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SYNOPSIS 
 
The small East Texas town of Coreyville is shaken by brutal murders and 
kidnappings, striking too close to home for Greg Tenorly. And the only 
witness is a mentally ill neighbor whose remarks are rejected by the police 
ÁÓ ÇÉÂÂÅÒÉÓÈȢ "ÕÔ 'ÒÅÇ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÓ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÉÎÃÏÈÅÒÅÎÔ 
statements, and later realizes that they just might contain enough clues to 
point him in the direction of the killer.  
 
But his investigation leads him into a ÈÏÒÎÅÔȭÓ ÎÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÄÁÒË ÓÅÃÒÅÔÓȟ ÏÌÄ 
grudges, jealousy, and greed. Now, caught in the crossfire between two 
ÆÁÍÉÌÉÅÓȟ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÊÅÏÐÁÒÄÙȢ 
 
By morning, more bodies will be headed for the morgue. The only question 
is whether Greg Tenorly will be among them. 

 
**********  

  



 

 

H IDEAWAY HOSPITAL MURDERS 
BY ROBERT BURTON ROBINSON  

 

Chapter 1 
 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ (ÕÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

.ÕÒÓÅ *ÕÄÙ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÅÄ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÔÒÁÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅȢ  It was a frozen dinner, but 
Judy always transferred it to a fancy plate and prepared a small salad and a 
bowl of applesauce to go alongside it . 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ *ÕÄÙȢ  .Ï× ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÅÁÔȢȱ 

.ÕÒÓÅ *ÕÄÙ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÌÉÎÅÒ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÅÄȢ The meal she 
ÍÁÄÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÍÉÌÁÒ ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓȢ Ȱ$ÉÄÎȭÔ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ see this one a few 
ÄÁÙÓ ÁÇÏȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ *ÅÓÓÉÃÁ &ÌÅÔÃÈÅÒȢȱ 

It was the only good thing about her failing memory. She could watch 
reruns of Murder She Wrote over and over again. They were all new to her. 

The doorbell rang. 

Ȱ7ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÏÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
ËÎÏ× ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔ ÍÙ ÓÈÏ×Ȣȱ 

Nurse Judy walked down the hallway to the front door. It was a nurse. 

Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÁÇÅÎÃÙ ÓÅÎÔ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÁÒÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ -ÒÓȢ -ÁÓÏÎ ÆÏÒ Á 
ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

ȰOh, great. Why do they keep doing this to me? Mind if I come in and use 
ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȢ ) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÉÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) hate when I do that. Sure, come on in. 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ )ȭÍ *ÕÄÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢȱ 

Judy led her to the phone. Carnie picked up the receiver and began to dial. 
But as Judy turned to walk away, Carnie slammed the phone across the 
back of her head. 

Nurse Judy collapsed to the floor, unconscious. 

-ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÌÁÒÉÎÇ 46 ÍÁÓked the noise. 

Carnie scoured the living room, kitchen, and other rooms for valuables, but 
found none. Finally, sÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȢ -artha was so 
ÅÎÇÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ nurse when she 
came in. 

ȰWho was that at the door?ȱ 

ȰIt was meȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ -ÁÒÔÈÁ ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 46Ȣ Ȱ7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÏÐÅÒÁÔÅȢȱ 

Martha picked up the remote and muted the TV. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ 

Ȱ*Å×ÅÌÓȟ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅÓɂthat kind of stuff Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÊÅ×ÅÌÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÁÆÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÁÆÅȢȱ 

Carnie walked out of the room.  



 

 

Good, thought Martha. The young criminal  would soon exit the back door. 

But then she heard her rummaging around in the kitchen. Then silence. 
Carnie came back carrying a large butcher knife. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÆÅȟ /ÌÄ ,ÁÄÙȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÁÆÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅȢ )ȭÍ ÐÏÏÒȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭs right hand and flipped her arm over. Then she 
held the sharp blade ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ×ÒÉÓÔȢ 

Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÏÌÄ ÈÁÇȢȱ 

Carnie only waited three seconds for a reply. When none came, she 
dragged the ÂÌÁÄÅ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ×ÒÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ blood began to leak out. 

Ȱ3ÔÏÐȟ ÓÔÏÐȦ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Carnie released her hand.  

Martha clamped her wrist with  her left hand to try to stop the bleeding. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÉÇ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅɂȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒor several times until 
it broke, jumping  back as the pieces fell to the floor. Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÍÂÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

Martha told her.  

Carnie got the safe open and found some very nice pieces of jewelry, which 
she slid into her bag. 

Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ Murder She Wroteȟ ÈÕÈȩ 9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏ ÓÏÌÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÓȟ 
ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ She ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ËÎÉÆÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
dropped on the floor.  



 

 

Martha was too scared to say a word. She just wanted this horrible woman 
to leave her house. She was afraid to think about what had happened to 
Nurse Judy. 

Carnie held up the knife and turned it to reflect the light from the table 
ÌÁÍÐ ÉÎÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ blinding her for a moment.  Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÓÏÌÖÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÓȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÕÎȩ 4Ï 
be ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÒȢȱ 

Carnie grasped -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄ and smashed it deep 
into the pillow as she thrust the knife in an upward motion through  
-ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ abdomen, piercing her heart. She yanked out the knife and 
casually walked away, as the blood gushed out, forming red pools on each 
ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ 

When Carnie walked into the living room, she saw Nurse Judy crawlin g to 
the front door.  

Just as the nurse reached for the doorknob and tried to stand up, she felt a 
sharp pain in her back. She quickly lost strength and slumped down on the 
floor.  

Carnie ripped the knife out of her back and kicked her body over.  

Nurse Judy lay sprawled across the living room floor.  

Carnie smiled at the nurse, as she sat down on top of her. She forced the 
knife ÉÎÔÏ *ÕÄÙȭÓ chest slowly and repeatedly until she saw the pain leave 
her face, and the life go out of her eyes. 

No witnesses, she thought. Just like Grandma taught her. 

**********  

It was their first official date. Greg Tenorly and Cynthia Blockerman had 

been through quite an ordeal togetherɂbeing hunted by police for the 
murder of her abusive husband while they ran from the real killer.  

But all that was behind them now. All charges against them had been 
dropped, and CyntÈÉÁȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÕÒÉÅÄȢ !ÎÄ Ôhe rumors would 
have died down eventually if they had gone their separate ways. 



 

 

They could feel the stares as they walked to their table. Greg had requested 
the most private booth, way in the back. Coreyville Pasta House was the 
oldest Italian restaurant in town. And still the best. Mama Castilla had run 
the place for over thirty years. She had taken over for her grandfather in 
1973. A sign on the wall said so. 

Cynthia ordered the Fettuccini Alfredo. Greg went with his favorite, the 
Chicken Parmesan. Both ordered iced tea and salad. The bread and olive oil 
with roasted garlic and pepper came with every meal. Greg could not resist 
great bread. And this was the best. He tore off a chunk as soon as the 
waitress delivered it. Cynthia would wait for the salad. 

Ȱ3Ï ×ÅȭÒÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÏÎ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÄÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3Ï ÈÏ× ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌȩȱ 

Ȱ+ÉÎÄÁ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÃÁÒÙ ÁÎÄȣ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ 

Cynthia smiled and Greg momentarily forgot all about the amazing aroma 
in the restaurant. All he wanted to do was kiss her. But that would have to 
wait. So, his hunger came rushing back. 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÏÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÐÏÉÌ ÏÕÒ ÄÁÔÅȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ 
ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Greg wondered if he had done something wrong. He could fix itɂwhatever 
it was. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÁÓËÅÄ -ÏÍ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌȢȱ 

ȰShe wasȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩ What happened?ȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÉÇÈÔ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÓ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÏÎ 
her street. They killed her nurse tooȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÁÓ ÉÔ Á ÂÕÒÇÌÁÒÙȩ $ÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÃÁÓÈ ÏÒ ÊÅ×ÅÌÒÙ in the houseȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ Èad a safe. They took whatever was in it. So, yeah, she probably has 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÖÁÌÕÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ËÎÏ×Ó ×ÈÁÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȩ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÊÕÓÔ ×ÅÁÒ Á ÍÁÓË ÁÎÄ ÔÉÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÎÏ× -ÏÍȭÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÓÈÅ ËÅÅÐ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ "ÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ËÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ 
anything or not. )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅ Á ÓÅÒÉÁÌ ËÉÌÌÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÐÅÎÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

ȰI hope you twÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÅÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ×Å ÄÏȢ 7Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÅÒÖÅÓȢȱ Cynthia hoped this news 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÃÁÒÅ 'ÒÅÇ ÏÆÆȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ Ȭ,ȭ ×ÏÒÄ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȢ 
She coulÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ. But it was already in her heart.  

**********   

Greg walked Cynthia to her front door.  

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ ) ÈÁÄ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ )ȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÓÔÁ 
(ÏÕÓÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÏÏÄȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÌÆ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ He 
would hold off on telling her he loved her. Although, what he had just said 
was dangerously close, he thought. He just ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÆÒÅÁË ÏÕÔȢ 

Cynthia gave him a smile that turned him to mush as she moved in close, 
ready for contact. 

As he lowered his head to give her a light kiss, he imagined her mother 
peeping through the window. How would they have any privacy if she 
moved in? But then ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÍÔÈ ÏÆ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ lips began to melt his 
inhibitions , and made him forget all about her mother. He stepped in as he 
pulled her gently toward his body. That sent a million little turned-on 
messengers screaming to his brain all at once.  



 

 

He would later realize that ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅ they 
were kissing. You donȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ anything else in the world when ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
completely out of your mind with  ecstasy.  

Cynthia was like a drug. And Greg was already addicted. 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 2  

Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄ ) ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÄÏ×Î ÏÒ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÕÐȩȱ 

It was Saturday morning and Greg and Cynthia were getting into his red 
1965 Pontiac Bonneville convertible. 

Ȱ,ÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ -ÏÍȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ 
thougÈÔ ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÃÏÏÌȢȱ 

 Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ 3ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ coolȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ΰαɂÎÏÔ γαȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÏÒÎ ÉÎ ΫγέγȢ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÉÄ cool ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ not warmȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÊÁÚÚ ÍÕÓÉÃÉÁÎÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ήΪÓȢ .ÏÔ sure about 
ÎÉÎÅ ÙÅÁÒ ÏÌÄÓȢȱ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÉÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

)Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÏ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ 3ÏÎÏÒÁȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ 
in Marshall. 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕÒ -ÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎd move in 
×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÏȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÈÁËÅÎ ÕÐ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ αΪÓȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÂÉÇ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÐÅÒÍÁÎÅÎÔÌÙȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ #ÏÍÍÕÎÉÔÙ (ÏÕÓÅ ÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ 
point. That would be great, I think. They have plenty of fun activities for 
ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔÓȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÎÅ× ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ 
ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅfinitely not ready for that. Maybe in a year or 
Ô×ÏȢȱ 

Marshall is one of those towns that reminds you of its history everywhere 
you look. It was founded in 1841ɂfour years before Texas became a state. 
By 1860, it had become the fourth largest city in Texas. That was in the day 
when the riverboat was the king of transportation. Before the U.S. Corps of 
Engineers dropped the water level in Big Cypress Bayou. Before the railroad 
came.  

The current population of Marshall is about 25,000. The city has two 
outstanding small colleges: Wiley College, primarily a black school, 
affiliated with the United Methodist Church, and East Texas Baptist 
5ÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙȢ /ÎÅ ÏÆ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÃÈÏÉÒ ÍÅÍbers had attended ETBU. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ so many good things about you, she already doesȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢ -ÏÍ-ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÔÉÁÌÉÔÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ1ÕÉÔ ×ÏÒÒÙÉÎÇȢ "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅɂÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÆÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Just like you did? Greg wondered. 

Before they even stepped onto the front porch, Beverly Sonora had walked 
out the door to greet them.  

Greg could see where Cynthia got her red hair and her good looks. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ 'ÒÅÇȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Greg offered to shake her hand, but she hugged him instead. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ -ÒÓȢ 3ÏÎÏÒÁȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅɂÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÏ ÏÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢȱ 

Cynthia hugged and kissed her mother. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÁÒȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ 3Ï ÄÏ )Ȣȱ 

Ȱ9Ïu want to go for a ride in it, Mom? Are you getting hungry? We thought 
×ÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÌÕÎÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÎÅÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÃÏÏËÅÄ ÕÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÌÕÎÃÈȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ -ÏÍȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ $ÅÁÒȢȱ 

As they entered the house, Greg was overwhelmed by the aroma of roast 
beef with carrots and potatoes, green-bean casserole and apple cobbler. 

'ÒÅÇ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ 3ÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ )ȭÍ ÓÔÁÒÖÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ -ÏÍȭÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÃÏÏËȢȱ 

Beverly had set a beautiful table for the three of them. And Greg wanted to 
display his best manners. But everything was so delicious he could have 
easily pigged-out. The conversation saved him from embarrassing himself. 
Every other bite had to be postponed briefly to answer a question. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÁÃÈ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ 0ÉÁÎÏȟ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȟ and music theory. And I also direct the 
music at First Baptist Church on a part-ÔÉÍÅ ÂÁÓÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÙ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÕÓÙȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÎÏÔ ÂÕÓÙ enough. I could use a few more stuÄÅÎÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÉÔÁÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÐÌÁÙ 
ÁÎÄ ÓÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÎÉÃÅȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÍÕÓÉÃȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÎÊÏÙ my music. Most of the songs I play on guitar 
are from when I was a teenager. HÉÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ βΪÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÌÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ tooȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ 
ÓÏÍÅ ÁÐÐÌÅ ÃÏÂÂÌÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ. 

Greg wondered how he would ever lose weight now. If he ate this way 
every day for a year he would double in size. 

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Greg was surprised at how Cynthia got right to the point. 

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÁÍȟ -ÏÍȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅsɂyou could keep me compÁÎÙȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ 
and winked at Greg. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ -ÏÍȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÉÇ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÕÎ 
seeing you every day. We could have coffee together every morning. Watch 
ÓÏÍÅ 46 ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ 7Å ÌÉËÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÈÏ×ÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÌÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ married 
ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ-ÏÍȦȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ think  ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÒÓȢ 3ÏÎÏÒÁɂI mean, Beverly, this is fantastic. Everything was delicious. 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅȟ -ÏÍɂyou could cook for me. That would be great. I know you love 
ÔÏ ÃÏÏËȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÁÉÄ )ȭÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

**********  

The Marshall police were looking for the killer, but they had no evidence or 
witnesses. The case would go cold in a hurry. 

Carnie was ready to check out of her roomɂnot because of any fear of 
getting caughtɂjust from boredomȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙȭÓ ÊÅ×ÅÌÒÙȟ 
but had plenty of cash anyway. 

Carnie flipped open her cell phone and dialed. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏ?ȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 3ÉÓȟ ÈÏ× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÆ ) ÃÏÍÅ ÓÔÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 
×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄȢȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÓÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÉËÅ ÏÌÄ ÔÉÍÅÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÁÒty all night and get drunËȢȱ #ÁÒÓÉÅ laughed. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÎÏÔ exactly ÌÉËÅ ÏÌÄ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÕÎȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȩ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

But Carnie had already hung up. 

It was hard to believe that her sister, Carsie, had wormed her way into the 
heart of the wealthy doctor. Sis had a lot more patience than she did. She 
would have just slit his throat and skipped town with his fortune. Surely 
#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ fallen in love with the  nerd. Maybe her biological 
clock had started ticking too loud to i gnore. 

Carsie was about to turn 31, and Carnie was only a year behind her. But 
ÕÎÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÍÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ 
babies. Anything she needed she would get for herself, thank you very 
much. 

But it would be hysterical to ×ÁÔÃÈ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ȬÕÎÔÉÌ 
ÄÅÁÔÈ ÄÏ ×Å ÐÁÒÔȭ ÓÈÔÉÃËȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ 
dress? If the color of the dress indicates the purity of the bride, maybe she 
should go with midnight black. 

The two sisters had been quite a handful for their grandmother. She had 
taken them in after their parents died. Grandma felt so sorry about the girls 
losing their parents that she let them get away with murderɂliterally.  

Carsie had cried herself to sleep one night after discovering that her 
ÂÏÙÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÃÈÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÕÎÄ 
him dead on the sidewalk in front of his house. He had been stabbed in the 
chest and his genitals had been amputated. 

The doctor would treat Carsie right, or little  sis would make him sorry. She 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆÆȢ 
3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÏÔ ÖÉÔÁÌȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÁÎ ÅÁÒ ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ 3ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈink 
about it doing those kinds of things though. The more she thought about 
it, the mÏÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ 
restrain herself. 



 

 

But Carsie shouldÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÓ unworthy , she thought. 
Would be a bachelor party for the fine doctor? If  so, she should be there to 
observe his behavior. Maybe she could pay off the jump-out-of-the-cake 
girl , and do it herself. She could pull it off with a good disguise. If the Doc 
got fresh with her she could just take care of him right there. One quick 
Ô×ÉÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÌÁÙ ÈÉÍ ÄÏ×Î ÌÉËÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÒÏm the booze, and 
walk away.  

Yes, she would protect her sister. And have fun doing it. 

  



 

 

Chapter 3  

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÎÅ× ÈÏÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÅÓÔÁÔÅȢ /Æ 
ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÐÅÒÍÁÎÅÎÔ ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÃÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÈÅ 
married Dr. Mobley. But the wedding was only a week away. Carnie knew 
very little about the doctor. But she knew all she needed to knowɂhe was 
rich. 

She drove into Coreyville on FM-2208 and then went south on Highway 
450. The Mobley property was three miles outside of town. The Georgian 
style home sat in the center of a 1,200-acre plot that was inhabited mostly 
by pine trees.  

There was a security gate near the front end of the long, winding driveway 
that led to the house. The gate was hidden by a couple of strategically 
placed hairpin turns. It was almost impossible to make the 120-degree turn 
onto the driveway from the north.  

Carnie was five miles out of Coreyville when she realized she must have 
missed the entrance. She made a U-turn and headed back north. This time 
it was easy to spot the driveway. However, it seemed to dead-end into the 
tall trees. But she turned onto it anyway. When she reached the end of the 
road, she saw that it was not really the end. The road actually turned sharp 
to the left. Then sharp to the right. The gate was closed, but she saw the 
intercom on the left side of the road.  

Fancy, she thought.  

She drove up close and pushed the button. After about thirty seconds, she 
ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 

Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ #ÁÒÓÉÅ 3ÌÉÔÈÅÒÓÔÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÍÁÙ ) ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ -ÁȭÁÍȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ -Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ Carnie 3ÌÉÔÈÅÒÓÔÏÎÅȢ ) ÁÍ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ sisÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Very fancy. !ÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 



 

 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȢȱ 

The half-mile drive from the gate to the house had many curves, hills and 
valleys. Carnie could only imagine that whoever put in the driveway had 
taken the path of least resistance through the trees. Finally the road 
straightened out, and she could see the house. The ground sloped upward 
as she approached her sister, who was standing out front.  

It was a two-story house, with a walk-out basement. It had been built by 
the ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ -ÉÌÓÔÅÁÄ -ÏÂÌÅÙȟ ÉÎ Ϋγάέ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÎÏÖÁÔÅÄ 
in 1976. With its huge pillars, it reminded Carnie of a courthouse. 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ Á ×ÁÙsȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ) ÁÍȟ 3ÉÓȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÍÁËÅɂ)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ .Ï× 
ÌÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÕÎȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÇÏÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÃÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 
They drove past the three-car garage, and then took another left, around to 
a little parking lot concealed behind the trees. The two walked across the 
parking lot and along the walkway between the trees to the house. Carsie 
led her sister across the terrace and into the recreation room. There was a 
billiard table in  the center of the room. 

Ȱ.ÉÃÅȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÏÌȟ 3ÉÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á beerȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 

Carsie led her into the adjoining room. 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÂÁÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢ 4ÁËÅ Á ÓÅÁÔȟ 9ÏÕÎÇ ,ÁÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÉÔ ÂÅȩȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȟ "ÁÒËÅÅÐȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á "ÕÄ ,ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÍÉÎÇ ÕÐȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

Carsie grabbed a couple of beers out of the fridge. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÍÙ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÕÅÓÓɂÔÈÅ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÅÔȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÎÅÙÍÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 

Carsie led her through a short hallway into the Media Room. There were 
two levels of theater seats facing a wall at the far end that acted as a screen 
for the projector mounted on the ceiling. Carsie pick up a remote and 
turned it on. The pictu re was huge and incredibly clear.  

Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ .Ï ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ %ÌÍÏ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÔÃÈ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ 46 ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

ȰElmoȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ! ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÎÁÍÅÄ %ÌÍÏȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÌÁÍÅȟ 3ÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ (ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ ,ÉÌÍÁÎ 2ÁÓÔÅÒ -ÏÂÌÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÕÃÈȢ (ÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÒÕÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉÌÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ 2ÁÓÔÅÒ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÌÄ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÎÁÍÅÓȢ "ÕÔ %ÌÍÏ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ 
always went by L. Mobleyɂeven in first grade. For the first couple of years, 



 

 

schoolteachers called him Mr. Mobley. ThÅ ËÉÄÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× what to call 
him. They kind of avoided himɂÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÅÉÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÙȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÒÅÁÌ ÔÁÌÌɂsix-foot-seven. The coach begged 
him to play basketball. And he got pretty good at it. So the kids started to 
ÌÉËÅ ÈÉÍȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÌÁÙÅÒÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ Ȭ%ÌÍÏȭɂfrom L. Mobley and from the Sesame Street 
ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÓÔÕÃËȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÈÉÍ ÎÏ×ɂexcept his 
mother. She still calls him Lilman. But it worked out great since he became 
Á ÐÅÄÉÁÔÒÉÃÉÁÎȢ +ÉÄÓ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÔÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ $ÒȢ 
Elmo.ȱ 

Ȱ$ÒȢ %ÌÍÏȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÌÁÒÉÏÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

Carsie took Carnie to the bedroom that was just off the Pub Room. 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÇÏ ÅÁÓÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏÚÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎɂȬ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȩȭ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÎ ÔÏ ÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÁÖÅȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÕÎÎÙȢȱ 

But Carnie was not joking. 

**********  

Macy peeked in, expecting to see Mallie Mae in her favorite chair. Instead, 
she was standing at a front window, staring at the sky. The matriarch spent 
most of her time in her bedroom these days. She had everything she 
needed right there. The room was spacious and beautifully furnished. And 
Macy was ready to jump at her command. 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÙÏÕÒ Ìunch, Mallie Maeȩȱ 

The 75-year-old Mallie Mae Mobley loved Macy like the daughter she never 
had. 



 

 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÔÅÌÌ (ÁÄÌÅÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÍ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÕÒÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÅÁÔ ÄÒÙ ÈÁÍȢ )ȭÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ËÅÅÐÓ 
ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÄÒÙ ÈÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 

Macy walked over to pick up the tray. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ,ÉÌÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïȩ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÌÁÄÙȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÃÙɂtell me what you really ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÓÔÕÄÉÅÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ she really wanted to hear her 
ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ Á×ÆÕÌɂa crude money-ÈÕÎÇÒÙ ÔÒÁÍÐȢȱ 

Macy tried not to smile. 

-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÙ ×ÁÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÉÓ ×edding 
without alienated my son, I would do it in a heartÂÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ determined to marry herɂÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÁÄ ÁÔ 
me. I wanted him to be a surgeon, you know. I had planned it since he was 
a little boy. He could have been a world-ÃÌÁÓÓ ÓÕÒÇÅÏÎȢȱ 

Macy had heard this story nearly every day since she took the job as a 
personal aide fifteen years earlier, after Mallie Mae had taken a fall and 
broken her leg.  

Macy had grown up in Kilgore, graduated from the two-year nursing 
program at Kilgore College, and joined the staff at Coreyville General 
Hospital as a Licensed Vocational Nurse. Two years later, she had doubled 
her salary by going to work for the Mobleys. 



 

 

She fell in love with Elmo early on, and dreamed that her life would turn 
out just like the lives of the women in her favorite romance novels. 
Eventually he would fall for her, and they would get married and live 
happily ever after. But it was taking much longer than she had expected. 
Then Carsie Slitherstone came into the picture. 

Macy started listening to Mallie Mae again. 

ȰȣÓÏ ÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÐÅÄÉÁÔÒÉÃÉÁÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ 
ÄÏ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÉÆ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÓÏ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÓÕÒÇÅÏÎȟ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 
would have turned out differently. He despised me all the way through 
ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÆÏÒÇÁÖÅ ÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÔÅ ÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ) 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ hopeless. Unless that woman does something to rub him the 
wrong way. Maybe this sister of hers will accidentally tip him off to what 
ÈÅȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÎÔÏȢ &ÒÏÍ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
#ÁÒÓÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ see. He stayed single for all these years. At 
first I thought he was just being very picky. And I thought that was good. 
"ÕÔ ÎÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ίΰ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÏÎder a lot of people started thinking he 
×ÁÓ ÇÁÙȢȱ 

Macy had heard this speech many times. But it ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ 
since she always thought Elmo would marry her some day. 

Mallie Mae continued. Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÌÕÒÔ ÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÂÒÉÄÅȭÓ ÐÁÓÔȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ before ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 4  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ'ÒÏÕÎÄÈÏÇ $ÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÃËÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ 4ÈÅn he walked over and sat 
down on the couch next to Cynthia. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÏÖÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏȭÓ ÉÎ ÉÔȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÇÏÔÉÓÔÉÃÁÌ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒÍÁÎȟ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÂÙ "ÉÌÌ -ÕÒray. He gets 
ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ Á ÔÉÍÅ ×ÁÒÐȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ËÅÅÐ ÒÅÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
ÓÁÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÈÅ ÇÅÔÓ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ !ÎÄÉÅ 
MacDowell. I loÖÅ ÈÅÒȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÃÌÁÓÓÉÃȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Greg loaded the DVD and started up the movie.  

Cynthia had the popcorn ready to go.  

4ÈÅÙ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÓ 0ÈÉÌ ÄÉÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÏ ×ÉÎ 2ÉÔÁȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔȢ 
By the end of the film, they both had watery eyes. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÍÏÖÉÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ  

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÙÏÕÒ 2ÉÔÁ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÍÙ 0ÈÉÌȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ Á ËÉÓÓȢ 

Greg started to kiss her, and then ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅ .ÅÄ 
Ryersonȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ËÉÓÓ ÍÅȟ 3ÔÕÐÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ .ÅÄ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÎÓÕÒÁÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÅÄ ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ÓÔÅÐ ÉÎ Á ÍÕÄ ÐÕÄÄÌÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÆÏÒ 0ÈÉÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 



 

 

She grabbed him by the shoulders and kissed him hard on the lips. Ȱ3ÔÉÌÌ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ .ÅÄȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ a grin. 

Greg pulled her close and started a kiss. After a few seconds, he was about 
to pull away when Cynthia took over for a while. Then Greg again. It went 
back and forth. He hoped Cynthia would keep him in check, because he 
was feeling more out of control by the second. 

)Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÉÆ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÅÒÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÈÅ 
thought. Could they still make out on the couch like this? Not likely. 
Beverly could walk in on them at any moment if she lived there. Greg was 
committed to having no ÓÅØ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȟ ÂÕÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ 
body and passionate kissing were tempting him to the limit. He was in 
danger of going on autopilot. His body could explain it all to his brain later. 

Oh, by the way, Brain, earlier tonight I took over for you, and made wild, 
crazy love to Cynthia. She was on autopilot tooȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ (ÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
mind. Signed, Your Body. P.S. I forgot to ask if you wanted to use protection. 

-ÁÙÂÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÂÁÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ 
with her sexy daughter. But what if he and Cynthia were making out at his 
house? 

**********  

-ÁÃÙ 'ÏÌÏÎÇ ÐÅÅËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 
ÈÅÒ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇȢ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÁÒÅÌÙ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÕÐ ÐÁÓÔ ΫΪȡΪΪ 0-ȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
nearly 11:00. She closed the door and started to go back to her room across 
the hall. She was halfway through a roÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌȢ "ÕÔ (ÁÄÌÅÙȭÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓ 
oatmeal raisin cookies were calling to her. 

She walked down the stairs to the kitchen and put a few cookies on a plate. 
Then she poured a glass of milk. She wondered what Elmo was doing. Was 
he in the Media Room with Carsie? Their Media Room? Before Elmo and 
Carsie got together, Elmo and Macy used to spend hours almost every 
night in that room. Some nights he had almost kissed her. 

She left her milk and cookies on the kitchen counter and went down 
another flight of stair s, which came out in the Recreation Room. Macy 
could hear the sound of the TV coming from Media Room. She tiptoed to 
the open doorway and peeked in. There she wasɂthat conniving slutɂ
sitting where Macy should have been. How could Elmo have replaced her 



 

 

lik e that? She thought he had been falling in love with her. How could she 
have been so wrong? But it could still happenɂif that woman would just 
go away. 

%ÌÍÏ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3Ïȟ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ -ÏÎÄÁÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ two doctors in the 
office. That should take a little pressure off. If I need to be out for a day or 
Ô×Ïȟ $ÒȢ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓ ÃÁÎ ÆÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÏÒ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆ Á ×ÅÅË ÆÏÒ Á ÔÒÉÐ ÔÏ (Á×ÁÉÉ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÎÅ× ×ÉÆÅȢȱ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÓÅØÙ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ $ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ$ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅȭȢ (ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ %ÒÎÅÓÔȟ 
ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Ȭ$ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅȭ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÔ ÉÎ ×ÅÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÓÁÍÅ 3ÔÒÅÅÔ ÔÈÅÍÅ ÏÆ 
ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ $ÒÓȢ %ÌÍÏ ÁÎÄ %ÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÕÔÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙÐÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Bert ÁÎÄ %ÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÕÔ ÕÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ "ÁÂÙȟ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ "ÅÒÔȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ "ÅÒÔ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÅÒ ÌÅÇ ÏÖÅÒ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÌÁÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÔraddled him. She placed her 
hands on the sides of his head and snuggled it in between her breasts. 
Then she began to slide her body slowly toward and then away from his 
crotch. And again. And again. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÓÏÍÅ %ÌÍÏȢ !ÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Macy had seen more than enough. She would try to erase that last few 
seconds from her memory. She and Elmo would still get together. 
Somehow.  



 

 

She had been so busy watching the doctor and his bride-to-be, that she had 
not even noticed Carnie, who was sitting across from her in the dark Pub 
Room, sipping her Vodka Tonic. The light from the TV shown through 
-ÁÃÙȭÓ ÆÌÉÍÓÙ ÇÏ×ÎȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ Ånjoying the silhouette of her firm, 
shapely body standing in the doorway.  

Carnie admired a well-toned bodyɂmale or female. She loved the feel of 
the smooth, tight skin. Sometimes it made her want to rip off her clothes 
and have sex. Other times she just wanted to slash that beautiful skin with 
a razor blade. Once she got a taste, her lust for the flesh was ravenous, 
whethÅÒ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÉÔȣÏÒ ÍÕÔÉÌÁÔÉÎÇ ÉÔȢ 

She strained her eyes to watch, as Macy moved out of the light, and 
became a dark ghost moving across the room to the stairs. It would be so 
ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȣ 

**********  

Macy brushed the cookie crumbs off the edge of her bed and into her hand. 
A couple of tiny bits of cookie fell between her fingers and onto the floor. 
She got down on hands and knees and studied the carpet at very close 
range, retrieving every morsel. The maid service vacuumed twice a week, 
but that was no excuse for sloppiness. 

She went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth for a full three minutes. 
Then she flossed. Then she flossed again. She brushed her perfect thick, 
shoulder-length brown hair until all of the tangles were gone. Then she 
brushed it another thirty times.  

Macy eyed the paperback adoringly as she approached her bed. She had 
read fifty more pages while enjoying her cookies. The characters in her 
ÒÏÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÓÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ Á ÂÏÏË. 
She was visiting another worldɂthe world where she felt most at home.  

Macy switched off her lamp and rolled in between the sheets. Then she 
turned over onto her left side, closed her eyes and began to relax. Within 
moments, she heard something. Someone sneaking into her room. 
Through her peripheral vision, she could see a figure standing behind her. 
Standing over her. She pretended to be asleep. Maybe they would go away. 
But what if they planned to kill her? Her back was completely vulnerable to 
a vicious thrust of a knife. Her head was sitting perfectly still on the lacy 
pillowcaseɂjust inviting the blow of a heavy blunt instrument.  



 

 

She felt the bed move as the person got under the covers with her. She 
cringed when she felt a hand on her shoulder, the warm breath on the back 
of her exposed neck. Then the soft, smooth hand caressed her right arm 
and moved down toward her hip. What was about to happen to her? She 
began to tremble. 

Then she felt the fingers work their way under her nightÇÏ×ÎȣÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ 
stomÁÃÈȣÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÒÅÁÓÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÉÎÔÒÕÄÅÒȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÉÎÃÈÅÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ 
hers, until they were spooned. 

4ÈÅÎ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕȟ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

The warm tongue just behind her ear gave her goose bumps. She moved 
away slightly. Then she rolled over onto her back.  

-ÁÃÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

Then the warm body was on top of her. There was a long, deep kiss. Her 
feelings were so powerful she thought she would faint at any moment. But 
the feeling went on and on, building to a mind-bending crescendo.  

Then it was over. She lay spent. The hot passion that had worked her body 
into a sweat was almost as good as the real thing. Now she was ready for a 
×ÁÒÍȟ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌ ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÐȢ 

But cold reality would be waiting for her again in the morning.  

 

  



 

 

Chapter 5  

The bright Sunday morning sun illuminated the stained glass windows, 
diffusing multi -colored hues across the congregation. Attendance is up 
today, thought Greg. As the organist was nearing the end of the Prelude, he 
stepped up to the podium. 

Ȱ0Ìease take your hymnals and turn to pagÅ άέȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÎÇ 
ȬHoly, Holy, Holy.ȭȱ 

Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! Early in the morning, our song shall 
ÒÉÓÅ ÔÏ 4ÈÅÅȣ 

As Greg sang and conducted the 4/4 pattern, which he could do in his 
sleep, hiÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ×ÁÎÄÅÒȢ 3ÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
was thinking last night while kissing Cynthia on the couch? His actions had 
been within the bounds of acceptable behavior. He had nothing to be 
ashamed of in that regard.  

But what about his thÏÕÇÈÔÓȩ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ did with Cynthiaɂit was 
what he wanted to doȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÈÏnor her or his commitment 
to God. But his feelings had been only natural. God created humans and 
ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÅØÕÁÌ ÄÅÓÉÒÅȢ 7ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÏËÁÙ ÔÏ want to have sex, as long as you 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ do it? Then he remembered the passage from Matthew 5:28.  

But I say to you, that whosoever shall look on a woman to lust after her, hath 
already committed adultery with her in his heart. 

At the end of the hymn, Greg stepped back and Dr. Huff went to the 
podium and said a prayer. Then there were announcements, two more 
hymns, and a chorus. 

After the offering, it was time for the choir to sing their anthem. When 
Greg motioned to the choir to stand, Cynthia smiled at him from the Alto 
section. She was so incredibly beautiful. Standing there in her choir robe, 
she looked like a redheaded angel. If they could just get married, Greg 
could stop feeling guilty about his desire for her. 

**********   



 

 

Elmo was not thrilled that Carsie had invited her sister to stay at the house. 
But it would only be for a few more days. He had made it clear to his fiancé 
that as soon as the wedding was over, Carnie must move out. 

Ȱ-ÏÒÅ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÊÕÉÃÅȟ 3ÉÒȩȱ Hadley had prepared a brunch consisting of Eggs 
Benedict, bacon, sausage, blueberry pancakes, bran muffins, and hash 
browns. 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓȟ ÁÓ usualȢȱ 

Hadley nodded. It was his admiration of Dr. Mobley that kept him from 
retiring. He had worked for the family since Elmo was a young boy. 

It was a very pleasant day, so Hadley had put them on the back porch near 
the kitchen.  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÄÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ %ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ 
News. 

Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ :ÏÏȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÉÎȟ Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÏ ÐÒÉÍÉÔÉÖÅȢȱ 

%ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÆ #ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄ ÇÒÉÎ ÏÎ 
her face. 

Macy walked out of the house, leaned over and whispered into %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÅÁÒȢ 

Carsie did not appreciate the fact that she was being left out of the loop. 
Why did Elmo need to hide anything from his bride-to-be? As soon as they 
ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÏÎÅÙÍÏÏÎȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÒÅ -ÁÃÙ 'ÏÌÏÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
trust her with Elmo.  

Ȱ,ÁÄÉÅÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÅØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ (Å ÇÏÔ 
up from the table and walked into the house with Macy. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÈÁÒÍÌÅÓÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

**********   



 

 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÎÇ ×ÅÉÒÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Elmo rarely spent any time with his mother. He only saw her once or twice 
a week. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈroom door. Macy 
walked in, leaving the door open so Elmo could see. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÁÒÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Elmo was shocked by what he saw: his mother holding a hairbrush in one 
hand and a tube of toothpaste in the other. She had applied a line of Crest 
across the bristles of the hairbrush. 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÓÈ ÍÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÅÔÈȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 
3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÉÃËȢ 

Tell HaÄȣ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓɂhe cooks our food. You know. Tell 
ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÓÉÃË ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Mallie Mae turned and was surprised to see him standing there. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȩ 'ÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȟ -ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÏÕÔȦ .Ï×Ȧȱ 



 

 

Elmo walked out of the bedroom and shut the door. He stood in the 
hallway, stunned. He was about to go back downstairs when Macy came 
out. 

Ȱ3ÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÂÁÄ ÓÈÁÐÅȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁȢ (ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÁÃÔÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ Ó×ÏÒÅ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÃÒÅÃÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÓÔÁÒÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ "ÕÔ ) 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÌÄ ÁÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȟ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ Á ÌÏÔ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ ÆÅ× 
ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȩ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ αίȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ -ÏÓÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÉÄ-eighties. But sometimes 
ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÓÏÏÎÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȢ ,ÉËÅ Á ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÓÈÅ 
ÔÁËÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ Á ÐÁÉÎ ÐÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ/Ò ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÎÕÔÒÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÄÅÆÉÃÉÅÎÃÙȢ (Ï×ȭÓ ÈÅÒ appÅÔÉÔÅȩȱ 

Ȱ0ÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÓÔÒÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÓÔÒÏËÅȢ 7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ )ȩȱ 

Ȱ0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙɂÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÅÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÅÓÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÄÉÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ ÔÏ×Î ÈÅÁÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

ȰOkay. )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢ (Å ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÚÅÓ ÉÎ 
ÇÅÒÉÁÔÒÉÃÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ (ÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔ ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÔÉÃÉÁÎȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ 
ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÍÏ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Elmo weÎÔ ÄÏ×ÎÓÔÁÉÒÓ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÄÙȢ -ÁÃÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ 
room. 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ Á ÇÅÒÉÁÔÒÉÃ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÅÓÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ ÏÒ ,ÏÎÇÖÉÅ×Ȣ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ËÎÏ× ÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÉÓ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

**********   

Elmo called his old friend, Dr. John Fransein in Dallas. 



 

 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ %ÌÍÏ -ÏÂÌÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÁÍÅȢȱ *ÏÈÎÎÙ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ 
%ÌÍÏȭÓ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ) ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎÙȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÓÕÒÅ ÈÁÓȢ (Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȢ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÓÕÃh a big favor, but could 
ÙÏÕ ÒÕÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÅÓÔÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÏȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÙÅÁÈȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ ) ÃÁÎ ×ÏÒË ÈÅÒ ÉÎȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ άȡΪΪ 0-ȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ) ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ 
3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÉÄÅȢ (ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÒÕÌÅ out other things, right? 
4ÈÅÒÅȭs still  no definitive test to diagnose AlzheiÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÉÔ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÎÉÎÅÔÙ ÐÅÒÃÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ 5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÃÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓȢ 7Å ÊÕÓÔ 
ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇure out how to 
brush her teeth with a hairbrush. She knew she was doing something 
×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ we should get together sometime. Be sure to give me a call the next 
ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢȱ 

  



 

 

Chapter 6  

Ȱ-ÏÍ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ 
the living room.  

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÈÁÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÏÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ had just 
asked her mom the day before. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅËÅÎÄȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÏÖÅÒ Ô×Ï 
or three nights this week and help ÈÅÒ ÐÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÉÎÅ ÕÐ Á ÔÒÕÃËȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ She leaned over and gave him quick kiss.  

He wanted it to be longer, but that could wait until later.  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÕÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȢȱ She walked into the kitchen. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ "ÁÂÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÒÁÎÇȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

Greg wished he had. It was his ex-wife. He had not spoken to her since 
right after  the divorce. And they had been divorced for over five years. 
Before that, he had been a full-time minister of music. Her cheating and 
the subsequent divorce had put an end to that job. Fortunately, they never 
had children. 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅȟ 3ÕÓÁÎȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ ) ÈÁÄ Á ÄÒÅÁÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ 
other night. It was crazy. We were in bed together andɂȰ 

Ȱɂ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÂÕÓÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ 
ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȟ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ 4ÈÁÔ ÃÕÔÅ ÒÅÄÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÂÁÎËÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕɂȰ 

Ȱɂ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÓ ex had any friends in town. He had moved from 
Longview to Coreyville to get away from her and her backstabbing friends. 
It was hard to believe that many of them had once been his friends too. 

Cynthia walked into the living room with the giant bowl of popcorn.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȢ ,ÏÏË )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩ !ÒÅ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÂÅÄȩ )Ó ÓÈÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄÂÙÅȦȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÅØȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÒÕÉÎ ÍÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4Ï ÈÁÒÁÓÓ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÎ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ÎÏ× ÓÈÅȭÓ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Ò ÍÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÈÏ× ÈÅÒȢ "Å ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 

Cynthia gave him a warm, luscious kiss. It was short enough so they would 
still want to watch the movie, but long enough to make him forget about 
Susan. 

**********   

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ γȡΪΪ 0-ȟ ÂÕÔ -ÁÃÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 
what was going on in the Media Room. She prayed that Elmo and Carsie 
were just watching TV.  

!Ô ίΰȟ $ÒȢ ,Ȣ2Ȣ Ȭ%ÌÍÏȭ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ Á ÖÉÒÇÉÎȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
with a woman in years. Macy had heard the full account from Mallie Mae 
years ago, when she first moved in to care for her after she broke her leg. 
Macy was her full -time nurse at first. But Mallie Mae enjoyed her company 
so much that she asked Macy to stay on, even after the leg had healed. 

When he was 37, Elmo had been giving every ounce of energy to his 
patients. But he finally grew tired of having no personal life. So he started 
dating. She was a nurse at Coreyville General Hospitalɂa very nice lady. 
And eventually the two set a wedding date. But Mallie Mae did not 
approve. And she did everything she could think of to destroy their 
relationship. But Elmo knew his mother was trying her best to break them 
up. So all that  did was make him more determined to go through with his 
marriage plans.  

Then Mallie Mae crafted her most devious scheme ever. She paid off a 
sleazy private detective to produce porn pictures of EÌÍÏȭÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 
not that difficult to merge shots of her head with graphic sex pictures he 
found on the internet.  

The doctor showed the photographs to his fiancé and she denied she had 
ever posed for such lurid pictures. He wanted so badly to believe her. But 
his mother had planted a terrible seed of doubt. And it grew like 
Dandelionsɂevery time you pull one out of the ground to destroy it, you 
just scatter more seeds.  

Ultimately, the couple was doomed. He hated Mallie Mae for it. She had 
made him miserable while he was in medical school. Now she had 



 

 

destroyed his chance for love and happiness. He swore he would never 
forgive her. 

After that, whether consciously or not, he closed himself off to any 
possibility of a romantic relationship. Because Macy was aware of this, she 
had never pursued anything but a friendship. But sometimes it was all she 
could do to keep from telling him how she really felt. 

Then, after so many years of loneliness, Carsie had bumped into him at the 
grocery store and stolen his ÈÅÁÒÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÂÙ +ÒÏÇÅÒȭÓ ÁÔ 
ÌÕÎÃÈÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÉØȢ .ÏÔ ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÄÄÉÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ "ÒÁÃÈȭÓ 
#ÁÎÄÙ #ÏÒÎȢ #ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÒÁÎÄɂÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ "ÒÁÃÈȭÓȢ (Å ËÅÐÔ Á 
supply hidden in a desk drawer. So he went straight to the candy aisle and 
there she wasɂÂÕÙÉÎÇ "ÒÁÃÈȭÓ #ÁÎÄÙ #ÏÒÎȢ 3ÕÐÐÏÓÅÄÌÙȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÏÏËÅÄ 
on the stuff too. What were the chances of that? 

Macy went downstairs to the basement and started to walk toward the 
open Media Room door. All she could hear was the TV. What if that 
woman already had him down on the floor? Macy had to admit that Carsie 
was hot. She could probably get him to do anything if she really tried. 

Ȱ-ÁÃÙȟȱ ÓÐÏËÅ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒËÎÅÓÓȢ 

Macy jumped. 

Ȱ%ÁÓÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅɂ#ÁÒÎÉÅȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Carnie moved in closer and now Macy could see herɂbarely. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ Macy wondered why they needed to have this conversation in the 
ÄÁÒËȢ !ÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȩ 

Carnie moved in closer. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ -ÁÃÙ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 

Carnie grabbed her by the arms and kissed her on the lips. 

Macy pulled back. Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ !Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÇÒÅÔÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏÎÅȢ )f Carnie was 
ÇÁÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ -ÁÃÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
be with another woman, but that was theiÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ !Ó 
long as they left her ÁÌÏÎÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Carnie turned and disappeared into the darkness. Within minutes, she was 
in her car, driving toward Coreyville. 

**********  

Ȱ(ÉȢ -Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ *ÁËÅȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ 
ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÌÁÄÙ Á ÂÅÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÅÅÒȟȱ said Carnie. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆÆ ÓÏÏÎȢ 3Ï ÇÏÏÄ ÏÌÅ 
*ÁËÅ ÉÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ȬÇÏÏÄ ÏÌÅ *ÁËÅȭ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÄÒÉÎËÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÇÕÙÓ ×ÈÏ ÒÅÆÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ!×Åȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ (ÁÖÅ Á ÄÒÉÎË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ 3ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏ×ÂÏÙ ÈÁÔȢ (ÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÁÎÎÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ Ȭ(ÏÎÅÙ.ȭȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ *ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕȟ *ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÊÕÄÇÅÄ *ÁËÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ΰȭάȱȟ άάΪ ÐÏÕÎÄÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ίȭΰȱȟ 
weighing in at 120, but she knew she could handle him. 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ *ÕÓÔ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ×ÏÒË ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȢ 2ÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ in ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÊÏÂÓȢȱ 

He took a swig of his Budweiser. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÆÏÌËÓȢȱ 

She took care of them, all right. But they were sometimes in worse health 
after she took care of them. Sometimes dead. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ! ÍÁÎ ÍÕÓÔ love ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ .ÅÖÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇȢ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȢȱ 

Normally, that line would have made Carnie want to stab the guy in the 
heart. But Jake actually sounded sincere. Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎt to get out of 
ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÓÕÒÅȢ 7ÁÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÉÄÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÔÒÕÃËȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 

Jake took a dark narrow ÒÏÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÖÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÌÅÓȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
recognize the Country singer on the radio. But then, she hated Country 
music.  

He turned onto a dirt trail that led to nowhere, parked and turned off t he 
lights. They could see each other in the moonlight.  

Ȱ)ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÁÒÍÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Really? Is that all you want to do? she thought. 

He slid over, put his arm around her and started kissing her. 

(ÅȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ËÉÓÓÅÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅd him away. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ) ÄÏ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ Her hand was 
already in her skirt pocket. And it  was in her hand. Just the flick of her 
thumb would pop up the razor bladeɂready to perform the deadly deed. 

(Å ÂÁÃËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢȱ 

(Å ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ Ȭ(ÏÎÅÙȢȭ "ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
mind. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÏÌȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÅÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 

He started the truck. 

Carnie liked this dumb cowboy. He was cute, and would take orders. He 
might just come in handy, she thought. 

No need to kill him tonight.  

 

 

 

  




