Smashwords Edition
© Veronica Kegel-Giglio 2011
Published by Vamplit Publishing at Smashwords
www.vamplitpublishing.com
~~~~~~
Warning
This novel contains explicit and erotic material and is intended only for adults.
Please do not allow this novel to be read by minors.
~~~~~~
Smashwords Edition, License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
Copyright Notice
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or shared using any form of technology available now or invented in the future. This book my not be printed or shared in any way without the permission of the publisher. This book is sold subject to conditions that lending or sharing in any form is not allowed. This book may not be reproduced in any part, shared, distributed or copied without the permission of the publisher.
All characters in this book are fictional and totally invented from the author’s imagination. None of the events or characters in this book has ever existed outside the author’s imagination or the content of this novel.
~~~~~~
Chapter 1
“This is the life,” I muttered, ignoring a shout across the bar as I flicked a lock of blond hair off my shoulder.
The atmosphere, filled with cigarette smoke and foul language, felt unhealthy and unclean. I sipped my drink and waited for my food to arrive, wondering if the tipoff about this place was phony. I was looking for background color for an article I was working on, but I hadn’t imagined this dive would be quite so colorful and I felt as if everyone was staring at me as if somehow they could tell I didn’t belong.
I pretended to be absorbed in my book, an erotic thriller; until a deep husky voice interrupted my thoughts, making me turn my head. His slurred speech was educated, and his aftershave was spicy. He sounded good and smelled better, but I just knew that when I looked up, he was going to look like a frog.
“You really shouldn’t be sitting here alone in the dark reading,” he said.
I craned my neck, staring-up at the tall, good-looking, dark-haired man who was grinning down at me. In his mid-to late thirties I thought, although his skin was pale and pasty, it was flawless and something in his look told me he wasn’t as young as he appeared, His dark pants accentuated his thin frame and his leather jacket helped show off his muscular torso, this man was no couch potato. I looked further up into dark eyes, warm and inviting. I tried to concentrate on his infectious smile rather than the bulging erection in his pants. It was, apparently, my lucky day, as the frog was handsome and well hung.
“Well, you could say I’m not really alone,” I said, waving my book at him before putting it down as the waiter brought my chicken wings.
We made polite conversation and then he asked if he could take a seat. I agreed while continuing to eat, I was hungry, but I was also interested. I hadn’t had a date in a very long time, so any male attention was good for me. I felt my flagging libido perk up a notch.
“What do you do for a living?” he asked, while watching me lick my lips clean as if I were a glass of water at a desert oasis.
“I work for a newspaper,” I said before wolfing down another mouthful of food.
“Really!” he exclaimed. “What a coincidence, I’m a novelist! You look like the female reporter type. You have a touch of the Lois Lanes about you.”
“Have I heard of you?” I asked.
“You also have a musky flowery scent about you. I noticed it right away. It smells like the scent of roses or something…”
“Have I heard of you?” I repeated.
“And I noticed your clothes,” he continued, acting as if he hadn’t heard me. “You like vintage items. Your sweater isn’t from this era, and…”
“It’s from the twenties,” I interrupted, watching his eyes roam deliberately over my body. “Who are you?”
“I love the color it suits you,” he murmured before taking a swig of beer as I felt my nipples harden against the light wool. “I’m Freddy Gazeer and you are...?”
I felt my jaw drop. Freddy Gazeer was one of my favorite erotic-mystery novelists. I couldn’t believe I was talking to someone whose books I had at home.
“I’m Honey Sewell,” I said, smiling brightly at him. “Are you married?” I asked him, wishing I’d outgrown the habit of just saying whatever was in my head to any good-looking man who showed me some attention.
“Not anymore, but I was, until she put the moves on one of my friends. Call me stupid, I knew what was probably happening. I wanted to believe she had special feelings for me, and…”
“And… what… what did you do?” I stammered, hoping he hadn’t cut her into small pieces and scattered her across the city because it would be just my luck if the first guy to show any interest in me, in forever, was a murderer.
“I lied to myself. It doesn’t matter anymore because we’re not together now.”
He said he hadn’t had so much fun talking to a woman in years and that he didn’t want to talk about his ex, because he wanted to get to know me. This was my cue to leave, I wasn’t going to discover anything with this guy trying to get to know me.
“But do I want to get to know you?” I asked him, rising from my chair at the table.
I walked toward the door, but he quickly grabbed my forearm. Pulling me to him and licking his lips, he exposed his bright-white teeth.
“Don’t leave so fast,” he replied. “We could get to know each other a little bit better before the night is over.”
I inhaled deeply, wanting to leave as fast as possible, but at the same time, I wanted to get to know him better. I had been in a number of traumatic and abusive relationships before I’d been offered my job at the local paper and moved here. I didn’t feel like starting another relationship, but I needed to get laid, bad.
“I…”
“Hey, you’ve heard about women disappearing around here, haven’t you?” he whispered. “Don’t leave alone, let me walk you to your car.”
“Okay,” I said.
~~~~~~
Chapter 2
I looked around nervously and a shiver ran down my spine.
“You’re an extremely attractive woman and attractive women around here are going missing. You should be used to men coming on to you, but all you have to say is ‘No’ and I’ll back off.”
I smiled. How could I not be flattered? Yes, I knew about the missing women, who didn’t, it was plastered all over the newspapers every day.
“Let’s go outside,” he whispered, still gripping my arm.
We left the bar and as he walked with me to my car, I thought I could still hear him muttering to himself about his bitch of an ex-wife. Then he motioned for me to open the passenger door of my old green Volvo so he could slide inside.
I can’t explain, but I felt safe with him. I wanted to be with him and I didn’t care much that the negative voice in my head was shrieking that he could be a serial killer.
“How bout we go drive by the house where my ex is living with my ex-friend, Sal,” he whispered, gesturing for me to start the car.
“It’s an odd way to start a date.”
He laughed before grabbing my hand and placing it on his crotch. “Feel what I have going on here? Perhaps we’ll skip the drive past and just head to your place, or maybe we could make-out outside her house.”
I chewed my lip, following his directions as I drove him down the long-winding road to a house that sat back off the main road. I parked the car.
“All the fucking bitch wanted was money. She never loved me and she never cared about what was important to me.” Then his tone changed. “I know you’re different. You’re the type of woman who would understand my needs.”
“I’d like to think I’m a good listener. My relationships have been nightmares since I left college, and I’m not interested in starting another one.”
A tall, thin redhead getting out of a car attracted my attention, she must be medically enhanced I thought as her chest became obvious. She meandered toward the front door, looking very sexy in her tight pants. Her skin was creamy white, similar in shade to Freddy’s skin. I watched her hand a sack of groceries to a tall, muscular man with pale hair and a beard standing in the doorway. The man was handsome, but strangely, even from a distance, I didn’t like the look of him.
“She’s very attractive,” I said gazing at the scene in front of me wondering what would’ve made this woman leave a husband like Freddy to go live with another man. They went into the house and I turned and I stared at Freddy. I lowered my gaze and was shocked, he’d undone his pants, released himself and was rubbing his hand up and down his freed erection. Without conscious thought, I reached out and circled the head with my index finger, smearing pre-cum around the dark-purple head, which glistened in the light from the streetlamp we’d parked near.
He leaned back in the seat and folded his hands behind his head, watching the house. My hand took over from his and I watched myself masturbate a virtual stranger in my own car as we sat outside his ex-wife’s house. Any moment, they could have come outside again and seen us. I felt myself becoming aroused at the thought of discovery, which was strange as I’d never been an extrovert; in fact, I’d only really had sex in a bed before.
“Use your mouth on me, Honey,” he begged.
I wasn’t sure I could in the confined space of the car, but just then I felt the insistent pressure of his hand on the back of my head. We had yet to even kiss, and now I was about to perform a sex act on him that in previously relationships I’d hated doing.
The pressure from his hand on the back of my head increased and I licked my lips as his cock brushed against them and I flicked my tongue over him. I heard him moan as he pumped his cock up violently into my shocked mouth.
I gasped and he took full advantage, pumping harder and further into my throat. I almost gagged and panicked as I realized how close to the edge he was. I’d never let a man cum in my mouth before, but I didn’t have time to do anything as I felt the first throb of orgasm against my cheek, my tongue and my throat. I opened my mouth wider to take a breath and as I did Freddy shoved down hard with his hand and arched off the car seat at the same time. Deep inside my throat, I felt the pulsing heat of his seed coating me.
“Good girl, now clean me up and we can go back to your place,” he said to me, his tone matter-of-fact, as I swallowed the last of his seed and licked him clean. The taste was intoxicatingly sweet, I couldn’t believe all men tasted this good or more women would happily swallow.
I sat-up, dazed and watched him tidy himself up.
After what we had just done, and all the things I hoped we were going to do, I had to ask the next question.
“Are you still in love with her?”
“No,” he snapped.
I sighed, wondering if I should even be having this conversation. I could feel some empathy for him and I wanted to know more about what had happened. I’m a reporter, it’s my job to be nosey, I reasoned.
“So how did you meet her?” I asked him, licking my lips and tasting him anew.
“Can I stay at your apartment?” He changed the subject. “I don’t want to sound as if I’m imposing, but I would like to know you better and we do have something here that needs to be tended to immediately.” He gently drew my hand from the steering wheel to touch his erection through his pants. I couldn’t believe the man had just cum and he was hard again already.
To take him home or not to take him home, that was the question. I must have been mad because I decided to take him home, telling myself, but not caring, that I was doing something totally crazy, and that I should know better. I tried to imagine all the bad things that could happen but all I could imagine was us having great sex.
The drive to my home was a blur. I don’t remember much, but when we got there I poured two Scotches, wondering why I was still doing this when I really didn’t want anything to drink, nerves probably. I got him to talk about his work and I mentioned that my last boyfriend had left me for a bimbo with phony boobs from a striptease nightclub.
He laughed. “So this moron took advantage of your kind, sympathetic nature?”
I was lapping up every ounce of male attention as if there was no tomorrow and sighed.
“You know how it is. People behave toward you the way you teach them to treat you. If you’re supportive, they never appreciate you and if you are mean, spiteful, and bitchy, then they respect you,” I said, trying not to sound too bitter.
“I guess you’ve hit a nail right on the head.” He slammed his Scotch glass down after taking a long slug. “My ex, Jessica, sure did use me. I was sitting there in the bar one night, the one where we met tonight and this lovely woman walked in, she had a great body and a sweet smile. We started talking and she told me her husband had just disappeared one day, she needed a man in her life and she needed somewhere to live, too. She was living with a nasty relative whose jealousy was making her life a difficult, or so she said.”
“So what did she do?” I asked.
“Well, she asked me to give her money and I let her move in with me, of course. I was thrilled. You see I thought I loved this woman. I didn’t know she had a dubious past and a history of fraud and gambling. She lied and did everything you could imagine, but at the time I wasn’t capable of saying ‘no’ to her.” He scratched his head looking bemused.
I sipped my Scotch. “It sounds as if she’s involved with some ‘bad’ people.”
“Yep,” he said. “She was working for a modeling agency, but I think it was a front for an escort service though. Jessica also told people she was the heiress to a large fortune left in trust from her first husband.”
“How many husbands has she had?” I asked.
“Oh, she’d had three at least. When we were together, I didn’t know what I was in for next.”
“Are you bitter?” I whispered. I understood bitterness, after all, I was bitter myself.
“Yes I am, at times I get very angry. She deceived me. I want to make it clear to you I’m a decent guy who normally doesn’t hang around with lowlife scum, but…”
“You sound as if you’ve never gotten over her and I don’t want to get mixed-up with a man who has too much baggage.” My tone was firm.
“Well, if someone had killed your heart, body, mind and soul, wouldn’t you be bitter?” His tone softened while speaking.
“Did you have sex with her as soon as you met?” I asked him, wondering why I couldn’t keep my mind off fucking Freddy. I wished he would just stop talking about his ex and start putting some moves on me. Okay I’m a great listener, but I could be great at other things, too, hadn’t I proved that to him in my car.
“Making love with her was unlike anything I’d ever known in my life. It felt so perfect, and she went out of her way to introduce me to new experiences and new people.”
“So how long were you two married?”
“I guess we were married about three years.” Freddy rubbed his chin before saying, “I’m sorry if I’m boring you. I should ask you more questions about the guy who broke your heart.”
My mind went blank as I thought about Dave. I started to talk, I don’t remember what I said to Freddy, but somehow I must have told him the whole sorry story of alcohol, drugs and the stripper he’d fucked in our bed. It was probably why I could listen to him talk about his ex, I been where he was and had the T-shirt to prove it.
“So you understand all the pain I went through for years,” he said before lighting a cigarette and pacing back and forth across the room.
I nodded, but the ache I was feeling wasn’t in my heart. I told him that I wasn’t sure I wanted to get involved.
“Do you still love him?” He cocked his head to one side. I’m not sure why, but I knew how I answered this question would impact on the rest of my life.
~~~~~~
Chapter 3
“No,” I snapped before feeling my face turn red. I didn’t know why I still filled with so much anger after all this time, but the thought of still loving someone who didn’t love me made me mad. I was still bitter, probably because I hadn’t met anyone in a long time. I sat perfectly still for a long time.
I tried telling him all about it, without sounding bitter, angry, or hostile, but I also had to tell him all about how much I had wanted to share my life with Dave.
“You sound like you were deceived, just as I was. This bitch just used me so I could financially support her way of life, which became very lavish. She used my credit cards to start a phony business, Select Services. I fell for her hook, line, and sinker, and she dumped me for one of my friends. Jessica is nothing but a bloodsucking whore.”
I listened to him tell me about how she did a disappearing act after cleaning out his bank account and how she’d moved back into their home with Sal while he’d been out of town. I couldn’t help but wonder about her, but then he decided to change the subject. He talked about fishing and sailing, and I asked him what sort of books he read. Freddy said he loved mysteries and horror novels, but would read just about anything.
We talked awhile about books and writers, we talked about spirituality and the afterlife and I couldn’t believe how intense the conversation became. This man captivated me.
Eventually the conversation changed, we started to talk about our childhoods and our parents, and he had some mixed emotions about his parents as I did about mine. We shared secrets, at least I did. I felt compelled to tell him everything.
I can’t remember what time of the night it was when I got up and went over to the CD player, turned on the music and started to dance. It must have been the alcohol loosening me up, as I’d never done anything so corny before. He put out his cigarette and joined me.
Our bodies moved together of their own volition as we slow-danced in each other’s arms. I can still hear his laughter when he whispered in my ear, complaining about my two uncoordinated feet.
“Don’t you wish we could stay like this and just dance the night away?” he asked me.
I tilted my head back to look up into his handsome face and he quickly planted a light kiss on my cheek.
Next thing I knew, his mouth moved and was on mine, I could taste the Scotch on his breath as his tongue slid forcefully into my mouth. My pulse raced and my heartbeat quickened. I wrapped my arms around his neck as he pulled me closer to him.
His hand burrowed under my blouse and snaked its way up to my breast. I fizzed with excitement. After that, I started to push him backward. I could feel my blood racing, and my libido rising.
“Let’s go to my bedroom,” I suggested.
He grew harder and bigger as he pressed his body closer to mine and I shuddered. I had never felt so wanton, or wanted. I’d never imagined want, need, like it before.
His hand engulfed mine and I almost dragged him down the hall to my bedroom.
Once we were there, we began to pull at each other’s clothes, trying to get naked in the quickest possible time. My breathing became ragged as we tumbled onto my bed.
“You smell sweet and delicious,” he moaned as he pulled off my jeans. Then he sucked my nipple so hard I thought I’d scream. He bit down and I couldn’t believe the sensation of extreme pain mixed with pleasure.
When I glanced up at him kneeling over me, I ached seeing the size of his erection. I couldn’t believe I’d managed to swallow such a monster. My eyes widened as he smiled.
As he plunged into me, I was sure I had died and gone to heaven. Our lovemaking was not exactly beautiful, Freddy grumbled, grunted, snarled, and even bit me a few times, but it was passionate.
I screamed, digging my nails into his back while he whispered pure, unadulterated filth in my ear, I loved it. I was so excited, I just couldn’t contain myself and I shrieked like a banshee each time he rammed his cock deeper and harder into my wet and willing hole.
“Your body is luscious, you smell delicious, and you taste wonderful. I can’t get enough of you.” Freddy’s voice was soft as he spoke these words into my ear.
I couldn’t believe the way my body responded to him. It was as if it hungered for him. His hands burrowed under my ass so he could penetrate me deeper and his thrusting pushed me over the edge and I went into freefall as first one, then another orgasm hit me hard.
After he came, he rolled off me, reaching over to stroke my stomach. His calloused fingertips scratched my skin, and I inhaled his musky scent, feeling completely sated for the first time after being with a man.
“I guess I didn’t realize how long it’s been and how much I’ve needed sex,” I whispered.
He turned his head and kissed my cheek, still stroking my stomach. Then he let out a low laugh, and my eyes widened, “Well I’m happy, too, you’re not what I expected, this is only the beginning,” he said with a smile. “I need to rest for a few minutes then I’ll be ready to go again, Honey.”
I couldn’t believe he had anything left in him, but less than half an hour later, we were doing it all again.
Afterwards, he rested his head against my chest. “God that was good. You know, I could stay like this forever,” he said, closing his eyes.
“Maybe, I could too,” I replied with a giggle, deciding to ignore good sense.
“Well, you know that I’m a writer, so if you just let me setup a computer, I would be able to move in and we can spend all our time doing this.” He lifted his head up and winked at me. “Wouldn’t that be divine, Honey?”
I felt my heart climb into my throat. I’d been lonely for so long. Now here I was holding a sad, but handsome man in my arms. Could I meet his needs, and could he meet mine? Did I even dare hope?
Freddy started to ramble on about how he could write his novels somewhere in my house and I felt myself drifting off into a deep sleep. I dreamed of headlines from recent newspapers swirling around a deserted street. Yet another woman was missing, then another, and another and finally, one woman had left a note before disappearing. I could hear Freddy talking to me about the next victim and then I woke.
“Yes, I need your help. You can help me prevent the next disappearance, I know who the next victim will be,” he said and I wasn’t sure if I’d heard correctly. Maybe, I was really still asleep.
My jaw clenched. Was he involved in this diabolical mystery, was that why he kept mentioning the missing women? I hoped I wasn’t sharing my bed with a serial killer after all.
~~~~~~
Chapter 4
I watched a faraway look come into his eyes again when I asked, “Should I now ask you to tell me about her… The woman you think is going to go missing next.”
“Laura is beautiful, a tall, delicate blond who works in an art gallery. She’s artistic, very talented. I don’t know what else to say about her except that Jessica’s friends are obsessed with her.” He kissed my forehead before adding, “You’ll like her cause she’s smart and funny, like you.”
“When was the last time you saw her?” I asked him as I sank further into the pillow and wondered if he had screwed Laura with the same enthusiasm he’d just screwed me.
“Several months ago, we had a big argument, she got mad at me for trying to warn her about Jessica’s bad side, and… Jessica, she draws women in and then holds her ‘special’ parties.”
“Jessica holds orgies? Does this Laura take part?” I asked, still not believing all I had heard in the last few hours. I simply lay on the pillow and listened to him explain.
“I wanted to save her before she becomes a missing person like the rest, but she and Jessica were just too tight. I’m still not sure who is responsible for all the strange things happening in that bar, but I feel certain Jessica is part of it.”
I ran a hand through his hair and stroked his cheek, trying my best to be soothing and affectionate.
“Laura’s family has mixed emotions about her artistic endeavors and her friends. In the past, they tried to keep her isolated, so she’s easy prey to be the next victim.” He kept his eyes squeezed shut as he spoke.
I wondered, maybe he was trying to block out pain as he talked. Was he about to tell me what had happened to the missing women? The police didn’t have a single lead so far.
“Why are you telling me all this stuff?” I whispered my question hesitantly.
“Because you’re a good person, you’ll help me, won’t you? I don’t want to screw Laura, but I do think we should try to save her, she’s a decent person and she’s too trusting. You’ve been driven to write a story about those missing women for a reason, Honey.”
“How did you know I’ve been trying to get assigned to write a story about those women?” I asked.
He said nothing.
I was almost in love with this fascinatingly perfect stranger. Even so, tonight was the first time I’d gone to bed on the first date, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. I inhaled deeply and listened to him explain how he was sure Laura would be the next one to disappear.
“The truth is Laura is alone, like you, and you should be sympathetic to her plight, Honey.” He gave a strange laugh before pecking my cheek with a kiss and nibbling on my ear.
“You’re too much,” I whispered as he rolled me onto my stomach and pulled my buttocks toward him. “Not for you, Honey, you fit me like a glove,” he said.
I felt his fingertips probe me as he raised my rear end into the air. Then he inserted two fingers into my vagina and I moaned with pleasure, knowing he was preparing me to take his glorious cock again. Was this man human? I couldn’t believe how ready he was or, for that matter, how willing my body was to take him.
When he penetrated me from behind, I cried out in pleasure. “Oh my God, please don’t stop.”
He slammed against my ass, thrusting himself roughly into me, each stroke harder and deeper than the last. I could hardly catch my breath. I was sore, but I enjoyed intense pleasure from that too. I’d never cum in this position before, but I went off like a rocket now. Never had I climaxed so many times in one night, and he kept telling me that he loved fucking my tight little hole as he reached forward and squeezed my breasts together.
“I’m coming again, Honey,” he roared, pushing me down hard into the pillows.
“Yes!” My cry was passionate, almost hysterical.
He plunged his thick cock into me, and I felt him erupt, spilling his seed deep inside me. We hadn’t talked about contraception and I had to ask myself if perhaps I did want to become pregnant, madness. I didn’t know me that night though, and when he asked me for a nylon stocking so he could tie me to the bed, I forgot to worry about anything and got excited once again.
Nothing in my life up to then had prepared me for Freddy, as he tickled and licked, then bit and sucked my nipples while I moaned in ecstasy with my hands tied high above my head and secured to the bedpost by my stocking. I didn’t want this night to end, from the moment, in my car, when he’d pushed my mouth on to his cock I’d been in a haze of sexual desire, a frenzy of blind lust.
He was much more than just a competent lover, he took control of my body. Letting him tie me to the bedpost gave the sex an edge and was another first for me, I never imagined myself enjoying bondage of any kind. I held my breath as he opened me up like a book then took me all the way with his mouth on my cunt as he nipped, sucked and licked me to the edge of orgasm. He raised his head and pushed my ankles over my head and fucked me so hard I probably wouldn’t be able to walk in the morning. Freddy kept hammering himself into me while I cried out his name. Who says that sex is not important? Not me, well not after I’d been fucked by Freddy.
***
I awoke the next morning to the sound of him breathing rhythmically in my ear. I got up, dressing hastily for work as he spoke. I smelled his musky scent again as I looked through the window to see that it was still dark.
“I’m going to clean out my apartment and move in here with you, Honey,” he said with his eyes closed and he did exactly that the next day. I never asked him where he was going to get his stuff from and now I realize I should’ve asked him a lot of things, but at the time I was just happy to do anything he wanted.
I was at work, when he brought all his clothes, magazines, comic books, and other things. All his stuff came to my townhouse and he used my spare bedroom as his writing studio.
Freddy insisted that he had deadlines to meet and so I spent quite a lot of time alone, but I can’t tell you how happy I was to have someone living with me again, not to be alone anymore.
We made love every morning and I went to work sore, but sated. I couldn’t remember when I’d felt such joy in my life. Our lovemaking was intense, he was very much in control. Strangely, I enjoyed it that way and something in me loved to obey him. In giving Freddy control, I’d gained a strange feeling of freedom, as if my choice to have no choice was empowering, I know that sounds wrong, but it wasn’t.
When I got home each night, he had dinner prepared for me. He would sip his red wine and watch me eat after apologizing for not having waited for me. After dinner, we would talk about anything and everything before he ordered me to disrobe and walk to the bedroom. Sometimes he’d follow straight away and others he would make me wait, naked, for him. If I put on clothes or fell asleep, he would punish me. I’d never felt healthier, mentally or physically, or more loved in my life.
As we lay in each other’s arms, he would tell me his story ideas, and we’d hash over the details of his plot. I loved these moments because I felt I was part of his creative process. It could be almost as thrilling as making love when Freddy asked for my opinion.
“You do like my novels, don’t you?” he asked me.
“Yes.” For a moment I thought Freddy was worried about something, maybe he was having a crisis of some sort. “I find your tales, with their mystery, so erotic, intense, suspenseful, and exciting. You make me dream of far-off places and exciting lives. Your characters all have such drama surrounding them… they make me hot just reading about them, Freddy.”
“That’s why they’re called erotic thrillers, my dear,” he laughed before kissing my nose.
“Y-Y-Yes…” I stammered, “but I noticed all your stories have happy endings.”
“You, Honey, you’re going to be the happiest ending in my life,” he said, reaching over to hug me. “We’re going to be married after I have finished revising this book.”
He was true to his word and by the end of the following week we were married and Freddy promised that, after his novel was published, we’d go on a romantic trip. “I have a gift for you, Honey, an apology of sorts for not giving you a proper wedding and a honeymoon straight away.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a ruby pendant. Deep red and in an antique setting, it was stunning. I turned round and shivered in anticipation as he fastened it around my neck. Then we went through the formalities of becoming man and wife.
I shall never forget driving along the coast at dusk to the quiet little house in a town by the sea where a small white haired man, the local Justice of the Peace, lived and worked. The only witness was his gray-haired, skinny secretary with glasses, a sharp nose and nun-like clothes. The old guy walked with a cane and stumbled over the vows. He kept his eyes glued on Freddy throughout the entire ceremony, and I was not sure if he knew him or not. I was too excited and in love to think of much else.
I just remember saying, “I do,” with great emphasis as I noticed the sun setting through the cottage window. It seemed like we were at the edge of the universe. Freddy wore a dark suit, and all I wore was a simple white shift dress. I held a single red rose in my hand during the ceremony.
As we drove home from our wedding, I was a tad melancholy about our quiet ceremony and he surprised me by saying, “I need you now.” He pulled the car over to the side of the road and unzipped his jeans.
“So what do you want me to do?” I asked.
“I want you to be a good wife, Honey, and blow me, now.” Then he pulled his stiff dick out, put his hand on the back of my head and pushed my mouth down on to his cock, just as he had our first night together and it shocked and excited me. I felt him throbbing as the engorged head of his cock pushed past my lips, and, without my moving at all, he spilled his seed into my mouth. I listened as he said my name and when he was done, he told me to lick him clean just as before. I did, surprised by how wet I was and how desperate I was for an orgasm just from the taste of him in my mouth, but that wasn’t to be. Freddy put himself back in order, then completely changed the subject.
“You’ll have to confront Laura about Jessica and tell her you are writing a story for the newspaper about the missing women.”
“So how do you think I should try to go about it?” I asked him, licking my lips and wiping the last of his spend from my chin as he started the car. I squirmed in my seat, and I knew Freddy was enjoying seeing me suffer, but if I could wait until we got home, I hoped he’d make waiting worth my while.
“You should try to visit the gallery where she works and follow her before she disappears.”
As I listened to him clear his throat, I began to tremble, and I’m not really sure why. I had just had a highly charged sexual experience with my new husband, so why did I suddenly feel so uncomfortable?
“Should I let her know I’m your wife?” I asked.
“No,” he shouted. “Why would you suggest that? Are you still so insecure that you have to brag about belonging to me. You know I own you, Honey, and I know it too, what does it matter if it’s our secret for now?”
“Well, I…”
“You can’t tell Laura anything about us yet. Jessica is evil, if she discovers my new wife is in contact with Laura, I don’t know what she’ll do. Do you understand?”
“Sometimes I guess I do, Freddy. I mean I’m not you and I have to confess that I’m sort of confused. How do you know so much about the abducted women?”
He sighed. “There’s a conspiracy, and I don’t know how to explain… it’s complicated. The police will never be able to solve it. You must help me.”
“You do love me, don’t you, Freddy?” I whispered, hating myself for sounding so needy. After he nodded, I continued, “So how is it you can’t trust me and tell me everything?”
“I trust you, Honey,” he said, “but you tell me how we can build a marriage when you don’t trust me.”
“I do, but you’re telling me about multiple abductions and probably murder and you talk about the next one about to be committed. Freddy, did you abduct or kill those women?”
“No,” he was almost shouting at me now. “Let’s continue this at home,” he said more gently.
Once we were home, Freddy dropped the subject of the missing women and I was surprised the conversation did not come up again for several weeks. I did take Freddy to meet my parents though. They said nothing about our courtship having occurred so fast, they didn’t even ask if I was pregnant.
“I guess he’s got lots of money if he’s such a well-known writer,” my father said as if he’d ever read a book in his life.
After I said nothing, my mom asked, “So, do you love him?”
“If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be married to him,” I snapped.
“Then that’s all that matters,” she whispered, going back to preparing dinner.
Freddy made no comment about my parents, except to say that they seemed nice enough. I’d already told my mother what story I was unofficially working on before I met Freddy, but I was uncomfortable when she started talking about it.
“Those women who’ve disappeared,” my mom said, “are you still working on a story for the paper?”
I nodded, but I said nothing to encourage more questions. Freddy just glared at me as he pushed his dinner around his plate and made banal conversation with my parents.
***
Nothing else happened until one day, while I was doing the washing, I found a crumpled paper in his jeans pocket. I read it.
My Beloved Freddy:
You must come and see me. Nobody understands or appreciates you as I do. You must contact me urgently so we can discuss our issues. You know, as well as I do, how important they are.
D___________
I read and reread the note aloud, careful to make sure Freddy couldn’t hear me, but he was shut away, as always, working.
What struck me the most about the note was that it looked like a secret message; it was too vague and, although friendly, over friendly, it didn’t actually say anything.
I fumbled with Freddy’s clothes until I came upon another crumpled piece of paper in his jacket. It was a piece of newspaper, on one side there were sleazy adverts, an address for an escort service and another advert for a psychic and on the other side, the word Dell, scribbled in dark-blue marker. Who or what was Dell?
Putting the note and the piece of newspaper in my jeans pocket, I bit my lower lip. Who was I to judge Freddy? The note didn’t mention anything about Jessica nor did it give me any clue to what was the matter.
I started to run the washing machine, worried by these new developments I decided to go and do some errands before dinner. Maybe I was paranoid, but when I reached the door of my car, my heart almost stopped. Someone had been inside our vehicle. The glove compartment was open, and there was a note inside, neatly folded. I opened it, hoping to find a shopping list, but I found a blood ruby pendant like the one Freddy had given me. I looked at it for a moment and then read the note:
Freddy,
I am only going to tell you this once. I want you to stay away from my wife! She is not interested in you, stop living in a fantasy world. Consider yourself warned. If this doesn’t stop, I will be forced to take serious action to stop you.
You need to get some help buddy, find someone who can make you get on with your life. Don’t bother her anymore, she don’t want your gifts either.
Sal
I dropped the paper on the seat. This note didn’t surprise me, but I did wonder when it had been written and what Freddy might be doing behind my back.
I needed to get away for a while, so I got into the car. I drove down the road and I decided I was going to approach Jessica’s house and see if I could see anyone. If I saw Laura, I could approach her directly, but what would I say if I did?
~~~~~~
Chapter 5
“Watch out!” I heard someone shout.
I brought my car to a screeching stop in front of a driveway. I couldn’t believe the coincidence, it was the driveway of the house Freddy had shown me the night we met. Three young women were messing about in the middle of the street. One was dark haired, however, the other two were svelte blonds. One of the girls made an obscene gesture at my vehicle.
Rolling down the window, I shouted, “Sorry, I guess all of us need to be more careful about where we step from time to time.”
“Screw you!” the younger looking blond girl yelled.
“Hey, Coleen, she’s just trying to be nice and there’s no reason for you to act that way, come on try to be more cordial with strangers… please,” the other blond said, with emphasis on the word please.
The dark-haired young woman looked shame-faced and almost grinned at me. I could tell she was embarrassed; she even began to turn red.
“You live around here?” I asked them, leaning out of the driver’s side window.
“Yeah, we do,” one of the blond women said, pointing up the drive to the house.
Somehow, I knew she was Laura, but I couldn’t tell you how I knew. She turned to look at me in confusion and I saw in her a lack of confidence, I recognized it in myself from before I’d met Freddy.
I wasn’t sure how to approach these women, but I knew I had to play my cards very carefully here. I bit my lower lip trying to think of what else to say to keep the conversation going.
Then I thought of a brilliant idea, well I thought it was brilliant. Clearing my throat I said, “Actually, I’m a reporter and I’m writing a magazine article. I was looking for some young women like you to interview about local issues. You know the type of article, how do you think young women today cope in the workplace, what you hope to be doing in the future and how you spend your time and money now? I think you would be perfect for my story.” I brushed a flyaway strand of hair behind my ear before continuing, “I could take you all to a local coffee shop for coffee or maybe even some pizza. I’m new to the area, where should we go?”
They looked at one another in bewilderment, it isn’t often that someone nearly runs you down and then offers to buy you pizza so I wasn’t surprised they looked at me as if I’d come from another planet.
“I guess we could do that, we were just going for pizza anyway,” the tallest blond, who’d mouthed off at me earlier, replied.
“So you really think we’d be an interesting subject for your magazine?”
“Yes, let’s get some pizzas and talk about it.”
I suggested they get into my car and we made small talk driving to the pizzeria. I could tell that they were feeling awkward, and I kept looking in my rearview mirror at the young woman I was sure was Laura. She could not make eye contact with me, and I kept trying to think of conversational topics that might bring her out of her shell.
We arrived at the pizzeria; I ordered salad and a large pizza and sodas for us. I noticed that they were whispering among themselves and giggling as I ordered the food.
“Aren’t you sort of young for a writer, lady?” the one I’d pegged as Laura said.
“Thanks, but not really, so, what problems do you think you face today that your moms didn’t?” I inhaled the smell of garlic in the restaurant as I spoke and it was unpleasant to me, almost as if it were burning.
All three women sat munching on pizza, picking on their salads and chugging down sodas before the dark-haired girl laughed at my question. I watched, the other woman, not Laura, shrug her shoulders.
“Well, I…”
“My name’s Honey,” I said, careful not to use my married name “and you are?” I interjected pointing my pen almost in the face of the one I was interested in talking with.
“I’m Laura,” the girl replied, placing her slice of pizza back down on her plate. “The world is just too fast paced today, it forces young women to grow up too fast. I mean we have computers, cell phones, and all these electronic gadgets. We’re all living at a faster pace. We’re never on our own, ever, wherever you are, you can connect or someone can get hold of you.”
The other women all nodded their agreement while I leaned forward to give Laura my absolute attention. I was pleased I had labeled her correctly. She was similar to how I’d pictured her. The clothes she wore were expensive and understated, without being drab, her long blond hair was pale and glowed with health, her eyes were clear blue and intelligent, she was stunning and vaguely Nordic.
“Go on, Laura,” I replied, jotting down notes on a pad. “I happen to agree with you. But how does this affect you in a personal way?”
“Well, I have to work two part-time jobs just to pay my mobile-phone bill and put gas in the car when I borrow it. I feel as if I’m constantly caught between work and my art. I can’t pursue art the way I’d like to.”
“What sort of work do you do?” I asked her, rubbing my forehead.
“I work for an agency on weekends after I’m finished at the gallery,” she said slowly. “I make pretty good money, but I just never feel as if I have as much as I’d like.”
I arched an eyebrow and thought ‘Who does?’, but asked her, “Do you save money? Where are these agency jobs?”
Laura sighed. “I work for an escort service. It pays the bills my art gallery job can’t.”
“Really?” I exclaimed. “My, but that would be another story I could do about um…”
“I really don’t love my job or anything,” Laura chuckled. “I just need the money because my family doesn’t help me out and I’m desperate to make it as an artist.”
“What does your family think about all this?
“That’s another story, which isn’t a part of this interview, okay,” the other blond snapped.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” I apologized. “I just wasn’t expecting you to say anything like that. That’s all.”
Laura looked down and fiddled with her fingers in her lap. I could not take my eyes off her. She was shy, and polite. She didn’t seem the sort who would be mixed up in something as sordid as sex for cash.
I started to question all the women about their life in the neighborhood and the tension eased. I looked at my watch just as Laura excused herself to go to the bathroom. Then the other blond, whom I couldn’t like, slithered toward me.
“She thinks her bootie-call guy is going to show again tonight. He was her regular for a long time before he disappeared,” the woman whispered.
I clenched my jaw, trying hard not to let her see my reaction. I sucked in my breath and tried not to grimace. Could she be talking about Freddy?
“Well, you certainly are bright young women with intriguing backgrounds.” My response was very tight lipped.
“Yeah, well everyone’s got problems, issues.” She shrugged her shoulders before starting to talk about herself.
I kept watching her as she talked. She seemed belligerent, but also intelligent and decent. I started to change the conversation back to the local nightlife. They were all eager to pose for the pictures I’d promised would accompany the article after Laura came back from the bathroom, but she seemed eager to leave. I did manage to take one picture of them on my phone.
As we walked back to my car, I tried to inch closer to Laura. “Laura, you know I’m impressed with your jobs and how erudite you are. I’d love to do a story about you, your work, and…”
“Can you possibly help me?’ she whispered. “Something about you makes me trust you and I need to talk to someone.”
I turned and looked at the expression on her face. Wide-eyed and frightened, she watched the other two women walking away, making sure they weren’t looking at us.
“Is this about your artwork?” I asked.
“Well, no,” she replied before pausing and then she said, “Maybe it is. Something is stalking me. I keep getting these silent phone calls. Then at other times, the person whispers things to me.”
“Obscene calls?” I exclaimed in surprise.
“Yes, they’re sort of dirty, the person calls himself Bad Daddy. He’s creepy, always saying I don’t know anything about what’s really going on or why certain things have happened. Then he talks about people who are gone. My only escape is when I’m part of my group, he can’t get to me then you see, no mobiles.”
“Did you tell anyone about the calls?” I crossed my arms around my notebook, gazed down and hoped not to put her off spilling her guts.
“No! Well, I did try to tell my friend who runs the agency about it, but she said it was just a prankster and they’d give up if I just hang up the phone on them, but the calls didn’t stop. Now, I don’t want to tell her about it anymore. I can’t do anything on my own.”
“What?” I interrupted. “Laura, is there something more going on that you need to tell someone about?”
“Can you meet me at my job at the gallery? I’d like to show you my art,” she asked me, licking her lips. “I’d appreciate it. There’re some things I just can’t tell anyone I know, sometimes it’s easier to ask for help from a stranger.”
“Laura, how do you know you can trust me? Look, call me on my mobile tomorrow at noon, and we’ll arrange a time for me to meet you at your job.”
I fumbled through my purse and jotted down my given name and number. I handed it to Laura and she scampered off to her friends.
I watched them go, wondering how much she’d told them and what sort of danger lurked around her. I couldn’t imagine, but I felt as if all Freddy had told me about his ex-wife and her illicit activities had been confirmed.
I drove back home and told Freddy an edited version of my meeting with Laura, he listened to me with rapt interest.
“So she trusts you. I think that’s good. You’ve made outstanding progress, Honey, better than I could have hoped for.”
“Good,” I replied. “Do you want me to tell her anything about you, and…?”
“No,” he snapped at me ferociously. “Find out what’s going on. I feel like killing whoever it is that’s calling her, but I’m sure that Jessica is behind that as well.’
I watched him stand and pace the room, and I felt frustration well up inside me. I knew I should trust him, but it was difficult when I knew he was keeping secrets from me.
He turned his back to me, gazing through the window as he started talking about the novel he was working on while I wanted to demand answers about Laura and Jessica.
“Freddy, I…”
“I’m scared, Honey,” he said, placing his hands behind his back. “I just don’t know what she’s suffered, I used to think it would be better if I let her be, but now I’m not sure that was the right strategy. I feel responsible for her, she’s not like the rest of them, she’s…”
“Freddy, what sort of art does she create?”
“You’ll see, Honey. She draws well, but her real talents lies… elsewhere. You know, you’ve made my life complete.” He laughed before turning round to face me and return to the table where we’d been sitting. He sat down across from me to grasp my hand. “Hey,” he said as he reached over to stroke my cheek. “You did a great job today with Laura. I’m very fortunate to have you as my wife.”
“Freddy, I want everything to work out here, and I want us to be together always.” I could hear the frantic note in my own voice, and I didn’t know where it came from, but I wanted Freddy so much and I knew from experience I didn’t always get what I wanted. I must have said something aloud because the next moment, he pulled me from my chair and pushed me face down across the dinning-room table on the cold, polished wood. The next thing I knew he’d wrenched my skirt up and yanked my underwear down and off, in almost one move. He used his knee to spread my legs wide and I sensed him just standing, looking at me as I was bent double over the hard surface, waiting for Freddy to make love to me.
“I know you doubt me, Honey,” he said as the stroked his hand across my exposed buttocks. “I’m going to have to punish you for that now. Remember, Honey, this spanking is for your own good.” I didn’t understand what he meant, I couldn’t stop myself from becoming aroused and in my exposed state, Freddy would see evidence of my desire and surely that would be enough to placate him. It wasn’t, he tapped me none-too-lightly on the buttocks with his open palm, the impact was light enough, but, as I hadn’t known it was coming, shocking.
Each slap varied in strength, and these slaps across my bare ass earned his praise, the harder the slaps, the more praise I received. I closed my eyes in bliss, I’d never felt so cherished, whole and aroused as the stinging heat from my ass radiated into my sex. I was on fire, burning-up. The sound of his hand coming down on my bare skin, punctuated with words of love and admiration, fueled my lust.
“Hell, Honey, your skin’s so pale I can almost see the blood pumping under the surface, hot too, I can feel the heat from here.” I heard and felt him fall to his knees behind me as he spread my sex wide open to his gaze. I think I must have lost consciousness, because the next thing I knew he was carrying me into our bedroom. Once there, he laid me on the bed while he removed his clothes. I couldn’t quite focus, it was as if everything was caught up in the waves of pleasure that were rolling over me. I couldn’t move, not even when Freddy entered me, each new sensation piled on top of the last. Finally, when I couldn’t feel anymore, I crested the wave on an electric pulse as my body was wracked by the most intense orgasm yet. I vaguely heard Freddy call my name, but I couldn’t even respond.
Much later he fell asleep with his arms wrapped round me, and I inhaled deeply smelling his spicy aftershave mixed with the smell of sex. I was happy and content until I heard him mummer Laura’s name in his sleep.
~~~~~~
Chapter 6
The next day, after I arrived at work, Laura called and arranged to meet me at the gallery where she worked. She sounded eager to confide in me, so we arranged to meet on Sunday.
I told Freddy about the meeting that night when I got back from work, but when I asked more questions about her; he just clammed up and winked at me.
Sunday arrived and as I stood waiting for Laura to open the front door of the gallery, which had just closed for the day, I felt my face tighten. I wondered what sort of questions I should be asking her now. Should I keep up the pretense of just being a reporter, could I risk mentioning Freddy’s name without knowing more about what was going on? I decided to play it by ear.
The gallery was a dilapidated, huge, old warehouse.
Laura opened the door, grinning and waving a glass of wine in my face. “I’m drinking wine to calm my nerves. Come on in so we can get to know each other better.”
I followed her inside and noticed that the place had a musky, dirty smell to it and all the furniture was covered with a layer of dust.
Laura explained she didn’t have time to clean as sometimes art shows and painting took up too much of her time. She showed me several bleak canvases in dirty reds and black which formed a pattern in the different textures of the paints she used, then she showed me some paintings of decomposing bodies, locked together in bizarre sexual positions and deviant acts.
She offered me some wine from a small refrigerator near her gray metal desk. I accepted a glass of white wine and I felt a shiver run down my spine as she looked me up and down. I didn’t understand why she’d changed or why I was now so uneasy around Laura. Before, when she was eating pizza with her friends, she’d seemed so… innocent.
As we walked around the gallery, Laura kept touching me, accidentally rubbing her hand against my arm. “I know you know something, you want to know about those missing women, right?” she asked me.
I followed her around as she showed me other artists’ pictures, talking in a low whisper. Compared to her work, the other artists seemed more conventional and I wondered if she ever sold and if she did, what kind of person would hang her work on their walls.
Then she shocked me again by unbuttoning her dress and allowing it to drop to the floor. She continued to walk around, dressed only in her black bra and black panties now, and I couldn’t help but notice that she kept touching herself.
“Jessica’s my best friend, almost a mom to me in fact. She’s all I have, but I’m concerned about the job she has for me tonight. She won’t tell me all the details, and she won’t tell me much about it. She says the guy likes rough sex.” Laura paused before frowning. “And I don’t know what to do about these calls I’m getting at night, they are really giving me the creeps.”
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