
        
            
                
            
        

    

PREACHER BY DAY,

PREDATOR BY NIGHT . . .

In a van he
christened the Meat Wagon, Cecil Biggs cruises the shadowy streets
and back alleys of Southern California on the prowl for victims.
Young or old. Male or female. Makes no difference. Black, white,
Hispanic. Makes no difference. So long as he’s able to lure them
with dope or cash—and haul them back to his dungeon of depravity.

For fans of Dean
Koontz, Shirley Jackson, Jack Ketchum, Thomas Harris, et al., and
prefer their horror fiction raw and real—with a slice of twisted
humor.


A Few Positive Responses from a Fistful

of Awesome Critics!


Lustmord:


Anatomy of a Serial Butcher

 



“Great
book. Dark—yes. Grotesque—certainly. And the writing is
excellent. Character & dialogue, is as real as it gets. A
terrifying, non-putdownable horror.”


—Jeff Bennington, K-B Review

 



“Kirk
Alex writes with a rare flair for the genre.”


—Goodreads

 



 




Praise for:


Hard Noir, Holiday


Edgar “Doc” Holiday Thriller #4

 



“Living
up to its title, this hard-edged PI epic dives into desert darkness
and action.”


—BookLife

 



“So
disgusting, so entertaining.”


—BookBub

 



 




Murder, mayhem, organ theft,


illegal dog fights and more . . .

 



“Hard
Noir, Holiday by Kirk Alex is the 4th installment of the Edgar
“Doc” Holiday Private Investigator Mystery series. This time Doc
and his friends are in Arizona when they are faced with the murder of
a family member. It takes everything in their arsenal to find out who
is behind it. Not for the faint of heart.”


—Denim*n*Diamonds
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. . if you want a raw, dark in-your-face good read . . . go for it.”
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was a zoo ride! All of the characters were well written and you
find yourself unable to put the book down! You might even find it a
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his next book! Extremely entertaining. A whole lot of violent, and
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Biggs was in the
basement. Having spent the day and the greater part of the
evening in bed, he felt rested up and ready for some action. Had his
rubber boots on, yellow slicker, hard hat with light on top, goggles.
He had Marvin Muck go in the Fun Room and bring the fifty-foot
electrical extension cord out and plug it in the socket in the wall
by the staircase. Biggs was cautious to hold the two exposed wires
not only in separate hands, but well apart.

He was on elbows and
knees on the door over the pit, right eye glued to a hole the size of
a silver dollar somewhere near the center, checking out the vics
below: Terri Denise Klopp and Dixie Osgood.

 



Brunette-haired,
nineteen-year-old Terri remained motionless, head hung down, eyes
closed, floating in the water at about chin level. He and Marvin had
nabbed this one in that Valencia parking lot one evening. Lumber
City cashier. Cunt was tall, large-boned and blue-eyed. Had
blond hair until Cecil had her dye it. She had expressed a fondness
for grass and nose candy. Dust. Toot. Blow. What else was new?
They had picked her up a little over a month ago and she had been
kept in the pit (for most of that time) as punishment for kicking
Biggs in the groin once and for throwing ammonia in Muck’s face,
not to mention the two escape attempts, and she had lost a
considerable amount of weight due to her own stubbornness and
outright refusal to eat the jambalaya that was offered.

And now here she was,
pulling another stunt, and Cecil was about tired of her.

“Time to make room
for fresh pussy,” said Biggs. Took a gander at the other heifer.
From Georgia. Southern Belle. Seemed to be doing okay. At least she
wasn’t trying to con him.

 



Biggs took the exposed
wire in his left hand and ran it through one of several other holes
and stuck it in the water, while searching out the metal collar on
Terri’s neck by the wire in his right hand. It wasn’t easy
getting to the collar. Took some effort and strong sense of purpose.

 



Finally, once he
connected, saw hint of a spark or two, he stayed with it and
witnessed her do a spaz-like number, in that she jerked about
as the others before her had. Made Cecil grin. Had known it all
along: the Klopp cunt had been faking it. Too bad. Made no
difference. He’d had his fill of her. Besides, if he waited any
longer there would hardly be any meat left on her bones to even feed
Marvin’s fancy rats. He looked up. Said to Muck:

“How do you like
that? Was I right? I get these bitches.”

“Ho should know
better by now,” said Marvin. “Trusty got the IQ. Cain’t hardly
outsmart Trusty.”

Biggs suspected Base
was being a wise-ass. Let it go. Was back with his eye to the hole in
the door, playing around with the wire in his right hand. The wire
eventually scraped against the metal collar on the victim’s neck
and sparks flew. The bitch bounced around some more down there.
Screamed out. Begging.

“You’re CTD,
cunt,” said Biggs, and withdrew the wire. “She’s
Circling the Drain.”

He didn’t want her to
die just yet. Had Marvin pull the cord out of the wall. To keep
shocking her would have finished her off too soon. Dixie seemed in
shock herself—from merely having witnessed what the other went
through. That worked for him. Let them get the message. Kept them in
line. Kept them from scheming.

 



He unlocked the lid
over the pit. Lifted it open. Told Muck to haul Terri out of there
and carry her to the Fun Room. Biggs swung the door back over the
pit. Hooked the lock through the hasp, but did not lock it.

As hurt and confused as
she was, Terri Denise Klopp surmised what awaited her was far
worse—and she was not a willing participant. She did not wish to go
anywhere, let alone to a section of the dungeon Cecil Biggs referred
to as the “Fun Room.”

 



Muck dragged her in.
Biggs followed. Took over. Grabbed her by the cuffs. On the cement
floor was that free-standing copper Victorian era type of slipper
style bathtub with claw feet that had been bolted to the floor. Tub
had a brass, rim-mounted gooseneck spout and hand shower and was
heavily dented and scarred and stained with grime and crud consisting
of bits of skin and scalp, stray tooth or two; enough fresh and
not-so-fresh blood from previous torture sessions with previous
victims. He saw to it that the rubber stopper was in place, the drain
sealed tight.

“You sure ho be CTD,
Cecil?”

“Do your part.”


[image: null]



221

Biggs indicated
the customized torture board hanging from hooks in that section of
the wall to the left of the metal cabinet. Devoid of hinges or
knob, the board had been fashioned from a conventional door and
featured six eyebolts that had been screwed into it: two at top
corners, two at approximately the halfway point, and the remaining
couple at bottom corners. Heavy-duty sections of nylon rope dangled
from each eyebolt. In addition to the rope restraints, handcuffs had
been secured next to the eyebolts at the top. There was a shackle
each at near the bottom corners. Locked to a corner eyebolt was a
bicycle chain, the other end of which was secured to one of the tub’s
claw feet.

Across the back of the
torture board, a foot from the top, were three iron hoops that made
it possible to hang the door in this manner from the trio of iron
hooks in the wall.

“I say she’s CTD,”
said Biggs, “and she’s CTD.”

Not that Marvin was
thrilled. Waste of good tang. Ho still had her some good tang left.
Muthafuckin’ Vagina Killa gonna do what he gonna do. Kept it
to himself. Instead, mentioned about the chain.

“Gonna have to unlock
it, if I was to take the door down.”

Cecil did that for him.
Muck placed the heavy and cumbersome torture board directly over the
tub lengthwise, the end with the cuffs over the backrest (that was
situated on the same side of the room that the cabinet was on). The
woman had not stopped resisting. Refused to accept her fate.

“Get out of the way,”
said Biggs to Base. Shoved Marvin aside. Reached inside the gray
metal cabinet for the claw hammer. Marvin stepped back. No choice.
Winced, as Cecil gave the woman a shot to the head with the hammer.
Another shot to the face settled her down.

“That’s how that’s
done,” said the Bishop, and proceeded to lay the quivering Lumber
City checker across the torture board. “I want her on her
belly.”

The deacon gave him a
hand with her. Muck shackled her ankles at one end, while Biggs was
at the other end of the board handcuffing the victim’s wrists to
either corner.

 



Sometimes cuffing cunts
and assholes was simpler, quicker, especially when the victim did not
have thick wrists to cause problems. This one certainly didn’t. The
hammer blows to the noggin had dazed her enough, and yet there she
was, like so many before her, unwilling and/or unable to come to
terms with her fate: thrusting that bare ass from side to side, up
and down—and all other ways. Twisted her wrists, yanked, did what
she could to jerk her legs and feet about at the other end. None of
it would do her much good. Blood oozed from her face.

“Now go get that cunt
Dixie in here. I want her to see who runs the show.”

“She just seen you
shock this ho. Don’t it be enough?”

“No,” said Biggs.
“It don’t be enough.”

Marvin was about to
step through the door to carry out the order.

“Hey. What do you
say?”

Marvin stopped. Looked
at him.

“Hate the Sin, Not
the Sinner,” said Biggs.

Marvin shook his head.
Said:“Shit.” Then: “You the boss, hoss.”

“Say it,” insisted
Cecil.

“Hate the Sin, Not
the Sinner.”

“What’s being
accomplished here?”

“Filthy ho gettin’
they punishment.”

“No, not ‘ho.’
Fornicators. Go on. Get her.”
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Marvin walked to
the pit. Mumbled something about “Filthy fornicatin’ ho bein’
punished by the Lord” while removing the lock.

Thought to add “Hate
the Sin, Not the Sinner” line. Heard Betty Lou and her daughter
Mildred Elizabeth echo same from within the Geek Cell. He lifted the
door open. Helped Dixie Osgood climb out of the water. Held onto her
handcuffed wrists in back while he closed the door over the pit and
made sure it was locked.

Dixie Osgood was
shivering, cold. Bitch be scared, too. Marvin thought he had
something he could warm her up wiff. Sho nuff. Truck load of
hot fuckin’ chowder. Only there don’t be no time to mess wiff her
now. Cecil be waitin’.

 



He brought her to the
Fun Room. A ball-gag was shoved in her mouth by the Bishop, who saw
to it that the leather strap in back was good and tight. He un-cuffed
one of her wrists and secured the free handcuff to a chain in the
wall to the right of this door. Tossed Marvin a couple of keys.

“Now, go to the
Mattress Room and bring Dione ‘Divine’ in here.”

“I could tap
some of this here PAWG, me. Put some hard meat in her ass.”

“Get Dione,”
said Biggs.

Marvin Muck left the
room.
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Biggs had his
groin out and was stroking himself. Smacked his lips, while
focusing on Terri Denise Klopp’s grimy buttocks. He eyed Dixie
Osgood briefly. Took in the bloodshot eyes and tears that cascaded
down her face, accompanied by sounds she made through the ball-gag.

Ordinarily he would
have done away with the gag. He preferred the noise, histrionics,
screaming, violent shaking and pleading. It was too late in the
evening for it, he supposed. Besides, Terri Denise Klopp was making
plenty enough noise on her own. He hadn’t bothered to gag her.

 



A struggling, defiant
Dione Aragon was yanked inside the Workshop-cum-Fun Room.

“Ho was standin’ on
the coffee table. Bangin’ on the board on the window wiff her fist,
carryin’ on an’ shit.”

“That right?”

“Broke the coffee
table, too. Can’t trust no ho. Only ain’t no reason to smoke her
ass. Ho got good trim left, even wiff that fucked up face.”

Seeing what was being
done to the victim secured to the tub, Dione could not help the
following: urine trickled down her leg, as it did down Dixie
Osgood’s. Fear brought it on, perpetual fear.

“Bring her over
here.”

Marvin dragged the
victim to where the Bishop stood. Turned over the two keys.

“I foresee Pit
Therapy in your future,” said Biggs. “Get me? You had your notice
and were aware of the consequences. You can’t be trusted. Trust is
everything. Trust.”

“Heard that, ho?”
said Marvin. “Trust be everything wiff Trusty Lusty.”

 



Biggs unlocked the cuff
on one of Dione’s wrists. Backhanded her, hard, so that she
staggered back, reeling against Dixie Osgood.

“Handcuff her to the
other cunt.”

While Marvin carried
out the order, Biggs picked up a bucket. Slid the torture board away
from the side of the tub that the spout was on. Filled the bucket
with water. He walked back to the handcuffed duo. Swung the bucket so
that about one third splashed Dixie Osgood, another third Dione
Aragon.

“We like our victims
clean, don’t we, Free Ride?”

“Clean trim, dirty
trim,” said Muck, “make’ no difference to this nigga.”

Biggs stood over Terri
Denise Klopp, splashing what remained of the water on her backside,
and was able to get more than enough of the grime and residue from
the pit off. He reached for a jar of Astroglide in the cabinet. Lubed
Terri Denise Klopp’s crapper tunnel. Tossed the jar to Marvin.
Marvin stood there, looking at him.

“Get Dixie Osgood.”

Marvin remained
standing. Unsure he heard right.

“Want to tap that,
don’t you?”

“You the boss,
Cecil.”

“I want to see that
black python fill her tight dumper. Want to see the cunt scream out
in pain while you pound her.”

The sidekick didn’t
need to be told again.

 



Even though Biggs was
through with his piece and had shoved his groin back inside his fly
and zipped up, he stood there squeezing himself while watching Marvin
Muck shag the shit out of the cunt’s shitter. Man knew how to fuck.
Had to hand it to him. Loser was useless in every other way, but he
sure knew how to bang his bitches. Too bad he didn’t have Muck’s
length or circumference. Made him feel damned inadequate witnessing
the action.
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Marvin was done.
Spent. Cecil had to remind him to zip up.

“Turn this one on her
back.”

Marvin snapped out of
his daze. Zipped his fly and staggered over.

“I want her on her
back. I want her to see what’s coming up.”

Marvin had had to bend
over to reach the far edge of the torture board with his right hand,
while gripping the edge against his waist with his left. He was about
to flip the board this way, without a thought to releasing the victim
first.

“What are you doing?”
said Biggs to him.

The sidekick looked at
Cecil.

“Said to turn the
ho over.”

“That must have been
some piece of ass. Because apparently it wiped out what few brain
cells you had left. Don’t turn the board over with her cuffed to
it. Let go of the board. Un-cuff her.”

“What wiff?”

Biggs unlocked the
handcuffs himself, the shackles. Stepped back.

“Now turn her over.
Not the board, her only.”

Marvin did this.
Handcuffed her back up: legs spread apart, ankles secured to separate
corners. Same was accomplished at the other end with her wrists.

“That’s fine. I’m
damned proud of you.”

“Yo,” said
Muck. “Ain’t got to be proud a nothin’.”

“What are you
grousing about now? What is it?”

“Coulda had these
hoe’ makin’ us some jack. Had our own ho business —”

“Yeah, like you had
that time pimping out those two underage cunts on Hollywood Boulevard
for crystal meth. Coupla bucks here/coupla bucks there. You’re
small-time. Always will be.”

“Coulda had us
somethin’ better. Call it Rent-A-Ho, or Rent-A-Bush.
Outcall. Be listed in Beverly Hill’ Yellow Page’ as dinner
date’. I knowed some bruthas be makin’ nothin’ but bank
doin’ it that way. Them rich Hollywood mofo be payin’ top
dolla for tang.”

“Rent-A-Bush,
huh? Rent-A-Ho? Are you for real? Know how fast you’d get
busted? This isn’t 50’s LA. Lookit how fast they nailed the
Hollywood Madam.”

“Don’t matter,”
said Marvin. “I ain’t no Hollywood Madam. Got the touch, me.”

“Sure you do,” said
Biggs. “Everything you touch turns to excreta.”

“Say what?”

“Forget it.”
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Terri Denise Klopp
was coming to. Her vision faded in in time to see Cecil Omar
Biggs don a stained rubber apron and pick up a Black & Decker
chainsaw with an eighteen-inch blade.

Blood continued to flow
from the gashes in her head, down the end of the torture board at her
feet and into the tub or onto the floor. Cecil adjusted the door so
that most of the blood would flow into the tub. The woman had
regained her senses to the point that she was able to jerk about and
implore to be spared.

“Please, don’t!
Please! Nnnooooo! Please, don’t!”

She was in and out of
it, the head wounds causing her vision to blur even now as the buzz
of the chainsaw in Biggs’ hands made it clearly obvious what was
about to happen to her.

Biggs was pleased about
that. Had Muck tear a strip of duct tape off a roll and stand by with
it. Biggs brought the Black & Decker blade down
against the side of the woman’s neck and allowed it to carve in
above the collar bone, away from the carotid artery, and watched
blood appear and flow. Some of it ending up on the cement floor of
the Fun Room, leaving him in dismay. He wanted her blood inside the
tub. He had plans for it.

 



Dixie and Dione found
it impossible to take. The shaking and screaming started. Retching
followed. Dione dropped, passing out. Dixie was there soon enough
herself.

“Turn up the stereo,”
said Biggs. “Do it.”

The stereo was on the
top shelf in the metal cabinet. Marvin popped a Run DMC cassette in
and cranked the volume up. Full blast.

“Turn that shit
off. You know I hate hip-hop. Put Little Richard on, or James Brown.
I want to hear some James Brown. Rick James or Steppenwolf will do.”

“Take it easy, home’.
Got it under control. Yo.”

Muck stuck a James
Brown cassette into the cassette player. James Brown, the Godfather
of Soul, was feeling good and said so.

As far as Cecil was
concerned, the next step would be much tougher to pull off, but he
needed the spatter to be pronounced and was not willing to stop until
he accomplished it. He moved the blade away from this area of the
neck and raised it a bit higher, holding it inches away from the
carotid artery. Reminded Marvin once again that he would have to slap
the duct tape on her not long after the cut, or else they risked
losing her altogether. That would be too soon and too easy for this
particular ballbuster. He didn’t want her dead, only bleeding. Then
he decided against it for the time being.

Biggs positioned the
chainsaw blade down there at her feet. Pressed the blade against the
toes on the woman’s right foot. The blade cut through bone like a
hot knife slicing through shortening. Toes dropped off. First the big
toe, then the rest. He did the same with the other foot: one toe at a
time. Watched as the woman jerked around, screaming with everything
she had. The copper tub had quite a bit of her blood in it by now. It
was great. Biggs’ cock was definitely in the process of reaching a
state of arousal. Man, he might have to stop to go again. Meds
weren’t getting in the way this time.

Sometimes that shit
made it impossible to reach erection mode. Well, not here, not now.
No way. The blood excited him beyond his dreams. This cunt is
fantastic.
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He was back at the
end where her head was. Couldn’t help himself. If you wanted
spatter, if you craved true and real and fabulous spatter,
no place was better than the neck. Right up against her neck.
Inched the spinning teeth ever closer. More wailing and twisting on
her part, more blood flowed into the tub. It was fine, but hardly
enough. The neck; you had to go for the neck. Not to kill, not to
sever the head, but to see the red spray and the vic denote abject
terror. Grim Reaper was knocking on her door. Fear of the Grim Reaper
was second to none. Joy to witness. His erection was holding up
nicely as a result.

“You ready?” said
Biggs.

Muck shook his head.
All he was good for. Being negative. Never mind the punk, thought
Biggs. Can’t let anything spoil your fun. He lowered, then
ever-so-cautiously pressed the saw blade against her neck. The metal
teeth cut into the carotid. Spray was wondrous. Blood all over his
hard hat, goggles and face, walls and floor of the Fun Room. He
licked some of it off his lips. His taste buds didn’t care for it.
Too bad. Blood was good for you.

“Seal it,” said
Biggs. “Stop it. Plug it up.”

Marvin was clumsy, but
managed. Stop-gap. It would do.

 



Christ, why hadn’t
he shown the brass to live out his fantasies years before? Go all
out? Should have/could have. Repression was not healthy. Could have
been the greatest, the best serial Slaughter King of them all. Yes,
had killed now and then, here and there, but never gone all out like
he was doing now.

Fuck chubby Gacy
and Mama’s Boy Eddie Gein; fuck that queer Corona,
fuck that transvestite Norman Bates. Flops and retards. He
could have been better. He was better. Straight, too. A man. That set
him apart right there. Liked his pussy straight. No dressing up like
a bitch like Ed Wood; no wearing of silk panties and high heels, no
matter that J.J. did his best to turn him out. No. None of that
shit for Cecil O. Biggs.

Sure, he and Marvin
plowed the occasional male culo as payback. Nothing more to
it. Got their shitters reamed as youngsters and could do nothing
about it at the time. This was their way of fucking society right
back in their rectums. Fitting. It was fitting. No real joy in it.
Not in a carnal way, nope. Only as vengeance. Merely as revenge.
Vengeance carried weight. Don’t let anyone tell you different.
Vengeance was the only true God. Vengeance and the mighty
dollar.

 



But that was all right.
He would catch up. There was time. Brother Trusty would help
him get there. Haunted house was taking in plenty until the lawsuits
shut him down. For the time bing. No matter. He would be the biggest
and baddest of them all. None of these cocksuckers had his brains,
his IQ. Manson was a dumb-shit hillbilly punk like Marty Roscoe. None
of them could touch the Bishop. They didn’t have his guts or his
smarts; his cunning and panache. That’s funny, though, he thought:
Got plenty of guts around here, for sure. I’m worth half a million,
at least. Own my own two-story chamber of kicks and thrills, a Rolls
and a Cad. Money in the bank and cash stashed away that nobody
knows about. Satan is a drag queen, and J.C. never existed. The
pentagram is for queers and other degenerates.
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He stood back,
wanting to take it all in, just wanting to watch. What would he
do next? His groin expanded inside his trousers. Just as stiff as a
moment ago. And this was something he could not continue to ignore.
He shut the chainsaw off. Lowered it.

“Get these two
bitches out of here. I think they got the message. I want to be
alone for a while. I want it quiet. A man can’t hear himself
think anymore.”

“Mattress Room?”

“Huh?”

“Take the hoe’ to
the Mattress Room?”

“No,” said Biggs.
“Dione Divine earned herself time in the pit. The other one goes in
the Abattoir.”

“Southern Belle?”

“Dixie Osgood, the
Southern Belle. Yes.”

“Ho could end up like
ice in there.”

“You said before.”

“Could be a crowd in
there. You know you got them two other hoe’ hangin’ on hook’:
Connie Higgin’ and the fit ho. Sandra Hargrove, or somethin’ like
that.”

“Harcourt. Sandra
Harcourt. Aerobics instructor.”

“That be the one.”

“Chain her to the
wall in there, then. Put a metal collar on her, a chain leash.”

Muck grabbed a metal
collar from the cabinet, a leash. Attached them to the victim using
the proper size lock.

“Go in the clothes
closet and pick up a blanket,” said Cecil. “Give it to her.”

“Bangin’ pussy be
cold as ice cube’ don’t be no fun.”

“On second thought,
it’s too early to have her succumb. She’s got mileage left.
Forget the blanket. Find her something modest to wear, instead. Turn
her over to Miss Betty. She’ll know how to deal with her—without
taking her out.”

“That be worst yet,”
said Muck.

“Never happy, never
satisfied. That’s you.”

“That evil granny
gonna do a number on her. Young ho don’t be good for nobody, then.
You know Betty hate’ good-lookin’ young bitches like this,
especially when they don’t be pregnant and can’t give her a baby
to kill.”

“She earned Miss
Betty’s wrath when she ran up those stairs. I have to have trust. I
expect loyalty. These moody cunts can’t wait to turn on you the
minute you let your guard down.”

Muck saw that there was
no point discussing anything anyway. The Bishop detached the required
keys from the carabiner and tossed them to the flunky, who in turn
escorted the hysterical victims out of the Fun Room.
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Biggs got out of
his gear and clothes. Shut the music off. Closed the door.
Released the helpless Terri Denise Klopp from the torture board and
lifted the board to one side so that she slid into her own blood in
the tub.

He was erect,
self-loathing and all. He was too sharp to believe it was anything
else, and yet there was no way around it. He craved it, needed to
“bathe” in it. There was no going back once you crossed over—and
he had crossed over a long, long time ago.

Not entirely all of his
doing, either. He’d been shoved into it. You take a man’s
self-worth away, his self-esteem . . . and what do you have left?
This is what’s left. . . . What I’m doing right now. Payback.
Paying them back for what they put me through.

“I want to wallow . .
. in rivers of blood. Wade and wallow in it. . . . Drown in it. . . .
Sink in it. . . . The only way the hollowness can be filled, the only
way the void can be made whole again. . . .”

He knew that last part
was BS as he said it even. You can’t explain it away. Quit trying
to camouflage it. Stop lying to yourself. You want to get your rocks
off. The best way to do it is the way you’re going about it. . . .

 



He didn’t fuck her.
Not this time. Jacked it instead. Masturbated. Using her blood. In
the tub with her. Jacked it, and spurted all over her. There was no
denying that same, not unfamiliar feeling of disgust and revulsion
and self-loathing crept through him afterwards. . . . He didn’t
like it. Didn’t care having to deal with it.

As if that weren’t
bothersome enough, a voice, in the distance (sounding a great deal
like John Joseph) yelled something about him being a no-good
half-a-whore’s son; something about spending way too much time at
that “pervert Bullturd’s” place. Then he’d say: “How much
the clown give ya this time?” Snatch the money before Cecil had
even had a chance to take it out of his pocket. Backhanded him, hard.
Of course there was that other thing. Words were clear now. Too
clear.

“Pissed your
panties again! Lookit what you done to the bed, Pissy! No good little
son of a bitch! Lookit the mattress! Soaked through and through!
Stained! Another brand new rebuilt mattress shot! Ruined! You think
rebuilt mattresses grow on trees? Is that what you think? You must,
because you keep doin’ it! Can’t piss in the latrine like
everybody else! What makes you so special that you can’t get out of
bed to do your pissin’ in the latrine like the rest of us? Is the
clown fuckin’ you? What’s causing it, ain’t it? Gotta be. Is
he? If he is, we need to see more money from him!”

Juicer Joe. Surely. The
sound of the buzzing flies not that far off, either. Juicer couldn’t
wait to punish him for every infraction: imagined or real. Instead of
talking to him like a human being. No way to explain the reason he
continued to wet the bed is because he lived in perpetual fear of
being beaten.

Forget it. How are you
going to reason with a dogcatcher who brought dogs home and molested
them? Forced him to do the same. Assaulted him if he didn’t. Reason
with someone like that? I don’t think so.

 



Juicer Joe was inside
his skull. Always—and forever. Would never be able to shake that
warped billy motherfucker. Shouting, raging, waving the liquor
bottle. Threatening to turn one of the hounds on him for what he
“done” to the bed. Whipped Cecil’s face with the dog leash.

“Another mattress
what ain’t no good now! I’ll kill you one of these days, Pissy!
Beat you to death! I will! You and that old heifer, both! For not
scraping you out of that smelly twat of hers when I told her to!”
Enjoyed shoving Cecil’s face in it.

Biggs did his best to
tune the voice out. Was not able.

 



He climbed out of the
tub. Carried the still breathing, whimpering victim to the chopping
block, and reached for the Black & Decker once
again. That’s how you dealt with all of it: with a hard and heavy
whack of the saw.
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Biggs filled his
chalice with her blood, picked up the remote, and returned to the
tub. He had a sip of blood, clicked the remote and watched the
closed-circuit monitor come to life. Mr. Harold Crust sat up in bed.
This was one frustrated gent.

“No use trying to
sleep,” said Harold to himself, and got up. “Noise is too damn
much. Dude just don’t care about nobody. He don’t care if people
ain’t gettin’ no sleep because of all that racket he’s makin’
over there. What the hell is he doin’, anyway? Cuttin’ lumber
this late at night? Dude gotta be crazy. Playin’ that screamin’
mothafucka James Brown all the time. What kinda preacher acts like
that?”

Harold Crust shook his
head. Looked at his wristwatch. “Damn near 4 in the morning. Might
as well stay up now.” Then: “Goddamn TV evangelist in the front
room’s asking for money as usual. What I’d like to do is put a
cap or two in the goldurn TV screen, right into the idiot
box.”

 



Cecil Biggs watched the
skinny, grumpy old dude walk to the living room. Fay was asleep in
her recliner, and that damned Delonzo was curled up and dozing on her
lap. Easy enough to tell Harold hated him as much as Cecil did.
Big-ass gray tom with the nasty copper eyes. Didn’t care for him.
Didn’t like cats, period. Tolerated him for Fay’s sake. Scenes
like this and scenes with Petunia and her hillbilly hubby made Cecil
glad he had the life he had. Didn’t have to put up with anyone’s
shit. King of his own fiefdom. Called the shots. Unlike those punk
actors and politicians having to kowtow and lick the balls of their
Pinko overlords. He hated the motherfuckers. All of them:
Left/Right/in-between. Cocksuckers. Scum-sucking bitches and
buttholes.

 



Looked like the obese
cat had detected Harold’s presence and opened his eyes and gave
him, what clearly appeared to be, the evil eye. And there was a lot
to him, too. Weighed about twenty, twenty-five pounds. Built like a
dog. Damned near. Had a massive head. Broad shoulders. About as big
as Mrs. Roscoe’s Shih Tzu. Maybe bigger. Yeah. Gotta be. Made
Harold Crust nervous, too. Looked like. Seemed he wanted to shut the
TV off, but lacked the nerve. Fay was dozing. Preachers were asking
for money. Scammers maybe spent thirty minutes preaching, then would
spend twice or three times as long pleading for donations, asking
people to dig into their billfolds to make the preaching possible.

Biggs understood the
skinny dude’s dilemma: What was the point of leaving the set on if
she couldn’t hear it and was not even awake?
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Biggs clicked the
remote to see what his neighbors on the right were up to. Was
Petunia having another nervous breakdown and blaming him for her
mental instability as per usual?

The obese porkers were
in bed, doing the funky monkey. The bitch was on her back, and those
thunder thighs wide open, while pushing Roscoe’s head down there
and screaming orders at him.

“Eat my cunt, no
class redneck son of a bitch!”

“I’m doin’ my
best,” said Roscoe.

“Not doin’ enough!
Ran around like a dog as roadie for all those rock acts and don’t
even know how to eat pussy!”

“Been down here for
close to an hour now, damn you! What’s taking you so long to get
off?”

“It’s Biggs! All
that racket he’s making over there! That negro music! I can’t
relax enough to climax. I’ve been close to a dozen times. It’s
hopeless.”

Roscoe rose, scooted
over toward her face and attempted to guide his erect groin in her
mouth. His wife slapped it away with a grimace.

“Get that thing
out of my face! Can’t you see I’m on edge? He’s ruined our love
life! Biggs!”

“You’re letting him
get to you,” said Roscoe, and climbed down from the bed.

“Where you going
now?”

“Crapper.”

“To masturbate?”

“No.”

“That’s a sure way
to destroy a marriage, simple-minded rube.”

Roscoe walked down the
hallway to the bathroom. Petunia rose, and walked up to the bedroom
window to peer through a crack in the curtain. Marty was back soon
enough. His wife turned, and didn’t care for what she was seeing.
Her husband’s member inside his boxers was no longer rigid.

“You’re erection is
gone.”

“What if it is?”

“Bastard. You get me
worked up and have nerve to go in the bathroom to jerk-off? How dare
you leave me in this state?”

Roscoe turned out the
light, got in bed and under the covers.

“Thank God for
hookers and massage parlors,” said Roscoe.

“What was that?”

“I ask for a blow
job, instead all I get is lip.”

“Don’t get me
started, you son of a bitch.”
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Biggs had had
enough of the white trash assholes, and clicked back to Harold Crust
and his Bible-thumper wife.

Harold stood there in
his living room, hardly aware that he was running the tips of his
fingers down the center of his chest, feeling the open-heart surgery
scar. His fingers drifted to the left of the area, doing the same
over the mound about the shape and size of a large coin. Did it to
ensure that the pacemaker was doing its job, not that running his
fingertips along the various reminders of the two surgeries
determined anything. It was habit, more than anything. Habit. Just
like a good shot, or more, of Jack Daniels had been habit, just like
a snort of some prime toot now and then had been habit. But all that
was in the past, history: toot, ‘ludes, booze, hustlin’ pool. Not
only staying up at all hours of the night and then making it in to
the shoeshine stand the next morning, but there were times, plenty of
times, when he’d gone two or three days even, without sleep, and
still worked the stand shining kicks like he was made of iron. Hell.
You ain’t no party animal no more, man. You a fifty-two-year-old
dude what’s gonna be takin’ it easy from now on and forever.
Remember that.

 



He noticed that his
wife’s blanket had fallen off and was at her feet. He picked the
blanket up, fanned it out. Harold made a psst sound in order to get
Delonzo to move off. He did so, but not before he’d given him the
nastiest of looks with those deep copper eyes and bared his fangs.

“I’ll take a dog
over a cat any day of the week,” said Harold to himself. “What’re
you gonna do? Pets ain’t nothin’ but a nuisance. Pretty much. All
this fuckin’ Delonzo is good at is eatin’ and crappin’.”

 



Biggs watched him drape
the blanket over his missus so that it covered her to about the
collar bone. He clicked the remote to shut the television off and
stepped into the kitchen. Alkie craved a drink.

“Sure could use a
shot of Jack right now,” said Harold Crust.

Fay’s reproving eyes
opened just then. She had the remote in her hand and was clicking the
tee-vee back on.

“You know what the
doctor said, Harold. You ain’t hidin’ liquor in this here house?”

“Yeah, I know what
all them quacks can’t wait to tell you. No, I ain’t got nothin’
stashed no place. Wish I did.”

He reached in the
refrigerator for the jug of prune juice and poured some into a
tumbler. Drank it down. Hating the taste of it.

“Don’t you ever get
tired of hearing them lies, Fay? Don’t you ever get tired of them
phony Bible-thumpers asking for money all the time?”

Fay had closed her
eyes. Said nothing.

“They live in
mansions like the king and queen of England, own jet planes, while
the rest of us struggle to get by.”

“Be grateful for what
you have.”

“Oh, I am—grateful
we live in this rat-trap. Can hardly make mortgage. Eatin’ pork and
beans. Love it. Sure do. Can nobody claim I ain’t grateful.”

Harold wiped his mouth
with the back of his hand. Pulled his boxers up. Looked down at his
bony bowlegged legs.

“Used to have some
great legs, didn’t I? Used to have strong legs. Lookit me now:
Toothpicks. Skinny legs and a big belly. Seems all my weight
shifted from my ass to my belly. Muscle gone from my arms and
shoulders and just settled down into my belly—and I don’t eat
like I used to. Used to eat like a horse, too.” Then he said:
“Sorry SOB is at it again.”

“Say what, Harold?”

“You can’t hear it
‘cause you got the TV on. I’m tired of calling the Man on him,
tired of the Man not wantin’ to do nothin’ about it.”

“Get your rest,
Harold. Go to bed.”

“What I been tryin’
to do all night: go to bed. Hell, it’s time to go to work. Will be
in an hour or so.”

“You need your rest,
Harold.”

“Coming with, or you
gonna spend the rest of your life in that chair?”

“I want to hear
this.”

“You heard it a
million times by now, Fay.” Harold shook his head. “Them con men
ain’t gonna tell you nothin’ you ain’t heard before. They ain’t
gettin’ no more of my money. I work hard for every dollar I make.
Let them grifters go out there and shine kicks for a livin’, see
how they like it.”

Bishop watched him walk
back to the bedroom. He clicked the remote to the camera that covered
the front of his property. After a while, he zoomed in on Lloyd
Dicker’s living room window curtains. Seemed like he saw something
move. No surprise there. Like the others, codger Dicker was spying on
him, checking up, desperate to catch him doing something that would
justify him picking up the phone and ratting him out. They were all
like that. Green with envy. Jealous of his genius.

Biggs clicked the
monitor off and climbed out of the tub with great caution.
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Biggs lifted the
buzzing chainsaw. Carefully laid the blade down across Terri
Denise Klopp’s neck without cutting into it, then raised it again.
He would have to pay heed to caution here, or else risked doing
serious damage to the butcher’s block. He lowered the spinning
blade down to within one inch of the victim’s neck, held it there,
without so much as touching skin. The erection he experienced was the
ready-made bonus. Might cum a third time if things went well enough.
You just had to draw it out and make them suffer. This one hadn’t
suffered enough. None of them knew what true suffering was. How could
they, when they were the cause? You had to prolong it, keep it going
for as long as possible—without them opting for the death rattle
as a way out, and depriving you of your pleasure and lust for blood.

Sweat poured down his
face. Little by little, bit by bit, he applied enough pressure,
guided the blade down, a spot above the strip of duct tape, watched
it sink inside her neck, cutting the flesh open. He took his time. No
need to rush. Savor it. Draw it out. Make the bitches pay. The blade
sank deeper, parting the cut, slicing through the carotid and other
veins, and the blood began to gush and spray in perfect unison with
his orgasm below.

 



He continued to cut
into the neck, ever mindful not to do anything to the table, perhaps
only scratching the top; felt the teeth touch it, nibble at it, and
the head was severed and rolled off and landed onto the floor below.
The teeth inside her bloody jaw continued to chatter even then, the
eyes blinking. Hens did it. Blood poured from her upper torso where
her head used to be. He held the chainsaw vertically, started in at
about the middle of her torso and began the slow, gradual cutting
down the center of it, between the tits, on down through where the
belly button was, below it, toward the lifeless vic’s pelvis. The
blade sliced into her vagina. Cleared it. He released the trigger.
Shut the chainsaw off. Picked up a circular saw and attempted to cut
her down into smaller pieces. Chunks of flesh, skin, and whatnot got
caught up inside the upper blade guard and elsewhere and sprayed him
as well to the extent that it made it nearly impossible a task. These
things were made for cutting wood, not gristle and flesh.

 



He lowered the circular
saw, stepped into the tub and washed himself off with the hand
shower. Held it above his head, rinsing the blood and bits of flesh
and bone shards out of his hair, armpits and groin region. He tended
to his asshole and scrotum. Dried off. Dressed. Slipped into the
slicker, and picked up the cleaver.

He beckoned Marvin Muck
back into the room, and proceeded to do the rest of his chopping with
the cleaver, taking every opportunity here to separate the meaty
parts from bone; did the same with the legs and buttocks, and had the
deacon toss them accordingly into four galvanized buckets on the
floor.

 



It didn’t take long
for Marvin and his way-too-sensitive nose to start botching things by
tossing meat in with the bones; and then, too, he was dumping
entrails in there with the good meat.

Biggs had to remind him
to pay a little more attention to what he was doing, not that it
always worked. The room had turned into something resembling a
gruesome nightmare: blood and viscera, arms, legs, feet—not to
mention excreta. It was too much for Free Base. He’d been in it for
the tang, pussy, gettin’ over; pimping out bitches for dope and
dough. He didn’t mind rapin’ them hoe’, neither, taking that
bush or cornhole when his dick be hard. But this . . . this be
somethin’ else. Mofo Bigg’ should be in the bug bin.

“That be some strange
shit,” said Muck.

“The fuck is the
matter with you now? Sight of blood bother you? That it, Base?”

“Yo,” said Marvin.
“Blood don’t bother me—long as it don’t be mine.”
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Things were
relatively calm now in the Fun Room. It was time to clean up,
time to get the yellow bucket and mop out and get rid of the
evidence: chunks of meat and bone, loose teeth, hair clumps, toes,
intestines, torso halves, hacked off arms and other limbs.

There was the woman’s
head with the scalp gone, while a few feet away lay what remained of
the rest of the body. There was blood everywhere; too much of it
really. Other than it being one big mess, he hated to see so much
blood go to waste. Truly did. And that head. What was it doing on the
floor?

Trophies were to be
handled with care. He’d gotten careless in the whole euphoria of
it. Picked up the head. Placed it inside the metal cabinet. He would
boil it in water later to get the flesh off. Make it look real nice.
Paint it gray and find a place for it on the special shelf in the
walk-in cooler with the other skulls, or maybe on top of the safe in
his bedroom.

Probably safer that
way. No way Mr. Fimple would be able to break into his bedroom the
way he’d been able to break into the cooler from time to time.

Said to Muck: “Get
the yellow bucket out of the cabinet, pour some Mr. Clean in; fill
half of it with water.”

Muck stood there,
listening, only you never knew if anything was registering with
Marvin.

“Now, before you
start with the mopping, want you to sweep the floor; and before that:
want you to dip a large sponge into the water and wash down the
walls; wash down the splotches and globs of red wherever you see it.
Careful around wires and outlets; careful around the monitor. Got
it?”

“Do Base gots it?”
said Muck, mocking him.

“Get to it.”

While Marvin went about
preparing for the housekeeping phase, Biggs went over the contents in
the various galvanized buckets on the floor one more time to make
certain anything with a decent amount of meat on it was separated
from the rest and tossed into the proper bucket. Once he was done, he
shoved the buckets outside the room. When he stepped back inside,
Muck was swabbing the walls with a mop.

“You’re either a
dipstick or a dipshit, nigga? Which is it?” said Biggs.

“Savin’ time this
way,” said Marvin.

“Savin’ time and
costing me money—because I’ll have to replace things you splash
blood on with the mop. Use a large sponge on the walls. Say away from
wires, anything electrical. Careful around the monitor and
appliances.”

Base traded the mop for
a large sponge and went about wiping down walls, anything and
everything that had spots of red on it. Adhered to caution this time.
Finally, thought Cecil, watching him out of the corner of his eye.

“Need not be
perfect,” advised Biggs. “So long as you make a substantial
portion of it disappear. Once done with that, grab a broom and sweep
all the shit and crud into a pile; scoop it up and dump it in the
trash. Begin the mopping process after that.”

Muck did what he was
doing without acknowledging anything.

“Heard what I said?”

Marvin stopped, and
looked at him.

“See this nigga
workin’,” said Base. “Cain’t stop to listen every damn time
you tells me somethin’ else.”

Marvin moved at a
leisurely pace tending to the walls and appliances.

“Get with it,” said
Biggs. “Still got the butcher’s block, cabinet, ecstasy board,
tub and floor.”

Marvin picked it up
some. As expected, effort remained half-ass.

“Get the lead out,”
Biggs reminded him. “This is the price we pay for the fun we have
around here.”

Muck did what he was
supposed to. Didn’t give it his all; never gave anything one
hundred percent, other than when it was time to defile the whores.

It would do. Biggs had
him sweep all the bits and pieces in a single pile to the center of
the cement floor and dump it in a metal trash can. Biggs himself
tossed some more of the limbs with potential, that Greta could use,
into the designated bucket.

“Grab the bucket with
the meat and take it to the walk-in.”

“Door be locked.”

“I know ‘door
be locked.’ I didn’t say to go inside, did I?”

“Could be you did.”

“Could be you got
shit in your ears.”

“Could be ‘cause
you be playin’ that loud mothafuckin’ disco all the fuckin’
time.”

“You done
exaggerating?”

“Didn’t know I was,
me,” said Muck.

“Come back for two
more,” said Biggs. “Go on.”

Marvin carried the
bucket out, and was back shortly. Biggs grabbed the lighter of the
three, left the remaining two for Muck to deal with, and they hauled
them out. Biggs unlocked the door to the walk-in, dumped the meat in
the one bucket in the freezer, stepped back out and locked the door
back up.

They were inside the
Furnace Room. Bishop unlatched the incinerator gate. Opened it,
lifted the bucket loaded with bowels and other entrails and waste and
dumped it in there.

Try as he might, the
odor was not particularly easy to ignore. Muck made a face, too.
Stench was a bitch. It worried the Bishop. It was a concern. Not
Marvin’s reaction to it, nor even his, but the repercussions it
might eventually result in throughout the hood.
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Marvin tossed the
contents of one of his buckets in, then the other. Biggs had left
the furnace gate open. Stood there watching it all burn: cartilage,
hair, entrails and whatnot. Watched it go up in smoke. There was no
denying it left him with a certain satisfaction, gave him a feeling
of victory, accomplishment: He had triumphed, they had not.

Their loss, his
victory. Proof was in the smoke. There it was: End of the line. He
savored moments such as this, always would—for the human race, all
of the assholes of the world, deserved to end up in this manner:
Fried. Wafting in smoke, or else streaming down into the grease trap
as sludge. There was plenty of that: sludge, fat. And it was yellow.
Human fat was yellow. One did not realize how much of it a
body contained until you cremated a few of them.

Although it was a
moment clearly to be relished, always, he could not disavow the
concern: What problems would the odor cause for him again? Smoke
carried it a fair distance. People had made comments in the past.

Some of the a-hole
neighbors were sure to notice and make comments regarding this
current disposal effort. Made him nervous. Edgy. Did it anyway,
though, didn’t you? Wasn’t up to driving all the way out to Lopez
Canyon every time he had some refuse to unload. Let the neighbors
cluck. They weren’t exactly smart enough to add it all up. They can
grumble all they want, talk shit behind his back. Not a single one
was clever enough to figure anything out.

“We can’t keep
using the furnace,” said Cecil to no one.

Muck looked at him.

“Be easy this way,
don’t it? Ain’t got to dig no grave, ain’t got to carry all
that nasty, smelly shit out to some wood and bury it. Smell’ up the
car, too. I be the one got to clean up. Exactly be why them hoez give
me a hard time, ‘cause my wardrobe got that smell like the
undertaker.”

“Don’t you
understand? It takes two hours and change to cremate a body. Assholes
like Lloyd Dicker are starting to gripe about the odor.”

“Fuck ‘em. Let ‘em
gripe. Odor don’t be nothin’ new. There be all kind’ of odor,
ain’t there? Why this odor got to be more nasty or any worst
than odor in they own crib? They own crib smell like the city dump.
That be a fac’. All of Valley, includin’ LA smell like that, if
you aks me.”

“Then I have to
listen to you whine when I ask you to scrape ash inside the furnace
and clean out the grease trap.” Biggs knew Marvin wouldn’t have a
comeback for it, and he didn’t.

“All I know Lloyd
Dicker got to stop puttin’ his tired weenie where it don’t
belong,” said Muck. “What I thank.”

 



Biggs stared at the
purple flames inside the furnace. Watched all of it, with the
exception of some of the larger bones, burn down to a crispy
nothingness, down to ash, a pile of ashes. He would have to remind
himself to have Marvin pull the bones out later and crush them with
the sledge. It was just better that way. No need to make it possible
for some wild animal to dig anything up out there in Lopez Canyon
that resembled a human bone; or should they discard the remnants
elsewhere, why risk anyone discovering anything that may have been
part of a Homo sapiens once?

Biggs found himself
grinning just then.

“She sure put up a
struggle. Didn’t want to go, didn’t want to die. Kept saying: I
don’t want to die. Please don’t kill me.” He replayed the
precise moment in his mind’s eye. “The more she pleaded, the more
I liked it. She kept screaming and beseeching; fighting, kicking,
trying to bargain, didn’t want to give up the ghost—and the more
she carried on the more I kept trying to convince her that, hell, we
all have to go sometime.”

“That be the trouf,”
said Marvin.

“We all got to go
sometime, and her time had come a little earlier than she expected,
but so what? She needed to accept it, that’s all. When death comes
calling you should give in to it. I know I would. What’s fair in
this world? No one beats death. No one. That’s just the way it is.”

“I ain’t goin’
against what you say, Trusty. Kinda feel it was a waste of vagina,
waste of trim.”

“I love it when they
put up a fight, though. She was a good fuck, too. Got my rocks off
thrice. She was good. Maybe I shouldn’t have finished her off right
away. Could be you’re right. I could have held on to her a while
longer.”

“Kinda what I be
thinkin’, Brutha Trusty. Waste of pussy.”

“Killing them off
causes problems when it comes to disposing of bones, parts we can’t
use—then again, the best way to get off is to torture them and then
chop them up. Not to mention: Dead bitches tell no tales. She was
getting to be too thin anyway. Not much meat left on her.”
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Cecil O. was
sitting up in bed, had his remote in his hand and his eyes on the
closed-circuit television monitor. Image this time was on the
Duarte domicile. Looked like a sunny day out there, not that he was
partial to sunshine. The front door opened this afternoon and Liv
Duarte emerged. He watched her walk down the cement walkway, past the
gate. Once he saw her turn left it was easy enough to figure where
she was headed. Didn’t have her polyester brown server’s outfit
on and Cecil figured it was her day off. Bitch was on her way to
visit the Perez punk.

 



Biggs clicked the
remote. Image this time was of Rudy Perez repairing what looked like
one of those cheap Yugo GV hatchback pieces of shit in his family’s
driveway. He had the hood up, engine idling. He was wiping handprints
off parts of the grill and other areas with a rag while listening for
telltale signs that something might be amiss. Heard none.

Just as it looked like
he decided he was pleased with himself and did some more wiping down
with the cloth, the car’s owner, a disheveled, pot-bellied
thirty-year-old Chico Mancini rode up on a kid’s bike. A Santana
tune blasted from the boom box that dangled freely from the
handlebar.

Biggs could hear
Mancini greet him in his usual, boisterous manner.

“My bro Rudy! How’s
it goin’?”

Perez slammed the hood
shut.

“Fine. So far.”

“You da man, Rudy.”

Mancini tossed the boom
box in the front seat. Pulled the keys out of the ignition and had
the hatchback unlocked in quick succession. Tossed the K-Mart bike in
there. Jammed some paper money in Rudy’s shirt pocket and jumped in
the front seat. Turned the key. Raced the engine. The grin on his
face said he was satisfied. While Mancini was doing that, Rudy had
the bills out. Seemed the wad was light a ten-spot.

“I thought we agreed
on forty bucks, Chico.”

“You sure, Homie?
‘Cause all I got is what’s there.”

“We agreed on forty.
I spent money on parts, Chico. There’s labor. Not to mention gas to
and from the junk yard —”

“I’ll make it up to
you next time, Rudy. That’s a promise.”

“Like my dad used to
say: You can hit me, just don’t shit me.”

“You got my word.
Keep the thirty. Por favor?”

Mancini revved the
motor. Junk heap never sounded better. He fiddled with the radio
until he found the same tune that played on the boom box. Left it on.
Something about somebody’s pots and pans not being clean. Turned up
the volume.

“You the best. You
and your family. I mean it. Saved my life. I couldn’t get to my
nine-to-five without wheels. You know how it is: no money/no honey.
If you ain’t got wheels you can’t run your old lady to the
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