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GIRTH

	 

	
Squirt is mostly pee.

	That’s the common misconception. Most people seem to think that when an actress in a porn film reaches climax and her juicy gash issues forth a gushing torrent of ejaculate, then that particular fluid consists mostly of urine. Now, while that may be true of most regular women who just so happen to ejaculate during sex, for those in the industry, that’s simply not the case. A regular female ejaculation, on the very rare occasion that such a thing happens, does indeed come from the urethra―it is, therefore, mostly pee. But for a pornstar, the ejaculate actually comes from the vaginal cavity itself and consists almost entirely of water.

	You see, those regular female ejaculations don’t look so great on film. Men don’t get off on the thought of pleasuring a woman so much that a slight dribble of piss escapes her cunt. They want to believe that a woman can become so aroused that every drop of fluid retained with her body escapes via her twat, in a high-pressure explosion of orgasmic excitement between her legs. In order to achieve this effect, well then, the squirt needs to be faked.

	Most porn actresses are well practised in filling their vaginas with water, then using their pelvic muscles to hold it in until the appropriate time. Many consider this to be an art form all of its own!

	Before today’s shoot, Delilah Lowe had douched herself with a bottle of Evian and was now holding it in as she bounced up and down on Maxwell Strong’s girthy nine-inch cock.

	It felt good. It felt amazing, in fact. But Delilah could tell there was no chance of her achieving orgasm now. Not that it really mattered; she wasn’t there for her own pleasure―although she did enjoy this line of work immensely―she was there for the pleasure of those men who paid their subscription fee to PleasureHub.com and downloaded the movie. But, just so long as she made all the right noises, nobody would ever know.

	“Yes! Oh, yes!” she moaned, using her fingertips to sweep her hair back over her head, then squeezing her natural double-D breasts, teasing out her nipples. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

	“Oh yeah, baby!” said Maxwell, grabbing her by the hips, then rapidly thrusting in and out of her, smashing her twat like a jackhammer. “Cum all over me!”

	Delilah groaned. She pushed herself off Maxwell’s dick, then squeezed her pelvic floor, forcing out the half-litre of water she’d previously filled herself with and dousing his ripped, muscular chest. 

	SPLOOSH!

	Maxwell stuck out his tongue, catching a significant amount of the faux vaginal juice and swallowing it down. 

	Panting, Delilah lowered herself back down onto Maxwell’s erection and began to ride him once again.

	Less than a minute later, she felt Maxwell go stiff, thrusting the full length of his cock into her, slamming it into her cervix. He grunted, then filled her slit with his semen.

	Delilah collapsed onto Maxwell. Exhausted, they stayed like this for a moment, their sweat-slicked bodies pressed together. She rolled off him then, spreading her legs, allowing the cameraman access between her thighs so he could get a close-up shot of the sticky cream pie presently oozing from her minge.

	“Wow,” giggled Delilah. “That sure is a lot of cum!”

	“I know, babe!” laughed Maxwell. “I’ve been saving it up for you!”

	They both laughed. Delilah kissed Maxwell, then rested her head onto his chest and pretended to fall asleep.

	“Aaaaaannnd …” called Chet Collins, the director of this particular movie, who also just so happened to be the owner of Pleasure Hub. “Cut!” He was a somewhat pot-bellied man in his fifties, with thick stubble and a balding head, which he always kept hidden beneath a Yankees cap. Delilah had worked for him on a number of occasions now and had noticed that he always seemed to sweat profusely, almost as if it were he who was acting in the scene. But that time had long since passed; apparently, he’d starred in some movies himself back in the eighties. “That was great! Our viewers are going to love it!”

	Delilah stood from the bed. She could feel Maxwell’s semen running down the inside of her left thigh. “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she chuckled. “I’m gonna go and take a shower, okay?”

	“You mind if I join you?” asked Maxwell.

	Delilah shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah, whatever.”

	“Of course,” said Chet. “Take your time. We’re just gonna get tidied up in here, load up the van, then we’ll be off.”

	“You’re not staying?” Delilah asked.

	“Nah. We’ve gotta get all this shit over to another location. We’re shooting there in the morning, so we need to get set up. But don’t worry about this place; I’ll be back later to lock up.”

	Aside from Chet and the cameramen, there were two other men in the room. One guy had been operating the sound equipment, holding a boom mic over the bed on which Delilah and Maxwell had fucked. The other guy was the lighting engineer. He was already busy dismantling the softbox from the front of one of the lights. Delilah wasn’t really sure of either of their names.

	Delilah nodded. “Okay.”

	She and Maxwell then made their way into the en suite bathroom, where they showered together. 

	The house they were currently in was one of many owned by Pleasure Hub. As the world’s largest producers of adult movies, they weren’t short of money. Even with so much porn available for free nowadays, and despite the rise of platforms such as Only Fans, they had managed to keep Pleasure Hub relevant and therefore financially extremely successful. As such, they had been able to purchase a number of properties in which to shoot their movies. Like all their properties, this house was out in the middle of nowhere, far away from any prying eyes.

	Maxwell was done in the shower first. He left the bathroom then, leaving Delilah to wash the sweat and grime from her hair in peace. By the time she exited the bathroom, the bedroom was empty. 

	Good. 

	Those men had spent the past few hours ogling her body―not that she minded; she enjoyed the attention and wouldn’t have gotten into porn if she didn’t―so she was glad to be able to get dressed in privacy.

	She took the clean dress from her bag and slipped into it.

	As she made her way down the stairs, she realised just how quiet the house was. She hoped Maxwell hadn’t left without her; she’d hoped he might offer her a ride, saving her from needing to order an Uber. But she didn’t think he’d have gone without telling her first. It was more likely that he was out back, smoking a joint. 

	“Maxwell?” she called as she reached the bottom of the stairs. “You still here?”

	She got no response.

	As she made her way along the hall, she peered into the lounge. It was empty. She continued on, into the kitchen.

	She froze. Her eyes widened. Her breath caught at the back of her throat. She wanted to scream, but her vocal cords were seemingly paralysed.

	Maxwell was dead. He lay on the kitchen floor in an expanding pool of blood. His throat had been cut, the savage wound so deep that his vertebrae were exposed from the front.

	And his killer was still there. This man was on his knees between Maxwell’s legs. He had removed Maxwell’s jogging bottoms and was in the process of removing … something else.

	The killer placed the blade of his straight razor to the base of Maxwell’s flaccid penis. He then drew the blade around the circumference of the shaft. Blood leaked from the laceration, the skin splitting, exposing the erectile tissue beneath. He then sliced at the member, hacking away until the appendage peeled away from the body.

	That was when Delilah screamed.

	Startled, the killer turned to face her. He was dressed all in black, with a white kabuki mask covering his face.

	Quickly, he pounced, slicing at Delilah with his razorblade.

	Delilah dodged the attack. She turned to run, but the killer gave chase. And he was much quicker than she was. He caught her easily, grabbing a handful of her hair and yanking her back, tearing the hair from her scalp.

	Delilah yelped as she hit the floor. She kicked and screamed as the killer took another handful of hair and dragged her back into the kitchen. There, he laid her beside Maxwell’s corpse. He crouched beside her and placed the razor to her throat. 

	“P-please …” she begged, every ounce of energy sapped from her body. She looked into his eyes―the only human part of his visage. In doing so, she felt a slight sense of recognition. “Please d-don’t k-kill me.”

	The killer dragged the blade sideways, opening up her jugular. A fountain of blood squirted from the savaged vein. 

	Squirt is mostly pee, remember? 

	Not in this case. In this case, squirt is one hundred percent blood.

	As Delilah died, she watched the killer open a leather satchel, placing both the straight razor and Maxwell’s severed penis inside. He then exited the house, leaving Delilah with her thoughts as the last of the life escaped her.

	 

	***

	 

	Detective Chief Inspector Andrew Morris was sitting at his desk, sifting through a pile of paperwork, trying to make himself appear busy. He knew that if he looked like he was concentrating on something, then people were less likely to disturb him. That was exactly what he wanted. At his age, people had started to become annoying to him. The less he had to interact with others, the better. He didn’t consider himself to be old just yet―he was only fifty-nine, after all―but he was counting down the days ‘til his retirement all the same. He’d turn sixty in less than a month, then he’d be gone.

	And he couldn’t wait. 

	He’d been on the force since he was nineteen, over four decades ago now. He’d seen a lot in that time. He’d started out dealing with simple, petty crimes, such as vandalism and shoplifting. But as he’d worked his way up the ranks, the crimes he’d had to deal with had evolved into something far worse. For the past twenty-five years, he’d worked for the Major Crimes Unit, dealing with all sorts of heinous criminality, from straightforward murder to human trafficking. He’d seen firsthand the deplorable violence humans were capable of. He was numb to it all now. Sometimes, he barely felt human himself.

	That was why he needed out. He needed to save his sanity. He needed to save his humanity.

	Morris had hoped that he might be able to make it through his final month without having to deal with anything too abhorrent. He was quite happy to serve his time sitting behind his desk, dealing with the endless reams of paperwork that came with the job.

	Unfortunately, it seemed that his commanding officer had other plans in mind for him.

	The call came through before Morris even had a chance to finish his coffee. “Morris,” DCS Wilcox said from the other end of the line. “We’ve got a murder on our hands. I need you to go and take a look.”

	Morris closed his eyes. He could feel a migraine building at the back of his skull. This was the last thing he needed right now.

	 

	***

	 

	Morris was driving. Detective Inspector David Edwards was sitting in the passenger seat beside him. Edwards was young, overflowing with enthusiasm. He’d only been promoted to the department around six weeks ago. This was to be his first case. Wilcox had assigned him to Morris so that he could, as he had put it, “learn from the best.” Edwards was almost giddy with excitement.

	Morris remembered when he used to be that enthusiastic, so full of spunk. That seemed like a lifetime ago now. 

	They arrived at the scene shortly after 9:30 to find a team of police swarming around a farmhouse, half a dozen cars parked out in the driveway, their blue lights flashing. Morris parked up in the only available space.

	He hadn’t been told much about what had gone on here. As best he could tell, Wilcox hadn’t known all too much himself. The only information available was that there were two victims―one male, one female. Both had been attacked with a bladed weapon of some kind. 

	Apparently, both of them were somewhat famous in certain circles.

	Morris entered the house, greeting the many officers inside with a series of curt nods. To the back of the house was a kitchen. This was where the bodies had been found. 

	The tiled floor was awash with blood, a thick puddle emanating from the two bodies laid there. Both had had their throats cut, the respective lacerations having opened up into a pair of gaping wounds. Bizarrely―to Morris’s mind, at least―the female victim had not been sexually assaulted; she remained fully clothed. Instead, it was the male victim who had been. His trousers had been removed and were bundled into a ball on the other side of the room. A cavernous wound had been opened up in his groin, his penis having been cut off at the root. His testicles remained intact, although, like every other inch of his body, they were plastered with coagulated blood. At a guess, it appeared this mutilation was likely carried out postmortem.

	On the other side of the kitchen, a man sat at the breakfast table, an officer standing beside him. Morris approached, Edwards following closely behind.

	“Are you Mr. Collins?” Morris asked the seated man.

	Chet Collins looked unwell. He was pale, dark rings around his eyes. The shadow cast across his face by the baseball cap he wore only served to make them appear darker still. His unkempt stubble made him almost look like a vagrant, like the sort of person you might see on a street corner, begging for loose change.

	Apparently, though, this man was somewhat famous himself.

	He looked up at Morris and nodded his head. “That’s right. The name’s Chet.”

	“And it was you who discovered the bodies?”

	Chet nodded again.

	“What can you tell me about what happened here, Mr. Collins?” asked Morris, stroking his beard, smoothing the grey hairs down onto his chin.

	Chet shook his head. “We’d just gotten done with the shoot, when–”

	“The shoot?” Morris interrupted.

	Chet nodded. “We’d just finished filming a porno.”

	“You make pornography here?”

	Chet nodded again.

	“Oh, shit!” said Edwards. “Of course! I recognise that guy. He’s Maxwell Strong! He’s known for being extremely well endowed, if you know what I mean. Do you know what I mean? Like, he’s got a massive–”

	“Not anymore he doesn’t,” said Morris, cutting his sentence short.

	Edwards looked sheepishly at the ground.

	“Go on,” Morris said to Chet.

	Chet continued: “Anyway … Me and the crew had taken all the equipment from here over to our shooting location for tomorrow. When I got back here, I found them like … like this.”

	“Okay. Look, I’ll be straight with you. While this is an ongoing investigation, I’m going to need you to make yourself available at all times. You got that?”

	“Yeah.” Chet nodded. “Of course. Anything I can do.”

	“All right, we appreciate that. You’re free to go. We’ll be in touch soon.”

	Chet nodded appreciatively, then left the house. He climbed into his Range Rover, fired up the engine, and disappeared out onto the country road just beyond the gates.

	An officer stood beside the door. “I assume you still haven’t found the missing appendage?” Morris asked him.

	“No, sir,” said the officer. “I’m afraid not.”

	Morris nodded his head, understanding. He looked at Edwards. “So,” he said. “What do you think? Did our killer take this guy’s dick with him?”

	Edwards shrugged his shoulders. “I guess so.”

	“Why?”

	“I don’t know. Perhaps it was some religious nut. Maybe they didn’t like the idea of them making pornography around here.”

	Morris shook his head. “That doesn’t sound very likely to me. I find it hard to believe that any God-fearing person would come in here and cut this man’s dick off and take it home as a trophy.”

	Edwards nodded, chewing his lower lip. “So, what do you think?”

	“I’m not sure.” Morris stroked his beard some more, pondering the possibilities. There had to be some kind of motive, and there had to be a reason for his penis to have been severed. Morris looked over to Edwards. “Didn’t you say this man was well endowed?”

	Edwards raised his eyebrows. “That’s an understatement. His manhood was huge.”

	“And would you say he was famous for this fact?”

	“Yeah, I guess I would.”

	“So, what if our killer is a crazed fan? Maybe they wanted to take this man’s penis home and keep it all to themselves.”

	Edwards nodded. “I can definitely see that being a possibility.”

	“Yeah,” said Morris, with an exasperated sigh. “Unfortunately, so can I.”

	 

	***

	 

	This right here was the exact reason that Benson Bailey had gotten into the adult film industry. He’d never had much luck with the ladies. Back in high school, he’d suffered badly with acne. He was scrawny and lanky, and he’d needed braces to correct his crooked teeth. He wore glasses too, his parents only able to afford the cheapest pair available. But a lot had changed since then. Over the past seven years―he was twenty-five now―he’d spent countless hours in the gym sculpting his body into that of the Adonis he now was, having bulked up to over one hundred and eighty pounds of solid muscle. His braces had been removed, and his smile was perfect. He’d bought himself contact lenses. And as for the acne, he never picked his spots, just like the doctor had told him, and it eventually cleared up by itself.

	And now, lying on the bed before him were three beautiful young women, all waiting for him to fuck the shit out of each of them.

	Sure, he knew they were being paid to be there; it was their job, after all. But he really didn’t give a shit about that; he was about to have the time of his life.

	He’d worked in the industry for four years now and had already made over one hundred and fifty movies. Somehow, though, he’d never had the opportunity to have a foursome with three girls. This was to be his first. He didn’t think this qualified as a “reverse gangbang”―probably needed a few more girls to get that title―but it was close enough. He’d been in a few threesomes over the years, both with two women and with another man. He didn’t ever do anything gay, of course; no offence to those that did, but that just wasn’t his thing. He did occasionally think back to that time when he and Derek Daniels had DP’ed Sonya Black, both of their cocks penetrating her twat at the same time, rubbing against each other until they both shot their respective loads deep inside her. But that wasn’t gay, was it? 

	No. Definitely not.

	Benson Bailey was as straight as a die. He liked women, and the three girls waiting for him on the bed were quite the specimens. 

	There was Adrea Anderson―a voluptuous blonde girl with fake tits and silicone-filled lips that could suck a golf ball through a hosepipe. There was Tori Jackson―a petite brunette who’d gotten famous for her ability to take the biggest of cocks in her ass despite her diminutive frame. And there was Scarlett Stone―a curvaceous redhead with a round ass and big, natural breasts that could smother a grown man with ease.

	Benson had worked with each of these girls before but never all three at the same time. This was definitely something he was looking forward to.

	“Well?” said Chet Collins, the director. “You gonna get in there, or what?”

	Benson had known Chet for some time now. He was a great guy who always sent plenty of work his way and always paid his stars handsomely. Undoubtedly, this was due to the time he’d spent starring in porno flicks himself. Benson had never seen any of his films, but he’d heard that he used to be a pretty big deal.

	“Yeah, Benson,” Scarlett purred seductively. “Don’t you wanna come and play with us?”

	Benson could already feel himself growing hard. Almost giddy with excitement, he scrambled onto the bed and laid back, hands behind his head, as the ladies tore his clothes off and got to work on his meaty length with their hands and mouths.

	With the girls stripped out of their underwear, Benson took his time in pleasuring each of them. He had one riding his cock while another rode his face. They took turns eating each other out as he fucked them doggystyle. He swapped from one hole to another, pulling his dick out of one girl’s tight pussy, then ramming it down another girl’s throat.

	The scene went on for more than an hour, the cameraman moving dutifully from one angle to the next as instructed by Chet. 

	Once Chet had gotten enough footage, he told Benson to go for the “money shot.” Benson stood from the bed, while Andrea, Tori, and Scarlett all dropped to their knees before him, mouths open, tongues protruding.

	Benson beat his meat until his balls tightened and thick ropes of creamy jism erupted from his dick, painting the girls’ faces. 

	“Beautiful!” said Chet, rubbing his hands together in excitement. “Now why don’t you three clean each other up?”

	The girls giggled as the cameraman pushed in close, and they began to lick each other’s faces, kissing and spitting in each other’s mouths, swallowing down every drop of Benson’s salty sperm.

	“Cut!” called Chet with a clap of his hands. “Fabulous! Just fabulous! I’m telling you, I think we could be in for some awards with this scene!”

	The girls went and showered, as did Benson. By the time they were done, Chet and the crew had tidied up all the equipment and loaded it into the van. They all left the house then, each going their separate ways.

	It was dark by the time the taxi pulled up to Benson’s apartment block. Benson paid the driver, then made his way up to the third floor where he lived. 

	Home sweet home.

	Benson popped open a bottle of beer, then ordered Chinese food. He stripped out of his clothes and wrapped himself in his fluffy white bathrobe. Fifteen minutes later, there was a knock at the door. 

	About time, Benson thought to himself, feeling as if he were wasting away.

	He opened the door.

	It wasn’t a delivery driver waiting for him on the other side, but some man dressed from head to toe in black, except for the white kabuki mask he wore over his face.

	“What the fuck …” Benson muttered to himself.

	The masked man swiped towards him, a glint of light reflecting from the blade of something sharp.

	Benson raised a hand to deflect the blow. He screamed as the razor opened up a nasty gash in his palm. He stumbled back, tripping over his own feet, crashing to the floor. A surge of agony roared through his body. He looked at his wounded hand. The blade had gone between his third and fourth fingers, slicing all the way down to the middle of his palm, splitting his hand into two pieces. 

	His attacker entered the apartment, kicking the door closed behind him. 

	Benson tried to scramble backwards, tried to kick out at the masked assailant. But the man pushed his legs aside with ease before dropping to his knees and plunging the point of the razorblade into the side of his neck.

	Benson gasped for air, immediately choking on the blood rushing to the back of his throat. 

	The killer held the blade there for a short while, savouring the moment. Then he pulled the blade out. Blood jettisoned from Benson’s body via the savage puncture wound.

	He didn’t last much longer after that.

	Although it wasn’t much to be thankful for, at least he wasn’t alive to experience his killer opening up his robe and slicing off his penis.

	 

	***

	 

	Detective Morris was awoken by the sound of his phone ringing.

	It was still dark outside. The time on the digital alarm clock beside him read 05:22.

	He groaned as he sat up in bed. He hadn’t slept well last night, having found it hard to settle. His thoughts had been plagued by visions of the ghastly crime scene he’d attended that afternoon. He’d investigated numerous violent murders during his time on the force, but nothing quite like this. Why would anybody kill a man, then remove his genitals? It just didn’t make any sense.

	He picked up his phone from the bedside cabinet and checked the caller ID. It was Edwards. “Yeah,” he said, trying his best not to disturb his wife, who was already stirring beside him. “What is it?”

	“Erm …” said Edwards. “I’m sorry to disturb you, sir, but … They found another one.”

	That was exactly what Morris had hoped he wouldn’t say.

	 

	***

	 

	They arrived at the scene twenty minutes later, just as the sun was beginning to crest over the horizon.

	The apartment was on the third floor of a swanky building in the city centre; whoever it was that lived there must’ve had some money about them. There were police officers everywhere, and Morris couldn’t help but wonder how badly they might’ve contaminated the crime scene.

	The body of a man lay on the hallway floor, his bathrobe wide open, the soft white material stained crimson, saturated with blood. He’d been stabbed in the neck. His legs were spread, a brutal laceration where his dick used to be.

	“Holy shit …” Morris mumbled to himself, shaking his head in disbelief as he looked upon the remains.

	“It’s just like the last one, sir,” said Edwards. “The victim has been castrated, with no sign of the missing body part.”

	“And what do we know about the victim?”

	“Get this,” said Edwards, taking a breath as if he were about to deliver some remarkable piece of information. “His name was James O’Connor. But his stage name was Benson Bailey.”

	Morris turned and looked at Edwards, a single eyebrow raised. “Stage name?”

	“This guy,” said Edwards, nodding towards the cadaver, “was a pornstar too.”

	“And let me guess … Did he have a big dick?”

	“I imagine that’d be a pretty safe bet.”

	Morris stroked his beard, as he did every time he was deep in thought. “Did he ever work for Pleasure Hub? Did he ever work for Chet Collins?”

	Edwards nodded. “He just got done shooting with Mr. Collins yesterday afternoon.”

	“Well then,” groaned Morris. “I think we ought to go and pay Mr. Collins a visit.”

	 

	***

	 

	Chet Collins lived in what could only be described as a mansion. It was a modern property, one that he had undoubtedly built himself. The land on which it was situated used to be farmland, but it had been bought up by property developers some time ago. Now, the land was home to a small number of luxury abodes, each one situated on an acre of land, offering an unmatched amount of privacy. 

	Morris pulled up the driveway of Chet’s house, only to find the gate shut. An intercom was affixed to the wall beside the gate. He wound down his window and pressed the button beside the speaker.

	A loud buzz issued from the intercom, then a few moments later, a woman’s voice came through. “Can I help you?” she asked.

	“Ah, yes,” said Morris, leaning out of his window, his elbow propped up on the sill. “My name is DCI Morris. This is my partner, DI Edwards. We were hoping to speak to Chet Collins, if we may.”

	“Oh, of course,” said the woman. “Come on in.”

	Another buzz, and the gates began to swing inward. As soon as a large enough gap presented itself, Morris drove the car along the driveway, parking up between the Range Rover and the BMW that were already positioned there.

	Moments after ringing the doorbell, Morris and Edwards were greeted by a woman. Morris assumed this was the same woman he’d spoken to through the intercom. He also assumed that this was Chet Collins’s wife. “Mrs. Collins?” he asked.

	“Indeed,” said the lady. “Please, do come in.”

	Morris and Edwards both entered the house. Morris thanked Mrs. Collins, then looked her over. She, like her husband, was in her fifties. Her hair was a dark shade of chestnut, undoubtedly dyed this colour. She was slim, although it was clear to see that she was carrying a little more weight than she might’ve been used to in the past. She had filler in her lips, and her breasts were obviously enhanced―they were large and round, and stood firm, her cleavage exposed by the V-neck of the jumper she was wearing.

	“Is your husband around?” Morris asked her. “We’d really like to speak to him.”

	“Sure.” Mrs. Collins smiled. “He’s just upstairs, in the shower. He’ll be out soon. Why don’t you head on up?”

	Morris nodded his gratitude. He and Edwards then made their way up the oak staircase. The door to the bathroom was halfway along the landing. The door stood firmly shut, the sound of a running shower emanating from behind it.

	The moment the two detectives approached, the shower was shut off and the bathroom door opened.

	Chet exited the bathroom in a cloud of steam. He had a towel bunched up and draped around his neck. Aside from this towel, he was stark naked.

	Morris couldn’t help but have his eyes drawn to Chet’s manhood. It was thick and veiny and hung almost down to his knee. Jesus, it was no wonder this guy was a pornstar back in the day! More to the point, with a weapon like that hiding in his pants, there was every chance he might find himself a target for this sick son-of-a-bitch murderer. 

	“Ah, detectives,” Chet said, his enormous penis swinging from side to side as he strutted across the landing like a peacock. “To what do I owe this pleasure?” He entered the master bedroom. The two detectives followed.

	“I’m afraid there’s been another murder,” Morris said matter-of-factly.

	Chet’s face went blank, almost cold. As if he were only just now noticing his own nakedness, he took the towel from around his neck and tied it around his waist. “Oh,” he said. “Who?”

	“The victim’s name was James O’Connor.”

	Chet’s eyebrows raised, a look of confusion ebbing onto his face. “Benson Bailey?”

	Morris nodded. “I believe that was his stage name, yes.”

	“Oh my God.” Chet sat on the edge of his bed. “What happened to him?” 

	“Like the previous victims, he was stabbed, eventually succumbing to blood loss. Also, much like the male victim of the previous attack, his penis was severed and removed from the crime scene.”

	“I just …” Chet mumbled. “I can’t quite believe this.”

	“We understand you filmed a scene with him yesterday,” said Edwards. “Is that correct?”

	Chet looked as if he were now operating on autopilot. He nodded his head, his eyes fixed on the Persian rug that lay in the middle of the bedroom floor. “We shot a foursome. It was a great scene, a sure-fire classic.”

	“Look,” said Morris, his hands balled into fists and fixed firmly onto his hips. “This is now the third murder of one of your performers in just as many days. There has to be a connection between the murders and Pleasure Hub. Can you think of anybody who might’ve wanted these particular people dead?”

	Chet shook his head.

	“Well, it looks like our perpetrator is targeting your actors. As such, I think it would be a good idea for you to postpone any productions you have planned, just until we find this bastard.”

	“Now just you wait a minute,” said Chet, standing from the bed. The sudden movement caused the towel wrapped around his waist to become displaced, falling to the floor and exposing his humongous genitalia once again. “This is my business. Do you realise how much this could cost me?”

	“Continuing production could potentially cost your actors their lives.”

	Chet stared into Morris’s eyes. A deep anger seemed to be rooted there. But any anger directed towards Morris was entirely misplaced; it was the killer who deserved this animosity. They needed to find him quickly. “Fine.” Chet seethed. “I’ll cancel today’s shoot. But you need to get this guy locked up. I can’t stop production forever.”

	Morris nodded his head. “I understand that. We’re doing everything within our power to put this killer behind bars.”

	“Very well. Please keep me updated.”

	“We’ll be sure to let you know should any further information come to light. And, again, if you happen to think of anything yourself …”

	“Yeah, yeah. I’ll call you,” Chet said, finishing his sentence. He still sounded disgruntled by the fact that he needed to cancel today’s shoot.

	Morris nodded again, a sense that there was something more to this nagging at the back of his mind. It almost seemed as if Chet wasn’t telling him something. It didn’t make sense that he’d be so against postponing the shoot, not if it meant potentially saving his actors’ lives. Anybody else would’ve been glad to do so. Perhaps it was nothing. Perhaps Chet was just driven by money and couldn’t stand to potentially lose a few pennies.

	Whatever the case, Morris suspected this wouldn’t be the last they saw of Chet Collins.

	 

	***

	 

	Lori Laroux was known to many as the Queen of Extreme. It was a title she loved and one that she’d thoroughly earned.

	She’d always been adventurous when it came to sex, ever since she’d learned about masturbation, back in her early teens. The pleasure one could derive from their own body was nothing short of exquisite. She’d wanted to do everything, to have everything done to her. She lived by the mantra that you couldn’t possibly know if you liked something if you didn’t at least try it. So, Lori had tried everything and found that there was nothing she didn’t enjoy.

	One thing she had discovered she enjoyed more than anything else was pain. The combination of pleasure and pain was a wild concoction, something that seemed to electrify her senses. She’d discovered this with an ex-boyfriend of hers named James, the only person she’d found who was willing to be as adventurous in the bedroom as she was. Most other men she’d been with would shy away from doing the things she wanted them to do. But not James; if she wanted him to do something to her, then he’d do it, no questions asked.

	It started innocently enough, with a little light spanking. Then they progressed to choking and bondage. Lori liked to be tied up and abused, feeling entirely at the mercy of her lover. There was a huge element of trust involved in all this, and James had never broken it.

	But it all got too much for him when Lori started asking him to whip her so hard that she’d bleed. James had refused, saying that he didn’t want to hurt her, not for real—like he didn’t realise that was exactly what he had been doing, and was exactly what Lori wanted.

	They’d fought ferociously, with Lori telling James that he was a little pussy and that if he wouldn’t do this for her, then she’d just find somebody else. James had left, and she hadn’t seen him since.

	It was a decision she didn’t regret, not even in the slightest.

	Nobody seemed willing to pleasure Lori in the way she so desperately desired. It was this that had led her into the porn industry. There were people all over the world with all sorts of kinks. Like her, there were many women who enjoyed pain, and there were even more men who enjoyed inflicting it. It was like a revelation! Lori had finally found her people!

	Plus, not only was she being treated how she desired, but she was also getting paid … and quite handsomely too. It was a win/win situation. 

	She’d starred in hundreds of scenes now, all of which involved her being abused somehow. Her backside was littered with scars, as, unlike her ex, the men she worked with were more than willing to whip her buttocks until her flesh turned red raw and the skin began to split.

	She enjoyed being pissed on too. She wasn’t so keen on “hardsports,” although she’d do it if they paid her enough. She enjoyed being fisted, both vaginally and anally. She was supple enough now that she could fit an entire arm in her rectum, almost to the elbow. The prolapses were an unfortunate side effect, but it was worth it.

	Jonah Jackson pushed the ball gag into her mouth and secured the leather strap at the back of her head. “There you go, you dirty whore,” he said. “Now I don’t have to listen to you crying while I beat the shit out of you.”

	Jonah was a good man. Lori had worked with him on numerous occasions before. In his everyday life, he was a gentle soul, but once the cameras were rolling, he transformed into a beast. He really knew how to make Lori cum.

	He was naked, his eight-inch penis fully erect. Lori was naked too. Jonah had already throat-fucked her to the point that she’d vomited over herself. But that was just the start. Now, things were about to get extra spicy. 

	“Come here, bitch,” he said through gritted teeth, grabbing a handful of her hair and dragging her into the middle of the room.

	The feeling of her hair almost being torn from her scalp was glorious. Lori could feel the orgasmic pleasure growing in the pit of her stomach.

	Besides the two of them, there were only two other men in the room―the cameraman and the boom operator. Lori knew them as Chet’s usual guys. Chet himself wasn’t there, as he’d needed to speak to the police about something. Probably something to do with those murders the other night, Lori thought to herself. But Chet didn’t need to be there; they were quite capable of improvising the scene by themselves. And even if they had cancelled the shoot, then Lori would’ve insisted that Jonah fucked her anyway; she was horny and desperately needed to climax. Might as well get it on film, right? 

	Jonah forced Lori face down on the floor. He pulled her hands behind her back and tied them together with a length of nylon rope. He tied her ankles together. He then pulled her feet up towards her buttocks and pulled her hands towards her feet, then tied all four limbs together. He then clipped a carabiner onto the rope and used the electric winch to which it was attached to lift her off the floor.

	Lori was hanging by her hands and feet, swinging gently from side to side. The pressure on her shoulders and hips was uncomfortable to say the least, but it was a sensation she’d soon grow used to. 

	Naked and fully exposed, Lori could feel herself becoming more excited, a tingling sensation rising between her legs. She couldn’t wait for Jonah to fulfil his every whim.

	He picked up a horse whip from a table at the side of the darkened room, the cameraman closely following his every movement. Jonah used the whip to tease Lori. He stroked the leather tip over her skin; then, with a short, sharp snap of the wrist, he hit her with it.

	A stinging sensation emanated from the point of impact. It felt amazing. 

	Jonah pushed in close, wrapping his hand around her throat, squeezing, cutting off the supply of oxygen. It was hard enough to breathe while wearing a ball gag at the best of times, but with a man compressing her trachea, it was almost impossible. “That’s it, slut,” Jonah grunted. “I’m gonna fuck you up.”

	Of course, Jonah wasn’t really going to hurt her. Lori had consented to all of this. She was enjoying it just as much as he was, perhaps even more so. Jonah moved behind Lori. He traced her inner thigh with the horse whip, right up to her pussy. He let the cool leather linger there for just a second, sliding it between her labia. He then pulled back, striking like a cobra.

	Lori couldn’t help but wince at the glorious pain.

	Jonah pushed three of his fingers into Lori’s twat, forcing them in as deep as they could go. Orgasmic pleasure filled her body. 

	A knock on the door killed that buzz almost immediately. 

	Startled by the sound, Jonah pulled his fingers out of her snatch. “Who the fuck is that?” he asked.

	The boom operator shook his head, clearly clueless. The cameraman lowered the camera. “Fuck,” he grunted. “We’re not expectin’ anyone. It’s probably just Chet. Maybe he decided to join us after all.”

	He moved to the door and unlocked it.

	Lori couldn’t see the door properly, not with the way she had been hung in the middle of the room. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the cameraman open the door. She saw the man standing there, dressed all in black except for the white mask he was wearing.

	“What the fu—” said the cameraman before his words were cut short by the razor blade slicing through his larynx. 

	Lori saw the cameraman’s corpse fall, blood squirting from his severed arteries. 

	Her heart was hammering at the inside of her ribcage like a prisoner trying to escape his cell. She was panicking, and rightly so. The maniac had stormed into the room and quickly dispatched the boom operator, slicing at him with the straight razor, his throat offering little in the way of resistance.

	“What the fuck is going on?” Jonah whimpered. 

	The masked man offered no reply.

	Jonah picked up a long cow whip and held it in an outstretched arm, aimed at the intruder. “You best get the fuck out of here, man,” he said, “unless you want me to beat the living shit out of you!”

	The assailant’s shoulders were rising and falling rapidly, like he was out of breath. But that didn’t stop him. He marched towards Jonah, the straight razor held in a deathly grip.

	“Back the fuck up, bitch!” bellowed Jonah, raising the whip and using it to strike the masked man. But the man raised an arm, holding it horizontally above his head, deflecting every blow.

	It all happened in the space of around five seconds. The masked man pushed in close, ignoring Jonah’s frenzied defensive attack. He plunged the blade of the razor deep into the flesh of his stomach, then drew it sideways. Blood spilled over Jonah’s lips as his insides sloughed out of the cavernous wound in his belly.

	He dropped down dead.

	Lori was hanging there, entirely prone. She was naked and vulnerable, with nobody there to help her. Whatever this masked man wanted to do to her, there was nothing she could do to stop him. And as much as she enjoyed being abused, that was only the case when it was consensual on her part. She didn’t much fancy being raped by this mad man.

	But it wasn’t her he came for. The masked assailant crouched down beside Jonah and took his now flaccid, deflated cock in his hand. He placed the blade of the straight razor to the base of the shaft and swept it around with a flick of the wrist, splitting the skin.

	Lori watched, aghast, as the man then swiped the razor across Jonah’s erectile tissue, each cut slicing ever deeper, the tender meat separating further each time. 

	Eventually, Jonah’s dick was fully detached. The masked man lifted it to his nose and sniffed along the length as if he were tasting the aroma of a fine Cuban cigar. He then stowed the dismembered member into his leather satchel.

	The man moved towards Lori then.

	Now it was her turn.

	Fear gripped her, her muscles beginning to spasm. Tears rolled down her cheeks. The man gently brushed her hair back behind her ears, tucking it in behind the leather strap of the ball gag still jammed into her mouth. He wiped the tears from her chin, drawing his fingertips down the side of her face, his touch almost tender.

	Then … 

	He left. 

	He left Lori hanging there by the ropes that bound her to the ceiling, swaying in the centre of the room above the corpses of the three men, a cavernous opening between Jonah’s legs where his penis used to be.

	She wasn’t sure how long she remained there. It felt like days had passed, her throat raw from screaming silently into the gag.

	When rescue finally arrived, it came in the form of Chet Collins.

	“Holy fuck …” he muttered as he entered the room.

	 

	***

	 

	Morris could hardly believe what he was seeing. There were three bodies this time. Like the others, they had seemingly been hacked open with a straight razor. Only one of the men had had his penis removed, however—Jonah Jackson, a somewhat-famous pornstar. The other two men were members of the film crew. They had been working for Chet Collins, the man who had said he’d cancel all his upcoming shoots until they’d caught this psychopath.

	Now Morris knew he couldn’t trust him.

	Chet had found the bodies a little over an hour ago. There had been a young woman in the room also. The killer had left her alive. She was suspended from the ceiling by nylon rope, her hands and feet tied together and bound behind her back. Clearly, she posed no threat to the killer.

	Morris had yet to interview her, what with her being taken straight to the hospital. But he had been able to learn from her that the killer had worn a mask and that she hadn’t noticed any distinguishing features.

	Essentially, her statement would be nothing short of useless.

	Hopefully, Chet might be able to assist him in his enquiries. 

	“I know I said I’d cancel the shoot,” said Chet after Morris had accused him of recklessly endangering his colleagues—an act that had resulted in the deaths of three presumably innocent men. “But this wasn’t just about me. These people wanted to carry on; how else are they supposed to feed their families?”

	“Well, they’re not going to be feeding them anymore, are they?” Morris found his patience to be wearing thin.

	Chet lowered his head in contemplation. After a moment, he nodded. “I know. I guess I should take some responsibility. I should’ve told them not to come here.”

	“Yes, you should have.”

	“But they knew the risks! Everybody knows there’s a psycho on the loose targeting pornstars. Nobody forced them to come out here!”

	Morris knew that he was right. There was only one person responsible for what had happened here: the killer himself. What kind of a lunatic would go around cutting off people’s dicks?

	“Look,” said Morris. “We can’t tell you what to do—you’re not committing any crimes by continuing to make your films—but …”

	Chet held up his hands, stopping Morris mid-sentence. “Say no more, Detective. I give you my word this time; no more pornos until you catch this fucker.”

	Morris nodded. “Good. Okay. Thank you.”

	“You got it, Detective.”

	Chet walked away, heading out of the room. Seeing that Morris was now alone, Edwards approached. “Well?” he asked. “Did he say anything of interest?”

	Morris scoffed. “What do you think?” This was just about the dumbest question he’d ever been asked.

	“So, what now?”

	Morris had gotten an idea while talking to Chet. “We should head back to the station. I’ve got a few things I want to take a look at.”

	 

	***

	 

	Morris had a suspicion that this all had something to do with Pleasure Hub. In fact, he knew it did. Perhaps this killer was, for some reason, seeking revenge against the company. Perhaps they were a disgruntled ex-employee. Did Chet Collins owe somebody money? Maybe this person believed they were supposed to be a star, but Pleasure Hub had denied them their opportunity. Maybe it was somebody with a personal vendetta against Chet himself …

	Morris had needed to seek special permission to subscribe to the Pleasure Hub website. He’d needed to convince Superintendent Wilcox that it was an important work matter and that he had no intention of using the site for his own sexual gratification. But he needed to see what the site was all about. He needed to know what he was dealing with.

	PleasureHub.com looked to Morris like any other video sharing website. The main page featured a long list of video thumbnails, which, when the user clicked on them, would load into another page, and the video would begin playing. The site had been broken down into different sections. Categories covered everything from “anal” to “watersports.”

	Unsure of what “watersports” was, Morris clicked on this category, then instantly regretted it. The first video showed a woman with her head tipped back and a funnel in her mouth, while a group of men all urinated into it.

	No, thank you very much …

	Pornography, no matter how tame, wasn’t really for Morris. But he was a professional, so if he had to watch a woman being gangbanged by a dozen men, then by God, he was damn-well going to do it.

	Edwards entered the room just as the first man had finished shooting his load inside the woman and a second man was using the tip of his dick to push the creamy substance back into her. “I got them,” he said, holding up the stack of VHS tapes he was carrying with him. “There weren’t many, but I picked up everything I could find.”

	Morris had wanted to know more about PleasureHub.com. He’d so far been able to establish that it was an online-only entity and that it had been spawned from its parent company, Pleasure Zone Productions.

	Pleasure Zone Productions had been formed in the early 1980s. Chet Collins had been their first big star.

	“Great,” said Morris, closing the screen of his laptop. He’d had enough of watching this trash; he assumed that vintage pornography might be somewhat classier. “What have you got for me?”

	“Take your pick,” said Edwards, reeling off the titles as he read them from the spines of the tapes. “We’ve got Hard Work, Willy’s Angels, One Night In—”

	“Let’s just go with the first one.”

	“Hard Work?”

	“Whatever.”

	Edwards loaded the tape into the VCR. The machine whirred as the cassette was dragged into the deck. The image on the screen blinked and flickered, static swarming, then dissipating, only to be replaced by a series of rolling tracking lines. 

	The picture finally stabilised to an establishing shot of a suburban house’s exterior. The camera zoomed in, then the picture dissolved to a shot of the inside of the kitchen. A woman stood at the sink, a plunger in her hand, trying desperately to remove a blockage from the plughole. She wore heavy makeup, bright blue eye shadow and luminous pink lipstick. Her blonde hair was permed. She wore a Lycra bodysuit, like she’d just got done with an aerobics class.

	There was a knock at the door, then a man entered, seemingly uninvited. The woman didn’t look displeased to see him, however. “Are you the plumber?” she asked.

	The plumber smiled. He had a bushy moustache and wavy hair slicked back over his head. He was wearing aviator sunglasses. It wasn’t until this man removed those sunglasses that Morris realised the man he was looking at was actually Chet Collins.

	“Indeed I am,” said Chet, an eyebrow raised. “Do you need help with your pipes?”

	“Oh, yes,” said the woman. “My pipes could certainly do with your attention.”

	“Well then, please allow me.”

	It was the sort of stereotypical dialogue one might expect from an ‘80s porno movie, and the acting was just as bad. At least there’d been some effort on the filmmaker’s part to inject at least a little story development into the film. From what Morris had seen, pornography nowadays tended to just get straight to the action.

	Despite the beginning of a story starting to unfold, Chet and the woman acting opposite him were soon tearing each other’s clothes off. 

	The woman had a fantastic body. She had curvy hips and round buttocks, and her breasts were more than a good handful. Between her legs was a thick, bushy thatch of pubic hair. That was another thing Morris didn’t understand about modern porn; were women actually hairless nowadays, or did they all shave the downstairs area? Either way, he didn’t much like it.

	The lady dropped to her knees and took Chet’s cock in her mouth. 

	Morris’s eyes widened.

	It was then that Morris remembered something he’d read online yesterday. He just hadn’t put two and two together …

	Chet Collins was famous for his dick. But not because it was big. Quite the opposite, in fact; it was remarkably short. But what his member lacked in length, it most certainly made up for in girth. It was what people referred to as a chode—thicker than it was long. Chet’s cock was so wide that it would’ve easily taken two hands to grasp it, and even then, the thumbs and forefingers might not meet.

	“What the fuck is that?” Morris grumbled, pointing at the screen as he watched the younger Chet Collins plugging the curvaceous babe’s asshole with his stumpy dick.

	“I’ve never seen anything like it,” agreed Edwards. “It looks like a tree stump.”

	“I don’t mean that,” snorted Morris, doing little to hide his annoyance. “What I mean is—you saw his dick the other day, right? Did it look like that?” He pointed to the fat cock displayed on the monitor.

	Edwards frowned. “No. I guess it didn’t. His penis was massive! It damn near gave me an inferiority complex!”

	“Exactly. So, what happened between then and now to make his dick so big?”

	Edwards shook his head as if he was hoping to assemble the jumbled mess of jigsaw pieces rattling around in his brain. “I … I have no idea.”

	Morris shook his head. He couldn’t figure it out. Something strange was going on here. 

	“I think we need to find Chet Collins.”

	 

	***

	 

	Morris pressed the buzzer at the side of the gate.

	A few moments later, Mrs. Collins’s voice crackled through the speaker. “Hello? Can I help you?”

	“Mrs. Collins, it’s DCI Morris. Is your husband around? I really need to speak to him.”

	“I’m afraid he’s not here right now.”

	Morris looked at Edwards. Edwards raised his eyebrows. Morris turned back to the intercom. “Could we possibly come in? Perhaps you might be able to help with our inquiries.”

	“By all means.” A loud buzz issued from the gates, and they began to slide open.

	As soon as the opening was wide enough, Morris drove the car through and down the driveway to the front of the house.

	Mrs. Collins greeted the two detectives at the door. 

	“Good afternoon, ma’am,” Edwards said as they entered the house.

	Mrs. Collins smiled. “As I said, Chet’s not here right now.”

	“And where exactly is he?” Morris asked.

	“He’s out shooting a scene.”

	Morris looked at Edwards. “Of course he is …” he muttered under his breath, as if this was an almost painfully obvious answer.

	“You said I might be able to help with your inquiries,” Mrs. Collins said, completely oblivious to Morris’s annoyance.

	“Yes.” Morris nodded. He considered how he might broach the subject, then decided it might be best to just come right out and ask. “This may be a somewhat sensitive subject,” he said. “But I actually wanted to ask about your husband’s … erm … How should I put this? … His winky.”

	“His winky?” said Mrs. Collins, a look of confusion on her face. “You mean his dick?”

	“Exactly. I saw a video of your husband from back when he used to perform himself. I couldn’t help but notice the unusual proportions of his penis.”

	“Ah, yes! That stumpy old thing! As wide as Coke can but only half as long!” Mrs. Collins giggled.

	“Yes …” said Morris awkwardly. He could feel himself blushing. “Anyway, when we were here the other day, your husband didn’t seem too shy about getting his tackle out. It was on display for all to see.”

	“Okay …”

	“And, well, it didn’t look anything like that. Its proportions were normal, although he was certainly very well endowed.”

	“Oh yes!” said Mrs. Collins, grinning from ear to ear. “Things have certainly seen an improvement in that area. Our sex life has never been better! He’s like a horny teenager! He’s so big now, and the sex is nothing short of incredible!”

	“Right. I just don’t understand how that is even possible.”

	“Oh, well, it’s all thanks to some kind of traditional herbal remedy, apparently. Some kind of ancient Chinese medicine.”

	Morris had heard of such things before. They were considered natural alternatives to Viagra and Cialis. They could improve one’s sexual prowess, as well as increasing the size of one’s manhood. But Morris didn’t see the appeal. Like most traditional Chinese medicines, they were an animal byproduct. They were often made from pig and goat penises, dried and ground up, to be ingested by the patient …

	No. Fucking. Way.

	Morris suddenly understood what was going on. It all suddenly made sense. But he had to be sure. He looked at Edwards. His eyes seemed to hold a look of recognition, like he, too, might just be thinking the exact same thing.

	“Do you know where your husband keeps this … er … remedy?” Morris asked.

	“Yes, of course,” said Mrs. Collins. “He keeps it in his office.”

	“And where is this office?”

	“Upstairs. Why?”

	Morris didn’t answer her question. Instead, he made his way up to the first floor while both Edwards and Mrs. Collins followed closely behind. Up on the landing, Morris scanned each of the rooms, finding that most of the doors were open and that nothing more than a bedroom or bathroom was hidden behind them.

	Except for one door.

	Only one door was locked.

	“Is this the office?” Morris asked.

	Mrs. Collins nodded.

	“Can you open it?”

	Mrs. Collins shook her head. “I’m afraid I don’t have the key.”

	“What are we doing here, sir?” Edwards asked.

	Again, Morris didn’t answer the question. He turned sideways to the door and slammed his shoulder into the wood. The door creaked, the frame splintering.

	“Hey!” Mrs. Collins complained. “You can’t do that!”

	Morris ignored her. He rammed the door once again.

	“You stop that right this instant!”

	Morris didn’t stop. He hit the door another four or five times before the lock finally gave way, granting him access to the room beyond, the sudden release almost causing him to lose his footing. As he stumbled forward into the dull light afforded to the room by the curtained window, Morris was hit by the most repugnant stench he’d ever had the displeasure of smelling. It was as if the vile odour almost thickened the air. 

	Morris gagged. What in God’s name was that smell?

	It didn’t take long for him to discover the source of the vile odour. On the desk positioned at the back of the room, a series of severed human penises had been laid out side-by-side on a sheet of newspaper, an infrared heat lamp positioned above them. The skin of each of the lumpy mounds of flesh had begun to recede, the epidermis chapping and cracking from those that had undoubtedly been there the longest.

	“What in God’s name is that?” said Edwards, cringing as he entered the room, the back of his hand pressed tight against his nose.

	Morris decided not to dignify that question with an answer. Instead, he just stared, looking down into the pestle and mortar at the end of the desk, the bottom of the stone dish coated with some thick red paste. There were bits of meat clinging to the side, and what was clearly human skin. At the back of the desk was a large pickling jar filled to the brim with dismembered dicks.

	“What in the name of all that is holy …” muttered Mrs. Collins as she peered between the two detectives. “Are they … what I think they are?”

	“If you think they’re severed penises, then yes, that’s exactly what they are,” said Morris.

	“I … I don’t understand.”

	“It looks like your husband has been making his own herbal remedies.”

	“You don’t mean …?” She paused, her face quickly turning a pale shade of green.

	Morris looked at Edwards. “Do we know where Chet is right now?”

	Edwards picked up a leather-bound journal from the desk and flipped through the pages until he arrived at today’s date. “He’s scheduled to be shooting a scene in the city centre.”

	“You got an address?”

	Edwards nodded.

	“All right, let’s get movin’. And call in an armed unit. We need to find Chet Collins before he hurts anybody else.”

	 

	***

	 

	“That’s it, baby! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh yes! It feels so fucking good!”

	Sandy Simpson lay on her back, her knees up on either side of her head, practically folded in half. It was an uncomfortable position, but she didn’t mind it so much; it gave her the perfect view of Tyson Taylor’s massive dick sliding in and out of her sodden gash.

	“Oh fuck …” Tyson groaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

	“Give it to me, baby,” Sandy sighed seductively. “I want to swallow your load.”

	Tyson pulled out. He stood over her, stroking the length of his ten-inch erection with both hands. He tipped his head back and grunted as thick ropes of hot, sticky jism spurted from the end of his dick and splattered Sandy’s face.

	Sandy stuck out her tongue, doing her best to catch as much of the salty semen as possible, moaning with pleasure, savouring every drop. She then pushed herself up and took the head of Tyson’s cock into her mouth, squeezing her hands along the length of the shaft, milking it like it was a cow’s udder.

	The cameraman pushed the lens in close, and Sandy dutifully opened her mouth as far as it would go so that they might get an unobstructed view of the thick, gooey semen she was gargling. Smiling, she closed her mouth and swallowed the load. She then opened her mouth once again to prove that she had consumed every drop. 

	“Cut!” called Chet Collins, the director. 

	Sandy hadn’t been expecting Chet to helm the shoot tonight; she’d expected him to be busy elsewhere, what with all these murders taking place. She hoped the police might catch the perpetrator soon; she didn’t feel safe with such a lunatic on the loose, hunting down pornstars. Supposedly, it wasn’t the girls he was after, though; it was the guys. Sandy wasn’t sure she believed it, but rumour had it that this killer was cutting off the men’s dicks. Why would anybody do such a thing? Her best guess: they were probably jealous. 

	Still, Chet probably ought to have been elsewhere. But he was a consummate professional; if he said he’d be there to shoot the film, then that was exactly what he’d do.

	It shouldn’t have surprised Sandy that he was there at all, really.

	“All right,” said Chet. “I think we’re done here. Sandy, thank you. You were fabulous as always. And Tyson, my boy, that was quite a show!”

	Tyson smiled. “Thanks, boss,” he said as he shook Chet’s hand. And Chet was right; that was quite the performance. This had been Sandy’s first time working with him, what with him being fairly new in the industry. He was nearly a decade younger than Sandy, but she didn’t mind that at all. What he lacked in experience, he more than made up for in enthusiasm. 

	And he truly had fucked the living shit out of her.

	“Right, then … Do you want to head off?” Chet said to the cameraman. He was the only other person there right now; Chet had informed Sandy and Tyson that he hadn’t been able to secure a sound man at such short notice (the previous guy having been killed on the set of some S&M flick). It wasn’t ideal to shoot with on-camera audio, but it was certainly better than nothing. Most viewers wouldn’t even notice, anyway. They were hardly the most discerning bunch. They’d watch the first few minutes as they beat their meat, then they’d be gone the very second they shot their load into a crinkled Kleenex. “I can wrap things up here.”

	“You sure?” asked the cameraman.

	“Yeah, no problem. These two can get showered”—he motioned to Sandy and Tyson—“while I tidy up the place. I’ll lock up after we leave.”

	The cameraman nodded enthusiastically. “Okay. Great. I’ll see you back at the studio tomorrow, to crack on with the edit?”

	“You sure will.”

	The cameraman nodded once again. He said his goodbyes, then headed out the front door.

	They were in an apartment on the fourteenth floor of a luxury building. It was an open plan layout, with the lounge and kitchen merged into one, everything being exquisitely decorated, with modern furnishings and a large glass bay window that made up the majority of the outside wall overlooking the twinkling lights of the city below.

	They’d filmed the scene in the living room. Sandy and Tyson were both sitting on the couch where they’d fucked just moments ago, both still naked. “I guess I should go take a shower, then,” said Sandy, standing from the sofa, comfortable in her nakedness.

	“Of course,” said Chet. “Feel free.”

	“You mind if I jump in with you?” asked Tyson.

	Some people may consider it unusual for two people who aren’t in a relationship together to share a shower, but when you work in the adult entertainment industry, then it’s pretty much the norm. And besides, it was only a few short minutes ago that Tyson had had his dick inside her. “Not at all,” said Sandy, offering a warm smile.

	“Great,” said Chet, rubbing his hands together enthusiastically. This struck Sandy as somewhat odd, like he was excited about the prospect of them sharing a shower. For a moment, she half expected him to ask if he could join them too. Thankfully, he offered them a drink instead. “Champagne anyone?” he said, holding the bottle before him.

	“What are we celebrating?” Sandy asked, almost suspiciously.

	“Nothing. I just fancy a drink, and I don’t particularly like drinking alone. I thought you might like to join me for one before your taxi arrives.”

	“Sure,” said Tyson. “Pour me a glass, I’ll drink it once I’m done in the shower.”

	Sandy smiled. “Yeah. Okay. Pour me one too.”

	“You got it,” said Chet, retrieving a trio of champagne flutes from the cupboard above the sink.

	Sandy and Tyson went and showered. When they arrived back in the lounge, clean and fully clothed, Chet greeted them each with a glass of bubbly. “Thank you,” said Sandy.

	“Yeah,” said Tyson before taking a long gulp, finishing the drink in one go. “Thanks.”

	Chet only laughed. “Looks like you need a top up,” he said, lifting the bottle from the countertop.

	Tyson raised his eyebrows. “Looks that way, doesn’t it. Well, it’s thirsty work, fuckin’ a hot bitch like this!” He hooked his arm around Sandy’s shoulder and pulled her in tight to his chest. He held his glass out so Chet could top it up.

	“Oh,” said Chet, “I know all about that.”

	Tyson released his grasp of Sandy. “I’m sure you do. You were a big star back in the day, right? Man, the porno industry must’ve been wild back in the eighties!”

	“Indeed it was, my friend.” Chet nodded, then sipped his drink. “Indeed it was.”

	Sandy sipped her own drink. She had a feeling he was about to go into the details of his time working in the industry. It was a story she’d heard a million times before, but Tyson clearly never had.

	“So … tell me about it!” said Tyson, as if Chet needed any further encouragement.

	Chet laughed. “Oh, I wouldn’t even know where to begin!”

	“Yeah,” said Sandy, hoping that she might be able to cut this topic off before it had even started. “Chet’s been around the block a few times; haven’t you Chet?”

	Chet laughed once more. “You can say that again.” He sipped his drink. “One thing I will say, though, is that things have changed dramatically since I was in front of the camera.”

	“I bet they have,” said Tyson, knocking back the contents of his glass.

	“Yep. There used to be a time when even guys like me could catch a break. We didn’t need to be ripped like you, our bodies chiselled to perfection. Nor did we need to be quite so well endowed.”

	Sandy sipped her drink. She was feeling tired all of a sudden. Her mind felt cloudy, pins and needles pricking at every inch of her body.

	“You mean, like, average guys could do porn?” asked Tyson. His words were on the verge of being slurred, as if he were already drunk. “N-not to say that you’re average, Mr. Collins.”

	Chet laughed again. “It’s fine. I know exactly what you mean. Shall we take a seat?” He motioned towards the couch.

	Sandy didn’t want to sit. She wanted to get out of there. But she didn’t think her legs would carry her any further than the front door. No. She needed to rest. She’d sit and finish her drink, and then she’d call a taxi.

	Sandy and Tyson sat beside each other on the sofa. Immediately, Sandy felt her body relax, almost as if she were melting into the leather, or like every ounce of energy had been sucked out of her.

	Something wasn’t right here …

	Chet sat in the armchair off to their left. “Yes, I suppose I was average. But there’s nothing wrong with that. And one thing I have learned over the years is that there are many ways to become something above average.”

	He picked up his black leather satchel and placed it onto the glass coffee table. He opened it, reached inside, and retrieved a glass jar. He placed this onto the table, beside the bag.

	The jar was filled to the top with some kind of clear liquid, with what looked like two thick frankfurter sausages suspended within. It took just a few moments for Sandy to realise that they were actually human penises.

	Suddenly, she understood what was happening.

	Her eyes widened. She tried to scream. Nothing. She tried to stand, but her body refused to move. Chet must’ve put something in her drink. He’d drugged her, and now she was entirely paralysed.

	“W-wh-what th-the f-fuck is g-goin’ on?” mumbled Tyson.

	Sandy turned her head, the movement slow, requiring far more effort than should’ve ever been necessary.

	Chet reached into his satchel once again. This time when he removed his hand, he brought with it a straight razor. He unfolded the blade and set it onto the table.

	“I’m sorry I had to involve you in this,” Chet said to Sandy, “but I don’t really have much of a choice. I want what Tyson has, and unfortunately, I can’t leave any witnesses.”

	He stood from the armchair. He made his way over to the sofa and knelt before Tyson. He reached out and unbuckled his belt, then began to work his jeans down towards his knees.

	“Wh-wh-what the f-f-fuck are you d-doing?” Tyson mumbled, struggling to form the words.

	Chet reached into Tyson’s boxer shorts and pulled out his thick, veiny penis. “Ah! There it is! Look at it! Isn’t it magnificent!”

	“P-p-p-please …”

	“I’m sorry, Tyson, but I need to take this from you. For a while now, I’ve been using a traditional Chinese remedy to increase the size of my own manhood, but recently, they seem to have stopped having the desired effect. It was made from pig penises, you see. I think that’s why it wasn’t so effective. Human penises are much better!”

	Sandy’s eyes widened, her heart thudding in her chest as Chet picked up the straight razor and placed it to the base of Tyson’s shaft. 

	“I promise,” said Chet, looking up into Tyson’s eyes, offering a sincere smile. “I won’t let this go to waste.”

	Chet applied pressure to the razor. Tyson’s skin began to split, a bead of blood immediately slinking down into his pubic hair.

	That was when a thunderous crunch issued through the apartment. The sound caused Chet to spring up to his feet, a look of surprise on his face. Sandy couldn’t know for sure, but it sounded as if the front door had been busted off its hinges. She tried to turn her head again, only to find herself much too exhausted to do so.

	“Put down the razor!” a loud masculine voice boomed.

	Chet stood motionless, his hands by his side, the razor still held in his grasp. “I’m sorry, Detective,” he said, “but I’m not finished here. I need this.”

	“No,” said the male voice (or a different one perhaps, there was no way for Sandy to be sure), “what you need to do is put down the razor and place your hands above your head!”

	“I’m sorry,” Chet repeated.

	Quickly, he darted towards Tyson.

	The deafening thunderclap of gunfire echoed through the room. A bullet tore through Chet’s chest, straightening him out. Blood immediately bloomed on his shirt. There was more gunfire then, at least a dozen shots, almost every one of them finding a home somewhere within Chet’s frame.

	I say almost every shot found its target because a few didn’t. Those errant slugs slammed into the glass of the panoramic window, sending criss-crossing cracks to spiderweb the entire pane. And as more bullets buried themselves into Chet’s body, as more of his blood squirted from those newly formed perforations, Chet stumbled backwards, eventually losing his footing and crashing into the window.

	The glass gave way easily.

	Chet tumbled from the apartment, screaming as he fell all the way to the concrete below, never loosening his grip on the straight razor, not until he hit the ground, his body exploding like an overripe watermelon, his innards blossoming out from his mangled remains.

	Sandy came to realise that there were now a dozen men there with them in the apartment. Most appeared to be part of an armed response unit. All but two of them—those two men appeared to be detectives. The younger of the two checked in on both her and Tyson. 

	“They’re both pretty much out of it, sir,” he said. “Looks as if they’ve been sedated. We should get an ambulance up here right away.”

	The older man offered no reply. He stood by the broken window, peering down at Chet’s corpse, little more than a red smudge on the pavement from this vantage point. A crowd had already formed around him, staring up, trying to determine exactly where he had fallen from.

	“You hear me, sir?”

	Sandy wasn’t sure he could hear. She wasn’t sure if he was even there in the room with them anymore.

	 

	***

	 

	Detective Chief Inspector Andrew Morris retired just three weeks later, and as far as he was concerned, it couldn’t have come soon enough.
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