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​Introduction
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INSPIRATION COMES WHEN you least expect it and sometimes you find a well that just keeps giving and giving.  I had a period in the summer of 2003 where I was listening to the Rocky Horror Picture Show soundtrack every day at work.  It was an incomplete copy, downloaded and burned, but the songs that were on it, I played them over and over that summer.  And as I drove to work, blasting “Science Fiction Double Feature” or “Sweet Transvestite”, words and phrases began to leap out at me, demanding my attention as possible story titles.  Three of those phrases, “Terrible Thrills”, “Satanic Mechanic” and “Baby Pink Lipstick” survived the storm of ideas in my head and became real stories. 

If you get half as much enjoyment from reading these stories as I did writing them, well then that’s not too bad at all, is it?

Thanks for taking the time on this very indulgent project.

—CDM.
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(for Fulbright and Brown)

Track One: The Murder

"TERRIBLE THRILLS," the CD cover announced.  "Horrible Halloween Sound Effects Sure to Thrill You, Chill You, and Keep You Up All Night."  There were two tracks.

Chris put the CD in his player and pushed PLAY, put the player in his window, and waited for the trick-or-treaters to show up.

The CD started quiet, and if Chris hadn't been listening, he wouldn't have been sure anything was coming out at all.  But he heard it, just there, in the back.  Breathing.  Further away, metal clinked against metal.

Whoever was breathing let go a hitch, like they were trying to control their crying, and then Chris heard it.  She wasn't breathing, she was whining, very high and in the back of her throat.  Her voice was nearly gone from crying and screaming.  And being strapped to a pole with her arms above her head so she could hardly catch a decent breath didn't help.

The doorbell rang and Chris leapt up, grabbed the candy bowl, and opened the door.

A small group of early starters stood huddled on his porch, bags at the ready, chanting the way children have, never really falling in all together, "Trick or treat."  Chris made a comment about their scary costumes, then tossed a candy bar into each bag.  They all said, "Thank you," and Chris closed the door as they were turning to step off the porch.

He sat back down and listened again to the CD.

The man wheeling the tray sneered and uttered something Chris couldn't make out, but the evil grin on the man's face was unmistakable.  Chris felt his heart thud in his chest, wondering what the man was going to do to with the instrument he picked up.  It was like a—.

The doorbell rang again and Chris hopped up and dragged his attention to the kids on his porch.  After doling out the treats, he returned to his chair.

The man was pressing his blade into the woman's skin, slowly, and just the tip.  The woman was grunting in the back of her throat, desperate not to scream, not to give him the satisfaction.  But that blade was moving; not really pressing into her skin, rather moving slowly through it.  And the ease with which he was doing it made it hurt worse.  Of all the things he'd done to her tonight, this probably hurt more than all of them.

The doorbell rang again.

When he returned, Chris turned the CD player away from the window, turned it down a little, and moved up next to the speaker.

The man removed the blade and the woman let out her breath in a huge rush.  He giggled.  Her head lolled sideways, and her eyes moved up to his face and she asked, "Why?"

Chris sat up.

Had he been seeing this, or only hearing it?  And if he was only hearing it, how was he filing in the rest of the details.  He tried to think and remember what he'd actually heard, and what his mind had added.

Naturally, he'd only heard the woman's breathing, the instruments, then the woman making some noise in her effort not to scream.  But where did the rest come from?  He realized he'd even been about to name the man.

On the CD, the woman said, "Please, Edward.  Please stop."

Edward.  That's exactly what Chris was about to name him.  Had she already said it earlier and Chris let it slip through his mind?  He had been getting up every few minutes for the trick-or-treaters.  She must have mentioned it before and he forgot.

The doorbell rang and Chris ignored it.  He got up and shut off the porch light.  The doorbell rang again, but he was already sitting with his ear to the speaker.  After a few seconds, the footsteps went down his porch steps and vanished up the sidewalk to the next house.

Chris listened.

Edward looked at the girl and grinned—but how did Chris know this?—then reached up and grabbed her by the throat.  He squeezed.  Her eyes bulged and she tried to cough, but Edward's grip was too tight.  Spit gathered on her lips.  Her eyes bulged.  Her face was red.  With his free hand, Edward sliced off one of her nipples.  She didn't have enough strength or breath to scream.

Alice—that was her name, Chris was sure of it—made some gurgling sound, trying to cough, trying to force air through her throat despite Edward's iron hands.  Then he let go and she collapsed, pulling the restraints taut, hanging halfway down the pole he'd strapped her to.  Alice glanced up.  There was T-bar at the top of the pole.  That's what Edward had strapped her to and if she could just . . . no, she saw that even getting the straps off the bar, she'd still be wrapped around the pole.  She wasn't going to get out of here, not until Edward was finished with her, and she knew she'd be dead by then.  The pain in her nipple drowned out most of the other pain in her body now.

She struggled to get her feet under her again.  At least then she'd be able to breathe.

Edward slapped her.  Her eyes opened and she lifted her head, more aware now.  Edward held up a curling iron.  The red light in the handle was glowing.

"Shh," Edward said.  He put the hot metal against her nipple.

She leapt backward, struggling in her restraints like an animal in a trap, trying to move, to get away, to just stay alive long enough for him to stop.  But Edward grabbed her body and held her tight so her struggles were small and insignificant.

He let her go again, vanished, and when he came back into view, he was rolling a television up close to her.

"Watch this," he said.  He turned on the screen and Alice was horrified to see herself.  The quality was bad, the light was barely there, but it was enough to know what was happening.  She couldn't see him, but she knew she was watching herself on top of Tony.  She knew that because Tony liked her on top.  Edward preferred her in the submissive and he never let her get on top.  But Tony loved it, and Edward had somehow got it on tape.

At least now she understood why he was doing this.  But how far would it go?  Would he really kill her?  She'd thought it just a second ago, but would he really?  He would almost have to, wouldn't he?  He couldn't do all the things he'd done to her tonight and just let her go.

"This is my favorite part," Edward said.  She watched herself in the middle of an orgasm, whining and writhing on Tony.  "You really like what he's got, don't you?" Edward asked.

Alice watched the screen.  Edward stepped in front of her, punched her in the face and yelled, "I said you really like what he's got, don't you?"

She nodded her head.  No point in lying, was there?

"Well, if you like it so much, you might as well have it," he said.  She didn't see where he pulled it from, but something hit her in the face.  He held it up for her to see.  It hung limp in his fingers, shriveled and hairy.

All doubts she had about how far Edward would go were wiped away
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