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Summer 1992


PROLOGUE

This was what it meant to be alive.

They drove down the Interstate, half-drunk and feeling like they ruled the universe. They were young and wild and free. Life had not yet beaten down their spirits and made them cynical and bitter like their parents.

Eddie in the back was smoking a joint, puffing away like dope smoking was something he was born to do. He took a long, hard pull off the joint, and held in the precious smoke until his lungs wanted to burst, then he blew it in a stream that literally slapped against the windshield and circled back into Todd’s and David’s faces.

They hooted and cackled and sucked in the heady aroma of marijuana as it passed them.

“Damn, that was fine shit!” Eddie Nation said, his thin, pimpled face glistening in the last remnants of the afternoon sun.

“Only the best for my buds,” Todd Vedder said as he drove along the highway, back toward southern Illinois. David Cornell, riding shotgun, took the joint from Eddie and drew in a deep, long drag. He held it in, and then shotgunned it into Eddie’s mouth.

“Motherfucker!” he said. “That’s some bad-ass weed!”

“My cousin Jamie grows the shit in her basement,” Todd told them. “Her mom thinks it’s some kind of exotic flower or something.”

That brought a chuckle from all of them.

“A toast,” Todd said, holding up the beer that he had nestled in his lap. “To good music, good friends and damned good weed.”

“I’ll drink to that.”

“Me, too.”

They clashed beer cans together and drank heartily. Todd swerved into the other lane. Fortunately, the nearest car was just now topping the horizon, and they were safe.

“Fuck’n A, FUCK’N A!” Todd shouted. “I LOVE YOU GUYS!”

They smacked open palms together and cheered.

“Hey, wake up,” David said. “Turn off dead ahead.”

Todd pulled himself together and swayed onto the off ramp. Interstate 64 gave way quickly to Route 127. Carbondale lay some fifty miles south down that lonesome road. Another hour away. Plenty of time to party.

“Pass me a beer, man,” he said.

Eddie produced a beer from the cooler and gave it to him.

“Man, I gotta piss like a Russian racehorse,” David said.

“There’s a rest area up ahead, we’ll stop there.”

They drove on through Pinckneyville. Todd had a phobia about stopping in small towns to piss because he had been arrested in a restaurant bathroom in Carbondale once. He was drunk, of course, and accidentally walked into the ladies’ room. A woman had started screaming and, because he was drunk, he started saying stupid things like “Hey, while you’re here…”

He spent a night in jail for his shenanigan, and had a criminal record because of it. He had been grounded for six months by his parents. That “sentence” had expired a few days ago, and the guys had planned a trip to St. Louis in celebration.

Todd had been a bit nervous about the trip, but he had come around after a few hits of a joint and a cold beer.

By the time they reached the turn off, the three of them had bladders that were about to explode. Todd pulled off the road and drove onto the baseball diamond. He gunned the motor and the Firebird’s tires spat gravel. He fishtailed but managed to gain control before he reached the railing that surrounded the ball field.

“Far out, man!” Eddie shouted from the back seat.

Todd grinned and navigated around the railing to the outhouses nearby.

“Pissin’ time!” he said.

The three of them exited the car quickly. Eddie practically crawled over the seat. He dropped his zipper the second he was clear, and a thick stream of urine immediately began to flow.

Todd followed course with a loud “Ahhhhhhhhh!”

“You guys are barbarians,” David said. “Simply barbarians.”

He headed for the outhouse. It was a concrete outhouse built for the pee-wee league ball teams that played on the field. Now, it was too late for the kids to be there, and they were all alone.

He tried the door and found it open. The heady aroma of stale piss and shit struck him; and, although he would never admit such a disgusting thing to anyone, he liked it.

In the darkness he could see the outline of the wooden shitter. During the summer months, the smell in this place would be enough to choke him. But, it was spring now, and the baseball season had yet to begin in full swing. The stench was minimal.

He unzipped his trousers and pushed aside his underwear, pulled his manhood out. The brisk night air assaulted him down there, and he shuddered. That didn’t stop him from pissing, though.

He began to urinate.

“Hey, Davey,” Todd yelled from outside. “Shake it more than once and you’re playing with it!”

“Ha…you wish,” he replied.

He could hear Todd laughing outside.

Then, like any self-respecting drunk would do, he let his mind drift as he pissed. First and foremost, he recalled the night tonight. They had traveled all that distance to check out Ace Frehley at a bar called The Big Kahuna. Space Ace, formerly of the most awesome rock group in the universe, Kiss, had played like he was performing at Madison Square Garden and not just a bar full of drunks. He rocked their brains out, and they managed to get some alcohol from the bartender, even though they were all three years shy of drinking age. The bartender didn’t care. He was happy to serve fellow Kiss fans. Ace had proven that he still had the power of rock ‘n’ roll flowing through his veins.

Like the three of them did.

Todd and Eddie played guitar and David played bass. They had a band together back home, and they planned on making a name for themselves someday. They just need to keep living the rock ‘n’ roll lifestyle…and keep the band together long enough to get noticed.

If Ace could do it, he figured they could, too.

The piss flowed heavier as he tightened his stomach muscles.

His mind switched from the dreams of the future to the realities of the present.

They would all three graduate come May. Eddie had confirmed their suspicions when he told them earlier that he would be going to college in St. Louis. It wasn’t that far away, of course, but it would mean the end of the Three Musketeers. The band would be destroyed.

How could he do that to us? David wondered. Eddie knows how much we need this music.

But, Eddie hadn’t really been into the music…not like Todd and David. He had only bought a guitar and tried to learn how to play it to appease them.

He shook the thought out of his head (splashing piss all over the toilet seat in the process). “Fuck ’em and feed ’em fish heads,” he said under his breath to the next asshole—literally—to sit on that seat.

He managed to wrangle himself back into the opening and heard the sound of his piss hitting the shit and toilet paper and God only knew what else was down there.

He smiled as he moved his manhood from side to side, listening to the different noises the piss made when it hit bottom. There was a wet, slapping sound; a thicker, more solid sound, several others. He waved it about a little more and noticed something strange.

A hollow, ringing sound.

At first, he thought he might be pissing in a plastic cup thrown down there…but he knew that wasn’t right. Something inside him told him that he wasn’t pissing in plastic. Or paper.

It was something else.

Something that sent a shiver through him.

“Hey, Todd,” he yelled.

“Yeah, what?”

“C’mere.”

“What do ya want, a helping hand?” he asked as he moved closer.

“Very funny, asshole. Bring your lighter, man.”

There was something in his tone that stopped the joking instantly. Just like David’s knowledge that something weird was down there, Todd knew there was something wrong.

David finished pissing and zipped his pants. He turned and opened the door.

“What is it?” Todd asked. Eddie walked up on them, too. He was returning from the car with a fresh brew.

“I don’t know.”

They looked at each other a second and David said, “Give me the lighter.”

Todd handed the lighter over.

David flicked the lighter and a tall, bright flame shot out. He held the thumb controller down and moved to the commode opening. Todd and Eddie were beside him, pressing into the small outhouse as they bent.

Todd screamed.

Eddie followed.

And David let the lighter drop into the darkness before he vomited.

All three of them backed out of the outhouse, horrified at what they had seen.

There, in the bottom of the outhouse, was a body. They hadn’t been able to see most of it, but they had seen the important details.

It was a man, and he was dead.

…And David Cornell, future rock ‘n’ roll idol, had been pissing in the mouth of a corpse.


CHAPTER ONE

He danced back to reality with the sound of a telephone ringing in the distance. The night before was a haze to him; only the reality of his hangover told him that he had done the unimaginable and gotten drunk again.

Then, like a bullet across his senses, he remembered portions of the night before. After work, he and Officer Miller stepped out for a few drinks. A few drinks turned into many drinks.

Daniel Miller and he had become quick friends and drinking buddies—the latter more than the former—almost immediately upon Frank Powell’s transfer to St. Louis. The Chicago scene had become something of a heartache for Powell—he and the woman he thought he was in love with had parted ways in the worst sense. She had started dating another man, telling Powell that he worked too many long hours.

She was lonely.

She needed someone to be with.

The usual stuff a woman said to tear your heart out.

Powell felt the sting of it far more than he could admit to himself at the time. He soon found coming home to an empty house with no one to call on the phone intolerable. He had tried the Chicago club scene for a few weeks, but the loneliness had elevated. He wasn’t worth a damn at picking women up. He was constantly drinking, taking cabs or the “L” home. Even the whores on the “L” didn’t seem to want him. It was depressing in the worst sort of way.

So, when the opportunity to transfer to St. Louis came up, he jumped at it. In the end, he thought that a change of scenery would do him good.

He was wrong. The depression and the alcohol had traveled to Missouri with him. It was affecting his work life and health. Everyone in the precinct noticed, and the chief finally called him on the carpet. “Powell,” he said. “You’re a great detective, but the drinking has to stop.”

Powell promised change and the chief looked at him cynically. “Do you need help?” he asked. He stepped in closer before Powell could answer and whispered, “There’s no shame in asking. I’ve been in rehab myself. It saved my marriage.”

Powell sighed and assured him that he could handle things on his own.

The chief nodded. “I hope so.”

The conversation ended after that with the promise from the chief that his door was always open if Powell needed a kind ear.

Powell thanked him. He was a good man.

The phone screamed again, and he fondled for it. The glass of water on the nightstand spilled over onto the floor, but not without splattering onto him as well.

He grabbed the phone.

“Hello,” he said groggily.

“Good morning,” the voice on the other end said. At first, he didn’t recognize it, then he realized it was Daniel Miller, his drinking buddy.

“W…what time is it?”

“Six thirty-eight, give or take a few seconds,” replied Miller. There was a momentary pause, then he continued. “Listen, I’ll make this brief because I know you feel like shit. There’s been another murder that matches the Harlot’s MO. The chief wants you and me to check it out ASAP.”

“Oh.” Frank Powell felt himself going dizzy, pulled himself back together.

“Man,” Miller said, “if you’re not up to it…?”

“…No,” he replied. “I’ll be ready in, in, in thirty minutes. Drop by and pick me up. You’re driving.”

“After last night, buddy, I wouldn’t have it any other way.” There was a certain amount of humor in Miller’s voice, and Powell felt the all-too-familiar sense of dread wash over him. What had he done last night?

“Thirty minutes,” he said.

“I’ll be there.”

The phone went dead.

And Frank Powell, hung over ace detective, started the unenviable task of pulling himself out of bed.
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When Miller pulled up in front of the run-down apartment complex, Powell was standing outside. The crisp morning air did little to wake him up. Fortunately, the three cups of black coffee had helped somewhat. Therefore, he was more than mildly surprised to see Danny driving his metallic gray Chevrolet Cavalier. He didn’t recall driving it last night, or, for that matter, giving Danny the keys.

He walked down the steps, approached the car, and got in the passenger side seat.

“God,” Miller said. “You look like Death eating a cracker!”

Powell turned to his new partner and tried to smile. “Hard night,” he said as he surveyed the man’s face. Miller was in his early thirties, a good ten years younger than Powell himself. His auburn hair hung about shoulder length, and he had what appeared to be a week’s growth of beard accumulating on his face. “Installing a thigh-scratcher,” Miller told him with a coy laugh either last night or on another drunken excursion.

“You sure you’re up to this, partner?”

Powell looked at him coldly. “I was up to this before you could get it up,” he replied.

That seemed to ease the situation. Miller shut up, anyway.

He drove the car back onto the freeway after stopping at a nearby donut shop and buying them both a large cup of extremely black coffee and some breath mints. God only knew who would be at the crime scene, and they needed to have breath that wouldn’t knock a buzzard off a shit wagon.

He drove onto 40 East and connected with 64 East. As the miles rolled away, he and Powell made very little small talk. Powell dozed off from time to time, trying to regain some of the energy he had expended last night.

Miller wondered if he would look so pathetic in ten years.

He probably would, he thought.

After almost an hour he pulled onto Route 127 and drove past a McDonald’s, where he stopped for a moment to piss and buy more coffee.

“Wake up, partner,” he said as he held the steaming cup of java under Powell’s nose. Powell came around quickly this time, feeling almost as shitty as he had before, but not quite.

And the coffee smelled good.

Damn good.

“Uh, thanks,” he said as he took the Styrofoam cup.

“You’re welcome.”

Miller started the car and pulled them back onto the road.

“I suppose it’s time I asked the specifics about the body?” Powell said.

Miller finished slurping a drink of coffee. “Not a whole lot to say, really. The murder weapon appears to have been an old-fashioned shaving razor. Anonymous caller phoned the Nashville police last night sometime around three a.m. A kid, the officer on duty said. He was frantic and whacked out on alcohol or pot or both. Said he and a couple of friends had stopped at the outhouse near this ball field to talk to a man about a dog…”

“A what?”

“You know,” Miller said. “To piss.”

“Oh.”

“Anyway, the crime scene was secured for us. We’re supposed to ascertain whether or not it was the work of the Harlot.”

The Harlot, Powell thought. Like so many other crimes he had been involved with in the past, the press had given a murderer a glorified name. The Harlot was a woman…or so they hypothesized…who picked up men in bars and killed them. Until now, the murders had happened in secluded portions of St. Louis or its neighboring counties. Now, however, she had crossed state lines, and that meant that the feds would soon be interfering with their work. They would come in to throw a monkey wrench into the already stalled machinery of justice.

Great.

“Any possibility the caller might have been involved in the crime?” he asked.

“Don’t think so. It sounds like a legitimate story. Some punk-assed kids found a body in an outhouse and freak. Bet the little bastards’ll think twice before drinking and driving.”

Powell nodded and drank his coffee.

The scene of the crime came up quickly on their left; it had already turned into a three-ring circus. Newspaper and television vans surrounded the outskirts of the ball field. Cop cars and ambulances were in the innermost circle, although the need for ambulances was mote. No one would be going to the hospital today.

A cop intercepted them and Miller flashed his badge. The cop nodded and waved them through.

Miller pulled the car as close as he could and turned off the ignition. “Here,” he said. “You need some of these, trust me.” He dropped a few peppermint candies in Powell’s hand.

Powell unwrapped one, popped it in his mouth and opened the door.

The media circus was on them as they neared the front line, yelling out questions. The vultures had seen their badges.

Powell ignored the media and pressed through while Miller said “No comment” to a few reporters.

Then, they went through the police line and walked across the baseball field. Powell found himself wondering how many home runs had been scored, with and without uniforms, on this secluded ball field. He supposed it might be a lot.

Other cops approached them and gave them entrance to the crime scene. The local officers were letting the out-of-town police do their work. Several state policemen that Powell had dealt with in a professional capacity previously nodded as he passed them.

It was the men in suits that bothered him.

The feds had already arrived.

Frank Powell knew this to be true instantly. You could always make out the feds; arrogant men who wore sunglasses even on the cloudiest day. They thought of themselves as above the law and, in a sense, they were. They were the law, and that gave them all the authority they needed.

They approached the scene of the crime—the outhouse—and the crowd surrounding it turned to look at them. The officers that Powell knew personally nodded respectfully and gave them admission. It was only when they reached the inner circle and the Federal agents that they were stopped.

“Who the hell are you?” a sunglass-wearing young man in his mid-twenties asked. He looked as though he had spent far too much time over the winter months in a tanning booth. His flesh was red and beaten looking.

“Frank Powell,” he said, taking out his identification. Miller took out his ID as well.

The agent looked at the credentials without an expression. He had dealt with inferior law enforcement officials before. “Heard of you,” he said. “You were a big shit in Chicago.”

“I got lucky a few times, sure,” Powell replied.

The kid snarled a bit, then said, “Bet you ain’t seen nothing like this?”

Powell didn’t reply. He’d seen more than this kid had; that much, he was certain of.

“Hope you ain’t ate breakfast yet?” the young agent said.

“We’ll survive,” Powell told him.

The kid gave him a disenchanted expression. “Go on in,” he said. He stepped aside and gave them entrance.

The commode itself was empty. Everyone had already seen what they wanted.

Powell peered into the toilet and saw the body. It was still there. Fortunately, or unfortunately, however you wanted to look at it, the stench of the outhouse covered up the stench of decomposition…or added to it. It was repulsive, all right. The stench of the place was enough to make him queasy, but he managed to keep his stomach from coming up. He was as accustomed as someone could possibly get to the smell of death, but rotten piss and feces was another story. As he stared down into the outhouse, he wondered what might have gone on. He had little doubt that the man was either a St. Louis native or, more likely, a southern Illinoisan who’d ventured to the big city for a little fun. That fun had turned to murder somewhere along the way.

Powell looked down into the hole and tried to picture just how someone could be so heartless, so cruel. He hated that side of the human animal; hated that in himself, to some extent.

He stepped back.

“God! That stinks!” Daniel Miller said.

“Yeah.”

“All right, gentlemen,” a stern voice said from behind them. “Out of there…now!”

He turned and instantly recognized Caleb Blackmore. Blackmore and he had butted heads in Chicago from time to time, when the crime merited the Federal Bureau of Investigation. He was a pig-headed government worker who saw things his way and his way only.

And worse—he held a grudge against Powell.

The reasons for that were many—the primary reason being that Powell had solved a murder in the Windy City that Blackmore and the feds had all but given up on. He had merely looked in the opposite direction for answers. Blackmore had been severely reprimanded because his poor insight into the criminal mind had helped to cause a murder.

They had transferred him…

…And now Powell knew where.

“Powell,” Caleb said as he moved forward. There was a hint of a sinister smile on the man’s face; he actually enjoyed seeing Powell in this context. It was, in effect, a reverse of the situation he had experienced in Chicago.

“Caleb,” Powell replied.

“You let the Harlot get another one,” Caleb said. He moved in closer. “Now, I’m in charge of things though…and it won’t be like last time. You won’t get lucky and solve the crime. I’m going to see to that, because I’ve just been assigned to this case and the St. Louis office is where I’ll be working out of.”

Blackmore smiled then, and Powell could see that forty years of chain smoking and poor dental care had stained the man’s teeth piss yellow.

“I want both of you to be in my office at eight a.m. tomorrow morning,” Caleb said. “I want all the information you have on the Harlot…and I do mean all of it. I’ll clear it with your superiors.”

Then, he turned and walked away without saying goodbye.

“Damn,” Powell said softly. “What a pissy way to start your day.”

Miller could only nod in agreement.


CHAPTER TWO

Daddy had been home.

She knew this instinctively as she opened her eyes and felt a cold chill run down her back. Daddy had been here and he had done the bad thing again.

She could feel his love juices on the bed…and the message was written on the dresser mirror.

DADDY LOVES U.

He had been here quite recently.

She sat up in bed, stark naked, clutching her legs to her bosom and fighting the tears. Daddy always came to her at night. She had thought that growing up and coming to the big city would rid her of him, but she had been wrong. He had found her like a needle in a haystack.

Gabrielle was linked to her father for life.

She had run away the moment she was big enough, but a part of him came along with her.

Indeed, Daddy was with her more now than ever. The psychiatrist she had seen after her incarceration had tried to break through to her, find out what made her the way she was, but she had kept him at bay, thanks in large part to Michael and Michelle.

It was confusing, sometimes, with all the voices in her head. But, the voices had been there a long, long time, and they had found a way to live together. If not in harmony, at least in co-dependence—and they had worked together, often.

Of course, that changed after the attack. Michael and Michelle had become stronger than she was, stronger than Tiffany. The child that lived inside her was, too. They kept the doctor guessing and, finally, the state had set her free because they couldn’t, or wouldn’t, afford to keep her locked up on such bogus charges.

Daddy’s memory was what started it.

She had dreamed about him two days ago, sitting on a bar stool in a bar on the St. Louis

Landing. He had looked at her and smiled that knowing smile.

She had shuddered at first and walked away, but he followed. He had stayed a short distance from her but always kept her in sight.

She managed to work her way into the ladies’ room to freshen up, wash the sight of him from her eyes.

When she came out, he was gone, nowhere to be seen.

She walked to the bar and ordered a drink, then another.

The night became a blur quickly…

…And then he returned.

She was ready for him then, though; she knew how to deal with him. The liquor had talked to her and told her what needed to be done.

Daddy had to die.

She killed him in the back seat of his car after he spread her legs and had done the unmentionable to her…even after she had sworn she would never let him do that again. She had gouged his throat out with a nail file and let his warm blood flow upon her.

But he returned two weeks later.

The shock of seeing him again nearly drove her to madness. The alcohol haze that surrounded him made him larger and more formidable. He smiled at her with an expression that said, “Try to kill me again, if you can.”

He had been harder to kill. She had allowed him to take her to a motel and do the deed with her. He had been surprisingly gentle to her, even loving, but that did not steal away from the hatred she felt for him.

She stabbed him to death and left him on the motel mattress.

When the newspapers told of the murders the day after, they always gave her father a different name. She had thought it odd at first but quickly came to the realization that he was evil, and it was no major task for him to hide his identity from the law.

She knew then that he was not dead.

He could not die.

Pure evil was eternal.

For nearly a month, she had seen no sign of him. She had visited the bars after hours, drinking the liquor that helped her to deal with her malady, and what had happened to her in life; drinking until she could not remember the trip home.

Like this morning.

Except there was one difference—she remembered seeing him last night. Vividly.

The game had come into play early in the morning, near closing time. She drank more than she needed—like always—and was feeling as though she could defeat the world.

He looked at her. The grin he wore was that of a Cheshire cat, mocking her.

He moved to her. “I know you’re a freak,” he said. “An aberration of nature.” He grinned and ran his hand along the inside of her leg. “But I still love you.”

A chill ran through her as he touched her leg. She was repulsed when she felt herself getting erect.

“You’re not like other girls, Gaby,” he told her as he stroked her leg. “You’re Daddy’s special girl.”

She tried to move but could not. She could only look in his eyes and let him do the horrible things to her. How confident he was, she thought to herself at that moment…and the fear and anger raged through her, setting the alcohol in her blood stream on fire.

This time, he would have to die in the most horrifying fashion she could imagine.

The foreplay was suave and seductive. She smiled at all the right times, cooing as he reached further up her skirt.

“Not here,” she said, pushing his hand away. “They’ll see.”

He grinned and looked around. “All right,” he said, taking his hand off her leg.

When he offered to buy her a drink, she accepted. The sweet nectar of alcohol coursed through her brain. She had often heard that alcohol dulled the senses. It was exactly the opposite for her. She felt more attuned to the world when she was drunk, more alive. And she could tell that her opponent could not handle his alcohol as well as she.

The slur in his speech proved that.

Father had always been that way.

She matched him drink per drink, and his smiles grew wider and eviler as time went on. She made sure he was completely intoxicated by the time they left the bar, telling him “just one more drink and I’ll be ready.”

The fool listened…and believed.

Finally, she was ready.

They exited the bar and went to a nearby parking lot where his car was waiting. He was so drunk that she had to drive. He directed her as his hands ran along the inside of her thighs again, trying to touch her non-existent womanhood. She allowed him to touch her thighs, but no higher, telling him to “be patient.” It would be so much more satisfying when she severed those hands from his body.

“Baby,” he whispered in her ear as his hand darted toward her privates. She barely managed to push him away before he could touch her.

“Not now,” she said.

“Please?”

“Don’t try that while I’m driving,” she said in a harsh tone.

She was Michelle now…and Michelle knew how to work a man to get the things she wanted.

“Whatever,” he said, lying back in the seat. “Stupid bitch.”

She tensed, wanting to take the blade in her pocket and slit his throat there and then. He wanted to think that she was putty in his hand, and she would not allow him the deceit. She was in charge—she had what he wanted, or so he thought—and she could tell him when and where he could have it.

Wouldn’t he be surprised?

Wouldn’t he just die?

She smiled.

After a few moments, she steered the car into the Clayton exit. Not too far now, she thought. His touch was enough to make her scream, but she held back the insanity.

Soon, though. Very soon.

Undeterred, he fondled her breasts, trying to open her shirt. She pushed him back with a fake smile, saying, “Wait until we get to my place.”

In a macho tone, he replied, “I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

She tried to pretend it didn’t matter. She reached over and touched him…down there. That stopped his attempts to fondle her and put her back in control of the situation.

He let out a sigh of anticipation that made her want to vomit. But, she continued with the game. She ran her hand along the contours of his faded jeans, feeling his manhood scant centimeters from her hand. He was hard and ready.

They arrived.

The apartment she lived in was on Alamo St. A fitting name, considering things. The Alamo. A place where people fought desperately to win, but lost. She would not allow him to win. Not this time. Not ever again.

She pulled the car into a garage behind the apartment, opening the door via remote control. Once inside, she pushed the button. The door slid down behind them.

She started to get out, but he grabbed her and pulled her toward him. “Let’s fuck!” he said, slurring the words.

She smiled. “Let’s get inside.”

He grinned back and stepped out of the car. He staggered over to her and kissed her. She returned the gesture.

Then, just like Daddy always did, he got violent. He grabbed her and threw her face forward on the hood of the car, spreading her legs.

“L…let’s go inside,” she said, trying to stop the inevitable.

He would not listen. He tore her panties off effortlessly and exposed her nudeness to the open air. He ran an open palm across her, applying a slight pressure.

She shuddered.

He managed to work himself free of his pants and pulled her into him. He tried to reach around, but she grabbed his hand.

“I’ll guide you in,” she said.

“Damn straight you will,” he replied.

She took the small packet of lube she had stashed in her pocket and reached down between her legs and squeezed it out. Still, the insertion was dry and painful. They fucked like two animals on the hood of the car. He mistook her whimpers as ecstasy, and that was fine with her. She would have her ecstasy soon enough.

He came to an orgasm after what seemed a million years, clutching her buttocks and thrusting himself into her with brute force. She let out a small scream as she felt him come inside her.

Daddy had violated her again.

The crisp night air had sobered her up entirely now, and the Other Ones were ready to play.

He remained inside her, holding her tight to him. “Jeez, baby,” he whispered. “That was good pussy.”

She began thrusting herself into him again, driving her crotch into his. “I want you,” she said. “I want you sooooooooooooooo bad!”

Unfortunately, his penis was already going limp.

“Wait a few minutes,” she said. “Let’s go inside and have another drink. Maybe then.”

She grunted acknowledgement, wishing he’d take his filthy hands from her if he wasn’t going to perform.

“There’s more where that came from,” she said softly. “Inside.”

He kissed her and pulled himself free. “I can hardly wait.”
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She drove the knife into his chest, piercing his left ventricle. Warm crimson flowed onto her hands even before he opened his eyes. The look of shock and bewilderment on his face was exhilarating to her. She smiled.

“W…what?” He could hardly form the word. Already, the essence of his life was seeping from the new opening. His still-groggy mind thought that it was only a dream…but did you feel such hideous pain in dreams?

No, this was reality. The bitch had taken him inside, promising more of what he had experienced outdoors. More booze and the lure of a woman’s special place had brought him to this. His mother might have said “I told you so” if she was there, but she was long in her grave.

Tiffany had offered to mix his limp-dicked ass a drink once they entered her apartment. The drink was laced with a sedative.

“We’ll try again in a bit,” she assured him. “It was soooooo good!”

His ego moderately appeased, he drank.

But even a sedative could not keep him from trying to scream when, less than a minute later, he realized he had been drugged.

His scream came out as a grunt. Nothing more.

Tiffany threw her hand over his mouth. “You always told me not to make a sound,” she told him. “Someone might hear, remember?”

He did not understand what she meant.

Michelle reached out to her dresser drawer. From it, she took a roll of duct tape. She tore a strip free with one hand and her teeth and placed it over his mouth. His hands, already handcuffed, would wait. She went to his feet and wrapped them tightly. In his weakened condition, there was no way he could get free.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said. “But it’s not right. I know that now…now that I’m older. It’s not right for a father to touch his daughter like you do. It’s a sin against God.”

She reached down between his legs and grabbed him. “This…thing…is the servant of the devil. It brings forth all the evils unto the world. You will thank me when it’s gone.”

She brought the blade into a wide arch and brought it down with precision. His penis, pulled tight, separated from his body with the ease of a butter being cut.

His eyes went bigger than any she had ever seen, then his flesh went ghostly white.

“Praise the Lord…he works in mysterious ways,” she said.

Then, she drove the knife with all the force she could into his skull.
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Yes, Daddy had been here, she thought to herself as she walked the house. The telltale signs were everywhere. The soiled, bloodied sheets now soaking in the bathtub; the wine glasses, one full, one empty; the achy feeling down there; the sign of DADDY LOVES U on the dresser.

All those things told of his presence last night…

…But the sign on the refrigerator door told her the Other Ones had saved her, once again, from further abuse.

JESUS HAS SEVERED THE EVIL, the sign read.

She opened the refrigerator door and there, on a plate she had purchased at the dollar store, was a small piece of meat soaking in its own blood.

She wanted to scream but could not. The Other Ones would not allow it. Instead, she found the all-too-familiar corner and crouched there, assuming a fetal position and whimpering to herself.

Soon, a voice in her head said. Soon I’ll come out and fix things, darling. Trust me.

She couldn’t.


INTERLUDE #1: BIRTH 1965

Sidney Anbrig sat in the waiting room of Memorial Hospital and sucked madly at his fourth cigarette. In the delivery room down the hall, his wife, Martel, was in the process of delivering their first child.

He puffed away nervously.

How the hell did this happen? he wondered. He had turned forty years old almost six months ago. He was too old to have a kid, but the good Lord had seen things differently.

For the better part of ten years, he and Martel had tried to have a child. They prayed on it every Wednesday and Sunday night at church and then came home and tried to conceive.

Nothing happened.

They eventually stopped trying so regularly and, over the next six years, they had sex sporadically.

But, almost nine months ago, Martel awoke and ran to the bathroom. She vomited in the sink, thinking it was nothing more than a stomach flu that was going around.

Similar incidents over the next few mornings sent her to the doctor’s office where she was given a pregnancy test.

It was positive.

The Lord works in strange and mysterious ways, he thought as he took another draw from his cigarette. They were both forty years old. The doctors told them that Martel was a bit old to be having a baby, but they had looked upon it as the Lord’s divine providence and it would not be denied.

“We’ll have this miracle child,” Sidney said after church services on




























































































[image: ]










































OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
QUALITY





OPS/image6.jpg






OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
o,
[y

ROGER DALE"}TF?EX’”LER

f ,;





OPS/image3.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg
=





OPS/image5.jpg





