
        
            
                
            
        

    

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

 



 




Praise for:


Throwback & Backlash


(2-Part Love, Lust & Murder Series)

 



“.
. . if you want a raw, dark in-your-face good read . . . go for it.”


—Hidden Gems Book Review

 



 




Praise for:


Zook

 



“Zook
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
little sad. ***** out of 5 stars.”


—NetGalley

 



 




Praise for:


Ziggy Popper at Large:


14 Tales of General Degeneracy, of Mayhem &


Debauchery – for the Morally Conflicted


& Borderline Criminal

 



“Gruesome,
violent, awesome! I absolutely LOVE Kirk Alex. I am always ready for
his next book! Extremely entertaining. A whole lot of violent, and
just what I was looking for. Private detective Felix “Choo-Choo”
Buschitsky and Ziggy Popper are now my two favorite characters. *****
out of 5 stars.”


—NetGalley


by KIRK ALEX


Crime Fiction:


Throwback: Love, Lust & Murder — Book One


Backlash: Love, Lust & Murder — Book Two


Toughnut Blowback

 




Horror/Suspense:


Lustmord: Anatomy of a Serial Butcher


Calder’s Last Gasp


Zook

 




Chance “Cash” Register Tucson Working Stiff Series:


Paycheck to Paycheck — #1


Loopy Soupy’s Motley Crew — #2


Journey to the End of the Week — #3


A Confederacy of Mooks — #4


nonentity — #5


You’re Gonna Have Trouble — #6


False Eyelashes & Tight Jeans (Got Me Shit-Canned at the Bean
Cannery) — #7


Confessions of a Time-Clock Puncher — #8


Shit Jobs I Have Quit and/or Been Fired From — #9


Chasing My Potential — #10

 




LA Cab Exploits:


Working the Hard Side of the Street – Selected
Stories/Poems/Screams


Blood, Sweat & Chump Change – L.A. Taxi Tales & Vignettes

 




Eddie “Doc” Holiday Contemporary Thriller Series:


Hush-Hush, Holiday — #1


Hubba-Hubba, Holiday — #2


Hollow-Point, Holiday — #3


Hard Noir, Holiday — #4

 




Free Verse:


Ballad of the Red Bag Man


Love is the Coldest Whore of All

 




Other:


Last Tango in the Old Pueblo &


Pushin’ da Pushbroom — 2 Long-shorts


Troubled Diva with a Tote Bag — Stories


Ziggy Popper at Large — 14 Tales of General Degeneracy, of Mayhem &
Debauchery — for the Morally Conflicted & Borderline Criminal


Shades of Tinsel (Erotica. For readers with a sense of humor.)








Copyright © 1989 as The
Butcher Next Door by Kirk Alex

Copyright
© 2012 as Lustmord: Anatomy of a Serial Butcher by Kirk Alex

Copyright
© 2017 as Lustmord: Anatomy of a Serial Butcher/Updated &
Unabridged version by Kirk Alex

All
rights reserved. For information address Tucumcari Press, PO Box
40998, Tucson, Arizona 85717-0998

Lustmord:
Anatomy of a Serial Butcher is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places and incidents are either the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely
coincidental.

Expanded
Third Edition 2026

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-1-0 Vol. I (of III) 6x9 pbk

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-2-7 Vol. I (of III) ePUB

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-3-4 Vol. II (of III) 6x9 pbk

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-4-1 Vol. II (of III) ePUB

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-5-8 Vol. III (of III) 6x9 pbk

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-6-5 Vol. III (of III) ePUB

ISBN:
979-8-9896592-7-2 Box Set / ePUB



516

Before they
switched the Ford van for the Cadillac
inside the garage in back of Vantage Avenue, the ball-gag
was removed from Olivia’s mouth and so was the chain that connected
the cuffs to the leg irons. She was stuffed back into the green
cotton bag and the bag was shoved into the custom-made suitcase in
the Caddy’s trunk. The dead drifter’s red blazer and huaraches
had been pitched in after her, and they were now pulling up to the
“Compound,” as Cecil liked to refer to his church and property
from time to time.

He sat at the wheel,
the Cadillac idling, while Marvin hopped out to unlock the
gate. Biggs drove on through to the rear and backed the Fleetwood
Brougham to the door. Popped the trunk and got out. Looked around
to make sure he wasn’t being spied on by his nosy neighbors while
waiting for Marvin to make it back there.

 



He unlocked the rear
entrance and tossed the sandals in. When Muck appeared, he reminded
him to hand over the gate key. Muck flung it at him. There was a
reason why Base felt annoyed. Cecil had a way of making him feel
stupid and irresponsible. Watch him aks about the gate.

“Lock it back up?”

“Done it,” said
Marvin.

“You positive?”

“Dude, why you gotta
aks me twiced all the time?”

Biggs said nothing.
Gestured to give him a hand with the suitcase. Each grabbed a nylon
rope handle, and they dragged the metal chest out and lugged it
inside the hallway. Muck stepped out to fetch the blazer. Slammed the
trunk shut and re-entered the hallway without closing the door. He
walked down the hallway to his room, dropped the blazer off and was
back. Biggs asked him to close the back door.

“Can’t nobody see
nothin’,” said Muck.

“Close the fucking
door,” said Biggs.

Marvin did that at
last.

“Because you have a
hearing problem. That’s why I have to say everything ‘twiced’
all the time.”

Biggs undid the clasps.
Lifted the lid. And like all the other victims before her—Liv
Duarte popped out to about her waist, springing up like a human
Jack-in-the-Box. The tube dangling from the top of the sack
(was a good indicator the mouthpiece was still in her mouth).

 



Biggs yanked it out of
her jaw. Watched as she made a scene: gasping and taking in huge
gulps of air from inside the bag. She soon lost her balance, folded
and landed on her side. Biggs reached down casually and widened the
top of the sack so that it made it possible for her to stick her head
out—and this she did. The tear-streaked, hysterical features
appeared. There was no denying the natural beauty in spite of the
dirt and blood and pink-rimmed eyes.

 



A helping hand was in
order. He tugged on the sack until it was down to about her waist.
Had to pause for a moment to take in the victim’s ever-impressive
cleavage within the confines of that bra. He gazed as though for the
first time. Noticed Marvin doing the same. So long as he didn’t put
his grubby hands on her and his banger in her.

Biggs yanked on the
sack some more. It cleared her feet and she was free of it. Her
server’s dress that he’d torn down the middle in the graveyard
revealed a goodly amount of skin that continued to confirm what he’d
felt about her all along: epitome of class. Premium pussy.

 



It was tough to control
one’s excitement in a situation such as this. Thrill of the hunt
culminating in thrill of the catch. Moments like this made life worth
living. Sweat dripped from the Bishop’s face. If it was nearly
impossible for Biggs to keep a lid on what he was going through; it
was even more so for Marvin. Muck could not take his hungry eyes off
of her. Found himself unable to resist. Reached down to fondle the
heavy mounds inside the pink bra with one hand, while fondling bush
inside the blood and sperm-stained pink panties with the other.

“Get your paws off
her. Take the sandals and scrub them in the john.”

“How come I never be
gettin’ nothin’ this hot?” said Marvin. “Ain’t right.”

Biggs responded with a
hard whack across the deacon’s jaw with a huarache that must have
exacerbated the pain inflicted by that punch in the van and sent a
riled Marvin Muck reeling.

“Twiced in the
same place! Twiced in the mouf! What the fuck, Omar?”

“This is prime
pee-hole here. Think I’m about to let you near this fine cunt
before I’ve had a chance to get my fill? No way. She’s
mine. All mine.”

“All I done was
touch some tit, me.”

“You’re not
touching shit. You need a shower. Wash the graveyard out of your
pores. Change your clothes. Throw the clothes you got on in the
washer. Who knows what you might’ve picked up out there.”

“If I did, so did
yo ass.”

“You were down in the
grave, playing grab-ass with the stiffs.”

“Who made me?”

“I’ve waited a long
time to get my hands on this bitch, a long fucking time. Probably
jeopardized my whole program. Should have waited for a better
opportunity. . . . Should have, should have—but couldn’t. I just
couldn’t.”

Biggs was looking at
her as he spoke these words.

“Not that it was
entirely up to me. . . .” His gaze was back on Marvin. “Somebody
saw to it that I had no choice but to move prematurely by flashing a
certain cigarette lighter that belonged to a certain peeler of
color.”

“Yo,” said Muck.
“Blame Base. Only this here ho seen them other hoe’: Peach and
them, in here last. Five-O woulda found out.”

Biggs faced the victim.
Got his hands on her handcuffed wrists and helped her to her feet.

“Pearly Girlie, it
wasn’t anything I had any real control over.”

He looked her dead in
the eye. Waited and watched for it. He did not have long to wait.
Captive was petrified.

“You don’t wants to
do that, ho,” said Marvin. “Don’t show fear in front of Trusty.
You fuckin’ dead you do that. Ain’t that right, Brutha
Trusty?”
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Biggs said
nothing. He was grinning. Stuck his long tongue out, wiggled it
in front of her face, and stuck it in her mouth. Lapped up her tears
and then slowly ran it down across her chin, down her tender neck . .
. toward her breasts. . . . He squeezed the bra cups, pushed them
together and buried his tongue into the cleavage.

“You’ve got body
odor, girlie, that smells better than most deodorants.” He was
looking up again. “I wouldn’t kid you about something like that.”

“They could bottle
it, huh, Cecil? Call it BO by Duarte.”

“Not bad,” said
Biggs. “Hell, they could bottle her urine and it would outsell
Pepsi.”

“Bottle her fart’,
Cecil, right? And sell them fart’ like they was fresh air.”

“You mean
air-freshener.”

“Yo. Could be.”

“I like that.”

Biggs’ mouth was up
against her ear with that last line. He lowered himself to his knees.
Brushed her backside to get at bits of loose grass and leaves stuck
to her panties. Pressed his face between the cheeks. Inhaled several
times.

“Please,” said Liv.
“If I said anything to offend anyone . . . I’m sorry. . . .”

“Offend anyone?”
said Marvin. “Heard that, OG? You don’t be offendin’ nobody,
sugar-bush. What you done was get my bone good an’ hard. All the
time. My bone, his bone; be like wood when you strut by.”

“I told you to
shower,” said Biggs. “Before you contaminate this house of God
and bring the plague down on us.”

Bishop tossed the
sandals at him. “I notice any of that drifter’s DNA on those
huaraches, you’ll be wishing you never mentioned them.”

“You know why I done
it,” said Muck. “Mr. Pimple be needin’ footwear.”

Biggs ignored him. His
eyes were back on the woman. Marvin cursed. Shook his head as he
walked down the hallway with the sandals. He stepped into his room
for clothes and a towel, then entered the hallway john.
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Something is not
right, thought Biggs, as he looked at the cuffs on the woman’s
wrists. It struck him just then, while going over her hands,
fingers in particular. There was something missing on one of the
fingers.

“Where’s the
engagement ring the punk gave you in the diner?”

He spun her around and
yanked her to the floor. Gripped her throat in his right hand.
Olivia’s face turned red.

“Where’s the ring,
Dolly? Where is it? What happened to it? The hard-working, young punk
gave you a ring.”

She tried to speak, but
his grasp was too strong and prevented it.

“Why don’t I carve
you up right now, whore? Who needs your pee-hole? Instead I’ll just
chop your vagina right out and fry it with sautéed onions. That’s
where your cunt belongs—in a frying pan—with a pinch of salt and
black pepper for flavor. Maybe some meat tenderizer. Accent.
That’s what I think of bitches like you. That’s what went through
my mind that night you were here with those other whores: Stella,
Pearl, and Lana. Pearl’s in a room downstairs. In the basement. The
other two? Gone. Done. You were lucky that night . . . got away. Just
barely. Only luck’s not on your side this time, is it?”

He released her.

“I lost it,” said
Olivia, sobbing. “It came off. Must have come off —”

“Where?”

“It must have slipped
off —”

“Where, goddammit?
Where is the fucking ring the simp loser gave you?”

“I don’t know.
Please don’t hurt me. Please. Please, God; help me. HELP ME,
DEAR GOD!”

Biggs slapped her hard,
twice. Gripped her hair in his left hand and yanked back on it, then
stuck his tongue inside her mouth. Kissed her coarsely this way.
Lifted his head, and slapped her again.

“You’re lying,
heifer. Not that it matters. Won’t save you. By the time your
family and friends come looking for you you’ll be one dead cunt, a
corpse.”

“Why are you doing
this? What did I ever do to you?”

Marvin was done with
his shower and was back in the hallway. He was bare-chested. Had a
pair of old, worn, baggie jeans on and flip-flops on his feet, but
that was all. His groin was stiff inside those jeans.

“That’s it, bitch,”
said Biggs. “Get desperate. Let me see the trepidation, the
panic—all that good shit. Let’s see it, let it come out. I love
it. Don’t you just love this, Free Ride? Don’t you just get off
on all this great shit?”

“Want some, me. That
be my interest,” said Marvin.

“We can have sex, if
that’s what you want,” said Liv Duarte.

“If that’s what I
want?” said Biggs. “Pretty good guess. Only it’ll have to wait.
It’s been a long night and a man has to recharge his batteries
sometime. So long as you know: what happened in the graveyard was
only the beginning; nothing more than a taste of what you can look
forward to.”

“I don’t be tired,”
said Base. “My ‘battery’ don’t need no recharge.”

Biggs looked at Muck.
Unlocked her handcuffs, and re-cuffed her wrists in front of her.

“You did nothing but
bitch out there the entire time because you had to do a bit of work;
and now, all of a sudden, you’re not tired.”

“You know what I be
sayin’. I could go for this here ho. Why I done took a shower. You
had yo taste in the boneyard. Be time for me to get some, dawg. Yo.”

“Did I say it was
time for ‘Sloppy Seconds?’”

“Sheeyet,”
said Muck.

Bishop’s eyes were on
the victim.

“Are you thirsty?”

Olivia nodded.

He asked if she were
hungry.

“Yes,” she said.
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He walked her to
the kitchen. Unlocked the door. The trio went in. Biggs unlocked
the padlock on the heavy chain on the refrigerator at the far end. As
he reached in for the jug of water, Olivia shuddered at what she saw
on the wire shelves: flesh wrapped in plastic. It was clearly human
flesh. Limbs.

The cupboards above
also had locks on them. He unlocked one of the locks and got a
tumbler. Filled it with water from the jug. Handed it to her. She
drank, as tears rolled down her face.

 



He stuck his hand back
in the fridge. Retrieved the stale box of Arm & Hammer
baking soda and tossed it in the trash. Grabbed a fresh, new box from
the cupboard shelf, tore the top off, and placed the baking soda in
the refrigerator where the other had been.

“Keeps it nice and
sweet-smelling in there,” said Cecil to no one.

He closed the
refrigerator door. Reached up for a box of dog biscuit treats in the
cupboard. Handed her a biscuit. The captive attempted to bite down
and could not manage. Biggs glanced at Marvin.

“Another one who’s
too good for dog biscuits.”

“That shit be hard to
chew, homie. Got no flavor, neither.”

“Yeah?” said Biggs.
“Your rats seem to like them well enough.”

He watched her drink
more water.

“It’s all right.
You’ll eat what’s handed out, or you’ll starve. It’s up to
you entirely.”

Biggs snapped on a pair
of latex gloves. Stepped out of the kitchen for a moment. When he
returned he held a sheet of white, lined paper with some writing on
it that he had composed himself, a generic “Hello, how are you?”
type of greeting card, and the envelope that came with it (with the
stamp already affixed). He placed these items and a pen on the table
in front of her. Had her transcribe the note onto the greeting card.

 




Dear Mom and Dad,


I am with friends and doing fine. I need


to be away from the family for a while to


sort out some things.


Love,


Olivia

 



He had her place the
card inside the envelope and seal it using her own saliva. All he had
to do now was remember to mail the greeting card from Nevada next
time he and Muck were out there to visit the fence and his dope
connection, or maybe drop it in a Phoenix mailbox next time he
happened to be out there.

 



Biggs secured the
refrigerator door, picked up the envelope, pen, the piece of paper,
and the three of them stepped into the hallway. Biggs locked the
kitchen door. Turned to Marvin.

“We’ll be in the
john. She needs to be cleaned up. Can I trust you to bring Pearleen
up without trying to molest her?”

“Pearleen?” said
Muck. “We don’t got nobody name’ Pearleen.”

“Peaches, dummy.”

“LaBelle of the Ball?
I don’t be molestin’ that ho.”

“Don’t even think
about raping her.”

“You knows me, Cecil.
I be Deacon Marvin. Ain’t time for Sloppy Second’. I can wait.
Peach got some hot pussy, but I be waitin’ on it.”

“From Here to
Eternity,” said Biggs, and walked down to his room to drop off
the envelope and things, shed the gloves. When he stepped back out,
Marvin was standing by the door to the basement, looking at him.

“What now?”

Muck reminded him that
the door needed to be unlocked, and that he would need a couple of
other keys, probably:

“One to the room the
nigga ho be in, plus other key’. . . . Only I ain’t exactly
sure.”

“Let the staff out of
their cell, board members,” said Biggs, and reminded him to empty
the honey bucket in the Mattress Room, as well as the ones used by
the geeks.

“Can you manage
that?”

“Oh yeah,” said
Muck. “Be my most favorite activity ‘round here.”

“See to it that
Fimple gets the sandals. Where are the sandals, by the way?”

“Crapper.”

“You clean them?”

“Tol’ me to clean
‘em. What I done.”

“You scrubbed them?”

“You keep aksking.”

“Why don’t you go
get them, then?”

Marvin did that. Was
back from the john.

“Pearl’s chained to
the chain that the other end is locked to the beam in the ceiling.
Then you’ve got the Bunk Room—for a total of four keys.”

Biggs began detaching
the keys, when the idea of not having been able to get his hands on
the engagement ring was back nagging at him. His attention and eyes
returned to Liv Duarte.

“That was some nice
rock the lovesick, pussy-whipped dork got for you. I want it.”

He went over her
fingers, as he had earlier—with similar results. The rock wasn’t
on any of them.

“Where is it? What
did you do with it?”

Olivia wasn’t
talking. In fear for her life to the extent that she was practically
paralyzed, yet she still offered nothing.

“The minute I laid
eyes on it in the diner,” said Biggs, “I knew I had to have it.
Only now you won’t tell me what you did with it.”

Olivia remained mute.

“Okay, cunt. Play
your games.”

Biggs handed Marvin the
keys, a flashlight. The deacon got the door unlocked, and made it
down. Biggs locked his bedroom back up and crossed the hallway with
his latest victim, and entered the john with her.
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“What you need
is a bath, Dolly,” said Cecil. “And don’t you worry about
death right now. We don’t want to get morbid. Death is, after all,
considered a morbid topic by the lot of them out there, isn’t it?
Death. ‘You’re obsessed with death.’ That’s what
Tillie Marie said to me. We’re uncoupled, Tillie and I.” He
paused here. Went over, in his mind’s eye, the ugly way it had
unraveled and the emotional ringer the ex had put him through.

“I’m not obsessed
with death—I happen to be drawn to it, the sight of blood. May not
care for the taste exactly, do enjoy the sight of blood, having other
people’s blood on me. Enjoy wallowing in it, spilling it. Like it
when it spatters. Sprays me full on.”

 



He tended to her facial
wound and other cuts with rubbing alcohol and appropriate Band-Aids.
He turned the spout on in the bathtub. Tested its temperature, then
turned it on full blast. Dumped enough Mr. Bubble in, all the
while observing the quaking, horrified woman standing beside him.

He unlocked her
handcuffs in order to make it possible for her to shed the torn
uniform, take bra and panties off; her sneakers. There was nothing to
fear on his part, nothing to be apprehensive about, because her
ankles remained in leg irons. Once she was out of the polyester dress
uniform, the wrists were re-cuffed.

He decided to take the
leg irons off, since she wouldn’t be able to climb in the tub with
those things hindering the process—and having to lift a victim that
was 5’8” and possibly weighed north of one-hundred-fifty-pounds
by himself—was out of the question.

“Sure, sweetheart,”
said Cecil. “We are going to get you all cleaned up, face made up.
Give you some nice things to wear: lace panties, fishnets, garter
belt; undergarments we got off some of the other cunts along the
way.”

There was a knock at
the door.

“Why knock?” said
Biggs. “You know I’m in here.”

“‘Cause if I don’t
knock on the door, yo, I get a knock upside the head. That be
why,” said Marvin, and walked in with the burlesque peeler. The
clothes Pearleen had on were ill-fitting, having been the property of
a previous victim, no doubt (who lacked her figure).

 



Biggs took in the heavy
tits that strained the top of the dress, the curvaceous hips that did
same in the hip area.

“Check her
handcuffs,” said Cecil.

“First thing I done
downstairs was check them handcuff’ before I brung her up.”

“Do it again.”

Marvin did that.

“Now check the
leggings.”

Marvin followed through
as told.

“That be me: Flunky
Number One.”

Biggs eyes remained on
Pearleen.

“He attempt to molest
you in any way?”

“He tried,” said
Pearl. “Only I put a stop to it.”

“You a lie, ho,”
said Base. “Peach be lyin’.”

Biggs stared at them
both without uttering a word. He rose.

“I’ll be right
back,” said the owner of the Compound, and left the john. Marvin
cursed under his breath.

“I know what you be
up to, bitch,” said Base, and considered doing something to her,
maybe slapping the shit out of her, and then maybe jamming turkey
neck in her asshole. Only there was no time. He wondered what Cecil
would do to him now that the ho lied about him tryin’ to mess wiff
her?

“I know what you be
doin’. You tryin’ to get homie pissed off at me.”

“I told the truth,”
insisted Pearleen. “You felt me up.”
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Biggs was back.
To Muck’s great relief he had one of his thick photo albums in his
hand (as opposed to something he could have kicked his ass with).
Marvin noticed, too, that Trusty had left his piece in his bedroom;
knife, too, pepper spray. Paranoid muthafuckah. Them hoez ain’t
gonna try nothin’. Where they gonna go? They don’t be knowin’
which key open any door. Brung that makeup case wiff the handle.
Thing was crappy an’ old. Pink.

Deacon watched him hold
it up so the bitches could see it.

“Mama’s very own,”
said Cecil. “Makeup box.”

Biggs placed the makeup
case on top of the hamper. Held the photo album in his hands.

“And this,” he
indicated the cover and the word LUSTMORD: Anatomy of a Legacy
hand-printed in old and faded red block letters across it, “I
treasure more than anything I own.”

“More than the Caddy
and Roll’-Royce?” asked Muck.

“Leave, Marvin.”

“I can’t hang?
Wanna see these two mama’ play wiff each other, Omar. Why come I
can’t hang?”

Biggs came close to
grinning. Shook his head.

“This loser has had
his ass kicked more times than I care to recall, yet continues to
have a hearing problem.”

“Ain’t got no
problem, me,” said Muck. “I heered all right. Ain’t got
to tell me twiced. I heered.”

“You lock the
basement back up?”

“Sho did.”

“You check on Mr.
Fimple and the others? Everything kosher down there?”

“Yo. He cool. Mr.
Norbert Pimple be eatin’ his own shit prob’ly by now, but he
cool. Mr. Pimple be a real cool dude.”

“You give Olin his
diaper and dropped the soiled one in the washing machine?”

“Goodfellow be good
for nothin’.”

“Yes or no?”

“Dude got his diaper.
Had him put the dirty one in the washing machine. Had a big load in
it, too—diaper did.”

“Leave the keys. Stay
in your room until I call for you.”

“Yeah. Right. I’ll
go lick my sweetmeat, me,” said Deacon, and paused here. “Can I
get something to eat, Cecil?”

“Not right now. I
want to take a shit, and watch Pearleen give this Latina cunt a
bubble bath.”

 



Marvin left the john
and could be heard grumbling to himself as he crossed the hallway to
his room. Biggs dropped his pants and lowered his ass on the toilet.

“All right, LaBelle
of the Ball, get this fine young bitch in the tub and give her a
slow bubble bath; wash her hair, then go with the bubble bath. I want
to see you rub pretty bubbles all over her body, all over that
unsullied, ripe body. . . .” He seemed to mull something over in
his head.

“You might explain to
her that if she wants to remain among the living, just a while
longer, that she better find a way to stop crying. She had better
find a way to turn off the fear, the panic. . . . Because if she does
not do this, I will lose it, and we know what might easily happen
then. . . . And I don’t want that to happen right now. It would be
too soon, too early. I don’t want to finish either of you off right
away, even though I know the Duarte clan will be poking all over the
Valley pretty soon looking for their missing dolly.”

“I understand,
Cecil,” said Pearleen.

Her own stomach was in
knots from having witnessed what he was capable of, yet her desire to
stay alive and survive whatever he might put them through far
outweighed the fear factor and helped her sustain a calm exterior.
This was how she kept the inner jitters under control. Sometimes it
worked, sometimes it did not. At the moment, she was handling it a
lot better than the younger Duarte girl.

“She’ll come
around, lover. She’ll be fine,” said Pearleen, then addressed
Olivia Duarte: “Better listen to what the man is trying to say. I
know you’re not stupid—so shape up. Knock off the tears.”

Biggs waited.

“Get her in the tub,
Pearl. Use the sponge on her. Rub it all over her body—slowly—all
over her big tits . . . and then down across her soft belly. Get her
pussy real good, her thighs. And then turn her over and clean her ass
real good. I just want to sit back and watch.”

Pearleen did exactly as
Biggs instructed. Biggs looked down at his erection: if not full-on,
at least in progress. Cock was attempting to rise up from between his
legs.

“Waiting sometimes
makes it better,” said Biggs. “Anticipation . . . makes it
better. . . .”

And he sat there
watching as the stripper ran the sponge down toward Olivia’s
breasts.
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Biggs held the
photo album in his hands. Album contained Polaroids of his
kills, color shots of mutilated bodies, images of blood-drenched
corpses and pictures of either Biggs or assistant Muck engaged in
various sex acts with victims. There were images of Cecil sodomizing
corpses, shots of victims with arms and legs severed, Polaroids of
victims with viscera hanging from open bellies, blood spurting from
neck wounds; blood and brains oozing from bashed-in craniums.

 



Cecil leafed through
it, wavering nostalgically over certain ones, the more memorable
ones, trying to convey to Pearleen as well as to the other female,
what it was all about, what the collection meant to him.

“My life’s work so
far. Adds up to nineteen, not counting Slim and Fat Frieda. Fat
Frieda Lanier should count as two. That would bring it to sixteen.
Plus the transient, or so he claimed he was, in the graveyard.”

He paused, mulling it
over in his head.

“Granted, my numbers
aren’t as impressive as some; even if you included the ones in the
basement, or even the ones I did in Amsterdam while on furlough
during my army stint over there. I was stationed in Germany.
Kaiserslautern. Sliced and diced a couple of bitches in Brussels,
too; baker’s wife in Nice, France, and her thirteen-year-old
daughter. I never believed in the devil, Satanism, but left
pentagrams near the sites. Carved 666s into the bodies, to throw off
the bumbling Euro gendarme.”

It was a sigh tinged
with regret, when he stated: “I can’t match Petiot or Herman
Mudgett when it comes to sheer numbers. Then, too, it’s nearly
impossible to nail down the accuracy of some of these stats. Henry
Lee Lucas? He’s a liar. He never killed as many as he claimed.
Nowhere near. Eddie Gein? The sissy mama’s boy? Got him beat, easy.
Zero competition there. Although chubby Gacy, the homo shit-packer’s
got a higher body count than me—or so it seems. I’d be pushing it
if I claimed my numbers exceeded his. Problem is, you never know what
to believe with Fatso the Jester. These drips have a habit of bending
the truth in order to suit their agenda—and they all have their
agenda. So then, did Pogo kill under forty, or was it more than that?
If so, how many more? Filthy queer was a born liar. Manson’s
another pole-smoking, white trash runt who has a tough time telling
the truth.”

He pondered on it in
silence for a moment.

“Like I said: my
numbers may not be all that impressive. I’m doing what I can to
improve my stats—then again, it’s not always about quantity with
me, but the quality of the kills, quality of torture—and I believe
I tortured quite a few of my victims to the best of my ability.”

He stopped. Thought
about it.

“Quality of
Torture,” said Biggs. “QOT. That’s what it should be
about, first and foremost. What the primary objective has always
been, as it should be. Because no matter how many one kills—one can
never kill enough. World is full of peeps, cretins, and more
on the way; always more assholes on the way. So long as they continue
to copulate and propagate. You can never stamp out enough.”

 



It was here that he
genuinely wondered if his body count may have been off. The numbers
had a way of bouncing around in his head. Some days the figure was
higher and appeared favorable, other days he doubted that figure and
felt mildly depressed because he was convinced the number was
probably less than what he believed it to be—or wanted to believe
it was.

He would never admit
the following to anyone else, but unless he wrote the number of kills
down somewhere, kept an accurate tally, or had photographic evidence,
his tally was hardly accurate. Well, it wasn’t easy. The only true
reason to keep track of the numbers was to rate his own progress
against all those pretenders out there who considered themselves to
be in his league, but were far from it.

“We have a few buried
here and there on the premises, as mentioned. You and your pals
encountered some of them, Pearleen.”

He just about grinned.
Felt like it.

“It’s possible I
got Gacy beat after all,” said Biggs. “Can’t say I surpassed
some of the others, some of the krauts—and that one guy down in
Columbia.”

His mind drifted off
somewhere. Perhaps regret weighing him down, after all.
Disappointment. That was the worst of it.

“I should be happier
about the achievements. Always find myself wishing I had photos of
the other kills. . . . Regret is a bitch. Kind of partial to the
Before and After shots.”

He did not bother to
mention that the women in the “Before” phase of the Before and
After spreads, very often, were made up to resemble his long-dead
whore mother. Why bring it up? No reason. Couldn’t be sure of it
himself even. In denial? Was that it? What did it matter? To them?
Him? Or anyone else?

 



Pearleen felt the urge
to throw up, and she was thanking God to herself when it didn’t
happen. Olivia, on the other hand, continued to have a much tougher
time of it. Tears streamed freely, and Pearleen knew that this girl
was the luckiest person alive at the moment because the soap suds and
water did not make it too evident, or if it was noticeable,
Biggs—caught up in his twisted fantasies—did not react to it this
time.
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Peachy saw an
opportunity to probe his psyche. There was a photo or two that
she caught sight of out of the corner of her eye. It was a photo of a
young boy, possibly Cecil, standing between what appeared to be a
black dog and a huge, boar-like pig. The boy appeared to be smiling.
Yes, had a big, toothy grin on his young face. One arm around the
dog’s neck, the other around the pig’s.

There was a male, age
undetermined, on account he was in circus clown makeup, sitting in a
wheelchair in back of them. Clown looked evil; pure evil. Sadistic.
With demon-like jaw and teeth. Made her shudder.

What did this photo
mean to her captor? She’d witnessed him in both: Trusty makeup and
Parfrey pig mask. She wanted to hear more; better yet, she was intent
on him clarifying what it meant to him.

 



Pearl wondered if she
might summon the nerve to inquire about it. What would the
consequences be? How heavy the toll? Only if she didn’t, how would
she ever get inside and close enough to figure out what made the
sicko tick?

“That you, Cecil?”
said Pearleen. “As a boy? Looks like you.”

“Used to be me.”

“You’re a dog
person, I take it?”

“Actually, I favor
pigs. This particular pig, in fact. Smartest animal I ever knew.
Parfrey was smarter than the average human, for sure. Average human
has the brains of a chipmunk.”

“The man in the clown
makeup—he family? Or is that too personal?”

He looked at her. It
was never easy for him to go there. Never wanted to. Why was the
bitch asking? What did she hope to gain?

“What’s up with
the 3rd degree?” said Biggs. “Looking for a soft spot?
Achille’s heel?”

Pearl reminded herself
she needed to be extra cautious here. Whatever comes out of your
mouth next had better be stated without fear; had better be genuine.
Every damned syllable had better be authentic. Should you fail
with it, so be it. Even a twisted psycho like this had to have some
small part of him way down that was human. Had to. And this was the
part she needed, felt it was required for her to reach—if she stood
any chance at all of surviving this nightmarish ordeal that she and
this other girl were trapped in.

“Don’t mean to pry,
lover,” said Pearleen. “It’s just that you got several pictures
there in your album of the man and the pets. Seems they meant a lot
to you at the time pictures were taken. Figured they wouldn’t be
there among your collection if they didn’t matter.”

“Oh, they matter,”
said Cecil. “To no one else but me.”

Peach got quiet. Tried
to add up what it was she had, and what the point had been of what
they’d just discussed? She get any closer to getting to know what
made the loon tick? And would she be able to use it later to save
this young girl and herself? Didn’t know. She didn’t know.

 



You’ve got to stop
talking for a while. Let him be with his memories and twisted
thoughts. Could be one wrong move, one wrong word—and your throat
gets slashed.

What was he doing now?
Looking at what? She pretended not to be paying attention. Can’t be
nosy. Interested? Yes. Nosy? Never.

Biggs pointed out shots
of that wench discovered in Lopez Canyon.

“She was on TV.
Coroner’s people carried her away on a gurney. Should have brought
her head back here, boiled it in water to strip the flesh off, and
painted it with gray paint. That’s when they look like props used
in biology class.”

Biggs took a minute,
relishing memories of what he’d done to her and with her.

“Well, you live with
your regrets. We all have regrets. My biggest regret is that I waited
too long to go all out and put my plan into action . . . make my
fantasies come true.”

He gazed at the
Polaroids.

“Yes, I did a few
here and there when I was younger, but not enough. There was the fear
of getting caught. Only now—that fear is no longer there, because
that’s when you get snagged, by being afraid of being found out.”

He shook his head. It
ate him up. “Think of all the fucking I missed out on, all the fun.
Hookers cost money. Always had to watch the budget, you know. . . . I
masturbated then more than I do now, but it’s not the same; it’s
never the same. . . . The taste of fresh blood. . . . When you can
smell their fear. . . . There’s nothing like it.”

He looked up,
practically snapping out of it.

“I waited too long,
and now I’m trying to make up for lost time. . . . I used to be
intimidated by women, like Rudy Perez. Afraid they would always say
no—and usually did. Most of them said no—except the nuts and
sluts, except the money-grubbing, money-hungry sluts you had to pay
for your loving and fucking—not that I think either of you is any
different deep down from all those filthy Sunset Strip whores. You’re
all the same. Put your feelers out, determine the man’s weakness,
and move in for the jugular, move in for the kill. That’s how it
is.”

He watched as Pearleen
ran the sponge between Olivia’s legs.

“Have her stand up
when you do that.”

Olivia immediately
stood up.

“That’s it,” said
Pearl. “She’s getting the idea, Cecil.”

“I like that. Spread
your legs a little, Liv, and let Pearly run the sponge over your
buttocks. Get her butt real good, Pearleen, because my name is not
Norbert Fimple and I don’t eat shit. Some people eat shit; some of
the Hollywood crowd. Albert Fish ate shit. That’s where I back off.
I mean, I saw plenty of them loose cannons in the psycho wards eating
their own shit, plenty of them did—drank piss, too.”

Biggs looked down at
his groin. Gripped his right hand around it, and gave it gradual
strokes.

“Look how hard,
Pearleen,” said Biggs.

“Looking real good,
Cecil. Can I have some?”

“Lean over and touch
the head lightly. Don’t do anything more than that. Not that I have
a fear of creaming or anything. I just want it to last when you rinse
that soap off her. Tell you what: get back in with her. That’s
right, Pearleen. Get in the tub with her. Let her clean you off.”
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He sat, observing.

“Jesus Christ. How do
you get a body like that? Both of you. If only I could have had
something like either of you years ago. Christ. . . . Seems a shame
to have to do away with you. Don’t you agree?”

The women said nothing
as Olivia continued to rub the sponge across the high yellow’s
upper back. Biggs was sitting back down now, his mind seemingly
somewhere else.

“I don’t know,
sometimes I just get carried away. I don’t always think killing is
the answer. I agree with Marvin, some of them beauties are just too
good to be ‘iced’ and should be kept around a little
longer, gotten more use out of. Some shouldn’t be slaughtered right
away. Just because a cunt’s been fucked doesn’t mean she suddenly
has no worth at all, because—and I’ve discovered this to be
true—once you’ve fucked a woman to your heart’s content and
left her alone for a while, say a few days, a week, maybe two weeks,
or months even—you can still go back and nail it again, because she
can still look good to you. Just like some of those skin magazines
I’ve got stored away in the attic, girlie magazines I bought years
ago and initially got tired of—but I can go up there now and leaf
through them and still be turned on.

“Something to think
about. Why cut a bitch up right away? Why not hold onto you for a
while? Only it’s like I said: I get carried away. Something happens
to me and I can’t stop, no more than I can stop my peepers from
filling up with blood and turning red.”

Olivia’s eyes were
welling all over again and this time Pearleen Bell caught her in time
and turned her face away to keep Biggs from noticing.

“The minute I smell
fear something goes off in my head, just clicks—and I have no
control over it. I swear, it’s a bitch to control. I mean, forget
controlling it, forget trying to stop it. I just go with it. Fear,
sight of blood. I can feel the adrenaline start pumping, my cock
begins to stir and my eyes turn red, and then all I want to do is
fuck—and kill, see more blood, and death—lick pussy and eat ass,
watch them taste my cum, watch them swallow white hot nutsack juice
while they’re bleeding to death. From then on it’s like a
snowball rolling downhill, picking up speed, increasing in size as
well as out of control . . . until it inevitably disintegrates—as
it must.”

He paused, searching
for the right words.

“That’s what
happens for the most part. That’s not to say that plenty of them
don’t deserve exactly what they get. Nobody said it would be a bed
of tulips. What the old man used to say to the old lady after he’d
gone on one of his drunken binges and kicked her ass real good,
bloodied her face real good, because she’d been out there running
around naked in traffic and not making money. ‘Shut up, bitch.
Nobody promised you no tulip garden.’.”

Biggs wiped himself.
Stood up. Shed his remaining clothes.

“Anyone attempts any
shit, tries to knee me in the balls—you’ll be sealing your fate.
All the doors are fortified and I’m the only one who knows which
key unlocks which lock. Also, you’d be destroying my trust in you.
Trust matters. If I can’t trust you, you’re no good to me.
Meaning: consequences will be harsh. On the other hand, if you prove
yourselves to be trustworthy, we might consider creating a place for
you both on staff or board of directors. We’ll see. It would mean
two additional mouths to feed. . . . We’ll have to see how I feel
about things.”

He stepped into the tub
and had Pearleen Bell wash him down with the sponge.
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Biggs provided
Olivia with clothing. Just as ill-fitting as what the other
captive had on, to be sure, but served the purpose. He did not want
the geeks to see them without clothes on. Also thought the
temperature in the walk-in, where he wanted to take them, might be a
bit much.

He handcuffed their
wrists together, got dressed himself, and had them step into the
hallway. He returned the photo album to his room. Retrieved the .357,
pepper spray, knife. Locked up, and paused at Marvin’s door with
the women. Knocked.

“Who that?” said
Muck.

“Who do you think,
asshole? Take your dick out of your mouth for one second and get to
the door.”

The door opened. Muck
had one of his homely rats perched on his shoulder. His nearly
foot-long schwantz dangled from his open fly. Biggs did not
even want to know what the idiot had been up to. What was he trying
to do? Train the rat to give him head? If so, he would learn the hard
way: he’d get his joint chewed off.

“Put that thing away.
We’re going downstairs.”

Marvin stood there,
looking at him, as if to say: Which? Pet or dick?

“Put the fucking
sewer-dweller down and zip up your pants.”

Marvin did as told.
Attempted to (in his habitually clumsy way) by inadvertently yanking
up on the zipper without shoving his groin completely inside first.
Winced. Freed his caught member, then gingerly guided it inside his
fly, and was able to zip up—all the way this time. No one thought
the incident remotely amusing, least of all Biggs. It was par for the
course for the imbecile. He handed the makeup case to him.

“What chu be wantin’
me to do wiff it?” asked Muck.

Biggs said nothing.
Walked back to his room. Went in. A moment later he was back with
that eyeless teddybear and shoved it at the sidekick.

 



Marvin Muck took in the
goofy looking stuffed animal and had a pretty good idea what was
coming up. It made him queasy in the belly. No shit. Cecil was at the
basement door, unlocking it. Had the women step through. He turned
his head back. Marvin remained at the door to his room, standing
there like a braindead fool.

“Fuck you waiting
for?” said Biggs.

Marvin walked up.

“What up wiff the
teddybear?” said Muck. “What chu be wantin’ wiff it?”

“What difference is
it to you?” said Cecil. “Downstairs. Let’s go.”

Marvin stepped through
the open door and descended the stairs. Biggs locked the door back up
after himself, and followed the others down.
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Some of the geeks
were in the Bunk Room, either dozing or else watching the B&W
television. Others were in the play area by the walk-in, filling
in coloring books with crayons or playing dominoes.

“Round up the ones in
the play area,” said Biggs. “Have them gather up their coloring
books and dominoes and take them to the TV Room.”

He waited there while
Marvin carried out the order.

“Got them all?”

“‘Cept one,” said
Marvin. “Mildred. Old ho be in the crapper.”

Biggs shrugged. It was
good enough. Didn’t care what Betty Lou’s batty adopted daughter
saw if she happened to step out of the john and drifted over.

Cecil locked the door
to the Bunk Room, and moved on down to the walk-in cooler and
unlocked the padlock on the chain. He unraveled the chain off the
handle, opened the heavy steel door, and told the vics to step
inside. He wanted Olivia to take a good, hard look at what was there,
at the hanging bimbos on meat hooks, at the chests on the metal floor
full of body parts and entrails, and up at the wire shelves with the
eyeless human skulls, devoid of brains and scalps.

 



As expected, Olivia
Duarte began to gag, as did Pearleen Bell to some extent. Even if the
latter appeared to be tougher and resilient—on the surface, at
least—it was still a struggle and took great effort not to make as
big a scene as the younger woman. Pearl did what she could to help
and offer support.

The part-time waitress,
wannabe-coed, was bent over and puking onto the floor of the walk-in.
Vomit, along with some blood, poured out of her to join the rest of
the offensive refuse.

The exotic dancer held
the other woman up. Biggs and Marvin stood there and found it amusing
enough.

“This is what happens
to little girls who disappoint me,” said Biggs. “Not that either
of you whores is little by any means.”

He paused. Took his
time.

“See to it, Pearleen,
that she understands. The only reason she’s not on a hook right now
is because I’m interested in her. Took a long time to get my hands
on her. Damned near took her life, too, back at the diner—so she
really doesn’t have to worry too much about ending up like that
just yet, so long as she learns and yearns to please.”
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Bishop handed
Marvin the key to the tap in the wall out there by the pit. Had
him drag the end of the long hose with him and screw it onto the
spigot. When he returned, Biggs made it down to the Workshop-cum-Fun
Room to get into his knee-high rubber boots and yellow slicker; bib
apron over that. Placed the hard hat (with light) on his head, the
safety goggles on top.

He had one other helmet
there: with a full-on plastic face guard, but opted to go with what
he had on instead. This way, when the blood and bits of meat sprayed
him in the face, some of it, eventually, was bound to find its way
either in his mouth, or else near it, and he’d have immediate
access.

Sure, drinking blood on
a daily basis was not always pleasant and felt more like a chore than
anything. Was done for health reasons primarily. But in a situation
such as this, made it different, rather enjoyable—because it was
part of the scenario, therefore an integral component that added to
the experience.

Killing without blood
was like a burger without ketchup, hot dog without mustard. It was
like a blow job without the money shot.

 



He jammed heavy-duty,
white leather gloves into the apron pouch. Returned to the walk-in

“‘God’ is
here,” said Biggs, “to do what ‘God’ does in His
Abattoir.”

Marvin handed him the
hose handle end. Biggs aimed it at Connie Higgins, the Woodland Hills
school teacher hanging from the meat hook nearest the door. Started
spraying. Hosed her down pretty good. Aimed the hard spray on her
inordinately large bosom. Shifted to get at the wincing face. Stayed
with it. There went the makeup for sure. He’d have to redo her
makeup all over again, the bitch.

Got the blood off.
Graduated the spraying down toward the belly and more blood, inner
thighs.

“Teach turned out to
be one lame lay,” said Biggs to no one. “Great body/spiritless
fuck. No zest or charisma. White Bread whore didn’t know how to
fuck. What else is new? Makes them that much easier to get rid of.”

He had Marvin shut the
water off. Dropped the hose handle.

Muck was back. Not
wanting to miss out on any of the action. Hypocrite.

“Dude be watchin’
his water bill,” said Marvin. “Sho ‘nuff. Water don’t never
be free.”

“Go find something to
do,” said Cecil.
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Marvin wasn’t
eager to leave, but stepped out all the same.

“Just another way to
defray cost,” said Biggs, and gestured at the bimbos on hooks.
“Maintain overhead.”

Temperature had been
set at a not intolerable thirty-nine degrees. Not cold enough to
result in anyone freezing, yet cool enough to keep the rest of the
goods in fresh enough condition.

Bimbos were blond. Both
had hangers. The school teacher, Constance Higgins, was the natural;
the other, aerobics instructor who worked at a gym in Fox Hills, was
Sandra Harcourt. Partial to peroxide. Made no difference. Regarded
them both with equal disdain.

On the other hand, what
he did value was their resilience: they seemed alert enough to be
aware of their surroundings and the circumstances they were caught up
in.

All the better. Why he
kept the temperature as high as he did. Ordinarily, he would have had
it down by ten degrees, or lower. Ordinarily. Not that he minded the
bitches expiring, so long as they did so with a little help from his
chainsaws: either Big Daddy, the Stihl saw, or the much
smaller Daddy, Jr., Black & Decker. Alas, before
that next phase took place, there was a thing or two he needed to
attend to.

 



He reached for some
items in the makeup kit: lipstick, eyeliner, eyebrow pencil, etc.
Began to apply it to the school teacher.

“However,” said
Biggs, “in this case, as stated, that’s not primarily why she’s
in the situation she’s in.”

He looked at Pearleen,
who had the Latina in her arms and was holding her up practically,
comforting her.

“Gives a lackluster
blow job. Not a very good fuck. When a bitch can’t fuck, can’t
suck, can’t cook, can’t keep house . . . can’t do shit. . . .
That’s one useless bitch, in this opinionated man’s opinion. And
when a bitch is useless, can’t pull her weight, she’s dead
weight. Dead weight belongs in the kettle. . . .” Biggs cleared
his throat. “You’re looking at the staff’s next meal.”
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He was done with
the makeup. It was good enough, anyway. It would do. He didn’t
have to turn his head, either, to guess what Marvin was up to, to
know that curiosity had gotten the best of him and that he was
peeking from behind the door jamb and probably fondling himself.

Let him. So long as
Muck was not in the way and giving him that look that said he didn’t
agree with the “evil” crap that was going on, or at least that
was about to take place.

“All right, Pearleen,
show Olivia what it takes to make me happy around here, what it takes
to stay alive.”

Pearleen straightened.
Wiped tears from her face. She was looking at Biggs.

“What do you want me
to do, Cecil?”

“What do you think?”

Biggs indicated the
woman he’d just hosed down.

“Tongue that gash,
and do it as though your life depends on it—because it does. Get
down on your knees, spread the tramp’s legs and lap up her cunt
juice.”

“Couldn’t you just
take her down, Cecil? Please? I’ll do what you want. Couldn’t we
bring her down?”

“She’s CTD,” said
Biggs. “Circling the Drain.”

Doctors often used the
expression when a patient was near death. He didn’t feel like
explaining. Pearleen was looking up at him, pleading with her eyes.
Biggs grabbed the high yellow by the throat and squeezed and forced
her down in front of the hanging bimbo.

He’d pulled Pearleen
so hard that Olivia had slipped on the wet metal floor and taken the
Belle of the Ball down with her. Biggs yanked the stripper’s head
back up. Jammed her face between the hanging victim’s thighs.

“Suck her cunt,
bitch. Unless you want to end up on that hook yourself.”

Pearl did as she was
told. Parted the woman’s thighs and began flicking with her tongue.

 



Olivia’s tears
continued to flow. She was all nerves and fumbling. Cecil parted his
apron and yanked Pearleen toward his open fly. He reached inside his
trousers, withdrew his loaded penis and guided it inside her mouth.

“Show the young bitch
how it’s done, Pearl honey. Show the young cunt how to inhale cock;
how to do it like the pros.”

Pearleen worked his
genitals with her tongue. She worked the length of his penis. Got on
the head with her lips wrapped around it as she stroked with both
hands.

“Blow me, baby. . . .
Top the previous blow job.”
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Biggs happened to
glance at Olivia, who’d kept her eyes closed. He reached down
and slapped her hard across the face.

“Open your fucking
eyes, cunt. Keep your eyes open, ‘Tillie Marie.’ I want
you to watch and study. Better learn how to do it right, or I’ll
just chop your fucking head right off. I don’t have time to play
games with you. Big Tex is right about one thing: Life is short, too
short. You either perform, get the job done, or you fucking die.
That’s it. We’ll cut your limbs off and throw you into the
furnace with this other useless cunt. Keep your eyes open and watch
because you’ll be asked to take over in a second and you better
know what you’re doing; you better be better than the suck-off in
the graveyard. See how the nigga bitch is sucking? See how she works
it with her tongue? See the way she keeps stroking my cock and gives
it that little corkscrew-type twist as her hand nears the knob? You
paying close attention, Livie?”

Olivia was nodding her
head, while wiping hair and tears out of her eyes.

“Take me all the way,
Pearleen. All the way. Gag on it, cunt. Gag on the moose cock.
Because pretty soon you’ll be gagging on a load of white hot cum.
You’ll be filling your mouth with a load of hot juice, baby, in
about two seconds . . . only I want to prolong it, keep it going . .
. just want to keep it going. . . . Keep sucking. . . . Do it easier
now. . . . I don’t want to shoot juice right now. . . . Easy,
whore. . . . Easy. . . . Yeah. . . . Stroke me. . . . Flick the head
with your tongue. . . . You got suction. That’s what you’ve got
to learn, Olivia. When I cream in your mouth make sure you’ve got
your lips wrapped around the head —”

He withdrew his groin.
Indicated the purple, mushroom-shaped knob.

“That’s the most
sensitive area right there. Helmet. You have to keep working the
helmet with your lips and tongue. Stroke it with your hands. Suck on
it. Draw out every last drop. You got that, bitch?”

Olivia nodded.

“Then say it.”

“I got it.”

“Are you ready to
worship the helmet?”

“I’m ready.”

“Let me hear you say
it.”

“I’m ready to
worship the helmet.”

“Tell me you can
hardly wait to taste my cum in your throat. Tell me you can hardly
wait to have me shoot a big, heavy load of sperm down your slutty
throat.”

“I can hardly wait to
have you shoot a big, heavy load of sperm down my slutty throat.”

“Love it. You’re
even starting to sound like a tramp. It didn’t take long, did it?
To take a so-called virgin and turn her into a genuine whore, a
cocksucker. Take it then, cocksucker. Take it and make me shoot
sperm. You’ve dreamt about it all your life
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