Jay, me, and three other people can do our job.  Jay points to the girl.

“Hey Ken, see that hot bitch down there?” asks Jay.

“Yeah, why?” I ask.

“I’d fuck the hell out of her, what about you man? Ha Ha?” asks Jay enthusiastically.

“Yeah sure, why not,” I chuckled, even though I could care less, I’m just killing time, that’s all.

“Damn, just look at that ass man! Wanna rape her man?” jokes Jay.

“Yeah, but I go first!”  I answer.

“Fuck you man, I brought it up, don’t make me beat your ass!” yells Jay.

“Shut the fuck up. What time are we gettin’ outta here tonight?” I ask.

“Last break, that fat bitch down there said 10:30,” Jay grins like the devil.

“You’re full of shit, Jay!”


We both stop talking, and I start thinking about something really crazy.  I start to think about how I could get back at the chicken plant for what they did to me a year ago.  I went home one after work and went to sleep and I couldn’t breathe.  I woke up gasping for air.  I was put in the hospital for 3 days, and I know that the company was responsible.

“You know something Jay, I’ve been wanting to get back to college again, but I don’t think that is possible because of what the chicken plant did to me a year ago.  I just thought of a bright idea though.”


“Oh yeah, and what’s that? You gonna rob a bank?”


“Exactly.” I answer.


“Bullshit,” says Jay.


“No, I’m serious,” I replied.


“Man, shut the fuck up!” yells Jay.


“No look, here’s the plan.  I’ve been thinking about this and planning it for a few weeks now.  It’s just that I’ve finally got it down perfect, so now I can tell you.  Do you know how those illegal sons of bitches live next door to me?” I ask.


“Yeah, so…” says Jay.


“So…I came up with a very good idea for a bank robbery, in fact, the best idea ever thought of so police or FBI or whoever would have no idea in hell who did it.” 


“Let it rip,” says Jay


“Huh,” I asked


“Let’s hear it!” Jay yells real loud into my ear.


“Anyway, These Mexicans own a Ford Explorer.  There are six adults that live in that house. So we have to round up four more people.  Here’s the plan, we break into their house at night and kidnap them and their Ford Explorer___” Jay interrupts me.


“Good, I know the perfect people for the job, they’re some friends of mine at home.  They’ve been in and out of jail and prison for stealing shit and drugs like myself,” says Jay.


“Great, okay, so we got the Ford Explorer, okay?” I ask.


Jay nods his head.


“Either you or me will drive the Explorer, and either you or me or your buddies will each drive separate cars.  We’ll drive an hour away to Joplin, Missouri to the bank.  We’ll be dressed in ski masks and black clothes with pillows and shit stuffed underneath.  To make it look like we are fat….” I continue on.  


“Sounds good, when can we start?” asks Jay.


“As soon as possible, but first we need some guns and bullet proof vests.”


“This friend of mine at home has all of that shit man!” says Jay.


“Great, let’s start next weekend, we’ll go to Joplin and view the area and take notes, then the next weekend will be the real deal!” 


“Fuck, you really are serious about this man, I sure hope your plan works, but I’m pretty sure it will though.  I just don’t wanna go back to prison again.  I’ve got my old lady at home and my five kids,” says Jay.


“Don’t worry, I know this will work.  I forgot, when we kidnap the Mexicans, we’ll have to be disguised when we go into their home too, and we’ll have to blind fold them too, so that they can’t see the person that will be driving their vehicle.”


“Okay man, this is giving me a hard on already,” replies Jay as I flip him off.
“Remember how I wanted to get back at the chicken plant?”


Jay nods his head


“Well, this is it, after we pull this thing off, there won’t be any Mexicans left to work here and the plant will have to be shut down.  When the cops find out where the Mexicans we kidnapped came from, they’ll assume that every illegal motherfucker in the plant is responsible for the robbery and they’ll get shipped back to Mexico!


“Shit, Ken, that’s the funniest damn thing I’ve ever heard.  Hey look!” yells Jay


“What? Alright, no more birds!” I said as I look at the clock to see that it is five minutes till 10:30.


“See, I told you it was 10:30 that we were gettin’ outta this shit hole.” Says Jay.


The chickens keep going by, as my eye is following the last bird hanging as it is slowing coming to my direction.  Awe at last, the last bird!  I pull the guts out of it, and hop off the line.  I stopped Jay.


“Jay, meet me at my house tomorrow at 10:00 a.m., okay?”


“You got it man!” replies Jay.

I see my supervisor walking toward me, and he pats me on the shoulder.  He speaks to me with a smile on his face.


“You did a good job today in here Ken!” says William proudly.


“Thanks dude.”


“Say, Ken, wanna stay for rework?” waits William.


“Nope, sorry, I’ve got some big plans for tomorrow.  I’m sorry man.” 


“All right, you gonna be here Monday?” asks William.


“Hell yeah, I’m always here!”

The next morning, it is a nice and bright sunny warm day.  10:00 a.m. gets around the corner.  I see Jay’s car pull in.  Jay honks his horn.  I look at my average looking girlfriend, Laura.  I kiss her on the cheek.  She has no idea about my plans about the bank.


“Bye,” I tell Laura.


“Why can’t I go with you two?  Oh, I know, you’re getting me a present, because we will have been together one year tomorrow, am I right?” asks Laura.


“Yeah, that’s right.  See ya later!” I think to myself, “Damn, it’s been a year?”


“I love you,” calls out Laura.


“I love you too.”


We get into Joplin and we sit at three different banks for an hour each and record the times the patrol cars circle around the banks.  We then find the perfect bank; it’s called Joplin West City Bank.  It’s perfect.  There is a direct route from that bank heading out of town, which leads to a bunch of heavily wooded areas, and so we finally mark our spot.


“Well, I guess this is it Ken, do you think we can pull this fuckin’ thing off?” asks Jay.


“No problem at all.”


“Well, you wanna go home now?” asks Jay.


“Umm, no, I forgot about Laura and I’s anniversary, I want to stop by the mall to Victoria’s Secret and get her something really sexy!”


“Whatever turns you on, man!” says Jay.

“Fuck you Jay!”

“Fuck You Ken.  Hey, I didn’t know that you two were married,” Jay remarks.

“We’re not, Laura just thinks we are, I don’t know, she’s just fucked in the head.”

“Well, do you want to marry her?” asks Jay.

“Fuck no, are you kiddin’ me, she’s ugly!  I deserve better than that fuckin’ bitch.”

“I got a confession to make to you.  My wife isn’t really my wife,” confesses Jay.

“What?”

“Yeah, all we do is just fuck an’ make babies.  Only we don’t mean to make babies, they just happen,” says Jay.

“Well, I guess that explains the six kids.”

“Fuck you!  We just don’t have time to get married cuz I’m always in and out of prison all the time.  When I get out, she and I are horny as hell, and fuck right then and there.  Hell, sometimes we even fuck in front of our kids,” says Jay.

“That’s fucked up dude!”

“This morning I woke up because my old lady was sucking my dick, and it wasn’t even hard.  Well, it looks like this is it, Victoria’s Secret.  You go on in, and I’ll wait here in the car, people might think we’re faggots or something,” says Jay.

I just gave him the “shut the fuck up look”, and got out of the car, and put my head back in.

“I’ll be right back, okay man?”

“Okay motherfucker, just hurry up!”

We returned home finally, and I have the shiny red box which is Laura’s gift lying in my lap. I start to get out of the car.


“I guess I’m going to go home and round up my boys.  We’ll talk it all over next week at work.  Then after work Friday, we’ll all meet at my house and discuss everybody’s job in this big hit,” says Jay.


“Sounds good.”


“No, it doesn’t sound good, it sounds just like a movie,” says Jay.


“No, a movie about a perfect bank robbery.”


“A movie about a perfect bank robbery from the fuckin’ genius Ken,” says Jay.


I laugh slightly.  

“Well, I’d better get inside, I can smell dinner cooking from out here, and I’m starving, so I guess I’ll see you later.”


“Yeah, my old lady got some fish fryin’ goin’ on back at home,” says Jay.


“Well, I see you later then.”


“Yeah, bye,” says Jay.


“Bye.”


I run inside with the gift, and see Laura sitting at a candle light dinner table in the dark kitchen.  There are glasses of wine sitting on the table as well.  The candle’s glow focuses on her.  I can see that she isn’t wearing any clothes.  The candle’s glow shines on her naked breasts.  She smiles at me.


“Honey, I’ve been thinking about it, and I think we should get married and have a baby!” says Laura.


“What in the hell? A baby? Married? Are you insane?”  The gift that I’m holding behind my back drops to the floor.  I like Laura and everything, but not enough to have a baby or even get married for goodness sakes!  I don’t even love her.  I just like her.  There’s a big difference between liking and loving!  She is okay in bed, but that’s about it!  Hell, the bitch doesn’t even brush her fucking teeth!  She’s missing all of her teeth but three or four!


“What, is that all I am to you Ken is a good Fuck?  Huh, is that all?  Well fuck you!  You’re a fucking Player!  You’re a fucking liar!  You’re just like all the other fuckin’ pricks out there!  Player! Player! Player!” yells Laura in anger and sobs as she throws her dinner plate and glass of wine at me.  She then starts stomping out of the house butt ass naked.


She turns around at yells out on the front step, “Why don’t you just go to hell you son of a bitch!” she yells.  I couldn’t help but laugh my ass off seeing her out side yelling like that butt ass naked.  The Mexicans next door are making perverted gestures at her too.  Laura sees that I’m looking at them laughing and turns around and flips them off pokes her middle finger into her vagina.


“I don’t ever want to see your white ass again!” yells Laura.


“Good, you go to hell too, see if I care!” I laugh.


Laura gets into her piece of shit beat up late 1970s station wagon and tries to start the engine, but it acts like it isn’t going to start.  I go inside and pick up her gift, finally, her car starts and pull out of the drive really fast and spins her back tires.


Damn, I’m glad that ugly bitch is leaving; there are plenty of other girls out there far better than her that would like some of my big cock!


“Hey, you forgot something!” I throw the gift at her windshield really hard.  She pokes her head out the window and flips me off.  I stand out the door and watch; she is speeding really fast.  She doesn’t know it, but I see a cop coming at the intersection.  His lights come on.  It’s only two blocks from the house.  He pulls her over.  Damn, this is going to be good, I wish I had a camcorder!  This is too good to be true!    

Moment’s later, he makes her naked ass get out of the car, and hand cuffs her and arrests her.  Looks like she’s going to be doing some time, indecent exposure, driving with an expired tag, suspended license, and I almost forgot about those empty beer bottles in the back seat.

“Blow job, I’ll give you a blow job, that is, if you don’t book me,” says Laura to the policeman through cracked window.

“I hope you know miss, I’m writing down everything you tell me,” replies the policeman in a calm voice.

“Faggot, you fucking faggot!” yells Laura as she tries to do the blowjob gesture but can’t because her hands are cuffed behind her, so she bops her head up and down.

The policeman writes that down too.

It is now the morning of the robbery.  I’m lying in bed asleep.  Jay is outside banging on the door, but I can’t hear him because I’m sound asleep.  All of a sudden, there is a big loud noise and I wake up.  It sounded like the door had been kicked down.  Five men enter the room.  They are all dressed in black with lots of pillows or something stuffed underneath. They also have on black ski masks on, with machine guns aimed right at me.

“Shit man, I thought we would scare the hell out of you Ken!” says Jay.

“Well, I guess it didn’t work.” 

“Well, we had better get this show on the road, right?” asks Jay.

“Yeah.”

“Well, here’s your disguise, now put the motherfucker on,” adds Jay.

I start putting on the outfit, as I start to think of what to say to my men.

“Okay.  Do you remember the first step to the plan?”

“Uh…Uh…umm…uh…I don’t know,” replies Jay.

“Oh my God.”

“Fuck you man, I’ve slept a few nights since then.  Look at you, you weren’t even ready when we got here.” Says Jay.

I am now all dressed and ready to go.

“Plan number one motherfuckers, we go next door and we knock.  Do not kick down the door; the police will be suspicious.  Make sure our ski masks are on, and we’ll all run in there and hold guns at them, okay?  Now let’s go!”

I go next door and knock.  A fat illegal alien answers the door.  Before he can even look outside, we all bust in there with our guns.

“Okay, everyone get the fuck down and shut the fuck up!” says one of Jay’s men.

A fat ugly Mexican lady is standing around looking stupid and making weird noises.

“I think he said get the fuck down you fat ugly cunt! You speak the English Bitch!” yells Jay at some fat lady.

“Okay, start taking off their clothes!”

Jay and our four other men start ripping off the Mexicans’ clothes.  The Mexicans are all screaming and sobbing.  I just stand there holding my machine gun, pointing it all over the place.  I then noticed my men taking off the Mexicans’ under garments.

“What in the fuck are you all doing?  I said their clothes, not their underwear! I don’t wanna see that, now come on!”

My men start putting the Mexicans’ under garments back on.

“Okay, now blind fold the mother fuckers and lets go!”

We then leave their one bedroom shack and walk them out to their Ford Explorer and we load them up in the back.  One man tries to fight back, but I knock him out cold with my machine gun’s arm.

“Okay, now everyone load up.”

My men start loading up in the Ford Explorer.

“What in the fuck are you morons doing?  You each are driving your own separate vehicles! Do you boneheads remember the plan at all?  Jesus Christ, don’t make me shoot you!”

Jay and the other four guys take off running to my house and they all get in their vehicles.  I climb into the Ford Explorer and pull out of the drive.

We are now at our drop off location just west of Joplin West City Bank.  We hid all of our vehicles are hidden real well in the woods.

“Okay boys, let’s load em’ up.”

We are now all loaded up in the Ford Explorer, and the Mexicans are still tied up in the back behind the back seat.  To fit those fat fucks back there, we had to put one seat down.  I see one Mexican sit up, it that damn fat bitch again.  I get mad and point my gun at her.

“Look bitch, this is your last chance, one more fuck up, and I’ll poke you with some lead!”  The fat Mexican lady shakes her head, and looks as if though she’s trying to see out her blind fold.

We’re now at the bank parked in the back parking lot.  I just sit there for a moment.

“What’s wrong Ken?” asks Jay.

“Nothing, I want you all to sit here for a few moments and think long and hard about what you’re going to do.  Then I want you to take a deep breath and exhale, okay?”

“Yes Drill Sergeant Sir!” yells Jay.

“Now Jay, this isn’t some bull shit game, this is for real man, now act serious!”

Jay flips me off.  I just shake my head thinking that he is a fucking idiot, and he might fuck this up for all of us.  Who knows, maybe he’ll pull through.

“Okay.  I want us all to take a moment of silence and pray, okay?”

“What in the fuck?” asks Jay.

“Shut the fuck up! Okay.  Our father who art in Heaven, how’d be thy name.  Thy kingdom come thy will be done on earth as it is in Heaven.  Give us this day our daily bread.  Forgive us our trespasses.  As we forgive those who trespass against us.  Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.  Thine is the kingdom, the power, and the glory forever.  Amen.”

“What the fuck was that for?” asks one of me and Jay's men.

“That’s so we don’t go to Hell if this thing doesn’t pull through.”

“I don’t have to worry about it, because I’m goin’ to Hell anyway,” remarks Jay.

I then look over to one of our men. 

“Little Billy Bob, you have the honor of being our getaway driver, since you are “Mr. Lawn Mower Racer Man”, okay?  I just want you to sit here in the driver’s seat and point your gun at these stupid fuckers back there.  If they make any move or noise at all, beat the fuck out of them with gun’s arm.  Okay?”

“Okay, but why can’t I just shoot them?” asks Little Billy Bob.

“Because stupid, someone will hear it, and we will go to hell when we die for murder.”

Billy Bob shakes his head very stupid like.  The guy looks like he’s on crack or something, hell you’d have to be to race lawn mowers.

“Okay men, let’s do it!  I sure hope these bullet proof vests work.”

We jump out of the Explorer and we run through the alley, and around the front of the bank.  I stop in front of the bank entrance.

“What the fuck are you doing Ken?” asks Jay.

“I don’t know.  I just can’t do it.  I changed my mind, I ___”

“Get the Fuck in there you pussy!” yells Jay.  Jay kicks my butt with his foot, and I fall through the door.  All of my men run over me as they jump into the bank.  I get back up and run in as well.  I see a woman reaching for a button on the counter.

“Don’t even think about it bitch!” I yell in my best Mexican accent.

The woman starts putting cash on the table as fast as she can while shaking like a hurricane.

“What the hell are you doing, the safe bitch, the safe!”

“I don’t have authorization or a password to open it for you!” remarks the woman.

“Well who does?”

“The bank president sir!” replies the woman.

“Then get him! Now!”

“I have to call him in his office,” says the woman.

She starts to dial the phone, and I jerk it out of her hands.

“What, did you think I was born yesterday?  Give me the fuckin’ phone!”

I press the hang up button.

“Now give me the extension!”

“213,” replies the woman.

“Thank you.”

The phone answers and someone picks it up.

“Hello?” answers a cowboy-accented man.

“Yeah, Mr. President, we’re here to rob your bank, how are you doing today?”

“Fine,” replies the president.  

“I need you to get your ass down here right now and open the safe for me.  I’m giving you exactly 3 seconds to get your ass out here or I start blowing brains out.  3…2…1…”

I hold up the gun and hold the trigger, and I see the president enter the lobby.  The president just stands there dumbfounded.

“What the hell, open the safe clown!  Jesus Christ!  Oh shit, I’m sorry God!”

As the president is opening the safe, I look around the entire lobby.  My men are doing a good job paying attention to all the people in the bank.

“Okay, have any of you in this bank seen the movie heat?  Like Robert De Niro said, “Do not worry about your money.  Your money is insured by the fuckin’ Federal Government.””

The safe is now open.  I then point to Jay.

“Hey amigo, get your fuckin’ ass over here.  Let’s go get our green.”

We enter the safe.  There is money everywhere, loads and loads of it.  We brought four duffle bags with us.  We thought that would be one too money, but now I think we need more.

“Amigo, looks like we hit a mini-Fort Knox.” I said as Jay and I stash the loads of plastic wrapped blocked hundred dollar bills as fast as we can.  After we got all four bags filled up, we start to run of the bank.  I throw one of the bags to one of the other men.  I decided that they would get about a third of the money.  Jay and I get the most, because it was our idea.

We are out of the bank, and we can here police sirens very faintly from a few miles away.

We get in the Ford Explorer and we haul ass to our drop off point.

We are now in the woods at the drop off point.  We start stripping down to our street clothes.  Now we open up the back of the vehicle and force the Mexicans out onto the ground.  We remove the padding from our clothes really quick.  I hand the padding and the blindfolds from the Mexicans to Jay and he puts them in the trunk of his car underneath his spare tire.  We all begin putting our disguise clothing and bulletproof vests on those fat ass Mexicans.  We struggled with the fat bitch, but finally got her disguise on, I think the crotch ripped on hers though.

“Okay, Jay, since you’re the fuckin’ mechanic, you go underneath their vehicle and drain the oil out of it, okay dude?”

“Gotcha man!” replies Jay.

After jay finishes the job underneath their vehicle, I hand throw the Mexicans there keys.  They just stand there looking like dumb asses.

“Okay everybody, get the fuck out of here, lets go back home!”

I get in Jay’s car, and the other men get in their car and leave, while the stupid Mexicans are still standing there.  We haul ass out of there and out of Joplin.

“Yeah, we did it man, we did mother fucker, we did. Ha Ha, yeah Ken! How much money are we bringing home?” yells Jay.


“I did a quick count as I was bagging the money, some where around 2.5 million!  I left the other guys 1.25 million!” 


“Ha! Yes, Ha! Ha!  We are the richest men alive, fuck that bitch Laura Ken, you can have any slut bitch hoe you want now, you could have Pam Anderson!” says Jay.


“No I can’t. Kid Rock has her!” 


We make it home safe and sound.  Jay and I stop by the store and buy a case of beer and we go to my house.  We advised the four other men that were with us to go on back home in case the cops go to my illegal neighbor’s house to investigate the robbery.

I sit down and turn on the TV.


“Hi there I’m Lisa Johnson Of KOAM channel 7 news, reporting live from Joplin West City bank.  As you have seen here earlier today, the bank was robbed by a gang of illegal Mexicans wearing “fat suits” to make themselves look fat.  They would’ve had a clean getaway, but experienced car trouble just outside of town.  Ten thousands dollars was found, but the rest of the money is gone.  The Police assume that a bystander might have taken the money, or there was a third party pickup.  The police investigation continues…”


“Well, what do you think?” asks Jay.


“I think they’ll never know who did it as long as we keep our fucking mouths shut.  We’ll just start back to work Monday as usual like nothing happened.”


The following Monday, we go back to work as usual to make it look like everything was normal.  We are just standing there doing our job, and then the cops come in, and Jay and I start to freak out.  The cops start grabbing the Mexicans and hand cuffing them and walking them out of the plant. 


“Oh thank God, that was a close one.”


“Yeah, no shit,” says Jay.

Moments later, all the lines in the plant shut down and all the Mexicans are all gone.


“We are terribly sorry, but there isn’t going to be any work around here for quite some time, every Valentine worker (illegal Mexicans) in all the plants in the company have been deported back to Mexico as a result of the bank robbery at Joplin Missouri this past weekend.  There is not enough employees to run any of the plants anymore, don’t worry everyone here at the company is entitled to unemployment benefits.  In a couple of months, all the company products will be gone from stores as well.  All the Kentucky Fried Chickens will be shut down too, since they carry our chicken.  Again I’m sorry, and I hope each and everyone of you enjoyed working here,” says the female voice on the intercom.

The End.
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