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Introduction

 


These two stories are from the A Kiss
Before Strangling series. They take place during WW2. The first
story titled “A Year in Hell” takes place in 1942-43 when Officer
Younger is hired by the Tillman, Nebraska Police Department, in
March 1942 till he’s drafted in February 1943. This story covers
his beginning.

The second story, “Murder
in Alabama” covers April 1943 to February 1944 when he’s shipped to
fight in Europe. He is assigned to the 7173rd Military Police Detachment at
Camp Blanding, Alabama. This story takes place in 1943 before he’s
sent to Europe. Little did he know Satan, murder, drugs, and ritual
killings were on the agenda. I hope you enjoy this book, and I
really hoped you have or will buy the series boxed set.

 


Douglas Sandler

Dothan, Alabama

February 8, 2020

DEDICATED AND IN MEMORY OF BARRY
SANDLER

(1938-2020)
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I dedicate this my tenth book and
fourth book in the A Kiss Before Strangling to my Uncle Barry
Sandler, who died Friday, May 8, 2020, in New Jersey. I miss him,
and even though I last saw him when I had my Bar Mitzvah in 1977 E.
Northport, NY, on Long Island, I still love him.

My dad being transferred to Georgia in
1979 and other things like no money, health I was not able to see
him. I still love and miss my uncle. I also miss seeing my cousins
Amy, Greg, Jeff, or now Gershon and Aunt Roberta. I dedicate this
book to his memory with all love and respect and remember my brief
times with him. I love you Uncle Barry.

 


Dedication

I dedicate this book to all the readers
of all my other books. I also dedicate to my goddesses Hecate,
Bast, Diana, ISIS, Santa Muerta, and to Lucifer. I also dedicate
this book to Gulf Coast State College, Florida State University for
helping me be a better writer.

 


Dedicated to my brother David Sandler
(12/23/63-5/18/2020), I love you bro.
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Chapter One

 


The solider left the Blue Eagle Bar at
0130 hours on 17 October 1943, and the night had a chill and was
foggy. He hailed a passing Sunshine Cab, and as the cab stopped, he
got in and told the driver, “take me to 1743 Azalea Place.” The cab
driver threw the flag, and they were off. The cab driver, who was a
fat white guy in his forties looked at the soldier and said, “Got a
hot date?”

“Yes, I do! Yes, I
do.”

“What is her
name?”

When the soldier did not respond the
cab driver figured he was a closed mouth type. The rest of the way
was in silence, and as the cab driver approached the address, he
gave the solider his card and said, “If you need a ride, give me a
call.”

Seven hours later, five
blocks east of the address a passing farmer found the solider dead.
Ten minutes later, the Dothan, PD arrived, and the four cops went
to the body, and they all gasped. His throat was cut, and from what
they could see, the soldier's heart and lungs were missing. One of
the officers used his radio to call the coroner and the homicide
detectives. As the cops were taking notes and photographs Sergeant
Peter Younger and his partner Corporal Paul Smith of the
7173rd Military Police Detachment pulled up and got out and
approached the cops.

 


“What do we have, Phil?”
Sergeant Younger said to the thin cop.

“Oh Morning Peter,” the cop
said as he opened his notebook, “Sergeant Eddie Watson US Army left
the Blue Eagle Bar at 0130 hours this morning and caught Sunshine
Cab number seventeen and a driver named Larry Cheddle said he
dropped him off at 1743 Azalea Place. The soldier got out and
walked to the door, and a platinum blond about twenty-five comes
out they kiss and go inside.

“Did you go to the address
yet? Did she say anything?

“Yes, we did. The woman
named Marsha Anderson said she last saw him at 0830 hours when he
left to go back to the base. I thought something seemed off about
her, like an invitation vibe that said ‘come in and let’s have
fun,’ but her eyes had the look of the spider to the fly. We
searched the house but found nothing. It smelled of bleach, but we
found nothing weird. There was a locked steel door that she refused
to let us look in and said, go get a search warrant and that she’s
through being nice.”

She led the solider to the room through
the steel door of her playroom. After he entered, he saw the white
titled floor and walls with a surgical table in the center with a
surgical light above it. He turned and said, “What’s this shit?”
She slugged him, and he went down. When he woke up, she had him
tied down on the operating table naked. He looked over to the right
and saw her with a rubber apron over her nude body and putting on
surgical gloves with a look that made his blood go cold.

She smiled and said, “Welcome to my
surgery were going to have some fun.” He looked into her eyes, and
he saw the gleam of pleasure desired and pain and realized he was
about to enter hell. She ran her gloved hands down his body,
licking her lips, and he tried to resist, but her touch and him
straining against the restraints gave him a hard-on like a
telephone pole.

As her hands tightened even more around
his straining shaft, she moved her gloved hands slowly up and down
his rigid shaft, and he was moaning, and as she continued, he was
saying, “STOP. STOP PLEASE STOP, NO, NO KEEP GOING.” As his pulse
quickened his breath ridged and she lowered her lips and wrapped
them around the swollen head of his penis and licked and sucked and
stroked and after about twenty minutes he let out a loud groan and
scream as he shot a massive load of hot semen into her mouth and
she swallowed it all.

Thirty minutes later, he laid there his
balls drained. She gripped his dick again and said, “I want some
more, and you can scream all you want. The walls are soundproof no
one will hear you.” She sucked him off for the next two hours, and
she had him crying and begging for her to stop. She refused and
then climbed on top, taking his hard dick in her hands and guided
it into her slippery softness.

She locked onto it, and she fucked him
for five hours, getting massive shuddering organisms and had him
screaming, and she fucked him dry, and as she rode him, his vision
was getting darker and darker until he passed out. She climbed off
and said softly into his ear, “You were great, and I know what I
have to do next.

She gave him a sponge bath and wondered
would she find a man who could fuck her forty-eight hours straight
instead of only six hours. She looked up at the inverted pentagram
on the wall burning red and knew what she was expected to
do.

 


At 11:30 hours Sergeant Younger and
Corporal Smith arrived, and after they knocked, the door opened.
She saw the two military men and, after looking at their id cards,
said, “What can I do for you, Sergeant Younger? My name is Sandy
Reed.”

“Do you know a Sergeant
Eddie Watson?”

“Who?”

“White male, age
twenty-eight, 5ft 5 in and 195 pounds with black hair and a dragon
tattoo on his right arm.”

“Well, yes, I do! I had sex
with him for six hours, then after we got cleaned up, he
left.”

“What time did you hook
up?”

“We met at the Blue Eagle
about 10:30 pm last night, and we danced and had drinks till
midnight. I told him to come over at 2 am.”

“Why didn’t you leave
together?”

“I had to take care of
something. He came over we had sex, and he left why?”

“He was found dead his
throat slit, drained of blood, and he had his heart and lungs
removed with a saw. Isn’t your name Marsha Anderson?”

“Yes, that’s me or the name
I tell men as I don’t want my real name known, this is a small
town.”

“Can we come in and search
your house? I know the local cops searched it but were the
military, and you’re a suspect.”

“Look, Sergeant Younger you
need a warrant to search come back with one, I don’t like you.” She
slammed the door, and both soldiers looked at each other, thinking
the same thing she’s guilty.

“Do we get a warrant,
Peter?” Corporal Smith asked.

“No, Paul we wait. She’s
hiding something we need to find a way to do surveillance on her.
Did you notice the inverted pentagram on the wall over the
couch?”

“No! What does it
mean?”

“Let me think about this.
It might be going someplace I don’t want to go.”

 


They drove to the coroner’s office to
find out if he found anything new. They pulled up to the building
and entered. They walked down the hall with the fruity smell of
death mingling with the stench of embalming fluid, and it made
Sergeant Younger sick. They went through the double doors and they
found Doctor Alexander Drew finishing up the autopsy on the dead
sergeant, and Sargent Younger spoke, “Afternoon Doctor Drew
anything new?”

“Yes, Sergeant Younger
there is. He was murdered in a ritual manner. The fact that his
heart and lungs were removed and 75% of his blood was drained, this
was clearly a ritual murder.”

“Damn! Just what we don’t
need. This is Alabama full of Christians; last time I checked
Christians did not do human sacrifices.” Sergeant Younger
replied.

Corporal Smith replied, “We need to
keep the ritual part secret. If the killer doesn’t know we know, we
might have a chance to catch the killer.”

Both Younger and Smith drove back to
Camp Blanding to write up their report and brief the commanding
officer. Sergeant Younger filled out the report form. Captain Bill
Jackson, their commanding officer, walked in and said, “Sergeant
Younger! Any more information about the murder of Sergeant Eddie
Watson?”

“Yes, sir! We need to talk
about this in private as we can’t let it out.”

Both men go into the commanding
officer’s office, and he says, “OK, sergeant were alone how bad is
it?”

“Well sir, it seems
Sergeant Watson was murdered in a satanic ritual sacrifice. His
heart and lungs were removed along with 75% of his blood while he
was alive and his throat was cut to make sure he was
dead.”

“Christ, your right this
can’t get out. What are you doing to solve this?”

“Well sir, Corporal Smith
feels if we hold this fact back we can avoid copycat murders and
the killer won’t know what we know. We notify Sergeant Watson’s
next of kin that he was killed in a training accident, so we have
to have a closed casket funeral. If the press calls, we use that
excuse. The coroner will go along with this, and as for the local
cops, we pull a military jurisdiction and tell them they are not
allowed to talk about it.”

“OK, sergeant, do it and
solve this fast.”

YES, sir!” Sergeant Younger
said as he leaves. He goes back to his office and finishes writing
his report labeling it confidential. The phone rings and he answers
it, “7173rd Military Police Detachment Sargent Younger
speaking.”

“Sergeant Younger, this is
Officer Ben Jacobs of the Dothan Police Department I have some
information I need to share can we meet?”

“Sure, Officer Jacobs,
where do you want to meet?”

“Meet me at 16 30 hours
today at the Brass Monkey and keep it quiet.”

“OK, Officer Jacobs I’ll be
there. Can I ask what it’s about?”

“It concerns that army man
murdered; you were not told of the two other people killed the same
way.”

The phone went dead, and Sergeant
Younger turned to Corporal Smith, “We have to meet a Dothan Police
officer who has information about two murders in the same way
Sergeant Watson was killed.”

At 16 30 hours on 17 October, Sergeant
Younger and Corporal Smith pulled up to the Brass Monkey
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