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   “The show must go on

   I'll face it with a grin

   I'm never giving in

   On with the show”

   

    – Queen. The Show must go on.

   

   

   

   

   

   






   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER ONE

   

   

   

   

   

   

   Greg sat on the edge of the bed, his heart hammering at the enormity of what he was about to do.

   You can’t read her diary, it’s deceitful, it’s a breach of her trust, it’s horrible, it’s…

   Necessary.

   The hiss of the shower coming from the en-suite bathroom did little to soothe his jangled nerves – just because she wouldn’t know he had had read it, it didn’t make it right.

   His fiancée’s diary – although it wasn’t strictly a dairy and more of a personal account of ‘that night’ – rested accusingly on his lap, taunting him, daring him to open it. His ran a trembling fingertip over the cheap, cardboard-like cover, hating himself for being so bloody weak. 

   I’ve only read the first page, I don’t have to read the rest.

   But after reading the first page, he knew that he didn’t have a choice. Written on that page were the words: May 31st 2015: THE NIGHT MY LIFE CHANGED FOREVER.

   On reading that, he had slammed shut the exercise-book, his heart pounding like a heart-attack victim.

   But I have to know what really happened, what she went through and how she feels about it…

   Yeah, okay. Or maybe you’re just a nosey, snooping shithead.

   Sighing deeply, he stared at the offending diary.

   I wish I hadn’t found it. It was a stupid place to leave it, anyway. I mean, who leaves something so private just sitting there on the bedside-table? This is her fault, she should’ve remembered to hide it. 

   Fuck it, was his final thought before he opened it and began to read…

   

   






   

   

   

   May 31st 2015:

   THE NIGHT MY LIFE CHANGED FOREVER

   

   

   

   

   

   My therapist thinks that writing about that night will help. I guess it’s worth a try, it’s what I do, after all. I write therefore I am… God, that sounds so lame. (What would my darling Greg think of me if he knew what I really went through that night?)

   I thought it might be a good idea to write about it in the form of fiction. I thought that maybe, if I attacked it like I would one of my novels, it will be easier for me to come to terms with what happened. This way, perhaps I will be able to make sense of it all, I’ll be able to look at it objectively. Maybe, If I’m really lucky, I might even find some kind of closure. 

   Who’d have thought that when I started writing extreme horror fiction, my life would turn into something from straight out of one of my novels?

   I feel sick at the thought of writing this down, but here it goes anyway. This is what really happened that horrible night exactly one year ago today…

   






   

   

   

   

   NEW BEGINNINGS

   

   

   

   

   

   

   “So, here we are,” Scott said, silencing the engine of the blue Audi A3. 

   It was so quiet here.

   Too quiet. Spooky quiet.

   “Yeah. Here we are,” I said.

   “Hey, you’re not nervous are you? Just relax and be yourself, they’re gonna love you.”

   His hand on my knee did little to soothe my nerves and I let out a shaky breath. “What’s not to love, right?”

   “Exactly.”

   My smile felt tight and unnatural as my gaze flitted from my fiancé’s warm brown eyes to the imposing barn conversion in the middle of nowhere. It looked like the ‘after’ of some property-conversion, dream-home documentary that seemed to be on every TV channel going nowadays. I mean, when Scott had said his parents lived in a barn conversion, I had pictured a converted row of stables or something, not this glass-fronted, architect’s wet-dream.

   The big glass window which was divided into eight panels that ran from floor to ceiling was easily as big as our terraced house in the heart of Canterbury.  And it still only made up less than a quarter of the property’s frontage.

   With a shiver, I thought about Mr and Mrs Jones waiting for me inside.

   They’re gonna hate me.

   No, they’re not. 

   How can his dad not love me? He writes, I write, we have so much in common…

   Yeah, keep telling yourself that. You write extreme horror, his dad writes Philosophy text books. He’s gonna hate you…

   “Ground control to Chloe Fox? Are you receiving?”

   I dragged my gaze away from the imposing building and forced another rictus of a grin. “I’m receiving just fine. Just a bit nervous, that’s all.”

   “I told you, don’t be. You’re gorgeous, funny, intelligent, kind… I could go on.”

   “Then what’s stopping you?”

   “The fact we have to get inside and meet my mum and dad. Come on, I’ll grab the bags.”

   “No,” I said, a little too sharply. I softened my voice for him. “I have a present for you I just dumped on the luggage, I didn’t have time to wrap it.”

   “What kind of present?”

   “I guess you’ll just have to wait ‘til later to find out.”

   “I love surprises.”

   I giggled and coquettishly batted my eyelashes, twirling a strand of long blonde hair around my forefinger. “You’re going to love this one.”

   Just then, my mobile rang inside my shoulder-bag. “Sorreee,” I said, fumbling for the offending machine. “Shit, it’s my agent, I have to take this. Hello?”

   “Darling, great news, you’ve been optioned,” said the incredibly camp, speed-talking male voice on the other hand.

   “Hang on, Justin,” I said, clamping my hand over the receiver. “It’s about the film-rights, I’m sorry, I really do have to take this.”

   “I know baby, it’s fine. I’m gonna go in, give you some privacy. Come in when you’re ready?”

   “Sure. I love you.”

   “I love you, too, my brilliant, writer fiancée.”

   I blew him a kiss and turned my attention back to Justin who was rabbiting on about my book, an incredibly fucked up version of Aladdin and the Lamp.

   “…so they’re dead keen, this is very exciting…”

   I only half listened, as thrilling as the news was. Instead, most of my attention was focussed on Scott, who had disappeared through the opened, heavy oak, front door.

   Didn’t they lock their doors here? How could they be so trusting?

   For fleeting seconds I glimpsed Scott through the window that was as big as my house. This part of the house was in darkness, and I watched his shadowy figure walk straight past the window and into the unseen room beyond.

   The conversation took the best part of fifteen minutes and I drummed my fingers impatiently on the dashboard. 

   Taking a deep, shaky breath, I got out of the car.

   This is it, I thought in horror. The moment of reckoning.

   I walked to the door beneath the darkening sky, a friendly smile plastered on my face.

   

   I knocked on the door before entering.

   “Hello?” I called out tentatively. 

   Where was everybody? I took a wary few steps inside until I was in the part of the house I had seen from outside. Now that the sky was darkening it was hard to make out Scott’s car and the woods beyond though the glass.

   Nice space, I thought, turning round slowly on the spot. It was a mix of old and new, a perfect design marriage that must have cost many thousands to execute. The high, vaulted ceiling with criss-crossing oak-beams was the nod towards ‘the old’ and the minimalist, modern furnishing was most definitely ‘the new’. I wandered into the gorgeous space, trailing my fingers over the long red sofa in the middle of the room. Big, abstract oils that looked like they belonged in the Tate Modern adorned the white-painted, pointed stone walls and my gaze was drawn to one in particular – a huge canvas over the post-modern, blocky fireplace that looked like a sea of blood.

   Hey, perhaps these guys will be cool with me being an extreme horror author, after all...

   Suddenly, the vast room was plunged into light and I jumped in shock, spinning round.

   “I see you admiring my favourite painting. It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Beautiful yet ugly, repulsive yet compelling, a real juxtaposition .”

   The man extended a hand and I took an awkward step towards him to shake it. So this was Mr Thomas Jones. The love of my life’s father. All I could think in that moment was he was so much younger than I was expecting.

   “It’s a pleasure to meet you at last, Chloe. Scott has told us so much about you.”

   I realised I was staring at him; I could feel myself going bug-eyed being caught off-guard like that. He was a good-looking guy. I had been expecting some fusty old fart in a tweed jacket with round spectacles and white hair; instead I was met with a man that couldn’t have been a day over fifty.

   Scott never mentioned his parents were so young.

   But on reflection, it wasn’t entirely out there. Scott was thirty to my twenty-seven, so his dad could easily be a youthful looking fifty. And according to Scott, they had a ton of money tucked away so were able to take early retirement.

   “It’s lovely to meet you, too,” I gushed, finding my voice at last. “I’ve been looking forward to it all week.”

   “Oh, so have we.”

   His gaze slid down my body in a not-exactly paternal way and I felt myself blush. With hindsight, maybe the knee-length, black dress I had opted for had not been the best choice. It had seemed a good idea at the time – classy, grown-up and just on the right side of slutty – but now it felt too clinging.

   “Scott also never mentioned how beautiful you were.”

   I blushed all the harder and waved my hand in front of my hot cheeks to deflect his compliment. “Oh, stop, really. You have a beautiful home.”

   “Thank you. Would you care to take a seat?” he said, gesturing to the long red sofa. “Can I get you a drink? I’m having a whiskey.”

   “That sounds nice. I’ll have one too.”

   “A girl after my own heart,” he said with a wink.

   I watched his broad back as he busied himself pouring the drinks over by the art-deco, glass cabinet which was next to the huge window. 

   How on earth can they be father and son? I found myself wondering. They were just so different. Both men were tall, but that’s where the similarity ended. Scott was blonde, with friendly brown eyes and a lanky body that never seemed to gain an ounce of fat despite his voracious appetite. His dad, however, was thick set, just on the right side of fat. His wide shoulders strained against the plain black jumper and every inch of him looked solid and worked out. His hair was black and cropped close to his scalp. I found myself wondering if he dyed it – it was strange that a bloke his age didn’t have a single grey hair.

   “So, Scott tells me you’re a writer,” he said, spinning round suddenly and catching me staring at him. 

   I felt my cheeks heat again under his gaze; he was going to end up thinking I fancied him or something with the amount of times I kept blushing. 

   “Yeah, I just self-publish, nothing grand,” I said, cringing at my false modesty. “Not like you.”

   He raised one thick, black eyebrow. “Like me? How’d you mean?”

   “You know, an academic. I’m no retired university professor who writes high-brow literary articles and academic textbooks. I write to entertain myself, and hopefully to entertain others. But I’m no Hemmingway, put it that way.”

   Shit, my mouth was running away from me.

   Way to go, Chloe.

   “What do you write, Chloe?”

   Shit, I thought, hadn’t Scott told him? Had he made me out to be more mainstream than I actually was? Was Scott ashamed of me because of what I wrote?

   “Horror.”

   His blue eyes flashed something, although I wasn’t sure what. 

   “I know that, but I don’t know the details, Scott just said I’d have to ask you.”

   Thanks a lot, Scott, I thought, somewhat uncharitably. You could’ve warned them…

   “I write extreme horror, I guess you could call it pretty dark stuff.”

   “I have a soft spot for extreme horror.”

   I looked at him in surprise. “You do?”

   “Sure, I love a dose of guts and gore now and then.”

   This conversation was not going as I expected it to. Scott had painted his parents to be kind people, but somewhat staid and old-fashioned in their values. He said they were cool with what I did for a living, but at the same time they wouldn’t want to actually read it.

   “I’m surprised,” I said.

   “Why would you be surprised? People are multi-faceted, do you not think, Chloe? No one is ever quite as they appear.”

   “No, I guess not.”

   “I’m thrilled my son has met a girl like you, you are perfect for each other; his practicality and your creativity go so well together.”

   “Yes, I suppose so. I think Scott’s quite brilliant doing what he does. Being an electrical engineer is nothing short of genius as far as I’m concerned. He’s so clever.”

   I was gushing smarmy crap again, but the truth was, my future father-in-law was making me distinctly uncomfortable. I shifted slightly on the red leather sofa, conscious that the edging of the cushion might ladder my black tights.

   He is very clever to land a girl like you.”

   “Where are Scott and his mum? I’m so looking forward to meeting your wife” I said to deflect the compliment. 

   Or come-on, whichever way you looked at it.

   I was in a quandary over whether to call Scott’s mum ‘Mrs Jones’ or ‘Elizabeth’. The first was too formal, the latter too familiar, hence the generic ‘your wife’.

   Oh god, Scott, where are you? Please save me from this awkward social hell…

   Yeah, well, maybe if he hadn’t given you completely the wrong impression of his dad then this wouldn’t be so bloody difficult…

   “Scott and Elizabeth had to pop to the shops.”

   “What? Really? When? I didn’t hear them leave.”

   “They went in our car, we keep it parked round the back. They went just before you came in. Scott said you were likely to be on the phone for a while and he’d probably be back before you were finished talking.”

   I stared at him in confusion, my heart suddenly thumping. He was still standing over me and for some reason that made me nervous. I took a large gulp of whiskey and savoured the soothing heat slipping down my throat.

   “I thought there weren’t any shops around for miles.”

   “Yes, four and a half, to be exact. We may live in the Lake District, but there’s still an Asda superstore on the outskirts of town.”

   I laughed, but it sounded hollow to my own ears. “We’re more about the Tescos down south.”

   Why did I say that? I thought. It sounded so god-damn lame.

   “Indeed. Elizabeth forgot the ingredients for the salad. Speaking of dinner, I promised I would keep an eye on the casserole while they’re gone. I’ll be back in a moment.”

   He stood up and strode over to the door that I had watched Scott disappear through earlier. I breathed a shaky sigh of relief; it was nice to be left alone for a moment to collect my thoughts. Mr Jones, or Adam as I supposed I should call him, shut the door behind himself and I jumped to my feet. My tumbler was empty – I was sure he wouldn’t mind if I helped myself to a refill.

   Over by the drink’s cabinet my gaze was drawn to a framed photograph, lying face-down next to the silver drink’s tray. I frowned at it, suddenly more uneasy than I could say. My hand trembled and my breath caught in my throat as I picked it up and turned it round to look at the photograph…

   I just managed to catch the scream in time and swallowed it back down. But inside I was screaming my fucking head off. 

   Oh shit, was all I could think, oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.

   The snapshot taken on a sunny day was old; Scott couldn’t have been a day over twelve. His blonde hair, broad grin and lanky body was unmistakable. With her matching broad grin and sparkling brown eyes, the blonde woman on his right could only be his mother.

   Unfortunately, the laughing man on Scott’s right with the greying, receding brown hair was not the man who had gone to check on dinner. I stared in disbelief at the stranger squinting into the sun, my mind whirring. 

   Perhaps it’s an uncle, or something?

   But as nice as the thought was, I couldn’t quite bring myself to believe it.

   “Helping yourself to the whiskey, I see?”

    I dropped the frame like it had scalded me and grabbed the whiskey bottle. Composing my features into what I hoped was a passable imitation of a normal, calm human-being, I twisted my head round to smile at him.

   “Sorry, I didn’t think you’d mind.”

   “Of course I don’t, you’re obviously a girl after my own heart. I think I’ll have another one, too.”

   He came up behind me and I willed my hands not to shake. A whiskey was a bloody good idea right about now. When he plonked his empty glass down next to mine I tried not to visibly cringe at his nearness. I could feel him directly behind me, in my personal space. I pretended it didn’t bother me and poured out two generous measures of whiskey. 

   It took every inch of willpower not to breathe a sigh of relief when he took his drink and retreated to the couch.

   Mentally, I ran over my possibilities at the speed of light.

   Where was my phone?

   Phone was in my shoulder bag on the passenger seat in the car.

   Shit and double shit.

   I contemplated making a run for it but then the game would be up – he would know that I knew he was a….

   A what?

   The unspoken question seemed to hang in the air around me, as ominous as a storm cloud. But the most important question had to be; where the hell were Scott and his mother?

    I had no choice; I had to bluff it out. 

   “They’re taking a long time.”

   Mr Jones, or whoever the hell he was

   (the psycho, he’s a fucking psycho)

   stretched out his long, jean-clad legs. 

   Black jeans, I thought. That’s why he’s dressed head to toe in black, because he’s a fucking intruder.

   “They’ll be back in a minute. Come and sit down, you’re making the place look untidy.”

   I remained standing where I was, every muscle in my body coiled tight.

   “Actually, I need to use the bathroom, if you wouldn’t mind.”

   He regarded me levelly, a smirk tugging at his mouth. Now that I knew he wasn’t Scott’s father, it was like I was seeing him properly for the first time. He didn’t look fifty because he blatantly wasn’t anywhere near that age. I felt a complete fool for choosing not to see that from the offset.

   “Bathroom is through the door and up the stairs.”

   “Thanks,” I said, turning to leave.

   “I just told you where it was, I didn’t say you could go.”

   And there it was. The Pivotal Moment. Knowing he wasn’t who he claimed to be was vastly different from him actually admitting to it…. 

   






   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER TWO

   

   

   

   

   

   

   “Hey, what do you think you’re doing?”

   Greg had been so engrossed in Chloe’s diary, he hadn’t heard her come back into the bedroom. She stood there in just a short towel wrapped around her slender body, her long blonde hair plastered to her shoulders. Guiltily he dropped the exercise-book and jumped to his feet.

   “Sweetheart, I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t have picked it up, but it was just there, I couldn’t help myself.”

   A look of confusion passed over her pretty face. “What do you mean, just there?”

   He gestured to the bedside-table on her side of the bed. “Just there.”

   “That’s strange. I’m sure I put it back with my writing stuff in the office.”

   “Baby, I’m really sorry. I should never have read it. Please don’t be mad at me, I think you’re incredibly brave and amazing for managing to survive such a horrific ordeal.”

   He was aware how trite that sounded, but after everything she had been through, he figured that anything that came out his mouth would sound patronising.

   He went to her and pulled her into his arms. She wasn’t exactly melting into him, but neither was she pulling away. Maybe there was hope for him yet and he wouldn’t be in the doghouse tonight. 

   “How far did you get? Did you read it all?” she asked.

   “No, I didn’t get so far in.”

   “Did you read about what he did to me? About what he made me do?”

   He could hear the quiver in her voice, how near to tears she was. “No. I’m really sorry, Chlo, I promise I’ll never snoop on you again. I just wanted to know what you went through, wanted to understand a little better.”

   “Are you jealous?”

   His heart twisted in his chest and he drew her still-damp body closer against his bare chest.

   “No, of course not,” he said, wanting that to be the complete truth.

   Jealous struck him as too strong a word, but sometimes it made him a little insecure that she had been in love with someone else before him. And that she would still be with that someone if his life had not been cut tragically short. If he hadn’t of been murdered. 

   What if Scott had been the true love of her life and he was second best, nothing more than the consolation prize? It was a concern he kept to himself, but sometimes it ate away at him. He knew it was a selfish way to think but the thought of her heart secretly belonging to another man was too horrendous to contemplate.

   Especially a pretty boy like Scott Jones, with his floppy blonde hair and big blue eyes. He looked like Leonardo Decaprio and I look like a fucking gorilla.

   Immediately he felt like a complete tosser for even thinking such a thing. Chloe had been to hell and back, and there he was, getting anxious because he had a hairy chest and was about as far removed from ‘pretty’ as it was possible to get.

   “I know you, Gregory Larson. You’re lying. Yes, I did love Scott, but I love you, too. Some people don’t even find true love once in their lives, I’ve been lucky enough to find it twice.”

   And that he supposed, as far as explanations went, would have to do.

   “I love you,” he said.

   “I love you, too. But don’t ever snoop on me again.”

   “I promise,” he said, nuzzling his face into the side of her damp neck. God, she smelled so good, good enough to eat. His cock stirred against his boxers – the only item of clothing he wore. “It’s late, shall we go to bed?”

   “In a minute,” she said, pulling away from him. “I haven’t finished in the bathroom yet.”

   Greg tried not to let his disappointment show on his face. 

   She reached the bathroom door and turned round to face him. “You know what, Greg? I think I’m okay with you reading it. Maybe it’s a good thing. In fact, maybe you should finish it.”

   He blinked, clearing his mind of lurid visions of fucking her from behind. “Finish it?”

   “Sure. You want to spend the rest of your life with me, don’t you? You want to understand me?”

   “Of course I do.”

   “Then finish it. I’m going to have a bath.”

   “A bath? But you just had a shower.”

   She giggled. “Yes, getting shampoo in the bath sucks. Now I’m going to deep-condition my hair and put on a facemask while you read my diary.”

   Now that she had given him permission to read it, he wasn’t sure how he felt. She would expect him to come with an opinion when he was done. And what the hell was he supposed to say? Thanks a lot, I enjoyed reading it? Or, wow, that was some crazy shit, how the fuck are you still sane?

   Greg was beginning to wish he’d never found the damn exercise-book. 

   “Did you think what you read was weird?” she asked.

   “Weird? I think what happened to you is weird beyond words.”

   “I mean the way I wrote it, like it was one of my novels?”

   He thought about it for a moment, and now that she mentioned it, yeah, maybe he did a bit.

   “No, I think it’s really cool. I guess it’s a good way to look at it objectively.”

   She nodded her head enthusiastically. “Yeah, my sentiments exactly. I won’t be long.”

   She blew him a kiss over her shoulder and shut the bathroom door behind her.

   Greg sat back down on the bed, his shoulders sagging along with his hard-on.

   Come on, he chided himself. This is a good thing. She’s never really gone into detail about that night, this is my chance to really get to know her.

   Sighing heavily, he shuffled up the bed and shoved the pillows against the headboard, making himself comfortable.

   Now, where was I? He scanned the page of handwriting to pick up where he had left off, re-reading the last couple of lines he had previously read to refresh his memory… 

   

   

   






   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER THREE

   

   

   

   

   

   

   “Bathroom is through the door and up the stairs.”

   “Thanks,” I said, turning to leave.

   “I just told you where it was, I didn’t say you could go.”

   And there it was. The Pivotal Moment. Knowing he wasn’t who he claimed to be was vastly different from him actually admitting to it.

   My blood turned to ice in my veins but I made the conscious decision to remain calm. Panicking never helped anyone, and I stood my ground.

   I took a gulp of my whiskey like I didn’t have a care in the world. “Who are you?” I asked calmly.

   “Honey, I’m your worst nightmare come true. I’m the bogeyman.”

   His answer shocked me to the core but I refused to drop my gaze or show my fear. If I was a character in one of my books I would have been running screaming for the door by now.

   And I’d also be very fucking dead.

   “Where’s Scott?”

   “He’s a little tied-up with his mummy.”

   “Who are you?” I asked, my voice threatening to duck out on me. “What do you want?”

   “Now we’re getting to the nitty-gritty of it, aren’t we?”

   Shit, this was bad. I had inadvertently stumbled into the worst nightmare going and I didn’t have a fucking clue what was going on. 

   “Please…” I began, then instantly clamped my mouth shut. When my characters started saying ‘please’ to the killer they were as good as dead.

   “Please? Please don’t kill you? Now why would I want to go and do a thing like that?”

   Whether he meant to kill me, or not to kill me, I didn’t know. Neither was I about to ask.

   “Look, I don’t know what’s going on here, but nothing’s happened yet. Nothing has to happen. Just let me and Scott walk away and we’ll pretend we never even came here tonight.”

   “Walk away Scott free? I don’t think so. Although you could say the world is about to be Scott free…”

   “Scott!” I bellowed at the top of my voice. “Where are you?” 

   “Scream all you want, bitch, no one can hear you. No one apart from the other guests, that is.”

   “What do you want?” I wailed, forgetting all that stuff about keeping my cool. 

   “I want to see your blood flow, that’s what I want.”

   My hand was trembling and sweating so much that the glass slipped through my fingers and shattered on the floorboards. “Keep away from me,” I said, thinking about spare set of car-keys I always kept in my bag in the god-damn car.

   “What’s the matter, Chloe? You getting cold feet? Don’t you want to meet your future in-laws?”

   “Fuck you,” I said.

   As soon as it was out of my mouth, I knew it was a mistake. 

   “Don’t you ever talk to me like that, you little bitch.”

   Then he was on me. One second he was on the sofa, the next he sprang up like a giant cat and lunged for me. I sprang into action, lunging for the door but he tackled me to the ground. I hit the floor with a nasty smack that stole my breath and knocked me sick. His weight bore down on top of me, crushing me against the unforgiving floorboards. I felt his breath on my neck as he whispered in my ear;

   “You’re not going anywhere, baby-girl.”

   My hands were wrenched behind my back, causing my shoulders to wrench painfully, but at least his weight had shifted off my back and I could breathe again. Dimly, I was aware of pressure at my wrists, of his weight on my backside. I heard what sounded like the rip of sticky-tape undoing, then a tightness at my wrists.

   He carries sticky-tape with him? I wondered in a daze.

   “There, almost done.”

   The weight lifted off my back and suddenly there was just empty air where he had been seconds before.

   My head reeled with the turn of events. This can’t be happening, I thought in a daze. I had turned into a victim in one of my books.

   “Back in a minute.”

   His voice no longer sounded near and I twisted round my head. Just that small movement sent shooting pains through my neck and I sucked in a shocked breath.

   Relax, mind over matter, I reminded myself.

    Trembling violently, I pulled myself into a sitting position and perched awkwardly on the side of my hip. Already, the pain in my neck was receding, because I was willing it to. Sometimes, the unique relationship I have between my body and my mind is incredibly useful.

   My eyes darted around the room, not quite knowing what it was I was searching for. 

   Shit, shit, shit, I thought, close to spiralling down into a never-ending well of panic. I forced myself to calm down, to think rationally.

   Where had he gone? What was he doing? I was pretty sure he had disappeared through the same door that led to the kitchen I had never seen. 

   Right on cue, that very same door swung open and I gasped. He had his back to me and was dragging something – even before I saw what it was, I knew what it would be. 

   Or rather, who… Or should I say, if I were to guess who it was, I would have a one in three chance of getting it right…

   The man puffed and grunted as he dragged the body into the room by the ankles. As he neared, I saw who he was dragging.

   “Scott,” I gasped, my heart pounding in terror.

   My fiancé looked very dead and the room swam in and out of focus with the shocking sight. At least there was no blood on him that I could see, not that that meant anything.

   The most miserable sounding moan escaped his lips and I breathed a sigh of relief. He wasn’t dead.

   Yet…

   The bastard dragged him to where I sat then dropped his ankles to the floor. Without saying a word he marched right back to the kitchen, the door shutting behind him.

    Scott’s arms were flung over his blonde head in the way they sometimes did when he was sleeping off too much booze and his eyelids fluttered, like they were trying to open.

   “Scott? Can you hear me?”

   He groaned some more, his eyes finally opening.

   “Scott. Thank God. How badly are you hurt? What did he do to you?”

   “Hit me on head… Christ, fucking hurts.”

   He went to sit up, his torso and neck trembling with the effort, but it was obviously too much for him and he seemed to give up and lay there panting. He pressed the palms of his hands against his face, his elbows pointing skywards.

   “Who is he?” I whispered.

   When Scott removed his hands I saw the tears glistening in his eyes. My heart broke at the sight of his mental and physical struggle and I ached to hold him, or at least cradle his head in my lap but there was nothing I could do with my hands lashed behind my back.

   I can’t untie myself yet…

    Who is he, Scott?” I asked again, shuffling closer.

   “I don’t fucking know,” he said. His voice sounded thick and slurry. “Oh God, Mum and Dad… Mum, shit, my mum…”

   As soon as the words were out of his mouth, it seemed to lend him strength and he hauled himself into a sitting position. I decided in that moment to rid myself of the sticky-tape round my wrists. I hadn’t freed myself up until this point purely because I was still assessing the situation. Once I freed myself, I would be forced to act.

   Fuck it, I thought, effortlessly curling my spine and slipping my bound wrists under my rump with room to spare.

   You could call me a freak of nature. Many have. In my early-twenties, I made a living as a contortionist. I am one of those people that can fold themselves up like a deckchair. Most contortionists are either categorized as frontbenders or backbenders, depending on the direction in which their spine is most flexible. Relatively few performers are equally adept at both. I am one of the few. My unique ability and pretty face led me down a path I am not particularly proud of – I made quite a name for myself in the BDSM photography scene. It’s not as sleazy it sounds, I hasten to add. Because I was so in demand, I was like a supermodel in fetish photography circles. I was high-end; think Betty Paige or Dita Von Teese. Usually I got to keep my knickers on and I was paid thousands for a shoot.

   But I digress. Now my hands were in front of me, I was able to gnaw through the tape and in seconds my hands were free.

   Shit, now what? 

   I knew I hadn’t properly thought it through, but it was too late now. 

   “Come on, let’s go,” I said, helping Scott to his feet. “Where’s the landline? We need to call the police.”

   I was in good shape, but my muscles trembled with the effort of supporting his weight.

   “Phone is in the kitchen,” he said, wincing with each word. “There’s another one upstairs.”

   I stifled the irritation I felt towards him. Why on earth would I go upstairs searching for the landline?

   “Then we need to get to the car and get our mobiles.”

   I had a clear vision of where we had left them, tucked in the space behind the gearstick. 

   “My mum…”

   I steered him towards the door. “We need to get help, Scott. You’re in no fit state to fight…”

   My words were cut short by the sound of the kitchen door opening and my insides turned to ice.

   I should’ve gone by myself, I thought uncharitably. I could’ve been at the car by now…

   “And where do you think you’re going?”

   Shit, shit, shit.

   Slowly, I turned round to face him. My stomach plummeted when I saw the gun pointing at us. 

   “Why the fuck would you untie her, Scott? That was really fucking stupid. “In fact…”

   A gunshot rang out and I screamed in shock. I thought it was me that had been shot and fully expected an explosion of pain to follow a few seconds after the gun had been fired.

   There was no pain, and empty air where Scott had just been leaning against me.

   “Scott,” I gasped, falling to my knees next to him.

   He lay unmoving on his front and instinctively I reached down to feel for a pulse at his neck. I breathed a shaky sigh of relief when I felt his heartbeat flutter beneath my fingertips. A puddle of blood was expanding around his shin, seeping into the joins between the floorboards like mini rivers.

   “I can’t believe the silly cunt untied you,” grumbled the man. “Lie on your front, you won’t get loose a second time.”

   You wanna bet, fuck-face?

   Passively, I lay down on my front, gritting my teeth against the discomfort of my large breasts mashing against the unforgiving floorboards. The rip of the sticky-tape unravelling almost made me smile – there was absolutely nothing on God’s earth he could bind round my wrists that would keep my arms behind my back. I locked my elbows, giving the impression I had ‘normal’ joints and he was pulling my arms back as far as they would go and finding the point of natural resistance. Not knowing I was a contortionist, he only bothered winding the tape a few inches above my wrist bones so I had acres of room to slip my hands under my backside when the time came.

   It made me think of the bondage photo-shoots I used to do and how much of a clumsy amateur this guy was in comparison. 

   “You ain’t getting out of that one, bitch.”

   I listened to his footsteps retreating, and hauled myself into a sitting position as before. It was effortless for me to sit upright, but I tried to make it look as difficult as possible. The truth is I have one-hundred percent control over each and every one of my muscles. Sometimes I feel like I defy the laws of human physiology, it’s almost preternatural the things I can do with my body…

   Again, I digress. 

   “Don’t go running away, now,” the man laughed.

   He disappeared back through the kitchen door and I pondered my situation. Scott was out cold – no help there. And there was nothing I could see that I could use as a weapon. If only there was a way I could grab his gun… But he was wildly underestimating me and I knew I would be able to use that to my advantage when an opportunity presented itself.

   I flinched when the door opened and the man’s hunched-over back came into view as he dragged his next victim into the room. It was a woman, and could only be Mrs Jones.

   The man dropped Scott’s mother’s ankles and she lay there unmoving in the middle of the vast room. My gaze swept over the unconscious

   dead she’s dead

   woman, taking in every last detail of her in less than a second. She was pretty much as I had expected her to be, apart from being out of it and at the mercy of a lunatic, of course. She looked to be in her early sixties, a handsome woman with neat, white, bobbed hair, a knee-length tweed skirt that was actually quite fashionable right now and a silk blouse.

   The man remained where he was for a moment with his back to me and Scott, staring down at Mrs Jones. When he turned round, my heart lurched in my chest.

   “Who are you? Why are you doing this?”

   The questions fell unbidden from my lips and instantly I regretted them.

   “I already told you, that’s none of your god-damn, mother fucking business. And every time you ask a stupid fucking question, then something really fucking bad happens.”

   The man reached down, not breaking eye-contact with me and picked up Mrs Jones’ leg by the ankle. The sensible black court-shoe hung off her foot and he threw it across the room. For some reason, I found the sight of her toes in the flesh-coloured hosiery deeply wrong. Somehow, her tight-clad foot took on a whole new meaning. It became symbolic of my plight, of how something so seemingly ordinary could turn so awful and seedy. How any situation could descend into madness at the drop of a hat.

   The rest happened in a blur. I think I screamed, it’s kind of hazy in my mind. I just remember the blood. And from the way the woman’s blood seeped rather than pumped from her foot, I also remember entertaining the possibility that Mrs Jones was dead.

   Nothing seemed real, I felt detached from everything and everyone, including myself. It was as if I was watching myself from afar, a ghostly witness to the end of my own days.

   The man held a serrated bread-knife –I hadn’t seen a knife in his hand until that very moment–and was slicing into Mrs Jones’ foot. Well, not so much slicing as hacking.

   Fuck me, he’s sawing her toes clean off…

   I couldn’t tear my gaze off the bloody spectacle. From this distance, it was hard to make out exact details, especially with all that oozing blood. The man was in profile and I could see the veins standing out in stark relief against his thick neck and in his clenched jaw.

   The man toppled backwards, the end of Mrs Jones’ foot coming away in his hand. He only just managed to right himself in time so he didn’t land smack on his arse. Still crouching on the floor he smiled at us, popping the bloody lump in his mouth and sucking it like a kid sucking an ice-lolly.

   I watched the man in mounting horror as he turned Mrs Jones over onto her front. I decided in that moment she was, indeed, dead and I felt a surge of relief mixed in with the terror. At least she hadn’t felt it when he had hacked her foot in two. For her at least, the nightmare was over.

   “Wait there, you three, I’ll be back in a mo.”

   I knew where he was going; to get Mr Jones. 

   “Scott,” I hissed. He didn’t reply. “Scott!” I said again, louder this time. 

   He mumbled something incomprehensible into the floorboards and I felt a rush of gratitude.

   “Hang in there, baby,” I said. “I’m going to get us out of this.”

   He didn’t reply, and my fleeting relief vanished. The puddle of blood around his legs was expanding by the minute and I knew he would die of blood-loss if I didn’t do something soon.

   Is this how my life is going to end? I thought, giving in to the tears of self-pity and frustration.

   To my surprise, the man burst through the door with Mr Jones, who was very much alive. Mr Jones was ashen-faced as he lurched into view, thrust before the madman.

   “Scott,” he called to his son, but Scott didn’t answer and continued to groan into the floor.

   “Move it,” said the man, pushing Mr Jones towards me. 

   I saw then that his hands were tied behind his back and his neck above the collar of his blood-splattered blue shirt was a reddish-purple, like he had been strangled. 

   When he reached me, the man shoved him to the floor. Mr Jones cried out and landed in an ungainly heap on his side – that wasn’t going to make his sixty-something bones feel very good, I reasoned.

   “Chloe, I’d like you to meet the real Mr Jones. I have to admit, I’m kind of insulted you would think that I was even old enough to be Scott’s father.”

   “Why are you doing this?” Mr Jones asked in a surprisingly strong voice that belied his slender frame and bookish, academic appearance. 

   “Shut up old man, why do you even care? You should be more concerned about whether you are going to live or not. So what do you think of your son’s fiancée? She’s hot stuff, isn’t she? A real fucking looker.”

   Mr Jones struggled into a sitting position, holding his body as awkwardly as I was. Steadfastly, he refused to look at me.

   “Why did you kill my wife?”

   “Questions, questions, questions. Christ, I might just have to gag you again.” The lunatic turned to address me and I withered inside. “I inserted a kebab-scewer into her heart, minimum mess that way. I want her intact for what I have planned for her.”

   Tears stung my eyes and my nose clogged up, but as much as I hated myself for showing my fear, I couldn’t stop.

   “Is this your doing?” Mr Jones said suddenly, turning his hard glare onto me. “Are you in on this?”

   “What?” I said, taken aback by his sudden venom. “No! Of course not.”

   The man laughed. “Maybe she is.”

   “Fuck off!” I cried unthinkingly, “I’ve never seen you before in my life.”

   “I told you, bitch, do not fucking answer me back.”

   I cringed when in a blink of an eye he was crouched down before me, his fist curling in the neckline of my dress and yanking me forward so I was nose to nose with him. I caught a waft of stale garlic and whiskey on his breath, and something else, something awful and meaty and coppery…

   Mrs Jones foot oh God that’s the stink of the severed toe he sucked on…

   My stomach gave an almighty lurch and I came close to throwing up in his face. Luckily, he let go of my dress and his foul breath was no longer hitting my nostrils. My relief, however, was short-lived. As I was sucking down great mouthfuls of air and working on getting my nausea under control, I felt a tugging pressure around my waist. I looked down and inhaled a scream. 

   “No,” I gasped, trying to twist away from him.

   “Oh no you don’t,” he said, slapping me across the face. 

   The slap was a sharp, dizzying hurt that cut my protests dead. Dimly, through the sudden pain, I realised he was cutting through the front of my dress.

   And my bra, sweet Jesus my bra, I thought, when cold air hit my breasts. And he’s using the same bread-knife he used to hack off Mrs Jones’ toes...

   I closed my eyes in absolute disgust as he concentrated on the job at hand. What he was doing to me – the possible consequences of his actions – was in that moment too horrific to contemplate. The tugging sensation continued at the waistband of the sensible black tights I wore, and the simple black knickers. I could feel the ruins of my tights clinging to my thighs, and cool air hitting every inch of my exposed front.

   “Look at her,” the man instructed Mr Jones.

   Mr Jones turned his gaze to look at me, his expression unreadable apart from the smallest flicker of his eyes. Whatever that was due to, be it the horror of the situation or something else, it was impossible to say. 

   “Fucking hot, isn’t she? Look at those tits, aren’t they great? They must be a D cup, at least. Have you ever seen such a big pair that are so fucking firm.” Mr Jones looked away, a red tinge shading his hollow cheeks. “I said fucking look at her fucking tits.”

   I gasped in terror when the man unexpectedly aimed a kick at Mr Jones’ forehead. Mr Jones flopped sideways, an angry red Greg on the side of his head where the black boots had made contact. He lay unmoving on the floor, his expression vacant and staring into space.

   “You people will do well to do as you are told,” the man said, kneeling at my feet to hack through the tape that bound my ankles.

   I thought about aiming a kick at his face, but from my awkward position on the floor I didn’t fancy my chances much.

   “Sit up, Mr Jones, I want you to get properly acquainted with your son’s fiancée.”

   “Please,” said the man, and right then he seemed far older than his sixty-odd years. 

   An intense pang of pity gripped me and I vowed to kill this fucking bastard the first chance I got. Mr Jones, obviously not wanting to incur any more damage to his person, pulled himself into a sitting position once more.

   “That’s better, Mr Jones. Now, I want you to pay close attention here, I don’t want you to drop your gaze from this lovely lady for a second. And if I ask you a direct question, then you bloody well answer me, do I make myself clear?” The old man was silent. “I said, do I make myself clear?”

   “Yes,” the man said in that surprisingly commanding voice of his.

   “Good. Now tell me, Mr Jones, have you ever seen such a fucking gorgeous body on any woman?”

   The look of hatred on Mr Jones’ face was indescribable; his eyes flitted from side to side and his cheeks were flushed. The side of his head seemed to swell and darken with every passing second. None of this was his fault, but a wave of hatred for him washed over me. I hated the feel of his eyes on my naked body; it made my skin crawl.

   “No,” Mr Jones said through gritted teeth.

   “No, what?”

   “No, I have never seen such a fucking gorgeous body on any woman.”

   “Not even your wife?”

   My brief surge of hatred was replaced by pity. What this fucker was putting us through was unspeakable, it was beyond anything I could ever have dreamt up when writing one of my sick books.

   “Leave my wife out of it,” he said in a low voice. “She’s dead, what more do you want?”

   “Oh, I want a whole lot more, Mr Jones. Chloe, open your legs nice and wide, show Mr Jones what fresh, young pussy looks like. So much sweeter than Mrs Jones withered old cunt.”

   That’s when Mr Jones screamed. It was the oddest sound I had ever heard and made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. It started out low and deep, like a growling dog, getting higher and louder as the scream progressed. In the weirdest way, it reminded me of a surge of electricity, thrumming into life along a power-line…

   The man jumped to his feet and kicked him in the chest with his booted-foot, effectively silencing him. Mr Jones hunched over, struggling to breathe.

   “You’re giving me a headache, you silly old fool. Chloe, you haven’t opened your legs. Fucking do it, now.”

   Trembling wildly, I shifted my position slightly so I was sitting properly on my backside and despite it going against every natural instinct I possessed, I opened my thighs.

   It felt awful, the surge of hot shame that accompanied the action made my mind lurch in protest but I resolutely held the position.

   Mr Jones’ shoulders were heaving, his head bent.

   “Look at her,” the madman said. Mr Jones did, his eyes red-rimmed with tears and defeat. “That’s better. Now tell me, do you think Chloe has a beautiful cunt?”

   He crouched down next to me once more and reached out to trail a finger over the folds of my pussy. I sucked in a sharp intake of breath, repulsed by the feel of him touching me in my most private place.

   “Nice,” he murmured, his gaze latching hungrily onto my exposed pussy. “Shame about the pubes, I prefer ‘em bald myself. Still, at least you trimmed for the occasion. What do you think, Mr Jones? Do you prefer hairy pussy or bald pussy? Was Mrs Jones au natural or hairy? Shall we take a look?”

   Mr Jones glared at him and I admired his strength of character. It was plain from the expression in his eyes that he wanted to kill him. “Do not touch my wife.”

   What about me? I thought petulantly. Your wife is dead, I’m not.

   Yet, a dark little voice whispered in the corner of my mind.

   “Relax, Mr Jones, we’ll leave Mrs Jones out of it. For now. You have one more chance to answer my question. Do you prefer bald pussy or hairy pussy?”

   “Hairy,” he said through gritted teeth.

   “I see. Don’t you just wish you could bury your face in that succulent little cunt? Nibble on those nice juicy lips? Look at those pink, plump inners peeking out, I love it when they do that, don’t you?”

   I squirmed in abject misery, the attention of these two men weighing heavy on my soul.

   “Yes,” Mr Jones said.

   Beads of sweat ran down his ever-swelling forehead, making him blink.

   “Then don’t just look at, fucking eat it. Lie on your back, Mr Jones. And Chloe, I want you to sit on his face…”
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   “Jesus Christ.”

   The exercise-book fell from Greg’s trembling fingers. He simply couldn’t take anymore. It was fucking sick. He let out a trembling breath, his mind reeling. It was, without doubt, the most horrific thing he had ever read.

   Why would she write it down like that? It was just so…. lurid.

   Yes, that was definitely the word he was after. Lurid. Lurid and salacious. It read like one of her novels.

   But wasn’t that the whole point? She wanted to fictionalise events so she could get her head round it?

   Even so, it still struck Greg as strange, especially the further he got into the diary. He wanted to understand, really he did, but it just didn’t sit easy with him.

   Her fucking shrink has a lot to answer to. This isn’t right…

   A creaking sound from the bathroom startled him – the noise flesh made against the sides of a bath when being hauled upwards – followed by the sound of water gurgling down the plughole.

   Greg was suddenly and inexplicably uneasy. Without fully understanding why, he scooted down the bed and pulled the duvet up to his chest. He closed his eyes, balancing the exercise-book on top of the duvet and pretended to be asleep. He just couldn’t face the discussion that she was obviously so keen on having, he needed to sleep on it, to get his head round why she would write it down in such a sleazy way.

   I’m being unfair, this is just her way of dealing with it, I should be more supportive.

   And I will be, I just need a little time…

   The bathroom door swung open and he forced his facial features to slacken.

   “Greg? Are you awake?”

   Even if I were asleep, I wouldn’t be now, would I?

   He groaned and stretched, hoping he was doing a passable imitation of a bloke who had been caught napping.

   “Mmm, baby, did you have a nice bath? I must’ve dozed off.”

   She sat next to his chest and trailed her fingers lightly over his cropped hair. “Did you read it?”

   “Most of it, I think. I fell asleep,” he added unnecessarily. 

   “Oh. Was my writing that bad?”

   “No, it was excellent. It kind of reminded me of Richard Laymon, you know, really sleazy and horrible. Or never mind Laymon, it was just like one of yours.”

   She seemed to brighten at that. “Really? You think it was like Laymon?”

   It wasn’t a compliment, he wanted to say. “Yeah. Come on, you know you’re a good writer. And you know I’m your number one fan,” he said truthfully. 

   “You think the writing was good?”

   Greg was beginning to feel completely baffled by the turn in the conversation. Why the hell were they discussing her writing abilities? It was hardly the point.

   “Yes, of course I do.” An unpleasant thought suddenly occurred to him. “You’re not thinking of publishing it, are you?”

   “No, of course not, that would be really weird.”

   You don’t say. “Look, sweetheart, it’s been a long day, do you mind if we get some shut-eye? I’ve got a big order of oak coming tomorrow, I need to be on top of my game.”

   “You want to be fresh for your office party, you mean.”

   “It’s not a party, it’s just an after work, drinks thing.”

   “You mean a party.”

   “No,” he said with exaggerated patience. “An after work, drinks thing. We do it every June, it’s like tradition. We don’t go anywhere, we just all sit around in the office after work and have a few drinks.”

   “Hmmm, where I come from, that’s called a party.”

   “It’s not. We only do it once a year. Well, apart from the Christmas party, of course, but that’s always in a hotel and partners are invited.”

   “Why do you have to go?”

   “I just do, you know what crappy work politics are like. There’s only like twenty of us, including office staff and all us guys on the work-floor. The boss thinks it’s good for staff morale, or team-building, or some such bollocks. It’s not a big thing and it usually wraps up by ten.”

   “If you say so.”

   “You’re not still sore about it, are you? I told you, I have to go.”

   “Are there any hot women that work in the office?”

   Greg shifted uncomfortably on the bed. He hated bloody questions like that.

   “No,” he lied. 

   “But there are women that work in the office, you told me there were women there.”

   “Yes, there’s the secretary. And the boss’s wife does the books and stuff.”

   “Are they hot?”

   “Mrs Anderson is like seventy.”

   “And the secretary?”

   An image of Susan exploded in his mind, with her turbo-charged curves, long, glossy black hair and striking, Oriental features. “Oh, you know, she’s just ordinary.”

   “Hmmm.”

   “Babe, what is this? You know I only have eyes for you.”

   He spoke the truth. Yes, Susan The Sexy Secretary, as the lads called her on the work-floor, was indeed a stunner. But so what? He loved Chloe, no one else.

   “I’m sorry, I guess I’m just feeling a little insecure, I’ll stop going on about your stupid, not-a-party, party.”

   “Good.”

   She sighed deeply, crossing her long, slim legs and fiddled with the edge of the towel that draped her thigh. His gaze automatically travelled higher, to the shadowy triangle between her legs beneath the towel. An extract from the diary popped into head and he winced: Don’t you just wish you could bury your face in that succulent little cunt? Nibble on those nice juicy lips…

   Chloe withdrew her hand from his head. “Why are you pulling that face? You think I’m weird, don’t you?”

   Greg felt the first pang of a headache. “No, of course I don’t.”

   “Yeah, you do. You think I’m strange for fictionalising what happened.”

   “Not if you think it helps.”

   “So if I didn’t think it helped, you would think it’s stupid, right? 

   Now his head throbbed in earnest. That was one of those woman questions where whatever answer he gave would be wrong. The question didn’t even make bloody sense.

   “Like I say, if you think it helps, then it’s not stupid.”

   She sighed and sprang to her feet.

   Wrong answer. What a surprise.

   “Fine,” she said.

   “Where’re you going?”

   “Downstairs, I want a glass of juice.”

   “Chloe, please, don’t be funny with me.”

   “I’m not.”

   Dressed in only the small white towel wrapped around her body, she strode with as much dignity as she could over to the bedroom door.

   “Chloe, stop. I think it’s cool you wrote it down like that, really.”

   She stopped in her tracks with her back still to him. “Then why didn’t you finish it?”

   “Because I fell asleep.”

   “I want you to finish it, Greg. It would mean a lot to me. You stopping reading like that makes me think you don’t care.”

   It’s just the way you tell ‘em, babe, he thought humourlessly. “Your writing is just so vivid. I can cope with cold, hard facts, but to be honest, your diary upset me. It was like reading one of your books, but that shit actually happened to you.”

   Slowly, she turned round and looked beseechingly over at him. “That diary has helped me a lot. So will you finish it? I think you reading it will help me, too.”

   “Oh Chloe, of course I’ll finish reading it,” he said. 

   And he meant it. What a wanker he was, getting upset because his fiancé dared to write down her feelings. Of course it was uncomfortable reading, his darling Chloe had been to hell and back and had documented it for her own sanity.

   “Thank you, Greg,” she said, smiling sweetly at him before leaving the room to get her juice.

   Christ, she’s so beautiful, came the involuntary thought. She’s got the face of an angel and the body of a temptress sent straight from hell…

   It was so hard not to be dazzled by her exterior, sometimes he forgot that inside she was hurting and damaged.

   The diary sat next to him on the bed and he frowned down at it with conflicting emotions. He was the one that had wanted to read it in the first place, so then why now would he rather not? It didn’t make much sense and he wished he’d never found the damn thing in the first place.

   What are you, a man or a mouse?

   Pushing aside the niggling doubts, he settled down to read the diary once more, re-reading the last few lines to jog his memory and fully immerse himself in Chloe’s nightmare. As much as he didn’t want to be, he was thrust back into the living-room of the barn conversion he could see all too clearly in his mind’s eye. He could see Scott lying on the floor with his busted leg, and Mrs Jones lying dead. He was back at the scene of the crime with the psycho who was currently talking to Mr Jones…
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   “Don’t you just wish you could bury your face in that succulent little cunt? Nibble on those nice juicy lips? Look at those pink, plump inners peeking out, I love it when they do that, don’t you?”

   I squirmed in abject misery, the attention of these two men weighing heavy on my soul.

   “Yes,” Mr Jones said.

   Beads of sweat ran down his ever-swelling forehead, making him blink.

   “Then don’t just look at, fucking eat it. Lie on your back, Mr Jones. And Chloe, I want you to sit on his face…”

   I stared up at my captor in total disbelief, hearing the words but not making sense of them. I couldn’t quite catch my breath because my nose felt claggy with a build-up of snot born of abject misery.

   Realising I had no choice, I got shakily to my knees and shuffled awkwardly over towards him. Mr Jones was already on his back, ready to receive me. 

   That position has got to really be hurting his bound wrists, I thought hazily. 

   Facing away from his body, I took a deep, shaky breath and straddled Mr Jones face. 

   I held my body over his head, reluctant to make contact. The feel of his facial features pressed between my legs was every bit as abhorrent as I had expected it to be and I cringed in shame. 

   “Ride his face, Chloe. Mr Jones, rim that clit, make her come.”

   When Mr Jones moaned – which I assume was from terror and disgust – it reverberated up my body, making me shudder.

   I did as I was bid, pressing my vagina against his warm mouth until I felt my labia part for his probing tongue. I sucked in a sharp intake of breath at the direct and shocking clitoral stimulation. It made my nerve endings sing out and I gritted my teeth and moaned in horror at the wet firmness of his tongue. 

   “You’re liking that, aren’t you, I can tell. I bet you’re creaming. Carry on as you are, I have to get something I stashed in the kitchen. If you stop, things will get very bad for you, do I make myself clear?”

   “Crystal,” I said.

   He disappeared through the door once more and I lifted my weight of Mr Jones’ face. I needed to get that gun and I was confident that I could if he would just get close enough to me. When he burst through the door again I lowered myself onto Mr Jones’ face once more.

   What the hell has he got now? Oh, my dear fucking God…

   This was bad. In each hand he held a petrol can. He set one down where he stood and carried the other one over to me and Mr Jones.

   He smiled at me and I could hear the petrol sloshing around inside the cans with each stride. Before he had even reached us he had unscrewed the cap. Just as I was thinking about slipping my hands round to the front of my body to grab the gun, I was having a petrol shower. Mr Jones retched beneath me, some of it probably raining into his mouth. The overpowering and heady stench of it made me gag, and I glared up at him, my heart pounding. It took all my willpower not to bring my hands under my rump and wipe the stinking petrol out of my eyes and mouth. Instinctively I wiped the entirety of the left hand side of my face on what remained of my dress hanging off my left shoulder. There was a dry, petrol-free spot on the underside which I nudged open with my chin.

   He was looking at me strangely and I panicked. I had forgotten that ‘normal’ people wouldn’t be able to twist their head round to their shoulder like that. I thought I had blown it. My insane flexibility was my trump card and if he so much as suspected I could free my own hands, the game was up.

   The moment passed and he turned away from me – my shoulders sagged in relief and I breathed out a shaky sigh of relief. 

   The relief, however, lasted all of two seconds. I watched in terror as he proceeded to pour petrol over Mrs Jones and Scott. When that was done, he went back over to Mrs Jones. 

   He bent down and picked up a leg and an arm, flipping her over onto her front like she was a carcass at a butchers. He produced a pair of kitchen scissors from the back-pocket of his jeans – apparently this guy was a veritable, walking tool-box – and proceeded to snip through her blouse and skirt. When her back and shrivelled buttocks were bared, he got out a penknife and began to methodically slice.

   Mr Jones groaned into my vagina, mumbling something incomprehensible. I think he said ‘what’s he doing,’ but I wasn’t sure. It felt very wet down there with what I could only assume were Mr Jones’ tears.

   I watched the unfolding scene, trying to look at it as objectively as possible because if I allowed myself to feel, then I would lose all ability to think straight. I wanted to live, and nasty old Mr Panic was my number one enemy right now who would surely kill me.

   I looked at the bastard, who was hard at work skinning Mrs Jones, and I looked at the gun which was lying on the floor next to him.

   I could get over there in less than two seconds, grab the gun, and end this.

   The man looked up from the job at hand as if he could read my mind. He stared at me, his blue eyes twinkling with mirth. “I can hear you thinking bad thoughts, Chloe, I wish you’d stop.”

   He reached for the gun and slid it into the waistband of his jeans. My heart sank and I did my best to stifle the wave of despair that washed over me. There had to be a way out of this.

   Mr Jones was no longer eating me out and I had raised myself of his face a fraction so he could breathe. I could feel him sobbing beneath me and I just hoped the psychopath wouldn’t notice.

   If he did, he didn’t show he had seen and continued to hack at Mrs Jones. I watched in disbelief as he cut off the skin of her back in the same way he had her clothes. He did it methodically and with great concentration, her skin coming away in one big sheet.

   When he was done, he held it up and gazed lovingly at it before burying his face in the bloody side.

   “Oh, God,” he said.

   I almost threw up when he freed his cock, still holding that foul sheet of skin to his face. The hand that pleasured himself as he knelt there on the floor was wet with blood, turning his cock bright red. With each frantic flick of the wrist, his foreskin pulled back over the bulging, purple glans and I closed my eyes in horror.

   “Don’t you close your eyes, bitch,” he panted, holding the sheet of skin to the side of his bloodied face. “Not unless you want me to do the same to you.”

   I didn’t. So I watched. My gaze flickered over Mrs Jones’ wet and gleaming back, a complex patchwork quilt of glistening muscle and bone.

   The veins on his neck stood out and his eyelids flickered, his body tense. Just as I thought he was about to shoot his load, he stood up, his cock sticking out of the fly of his jeans and bobbing as he walked. He stopped before me, cock in hand.

   Unfortunately for me, his penis was level with my face.

   “Don’t just look at it,” he said, giving me a good whack across the cheek with his stiff shaft. “Fucking suck it.”

   I looked up at his face leering down at me, which was as bloody as his penis.

   I can’t put that thing in my mouth, God help me…

   But God wasn’t helping so I had to help myself. Just the thought of sucking him off made my stomach heave and my tongue float in mouth water. Nevertheless, I wasn’t going to let a little bit blood get in the way of this golden opportunity – if there’s one thing life has taught me, a man with his pants down is a vulnerable man.

   Bracing myself, I opened wide, ready to receive him. The bastard chuckled and fisted the hair on the back of my head, ramming his cock past the startled ‘O’ of my lips. I almost threw up, there and then. I did think about biting the bastard thing off, I must confess, but I knew that what I had in mind would be far more effective. 

   My mouth was filled with foul, acrid tastes; petrol, blood and the musk of cock. The petrol was the worst and I panicked as I fancied I could actually feel it poisoning my system. My tongue curled up at the base in protest, but like a trooper I persevered. 

   Fuck this and fuck you, I thought, as I shifted from kneeling to crouching there on my feet. Most people would not be able to hold their balance doing this, yet alone keep their head in the same position, but like I say, I’m not like normal people.

   I glanced up at him as I sucked on his cock to see if he had noticed. I didn’t think he had – he was rubbing his face against the sheet of skin that had once belonged to my future mother-in-law, like a kid with a comfort blanket. Now that I was crouching on my feet, I was able to curl my spine forwards and my crotch upwards in a move similar to ‘the crab’, compensating for the drop in head-height by standing on my toes. Now my hands were under my knees, and moving slowly so I didn’t alert him to what was happening, I stepped out of the circle my arms made under my thighs, first one leg then the other. All the while I sucked on his penis, ignoring the bitter tastes that threatened to be my undoing.

   With my bound wrists, I plucked the gun from the waistband of his jeans and sprang upwards and backwards.

   “What the hell? How the…”

   His face was an absolute picture and despite everything, I felt a surge of triumph. I couldn’t help but laugh at how round his eyes were, how big they looked in his red-sheened face.

   “Shut the fuck up, you piece of shit. Face-down on the floor, now, hands above your head.”

   I spat on the ground, the vile tastes clinging to the insides of my mouth, the taste of hatred and revenge.

   He didn’t move, but his eyes told me all I needed to know. The tables had been turned and he was shitting himself. After hesitating for a moment more, he dropped to his knees. I kept the gun trained on him and brought my wrists up to my face, awkwardly gnawing through the tape.

   He might have been on his knees, but he didn’t lie face-down as I’d instructed. “You do know, don’t you, that if you fire that gun, you’ll go up in flames along with the house and everyone in it?”

   Shit. I realised I hadn’t even thought of that. But he had a point, even if he was trying to scare me into not shooting him. There was no guarantee that the spark of a firing gun would cause a flare-up, but it was most definitely a risk with all the petrol on my hand.

   “I’ll take the risk,” I said.

   “He’s right, don’t fire the damn thing, you’ll kill us all.”

   I snapped round her head to glare at Mr Jones, who was now sitting up and wiping the petrol

   (and my pussy juices)

   out of his mouth and eyes.

   What the hell is he saying that for? I wondered. He’s undermining my power, the stupid, stupid man…

   The bastard, who was still on his knees, leered up at me. “Listen to your daddy, Chloe, there’s a good girl.”

   “Shut the fuck up,” I said with more bravado than I felt. 

   To my absolute horror, he got to his feet. “You’re not going to shoot me.”

   “Stay where you are!” I shouted at him.

   He just smiled at me, then in one stride covered the small gap between him and Mr Jones. Too late, Mr Jones realised what was going to happen and shuffled backwards on his rump.

   Get on your feet, you blithering idiot, I thought as the man aimed a swift kick at Mr Jones’ head.

   Mr Jones went sprawling backwards, a spray of blood erupting for his mouth. 

    “Come on then, bitch, fucking shoot me.”

   The gun trembled in my hands, so much so that I almost dropped it. My forefinger pressed down on the trigger; just one little squeeze and it would all be over…

   Yeah, for everybody.

   Go on, just do it.

   I simply couldn’t bring myself to pull the trigger, apart from anything else I wasn’t a murderer.

    Sweat trickled into my eyes, making me blink.

   “You can’t do it, can you?”

   The smug prick was right, but I wasn’t about to let him know that. “Get on your fucking knees now, or I will kill you.”

   The man rolled his eyes and before I even had a chance to act, I was confronted with an act of such barbarity my vision dimmed and my heart slammed against my ribcage with such ferocity I thought it might explode in my chest.

   My legs almost buckled beneath me and dimly I was aware of hot urine trickling down my inner thighs.

   The noise Mr Jones’ head made when the man stamped on it was unspeakable, it was a sound that reverberated through my very soul and one that I know will haunt me for the rest of my days. I didn’t manage to turn my face away in time, I saw the way his face buckled inwards, like a stomped-on football. Blood sprayed upwards with the impact, just once, like a spluttering, faulty hosepipe. 

   And that sound. Dear God, that sound, that dull crack of breaking bones and the squelch of flesh and blood bursting out where it had no business bursting out…

   Needless to say, Mr Jones was dead, his face mashed up beyond recognition. Out of the corner of my eye I was aware of the bloody pulp that had once been his face, but I refused to look directly at it.

   The vision of the smiling killer standing over the dead man blurred with my tears. 

   “Chloe. Get out.”

   My head snapped round at the sound of Scott’s feeble voice. He was still lying face down on the floor, the pool of blood surrounding him having spread all the way up to his chin. When I saw the golden glint of the Zippo lighter in his hand I realised his attentions. He curled his hand around it, obscuring it completely.

   “No,” I gasped.

   “No, what?” asked the killer.

   I spun round on the spot, my mind whirring. I was standing between the killer and Scott, therefore obscuring the view of the lighter in Scott’s hand. Scott had timed it to be so, calling to me when I had blocked the view of him from the killer. That was my Scott, clever and resourceful to the end.

   “Just shut up,” I said, edging towards the door.

   The killer took a step towards me.

   “Stay back!”

   “If you were gonna shoot me, you would’ve done it by now.”

   But there still must have been some element of doubt in his mind because he didn’t make a move to wrestle the gun off me. I edged backwards, drawing level with my fiancé.

   “Scott? Don’t you even think about it.”

   His fist remained curled around the lighter. “I’ll never make it, Chlo. I love you.”

   A sob wrenched up from my chest, painful in its intensity. I looked down at him, my heart breaking. He managed a thin smile, but I could see the pain etched on his face. I saw the truth. He was dying, and he wanted me to live. There was nothing I could do to stop him. Yes, I could’ve taken the lighter from him as easily as I could’ve done candy from a baby, but what good would that have done? He was going to die anyway, at least this way he would do it with some dignity.

   So I edged backwards, making my way over to the door and keeping the gun trained on him.

   “Where do you think you’re going, bitch?”

   Behind the bravado, I could hear the confusion in his voice. Me simply walking out of here was not part of his plan and he wasn’t about to let me do that.

   Unfortunately for him, he didn’t have a choice.

   “Run,” Scott mouthed. 

   Out of the corner of my eye in the second before I hurtled through the door, I saw my darling Scott lob the lighter in the direction of the killer.

   Outside, I could hear the bastard’s high-pitched screams. I fancied I could hear the whoosh of the flames, too, but that was probably in my imagination.

   I ran for the car. As I fumbled with trembling hands to open the car door, I glanced over my shoulder at the living-room through the huge window. The glass looked like a wall of orange fire.

   “Fuck,” I sobbed, clambering into the car and starting the engine.

   I was free. It was over.
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   Greg stopped reading and let the exercise-book drop from his trembling fingers. He realised he had been holding his breath and let out a shaky sigh.

   Man, that was fucking crazy…

   If he was honest with himself, parts of her diary troubled him. Like, a lot. It wasn’t just that she had written the damn thing down in story form, it just seemed so…

   Cold? Wrong?

   Not to mention that the ending seemed a little…

   A little what?

   He scratched his head in confusion. God, he really was having difficulty organizing his thoughts. The diary was beyond troubling, it positively grated on him in ways that he fully didn’t understand. She had professed to love Scott, yet she had not seemed to put up much of a fight when it came to him sacrificing his life. She wasn’t a doctor, and he had been shot in the leg, how could she know for sure that he was going to die? Surely a blood transfusion at the hospital might have saved him?

   “So now have you finished it?”

   Greg had been so lost in thought he hadn’t heard her enter the bedroom. She stood in the doorway, still wearing only the towel wrapped around her beautiful body. His heart hammered uncomfortably fast in his chest as he regarded her.

   “Er, yeah, I guess I did.”

   “So now you know everything.”

   “Yeah.”

   Unanswered questions floated uneasily in his mind – there was so much he wanted to ask but at the same time didn’t dare. Like, for instance, who was this mysterious guy that had targeted Mr and Mrs Jones? Surely she had some idea?

   Everything about her ordeal was strange.

   But you knew the basics about her dark past when you got with her, why is it suddenly bothering you now?

   And he had no answer for that one, either.

   She smiled at him – one of her special little smiles that meant only one thing. As gorgeous a figure as she cut, right then sex could not have been further from his mind. Even when she let the towel drop to the floor, he felt dead inside.

   “I’m sorry, babe, I really am tired, do you mind if we just sleep?”

   Her smile fell as fast as the towel had. She stepped over it and joined him in the bed, pulling the duvet up to her chin and lying on her back. Greg reached for the bedside-lamp and switched it off, plunging the bedroom into darkness.

   She snuggled up to him, nudging her face against his upper-arm – her signal that she required to rest her head on his chest. He obliged, conscious that his cock was as flaccid as it was possible to get.

   Please don’t make the moves on me, he silently prayed when she did her usual thing of draping a thigh over his.

   “Are you mad at me?” she mumbled into his chest.

   “No. Why would I be mad at you?”

   “Because you’re being cold. Don’t you want to talk? You know, about what you’ve read, and stuff?”

   Can she hear my raised heartbeat? he wondered.

   Making a conscious effort to slow down his heartrate, he replied in carefully modulated tones. “I’m just tired, sweetheart, busy day and all.”

   “Okay. I love you.”

   “I love you too. “ He kissed the top of her head. “G’night.”

   “Night, then.”

   He lay awake in the dark for hours, staring up at the ceiling as she gently snored on his chest.

   What in hell is wrong with me? I love her.

   I do love her, don’t I?

   Of course I do.

   But try as he might, he could not shake that strange sense of uneasiness. Sleep was a long time coming.

   

   His eyes snapped open to the racket of his ringing alarm-clock.

   It can’t be that time already, he thought as he fumbled for the ‘off’ switch. I’ve only just fallen asleep.

   He felt like shit. He had tossed and turned all night, plagued by nightmares that now he couldn’t remember; nightmares that had been so vivid, the fragments of which drained through the cracks of his mind like grains of sand with every waking second.

   He sat up and stared down at his sleeping fiancée. She looked the picture of innocence laying there with her long golden hair fanning out over the pillow.

   How can she even sleep, after what she went through?

   Being as quiet as humanly possible so as not to disturb her – even going so far as to use the downstairs toilet and skipping the whole, washing and teeth-brushing thing – he left the house for work while she slept.

   

   The day at work passed uneventfully.

   “You coming up to the office, mate?” Steve called over to him.

   “Yeah, in a minute, when I’ve finished up here.”

   “Yeah, well, don’t take too long about it.”

   “Sure.”

   Greg closed down his wood-moulding machine, looking forward to downing a few beers. Well, downing a few beers with Steve to be precise, the rest of his laddish colleagues could quietly go fuck themselves.

   And Susan the sexy secretary. Let’s not forget about her…

   As soon as he thought it, he instantly dismissed it. Just because Susan was a good-looking woman, it didn’t necessarily follow that he fancied her. And just because she had a personality to match those heart-stopping looks and he enjoyed the banter with her on the rare occasions he ventured into the office, it wasn’t like it actually meant anything. He was quite capable of admiring Susan’s beauty in an entirely objective fashion….

   “Hello.”

   Greg jumped guiltily, for the voice belonged to none other than the woman his thoughts had strayed to. He spun round to face her, his face hot.

   Jesus wept, am I actually blushing?

   Susan smiled knowingly, like she could read his mind. “I come bearing gifts.” In each outstretched hand she held a can of lager and she chucked him one.

   He almost dropped it, he was so flustered. “Thanks, I was just shutting down the machine, then I have to lock up. Why don’t I join you upstairs in a minute?”

   He held out the unopened can of lager towards her, but she shook her head.

   “I’ll wait. I’m sure everyone will manage just fine without us for a moment or two.”

   Greg glanced nervously around, feeling inexplicably guilty.

   I’m not doing anything wrong, he had to remind himself. He stared at the all-too-familiar surroundings that suddenly felt different, somehow. Everything looked the same in the vast space; from the heavy, wood machinery, to the great stacks of timber and mini forklifts over by the huge, garage-style doors at the opposite end of the work-floor.

   But it felt wrong. Maybe because the place was usually teeming with life and the roar of heavy machinery, and the sudden, deathly quiet was jarring on him.

   Or maybe it’s because you’re alone with a beautiful woman and you know Chloe would go nuts if she could see you now.

   “Cheers,” he said, snapping back the ring-pull.

   “Cheers. So what’s up?”

   “You know, just the usual.”

   “You’re not your normal, bright-eyed, bushy-tailed self. What’s wrong? Girl troubles?”

   Her frank question disarmed him and he took a slug of warm lager before replying. “What makes you say that?”

   His eyes were unconsciously drawn to her full, red lips with the little smirk tugging at one corner. She is one seriously hot woman, came the treacherous thought before he could stop it.

   “It’s stamped all over your face. You’ve got that hounded look, like, all twitchy and tense and cross. Only a woman can make a guy pull a face like that.”

   “Twitchy? I’m not twitchy.”

   She laughed, and it was such a natural and easy-going sound that he couldn’t help but smile too.

   “Yes, you are.”

   Greg suddenly felt the overwhelming urge to talk. He worked with men all day; men that talked about nothing more profound than football or women in the crudest of terms.

   “Chloe, my fiancée, she…”

   His voice drifted off.

   What the hell am I doing? I don’t even know what I think anymore, so how the hell am I supposed to put it into words?

   “She what?”

   Greg looked at her, his gaze involuntarily drifting down to her large bosom straining against the buttons of her silk blouse. Fleetingly, his gaze travelled lower, taking in her tiny waist in the black pencil-skirt and the wide flare of her hips. She couldn’t have been more than five foot three, and physically so very different from Chloe. Chloe was tall, slim and muscled, despite her full breasts, but Susan’s curves were comprised of fat in all the right places.

   “Nothing, it doesn’t matter.”

   He turned away from her, disgusted at himself for mentally comparing the two woman like lumps of meat, and his fiancée, no less. Setting down his drink on the top of the machine, he busied himself turning off all the switches.

   “If you’re having doubts, now is the time to confront them, not after you’re married. Have you set a date?”

   He flinched when he felt her hand lightly touch his shoulder. Slowly, he turned round to face her and to his relief she dropped her hand.

   “No, not yet, I only asked her to marry me a week ago.”

   “Have you been together long?”

   “Five months.”

   “Wow, fast mover, huh? And to think, I only came to work at the fabulous Prescott Ingham ltd four months ago.”

   “Yeah.”

   The silence hung heavy between them; Greg wasn’t a complete emotional nitwit and got her meaning.

   If Susan had come to work here before that night I met Chloe, maybe I might’ve been with her instead…

   It certainly gave him pause for thought, and it wasn’t something he particularly wished to dwell on. 

   I love Chloe…

   “Everyone here says she’s drop-dead gorgeous,” she said, breaking the silence.

   “Yeah, I guess she is.”

   “What’s she like?”

   “Clever. Complicated.” Damaged…

   For a second, his thoughts strayed to the colourful past of her career, to her modelling days. She claimed she had only done fully-naked, bondage shoots a handful of times, but they had been ‘high-end’. Is if calling it ‘high end’ somehow made it better. Was he cool with it? He said he was, so he had to be, right? He had never actually seen any of her work, and when he had googled her name, no dirty pictures of her had surfaced.

   And he didn’t remember complaining when she bent herself into extraordinary positions during sex…

   But let’s be honest here, I’m not cool with it.

   “Hmmm, I can see your brain working. There’s nothing like an intense kinda gal to get the boys interested, ay? Makes me feel sad to be a simpleton.”

   “You’re not a simpleton.”

   She laughed that easy laugh of hers and his spine tingled. “Yes, I am a simpleton. All I want out of life is a nice man that loves me, treats me well and makes me laugh. And a family. I want three kids, at least. But I’m twenty-eight already, time is slipping away.”

   For the first time, it occurred to him that he and Chloe hadn’t even talked about kids. He wanted them, but did she? Christ, he hadn’t even asked.

   “You think twenty-eight is old? Try being thirty-three.”

   “Yeah, okay, you got me there, you old codger, you.”

   Playfully, he swiped her arm. “Watch your mouth, lady, or else.”

   “Or else, what? Will you spank my bottom?”

   A sudden image of Susan’s bare arse flared in his mind; all round and soft and womanly, so very different to Chloe’s honed backside that would put the average Victoria Secret’s model to shame.

   What the fuck is wrong with you? You’re engaged, remember? Get a grip.

   “A beautiful woman like you won’t have any problems finding a bloke to settle down with. Hell, I bet they’re queueing up,” he said, trying not to think about her arse.

   “Yeah well, all the best ones are taken.” She paused and the unspoken tension in the air was tangible. “How did you and Chloe meet?”

   “In a nightclub. She was there all alone, her friends had deserted her.”

   “God, I would never do that to a girlfriend.”

   I would never do that to a girlfriend…

   Greg frowned; those words had triggered something, deep in his mind. Because she was right, damn it. And come to think of it, he had never actually met any of her friends. They had been so wrapped up in each other they had let the real world slip by unnoticed…

   “Anyway, we got talking. She was so beautiful, and interesting. Turned out she was a self-published author that wrote extreme horror under the name Sam West, and by coincidence I happened to be a fan.”

   “Never heard of him. I hate horror, gives me the creeps.”

   “That’s kinda the point.”

   Give me a romantic comedy with Hugh Grant any day of the week.”

   “My God, you’re right, you are a simpleton.”

   “Shut up,” she said, punching his arm hard enough to hurt.

   It suddenly occurred to him he was talking about her in the past tense. Like she was an ex. 

   “So what happened? Why are you so sad?”

   “Sad? I’m not sad.”

   “Troubled, then. Come on, you can tell me, maybe I can help.”

   He weighed up his options; maybe it would help to go over it with someone, get a fresh perspective. There was nothing wrong with that, surely?

   “She’s been through a lot of shit. Like, a serious amount of shit… A year ago, her fiancé and his parents were slaughtered in front of her.”

   “What? By who?”

   Greg shrugged. “That’s the thing. No one knows. It’s like, a total mystery.”

   “That’s weird. How come I’ve never heard of this?”

   “It was kept out of the press, you know, to protect her.”

   “And the killer?”

   “He died that night. Burned to death, along with the other three.”

   “Jesus. That is messed up.”

   “Yeah.”

   “But who was the killer? Have you never talked about it with her? Surely she has some idea of who did it?”

   “It was just random.”

   “Nothing is ever just random. ”

   Her words made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end and he shivered. “Sometimes they are,” he said defensively.

   “I don’t believe in coincidences. Coincidence is the word we use when we can't see the levers and pulleys.”

   Greg rolled his eyes. “Sometimes bad things just happen to good people. There is no rhyme or reason.”

   “Oh, please. Stupid people believe in coincidences, intelligent people believe in cause and effect. Coincidence is an explanation used by fools and liars.”

   “Christ, have you been reading all your fortune cookies today?” 

   He cringed as soon as it had left his mouth, even if she was turning all sanctimonious on him.

   She smirked. “I never had you pegged as racist, Greg.”

   “I’m not, God, I’m sorry.”

   “My mum’s Chinese and she was always spouting proverbs when I was growing up. She is a wise, wonderful woman. My Dad, however, is northern and about as subtle as a brick.”

   Greg couldn’t help but grin. “So you take after your dad, then?”

   “So I’m told.” Her face turned grave. “I’m sorry if you think I’m prying, but as my mum would say; those who ask questions are a fool for five minutes, those who do not ask questions remain foolish forever.”

   “Are you talking about me, or you?”

   She shrugged. “Fucked if I know.”

   Greg burst out laughing.

   Fuck it, I need to talk about this. He opened his mouth and his worries tumbled out: 

   “The thing is, I found her diary. And she wrote about her experience in fiction form, like it was one of Sam West’s books.”

   “That’s creepy.”

   “Not necessarily, her therapist recommended it,” he said in self-defence. But fuck it, Susan’s right. It is creepy.

   “Her therapist? Complicated kinda gal, ain’t she?”

   “So you keep saying. The thing is, I don’t know how to handle it, I don’t know if I can give her what she needs.”

   “Oh, I think you can give her what she needs, but can she give you what you need?”

   “What’s that supposed to mean?”

   “It means that if you loved her, then you would have no trouble getting your head around her past.”

   “That’s out of order. She’s been through so much…”

   “And you feel suffocated by it. Because as harsh as this might sound, she’s damaged. And now you’ve only just beginning to realise quite how deep it goes.”

   “Thanks for your support, really appreciate it.”

   “Wanna know what I think?”

   “Please, why hold back now?”

   “I think that maybe you just don’t love her as much as you thought you did. I think you may have simply picked the wrong girl.”

   “Maybe you should mind your own business.”

   “Hey, no one forced you to tell me.”

   “Maybe not, but there’s no need to be so judgemental.”

   “Maybe you’re right. But I guess I’m biased.”

   “What do you mean?” he asked, even when he had the sinking suspicion he already knew.

   “This is what I mean, Greg.”

   Before he had time to react, she closed the gap between them and stood on tiptoes, pressing her lush body against him. Her mouth was hot and wet on his, making him hard instantly.

   He groaned into her mouth, partly in protest, but mainly in ill-suppressed desire. His hands fluttered in the air and hovered around her waist, torn between pushing her away and pulling her closer.

   “No,” he gasped, his heart hammering, finally mustering together the willpower to push her away.

   “Wow,” she panted, staring up at him, flushed and wide-eyed.

   Wow, indeed. Fucking hell.

   He could still feel the imprint her body had left, and the pressure of her lips.

   “I’m engaged,” he managed to get out in what he hoped was a voice that didn’t shake too much.

   “To a woman that you don’t love.”

   “Christ, Susan, that’s not your place to decide.”

   Instantly he regretted the words, for her face seemed to drop in disappointment, and her eyes glistened with unshed tears.

   “I think I should go.”

   His gaze slid down to take in the sight of the rapid rise and fall of her breasts beneath the silky blouse; he could see her nipples straining against the fabric and the red flush of her chest above the open ‘V’ of her collar.

   He gulped. “That’s probably a good idea.”

   “Yeah.”

   She turned to leave, visibly shaken, heading for the small door cut into the wide, garage-style doors at the far end of the workspace and he used the moment to discreetly adjust his raging hard-on.

   “Hey, what about your bag and coat? Aren’t they upstairs in the office?” he called after her.

   She stopped in her tracks and turned round; there was no mistaking the tears in her eyes. “I’ll pick them up Monday morning.”

   “But what about your keys? And your mobile?”

   “My flatmate will be home, and I smashed my mobile yesterday. What do you care anyway? Goodbye, Greg.”

   He could think of nothing else to say to prevent her from stropping out – he knew she walked to work and it wasn’t even cold enough to wear a coat.

   Just let her go…

   But before he could stop, he found himself calling after her: “I’m sorry. If things were different…” 

   His words trailed off when she exited through the backdoor and he saw he was talking to an empty space.

   Well, that’s that, then.

   The strangest sensation overtook him and he shivered, his hard-on wilting in a heartbeat.

   Must be the guilt, he reasoned. Have I been unfaithful? He honestly didn’t know.

   But it wasn’t guilt he was feeling – it felt like he was being watched.

   He stared at the door Susan had just disappeared through, at the way it swung slightly on its hinges where she had slammed it but not shut it properly.

   A sudden banging noise made him jump. It was coming from over by the huge timber-stack by the doors.

   What the hell is that?

   There was no denying it, Greg was feeling spooked. I’m jumpy because I’m feeling guilty.

   Yet that bad feeling persisted. He made his way over to the other side of the work-floor, thinking how creepy it was without the constant noise of machinery and his work colleagues shouting at each other. 

   It’s Chloe’s diary that’s spooked you, not your place of work. There’s nothing weird going on here…

   That’s when he heard the briefest, faintest of giggles. “What the…”

   The sound was coming from the largest moulding-machine near the timber-stack and he froze. He had never understood the expression, ‘blood turning to ice’, but now he bloody well did. It really did feel like ice was being pumped round his veins instead of blood, making every inch of his skin go tight and cold.

   “Hello? Susan? Are you still in here?”

   But he knew she wasn’t. No one was here, apart from him. 

   I must’ve imagined it, he decided. He was, after all, wired up as tight as an overstrung guitar. Just when he had decided he had lost his mind and the mysterious laughing had been a figment of his imagination, he heard a scratching sound coming from the moulding-machine.

   What the fuck is that? 

   Maybe they had rats.

   Giggling rats?

   He approached the machine, his heart thumping and a cold-sweat breaking out over his back.

   “Mate? Watcha doin’?”

   Greg jumped and spun round guiltily. Steve’s handsome black face peered at him from the door that led upstairs to the office of Prescott Ingham’s. 

   “Nothing, I thought I heard something,” he called over.

   “Heard what, mate? Apart from the little voices in your head?”

   Greg grinned despite himself. Of all the guys that worked here, Steve was his favourite and the only one he really bothered with outside of work. The others were okay, but too ‘laddish’ for his tastes. Steve was a decent bloke and Greg had a lot of time for him, even if the most profound thing they ever discussed was the football scores. Steve never bragged about the notches on his bedpost, despite being single and the two men shared a quiet respect for each other.

   “Do you think we’ve got rats?”

   Giggling rats... He pushed the bad thought away.

   “Rats? Nah, I doubt it. What the fuck are you doing down here going on about bloody rats? And where’s Susan?”

   Oh, she remembered somewhere she had to be.”

   “So she just left?”

   “Uh huh.”

   “She just left without her coat and handbag? Man, a woman never goes anywhere without her handbag. What the hell did you say to her? You give her the brush off?”

   “What? No!”

   “Oh, come on, it’s no secret she’s sweet on you.” He stepped off the bottom stair and strode over to where Greg stood. “Why are you gawping at the moulding-machine like you ain’t ever seen one before?”

   “I heard something…” His voice trailed lamely away.

   “Heard something? Mate, that machine ain’t long been switched off, it’s cooling down, ain’t it? Gonna be making some clicking noises, and shit.”

   “No, it wasn’t that, it was scratching sounds. Like, really loud scratching, shuffling kinda sounds.” And let’s not forget the fucking giggling…

   Steve looked at him blankly for a second, then his eyes widened dramatically.

   “Oh my God, you think there’s someone fucking hiding under there? What the fuck, man? Are you out of your tiny mind? They’d have to be a midget, or something.”

   “Porg.”

   “Huh?”

   “Person Of Restricted Growth. Gotta be politically correct, ain’t that right you black bastard?”

   “Fuck off, white boy, you suck your mother’s pussy with that ugly little mouth? Oh, I forgot, I do.”

   They guffawed at their usual mindless banter, but Greg’s gaze was still drawn to the bottom of the moulding-machine. Steve was right, it was less than six inches off the ground, it would be impossible for a human-being to squeeze under there.

   Steve abruptly stopped laughing. “You look like shit, mate. Your ugly, pasty face is even whiter than it normally is. You look like a piece of fucking chalk.”

   “Thanks.”

   “You’re welcome. Whatcha doin’ now?”

   Greg had got down on his hands and knees and was peering under the moulding-machine. It was dusty, and cast in shadows. His heart stopped beating for a second, convinced he had seen something move under there, but it was only Steve’s shadow as he shifted position behind him.

   “Jesus fucking wept, I know this job is shit, but it’s seriously making you lose the fucking plot. What the fuck are you so jumpy for?”

   Steve had no idea about Chloe’s dark past; Susan was the only person he had told and now he deeply regretted it.

   Fucking hell, what I’d give to rewind the last half-hour.

   “I guess I just need a drink. Let’s lock up this fucking shit-hole quick.”

   “Ain’t you gonna catch that pesky porg first?”

   “Fuck off.”

   Steve slapped him on the back, and made his way back over to the stairs on the other side of the factory floor. Greg followed because he’d left his bunch of keys over on his moulding-machine and he needed to lock the doors. A heavy thump made both men stop dead in their tracks; Greg’s head snapped round just in time to see the backdoor banging on its hinges.

   “What the fuck was that?” he gasped.

   “I guess that pesky porg ran the fuck out, huh?” Steve laughed, but Greg only half-heartedly joined in.

   He finished locking up then followed Steve upstairs to the office for warm beer and forced conversation. That feeling of unease never left, clinging to him like a wet shroud.

   

   






   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER SEVEN

   

   

   

   

   

   Greg stumbled through the front-door, slightly worse for wear. Squinting, he peered at his wristwatch. 

   Nine twenty-five. Not bad, she can’t moan at me for being out all night…

   He could hear the low babble of the TV coming from the living-room and he pushed open the door.

   Chloe was asleep on the sofa with the laptop rigged up to the TV. ‘American Horror Story’ was playing to no one on Netflix and Greg reached for the remote-control in her slack hand to mute it. His touch, or the sudden silence woke her and her eyelids fluttered open.

   “Mmm, what time is it?” she asked groggily, uncurling and stretching her slender body. 

   “Half nine. Fancy a cuppa?”

   She sat upright on the sofa and dry-washed her face. “Sure.”

   Greg went into the kitchen which was right behind the living-room and kicked off his work-boots. A hot gust reminiscent of camembert and fish hit him in the face, making his nose wrinkle in disgust. Picking up the offending boots, he opened the door to the laundry room and chucked them in. After that, he quickly stripped off his stinky socks and shoved them in the washing-machine. 

   Shutting the laundry-room door behind himself, he turned round and almost screamed. Chloe was standing right in front of him.

   “Christ, you almost gave me a heart-attack,” he moaned. 

   “Sorry. Did you have a good, not-a-party, party?”

   “Not really, just the same old boring crap.”

   He stepped round her, heading for the kettle. His heart was hammering, whether from the fright Chloe had just given him or his guilty conscience at kissing Susan, he didn’t know.

   I didn’t do anything wrong.

   Yeah, keep telling yourself that.

   “Greg, can we talk?”

   His heart kicked up a notch.

   Oh my God, she knows I kissed Susan. I don’t know how she knows, but she knows...

   He chided himself for being so ridiculous. “What’s up?” he asked in a deceptively sober, calm voice.

   “I’m scared,” she said softly. “I didn’t want to tell you this, but I’ve been getting these weird messages from strange accounts on facebook and I got another one tonight.”

   “Weird messages? How do you mean?”

   “Come on, I’ll show you.”

   He abandoned the kettle and followed her into the living-room, sitting down on the sofa next to her. She opened up the lid: 

   The message came from someone with the user name, ‘Killer Jones’ and had no profile picture. It read; I’m coming for you, bitch. Gonna slice you up, like I did the cunting Jones’ family.

   Greg scrambled frantically to grasp the implications of what he had had just read.

   “Who sent this? Did you say there were more messages?”

   “There were, like from a week ago, but I deleted them.”

   Greg stifled a wave of irritation. “You deleted them? What did you do that for? What did they say? Were they from the same account name?”

   “Different accounts, similar messages.”

   “But they’ll be on your block list, right? Please tell me you have some evidence of them?”

   “No, I told you, I didn’t block them, I deleted them. They were sickening and I couldn’t bear to look at them.”

   “They’ll still be on the history of your pc.”

   She looked sheepish. “No, that got wiped the other day when I was trying to make the computer run faster.”

   “The police will be able to retrieve them.”

   “The police? I’m not going to the police because of a couple of dumb messages.”

   “Chlo, that’s not a dumb message, it’s a death threat.”

   “The killer is dead, Greg. I fucking killed him, remember?”

   Yeah. I remember, alright…

   He sighed heavily, suddenly mentally exhausted. “Tomorrow you’re going to take your laptop to the police.”

   “Why? What can the police do? It’s just some weirdo that’s found me on facebook, just some sicko that’s getting off pretending to be the killer. I mean, it’s just a sick joke, you hear about people like that all the time.”

   Yeah, maybe in your fucking world, not in mine.

   Immediately, he felt guilty for thinking it, but there was no denying the truth of it. Chloe was different from other people, and it wasn’t just because of what she had been through.

   “Throw me a line here, sweetheart. It is seriously fucked-up to get messages from some piece-of-shit pretending to be the killer that slaughtered your fiancé and his family. It is not the norm, and I most certainly don’t hear about stuff like this all the time and it’s most definitely not a fucking joke.”

   “There’s no need to be nasty, do you think I find this funny?  Do you really think I’m fine with it, like I enjoyed watching them get slaughtered?”

   “No, of course I don’t. I just…” His voice trailed off because he truly had drawn a blank. He didn’t know what to think anymore. “I just wish we were on the same page, here. Okay, so the killer is dead, but this person could be a potential copycat killer and you simply have to go to the police.”

   Her eyes widened. “Do you really think so? Do you think I have a stalker that wants to kill me?”

   Her voice rose and he cringed at his own lack of sensitivity. “I’m just saying it’s a possibility and you have to go to the police. We’ll go together, tomorrow.”

   “Fine,” she said, discreetly wiping away a tear. “I’ll go tomorrow. I just didn’t want to make it into a big thing, you know? I’m handling this in my own way and I didn’t want to blow it out of all proportion. I didn’t want to give some bastard-nutter headspace, because that’s what they want, right? If he gets to me, then he’s won.”

   “I do understand,” he said, softly this time. “And it is probably just some saddo, but you can’t take any chances. You have to go to the police.”

   “Okay, I get it, you don’t have to go on.”

   Greg closed the laptop lid and placed the computer to one side, drawing her into his arms. “I love you Chlo, I just wish you’d told me.”

   “I didn’t want to worry you.”

   “Hey, that’s what I’m here for.”

   He held onto her shoulders and kissed her squarely on the mouth. She was unyielding at first, then softened beneath him. Greg pulled away.

   I don’t want sex, he thought in alarm. This was most unlike him. I guess I’m just tired. Tired and still pissed.

   Or still thinking about kissing Susan.

   He pushed all thoughts of Susan to the back of his mind.

   “It’s been a long day,” he said, turning what might have been a passionate embrace into a friendly, ‘squeeze-and-release’ style hug. “Why don’t we just crash, we’ve got a long day tomorrow.”

   “I know, I can’t wait to meet your parents. God, I hope they like me.”

   “Don’t worry, they’re gonna love you.”

   Greg’s heart stopped beating for a second – according to her diary, that was precisely what her ex had said to her before he had been slaughtered by a psychopath. 

   He leaned back against the sofa and Chloe snuggled up next to him. To his relief, she picked up the remote and switched on the TV. He didn’t want to talk anymore, his thoughts were sluggish and confused. He stared at the TV without really seeing it, his arm draped half-heartedly over her shoulder.

   The killer was watching me, at work… He saw me kiss Susan…

   Instantly, he told himself off for being so fucking stupid. The killer was dead. And there was no one watching him, anyway.

   But that ill-formed feeling of dread simply would not leave.

   

   Greg opened his eyes with a start, his heart hammering. He’d been having bad dreams again, not that he could remember them. Sighing heavily, he sat up and stretched in the pool of morning light, wincing at the beer-induced stabbing pain behind his forehead. The bed was empty and he could hear the hiss of the shower coming from the en-suite.

   It’s Saturday, today... Chloe’s meeting my parents tonight…

   His stomach flipped in apprehension. Just nerves, he told himself, but knowing that did little to allay the tide of negativity.

   The bathroom door opened and Chloe appeared wearing a towel. Her hair was dry and piled into a gleaming, gold bun on top of her head.  “I’ve decided to go to the police by myself,” she announced. “Then after that I’m stopping off at my place to catch up on a few things.”

   “Don’t you want me to come with you?”

   “No, I’d rather do it myself, if you don’t mind.”

   Greg didn’t know if he did mind or not. On one hand, he was selfishly pleased to stay at home alone and maybe watch the lunch-time match, but on the other hand, he was a little put-out she didn’t want him there.

   Maybe she won’t even bother going to the police, and she’s just saying she is to shut me up.

   “I don’t mind. Whatever you want. Just promise me that you are actually going to the police and not just saying that you are.”

   She stopped her rummaging through a cupboard for underwear, the towel clutched to her chest and turned round to face him. “Are you calling me a liar, now?”

   Shit. He’d only just woken up, the last thing he wanted was a row, his head couldn’t take it. “No, I just want to be sure.”

   She regarded him icily. “It sounds to me like you don’t trust me. You do trust me, don’t you, Greg?”

   “Yes, yes, of course I do,” he said hastily.

   “Are you sure you still love me? Are you sure you still want me to give up my house and move in with you when the time comes?”

   “Oh baby, of course I do, we’ve been through this a thousand times, it’s pointless you keeping your place on.”

   Chloe still rented a terraced house in the heart of Canterbury, and hadn’t gotten around to giving it up, yet. She claimed to be tied into the rental contract for another month, then after that she was free to go. Greg had been keen for her to move in properly with him. But now? He wasn’t so sure.

   Of course I’m sure. I love her. 

   I do love her.

   “You’re looking at me funny, again,” she said.

   “What? No, I’m not.”

   She dropped the towel and bent over to step into her knickers. Greg admired the sleek lines of her body and not for the first time marvelled at her complete lack of modesty. At the beginning of the relationship it had been refreshing; he had never known a woman like her.

    But now, it seemed a little… 

   A little what? Exhibitionist?

   You mean slutty.

   Horrified at the turn his mind was taking, he tore his gaze off her nude splendour. It was an effort to get out of the bed without wincing, but he’d be damned if he was going to let on that he had a hangover.

   By the time he’d emptied his bladder and come back out of the bathroom, she was dressed in a pretty, summery, floral dress that skimmed her knees. She stood in front of the mirror to apply a coat of mascara.

   “My God, that was quick,” he said. “You in a rush, or something?”

   He studied her profile, taking in the angelic features with the cute, little snub nose and the most curious feeling enveloped him, like he was looking at a stranger. She finished applying the mascara – apparently her sole make-up of choice for the day – and threw him a dazzling smile.

   “I’ve just got a lot to do and I want to get the police visit over with early on.”

   He didn’t bother asking what her plans were for the rest of the day, the truth was his headache had become all-consuming and all he could think about was the Paracetamol in the downstairs kitchen cupboard.

   “Sure, baby, I hope it goes well with the police. Are you going to take the laptop with you?”

   “Why would I do that? I’ll just show them the message on my phone.”

   “Oh, yeah, of course.”

   “I’ll be home around four, you said you wanted to leave for your parents around then?”

   Had he? “Yeah. Four. Sure.”

   “Great. I’ll see you then.”

   “Yeah.”

   She frowned. “Is everything okay? Have I done something?”

   “What? No, of course not. Just a bit of a headache.”

   “Oh. Okay. Bye, then.”

   “Bye,” he said, kissing her chastely on the cheek. “Have a good day, I’ll see you later.”

   He remained standing where he was, listening to her retreating footsteps on the stairs. As soon as he heard the front-door go, he flopped face-first onto the bed and groaned into the pillow.

   






   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER EIGHT

   

   

   

   

   

   

   Susan Armstrong came to, her brain fogged with confusion. She tried to open her eyes but couldn’t – there was something covering them and they ached like merry fuck. She let out a whimper.

   Oh God I’m blind I’m fucking blind…

   No, don’t panic. Think…

   She tried to remain calm, to access her situation coolly and rationally.

   It was very difficult.

   “Help me!” she screamed at the top of her voice, but all that came out was a hoarse cry that hurt her throat.

   She was just so fucking thirsty, she hadn’t had a drink since…

   Since I shared a beer with Greg.

   The memory of throwing herself at him slammed into her mind, and ordinarily she would have been mortified. But right then such trivialities could not have bothered her less. All she cared about was the nightmarish situation she currently found herself in.

   She remembered back to the reason why her eyes hurt. After letting Greg know that she was in love with him, she had walked home in tears. Half an hour later there had been a knock at the door. She had thought it was her flatmate who had left five minutes previously, back to retrieve whatever it was she had forgotten before heading back to the bloke’s house she was currently seeing.

   It wasn’t Beth.

   In the second that Susan had thrown open the door, she was sprayed in the eyes. She didn’t get a proper look at her assailant, all she remembered was that he was taller than her, and was wearing a thick, black hoody with the hood pulled down over his eyes.

   She remembered thinking; it’s fucking pepper spray, which was swiftly followed by an explosion of pain in the head. And then she must have passed out because she sure as shit didn’t remember how she got into this room.

   I have to focus. Her mum’s voice popped into her head: Do not seek death. Death will find you…

   Fuck off, Mum.

   Just that one, fleeting thought of her mum threatened to be her undoing. She forced herself to focus on the here and now, not on her mother. That great tide of despair would come and wash her mind clean away if she let it.

   She tried to get the chain of events clear in her mind. She had opened the door to the stranger; he had sprayed her in the eyes then knocked her out. She assumed her assailant had dragged her into a waiting car. It was possible that her neighbours had seen, but it was not a guarantee, there were a lot of student house-shares on her street and everyone was entirely insular. Susan doubted she would even recognise her neighbours, let alone stop to talk to them….

   You’re losing the thread, you have to think…

   So the assailant had brought her to this place, wherever ‘this place’ was. All she knew was that she was in a room that was either situated at the back of the house away from any passing traffic or she had been taken to somewhere isolated. She prayed that it wasn’t the latter. The room was silent, save for her whimpering and the gurgling of a water tank. She was blindfolded and lying face-down on a scratchy carpet. She was still dressed in the same silk blouse and black pencil skirt she had worn to work, and her hands were tied behind her back. Her ankles were bound too, for she couldn’t separate her legs.

   How long have I been here?

   She thought that perhaps this was the second time she had come round, although she didn’t know for sure. The raging thirst was the worst, she would have given anything for a glass of water. The gurgling water tank reminded her that she was desperate for a drink of water….

   And that from the waist down she was pissed wet through. Literally. She let out a howl of despair.

   Who would do this to me? She had no answer, for as far as she was concerned, she didn’t have a single enemy in the world.

   “Please, help me,” she sobbed.

   “No,” a voice growled.

   Susan screamed, but the sound was weak and pathetic. “Who’s there?” she gasped, her heart hammering painfully hard. 

   Whoever it was in the room with her didn’t answer.

   “Leave me alone,” she whined pathetically. She strained her ears, but all she could hear was her own ragged breathing and sobbing, the blood whooshing in her eardrums and the wet gurgle of the water-tank.

   “Who’s there?” she repeated in a shrill voice.

   Just as she was beginning to think that she had imagined the voice, that she had lost her mind, she felt a hand on the side of her face. She screamed in shock at the contact and tried to shuffle away from the offending skin on skin contact. 

   The hand pushed down harder on her cheek, mashing the other side of her face firmly into the carpet. Pain stabbed behind her eyes, sending fresh waves of panic coursing through her.

   “What do you want from me? Who are you?”

   The hand pushed down even harder in answer. The palm of the hand ground into the soft spot between her cheekbone and jawline, and then she felt pressure on her eyes.

   “Oh no, please…”

   Her pleas gave way to terrified sobbing when the probing fingers pushed against the blindfold that covered her eyes. The pressure increased, and she screwed up her eyes tightly in protest.

   It didn’t do her any good. She gasped in absolute shock when the pressure of those fingers intensified, crossing over into the territory of pain. Her dark world was bathed in a flash of light, as if someone had briefly pressed a torch to her blindfold. Agony accompanied that horrible light, along with a horrendous popping sound that reverberated inside her skull.

   The consequences of the pain were too terrible to comprehend and a scream drenched in misery was wrenched up from the depths of her guts.

   Fresh pain exploded in her lower face, cutting the scream short.

   Punched me in mouth, came the disjointed thought, and she retreated into herself in an effort to block out everything that was happening to her.

   Dimly, she was aware of her sodden skirt being yanked up her bare legs and then cool air on her rump where her knickers had once been. A heavy weight bore down on her back, pushing her front flat against the floor and forcing her head sideway.

   A grunting sound reached her ears, then fingers probing her arse-crack. The fingers were replaced by something hard and big, pressing against the entrance of her rectum.

   And then all thoughts of her eyes were forgotten. The man held onto her shoulders, grinding her big breasts into the carpet. Ordinarily, this would have been a source of much pain and alarm but given her current predicament it barely even registered.

   

   With a low grunt, the man pushed his cock inside her anus. With each hard thrust her body skidded up the carpet and she gurgled on the blood that filled her mouth and slid down her throat. She felt something give deep inside her rectum; an explosion of pain that was a firework going off in her guts.

   The man’s thrusts grew harder and quicker, his passage lubricated by blood. He slammed into her, moaning in pleasure.

   Greg should’ve chosen me. It wasn’t a conscious thought – she certainly didn’t care or know why she thought it – but it was his face she saw in her mind’s eye as the man hammered away inside of her.

   With a final grunt of satisfaction, the man went slack on top of her. She didn’t move and concentrated on breathing, trying not to think about the pain that held her in its thrall.

   Instead she thought about Greg; nothing specific, just him. The way he unknowingly strutted like John Travolta when he walked, and his ruggedly handsome face that drove her wild with lust. He was all she saw in her mind’s eye as she drifted in and out of consciousness.

   The weight lifted from her back and she came to her senses. A new, sharp pain like an insect bite stung the side of her neck. For the first few seconds it didn’t bother her as it paled in comparison to the agony in her head and rectum, but it escalated quickly from a mild sting to blazing agony. Her face was flooded with hot wetness.

   My blood, came the detached thought.

   “Greg,” she whispered, the last word she would ever utter.

   She passed out, mere seconds away from death. On her short journey to her demise, the pain thankfully dimmed to nothing and she was sure she heard someone screaming – a high-pitched howl that grew quieter and quieter until it faded into silence. 

   






   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER NINE

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   Greg put a protective arm round Chloe’s shoulders, pulling her closer in the cool, evening air. Together they crunched up the grave-drive of his childhood home in Ramsgate. The house was fully detached and situated on Ramsgate’s West Cliff, overlooking the harbour.

   “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked.

   “Why on earth wouldn’t I?”

   Because the last time you met a set of in-laws they were slaughtered in front of you, he thought, but didn’t say.

   “You know, because of everything that’s been going on,” he said lamely, not wanting to get into a full-blown discussion seconds before he was about to introduce his fiancée to his parents.

   “I told you, the police said it’s probably nothing to worry about and they’re looking into it.”

   “Yeah, well, that hardly fills me with confidence.”

   “I appreciate your concern, but they know what they’re doing. And don’t forget the phone number they gave me.”

   Greg sighed deeply. Chloe had been given the personal mobile number of the guy in charge of the investigation concerning the Jones’ case. She had a hotline straight to the top, and if she so much as dialled 999 the police would be on their doorstep immediately without her even having to open her mouth.

   And that, he supposed, would have to do.

   “I think you’re incredibly brave,” he said, pulling her tight against his side. “Are you sure you’re up to meeting my folks?”

   “We’re here, aren’t we? It’s a bit late to back out now, and it’s got to be done, right? I love you, Greg, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you and I can’t wait to meet your parents.”

   Greg instantly experienced a rush of hot shame and guilt. “I love you too,” he replied honestly.

   How could I have let Susan kiss me like that? I am a complete cunt. 

   In that second he decided he was going to do everything in his power to make things perfect with Chloe. She was the woman he loved, no one else. He was lucky to have her. In fact, he had spent the whole day thinking about their relationship, and if it was what he really wanted. And now that they were together, here on his parents’ doorstep, he decided that yes, she was most definitely the woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with.

   “I guess this is it, then,” he said. “The moment of reckoning. I love you.”

   “I love you too,” she said, smiling up at him.

   Greg knocked on the door and the most ridiculous thought slammed into his mind: It’s like banging against a coffin lid…

   His forearms puckered with goose-bumps at his preposterous flight of fancy and a bad feeling squirmed in his guts.

    The impending sense of doom was pushed to the back of his mind when his mum flung open the door and pulled Greg towards her in a fierce hug. Greg stooped down – his mum was only five-two – and she laughed in delight.

   “Oh Greg, it’s so lovely to see you,” she gushed.

   “I only saw you three weeks ago.”

   “Yes, well, it’s not enough, is it? And who is this beautiful young lady you have with you?”

   “This is Chloe. Chloe, meet my mum.”

   “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs Larson.”

   “Oh please, call me Janet.”

   Greg smiled down at his mum, wondering what Chloe would make of her. His mum had been a real looker back in her day, and she wore the passing years well. The classical beauty of her youth had given way to the forces of gravity and time, but her blue-eyes still sparkled with good-humour and her lines spoke of a million laughing fits rather than bouts of misery. She still wore her hair in the same way she had as a girl – a chin-length, brown bob set in neat finger-waves that looked decidedly nineteen-twenties. 

   He hoped that they would get on.

   “You have a lovely home, Janet,” Chloe said, as they followed her into the house.

   “Thank you, dear,” she said over her shoulder. “We bought it when Greg was tiny, houses were so cheap back then.  Well, I suppose everything was back then, wasn’t it? It could do with a makeover though, but you know what it’s like, never enough time or enough money. And when you do get both, you’re too old to do anything about it. We have managed to do the kitchen, but these things take time. A long time, when it comes to my husband, anyway…” Greg only half listened as she went into mum-mode, or Have-A-Chat, as he had affectionately and very-secretly nicknamed her in his mind. “So, Greg tells us you’re a writer. I’d love to read one of your books.”

   “I’m not sure they’ll be your thing, Mum,” Greg said. “A bit too gory for you.”

   Janet threw back her head and laughed in that easy way of hers. “Oh, I don’t know, I like a bit of James Herbert, sometimes.”

   “Chloe’s books make James Herbert look like Winnie the Pooh.”

   “Can’t say that sounds like my type of thing. Not that I do much reading,” his dad said. “Hello dear, it’s lovely to meet you at last.”

   Greg watched as his dad got up from the sofa and folded the newspaper he was reading into a neat half and placed it on the coffee-table. He wasn’t one for being overly tactile and awkwardly he shook Chloe’s hand. Greg fleetingly thought how frail he was looking, how he seemed to look older every time he visited. Years of hard, manual labour had left him arthritic and stooped, and his once-handsome, weathered face was as lined as crepe paper.

   “Oh, just ignore him,” his mum said. “I, however, do lots of reading. All Colin reads is The Fishing News. Tell me, Chloe, have you always written?”

   “Why don’t you sit down?” his dad said, gesturing to the sofa he had just vacated. “I’ll get the fizz.”

   His dad disappeared out the door and Greg could hear him on the other side of the small hallway, clunking around in the kitchen and muttering to himself.

   Greg smiled reassuringly at Chloe and they sat down on the chintzy, floral sofa a respectful distance apart. His mum sat down opposite them on one of the two matching armchairs and smiled warmly at Chloe.

   “So tell me, Chloe, have you always written? It’s so exciting to have a writer in the family. Colin is a fisherman, as I’m sure you know. It runs in his family and goes back generations. Most of them still are fishermen. I was quite surprised when Greg broke with tradition. My lot are all quite boring. I was an accountant before I retired, and it doesn’t get more boring than that, does it? Still, it was incredibly useful when I was balancing your dad’s books,” she said to Greg.

   Chloe opened her mouth to reply, but Greg jumped in there first. “Speaking of family, I asked Chloe to marry me and she said yes.”

   “Oh my,” his mum said, her big blue eyes widening in surprise. “When did this happen? Why didn’t you tell us sooner?”

   “Because I’m telling you now.”

   “Colin, our son is getting married,” Janet announced to her husband when he re-entered the room carrying four champagne flutes upside-down by their stems and a bottle of Sainsbury’s own bubbly. 

   His dad looked as stunned as his mum had done and he stared at him slack-mouthed for a moment before saying anything.

   “Why didn’t you tell us sooner?” he asked.

   Greg rolled his eyes, but he did it with a smile. “Because I’m telling you now.”

   “Well, then I would say we have much cause to celebrate,” he said, bending over to set the glasses down on the coffee-table. 

   “Oh, yes, of course we do,” Janet agreed. “Oh darling, I’m so happy for you, truly. Congratulations, both of you.”

   His dad poured out the cheap champagne and handed each of them a glass. He rose his glass in a toast. “To the happy couple. Congratulations.”

   “Yes, congratulations,” his mum echoed.

   As Greg drank, he stole a glance at Chloe. She looked flushed and happy and in that moment he couldn’t have been prouder, all his previous misgivings swept to one side.

   “To new beginnings,” she said.

   Greg’s glass halted on the way to his lips, his heart suddenly beating uncomfortably hard. New Beginnings. That’s just what she had written in her diary.

   “Oh, this is so exciting, have you decided what kind of wedding you want?” his mum asked.

   “A small one, I should hope,” grumbled his dad. “But then, I don’t ‘spose it matters seeing as we only have the one child and he happens to be a boy. The father of the bride will have to foot the bill.”

   Greg’s toes curled in mortification for Chloe. “Dad,” he said softly. “Chloe’s parents died years ago.”

   Colin’s face blanched. “Oh God, I’m so sorry, forgive me.”

   “For God’s sake, Colin, you just can’t help yourself, can you?” Janet said.

   Greg felt a little bad for his dad – he could be blunt, but ultimately he meant well. 

   “That’s okay,” Chloe said, waving her hand dismissively. “My parents died when I was little.”

   Greg looked at her strangely. “Since when was twenty very little?”

   When they had first got together, Chloe had told him that her elderly parents had both died of cancer within a year of each other when she was at University.

   Chloe looked at him in wide-eyed innocence. “Oh, you know what I mean.”

   As it happened, he really didn’t.

   “Well, we’re very sorry to hear that, aren’t we Colin?” his mum said.

   “Yes, yes, of course we are.”

   An uncomfortable silence filled the room, accompanied by the ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece.

   “Why don’t we go through to the dining room?” Janet said, breaking the silence. “We’ll be eating soon.”

   “May I use the bathroom first, please?”

   “Yes, of course, dear. It’s up the stairs and the first door on your left.”

   Chloe disappeared through the living-room door and Greg stared after her, frowning slightly. He still didn’t feel right about… well, about everything. 

   “She seems nice,” his mum said none too convincingly, snapping him back to himself.

   “Yes, isn’t she?” Greg agreed.

   If truth be told, he was struggling with the whole, ‘my parents died when I was little’, thing. In fact, after a day alone talking himself out of all the niggling doubts he harboured, now they were resurfacing with a vengeance. He got to his feet and headed for the door, hoping to deflect further questioning from his mother while Chloe was upstairs.

   “That must have been hard on her, losing her parents at such a young age,” his mother was saying as she followed him out of the room. “Does she have any brothers or sisters?”

   “No, she doesn’t,” Greg said, silently willing Chloe to hurry up.

   But then, who the fuck knows?

    He had the beginnings of a headache and intended to drink it away as soon as he sat down.

   He entered the dining-room which was the next room down the hallway. It was the largest room of the house, complete with a huge, oblong, oak-table that could have easily sat sixteen people. Greg had always loved this room with its wooden floor and large, bay-window overlooking the harbour. In the centre of the table, four places were laid up with his mum’s poshest dinner-plates and crockery.

   He went over to the window and gazed out of it, admiring the vast array of sailboats in the distant harbour. To his relief, his mum didn’t follow him in and went through to the kitchen to check on dinner. 

   His dad joined him at the window. “I never get bored of this view,” he said, gazing out to the horizon.

   “Yeah, you must really miss fishing.”

   The older man shrugged. “It was time to get out, the EU quotas were becoming an absolute bastard. Do you love her, son?”

   The question startled him – his dad wasn’t one for shows of affection or talking about matters of the heart.

   “I’ve brought her here to meet you, haven’t I?”

   “That’s not what I asked. I know I’m not very good at this kind of thing, but marriage is a big commitment, you have to be one-hundred percent sure. You have to know what you’re getting into, and with who…”

   “Gosh, what a lovely view,” Chloe said, effectively interrupting his dad.

   Greg wasn’t sorry. He was confused enough without an impromptu, faintly embarrassing lecture from his dad.

   His mum burst into the room. “Yes, isn’t it?” she sing-songed. “Dinner won’t be long, shall we sit?”

   Greg pulled out a dining-room chair for Chloe and they all sat down, Chloe and Greg on one side and Janet and Colin on the other.

   “So tell us a little more about yourself, dear,” Janet said. “Have you always been a writer?”

   Chloe looked across at Janet thoughtfully, as if weighing up her options of what to say. Greg squirmed a little in his seat, feeling sorry for Chloe. Her past was her past. Maybe Mum would understand that Chloe’s unusual natural ability had led her down a path she would later come to regret, but at the same time he fully respected Chloe for wanting to keep it secret.

   Really? You sure about that? Or would you just be ashamed of her if it ever came out? 

   He pushed aside the thought, of course he wouldn’t be ashamed of her. He just didn’t want his dad to find out and judge her. He was a proper, working-class type with old-fashioned values and glorified strippers weren’t exactly on his ‘must-meet’ list of people, much less have one as a daughter-in-law.

   “I was a contortionist after I graduated,” Chloe said conversationally. “I did a lot of work for high-end, fetish magazines.”

   Greg stared at his fiancée in disbelief.

   I can’t believe she just said that…

   Janet set down her wineglass on the table that separated them and looked at her in puzzlement. His dad just openly stared at her in obvious distaste.

   What the hell is she playing at?

   “I’m sorry dear, a what? You were a cartoonist?” his mum asked.

   No, contortionist,” she said with mock-patience that positively dripped sarcasm.

   Greg cleared his throat, blurting out the first flimsy lie that that came into his mind. “What Chloe meant to say is that she had a brief stint as a contortionist in a family-run circus.”

   “No, that’s not what I meant to say at all. I did it for years, professionally, from the ages of nineteen to twenty-five. I only really stopped when my writing took off. I was a fetish contortionist, mainly. I’m so flexible I could do some great bondage shots. I can eat myself out, too. I was very popular.”

   “Chloe? What the hell are you playing at?” he asked.

   “I’m not playing at anything, darling.”

   His dad, visibly shaken, scraped back his chair across the wooden floor and stood up, his eyes like chips of ice. “I think you should leave.”

   “Leave? But don’t you want to see me eat my own cunt?”

   “Chloe!” Greg barked, his heart racing. “What is this?”

   Chloe turned her head to look at him and he shrivelled inside. It was still his Chloe, with her big, baby-blue eyes, wide, generous mouth and the cutest snub nose, but she was different. There was no other way he could describe it, she looked the same, but the expression behind her eyes and the set of her mouth was completely alien. 

   She smirked at him. “This, darling Greg, is all of us properly getting to know each other.” 

   In that moment he knew that his darling fiancée had gone stark raving bonkers. 
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   Greg pushed back his dining-chair and got to his feet, glaring down at Chloe who remained sitting where she was. “We need to go, now. Mum, Dad, I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on. I’ll call you, okay?”

   For once, his mother was silent. His father glared at him.

   “You can see yourself out,” his dad said gruffly.

   Greg just nodded.

   “But I don’t want to go, not yet. Oh, come on, will everyone just please chill the fuck out? I know what’ll cheer you all up…”

   She jumped to her feet and Greg flinched. 

   “Come on, Chloe, it’s time to go.”

   “No, Greg,” she said in carefully modulated tones, “it is not time to go.”

   “Chloe? What the hell are you doing?”

   She giggled. “My favourite party trick.”

   None of it felt real. Greg was rooted to the spot in complete and utter disbelief as he watched Chloe disrobe. In a matter of seconds she had pulled the flowery, knee-length dress over her head and unclipped her bra. Just as she was bending over to slide her knickers down her legs, his paralysis broke. 

   “Chloe, for the love of God, will you stop?”

   He lunged for her, grabbing at her arms to physically drag her away but she was too fast for him. She danced out of reach, simultaneously kicking off her knickers like a cross between Anna Pavlova and Bruce Lee. The knickers hit him in the face and she giggled, running round the other side of the table to where his parents where. All she wore were her shoes, a pair of low-heeled, cork sandals.

   “Why, you little…” his dad shouted, making a grab for her while his mother sat there stunned.

   She easily dodged him and ducked under his arm. In the next second she jumped on the table, crouching there like a big cat. Greg stared at her in confusion – he was already at the spot where she had just stood and he ground to a halt next to his dad. She was ten times faster than he was.

   Yeah, cos she’s a fucking contortionist, she’s like a fucking athlete.

   The truth of his situation, of everything, danced on the peripherals of his mind.

   Oh God, Chloe, that diary was complete bollocks, wasn’t it? What the fuck did you do to the Jones family?

   He pushed aside the terrifying revelation, this was hardly the time, he had to stop her before…

   Before what? Before she kills me and my family too?

   “Chloe?” he said in what he hoped was a reasonable manner despite the fact he was dying of terror inside. “Please get down off the table and put your clothes back on. Let’s just go home and talk about this.”

   “Fuck you, Greg, I don’t think so.”

   Slowly, she unfurled her beautiful body. For the first time Greg fully appreciated how sinewy she was; how slim and tightly packed with muscle her body was. Her muscles didn’t bulge like a female body-builder’s but she looked like she was carved out of stone. Why hadn’t he ever noticed before how much lean body mass she had? Every ridge and contour seemed to throb, like she was flexing each and every muscle, like she was warming up. It was almost like she had kept it hidden from him, like she had somehow made herself softer for him. Yes, she had always been super-toned, but he was sure she had never been this ripped.

   “What are you staring at, Greg? It’s not like you’ve never seen me naked before.”

   “Just get down off the table,” he said through gritted teeth.

   She laughed and her body gave the impression of rippling, of undulating, making him think of a snake digesting its prey.

   “Are you aware that I have total control over every muscle of my body? I’m not like other people, like normal people. My body and mind are in perfect harmony. I’ve always downplayed my skills to you, Greg, ordinary people could never understand.”

   “What the fuck is she talking about?” came his dad’s voice. “Just get her the fuck out of my house.”

   Greg turned to look at his father, who was holding his wife close to his chest over by the wall. He had temporarily forgotten about his parents and felt a sickening rush of shame that they were seeing this too.

   Oh God, this is beyond fucking sick…

   His mum sobbed into his dad’s chest, refusing to look at the madness. 

   “Come on, love, let’s go, you shouldn’t be seeing this. Greg, for fuck’s sake, will you sort this out?”

   Greg could count on one hand the amount of times he had heard his dad swear in front of Mum; for all his working-class bravado, rough friends and even rougher south-east accent, his dad believed that a man should never swear in front of a woman.

   “Just get Mum out of here, Dad,” Greg said.

   His dad nodded, and there was no mistaking the fear in his eyes. Greg understood; looking at Chloe was like staring into an abyss of insanity – if one were to stare long enough, one would be sucked in and never come out again.

   “Er, excuse me? And where do you think you’re going?”

   In the few seconds Greg’s attention had been on his parents, Chloe had jumped off of the table and had retrieved her shoulder bag which had been draped over the back of her chair. The room lurched when he saw what she was pulling out of it.

   A gun? She’s got a gun? What the hell? And now he thought about it, he began to wonder what the hell else she had in there, because her bag was bulging to full capacity. Because he had a horrible feeling it wasn’t lipstick and a hairbrush…

   “I always carry a pistol, for self-defence, of course. A girl has to look after herself, doesn’t she?”

   Greg simply could not believe it. This was England, for Christ’s sake, not America. People didn’t carry guns, especially not his darling Chloe. None of this made a dot of sense and he felt his mind spiralling dangerously out of control. He eyed the offending object, thinking how long it looked.

   It’s a silencer, he thought in horror.

   “So I strongly suggest that you sit back down, Mr and Mrs Larson, just there where you are on the floor will be fine.” With that she leapt back up on the table, pointing the gun at each of them in turn. “You too, Greg. Sit down next to your mummy and daddy like a good little boy. I think we all need to have a little talk.”

   Greg’s gaze drifted from the muzzle of the gun pointing at him, over to his parents, then back again. On numb legs, he sat down next to his dad, who was cradling his mum. She sobbed against her husband’s chest and the sound was like a knife in Greg’s heart.

   “Why?” was all he could think to ask.

   “Why? Because you’re a cunt, Greg Larson. Because you can’t keep it in your fucking knickers.”

   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he stammered.

   Although, of course, he did.

   “I saw you, you stupid cunt. I saw you kiss that fucking slag.”

   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he repeated, the memory of kissing Susan blazing in his mind.

   “You did hear something under the moulding-machine, you two-timing cunt. It was me.”

   “What? But that’s impossible,” he blurted out, momentarily forgetting his plans to deny everything.

   “No, it’s not impossible, it’s called enterology. I am an enterologist, you cunt-brained, dick-face. That means I can fold myself up like a fucking deckchair and I can also get into teeny-tiny, fucking spaces under moulding-machines.”

   Greg stared at the monster on the table, utterly stunned.

   How can this be happening? 

   “Please stop,” he whispered.

   She threw back her head and laughed and just like that, all of Greg’s hopes and dreams shattered into a million pieces. “I mean, come on, how could you cheat on this?” 

   In one fluid motion, she lowered herself onto her backside and hooked her hands behind her thighs, her legs splayed wide. She didn’t stop there and leaned backwards so that she was lying on her back with her knees round her ears, the position making the inner lips of pussy pout out. She raised her arms in the air and flipped her legs all the way back until the backs of her shins cradled the back of her head. She craned her neck forward and stuck out her tongue, licking her exposed, pink clitoris. The fingers of one hand help open the lips of her swollen, wet vagina while the other hand kept the gun trained on them.

   “Mmm, yummy,” she said.

   “Jesus Christ,” Colin gasped, standing up.

   “No, Dad, don’t…”

   But his warning was too little, too late because Chloe had shot his dad square in the face. The burnt smell of gunpowder hung heavy in the confined space and despite the silencer, the blast was a loud thud that made his ears pop.

   Loud enough for someone outside to hear? came the strangely detached thought.

   He didn’t know.

   His dad’s brains exploded out of the back of his head, hitting the white-painted wall behind him. Colin flopped to the ground and Janet screamed. Greg could only stare in disbelief at his father’s brain matter rolling down the wall, not even coming close to registering what had just happened.

   “I strongly suggest you make your mother shut the fuck up before she eats a bullet too.”

   Chloe’s order dragged him back into the moment, and he shuffled over to his mother. She was screaming hysterically, her hands cradling her fear-stricken face. Roughly he grabbed her and pulled her slight body to his broad chest, muffling her screams.

   “You have to be quiet, Mum, you have to be quiet,” he said in a singsong voice as he rocked her in his arms.

   When he glanced up at Chloe she was lapping at her cunt with ferocious determination, her eyes half-mast in bliss. He recognised that face; she was close to coming. Sure enough, she let out a dainty little gasp and her legs twitched as she finished off the job.

   “Fuck, that was good,” she sighed. “You never were much good at it, Greg, darling, I always had to satisfy myself.”

   Greg continued to rock his mother and wondered how his ordinary little life had turned into the darkest nightmare possible. He watched in disbelieving horror as she straightened up and leered down at him.

   Then she stretched her arms high above her head, her perfect, big breasts lifting upwards. She arched her back in a dramatically curved ‘c’ shape and didn’t stop there. She bent all the way back, inserting her head between the tops of her thighs.

   Greg blinked. The shape she made defied comprehension. The splayed, red and glistening gash of her vagina rested on the top of her head, like a novelty hat. She locked her arms around her knees and rested her chin on her hands. She still held the gun.

   She smiled at him. “Peek-a-boo, I see you. Let’s play kiss-chase. I’m it.”

   Oh sweet Mary, mother of Jesus, this fucking can’t be happening.

   But it was. Despite the unnatural position she held herself in, she gracefully extended one long, shapely leg and stepped down onto the dining-room chair that his dad had just vacated. 

   Now she was on the floor, less than two metres away from where he sat with his sobbing mother. She barely looked human.

   A mutant spider-human hybrid sent straight from hell…

   “Gnash, gnash! Here I come, ready or not.”

   Gnash gnash? What the fuck is that?

   She scuttled towards him, and he let out a scream and scrambled to his feet, coming close to falling down again because his legs were shaking so violently.

   Gotta get to a phone, came the jangled thought as he lurched towards the door. Fleetingly, he thought of his mobile outside in the car. The irony was not lost on him – it was exactly the same place her ex-fiancé had left his.

   Or not, if her entire diary was a total fucking lie…

   This was hardly the time to dwell on such things and he threw himself through the door and out into the hallway. The landline phone was on the sideboard next to the front-door and he lurched towards it with Chloe hot on his tail.

   Fuck the phone, he thought, pushing down on the door-handle. Going outside seemed like a bloody good idea right about now. His car and freedom beckoned… 

   The door-handle, however, didn’t budge.

   “Looking for something, sugar-plum?”

   The stark realisation hit him that the door-key was missing. 

   The fucking bitch must have swiped it when she went to use the bathroom.

   He turned round to face the woman that he had once loved so dearly; the woman with the vagina resting on her head. 

   “Why are you doing this?” he asked the monstrous bitch facing him at the end of the hallway.

   She laughed and the sound of Susan’s good-natured laugh slammed into his brain.

   Christ Almighty, what a mistake to make. If only I had met Susan first…

   “Shut up and get yourself back in the dining-room.”

   She waved the gun at him, flicking it towards the dining-room door. The thought of brushing past that thing made him feel sick to the core, but knowing that her mobile was in her bag and that the front door-key had to be somewhere spurred him on. He kept his back to the wall as he passed her, the urge to burst into tears or to throw up all-consuming.

   “Oh, Greg? Before we go back in, how about a fuck?” She stood just behind him, close enough to reach out and touch. “Fuck me in this position and I won’t kill your mummy. What’s the matter, I thought you liked it doggy-style?”

   He could only stare at her, open-mouthed.

   At last, Greg found his voice. “Fuck you.”

   “Yes please, come here, big boy.”

   “I said fuck you.” He lunged for her, grabbing for the gun and simultaneously aiming a punch at her face.

   She was too fast for him and she retracted her head from between her legs at lightning speed, unfurling her beautiful body and snatching her hands away. It was like trying to grab a bird mid-flight, such was the speed with which she moved.

   “Well, that was really fucking stupid,” she said when she was fully upright.

   He knew she was right – he had let anger cloud his judgement. A wave of hatred for her so strong washed over him as she pointed the gun at him. He edged backwards towards the dining-room door, not for a second taking his eyes off the gun.
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   Back in the dining-room, his mum was still on the floor, sobbing hard. Greg went to her, refusing to look over at his dad.

   “I’m so sorry,” he said, beginning to well up himself. “I’m so, so sorry.”

   He crouched down next to her and pulled her against his broad chest, stroking her hair like a baby.

   “This is all very touching, and everything, but we have things to do, now,” Chloe said.

   “You’ll never get away with this.”

   “I think you’ll find I will, Greg darling, because it’s you that’s flipped, you see.”

   Greg did not see in any way, shape, or form. It was just all too fucking much.

   “Just stop, please, just fucking stop.”

    “My God, Greg, sometimes you such a simpleton, how am I supposed to stop now? I brought you a little present…” Keeping the gun trained on them, she went over to her bag which was still draped over the back of her chair. She peered inside, and smiled. “It’s beginning to smell, I’m amazed you didn’t catch wafts of it when you were driving.” She pulled out a supermarket carrier bag, holding it aloft like a trophy. Then, without warning, she lobbed it at him. “Catch.”

   Greg roughly pushed his mother away, just managing to catch it in time before it hit her in the head. 

   It was heavy and solid and his insides shrivelled. On some level, even before he looked inside, he knew what it was from the ridges and contours he could feel through the plastic.

   Bracing himself, he unknotted the plastic handles and peeped inside…

   He screamed and the bag slipped through his fingers, tumbling to his feet. It landed in such a way that the top of the opened bag was facing him and he had an uninterrupted view of Susan’s face. The jagged neck stump suggested that her head had been forcibly hacked off, and her face was a bloody mess. Her mouth was twisted open in a silent scream, her lips puffy and lacerated. 

   It was her eyes however, that were the worst; they just looked wrong, like they had suffered severe trauma in life. They were half-closed, the lids swollen around the sunken sockets and they were covered in congealed blood.

   The room swam in and out of focus and he almost tumbled backwards as his brain threatened immediate shut-down due to excessive overload.

   “Don’t be such a wuss, Greg. She was a stupid, fucking, fat-arsed whore and she deserved to die. Needless to say, I haven’t been to the police today – I’ve been too busy torturing this fat slut.”

   Her words reverberated in his head, bringing him too. “How could you?”

   “I’m going to get very angry in a minute, and you don’t want to see me angry. I mean, I’ve just killed your fucking dad and you go all distraught on me because I killed some tart that had a crush on you? Did you fucking love her?”

   “What? No!”

   “Liar!” Her face was red and spittle flew from her lips. “I saw you, remember? I saw you groping her far arse. I saw your fucking hard-on.”

   Greg closed his eyes, listening to the sound of his own ragged breathing and his mum’s sobbing. In that moment, he didn’t even have the strength to comfort his mother.

   “Open your eyes Greg, I’m fucking speaking to you. So this is what happened. Last night you snatched Susan from her home and today you killed her.” 

   “But that’s insane, I have alibis, for Christ’s sake, I was at a party.”

   “I thought you said it wasn’t a party?”

   “Oh, fuck off.”

   She carried on like she hadn’t heard him. “So on your way home from the party, you snatched Susan from her home and took her to my place as you have a spare set of keys. You dumped her there, and came home to me.”

   “You’ll never get away with it…”

   “Oh, change the fucking record. I will and I have. And by the way, those threatening messages I received? They came from your computer, from fake facebook accounts that you set up.”

   “No one will ever believe you.”

   “Are you sure about that? Because you’ve gone completely nuts, haven’t you, Greg? Kidnapping Susan and spending most of today torturing her. You sawed off her head, and you brought it here with us tonight, so you could fuck it in front of me and your mum. But you raped me first, of course, I mean you fucking lacerated my anus and then you fucked Susan’s neck hole…”

   Fuck Susan’s neck hole? Surely he hadn’t heard right.

   “But the neighbours would have seen you going into your house today, not me.”

   He knew he was clutching at straws but he had to say something. Anything to make her reconsider.

   “No one gives a shit on that street and wouldn’t have noticed. Besides, I walked there and went in through the backdoor.”

   “But your fingerprints will be everywhere,” he spluttered.

   She shrugged. “In your insanity, you thought it would be a good idea to set fire to my house with Susan’s body in it. You bought a detonation device off the internet and it is timed to go off at half seven.” She glanced over at the wall-mounted clock. It was just gone quarter past seven. “But enough talking, let’s get on with it. Stand up. Now!” she barked when he didn’t move. 

   Shakily, Greg got to his feet. She approached him and with one hand she unbuckled his jeans’ belt and with the other she pressed the gun to his head. She reached inside his boxers and curled her long, elegant fingers around his shaft.

   “What the fuck are you doing,” he asked through gritted teeth.

   “I’m gonna make you nice and hard.”

   He gasped when she yanked down his jeans to his knees, taking his underpants with them. The gun lifted from his head and he felt the cold muzzle nudging between his legs just behind his balls and he flinched when the gun found the tight ring of his sphincter muscle.

   His blood pumped ice-cold through his veins and sweat trickled into his eyes.

   He had to keep her talking. “But why would I buy a fucking bomb off the internet? That would be completely incriminating myself, no one is that stupid.”

   “I don’t know, because you’re a fucking nutter? I sure do pick ‘em, don’t I? Poor me.”

   Why am I letting her do this to me? She’s going to kill me anyway...

   But he knew that his only chance was to play along with her, within reason. His opportunity would come along soon, and when it did, this would be fucking over.

   Suddenly, the hand massaging his flaccid cock, and the gun threatening to take his arse-virginity disappeared.

   “One more thing,” she said, going over to her bag once more and pulling out a pair of handcuffs. She gestured towards the nearest dining-room chair with the faintest flick of her head.

   Well, that’s just fucking marvellous.

   “Sit down and put your arms behind the back of the chair.” He hesitated for a moment, knowing it was suicide to do as she asked. “If you don’t, then Mummy will eat some lead. Eat some lead. That sounds so cool, I’ve always wanted to say that.”

   Seeing as he didn’t have much of a choice, Greg did it. Chloe proceeded to handcuff his hands behind the chair-back, securing both his wrists to the vertical wooden slats.

   Then she sat on his lap and pulled his face against her breasts.

   “Why did you cheat on me, Greg? You are such a stupid cunt.”

   Greg was inclined to agree with her. He was a stupid cunt for a lot of things and least of all for cheating on her.

   Now Chloe was on a mission to get him hard. She squirmed on his lap, positioning a nipple so that it grazed his mouth. Gently, she played with his cock, guiding it over the slick entrance of her pussy. Despite his predicament, he felt stirrings down there.

   Aww, nooo…

   “That’s my boy,” she purred, sliding down his body until she was kneeling before him. She slid his jeans and underpants down his shins so that they pooled around his ankles. 

   She parted his knees and wedged her torso between his thighs, casually pressing the gun into his gut. When she lowered her head to suck on his cock, he felt tears well in his eyes.

   I can’t believe I’m getting hard… 

   But he was. Arousal churned in his lower stomach, making his cock swell almost halfway to full hardness.

   “What did you to the Jones family?” he gasped, desperate for her to remove her head from his cock.

   His cock popped wetly out of her mouth, and he felt a surge of relief. She didn’t move though, and stayed there where she was, crouched between his legs.

   “I slaughtered the lot of them. Scott was a bad egg too, just like you. Did you enjoy reading my diary? Because it was all bullshit. I left it there in the bedroom because I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist reading it. I can’t believe you fell for it.”

   “Yeah, well, I did think the ending was crap.”

   A look of pure hate passed over her face and he felt a rush of perverse pleasure. His comment had hit her where it hurt, in her writing.

   “I guess I’ll just have to write a better one next time, about tonight. About how my fiancé turned out to be a maniac who slaughtered his parents in front of me before raping the head of the lover he had decapitated.”

   Greg burst out laughing, not because he found any of this particularly funny, but because he hoped it would unnerve her.

   She scowled at him. “What the fuck are you laughing at?”

   “You. You really think you’re some hotshot writer, don’t you? You’re just some talentless, self-published wannabee. Not even I bought into your shitty little diary and I was in love with you. It completely lacked plausibility. You’re crazy to think you’re capable of pulling this off.”

   “Do you want me to bash your mum’s brain in with this gun?”

   Greg resisted the urge to spit in her face, but his laughter died on his lips. He tried a different tact.

   “Was anything you told me true? Is Chloe Fox even your real name?”

   She looked at him thoughtfully, her head cocked to one side as if she was debating whether to talk. Almost imperceptibly, she shrugged.

   “Yeah, that’s my real name. That stuff about my parents though? That was all crap I made up. I haven’t had an easy childhood, Gregory, I was a doorstep baby. No one loved me, I was in and out of foster homes and I was abused by those that were supposed to care for me. Before I made a living as a writer, I got into some pretty dark shit, like prostitution and making underground porn movies. Still, it’s given my writing an edge, I’m pleased to say. I’m curious, did you ever google me to look for the pictures I was telling you about?”

   “Yes,” he replied, not seeing any point in lying.

   “Well, you wouldn’t have found anything because I worked under the name Lucinda Laye. Shame you’ll never get to see it.”

   “Have you ever killed anyone, you know, apart from the Jones family?”

   “What is this? You’re not trying to buy yourself some time, are you? As it happens, no. Well, apart from the odd client, but that doesn’t count.”

   Greg could only stare at her dumbfounded, at the stranger kneeling before him. “Who are you?” was all he could think to say.

   “You need to shut the fuck up now. You’ve had your chances, Gregory Larson. You’re just the two-timing cunt that couldn’t even be arsed to escort his fiancée down to the police-station to report her crazed stalker because he had a hangover.”

   The stalker you made up, he thought in despair. “You’re crazy.”

   “Do you want me to bite off your cock?”

   He shrivelled up inside. “No.”

   “I didn’t think so. Now, you are going to rape me up the arse. I have taken it up the arse many times before, but I can’t say I ever enjoyed it and I’ve definitely tightened up again because it’s been a while. This is going to hurt me a lot. And you do want to hurt me, don’t you Greg?” 

   Oh yes, he really did. A lot. 

   “I thought so.”

   Her eyes gleamed as she lowered her head once more, sucking with purpose on his cock. He thought about what she wanted him to do, about hurting her, and his cock throbbed into full glory. 

   What’s wrong with me, whispered a distant part of his mind. His dad was lying dead in the room with him, the head of the woman he could have loved was at his feet, and his mum was lying on the floor sobbing her heart out, mentally broken. 

   But there he was, with a boner.

   I am as sick as she is.

   It’s because I want to break her arse. Because she’ll be vulnerable if she’s in pain.

   No, you’re just sick.

   His penis popped out of her mouth once more, a trail of saliva still attaching his glans to her lips. She stood up and turned her back to him, the perfect, round orbs of her muscled arse hovering parallel to his face. With the gun still in hand, she prised apart her butt-cheeks with her long fingers, exposing the puckered, brown-tinged ring of her anus and her glistening sex hanging down beneath it.

   She was every bit the average bloke’s pornographic wet-dream.

   “Are you ready?” she asked over her shoulder.

   He was ready alright. He hoped he would split the bitch open and make her scream. She spat on her hand then massaged her wet fingers all around her rectum, taking care to insert a damp forefinger inside of herself.

   Greg watched, mesmerised. 

   “Here goes…”

   Facing away from him, she straddled his lap and, holding his cock steady with one hand, she positioned her anus over the swollen head.

   She plunged down in one fluid motion, fully impaling herself. She was so tight it felt as if her back passage might pulverize his dick.

   “Fuck,” she wailed, “that really fucking hurts.”

   As she said it she began to bounce, repeatedly slamming down into his lap with ferocity. He felt wetness on his thighs.

   Blood, he thought. 

   He didn’t want it to feel as good as it did and tears of shame slid down his cheeks.

   Suddenly, she stopped and eased herself off of him. “I think I’ve ruptured my back passage,” she said in obvious glee. “Now I know how Susan felt when I fucked her in the ass with that dildo.”

   Her laughter died abruptly and she winced in pain. Greg sat there panting in a shameful mix of horror and arousal. When he glanced down at himself, his still-hard cock was sheened in red.

   I’m glad I hurt her.

   He watched as she walked gingerly over and plucked out Susan’s head from the carrier-bag. She was quite a sight, naked and holding it aloft like Perseus with Medusa’s head. She held on to Susan’s once luscious, long dark hair and her lifeless face banged against her thigh with every step back over to Greg.

   “Now Greg, this is the fun part, this is where you actually get to fuck Susan.”

   He thought about kicking her away, but she had the gun and he feared for his mother. He glanced over at her; she was still lying on the floor but she had quietened down somewhat and stared blankly ahead at the skirting-board.

   “Aw, God, no, please don’t do that…”

   But she didn’t stop. She kneeled down next to him and held onto the base of his cock with one hand and shoved the bloody pulp of Susan’s neck-stump over the head of Greg’s cock.

   His erection withered and died.

   “No, no, no,” she said, “you have to come inside Susan’s head. Come on Greggy, fuck her brains out.” She began wanking his flaccid cock with Susan’s head, pumping up and down faster and faster. “Come on, you stupid fucking bastard, just fucking come…”

   Greg eyed the gun. It was on the floor, just a few feet from his mum. As if reading his mind, slowly his mum turned her head to look at it. Chloe was so busy with the task at hand that she didn’t notice Janet inch across the floor on her stomach and reach for the gun.

   “Leave my son alone.”

   Relief washed through him at the sound of the familiar voice. She was sitting upright and had stopped crying. Fleetingly, he harboured a glimmer of hope; if they got out of this alive, then maybe there was a chance that his mum would emerge with her mind intact.

   Chloe stopped abusing his now tender cock and Susan’s head tumbled to the floor. She got to her feet and stood there with her hands on her hips.

   For God’s sake, Mum, just shoot the bitch...

   Chloe threw back her blonde head and laughed. “You don’t have the nerve.”

   The dull thud of a muffled gun-shot rang out and suddenly Chloe wasn’t standing there anymore but was lying on the floor. The rest happened in a blur. For a second, Greg thought that his mum had shot her.

   He was wrong. Due to either his mother’s inexperience with a firearm, or Chloe’s lightening reflexes, she had managed to evade the bullet. In the brief second that his mum took aim to try again, Chloe was on her.

   “Fucking bitch,” Chloe screamed, straddling his mother and trying to wrestle the gun out of her hand.

   The gun fired twice, and the two women stopped struggling. Slowly, Chloe got to her feet and Greg’s heart sank.

   Oh no, not mum, please not mum…

   “Fucking bitch took my last bullet,” Chloe said. “That one was meant for you.” She took a step towards him, then froze in place. “What the fuck is that?” she hissed.

   Greg didn’t get her meaning straight away, but then he heard it; a car pulling up on the gravel-driveway outside.

   He had never seen her move so fast. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said, throwing on her dress and grabbing her handbag.

   The doorbell sounded and without another word, Chloe disappeared from the room. He could hear her in the kitchen, and the backdoor opening, then shutting behind her.

   “Help!” Greg bellowed at the top of his lungs. “Break the door down!”

   Greg realised he was laughing hysterically when two uniformed policemen burst into the room. They skidded to a halt, their faces white and their eyes bulging.

   “She went out the backdoor. Hurry.”

   His laughter gave way to gut-wrenching sobs. Dimly, he was aware of one of the policemen talking over his walkie-talkie, demanding back-up.

   It was over.

   

   

   






   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER TWELVE

   One month Later

   

   

   

   

   

   The diary had appeared on his doormat sometime during his shower. He had come back downstairs, intending to crack open the whiskey and zone out in front of telly, and had been confronted with a brown, A4 sized envelope on his doormat. 

   Now he stood there in just a t-shirt and a pair of boxer-shorts, turning it over slowly in his hands. There was no stamp on it so someone had shoved it through his letterbox. Instinctively, he reached out to push down the handle of the front-door.

   Locked.

   Still holding the offending envelope in his hand, he legged it into the kitchen, passed the door to the laundry room and rattled the backdoor.

   That was locked, too.

   Letting out a shaky breath, he poured himself a glass of whiskey and trudged back into the living-room, taking his place on the armchair. Even before he opened it, he knew who it was from. He ripped it open, his heart hammering.

   He was right. It was from her. Inside the envelope was a handwritten note secured to a small bundle of typed, A4 sheets.

   I should call the police. Right now.

   But first he had to quickly read the letter: 

   

   Hello darling, did you miss me? 

   I am amazed that you are still alive, that wasn’t part of my plan. In fact, it’s safe to say you royally fucked up my plans. You were supposed to be fucking dead whilst I played the part of the grief-stricken victim…

   Maybe you were right, maybe my ‘plot’ was a little ambitious, but you weren’t supposed to fucking live and we weren’t supposed to have been interrupted. Alas, it was not to be, so here we are now.

   The thing is Greg, I can’t run forever. I’ve spent my entire life running, one way or another. Trying to escape my past mainly, trying to escape the horrible things that they did to me at the children’s home…

   But I’m not writing to you to tell you about that, it’s past history. I’ve been in hiding for the past month, but I can’t go on like this indefinitely. The game is up and my time is running out. After I left you at your parents, I was forced to put my back-up plan into action. I bought a car the week before; it was a cash transaction from a dodgy dealer under a false name. I parked it on a nearby street the day prior and caught the bus home. So anyway, I hot-footed it over to the car when we were rudely interrupted and I made my escape. I had a ton of cash stashed away under the driver’s seat ‘just in case’.

   I have to admit, I can’t believe I got away with it. Good job the police didn’t have the house surrounded, isn’t it? 

   I’m not going to tell you where I’ve been the past few weeks; suffice to say it’s been pretty miserable. Anyway, I’m ready to end this now. I’m ready to end everything…

   As a goodbye present, I thought you might be interested in reading the ‘real’ account of what happened to Scott and his family. Of what I really did to them. This is the real diary, Greg. I hope you enjoy reading it.

   I still love you, even if you did turn out to be a two-timing cunt.

   Yours forever,

   Chloe xx

   

   Greg put down the letter. He was trembling violently and reached for his drink. He didn’t understand what he just read. Was it a suicide note? Or a death threat? Was it both?

   “Jesus,” he muttered.

   The whiskey burnt a trail to his stomach, going some way to making him feel better.

   What am I doing just sitting here, he thought, jumping to his feet. I have to call the police. And I should be running down the street, looking for her...

   He shivered. Truth be told, he was scared shitless of coming face to face with her again.

   No. Let the police find her, it’s their job.

   The landline was on the windowsill next to the armchair and he reached over for it. He only had to press a button because he had Detective Chief Inspector Robert Burney’s personal number on speed-dial.

   Burney picked up after one ring.

   “Greg Larson, what’s happened?” he barked in his customary, abrupt manner.

   “Robert, I got a letter and a diary. From her.”

   “What? When?”

   “Just now. She must’ve shoved it through the letterbox when I was in the shower.”

   “Okay, I’m sending some guys over now. Keep your doors locked and your eyes and ears open and whatever you do, no heroics. Do not go outside. They’ll be there in ten. I’m on my way too.”

   “Great,” he said, reaching for the whiskey.

   “She could still be in the vicinity so stay safe, Greg.”

   The DCI hung up. Greg replaced the receiver and squeezed his eyes tightly shut. For the past month he had been on a potent mix of sleeping pills, anti-depressants and alcohol and it was fair to say he felt like utter shit.

   Will I ever get over that night?

   He knew he was lucky to be alive. If it hadn’t of been for Mrs Dobson from next door hearing strange noises when she was about to knock on the door with a surplus of home-baked cookies and having the foresight to call the police, he knew he would have been with his parents right now. His heart gave a painful lurch when he thought about his mum and dad.

   No, don’t think about that.

   There were far more pressing things to worry about. Like, Chloe making contact with him. The police hadn’t had a sniff of her in one whole month.

   Well, hopefully they’ll get the bitch now. She can’t be far away.

   He stared at the small stack of paper, resting on the arm of the leather armchair. Outside, it had begun to rain. A flash of lightning lit up the window, and he flinched. Thunder followed a few seconds later and a sense of doom curled snugly around him.

   Don’t be so fucking melodramatic, just read the fucking thing. This might be your one and only chance before the police take it away.

   He settled down in the armchair to read. He had less than ten minutes left so he figured he’d better make it quick…

   

   

   WHAT REALLY HAPPENED TO THE JONES FAMILY

   

   “So, here we are,” Scott said, silencing the engine of the blue Audi A3. 

   It was so quiet here.

   Spooky quiet. Perfectly fucking quiet.

   “Yeah. Here we are,” I said.

   “Hey, you’re not nervous are you? Just relax and be yourself, they’re gonna love you.”

   His hand on my knee did little to dispel the adrenaline that coursed through my system and I let out a shaky breath. “What’s not to love, right?”

   “Exactly.”

   My smile felt tight and unnatural as my gaze flitted from my fiancé’s warm brown eyes to the imposing barn conversion in the middle of nowhere. It looked like the ‘after’ of some property-conversion, dream-home documentary that seemed to be on every TV channel going nowadays. I mean, when Scott had said his parents lived in a barn conversion, I had pictured a converted row of stables or something, not this glass-fronted, architect’s wet-dream.

   The big glass window which was divided into eight panels that ran from floor to ceiling was easily as big as our terraced house in the heart of Canterbury. And it still only made up less than a quarter of the property’s frontage.

   With a shiver, I thought about Mr and Mrs Jones waiting for me inside.

   His parents probably would’ve loved me, if I was the ‘myself’ that Scott knew and loved…

   Unfortunately for everyone concerned, that wasn’t the way it was going to play out.

   “Ground control to Chloe Fox? Are you receiving?”

   I dragged my gaze away from the imposing building and forced another rictus of a grin. “I’m receiving just fine. Just a bit nervous, that’s all.”

   “I told you, don’t be. You’re gorgeous, funny, intelligent, kind… I could go on.”

   “Then what’s stopping you?”

   “The fact we have to get inside and meet my mum and dad. Come on, I’ll grab the bags.”

   “No,” I said, a little too sharply. I softened my voice for him. “I have a present for you I just dumped on the luggage, I didn’t have time to wrap it.”

   What I neglected to mention was that the ‘present’ was a dead tramp. Seeing as I had been the one to pack our bags while dear Scott was at work, I had chucked in a tramp whose throat I had slit the night before. The good-for-nothing bum had been sleeping in the alleyway behind our house. (Although, as it turned out, he had been good for something after all.)

    Under the cover of darkness, I had dragged him the short distance to the garden shed at the end of our little garden. Early the next morning, while Scott still slept, I had wrapped the bum’s body in bin-bags, dumped it in a wheelbarrow and wheeled him over to the car which I had backed into the alleyway… Not one curtain twitched – not that anyone was up at four in the morning, anyway.

   “What kind of present?”

   “I guess you’ll just have to wait ‘til later to find out.”

   “I love surprises.”

   I giggled and coquettishly batted my eyelashes, twirling a strand of long blonde hair around my forefinger. “You’re going to love this one.”

   Just then, my mobile rang inside my shoulder-bag. “Sorreee,” I said, fumbling for the offending machine. “Shit, it’s my agent, I have to take this. Hello?”

   It wasn’t my agent. My agent, (as you know, dear Greg) dumped me a while back. I might’ve bent the truth a little about the time-frame – the fact is he dumped me before I was due to meet Scott’s parents. (His loss, that’s what you told me, isn’t it Greg?) Scott didn’t know that, though. I liked my cunt of a fiancé thinking I was a hotshot writer and hadn’t gotten around to telling him the truth.

   The fortuitous phone-call was just some loser in a call centre from the depths of Deli. But as I fancied a few minutes alone to gather my thoughts, you know, mentally prepare, I pressed ‘end call’ and seized the opportunity as a way to delay going inside.

   “Hang on, Justin,” I said, clamping my hand over the receiver. “It’s about the film-rights, I’m sorry, I really do have to take this.”

   “I know baby, it’s fine. I’m gonna go in, give you some privacy. Come in when you’re ready?”

   “Sure. I love you.”

   “I love you, too, my brilliant, writer fiancée.”

   I blew him a kiss and turned my attention back to the dead-line, frowning in concentration at absolutely fuck all.

   I pressed the phone to my ear, all of my attention focussed on Scott who had disappeared through the opened, heavy oak, front door.

   Didn’t they lock their doors here? How could they be so trusting?

   For fleeting seconds, I glimpsed Scott through the huge window. This part of the house was in darkness, and I watched his shadowy figure walk straight past the window and into the unseen room beyond.

   The imaginary conversation took the best part of fifteen minutes and I drummed my fingers on the dashboard, going over everything I had planned in my head.

   Taking a deep, shaky breath, I got out of the car.

   This is it, I thought in fluttery anticipation. The moment of reckoning.

   I walked to the door beneath the darkening sky, a friendly smile plastered on my face.

   

   I knocked on the door before entering.

   “Hello?” I called out tentatively. 

   Where was everybody? I took a wary few steps inside until I was in the part of the house I had seen from outside. Now that the sky was darkening it was hard to make out Scott’s car and the woods beyond though the glass.

   Nice space, I thought, turning slowly on the spot. It was a mix of old and new, a perfect design marriage that must have cost many thousands to execute. The high, vaulted ceiling with criss-crossing oak-beams was the nod towards ‘the old’ and the minimalist, modern furnishing was most definitely ‘the new’. I wandered into the gorgeous space, trailing my fingers over the long red sofa in the middle of the room. Big, abstract oils that looked like they belonged in the Tate Modern adorned the white-painted, pointed stone walls and my gaze was drawn to one in particular – a huge canvas over the post-modern, blocky fireplace that looked like a sea of blood.

   Hey, perhaps these guys will be cool with me being an extreme horror author, after all...

   Shame I’m going to kill the cunts.

   Suddenly, the vast room was plunged into light and I jumped in shock, spinning round.

   “I see you admiring my favourite painting. It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Beautiful yet ugly, repulsive yet compelling, a real juxtaposition.”

   The man extended a hand and I took an awkward step towards him to shake it. So this was Mr Thomas Jones. The love of my life’s father. All I could think in that moment was that he looked exactly as I had expected him to look.

   “It’s a pleasure to meet you at last, Chloe. Scott has told us so much about you.”

   I realised I was staring at him; I could feel myself going bug-eyed being caught off-guard like that. He was not unattractive for his age. I had been expecting some fusty old fart in a tweed jacket with round spectacles and white hair, and that’s pretty much what I got. But he wore it well and I wondered if he had a big cock. The ‘intellectual’ look can be quite a turn-on.

   “It’s lovely to meet you, too,” I gushed, finding my voice at last. “I’ve been looking forward to it all week.”

   “Oh, so have we.”

   His gaze slid down my body in a not-exactly paternal way and I felt the blood rush to my face. Not out of embarrassment, but out of horniness. The knee-length, black dress I had opted for had definitely been the best choice – classy, grown-up and just on the right side of slutty.

   “Scott also never mentioned how beautiful you were.”

   Dirty old bastard, I thought in delight. This was going to be so much fun…

   I waved my hand in front of my hot cheeks to deflect his compliment. “Oh, stop, really. You have a beautiful home.”

   “Thank you. Would you care to take a seat?” he said, gesturing to the long red sofa. “Can I get you a drink? I’m having a whiskey.”

   “That sounds nice. I’ll have one too.”

   “A girl after my own heart,” he said with a wink.

   I watched his tweed-clad back as he busied himself pouring the drinks over by the art-deco, glass cabinet which was next to the huge window.

   Again, I wondered what it would be like to fuck Mr Jones. Did he get ‘overexcited’, like Scott? Did his penis also veer to the left? Would he be good at eating me out? 

   Well, if he isn’t I’ll just do it myself and show him how I like it done…

   “So, Scott tells me you’re a writer,” he said, spinning round suddenly and catching me staring at him. 

   I felt my cheeks heat again under his gaze; he was going to cotton on that I was a horny little bitch with the amount of times I kept heating up.

   Either that, or he’ll just think I’m a sweet, nervous little flower.

   “Yeah, I just self-publish, nothing grand,” I said, cringing at my false modesty. “Not like you.”

   He raised one thick, black eyebrow. “Like me? How’d you mean?”

   “You know, an academic. I’m no retired university professor who writes high-brow literary articles and academic textbooks. I write to entertain myself, and hopefully to entertain others. But I’m no Hemmingway, put it that way.”

   Shit, my mouth was running away from me.

   Way to go, Chloe, don’t give the game away too soon.

   “What do you write, Chloe?”

   Hadn’t Scott told him? I wondered. Had he made me out to be more mainstream than I actually was? Was Scott ashamed of me because of what I wrote?

   Maybe. He always was a self-righteous prick.

   “Horror.”

   His blue eyes flashed something, although I wasn’t sure what. 

   “I know that, but I don’t know the details, Scott just said I’d have to ask you.”

   “I write extreme horror, I guess you could call it pretty dark stuff.”

   “That sounds… interesting. I’d like to read something of yours one day.”

   “Oh, you’re just being polite.”

   “No, I have nothing but respect for innovation and imagination. You saw a market, and you went for it. You dared to think outside the box and I say good for you.”

   This conversation was not going as I had expected it to. Scott had painted his parents to be kind people, but somewhat staid and old-fashioned in their values. He said they were cool with what I did for a living, but at the same time they wouldn’t want to actually read it.

   Wrong again, Scotty-baby.

   “I’m surprised,” I said.

   “Why would you be surprised? People are multi-faceted, do you not think, Chloe? No one is ever quite as they appear.”

   Ain’t that the fucking truth, I thought with a serene smile. “No, I guess not.”

   “I’m thrilled my son has met a girl like you, you are perfect for each other; his practicality and your creativity go so well together.”

   “Yes, I suppose so. I think Scott’s quite brilliant doing what he does. Being an electrical engineer is nothing short of genius as far as I’m concerned. He’s so clever.”

   I was gushing smarmy crap again, but the truth was, my future, would-be, father-in-law was making me distinctly horny with that whole, open-minded, academic thing he had going on. I shifted slightly on the red leather sofa, conscious that the edging of the cushion might ladder my black tights. 

   And I so wanted to look nice for this man.

   “He is very clever to land a girl like you.”

   “Where are Scott and his mum? I’m so looking forward to meeting your wife,” I said, to deflect the compliment before I did anything rash.

   I was in a quandary over whether to call Scott’s mum ‘Mrs Jones’ or ‘Elizabeth’. The first was too formal, the latter too familiar, hence the generic ‘your wife’.

   “Scott and Elizabeth had to pop to the shops.”

   “What? Really? When? I didn’t hear them leave.”

   “They went in our car, we keep it parked round the back. They went just before you came in. Scott said you were likely to be on the phone for a while and he’d probably be back before you were finished talking.”

   I stared at him in confusion, my heart suddenly beating uncomfortably fast. He was still standing over me and that made me nervous because this was the perfect opportunity to start my game. I took a large gulp of whiskey and savoured the soothing heat slipping down my throat.

   “I thought there weren’t any shops around for miles.”

   “Yes, four and a half, to be exact. We may live in the Lake district, but there’s still an Asda superstore on the outskirts of town.”

   I laughed, but it sounded hollow to my own ears. “We’re more about the Tescos down south.”

   Why did I say that? I thought. It sounded so god-damn lame.

   “Indeed. Elizabeth forgot the ingredients for the salad. Speaking of dinner, I promised I would keep an eye on the casserole while they’re gone. I’ll be back in a moment.”

   He stood up and strode over to the door that I had watched Scott disappear through earlier. I breathed a shaky sigh of relief; it was nice to be left alone for a moment to collect my thoughts. Mr Jones, or Tom, as I supposed I should call him, shut the door behind himself and I jumped to my feet. My tumbler was empty – I was sure he wouldn’t mind if I helped myself to a refill.

   Over by the drink’s cabinet my gaze was drawn to a framed photograph, lying face-down next to the silver drink’s tray. I smiled at it and set it up-right again.

   It’s a sign that their numbers are up…

   The phone was also there next to the framed photo so I took that opportunity to reach inside my shoulder bag for the penknife I always carried, and slice through the wire.

   When I had done that, I studied the framed photograph, running a trembling finger over their smiling faces. The snapshot taken on a sunny day was old; Scott couldn’t have been a day over twelve. His blonde hair, broad grin and lanky body was unmistakable. With her matching broad grin and sparkling brown eyes, the blonde woman on his right could only be his mother.

   Mr Jones looked a lot younger; his receding hair a light brown. He was laughing, squinting into the sun. 

   “Helping yourself to the whiskey, I see?”

    I dropped my hand from the photo like it had scalded me and grabbed the whiskey bottle. Composing my features into what I hoped was a passable imitation of a normal, calm human-being, I twisted my head round to smile at him.

   “Sorry, I didn’t think you’d mind.”

   “Of course I don’t, you’re obviously a girl after my own heart. I think I’ll have another one, too.”

   He came up behind me and I willed my hands not to shake. A whiskey was a bloody good idea right about now. When he plonked his empty glass down next to mine, I tried not to visibly cringe at his nearness. I could feel him directly behind me, in my personal space. I pretended it didn’t bother me and poured out two generous measures of whiskey. 

   It took every inch of willpower not to breathe a sigh of relief when he took his drink and retreated to the couch.

   Mentally, I ran over my possibilities at the speed of light.

   Strip naked and make him fuck me?

   Or perhaps just slit his throat with a shattered whiskey glass – something fun for Scott and his mum to see when they got back from the shops?

   I contemplated just pulling my gun from my stylish little black shoulder bag, but then the game would be up. Besides, where would be the fun in that?

    I decided to bluff it out for a little while longer, just for shits and giggles. “They’re taking a long time.”

   Mr Jones stretched out his long, corduroy-clad legs. 

   “They’ll be back in a minute. Come and sit down, you’re making the place look untidy.”

   I remained standing where I was, every muscle in my body coiled tight.

   “Actually, I need to use the bathroom, if you wouldn’t mind.”

   He regarded me levelly, a friendly smile tugging at his mouth. “Bathroom is through the door and up the stairs, second door on the right.”

   “Thanks,” I said. “I’ll be honest with you, Mr Jones, I was asking for later, you know, when I need to wash your blood off me.”

   And there it was. The Pivotal Moment. Knowing I wasn’t what I first appeared to be changed everything about the dynamics between us… 
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   Greg had been so engrossed in Chloe’s words, he only then became aware that the rain had turned into a full-blown thunderstorm. He was wrenched out of the story with a start, that sense of dread intensifying with every passing second.

   On trembling legs, he went over to the living-room window and yanked the curtains across, blocking out the rainy night. He shuddered. It was pitch-black out there. Anyone could be lurking in the bushes outside.

   Like Chloe…

   The DCI’s words echoed in his mind:

   Keep your doors locked…

   Had he done that earlier today? He tried to think. When he’d been back and forth with the grocery shopping this afternoon, he’d left the front door open then. 

   Why am I going down this road?

   He told himself he was being stupid. He’d only turned his back for one second as he unloaded his groceries.

   Come on, surely that doesn’t count. How else am I going to get the shopping inside? By osmosis? She is not in my house.

   Even so, he jumped to his feet and ran upstairs, taking two at a time. First of all, he went into the bedroom he had once shared with Chloe which still felt humid and steamy from the shower he had just taken in the en-suite bathroom. He got to his knees and checked under the bed. Then he threw open the wardrobe door.

   Nothing.

   Of course there’s bloody nothing.

   While he was in there he figured he may as well chuck on a pair of jeans before the police arrived, then he went into the spare bedroom. It was tiny, with no space under the single bed and blatantly no one crouching underneath the open desk where Chloe had once written.

   Chiding himself for being stupid, he went back downstairs. But he still checked the laundry room at the back of the kitchen before he sat down in the armchair once more.

   Why are they taking so long? It’s been ten minutes now.

   Less than a week ago, his home had been under twenty-four hour surveillance. Where were the bastards when you needed them?

   He picked up the diary once more, and began reading it at break-neck speed:

   

   

   He regarded me levelly, a friendly smile tugging at his mouth. “Bathroom is through the door and up the stairs, second door on the right.”

   “Thanks,” I said. “I’ll be honest with you, Mr Jones, I was asking for later, you know, when I need to wash your blood off me.”

   And there it was. The Pivotal Moment. Knowing I wasn’t what I first appeared to be changed everything about the dynamics between us.

   Nervous butterflies fluttered in my stomach and I took a deep, shaky breath. Getting overexcited never helped anyone, I had to remind myself, and I kept my cool.

   I took a gulp of my whiskey like I didn’t have a care in the world. “Do you want to fuck me before I kill you, or should I just kill you?”

   I have to give Mr Jones his due, his eyes barely even flickered. “What is this?” he asked calmly.

   “It’s a game, Mr Jones.”

   “What do you want? Who are you?”

   “Honey, I’m your worst nightmare come true. I’m the bogeywoman.”

   He must have been shocked to the core but he refused to drop his gaze or show his fear. If he was a character in one of my books he would have been running screaming for the door by now.

   And he’d also be very fucking dead.

   “Boo!” I said.

   The bastard didn’t even flinch.

   Cool customer, ay? Well, I’ll soon break that icy exterior…

   “Who are you?” he asked, his voice quavering, betraying his nerves. “What do you want?”

   “Now we’re getting to the nitty-gritty of it, aren’t we?”

   I almost felt sorry for him. A strange woman had stumbled into his life, turning it into the worst possible nightmare going and he didn’t have a fucking clue what was going on. 

   I did say almost felt sorry for him.

   “Please…” he began, then instantly clamped his mouth shut. Maybe he guessed that when a character in one of my books started saying ‘please’ to the killer they were as good as dead.

   “Please? Please don’t kill you? Now why would I want to go and do a thing like that?”

   The truth was, I hadn’t quite decided what I was going to do. All I knew was that I was going to have some fun, and he probably wasn’t.

   “Look, I don’t know what’s going on here, but nothing’s happened yet. Nothing has to happen. Just let me and my family walk away and we’ll pretend you never even came here tonight.”

   “Walk away Scott free? I don’t think so. Although you could say the world is about to be Scott free…”

   “What do you want?” he wailed, obviously forgetting all that stuff about keeping his cool. 

   Shame. I was actually beginning to respect him, in my own special way.

   “I want to see your blood flow, that’s what I want.”

   Mr Jones got to his feet. His hand must have been trembling and sweating so much that the glass slipped through his fingers and shattered on the floorboards. “Keep away from me,” he said, his eyes darting nervously from side to side as if frantically going over his options in his mind.

   Good luck with that, mate.

   “What’s the matter, Mr Jones? Don’t you like your future daughter-in-law?”

   “Fuck you,” he said.

   As soon as it was out of his mouth I could tell he knew it was a mistake. 

   “That wasn’t a very nice thing to say in front of a lady. In fact, you’ve made me very, very cross.”

   Then I was on him. One second I was standing there, the next I sprang forward with all my trademark grace and agility. He too sprang into action, lunging for the door but I jumped on his back like an overexcited dog and he fell to the ground with a nasty smack that knocked the stuffing out of him.

   I straddled his shoulders, enjoying the solid weight of him between my thighs, loving the way the side of his face was crushed against the unforgiving floorboards. I leaned down and breathed hotly on the side of his neck, whispering in his ear;

   “You’re not going anywhere, Daddy.”

   Shuffling down his body, I wrenched his hands behind his back. He sucked in a sharp intake of breath – I had probably painfully wrenched his shoulders – but hey, at least my weight had shifted off his upper back so he could breathe again. 

   Unzipping my shoulder-bag, I produced a roll of sticky-tape – a girl should always be prepared. Deftly, I unrolled the tape and bound together his wrists. Pleased with my handiwork, I dismounted my new toy and did the same at his ankles.

   Mr Jones wasn’t going anywhere.

   “There, all done,” I said.

   Just then, I heard voices drifting our way through the closed door that led to the kitchen. Scott and his mum were back and must’ve slipped in through the back-door. Wanting to prolong the fun and games for a little while longer, I skipped gaily in the direction of the kitchen.

   “Back in a minute,” I said.

   I burst through the kitchen-door, a little breathless and probably flushed.

   “Chloe,” Scott said, dumping a carrier-bag on the kitchen island.

   It was a very nice kitchen, I noticed. Much like the main living-room, it was a mix of old and new, kind of a cross between an old country cottage kitchen and a state of the art, restaurant kitchen. Despite its size and gleaming chrome features, it was cosy.

   “What a lovely kitchen you have, Mrs Jones,” I said truthfully.

   She smiled warmly at me. “Thank-you. And please, call me Elizabeth. Oh, come here, it really is lovely to meet you at last.”

   To my surprise, she pulled me into a scented hug and I let her hold me. When she was done, she held me at arm’s length, examining me. Discreetly, I examined her right back. Just like her husband, she was pretty much as I had expected her to be. She looked to be in her early sixties, a handsome woman with neat, white, bobbed hair, a knee-length tweed skirt that was actually quite fashionable right now and a silk blouse. She was tall, like me, and slim. 

   “It’s lovely to meet you, too,” I said.

   “Has that husband of mine checked on dinner?” she asked, making a beeline for the head-height oven and opening the door.

   “Yes, a few minutes ago.”

   “What did Justin have to say?” Scott asked me as he unpacked the carrier-bag, pulling out filters for the coffee machine and a bottle of champagne.

   “He’s sold the film rights to Djinn. Can you believe it?”

   “Darling, that’s fantastic,” he said, coming round the island to give me a brief hug.

   “Yes, it is, congratulations,” Scott’s mum added. “I can’t believe we’re going to have a famous author in the family. Scott, I think you should open the champagne.”

   “Absolutely,” Scott said with a smile. “So how was my dad? I trust he’s been nice to you.”

   “Oh, he’s been lovely.”

   “Good,” Mrs Jones said. “Why don’t you two go into the living-room with the champagne, I have to check on dinner. I’m sure your dad is thirsty.”

   “Dad is always thirsty if there’s champagne on offer.”

   Their banter was beginning to irritate me, who did they think they were, the fucking Waltons? Hanging above the island was an array of utensils – spatulas and saucepans and the like. A kebab-skewer caught my eye, firing my imagination and making my heart beat faster.

   “You look all dreamy,” Scott said to me as he popped the cork and poured the frothy, golden liquid into four champagne flutes. “I’m so proud of you.”

   I smiled back, I could feel my cheeks were flushed. But not for the reasons he was thinking. I wasn’t dwelling on the imaginary film-rights, I was fantasising about to whom and where to stick that scewer.

   Scott handed me and his mother a glass of bubbly. “Cheers,” he said.

   “To new beginnings,” said Mrs Jones, smiling warmly at me.

   “To your miserable lives ending,” I said jovially.

   I took a drink. No one else did. Scott and his mother stared at me wide-eyed.

   “Chloe? What on earth?” Scott asked.

   “Tell me, Scott, was she a better fuck than me?”

   “What?”

   “You heard. I know. I know all about that miserable, squalid one night stand you had when we first got together.”

   “Have you been drinking?”

   “Oh, will you fuck off with that bollocks?”

   “I think we should take this outside. Mum, I’m so sorry.”

   Mrs Jones just gawped at us, her mouth slack.

   “No, Scott, I don’t want to go outside, I want to sort this the fuck out, right now.”

   I reached up and plucked down a hanging frying-pan, holding it like a pro-tennis player on the court. Scott eyed the frying-pan warily.

   As well he should, I thought as I let rip an almighty war-cry.

   His face was a picture. All the blood had drained from his face and the whites of his eyes were perfectly round. I figured he was so stunned he was rooted to the spot.

   I swung the frying-pan like Andre Agassi delivering a killer serve on the tennis court, except my ball was Scott’s head. The frying-pan made a comical dong sound as it connected with his temple. 

   Scott crumpled to the floor and Mrs Jones screamed. I turned my attention to her, frying-pan still in hand. Her screams gave way to sobs and I smiled. 

   “Why are you doing this?”

   “Because your precious son is a cunt. Because I enjoy it. And because I like my writing to have authenticity which means, you know, research.”

   Casually, I reached up for the kebab-scewer I’d had my eye on and hung up the frying-pan in its place.

   “Stay away from me,” she said between hitching sobs. 

   I passed the scewer from hand to hand, enjoying the look of sheer terror in her eyes. She stumbled backwards, almost tripping over her own feet in the sensible court-shoes. She was heading for the backdoor and I decided to end it. It was cold outside and I really didn’t relish the idea of chasing around after her in the dark.

   Lunging forward, I plunged the pointy end of the silver scewer into her heart. I fancied I heard her heart go pop, but of course that was probably just my imagination. Her eyes went big and wide as she gasped her final breath.

   There was very little blood – just the thinnest of trickles that stained her cream blouse. I guessed that most of the bleeding was internal, and that her insides would be a bloody pool right about now. She slumped against the island counter before sliding to the tiled floor.

   My thoughts turned to Mr Jones, and how much he would want to see his family. I grabbed Scott’s ankles and began to drag him across the tiled floor.

   “Scott!” Mr Jones shouted from behind me as I burst through the door, back into the living-space.

   For a slim guy, Scott sure was heavy and a thin sheen of sweat broke out all over my body as I dragged him into the centre of the room. 

   The most miserable sounding moan escaped Mr Jones’ lips and I revelled in the sound.

   “Relax,” I puffed. “He’s not dead.”

   Yet…

   I dragged him all the way over to where Mr Jones sat, bound by the tape, and dropped his ankles. Scott’s arms were flung over his blonde head in the way they sometimes did when he was sleeping off too much booze and his eyelids fluttered, like they were trying to open.

   “Scott? Can you hear me?” his dad asked.

   He groaned some more, his eyes finally opening.

   “Scott. Thank God. How badly are you hurt? What did she do to you?”

   “Hit me on head… Christ, fucking hurts.”

   He went to sit up, his torso and neck trembling with the effort, but it was obviously too much for him and he seemed to give up and lay there panting. He pressed the palms of his hands against his face, his elbows pointing skywards.

   “Who is she?” Mr Jones whispered.

   When Scott removed his hands I saw the tears glistening in his eyes. My heart sang at the sight of his mental and physical struggle and I ached to hurt him some more, but I wanted to prolong the fun. I left them to it, making my way back to the kitchen, shutting the door behind me.

   “Let’s listen to what they say,” I said to Mrs Jones, who was staring into empty space.

   I crouched down on my knees and pressed my eye to the keyhole in the door. I could see and hear everything…

    “Who is she, Scott?” Mr Jones was asking, shuffling closer to his son.

   “It’s Chloe. Oh God, I don’t have a fucking clue what’s going on,” he said. His voice sounded thick and slurry. “Oh God, Mum. She knocked me out, I don’t know what she’s done to Mum…”

   I looked over at Mrs Jones, and giggled.

   As soon as the words were out of his mouth, it seemed to lend him strength and he hauled himself into a sitting position.

   Does he really think he can just walk away from me? I thought with interest.

   Scott was busy untying his father, making mincemeat of the tape round his wrists and ankles.

   Obviously I didn’t twat him over the head hard enough…

   “Come on, let’s go,” he said, helping his dad to his feet. “We need to call the police.”

   Scott left his dad standing there and lurched over to the phone on the drinks’ cabinet. He picked up the receiver and pressed it to his ear. He frowned in confusion, and it took a moment for him to notice the cut wire.

   “Shit,” he said, the receiver dropping from his hand. “My mobile is in the car.”

   He stumbled over to his father who was standing there in a daze, swaying slightly on the spot. Scott grabbed his arm and dragged him over to the door. It was kind of hard to tell who was supporting who.

   “But Elizabeth,” Mr Jones said.

   “We need to call the police first, and quick, before she comes back.”

   Was he right, I wondered, or was he just being a coward? I mean, I’m a woman, for pity’s sake, I thought Scott has bigger balls than that. As a writer, I’ve always wondered how people would really react in such a horrendous situation. I mean, you can empathise and speculate until you’re blue in the face, but you never know for sure. If I had of been writing this scene, I would’ve made Scott burst into the kitchen and attempt a rescue mission. He would have had no qualms in restraining me anyway he saw fit, and just like that, the tables would’ve been turned. Scott would’ve been victorious and he and his dad would’ve escaped into the sunset…

   Except that wasn’t what happened because real life isn’t like that. Like I say, you never know for sure how someone will really react until it actually happens.

   Seeing as they were seconds away from leaving the house, I thought it was time I restored order. I reached inside my shoulder-bag for my gun, curling my fingers lovingly around the handle. 

   I kicked open the door with the weapon held out before me, feeling like a super-cool, super-sexy spy from some Hollywood blockbuster, or something. The truth was, I had never fired a gun before and had got this one off a drug-dealer in a club the week before. 

   “And where do you think you’re going?”

   Slowly, they turned round to face me. My stomach flipped in excitement when I saw their scared-stiff faces. I pointed the gun at each of them in turn, loving the power I had over them. 

   “Why the fuck would you untie him, Scott? That was really fucking stupid. “In fact…”

   I pulled the trigger, aiming for his leg. He went down, and Mr Jones screamed.

   “Scott,” he cried, falling to his knees next to his son.

   He lay unmoving on his front and his dad reached down to feel for a pulse at his neck. He must have felt one, for he breathed a shaky sigh of relief.

   A puddle of blood expanded around his shin, seeping into the joins between the floorboards like mini rivers.

   “I can’t believe the silly cunt untied you,” I grumbled. “Lie on your front, you won’t get loose a second time.”

   Passively, as if the fight had been knocked out of him, Mr Jones lay down on his front. I strode over to him, yanking his arms behind his back. The rip of the sticky-tape unravelling made me smile – there was absolutely no one left on God’s earth to untie him now.

   “You ain’t getting out of that one, bitch,” I said cheerfully.

   I went back into the kitchen to fetch Mrs Jones. It wasn’t right she was stuck out in the kitchen, I mean, how sexist is that? As I had done with Scott, I grabbed her by the ankles and dragged her into the living-room to join the party.

   I dragged her into the middle of the room and dropped her feet. I stood there for a moment to catch my breath and stared down at the dead woman. I turned round to face Mr Jones, who had pulled himself into a sitting position.

   “Who are you?” he asked. “Why are you doing this?”

   I regarded him thoughtfully. “You should ask your son that. Shame he’s unconscious and dying from blood-loss as we speak.”

   “Elizabeth?” Mr Jones called out. Obviously, it fell on deaf ears. “Why are you doing this?” he wailed again.

   I was getting a little bored of his whiney attitude.

   “Look, Mr Jones, the fact is, I really hate your son. He was unfaithful to me and I’ve been waiting for the perfect time to punish him. And now I’m going to have to punish you too, for asking really stupid fucking questions.”

   I looked down at the gun in my hand. Won’t be needing that for the minute, I thought, popping it back into my bag.

   I reached down, not breaking eye-contact with him and picked up Mrs Jones’ leg by the ankle. The sensible black court-shoe hung off her foot and I threw it across the room for dramatic effect. For some reason, I found the sight of her toes in the flesh-coloured hosiery deeply arousing. Somehow, her tight-clad foot took on a whole new meaning. It became symbolic of my mission, of how something so seemingly ordinary could turn so delicious and seedy. How any situation could descend into madness at the drop of a hat.

   The rest happened in a blur, I just remember the blood, seeping from her foot. It didn’t pump, seeing as she was dead, and I admired the lazy, sensual quality of her flowing blood. I was so turned on, so ‘in the moment’, it’s all gone a bit hazy in my mind. Nothing seemed real, I felt detached from everything and everyone, including myself. It was as if I was watching myself from afar, a ghostly witness to a scene of great eroticism.

   From my shoulder-bag I pulled out a serrated bread-knife – a little something I had picked up in the kitchen – and sliced into Mrs Jones’ foot. Well, not so much sliced, as hacked.

   It felt amazing to saw her toes clean off and I couldn’t tear my gaze off the bloody spectacle. 

   I toppled backwards, the end of Mrs Jones’ foot coming away in my hand. I only just managed to right myself in time so I didn’t land smack on my arse. Still crouching on the floor I smiled at Mr Jones, popping the bloody lump in my mouth and sucking it like a kid sucking an ice-lolly.

   I had always wanted to drink someone’s blood, it’s been a life-long fantasy. That night was my first. My first of a lot of things, as it happens. Let’s just say it was a long time coming and I went a little wild.

   Spitting out the yummy toe, I turned Mrs Jones over onto her front.

   “Elizabeth,” Mr Jones sobbed. “You fucking, fucking bitch.”

   “Well, that’s not very nice now is it?” I huffed.

   Mr Jones turned his attention back to his son. “Scott,” he hissed. “Scott!” he said again, louder this time when he didn’t reply.

   Scott mumbled something incomprehensible into the floorboards.

   Still alive then, I thought.

   “Hang in there, Son,” Mr Jones said. “Everything’s going to be okay.”

   As fucking if…

   Scott didn’t reply. The puddle of blood around his legs was expanding by the minute and I knew he would die of blood-loss if he didn’t get to a hospital soon. And there was no fucking danger of that.

   Mr Jones burst into tears. Maybe he had just worked out his wife was dead, I don’t know, but he gave in to the tears of self-pity and frustration. I couldn’t help but think he was a bit slow on the uptake if the penny had just dropped. I suppose shock will do terrible things to the mind.

   “Elizabeth, oh, Elizabeth,” he said through choking sobs.

   Delaying what I was about to do to Mrs Jones, I went to Mr Jones.

   “Will you stop with the moaning?” I said, pushing him in the chest so he went sprawling backwards. Mr Jones cried out and landed in an ungainly heap on his side – that wasn’t going to make his sixty-something bones feel very good, I reasoned.

    “Why are you doing this?” Mr Jones asked in a surprisingly strong voice, considering the state of him. 

   I stared down at him, hands on hips and legs apart.

   “I already told you, Scott was unfaithful to me, I found that text from that slag thanking him for such a special night and saying they should do it again sometime. And the spineless cunt only went and dumped her by text message. He doesn’t deserve to live, and neither do you, seeing as you brought him into the world.”

   Mr Jones struggled back up into a sitting position, holding his body awkwardly.

    Steadfastly, he refused to look at me.

   “Why did you kill my wife?”

   “Questions, questions, questions. Don’t make me gag you. If you must know, I inserted a kebab-scewer into her heart, minimum mess that way. I want her intact for what I have planned for her.”

   Mr Jones wept like a baby. “How could you?”

   “How could you?” I mimicked.

   In the blink of an eye, I crouched down before him, my fist curling in the collar of his shirt. I yanked him forward so that I was nose to nose with him. I caught a waft of stale garlic and whiskey on his breath, and wondered if he could smell his wife’s flesh and blood on mine…

   His torso seemed to lurch, like a wave of nausea had hit.

   I guessed he had smelt it, then.

   I let go of his shirt and he wobbled precariously, almost landing on his back. He sat there, chest heaving, but appeared to get the urge to puke under control. While he was busy working on his breathing technique, I pulled a bread-knife out of my shoulder-bag – the same breadknife that I had used to hack off Mrs Jones’ toes.

   Mr Jones looked down at what I was doing and seemed to inhale a scream.

   “No,” he coughed and spluttered, trying to twist away from me.

   “Oh no, you don’t,” I said, slapping him across the face.

   The slap had the desired effect; it cut his protests dead. I continued to cut through the front of his shirt. And when I had done that, I undid his belt buckle and I unzipped his fly. Because it was too awkward to lift up his backside, I hacked through his chords and underpants so the tops of his thighs and flaccid dick came into view. The material flapped pathetically around his privates, and I laughed at the state of him.

   Mr Jones closed his eyes in disgust, as if he could pretend it wasn’t happening. Silly old fool, I thought happily.

    “Look at me,” I instructed Mr Jones as I crouched there before him.

   Mr Jones turned his gaze on me, his expression stony and dead. But he wasn’t fooling me – I could see his shame beneath the surface of his eyes.

   “You know, you ain’t half bad looking for an old guy. Do you work out?”

   He just glared at me.

   “Wow, I didn’t know old people could blush. Seeing as you’re sat there half-naked, it’s only fair that I do the same.”

   I got to my feet and lifted the dress above my head, throwing it to one side. I’m quite the exhibitionist, and I don’t mind admitting it. I love it when men look at me.

   “Do you think I’m hot?” I asked as I reached behind my back to unclip my bra.

   I cupped my double DD tits, giving them a little jiggle for his benefit. My nipples puckered between my splayed fingers.

   “Do you think I’m hot, Mr Jones? Do you like my tits?” Mr Jones looked away, a red tinge shading his hollow cheeks. “I said fucking look at my fucking tits.”

   He gasped in outrage when I took a running kick at his head. Mr Jones flopped sideways, an angry red mark on the side of his head where my high-heels had made contact. He lay unmoving on the floor, his expression vacant and staring into space.

   “You seriously need to start doing as you’re told,” I said, kneeling before him.

   I thought about hitting him in the face again, but I didn’t want to knock him out.

   “Sit up, Mr Jones, I think it’s time you got properly acquainted with your son’s fiancée.”

   “Please,” said the man, and right then he seemed far older than his sixty-odd years. 

   An intense pang of lust gripped me and I vowed to get my rocks off before much longer. Mr Jones, obviously not wanting to incur any more damage to his person, pulled himself into a sitting position once more.

   “That’s better, Mr Jones. Now, I want you to pay close attention here, I don’t want you to drop your gaze from this lovely body for a second. And if I ask you a direct question, then you bloody well answer me, do I make myself clear?” The old man was silent. “I said, do I make myself clear?”

   “Yes,” the man said in that surprisingly commanding voice of his.

   “Good. Now tell me, Mr Jones, have you ever seen such a fucking gorgeous body on any woman?”

   The look of hatred on Mr Jones’ face was indescribable; his eyes flitted from side to side and his cheeks were flushed. The side of his head seemed to swell and darken with every passing second. None of this was his fault, not really, but it didn’t make me hate him any less. I loved the feel of his eyes on my naked body; it made my skin crawl and tingle.

   “No,” Mr Jones said through gritted teeth.

   “No, what?”

   “No, I have never seen such a fucking gorgeous body on any woman.”

   “Not even your wife?”

   “Leave my wife out of it,” he said in a low voice. “She’s dead, what more do you want?”

   “Oh, I want a whole lot more, Mr Jones.” I got to my feet and slid my tights and plain black knickers down to my ankles, kicking them away. I stood there with my legs apart and slid my fingers between my thighs, holding my labia splayed open in an upside-down ‘V’. “Now, this, Mr Jones, is what fresh, young pussy looks like. So much sweeter than Mrs Jones withered old cunt.”

   That’s when Mr Jones screamed. It was the oddest sound I had ever heard and made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. It started out low and deep, like a growling dog, getting higher and louder as the scream progressed. In the weirdest way, it reminded me of a surge of electricity, thrumming into life along a power-line…

   “You’re giving me a headache, you silly old fool,” I said, extending my foot and kicking him in the head again. 

   That shut him up – he hunched over, struggling to breathe. Laughing at the pitiful figure he cut, I shoved the tip of my shoe against his chest and pushed. He fell backwards, hitting the back of his skull as he went down. That must really hurt his hands too, lying on them like that.

   He’s going to die of a fucking brain-haemorrhage if I’m not careful…

   I giggled and planted my knees either side of his head. It got me really fucking wet with him gazing up at my cunt.

   “Tell me, Daddy, do you think I have a beautiful cunt?” I peered down at him over the mounds of my breasts, laughing at his red-rimmed eyes that glistened with tears of defeat. “Do you like bald pussy or hairy pussy? I like to keep myself waxed, but I never go the full hog. Was Mrs Jones au-natural or hairy? Shall we take a look?”

   I went to stand up…

   “Don’t you dare touch my wife.”

   “Alright, alright, don’t get so uptight about it. She is dead, you know, it’s not like she knows what’s going on.”

   Mr Jones glared up at me and for a fleeting moment I admired his strength of character. It was plain from the expression in his eyes that he wanted to kill me. “Do not touch my wife,” he repeated.

   “Relax, Mr Jones, we’ll leave Mrs Jones out of it. For now. You have one more chance to answer my question. Do you prefer bald pussy or hairy pussy?”

   “Hairy,” he said through gritted teeth.

   “I see. Don’t you just wish you could bury your face in my succulent little cunt? Nibble on my nice, juicy lips?”

   He squirmed in abject misery, my attentions obviously weighing heavy on his soul.

   “Yes,” Mr Jones said.

   Beads of sweat ran down his ever-swelling forehead, making him blink.

   “Then don’t just look at, fucking eat it.” 

   He stared up at me in total disbelief, like he was hearing the words but not making sense of them. I couldn’t quite catch my breath because I was so turned on. Mr Jones licked his lips, as if preparing to receive me, so I obliged. Facing away from his body, I took a deep, shaky breath and straddled Mr Jones face. The feel of his facial features pressed between my legs was every bit as electric as I had expected it to be and I cringed in lust. 

   I ground my clit all over his face – especially his nose which sent sparks of shooting pleasure through my pussy – before pushing down on his mouth, searching for some tongue action.

   Oh yeah, I thought, when his tongue massaged my clit with surprising accuracy and strength. Not bad for an old guy. 

   Mr Jones moaned, probably from terror and disgust – who the fuck cares – and it reverberated up my body, making me shudder.

   I sucked in a sharp intake of breath at the direct and shocking clitoral stimulation. It made my nerve endings sing out and I gritted my teeth and moaned in need at the wet firmness of his tongue. 

   “You like eating my pussy, don’t you old man? Ah, God, harder, yeah, just like that…”

   His firm tongue laved me faster and I squeezed my nipples hard between thumb and forefinger. The wave of pleasure crashed over me and I ground out the last vestiges of my orgasm on his face.

   “Fuck, you’re good,” I panted, swinging my leg over his head and flopping onto my side next to him.

   His mouth and chin glistened with my pussy juices and I stared at his soggy face as I caught my breath. Shakily, I got to my feet.

   “I have to get a few things out of the car now. Don’t you so much as move a muscle, or things will get very bad for you, do I make myself clear?”

   “Crystal,” he said.

   Deciding that it was fine to leave, seeing as one of them was dead, one was unconscious and the other was tied-up, I picked up my discarded dress and threw it on, not bothering with my underwear. 

   I eyed my knickers and on the spur of the moment I decided to stuff them into Mr Jones’ mouth; I really didn’t fancy listening to him moaning on when he saw what I was going to do.

   When I had done that I made my way over to the door, stopping en route to retrieve the car-keys from my unconscious fiancé’s jeans’ pocket.

   It was late evening by then, and cold outside. Shivering in just my flimsy dress, I clicked the button on the keyring for the boot. From the boot, I pulled out two full cans of petrol and carried them into the living-room.

   With that done, I returned to the car and stared at the tramp in the boot whom I had ‘flat-packed’ and wrapped up in bin-bags. By flat-packed, I mean I had bent him at the waist until his spine had snapped and his nose touched his feet. I hauled the black plastic parcel out of the car and it thumped to the ground. Bracing myself, I leaned down and groped for a leg and an arm and dragged him into the house. 

   By the time I joined the others, I was puffed. Mr Jones stared at me with bulging, wild eyes above his knicker-stuffed mouth.

   “Mmph, mmph,” he said.

   I ignored him and picked up a petrol-can. I could hear the liquid sloshing around inside as I unscrewed the cap and approached Mr Jones.

   I tipped the petrol over his head and he screamed into the gag. It was quite funny watching his eyes bulge and his nostrils flare. His chin jerked forward a couple of times, like he was retching – I could hardly blame him for that, the overpowering and heady stench of it was making me gag, too.

   When I had deemed Mr Jones sufficiently petrol-soaked, I moved over to Scott and tipped the remainder of the can over him. It must have been the fumes that brought him round, like a dose of smelling-salts or something. He coughed and spluttered and twitched and moaned.

   “Why?” he moaned, trying but failing to twist his head round to look at me.

   “Because you’re a two-timing cunt, Scott Jones. And because I enjoy it.”

   I tossed away the empty petrol-can and it landed with an angry clatter on the floorboards. Next, I went to pick up the second full can and emptied that out over Mrs Jones, then I unwrapped the smelly old tramp-parcel and did the same to him. 

   Then I went back over to Mrs Jones. Picking up and arm and a leg, I flipped her over onto her front like she was a carcass at a butchers. 

   Now, where did I put my bag?

   I spotted it near Mr Jones, and went to retrieve it. From it I pulled out a pair of kitchen scissors – I guess my bag is more like a tool-kit than a handbag – and proceeded to snip through her blouse and skirt. When her back and shrivelled buttocks were bared, I got out a penknife and began to methodically slice her skin…

   Mr Jones mumbled something incomprehensible. I think he said ‘what are you doing’, but I wasn’t sure. I concentrated on the job at hand, trying to skin Mrs Jones’ back as neatly as possible.

   “I can hear you thinking bad thoughts, Mr Jones, I wish you’d stop.”

   I couldn’t hear his bad thoughts of course. I mean, I’m not fucking insane, but I could tell he wasn’t very happy from all that mumbling and sobbing and moaning. Scott appeared to have drifted off again. Shame, he was missing all the fun.

   Mrs Jones’ back skin was coming away nicely. Frowning in concentration, I finished up, gently removing most of her back in one big sheet.

   When I was done, I held it up and gazed lovingly at it before burying my face in the bloody side.

   “Oh, God,” I said.

   I was horny again, that measly little orgasm from before had barely made a dent in my desire. I rucked up my dress around my waist and with that delicious sheet of skin pressed to my face, I kneeled there with my thighs far apart and furiously masturbated. I closed my eyes in bliss, the aroma of Mrs Jones blood sending my senses into overdrive.

   God, it was all just so fucking good and my climax neared. For a second I peered over the sheet of skin, my gaze flickering over Mrs Jones’ wet and gleaming back, which was a complex patchwork quilt of glistening muscle and bone. Burying my face in her skin once more, my orgasm exploded.

   Weakened from the sheer force of it, I flopped on my back next to my almost-mother-in-law. My face felt sticky – I could only imagine what a grisly sight I must cut.

   “Time to end this,” I said.

   I retrieved my bra and put it back it back on by slipping the dress down to my waist. That done, I went to Mr Jones and plucked my knickers out of his mouth. As soon as I did so, he screamed so I kicked him in the head again. He flopped backwards and shut-up. 

   I went over to Scott and fumbled in his pocket for his lighter. Luckily, he was so out of it, I was able to place it in the palm of his hand and wrap his fingers around it.

   “You shouldn’t smoke, it’ll kill you, you know.”

   He just groaned in reply. I emptied out the contents of my handbag on the floor, keeping hold of my own lighter. I flung the bag across the room and went into the kitchen to switch on the gas rings. The gas hissed out in a steady stream and I quickly retreated.

   “This is it,” I said, as I strode back into the living-room.

   I stood in the doorway for a second, surveying the scene. Two dead, and two dying. I’ve heard that burning to death is the most painful way to go. I stood there and smiled, praying for that to be true.

   I was so proud of myself. I had just gone and committed the perfect murder. The police would think that the tramp was the killer, and Scott clutching the lighter like that would make it look like he started the fire to ‘save’ me.

   Perfect. I mean, let’s face it, I am a fucking genius.

   No one fucks with Chloe Fox, dear Greg, as you are about to find out.

   Because I’m looking at you, right now.

   






   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER FOURTEEN

   

   

   

   

   

   

   Greg dropped the diary, his heart hammering.

   What the fuck?

   He forced himself to breathe and to remain calm. She was just trying to freak him out.

   Yeah, well, she’s fucking succeeded.

   It was all so sick. It was beyond sick, it was…

   Monstrous. She is monstrous.

   He went to the window and peered out through a crack in the curtain at the rainy street. Still no sign of the police.

   Come on, where are you?

   Letting the curtain fall back into place, he tried to gather his thoughts.

   I’m still none the wiser. I still know nothing about her, not really. It had told him what happened that night to the Jones family, but that was about it. He was still in the dark as to why she was such a fucking nutter.

   How did I not see what she was really like? How could I let the same thing happen to my parents? To Susan, the woman I should have been with?

   Tears blurred his vision and he wiped them away on the back of his hand. Outside, the storm continued to rage.

   A sudden bolt of lightning lit up the living-room through the flimsy curtains, the furniture casting long shadows. His heart thumped at the sight of familiar objects rendered unfamiliar by the flash of light. For the briefest of seconds, he was sure that the free-standing lampshade next to the sofa wasn’t a lamp-shade at all, but her. 

   As quickly as it had arrived, the vision was gone again and he chided himself for being so stupid.

   But is it any wonder I’m so jumpy?

   He lifted his glass to his lips, but it was empty. Sighing heavily, he got to his feet and shuffled into the kitchen. Just as his fingers curled round the neck of the bottle, he heard a clunking sound. He froze in position, straining his ears.

   What the fuck was that?

   There it was again and he held his breath, his heart pounding against his sternum.

   It’s coming from the laundry room.

   On shaking legs he entered the utility room. It was empty, save for the clothes rack, washing machine and top-loading tumble dryer.

   He screamed when the lid to the tumble dryer flew open, and out jumped Chloe. She was naked except for a pair of trainers, and brandishing a small, sharp knife that he recognised from his own kitchen drawer.

   But that’s impossible… 

   Except it wasn’t, and he knew it. In a fleeting second, he thought of her hiding under the moulding machine at work. He stumbled backwards, his reflexes blurred by whiskey. This was his worst nightmare come true, the one where Chloe was chasing him in a fucked-up shape that defied the laws of human nature, and the one he’d had every single night since she had butchered his parents and Susan.

   “Gnash, gnash, here I come.”

   She barked at him like a dog, and clamped the handle of the knife between her teeth. In one graceful movement, she bent all the way back until she was in the shape of ‘the crab’. But being Chloe, she was able to scuttle like one too, and she ran towards him on her hands and feet, her face upside-down with the knife between her teeth. For a fleeting second he thought of the film, ‘The Exorcist’ where the little girl ran down the stairs in much the same, fucked-up shape.

   Sweet Jesus.

   Greg’s paralysis broke and he lurched out of the room and into the hallway with Chloe hot on his tail. He threw himself at the front door and a heavy weight thumped against his back, slamming him into the wood panelling.

   Chloe had launched herself at him, and stars danced behind his eyes as his forehead connected with the door.

   The sharpest pain in the world followed, right between his shoulder-blades. For a second he thought that she had punched him, then realisation dawned.

   She’s fucking stabbed me, came the incredulous thought. This can’t be happening.

   “You should’ve been more careful when you took your shopping in.”

   No shit, Sherlock.

   Greg wobbled on his feet, the little hallway spinning all around him. As he slithered down the door, the doorbell rang. He opened his mouth to scream for help, but nothing came out apart from a strangled cry.

   He felt as weak as a kitten, the pain in his upper back so sharp and high-pitched that it was causing his vision to dim. His arms and legs felt numb.

   Dimly, he was aware of Chloe tugging at him, and then he was staring up at the ceiling. Something hot pattered against his cheek, and when he twisted his head slightly, he saw that her wrists were dripping blood above his face. 

   She stroked his hair with her blood soaked hands. “I love you, Greg. I thought you were different. Why did you have to be such a cunt?”

   Her body shifted against his head – one second she was cradling his head in her lap with the side of his face pressed against her flat stomach, the next she flopped sideways so that his head rolled off her lap and smacked against the floor.

   The doorbell sounded again, but this time it was so much fainter.

   “We’ll always be together, Gregory Larson.”

   He barely heard her, he was shutting down fast. Instinctively, with the last vestiges of his strength, he reached out his arm and curled it around her hips. She was ice-cold to the touch, and slick with cooling blood.

   By the time the police kicked in the door, he was gone.

   

   The End

   






   

   

   

   

   Hello, you have reached the end of the story, thanks for reading. I have enclosed a sample of ‘Flesh Factory’ at the end of this book, if anyone is interested.

   Please feel free to contact me with any thoughts you may have, I love to hear from readers.

   Sweet nightmares to you all,

   Sam West. 

   






   

   

   

   

   SAMPLE OF FLESH FACTORY:

    AN EXTREME HORROR NOVEL

   BY SAM WEST

   

   CHAPTER ONE

   

   

   

   

   

   

   Rohan Sanders slowed the car to a crawl when the headlamps illuminated the lone girl walking towards him on the quiet country road. It was as if she had been delivered to him by God himself.

   Or the Devil.

   Thin, petite and probably malnourished, she looked like a druggie. She wore cutoffs and a tight white t-shirt. Even from this distance, Rohan could see she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were tiny, her nipples large and straining against the flimsy fabric in the cool summer evening. She had a tatty looking rucksack slung over one shoulder and her bony arm stuck out at a right angle from her body, her thumb sticking up hopefully.

   It’s your lucky night baby, Rohan thought.

   He stopped the car when she was parallel to the passenger door and wound down the window.

   “Can I give you a lift?” he asked, leaning over the seats.

   Her head popped into view.

   “Where you headed?” she asked.

   Her hair was super short, cradling her scalp in a pixie cut style in an unnatural shade of blueish-black. There were dark rings under her big brown eyes set in the thin, elfin face. He guessed her age to be mid to late-twenties, judging from the fine lines fanning out from the outer edges of those pretty eyes. If it weren’t for the nose-ring, blotchy skin and lack of meat on her, she would have been pretty damn beautiful.

   “I’m going to London,” he said.

   She paused for a moment, openly assessing him. Rohan breathed a sigh of relief when she eventually nodded. He knew he had what could be described as a trustworthy face, which is why he was so good at his job. His natural, golden-blonde hair flopped pleasingly onto his forehead and his big blue eyes held a childlike, guileless quality that belied his twenty-eight years. His nose was ever so slightly upturned in the classically handsome, clean-cut face, further enhancing his boyish charms.

   “Me too,” she replied.

   Thank God he had said London. 

   “Get in. It’s not safe for a girl on a road like this at night. What you doing out here anyway?”

   “Last guy I hitched with, he got fresh. I told him where to go and he threw me out the car.”

   “Bastard,” Rohan sympathised. “There’s some real jerks out there.”

   “Yeah, there sure are.”

   “Are you getting in or not?”

   He watched the indecision flash across her expressive, doe-like eyes, and then she was getting into the car next to him.

   “Thanks for this,” she said after a minute or two of driving in silence.

   “Hey, it’s no problem. Do you have a name?”

   “Isobel.”

   “It’s nice to meet you, Isobel. I’m Rohan. So what’s your story then? You homeless or something? Or have you just lost your wallet?”

   “Bit of both. I had a row with the guy I was living with and I walked out with nothing.”

   “That’s too bad. Why London then? Are you going to stay with a friend?”

   She looked like she was about to burst into tears and Rohan mentally ticked off another box. The ‘No-One-Gives-A-Flying-Fuck-About-Her’ box. So far so good.

   “No, there’s no one I know in London,” she said sadly.

   “So what are you going to do?”

   “I guess I’ll just figure it out when I get there.”

   “What about family or friends? You ain’t got no one you can go and stay with for a while?”

   “No.”

   Hell, this one was just too easy. 

   “That’s a shame. So who was this guy you walked out on? He your boyfriend?”

   She paused for a second, telling him all he needed to know. He’d seen and heard it all a thousand times. The guy in question was obviously her pimp.

   “I guess. You sure do ask a lot of questions don’t you?”

   “Let’s just say I have an inquisitive nature. How old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”

   “Nineteen.”

   That was a fair bit younger than he thought. That was good. Less chance of her having a severe STD or being too fucked up on drugs. It wouldn’t take much to restore her to her peak of beauty and health. The Factory would pay well for this one.

   “So why did the guy you were hitching with really chuck you out the car?”

   “I told you. He was hitting on me.”

   “It’s because he pulled over and just went for it, right? He wasn’t gonna pay for it.”

   Despite the dark, he saw he had hit the nail on the head from the way she twisted her head to look out the window and wring her hands in her lap.

   “I guess,” she said so quietly he hardly heard her, obviously hoping that he would open his wallet in exchange for a quick fumble.

   Rohan indicated left, pulling into an empty layby.

   “Hey, what are you doing?” she protested.

   “Relax will you,” Rohan said, bringing the car to a halt. “I’ll pay, just name your price. And I’ll only do whatever you’re comfortable with.”

   “Fifty pounds.”

   “Done.”

   She looked surprised when he opened up his wallet and produced two twenties and a ten.

   “A blowjob, please.”

   He said it with a boyish smile, a smile that had always got him what he wanted in the past, and it didn’t fail him now. The girl unclicked her seatbelt and shuffled sideways, undoing the fly of his jeans. A puzzled look passed over her face like a cloud when she held his flaccid cock in her tiny hand. When she dipped her head in his lap he reached under into the side compartment of the driver’s door, his fingers curling round the hypodermic needle. 

   He injected her shoulder with practiced ease before she even had a chance to wrap her lips around his penis.

   The girl instantly went slack, her head flopping in his lap. 

   He rearranged the girl in the passenger seat, making it look like she was taking a nap and started the car for The Factory.

   






   

   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER TWO

   

   

   

   

   

   Hope Hill shivered on the street-corner. She had been stood here for ten minutes now, and so far no cars had stopped for her on the busy ring-road. 

   Why am I even doing this, she thought despairingly. 

   Because you’re desperate, that’s why. Because if you don’t get that money together yesterday your little brother is dead meat…

   Just up ahead, she noticed a car indicating to pull in, stopping a few feet in front of her. She dithered for a second.

   It’s stopped for you, you doofus, get over there!

   She tottered over to the parked vehicle on impossible high heels that she really should have practiced walking in earlier. She figured that the owner of the vehicle probably thought she was pissed.

   The passenger window wound down and she leaned over, holding her waist length red hair off her face like she was peering through a curtain.

   “Hey,” said the young male driver.

   “Hey,” she replied, taken aback by the guy’s appearance.

   He was not what she was expecting at all. With his floppy blonde hair and handsome, boyish face, he could have the pick of any women he wanted.

   “Are you getting in or not?” he asked pleasantly.

   She hesitated for a second.

   Then she thought of her brother and got into the car. She had to do this, end of.

   “I charge one-hundred for a blowjob and two-hundred for sex, with a condom of course. I don’t do anal and if we go back to yours, I charge extra.”

   Her heart was beating so hard when she spouted her carefully rehearsed speech that she thought he might hear it. She twisted her hands nervously in her lap, staring down in disgust at the ridiculously short hemline of the clinging black dress.

   Come on, come on, get with the programme, you can do this…

   “You seem a little nervous.”

   “I do?”

   “Yeah, you’re real twitchy. Are you on a downer?”

   A downer? What on earth does he mean?

   And then she got it. He meant drugs.

   “A downer. Yeah.”

   My whole life is a bloody downer right now.

   “Why don’t we drive a bit while I mull over your offer.”

   “Fine. But time is money. I charge thirty pounds for prevarication outside the act itself. And all the while you’re deciding I don’t wish to leave the ring-road, I don’t want you driving away from the city.”

   He turned his head sharply to look at her. “You’re not on a downer, are you? I do believe you’re nervous.”

   “Nervous? Me? Not at all.”

   “I haven’t met a prostitute yet that says she charges for prevarication. You haven’t done this before, have you?”

   “Of course I’ve done this before, I’ve done this a thousand times. Hey, where are you going?”

   “Relax will you, I’m just finding a park,” the man said as he drove down a residential side-street.

   He pulled into the first available space and stopped the car.

   When he turned to look at her properly, her resolve crumpled.

   “I’m sorry, I can’t do this.”

   “I gathered that. That’s why we’ve parked.”

   “I’m sorry to waste your time.”

   Hope grasped the door handle, ready to slink back home with her tail between her legs and pretend that this had never happened. She would just have to find the money another way. Or simply offer her life in place of her brother’s.

   “Wait.”

   Something in the tone of his voice gave her pause to stop.

   “What?”

   “Have you really never done this before?”

   “Does it show that much?”

   The man smiled and she was once again struck by how handsome he was. His eyes were so wide and innocent, yet she detected such sadness behind them too.

   “Yeah. You’ve had a narrow escape, you know that, right?”

   She laughed softly, humourlessly. “Perhaps. Is that why you look so sad?”

   “Excuse me?”

   “Your eyes. They are so sad. Have you done this one too many times? Because you don’t have to. You could always stop.”

   “You’re very judgemental for a woman that was about to fuck for cash.”

   “Yes, you’re right. But I didn’t, did I? Not do it, that is. You know that saying, you’d rather die than do something? Well, I guess I’m about to put that to the test. It was nice to almost meet you.”

   She opened the door and swung one long, pale leg out of the car.

   “Wait.”

   For the second time she paused and turned to look at him. For some reason the sight of him made a lump form in her throat. He just looked so god-damn sad, like his heart was breaking.

   “What’s your name?” he asked.

   She paused, unsure if it was wise to tell. Oh, what the hell, she thought bitterly. I’m pretty much a dead woman walking anyway.

   “Hope. Hope Hill.”

   He smiled in the darkness. “Hope. There’s hope for you yet, Hope Hill.”

   “I somehow doubt it. What’s your name?”

   He paused for a second, as if he too was contemplating the wisdom of sharing his name.

   “Rohan.”

   “Well Rohan, next time you go picking up streetwalkers, just remember this for me. Sex without an emotional connection makes us no better than animals. It makes us dangerous, viscous, soulless. But if you love someone, sex is transcendental. It will make you a better person. Love will save you Rohan and I hope that one day you find it.”

   “That’s quite a lecture, coming from an almost-whore.”

   “Just think of it as my dying words.”

   “Don’t go,” he said, but it was too late.

   Hope left Rohan behind in the car and was on her way home.

    

   

   

   

   

   

   

   CHAPTER THREE

   

   

   

   

   

   

   Hope inserted the key in the lock of the three-bedroom, terraced house she shared with her brother, Ben. It had been their parents’ house ten years ago until their untimely death. Being the eldest, the house had gone to her and she had worked her butt off keeping up with the mortgage repayments to keep a roof over their heads.

    It took a few attempts to open the front door as she was still shaking so badly from her exceedingly brief experience as a street walker.

   “Ben?” she called out into the black hallway. “Are you home?”

   The door to the living room opened, flooding the pokey hallway with light. It took a moment for her to grasp the fact that it wasn’t Ben that stood illuminated in her living room doorway.

   “Who the hell are you?” she gasped, a feeling of doom curdling in her guts. “Where’s my brother?”

   “Ben’s a little tied up right now.”

   The guy was big, massive in fact. He had muscles on his muscles, and he wore a tight, white t-shirt to show them off. His obscenely bulging biceps were covered in tattoos and his bald head gleamed like he had polished it with oil.

   “Let me see my brother,” she said with more bravado than she felt. 

   She took a step towards him as if to barge past him into the living room. He grabbed her by her upper arms, his meaty hands completely obscuring her flesh there.

   “He never said his sister was such a babe,” the guy said, the sleazy admiration in his voice all too obvious.

   He leered down at her curvy figure, his eyes resting on her ample cleavage. One of his hands let go of her arm and grabbed her breast.

   She squealed and struggled in his grip but she was no match for his superior strength. Hope had big tits, she was on the large size of a double D, but her breast looked tiny in his shovel of a hand.

   He squeezed and moulded the fleshy orb, his thick fingers pinching her fear hardened nipple through the flimsy fabric of the dress.

   “Not wearing a bra either, I like it. My boss has good taste.”

   Hope didn’t know what he was talking about and in that moment, neither did she care.

   “Please, just let me see my brother.”

   “Sure. Once I’ve finished my inspection.”

   With that he pulled down the straps of her little red dress and her big tits popped out. She gasped in shock, her arms flying up to cover herself.

   The man prised them away as easily as if he were peeling open an envelope, pinning them to the side of her body.

   “Let me go!” she panted.

   She squirmed in his vice-like grip, conscious how her movements were making her breasts sway from side to side.

   “I love your nipples, I like a small pair on really big knockers. Nice and pink, too.”

   

   END OF SAMPLE
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