
	DO ME GOOD

	by Rory Harper


	The new Mommy I had gotten watched me from her corner of the barn while I fed Millie Moo and LaToya.
	"You like cows?" I asked the new Mommy. She didn't answer; she couldn't, because I hadn't taken the duct tape off her mouth yet. She was one of the smart ones. She watched me, trying to figure out her chances, hoping for the opportunity to make a break. "I like cows better than people," I went on. "They don't mess with you. Plus, they always have good warm milk." I sat down and pulled LaToya's nipple and sucked on it until I got a mouthful. "Ummm, good," I said.
	I have an oral fixation, which is nice.
	I walked over to the new Mommy. She lay on the pile of straw where I had dropped her. I pulled the duct tape off her mouth, slowly. It didn't take hardly any skin with it. She yelped only once, for a half a second. The tape on her wrists and ankles was wrapped so thickly that it would have to be cut.
	I felt her big belly. Her baby moved inside when I squeezed. "You can scream if you want to," I said. "I won't mind."
	"I'll do anything you want me to," she said.
	"That's very generous of you," I said. "You know who I am."
	She shook her head. "No. If you let me go ---"
	"My name is Timothy Osborne. You can call me Timmy. I live at a farm on RFD Route 4, Box 38." I always told them my real name. It wasn't that I wanted to get caught or anything. I was just completely confident. No Mommy had ever gotten away from me; I was certain that none ever would. Ted Bundy was a wimp and a jerk. He never told them his name, and at least one got away from him. "Now you know who I am," I went on. "What do the newspapers call me?"
	"The Mother Killer," she whispered.
	"That's right. That's me. Don't worry. I won't hurt you any more than I have to, Donna." I had read her name from the driver's license in her purse.
	"I won't tell anybody ---"
	"You belong to me now, you know. I own you, Donna. Just like I own the cows."
	I was getting excited by then, talking to her and feeling her tummy.
	I never was all that much for socializing. I picked her up and took her to the table. I had made it special for the Mommies. It was nine feet by three feet, with culverts for the blood. I read that they have culverts on autopsy tables for the same reason, but I never saw one. My table probably doesn't look much like an autopsy table, but that's okay. I've also bolted some heavy leather straps to my table, straps that I made from Doreen the cow's hide after she dried up.
	The table is over near the wall, so my tools hanging on the pegboard will be within arm's reach.
	The new Mommy started to struggle when I was buckling her down. I guess she had realized that being intelligent and articulate and calm wasn't going to do her much good in this situation. I was too primal for her.
	When I start, I only use two straps, one above the tummy and one below. If she hadn't been so pregnant, she might have been able to slip out of them and be free. The buckles are located on the bottom of the table in the center, out of reach of the Mommy. When I had her secured, I pulled my Bowie knife out of its scabbard. It's an authentic reproduction, razor-edged carbon steel, balanced for one full turn every twenty-six feet.
	"Don't," she said.
	I cut the tape around her ankles and wrists. She got calmer again. She knew I was teasing her by freeing her arms, but maybe, just maybe I would get careless and she would be able to take the knife away from me. And use it on me.
	She panicked some more when I started cutting off her pantyhose from the toe up. I was careful not to cut her flesh at all, yet.
	"This isn't so bad," I said, holding her leg down. "Wait until later."
	"Oh, god, please don't. I never hurt you. I don't know why you want to do this, but ---"
	"It's pretty simple," I said. "I'm a sexual psychopath. This is the thing I like most in the world. The newspapers think I have some weird reverse Oedipus Complex or something, like my mother abused me when I was a child, but they're wrong. Honest. She's a very nice person."
	While I was talking I cut off her skirt and popped the buttons on her blouse. Her tummy really was enormous. With one hand, I felt her through her brassiere, then cut the thong that connected the bra cups. Her breath hissed between her teeth when I did that. I started to get so excited that it was uncomfortable. I had to stop and take off my pants.
	Then I came back and cut off her panties. I rubbed her between her legs for awhile with the hilt of the knife, then I stuck the knife in the ground and bent over and started chewing on her between her legs. Not too hard, but she screamed and bucked and started to hit at me. Her blood tasted good. Her little dainty fists felt good. I squeezed her tummy with one of my hands, and used the other hand to make myself even more excited, although it was hardly necessary.
	Suddenly, she quit hitting me. The tension in her body relaxed, then re-coiled slowly. Her legs quit kicking and spread wide. Her hand fell on my neck and began to stroke it.
	I looked up. Her head was thrown back and her mouth was open, but the tone of her scream had changed. The hand on my neck pushed me back down, but I resisted.
	Her head rolled forward and she stared at me. A slow smile appeared on her face. "Do me," she said. "Do me good."
	The hair on my forearms stood straight up. Then I realized what she must be trying and laughed.
	"Cute, but it won't work," I said. "Nothing you can do or say will stop me." I reached up and took the little finger of her hand on my neck and bent it backwards until it snapped. She grunted, then licked her lips. "Yesss," she hissed. "I've been looking for you so long, Timmy."
	"So you suddenly decided to become a hard-core masochist, Donna?" I admit, she was starting to unnerve me. I used my hand some more to keep myself excited.
	"Not Donna," she said. She began to caress my neck again. "Donna's gone. I'm Bliss."
	"What?" I drew back.
	She looked at me between my legs. "I can make you feel good," she said. "Stick it down my throat. Please."
	"So you can bite it off?" Now I knew her game, I thought.
	"No, no. I can make it so good for you while you do me."
	Her voice was different than Donna's, she moved the muscles in her face differently than Donna had. She was hungry.
	"Do you have multiple personality disorder?" I asked. I had read about it when I was studying myself. Multiple personalities are as rare as people like me. They're people who have split their minds into different selfs under intolerable stress. They're the opposite side of me, complete victims. I'm a complete predator.
	She shook her head. "No."
	"What are you, then?" I asked.
	"Do me," she said. "It doesn't matter what I am." Her hand reached out, the one with the broken pinky, and wrapped itself around me between my legs.
	I crushed her wrist with my hand after I pulled it away from me. She screamed. "I'm going to kill you, Donna. But not too soon."
	She brought her wrist to her face and licked the blood-slicked bone that had broken through the skin.
	"Bliss," she murmured. "Call me Bliss."
	I spread her legs wider and strapped her ankles into the leather cuffs at the edge of the table. I grasped the big toe of her left foot. "This little piggy went to market," I said.
	She sucked on her wrist while I worked through the toes. "And this little piggy cried wee-wee-wee all the way home," I finished, then bent forward and bit off her little toe. My incisors are sharp, and I've had practice. One good chomp and it rolled around in my mouth like a bloody grub.
	She screamed and bucked in the straps. "Ahh, ahh, ahh." Her little game with me was over, I knew.
	But she had made me impatient, made my excitement falter for a moment. I swallowed her toe, then rechecked the pegboard, made sure the knives and surgical clamps were all in place, made sure the brand new ball-peen hammer hadn't been moved. No one would have moved it, of course. Mom never, ever came into the barn.
	"I'm going to go easy on you, Donna, because you were such a brave, good Mommy," I said.
	 I made myself more excited again. I wasn't ashamed of her seeing me. She wouldn't tell anyone. Besides, all of the books said it was perfectly all right to do it. Even good boys did it.
	I strapped her wrists into their cuffs. She didn't resist me. Her mouth had grown slack, her eyes had glazed. Sudden agony can do that, I knew.
	I pulled the big scalpel down from the pegboard, then four of the clamps. Her eyes widened. "Oh," she said. "Don't go too fast."
	I pretended that I hadn't heard that. Nothing she can say will stop me, I told myself.
	I pulled the straps above and below her tummy tighter, so she couldn't squirm around while I worked. Her legs were flexing and she had begun to pant.
	I made the first shallow cut, and she moaned. Hungry, not frightened. Nothing can stop me, I thought. She screamed at the next cut. Blood gouted from it and I scrambled to apply a clamp to the severed vessel. Blood soaked my hands and the arms of my shirt. A bikini-incision Caesarean is so simple, you can learn it from books. If you're motivated enough, and don't plan for the patient to survive the operation.
	She screamed and screamed. That made me feel better, so I slowed down. I made random cuts on her chest and arms, deliberately delaying. I created half a dozen new nipples on her and sucked them. I was careful to clamp off each major bleeder as it occurred. Then I got back to the serious work. Finally, the purple watermelon in her big tummy came into view. Her womb. I got the small scalpel and delicately sliced.
	By then, she had screamed her throat raw and was gasping between howls.
	"You like this, Donna?" I said. I was breathing hard myself, I was so excited. The pressure always builds up in me until I have to go and get a new Mommy for myself. When I own her and start to use her up, the pressure focusses and builds even more, until right at the end it explodes through every pore of my skin. Then I can relax and act good for a long time. Until it starts again.
	"Ahh, ahh, ahh," she screamed. "God, you're so gooood!"
	She ruined it for me right there.
	I couldn't stop. I felt terrible, it wasn't fun any more, but I couldn't stop. I tried, but I couldn't.
	She screamed more while I cut out her womb and saved the baby inside. I checked; it was a boy. He was awake. I tied off his umbilical before severing it. His development was quite advanced. I pulled the gallon jar out from under the table and put him in it, then quickly screwed the lid on. I set the jar beside her head, where we could both watch.
 	While he writhed in the formaldehyde, I took the new ball-peen hammer off the pegboard and climbed on the table. I hated myself for not being able to stop.
	She shrieked as I yanked her incision wide and buried my face in it, licking and biting. Several of the clamps popped loose and the great cavity filled with her blood. When I was done with that part, I mounted her, then lunged forward and inserted myself into the hole. It had never been necessary before, but this time, I had to use my hand to try to keep myself excited, even when I was in her.
	I raised the hammer high and slammed it into her face, shattering her left cheek.
	"Mommy," I said. "Mommy." I was crying, and I wasn't excited at all any more, even though the pressure inside me was greater than it had ever been. I brought the hammer down again, splattering one of her eyeballs.
	She grinned up at me. "Ohhh, you're the best ever," she murmured. "Do me good."
	I screamed and went out of control. I pounded her face into rubble, then collapsed on her, crying.
	She was dead and harmless when I finally straightened up, the pressure still bloating me, unreleased.
	###
	I was in a terrible mood for the whole next month. I buried Donna's body and the ball-peen hammer beside the others in their place in the woods on the other side of the creek that ran behind our pasture. Nobody ever went there. I tried to forget about her.
	I stayed to myself as much as I could. I was afraid I would say something ugly to Mom. I went to the special baby closet in my room every night after she had gone to bed and I thought about all the other Mommies I had owned before Donna, and I made myself excited in the dark with both of my hands until I made the bad pressure go away.
	But it only helped for an hour or so. It wasn't like the real thing at all. 
	Five times, I woke in the night with her lying beside me, murmuring "Do me. Do me good," through her shattered mouth, and I had to go back into my baby closet for safety.
	I knew she wasn't really there. I knew she was just a bad dream, but that didn't make her go away.
	###
	At the end of the month, it was all right for me to be bad again, so I went and got me a new Mommy. I found her in a supermarket parking lot.
	Her name was Irma and she looked like an Irma, tall and blonde and sturdy. I knew she would last a long time. I'd wash away the memory of crazy Donna like she had never been on my table.
	Halfway through, just after the first bikini cut, Bliss licked her lips and said "Do me, Timmy. Do me good."
	I screamed and punched the scalpel through her throat and ran from the barn as she gurgled to death behind me.
	I didn't dare go back and dispose of the body until daylight.
	###
	For the next month, when I wasn't blanketed with rage and frustration, I tried to figure Bliss out. Donna hadn't been crazy. Bliss was real. A normal person might choke on the idea, but not me. The fact that she had showed up in two different bodies was incontrovertible proof. I could believe that some sort of supernatural entity would be attracted to my specialness. That wasn't a problem. I was practically a supernatural entity myself, by then.
	But she liked it when I hurt her. That was all wrong. It ruined everything.
	I was so moody and confused that Mom was upset by it. I had to go to town and get a bunch of roses and leave them in her bedroom to make up for it.
	Then I went out in the barn and butchered LaToya and used her like a Mommy. I hadn't done that sort of thing for years. It helped, but not much.
	###
	I went to a different town, one that I'd never been to before. I didn't tell anybody where I was going, not even Mom. I didn't even let myself know. I just drove randomly through the weekend until I came to a town on Saturday night, trying hard and succeeding in ignoring any signs that might tell me its name. It was just after dark when I found a new Mommy in the parking lot of a hospital and got her. That's always a good place to find them, even better than shopping centers. I covered her with a rug in the back seat.
	As soon as we were out of town, I pulled over to the side of the road. When nobody was coming from either direction, I got the new Mommy out of the back seat and put her beside me on the front seat. She was so huge. She looked like she might go into labor at any moment. She was beautiful.
	I wanted all of her. The pressure in me was worse than it had ever been before.
	###
	The chloroform started to wear off as I was dragging her from the car to the barn. I put her on the table while she was still groggy and strapped her in as tight as I could. I had added several new straps made of LaToya's hide, and I pulled those down, too. She could barely move at all.
	Then I pulled the tape off her mouth.
	"Bliss?" I said. I stared into her eyes.
	I started to hope for just a second. My problems would be solved if I had managed to lose her with all my driving around randomly. 
	Then I saw it in her eyes.
	"Goddam you, Bliss," I said. I was controlling myself wonderfully. Most people would have been howling at the moon by this point. I clutched the Bowie knife tighter and resisted the urge to plunge it into her belly. "Why are you doing this to me?"
	"I'm a sexual psychopath," she said. "This is the thing I like most in the world." She made a kissing motion with her lips. "You're the best I've ever found, Timmy. Better than all the others. Do me again."
	"Get out of my life. You're making me crazy."
	"We're so perfect for each other, Timmy. If you let me help you, I can give you sensations you've never imagined while you do me. I can use their hands and mouths and help you with the blood and ---"
	"Goddam you! Go away!" I realized that I had raised the knife above my head. My hand was shaking. "Go away, you bitch!"
	She looked almost sad. "We're so alike, Timmy. You can't stop. Neither can I. I'll always be with you. Every time."
	"No!"
	"Yes. I can't let you go." She began to writhe in the straps like a snake. "Look at this body. See the enormous stomach. Isn't it beautiful? There's a baby boy inside it. Waiting, just waiting for you. So good." She began to moan wordlessly.
	"No! Oh, god, what did I ever ---"
	"I want you so much, Timmy. Please, please, use the knife. Use it on me."
	I needed the new Mommy's body so badly it made me faint, but everything she said nauseated me. I threw up on her and dropped to my knees.
	"Oh, Timmy," she said. "Yessss! Do me."
	I remember her voice calling after me, growing fainter, but I don't remember running from the barn to the house in the darkness.
	###
	When I smashed Mom's door open, I had the knife in one hand, and the ball-peen hammer in the other.
	"Mommy, Mommy!," I screamed. "Help me! You've got to help me!"
	She sat up and saw me and knew that I was going to be bad. She was a good person, but I was a bad boy. I should have been aborted. She was good. She told me. She knew all about how bad I was ever since I was born. I screamed while I jumped on her and knocked her to the floor and ripped her open.
	It was all my fault. I was so bad. "Mommy, mommy!" I yelled, while I tore my underwear off. The pressure in me made me feel huge.
	Then I was straddling her, filling her cavity that had been empty ever since I was in it the first time, and I was still screaming, and I knew at last that this was what I had wanted to do for so long, and it was why I got the other Mommies. And now I could do it and afterwards, the pressure to be bad would be all gone, forever, and I could be good for the rest of my life.
	I didn't need to tease her or myself, not this time. The pressure built more than I would have believed possible, so I raised the hammer. One good smash between her eyes, and all the pressure would explode through my pores and go away forever and she would be dead at last.
	Exactly when the hammer was at the highest point of its arc, she opened her eyes and groaned, "Slow down, Timmy. Do me good."
	I screamed an animal scream worse than anything I had heard from any of the Mommies. I scrambled off of her and fled from her bedroom.
	###
	Now I'm in my baby closet, where I'm safe. I'm on my knees, leaning against the door, locked from the inside.
	Bliss has ruined me. I only had one last chance to become good, and she ruined it. Even if I go back to catching new Mommies, she won't let me have any more fun with them. She's too greedy. She won't let me alone, ever. I don't know how to get rid of her.
	Yes, I do.
	I turn on my flashlight, so everybody can see.
	Eighteen jars, nine on each side of my narrow baby closet.
	I make the first cut a deep one. It's agonizing. I scream, and it wakes them up. All the babies that I've saved from being bad stir in their jars. Their wise old eyes open and they watch as I make the second cut.
	I know how to beat Bliss, I do.
	I lean back and blood pours out of my bloated belly, and the pressure builds once more. I reach down with my hand and make myself excited.
	I start the third cut and open my mouth to scream again, but instead I hear a voice, not quite my own, and I want even worse to scream, but I can't any more.
	"Oh, yesss, Timmy. Do me good."
	This is what she's always wanted.
	This is what I've always wanted.


	THE END

