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SYNOPSIS 

As Greg Tenorly was about to marry the woman of his dreams, he figured 

he was the luckiest man in the world. Until he got an anonymous phone 

ÃÁÌÌ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÉÄÅȭÓ ÓÈÁÄÙ ÐÁÓÔȢ 

Larry had been lucky all his life. He had everything he could possibly want. 

Except a publishing contract. So, the fact that his first six mystery novels 

had been rejected did not dissuade him from starting on book seven. Iron-

ically, he finally found success when he began to publish an online account 

of his own downward spiral into depravity and murder. 

Is luck real? Or is it just an illusion? Some people have to find out the hard 

way. 

**********  

  



ILLUSION OF LUCK 
BY ROBERT BURTON ROBINSON  

Chapter 1 

Greg Tenorly was the luckiest man in the world. The woman of his wildest 
dreams was standing beside himɂat their wedding rehearsal. He knew he 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÙbody could see that. He saw himself as a balding, 
average-looking 35-year-old. Cynthia was a strikingly beautiful 30-year-old 
ÒÅÄÈÅÁÄȢ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÉÆ #ÕÐÉÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÈÁÄ ÆÌÏ×Î ÉÎ ÔÏ 
break up the crazy mismatch. 

"ÕÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÁ× ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ 'ÒÅÇ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÉÓÔȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÈÅ 
should have looked for in the eyes of her first  groom. Troy was a rugged, 
handsome man. Nothing wrong with that. But he was also an abuser. And 
ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÖÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÂÒÕÔÁÌ ÓÌÁÐ 
across the face. Then came the boozing and hitting and steady barrage of 
obscenities. 

So, this time around Cynthia was looking for something different. Greg was 
kind and thoughtful and funny. And regardless of what Greg thought, she 
did find him attractive ɂeven on their first meeting. And the more she got 
to know him, the more attracti ÖÅ ÈÅ ÂÅÃÁÍÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÊÕÓÔ 
because he was a nice guy. She truly had the hots for him. 

It was Thursday night, 6:20 PM. Greg and Cynthia were finishing up a 
run-through of the ceremony at First Baptist Church, Coreyville, where 
Greg was part-time music director. They were well on their way to happily 
ever after. Everything was perfect. 

Until the phone call.  

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȟ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȟ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÒÖÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÈÅÒ -ÁÉÄ ÏÆ (ÏÎÏÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
girlfriends her age at First State Bank where she was a vice president. But 
her mom was her closest friend. It might have seemed a little odd to some 
peopleɂno mother sitting on the second pew, crying. No father to walk 
her down the aisle and give her away. She wished so much he was still alive 
to share in the joy. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎȟ 'ÒÅÇȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÉÎÖÉÔÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ËÉÓÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÉÄÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ (ÕÆÆȟ ÐÁÓÔÏÒ 
of the church. 



Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ want ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÉÓÓÅÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙ 6ÏÃËÅÌÍÁÎȟ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ "ÅÓÔ 
Man. Sandy had a habit of cracking jokes at inappropriate times. 

Dr. Huff shot him a stern, over the top of the glasses, stare that said, Sir, 
this is a holy place of worshipɂnot a comedy club. 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÌÌ definitely ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÉÓÓÅÄȢȱ 

$ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎgregation as Mr. 
and Mrs. Greg Tenorly and the organist will play the Wedding March as 
ÙÏÕ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔ ÊÏÂȟ 'ÒÅÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËȢ 

Ȱ.Ï× ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ Á ÔÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÂÒÅÁË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÄÏ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÒÕÎ-ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȟȱ 
said Dr. Huff. 

Sandy leanÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÏ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ )ȭÍ ÓÔÁÒÖÉÎÇȢȱ 

$ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÔÃÈȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÁÔ ΰȡέήȢȱ 

Sandy decided to make a point of being back in his place at exactly 6:35. 
Even as a college music professor he was still somewhat rebellious. He put 
ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÔÆÏÒÍȢ Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
)ÔÁÌÉÁÎ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÒÁÇÇÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÔÉÃȢ "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅɂÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÂÅÁÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ -ÁÎȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÂÒÅÁÄ ÉÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ,ÕÇÉÏȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏÁȢ .Ï× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÁÃÒÉÌÅÇÉÏÕÓȢ .ÏÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÂÒÅÁÄ ÉÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ 
,ÕÇÉÏȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÁÔÅ Á ÔÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÕÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ7Å had ÔÏȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÔÈÅÏÒy homework 
×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÒÅÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÍÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÍÙ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒÅȣÅÖÅÎ ÍÁÔÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Greg. 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÁÉÎ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ×ÅÉÇÈÔ ÂÁÃËȟ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 



ȰYou were pumping iron every day. )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÇÁÉÎÅÄ ×ÅÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÒÉÍ ÄÏ×Î ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ 
ÔÉÍÅ ) ÓÁ× ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÊÏÇÇÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ "ÕÄÄÙȢ 3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙɂÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇȢ 
#ÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 

Cynthia and her mom had gone to the ladies room, and were checking 
their hair and makeup. 

Ȱ3×ÅÅÔÉÅȟ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÒÅ ÈÁÐÐÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȟ -ÏÍȢ (ÅȭÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÉÎ Á ÌÉÆÅ-long 
ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ) ËÎÏ× ÈÅ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ×ÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȭÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÕÃËÙ ÍÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ )ȭÄ ÁÇÒÅÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÁÍ Á 
ÖÅÒÙ ÌÕÃËÙ ×ÏÍÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ȭÁÌÌ ÁÒÅ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 3Ï ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ 
ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÁÌÌ ÁÔ $ÉÓÎÅÙ 7ÏÒÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ could ÈÁÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȟ -ÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ 4ÈÒÅÅȭÓ ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ Á ÃÒÏ×Ä ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÏ ÈÏÎeymoons. And 
ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÕÉÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÇÒÏÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÏÕÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÉÌÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÉÎ /ÒÌÁÎÄÏ 
ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ ÓÅÁȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ need to staÙ ÉÎ ÔÏÕÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÎÅÙÍÏÏÎȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃËȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒȟ 9ÏÕÎÇ 
,ÁÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÏËÁÙȢ 3Ïȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ *ÕÓÔ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢ 7Å ÃÁÎ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÓÔÏries when we all 
ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 

"ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ 



×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÏÎ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÐÁÒÔȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÎÔÅÒÆÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ 
their lives. But Cynthia had reassured him that her mother would respect 
their privacy. And so far, she had. Except for a couple of times when she 
accidentally caught them making out on the couch. 

7ÈÅÎ 3ÁÎÄÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÔÏ 
get the gift for his Best Man. It was a music engraving pen, stamped with 
the leÔÔÅÒÓ Ȭ356Ȣȭ 3ÁÎÄÙ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÏÍposer who still preferred writing 
manuscripts the old fashioned way rather than using music software and a 
printer. He said he felt more connected to Bach, Beethoven and Verdi 
when he wrote out the music notation by hand. 

Greg had used one of those pens a few times. And he wondered how many 
shirts his buddy had ruined over the years. If you got a single drop of that 
black Indian ink on your clothes, you could forget about the washing 
machine or the dry cleaners. That pair of pants or shirt was going straight 
to the trash can. 

Ȭ356ȭ ×ÁÓ Á ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅ 3ÁÎÄÙ ÈÁÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÁÓ Á ÎÉÎÔÈ ÇÒÁÄÅÒȟ ÁÔ ΰȭάź, 285 
ÐÏÕÎÄÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȭÓ 
middle name was Uriah. Sandy Uriah VockelmanɂȬ356Ȣȭ  

Sandy quickly corrected the boy. His first name was AlexanderɂSandy was 
ÊÕÓÔ Á ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅȢ 3Ïȟ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ Ȭ!56Ȣȭ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÒÅÁÔÅ Á 
nickname from another nickÎÁÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ Ȭ356ȭ ÓÔÕÃËȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅ 
hated it. Maybe he would have liked it if he had been a offensive lineman. 
But he was no football player. His thing was choir and piano and music 
theory.  

So, he began to work out with weights and trim down. By his senior year, 
ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ356ȭ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÌÉÍȟ 
buffed-up guy. All of the choir girls wanted to go out with him ɂeven some 
of those with boyfriends. 

'ÒÅÇ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÐÅÎ Á ÄÒÁ×ÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË ÏÕÔ 3ÁÎÄÙȭÓ 
gift. His cell phone rang. He checked the caller id. It was anonymous. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ (Ï×ȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ5ÈȣÆÉÎÅȢȱ 



Ȱ#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÓÔÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÄÒÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÒ ×ÁÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ 
like he was supposed to know. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÎÃÈ ÌÉÎÅȢ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÍÅÁÎȩ 7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÊÏËÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ 7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÒÉÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÏÕÔȟ -ÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÕÎÎÙȢ .Ï×ȟ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÔȢ 7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȩ 3ÁÎÄÙȩȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÃÌÉÃËȢ Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

The caller was gone. 

)Æ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ 3ÁÎÄÙȟ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÆÔ ÂÏØ ÉÎ 
his jacket pocket and walked down the hallway. Sandy was standing 
outside the restroom, drinking from the water fountain.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÕÎÎÙȟ 3ÁÎÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÕÈȩ /Èȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÓÅÃÒÁÃË ÁÂÏÕÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÎÏÔ ×ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ËÉÓÓ 
ÙÏÕȩȱ (Å ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ #ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÉÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ )ȭÍ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ 7ÈÅÎȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÅȟ -ÁÎȢ -ÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏÍÅ other weird friend of 
ÙÏÕÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȩ 9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅȩȱ 



Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ 7Èy? What did the guy say to you? Whatever it was, it 
ÓÕÒÅ ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕ ÕÐÓÅÔȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ *ÕÓÔ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÃÌÏ×ÎÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÉÔ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÈÅÁÒÓÁÌ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢ 
Heyɂmaybe it was the pastor. He seems lÉËÅ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÊÏËÅÓÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Sandy laughed. 

'ÒÅÇ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ $ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ ÅÁÒÓÈÏÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ 
laughed along with his old buddy. 

But as he and Sandy walked back toward the auditorium for the second 
run-ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȟ 'ÒÅÇ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈake off the uneasiness. The man on the 
ÐÈÏÎÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÊÏËÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓ 
before the wedding and malign CynÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȩ %ÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ 
been together for less than a year, he felt he knew her well. And he waÓÎȭÔ 
about to let some stranger or prankster rattle his faith in her.  



Chapter 2  

It took Erin an hour and forty -five minutes to drive from their half -million 
dollar home in Plano to the small rented cabin at Lake Texoma, near the 
Oklahoma state line. It was Thursday night, and she could have been in 
their backyard, sitting by the pool in an ultra -skimpy bikini, drinking and 
laughing with her friends. Like every other night. 

3ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÁÍÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ .Ï×ȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ 
tell me why it was so important for me to drive all the way up here tonight? 
9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ !ÎÄ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÎÃÅÌ ÍÙ ÐÁÒÔÙȢȱ 

Larry glanced over at his super-hot 25-year-old girlfriend. Her body could 
ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÌÏ× Á×ÁÙ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÅÔÉÔÉÏÎ ÁÔ Á -ÉÓÓ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁ 0ÁÇÅÁÎÔȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ 
ÅØÐÌÁÉÎȢ *ÕÓÔ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÌÌȢȱ  

(Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÐÔÏÐȢ ,ÁÒÒÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÂÁÄ-looking 30-year old, if you 
could see past the scruffy beard and the long stringy hair. 

3ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÕÐ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ7ÈÏȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÇÉÒÌ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ×ÉÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙȩȱ 

,ÁÒÒÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ (Å ÊÕÓÔ ÐÕÆÆÅÄ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÐÉÐÅȢ 

Erin backed away. She hated his smokinÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÁÍ ) 
ÈÅÒÅȟ ,ÁÒÒÙȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÓÔÉÎËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÆÉÓÈȢȱ 

,ÁÒÒÙ ËÅÐÔ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÐÔÏÐ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÉÓ is a fish camp. But I do 
ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ "ÕÔ I ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÔȟ (ÏÎÅÙɂyour best 
writing  is just not good enough. When are you goÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÕÐȩ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ 
written six booksɂÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ 
got hundreds of rejection letters, andɂȰ 

Ȱɂthousands, actually. And each rejection brings me closer to a contract. 
9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÁÙȢ %ÁÃÈ ÆÁÉÌÕÒÅ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ ÍÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ 
ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ sayȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÕÃËÙ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȩ /ÎÅ 
ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎȩ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÒÅÊÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ Á ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔȩȱ 



Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ Ȭ,ÕÃËÙ ,ÁÒÒÙȢȭȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÙÅÁÈȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÉÎÈÅÒÉÔÁÎÃÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ 
dropped out of college. Then you won $3 million in the Texas Lottery. And 
then you got meȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅɂyou are Á ÌÕÃËÙ ÇÕÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÕÃËÙ ÁÔ 
everythingɂexcepÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

ȰPublishingȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ need ÌÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇȢ )ȭÍ ÁÎ ÇÉÆÔÅÄ ÎÏÖÅÌÉÓÔȢȱ (Å 
ÈÅÌÄ ÈÉÓ ÐÉÐÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÄÉÇÎÉÔÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÕÆÆÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÌÕÃËÙ ÂÒÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ Á 
ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÅÒȢȱ (Å ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÙÐÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÆÕÌÌ ÓÐÅÅÄȢ 

Erin sat down at the small table and poured herself a glass of Merlot. At 
least he brought along my favorite, she thought. She just hoped he had 
more than one bottle. 

Ȱ&ÏÒ ÂÏÏË ÓÅÖÅÎȟ )ȭÍ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈȢ ) ÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ Á 
free account on this new website, DirectFromTheAuthor.com, using the 
ÎÁÍÅ Ȭ"ÁÒÒÙ 5ÎÄÅÒÍÉÎÅȢȭȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȣÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÎÁÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÕÓÉÎÇ Á 
ÐÓÅÕÄÏÎÙÍȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÒÅÊÅÃÔÅÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÎÁÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ,ÁÒÒÙ ,ÕÚÏÒȢȱ 

He had always been proud of the Luzor family name. His grandfather was a 
successful industrialist, Joseph Alfred Luzor, who named his son Philip Karl 
Luzor, who named his son Lawrence Igby Luzor. 

But he had finally decided Erin was right. Besides, after six books, agents 
were probably rejecting his work before they even read it. They probably 
saw the name of the author and immediately stamp the manuscript 
REJECTED. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÅÁÃÈ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÔÅȟ ÁÓ ) ×ÒÉÔÅ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ 
getting some great comments from my readers. So, maybe an agent or a 
publisher will take notice aÎÄ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÍÅ Á ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȩȱ 

ȰIllusion of LuckȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÕÃËÙ ÉÎ ÌÉÆÅȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ 
his luck finally runs out, he decides to impose his will and make his own 
ÌÕÃËȟ ÓÏ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁËȢ !ÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÕÃËÙȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÒÕÔÈȟ ÈÅȭÓ 
ÄÏÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙȢ 3Ïȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÕÃË ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅɂÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 
illusion  ÏÆ ÌÕÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȟ ,ÁÒÒÙɂexcept the part about 



him having the balls to make his own luck. The only luck you have is 
×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÄÒÏÐÓ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÐȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÏÕÒÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÆ ×ÉÎÅȢ 3ÈÅ 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÔÁÓÔÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÆÕÎÎÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÎË ÉÔ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ 
) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÉÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÙÐÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÙ )ȭÍ 
ÈÅÒÅȦȱ 

Larry completed the paragraph, and then turned his chair around to face 
ÈÅÒȢ (Å ËÎÅ× %ÒÉÎ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á 
border-ÌÉÎÅ ÁÌÃÏÈÏÌÉÃȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ %ÒÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× "-7Ȣ 3ÕÒÅÌÙ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ 
driving tÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÏÎÅȢ )ȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÂÒÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÕÎÎÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÎÅÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÆÉÖÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ 
ÍÏÎÅÙ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÈÁÔȟ "ÁÂÙȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ 
rightɂthere really is ÎÏ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ #ÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èɂ) ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÕÐ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÙÅÁÒÓ 
ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ Á ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÍÏÄÅÌȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÅÔ 
Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȟ ,ÁÒÒÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÏÒÔÈȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏnna be sorry 
you tried to dump meȢȱ 

Larry wondered why he had put up with her. He had long suspected she 
was doing the pool boy. Or one of the neighbors. Or all the neighbors. 
Because he knew she was not going without. Yet he was paying for 
everything. The spoiled brat had never worked a day in her life.  

Meanwhile, Larry had cranked out six top-notch mystery novels. 
SureɂÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍ 
ÇÒÅÁÔ ÐÉÅÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÍÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÅÆt. The 
ÂÁÎË ÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÅÃÌÏÓÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉÁÒȦ 7ÈÅÎ ÍÙ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒ ÇÅÔÓ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȩ 'Ï ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ËÉÎÄÁ ×ÅÉÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÚÚÙ ÁÎÄ ÎÁÕÓÅÁÔÅÄȩȱ 



Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ !ÎÄ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔȭÓ ÂÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÃÒÁÚÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÈÒÏÁÔ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÓÏÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÍÏÕth too. Larry, what have you done to me? Did you put something 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÅȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÓÍÅÌÌÅÄ ÆÕÎÎÙȢȱ 

Ȱ%ÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÐÏÔÁÓÓÉÕÍ ÃÙÁÎÉÄÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÅÄ ÍÅȩȱ %ÒÉÎ ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÅÒ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ 

(Å ÄÅÆÌÅÃÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÅÎ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÍÕÃÈ ËÎÅ× ÈÏ× Ùou 
would react when I told you I was broke. I figÕÒÅÄ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÒÅÁÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÓÕÅ ÍÅ 
ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ )ȭÍ ×ÏÒÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÒÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 
7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ) ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ËÉÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ (Å ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÂÏØ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ 
his laptop and held it up. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩ 4ÈÅ ÁÎÔÉÄÏÔÅȩ 'ÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȦȱ  

3ÈÅ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÆÅÌÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ 
,ÁÒÒÙȣȱ 

He opened the box, studied the contents and read the labels in no 
ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒ ÈÕÒÒÙȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȣ×Å ÈÁÖÅ Ô×Ï ÂÁÇÓȡ ÏÎÅ ÉÓ Á έГ ÓÏÌÕÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 
ÓÏÄÉÕÍ ÎÉÔÒÁÔÅȣÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ Á άίГ ÓÏÌÕÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÓÏÄÉÕÍ ÔÈÉÏÓÕÌÆÁÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ÓÁÖÅ ÍÅȢ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÕÅ ÙÏÕȢ )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌË Á×ÁÙ ÉÆ 
ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÃÈÏËÉÎÇȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ 
ÓÅÎÄ ÍÅ Á×ÁÙ ÏÎ Á ÂÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ (Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎÅÔÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
two bags into the sink and reached into a drawer for a steak knife. 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ  

He stabbed the bags repeatedly. 

She gasped for air as the antidote, and her life, gurgled down the drain. 

(Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÐÔÏÐȟ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÔÙÐÅȟ ÉÇÎÏÒÉÎÇ %ÒÉÎȭÓ 



convulsing body just behind his chair. 

Her family had long ago disowned her when she slipped away during the 
night at the age of 18. She had caused her parents considerable heartache 
over the years. And if the little tramp thought she could make it on her own, 
then more power to her.  

Her Miss Bikini title was just the beginning of her fame and fortune 
according to the smooth-talking photographer from Dallas. She gave him all 
the sex he could handle before realizing she would get nothing in return. 

But then she met a writer at a party. He seemed sort of odd. But when she 
found out he was loaded, she decided to latch onto him and never let go.  

Now all his money was gone. And so was she. 

 

,ÁÒÒÙ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÁÇÒÁÐÈ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ȭ0ÕÂÌÉÓÈȭ ÂÕÔton. 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÌÏÖÅ 
this chapter, he thought. 

Larry was more like his new character than Erin could have imagined. She 
ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÅ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÕÃËȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
seen it in action. He himself had lost the faith. For ten years, he had been 
sitting safely on the edge of the freeway, watching the cars go by. Now it 
was time to jump in front of an 18-wheeler and force his God of Luck to 
save him.  

(Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȢ (Å ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
proactiveɂand just gÏ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÉÔÈ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÅÐ 
out blindly, believing? 

(Å ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÆÏÒ %ÒÉÎȭÓ ÐÕÌÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÌÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ  

His cabin was at the end of the road. It was a fishing cabin. But he had 
come there to write a mystery novelɂnot to fish. He had never come there 
to fish. And he had never used the barbecue pit. Until tonight.  

It would be dark soon. 

He eyed her body. Good thing she was short. 

  



Chapter 3  

For Greg, the second run-through was much different from the first. He 
tried to forget about thÅ ÁÎÏÎÙÍÏÕÓ ÃÁÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÆ ÈÅ 
really knew the beautiful woman who was reciting vows to him.  

Ȱ)ȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÙ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ÍÙ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒ ÉÎ ÌÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÏÎÅ 
ÔÒÕÅ ÌÏÖÅȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÈÅÒÉÓÈ ÏÕÒ ÕÎÉÏÎȣȱ 

As he looked into her deep blue eyes, his fears began to melt away. The 
sincerity of her voice was mesmerizing. Nothing could harm him. Nothing 
else mattered.  

4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÃËÌÁÃÅȢ 7ÈÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔ ÂÅfore? It looked ex-
pensive. He had not given it to her, and he wondered who had. Could it 
have been a gift from an ex-boyfriendɂsome guy she had hypnotized like 
Greg.  

Some women like to treat a man like a piece of bubble gum. The poor sap 
ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÉÓɂÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÒÕÎÓ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ 
spit him out the car window of her life and never look back. 

So, what was the worst-case scenario? He would marry her, and then go off 
to Orlando and enjoy the rides and shows at Disney World. Every night 
they would make love. Maybe some days they would take a midday nap 
after some midday sex. Wow! His body ached for her. Whoa. Not a good 
time to get aroused though. 

The wedding would be in two days, on Saturday. They would drive to Dal-
las, spend their first night together in the Marriott near DFW Airport, and 
then catch their flight to Orlando the next morning.  

Greg decided to forget about the stupid caller. 

**********  

It was about 7:00 PM, and pitch black. As far as Larry could tell, there was 
no moonlight at all. The gas pole lamp provided just enough illumination 
for nighttime barbecuing. But now that his eyes had adjusted to it, he 
could barely see anything else. His only real point of reference was the light 
coming from the cabin windows. Without it, he could imagine himself get -
ting lost and walking right in to Lake Texoma. 



He figured the temperature to be around 50 degrees. Probably about aver-
ÁÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÌÁÔÅ &ÅÂÒÕÁÒÙȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ Á ÊÁÃËÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÆÅÌÔ 
plenty of warmth from the hot barbe cue pit. 

Ȱ#ÁÔÃÈ ÁÎÙ ÂÉÇ ÏÎÅÓȩȱ ! ÄÅÅÐ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÏÏÍÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÏÍÅwhere out in the 
darkness. 

Larry jumped.  

4ÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇȢ Ȱ-Å ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÂÏÙÓ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÈÁÕÌ 
ÔÏÄÁÙȢ ) ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÍÅ ÁÎ β ÌÂȢ ÌÁÒÇÅÍÏÕÔÈ ÂÁÓÓȢȱ 

,ÁÒÒÙ ÓÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȢ &ÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ 
have been a ghost, floating around in the darkness.  

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÍÅÌÌÓ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

A big plaid shirt materialized at his side, and Larry jumped. Then he saw 
the jeans and the boots, and looked up to see the face. The guy was huge. 

Ȱ(ÉȢ -Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ *ÉÍȢȱ (Å ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ,ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎd gave it a bone-crushing 
ÓÈÁËÅȢ Ȱ-Å ÁÎÄ "ÁÒÂ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÍÙ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ Á ÌÏÎÇ ×ÅÅËÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÆÉÓh-
ÉÎÇȢ 9ÅÁÈȟ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȡ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÙÓ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȩ 
Nope. Cause I sent a note to their principal explaining how this is a part of 
the boÙÓȭ ÅÄÕÃÁÔÉÏÎȢ +ÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ 'ÕÙȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȣÓÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÃÉÐÁÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÏÎÅ ÂÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÁÌÌ 
ÈÕÆÆÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ Á ÄÕÒÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 3ÕÒÅȟ 
ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ 2ȭÓȡ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇȟ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ȬÒÉÔÈÍÅÔÉÃȢ %ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ 
knows that. But you gotta have some balance in life. Know what I mean? 
'ÏÔÔÁ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ &ȭÓȟ ÔÏÏȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ &ȭÓ ÁÒÅȩȱ 

,ÁÒÒÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÕÎȟ ÆÉÓÈÉÎȭ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÙÉÎȢȭȱ (Å ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÍÁÄÅ that up. Pretty good, 
ÁÉÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 4ÈÅ ÆÕÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÒÙÉÎÇȟ ȬÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÏȟ 'ÕÙȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÔÒÁÄÉÔÉÏÎȢ 7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÒÏÉÌ 
ȬÅÍ ÌÉËÅ you ÄÏȢȱ (Å ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÂÅÃÕÅ ÐÉÔȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÒÏÎÇ 
wit h broiling, I guessɂÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅȢȱ 

Larry had nodded along with everything, hoping the big redneck would 
soon run out of things to say and leave him alone. 



Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÆÉÓÈȟ ÉÓ ÉÔȟ 'ÕÙȩ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙɂ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ) ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȢ 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÕÄÅ ÏÆ ÍÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ Ȭ'ÕÙȭȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÁÒÒÙȢ !ÎÄ ÎÏȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÉÓÈȢ )ÔȭÓȣÕÈȣȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ .Ï ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÅÌÌÁÓ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉËÅÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÓÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ȬÅÍȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÊÕÉÃÙ 
ÓÔÅÁËȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȢȢȢÙÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÅØÐÅÎÓÉÖÅ ÃÕÔÓȢ -ÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÏË-ÓÅÅȩȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÙÅÓȟ ) do mind. The uh, particular way I cook my 
ÓÔÅÁËȢȢȢÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÄÏÎÅȢ 9ÅÁÈȟ Âe-
ÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÏÕÇÈȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÏÕÇÈÔÁ ÔÁËÅ Á ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ 
ÓÏÏÎȟ ,ÁÒÒÙȢ 3ÍÅÌÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÕÒÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÉÔȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÄÒÏÐping by. See you 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ *ÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁËÅ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ *ÉÍ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÁÌk-
ÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÓÏÍÅ 
ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔȟ ÎÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÒÏ× ȬÅÍ ÂÁÃËȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ȬÅÍȢȱ (Å ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ *ÉÍȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Jim started whistling as he walked back toward his cabin. Larry recognized 
it as the theme to the Andy Griffith Show. He wondered how Jim could see 
his way back to his cabin. He half expected to hear him yell when he 
tripped over some stump or armadillo. 

Larry watched in satisfaction as the smoke drifted upward, beyond the soft 
glow of the lamp, into the night. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, he thought. 
This was one steak that would never cheat on him again. 

He had never felt so alive. Putting that sleazy tramp in her place and taking 
control of his life had cranked up the engine of his dark soul. And now, 
thanks to the close call with Jim, he was drenched in sweaty fear, pedal to 
the metal, fuel-injectors kicking in hard. What a rush! 

**********  



Greg, Cynthia and Beverly had decided to catch a ride with Sandy from the 
church to the rehearsal dinner at Coreyville Pasta House. 

!Ó 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÓÅÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÁÎÄÙȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"Ù ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ 
"ÁÂÙȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÎÅÃËÌÁÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ 
ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢ -ÏÍ ÇÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÅÃËÌÁÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÉÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ !ÕÎÔ *ÕÄÙȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÏÒ ÆÏÕÒ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ .Ï× ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

Greg wondered if Cynthia had winked at her mom to get her to go along 
with the story.  

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÁÔ Á ÃÏ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÔÔÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÓÐÁÇÈÅÔÔÉȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ×ÏÒËȢ !Ó ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÂÒÅÁÄȢȱ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÅÁÄȟ 
ÈÕÈȩ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÌÏÖÅÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÌÏÁÆ ÏÆ ÂÒÅÁÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ 
ÈÁÎÄ ÏÎ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÓ ÍÅȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÅÍ 
ÙÏÕȭÄ ÃÁÌÌ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏÏË ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÈÏÎÅȟ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÐÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
he had missÅÄ Á ÃÁÌÌȢ (Å ËÅÙÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȢ Ȱ(ÉȢ 4ÈÉÓ 
is Greg Tenorly and I have reserÖÁÔÉÏÎÓȣÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔɂthe wedding par-
ÔÙȣ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȣÏËÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Just before Greg closed his phone, he saw that he had a message, so he hit 
the voicemail button.  

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÔÁËÅ ÍÙ ÁÄÖÉÃÅȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 
"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ -ÁÎȢ 3Ï ÓÏÒÒÙ. 



Ȱ7ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅ ÆÒÏÍȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÂÏÄÙȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÒÏÎÇ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȢ Ȱ! ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ×eeks ago I had this message from 
some guy saying his flight had not been delayed after all, and could I please 
ÂÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔ ÂÙ ÍÉÄÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "e-
verly. 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔɂit was an anonymous caÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÒÖÅÓ ÈÉÍ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ ÂÌÏÃËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ know ×ÈÏȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ meȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÉÇÎÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȢ 

I wish I had, thought Greg. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩ 9ÏÕ 
ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÖÏÉÃÅÍÁÉÌ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ I ÄÏȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÅÌÅÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÓsage without listening to the dog-
ÇÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅÍ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÕÐÓÅÔȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÔÏÎÅȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÕÈȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅÓ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ 
ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȟ -ÁÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÎÄÙȢ Ȱ#ÈÉÌÌȢȱ 

Greg wished he could chill. He wished he could enjoy what should have 
been one of the best nights of his life. 

He wished he could rewind the evening and start over. 

Without  his cell phone.  



Chapter 4  

Larry sat down at his laptop and logged in as Barry Undermine to complete 
another chapter of his serial novel, Illu sion of Luck. He jittered with ex-
citement at the realization of what he had just done. His clothing reeked of 
ÓÍÏËÅ ÆÒÏÍ %ÒÉÎȭÓ ÉÎÃÉÎÅration. Hopefully by morning her remains would 
ÆÉÔ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÕÒÎȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭt deserve one. So instead, he would dump her 
ashes into the rusty 55-gallon garbage drum on the other side of the dirt 
road. 

His brain articulated the scene at hyper-speed, overloading his six-
ty-words-per-minute hands. It was so easyɂjust like the murder.  

Wait. Not that  ÅÁÓÙȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÔÁËÉÎÇ 
dictation. No, not at all. He was a craftsman, an artist. He had six novels 
worth of experience under his belt. This time his writing was much bet-
terɂbut only because he had a better story idea. It was still fiction.  

He was taking a different approach to his writingɂmaking it up as he went 
along instead of preparing a detailed story outline and following it to the 
letter. For this book, lucky number seven, he only had a rough sketch of 
the plot. 

His original plot had called for his main character to confront his girl friend 
about her affairs, and get into a nasty court battle over money. Then he 
would murder her and somehow get away with it and live happily ever after 
in Tahiti. Un til the girl ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÁÎ ÅØ-Navy Seal, tracked him down 
and killed him in the final scene. 

But now the original plot would never make it into the book. Real life had 
given him better ideas. 

(Å ÔÙÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÏÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÉÃËÅÄ Ȭ0ÕÂÌÉÓÈȢȭ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× 
they like this one, he thought. Some of his readers had already signed up 
ÆÏÒ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÅÍÁÉÌ ÎÏÔÉÆÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȢ 3Ïȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅ 
ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÄÅÍÉÓÅȢ 

He minimized the web page and went back to the Marshall News Messen-
ger site. He stared at the picture, ignoring the man standing next to her. 
The beautiful redhead had been the unknowing object of his nightly plea-
sures throughout his junior and senior high school years.  

(ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏÏ ÓÈÙ ÔÏ ÁÐproach herɂeven after being crowned the 



big football hero of the game against their archrival, Longview. His incred-
ible last-second catch in the end zone had won the game. And his Marshall 
Mavericks had gone on to be Bi-District Champions that year. 

But Larry was no longer shy. He was a man of considerable wisdom, charm, 
and wealth. Actually, not so much wealth currently. He had $35,000 in an 
account his girlfriend was never aware of. She had spent all the rest. 

But he was not overly concerned about his dwindling for tune. The inherit-
ance and his lottery winnings had kept him afloat so far. Maybe he would 
start playing the lottery again, he thought. Larry had been kind enough to 
refrain from buyÉÎÇ ÔÉÃËÅÔÓ ÓÏ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÉÎȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ 
about being rich anyway. A million or two was all he needed.  

Erin was gone, but the $65,000 convertible was not. And it could not be 
sitting in front of his cabin the next morning for Jim to gawk at.  

Cool car. Belong to the Mrs.? When can we meet her? Why doÎȭÔ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ 
join us for dinner tonight?  

Larry clicked back over to see if any readers had commented on his latest 
chapter posting. Yesɂthere were already three comments praising his 
work. The one from the guy in Sidney, Australia was his favorite. 

YouÒ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÌÅÁÐ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÇÅȢ )ȭÍ ÁÎ ÁÖÉÄ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ ÒÅÁÄÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ 
have never before read anything sounding so real, so genuine. The killer is 
creepy, brutal and sick. I love it! Hurry up and post the next chapterɂplease!  

He read it aloud, over and over. Yes! Soon agents would be begging to 
represent him. 

**********   

3ÁÎÄÙ ÓÌÉÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÉÒ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÔtention, eve-
ÒÙÏÎÅȩȱ !ÆÔÅÒ ÐÏÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÂÁÓËÅÔÓ ÏÆ ÂÒÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÈÕÇÅ 
plates of spaghetti, Sandy was ready to make his speech.  

Greg and Cynthia were sitting directly across from him. 

Beverly, the pastor and his wife, the organist, the flower girl and her moth-
er stopped talking and looked at Sandy. 

Ȱ)Î ÍÙ ÃÁÐÁÃÉÔÙ ÁÓ "ÅÓÔ -ÁÎȟ ) ÆÅÅÌ ) need to say a few words about the 
ÇÒÏÏÍȢȱ 



Uh-oh, thought Greg. 

Cynthia was interested in learning more about her future husband. And 
she knew Sandy probably had some funny stories from their college days. 

Ȱ!Ó ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÒÏÏÍÍÁÔÅÓ Én college. We were 
both music majors. And I remember the day we met as freshman. I was 
ÔÈÒÉÌÌÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ ȬÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙ ÉÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÎÅÒÄÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÅȢȭȱ 

Everyone laughed. 

Ȱ'ÅÅȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȟ 3ÁÎÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÇÒÉÎÎÉÎÇȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÍÅÍÏÒÁÂÌe conversations we had that first year was 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÅØȢȱ 

The mother of the flower girl suddenly jumped up and took her young 
daughter to the restroom. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏȟ -ÏÍÍÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȢȱ 

3ÁÎÄÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÓ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Ϋ3 and started 
ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓ ÆÏÒ ÇÉÒÌÓȣȱ 

Cynthia smiled at Gregɂimagining how cute he must have looked as a 13 
year-old.  

Greg blushed. Not because of what Sandy had just said, but because of 
what might be coming. 

Ȱ(Å ÈÁÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅ ÐÁÒticular classmate named Cindy.  
!ÎÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× squat about sex. But he spent a lot of time 
thinking  about herɂÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ (ÅȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ 
holding her and kissing her and thenɂÈÅȭÄ ÓÎÅÅÚÅȢ (Å ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅ 
excitement would build, poco a poco, to a grand fortissimo. Oops, sorry. 
There I goɂtalking in music notation. Let me translate. In English it 
meansɂwell, in English it means he had a big oleɂȱ 

Ȱɂ3ÁÎÄÙȦȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÔÈe end of the 
table where Dr. Huff was sitting. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÉÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÎËȢ ! ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÓÎÅÅÚÅ is a 



ÌÏÔ ÌÉËÅȣȱ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÏÎ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ȰȣÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )Ô ÓÔÁÒÔÓ ÏÆÆ ×ÉÔÈ Á 
little tickle in your nose. Then it gets stronger and stronger, and everything 
ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÓ ÔÏ ÂÕÚÚ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÙ 
longerɂ"ÁÍȦ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ Ȭ!ÁÈȢȭȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ more ÔÈÁÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ 3ÁÎÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

"ÕÔ 3ÁÎÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅ 'ÒÅÇ 
was a purÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ ÓÅØȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ 3ÁÎÄÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ ÓÅØȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ sneezing his brains outȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ so ÍÕÃÈȟ 3ÁÎÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÂÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÂÅÓÔ ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ 
ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÎ ÔÏ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ )ȭÖÅ got another great story. Remember when you lost your balance on 
the risers and fell on top of two of the altos? One of them wanted to date 
ÙÏÕ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ 

Sandy could see Greg was getting seriously annoyed. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )ȭÍ ÄÏÎÅȢ !ÎÙ×ÁÙɂÈÅȭÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ guy. Congrats, CynÔÈÉÁȢȱ 

**********   

,ÁÒÒÙ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ %ÒÉÎȭÓ "-7 ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ 3ÈÅÒÍÁÎȟ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÉÎ Á ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ 
lot, and take a taxi back to Denison. From there it would take a couple of 
hours to walk to the cabin. 

He would tell the police she came to visit him, they argued, and she de-
cided to go home. 

(Å ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ Á ÆÌÁÓÈÌÉÇÈÔȟ Á ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ ÃÈÅÁÐ ÇÁÒÄÅÎ ÇÌÏÖÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ %ÒÉÎȭÓ ÐÕÒÓÅȟ 
and walked out the door and locked it. As soon as he got into her shiny 
new convertible, he raised the top and began to manipulate the buttons to 
ÁÄÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÅÃÔÒÉÃ ÓÅÁÔȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÔÁÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ %ÒÉÎ ×ÁÓ Á ÍÅÒÅ ίȭΫȱȢ /Òȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ 
she used ÔÏ ÂÅȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ .Ï× ÓÈÅȭÓ ΪȭΪȱȢ !ÓÈÅÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÔÁÌÌȢ (Å 
laughed to himself. How witty he was. 

!ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÁÓ ÆÁÒ ÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ Ço, he used his foot to 
lift his butt and move himself further back against the seat. But the heel of 
his shoe slipped on something. Yuck, he thoughtɂa slimy frog must have 



hopped into the car while the top was down. 

He shined the flashlight on the floorboard. Disgusting. It was a used con-
dom. He wondered how much bribe money it would take to discover the 
owner of the gooey DNA. 

Why had he let Erin use him for so long? She thought she could get away 
with anythingɂjust because she had a hot body. How appropriate that it 
had finally gone up in flames. He chuckled softly.  

Erin had been alive and well earlier in the evening, thinking she could treat 
him like dirt, as she always did. But this time it was different. Because Larry 
had learned a valuable lesson: that he could accomplish anything he had 
the will  to do. 

So, he willed that she no longer exist. 

And his will was done. 

  



Chapter 5  

Cynthia stripped to her underwear and turned on the shower. She liked to 
let it run a couple of minutes and get nice and steamy before getting in. 

She walked back into her bedroom. Soon to be their bedroom, she thought, 
smiling. She sat down at the small table and bumped the mouse, bringing 
her laptop back to life. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒÍÁÎȣÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÂÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÕÎÎÙ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÄÁÙȢȱ 4he 
weather had been looking iffy for Saturday.  

There was still no changeɂpartly cloudy with a chance of showers. 

It had rained on her first wedding day. Looking back, it seemed like an 
omen predicting a bad marriage. So, she felt a great weather day would 
mean a great marriage. Silly, she knewɂbut she really wanted a sunny day. 

She thought the shower should be about right, and started to get up when 
ÓÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÕÎÒÅÁÄ ÅÍÁÉÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÔÈÅ ȬÆÒÏÍ Ád-
ÄÒÅÓÓȟȭ ÂÕÔ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 

Your beautiful smile, your silky red hair, 
At the edge of the field, you were always there. 
Rooting me on to unimaginable glory, 
)ÎÓÐÉÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÉÎ Á ÈÅÒÏȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ 
"ÕÔ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÎÇÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ 
So, flip up your skirt like you used to do. 
*ÕÍÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÍÙ ÈÏÔÔÉÅȠ 
)ȭÌÌ ÒÉÐ ÏÆÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅØ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÏÄÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÕËȦȱ 

She deleted the email. Who would send her something like that? This one 
was even worse than the others. It sounded like the poem was referring to 
her being on the sidelines of a football game. She had been a cheerleader in 
both high school and college. 

And apparently the writer considered himself some kind of a hero. 
Whoever it was, they were no hero to herɂat least, not any more. 

Cynthia slipped off her bra and panties and stepped into the steamy 
shower. She would forget about the weird poem. He might even have the 



wrong email address. Maybe his messages were intended for some other 
womanɂor even for a teenage girl. Yes, that was probably it. Now, it made 
sense to her. It was just some horny teenage boy sending his sex poems to 
the wrong email address. 

As she rubbed the slippery bar of soap across her body, she thought about 
the honeymoon and how much she loved Greg. Making love to him would 
be so amazing. 

**********  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 3ÁÎÄÙ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÏÌÄ ÂÕÄÄÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÒÅÄ Ϋγΰί 0ÏÎÔÉÁÃ "ÏÎÎÅÖÉÌÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÃÁÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ $ÁÉÒÙ 
1ÕÅÅÎȭÓ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÄÏ×Î ÓÏ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÓȩ )ÓÎȭÔ Ôhat 
×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÂÒÉÎÇ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÁÒÍ ÏÕÔȢ "ÕÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÂÓÅÓÓÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÄÉÐÐÅÄ ÃÏÎÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔ ÁÎ obsessionȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÁÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÁÓ Ùou did back in colÌÅÇÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÅÁÔ ÔÈÅÍ more oftenȢȱ 

Sandy laughed. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÎ obsession. More of an addictionȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÐÔ 
was crazy. You put some ice cream in a cone, which you need to eat before 
it meltsɂȬÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÓÈÁËÅȟ ÎÏÔ Á ÃÏÎÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÔÕÒÎ ÉÔ ÕÐÓÉÄÅ ÄÏ×Î 
ÁÎÄ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÆÁÌÌ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÂÍÅÒÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ 
hot fudge. The ice cream causes the fudge to get cold and hard, while the 
fudge starts melting ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ beauty ÏÆ ÉÔȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏÏË ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÉÂÂÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ 
shell. 



Ȱ!ÎÄ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÂÉÔÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÓÈÅÌÌ ÃÒÁÃËÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÆÁÌÌÓ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÐȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ goodȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á man who invented them. Or a woman 
with no kids. Because no mother would create something that she knew 
would lead to little Johnny coming home with black chocolate smeared all 
ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÎÅ× ÓÈÉÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÎÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ *ÏÈÎÎÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ man enough to hanÄÌÅ ÏÎÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
mean I ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔɂȰ 

4ÈÅ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÓÈÅÌÌ ÂÒÏËÅ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÄ ÏÆÆ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÏÎÅȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ *ÏÈÎÎÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÎÁÐkins spread 
across your lap. Because you know ÉÔȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

Greg began to pick up each chunk and eat it.  

3ÁÎÄÙ ÔÏÏË Á ÂÉÔÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÎÁÎÁ ÓÐÌÉÔȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÎgratulate you again, 
Man. Cynthia is hotȢȱ 

Ȱ%ÁÓÙɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÂÒÉÄÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÉÔ ÌÉËÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ waiting until we get 
ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ 7Å ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÓÔÕÃË ÔÏ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ×Å ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ morally ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ meȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ rough marriages and we just want to make 
sure neither of us gets hurt. You knowɂÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÉÇ ÄÅÁÌȢ -Ù ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÓÏÕÔÈ ÔÏÏȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÁËÅ Á 



ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÏÎ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÕÒÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ admitɂÉÔ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÅÁÓÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ hardȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ 'ÒÅÇ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ 3ÁÎÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÇÒÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ real hardɂÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ ) am human. But, how about changing the subÊÅÃÔȩȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 3ÁÎÄÙ ÓÐÏÏÎÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ bite of ice cream, banana, and toppings. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÆÒÏÍ ×ÏÒË ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÉÎ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÏ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÂÁÃÈÅÌÏÒ ÐÁÒÔÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÂÁÃÈÅÌÏÒ ÐÁÒÔÙȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔ ÍÁÎȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ Á ÂÁÃÈÅÌÏÒ party. So, get plenty 
ÏÆ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÔÙȩ 9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÕÅÓÔ ÌÉÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÍÅȟ 0ÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÃÅ 
cream, and you can give me a gift, if you like. And one of those silly paper 
ÈÁÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙɂÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÐÌÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÔÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÈÏÎÏÒȟ 
but )ȭÍ running the show. So, just wait and be surÐÒÉÓÅÄȢȱ 

**********  

Candy watched the bearded man drive his silver BMW into the conveni-
ence store parking lot and pull around to the side, near the back corner of 
the building. There were plenty of open slots in the front, so she figured 
the guy was there for something other than a bag of chips and a coke.  

A chilly breeze blew up her mini -skirt and she shivered. She pressed her 



legs together tightly to generate some heat. The knee-high boots protected 
her feet and calves, but her butt was freezing off. 

She wrote down the license number as she circled around to the side of the 
ÅØÐÅÎÓÉÖÅ ÖÅÈÉÃÌÅȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÉÇ ×ÁÄ ÏÆ ÃÁÓÈȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 

,ÁÒÒÙ ,ÕÚÏÒ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ.ÉÃÅ ÃÁÒȟ (o-
ÎÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ #ÁÎÄÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ Á Ó×ÅÅÔ ÔÏÏÔÈ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

He gave her the once over. Her black hair framed a pretty, young-looking 
face. The low-cut blouse left little to the imagi nation, barely hiding her 
nipples. She was average height, but the high heel boots elevated her to 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ίȭβȱȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÌÅÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ very nice. 

,ÁÒÒÙ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÕÓÅÄ Á ÐÒÏÓÔÉÔÕÔÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ thought of it as revolting. 
4ÈÅ ÉÄÅÁ ÏÆ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÅØ ×ÉÔÈ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓ ÏÆ ÍÅÎ 
did not appeal to him. 

"ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÌÉËÅ Á ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÈÏÏËÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏÏ ÃÌÅÁÎɂalmost 
ÐÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ (Å ËÎÅ× ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ Ókanky as the 
rest of them. StillɂÉÆ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ 
he might have been more than willing to buy what she was selling. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȩ 7ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÎȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÓÅÄÕÃtively. 

He was impressed that she had all her teeth, and that they looked white. 

Ȱ(Ï× ÃÁÎ ) ÒÅÓÉÓÔȩȱ (Å ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÎËÅÄȢ 

Yes, he would go with her. But not for the reason she thought. He had seen 
her in his rear view mirror, writing down his license number. And he knew 
that by morning the  store owner would realize the BMW had been aban-
doned. The police would be called in. And when they contacted Larry, he 
would tell them his wife left the cabin last night and he had not seen or 
heard from her since.  

So, the police would think Erin had been abducted from the parking lot. 
4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ,ÁÒÒÙ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅȢ 

But if Candy talked to the police, his plan would begin to unravel. She 



would tell them she saw Larry getting out of the car. And had a conversa-
tion with him. They would gather DNA evidence from the car and the ca-
bin. And the barbecue pit. 

So, he would go to the motel with Candy. And he might even let her earn 
some money. 

"ÕÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÉÔȢ 

  



Chapter 6  

Candy opened her box-shaped purse, pulled out the key, and unlocked the 
door. 

Larry had been concerned that they would have to walk through a lobby of 
prying eyes. How foolish of him to think such a thing. These professionals 
knew what they were doing. The room was accessible from the parking lot, 
at the rear of the motel. He wondered how many men she had already 
brought to this room tonight.  

She should have a business card, he thought. Just off the top of his head he 
could think of some great slogans. 

When you absolutely, positively have to get laid.  

I deliver for you.  

Push my easy button. 

Dinging dongs since 2002. 

She let him in, locked the door, and hooked the chain. Then she sat her 
plastic-looking purse on the dresser, flipped up the top, dropped the key in, 
pulled out a box of condoms and began to walk toward him. 

Larry guessed she was between 25 and 30. Whatever her age, he wanted 
her.  

4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÒÉÎÇȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
really a wedding ring, since he and Erin never got married. But after they 
had been together for a year or so, she had suggested they get matching 
rings. And because he had worn it ever since, he would continue to wear it 
ÕÎÔÉÌ %ÒÉÎȭÓ ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÁÕÇÈÔȢ (ÁȢ (Å ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ /Ȣ *Ȣ 

Why was he worried about what Candy thought, anyway? Hookers have 
sex with married men all the time. 

She moved in close, put her left arm around him as her right hand went 
down to his crotch. 

He got rock-hard immediately. 

Ȱ&ÅÅÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȢȱ #ÁÎÄÙ ÕÎÂÕÃËÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÌÔ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÚÉÐÐÅÄ ÈÉs 



pants as he unhooked the single button holding her blouse together. There 
was no bra to remove. 

,ÁÒÒÙ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÓÕÃÈ ÐÅÒËÙ ÂÒÅÁÓÔÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÖÅÒÙ 
many breasts of any kind. At least not up close and personal. Her luscious 
lips and her hot tongue were taking his breath away. Erin had never kissed 
him like this. At the same time, she was stroking him through his under-
wear with her talented fingers. 

Ȱ/ÏÐÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÅpped back and sat on the bed.  

As she raised each leg to take off a boot, he could see all the way up be-
tween her legs. She was not wearing underwear. And she was clearly 
showing herself to him on purpose. 

He clumsily pulled off his shoes, pants, and sticky underwear. His jacket 
and shirt were off in a flash. 

Candy removed her final article of clothingɂthe tight -fit ting, leather 
mini -skirt.  

The sight before him was breathtaking. And he wondered why he had nev-
er done this before. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ "ÁÂÙȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÕÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ 
as she slowly spread her legs. 

He quickly took a condom out of the package and rolled it on. But as soon 
ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÌÉÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÇÓ ÈÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÎÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ )Ó ÔÈÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙȩȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȢ .ÏÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒɂȱ 

ȰɂÂÅÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÏÏËÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌȩ /Ò ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 



Ȱ7ÉÔÈ you I think I could go all nightȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÅØÐÅÎÓÉÖÅȟ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÏËÁÙ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ began to kiss him. 

Within seconds, he was ready for action again. 

**********  

Cynthia had been sleeping for about an hour when something woke her. It 
ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÒÔÁÉÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÉÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 
opened the window. It was February. She tried to determine whether it was 
colder in the room. Was there a breeze? But her senses were dull. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȟ "ÁÂÙȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ 

She twisted in the covers and saw a dark figure standing over her. She 
squinted to make out his face, but the dim night light at his back provided 
only a silhouette of his overcoat and head. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× )ȭÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ 
first  ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÄ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 
you would come to ÙÏÕÒ ÓÅÎÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÕÍÐ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Cynthia hated guns, but right now she wished she had a big one in her 
hands. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎɂÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÏÓÅÒȟ 'ÒÅÇ 
4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȟ ×ÈÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

She tried to speak, but nothing came out. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ Á ÔÈÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ 
ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢȱ 

She struggled with all her might to break out of her grogginess. The word 
began to rumble deep with her belly, causing her whole body to shake vio-
ÌÅÎÔÌÙ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÉÔ ÅÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ Ȱ.ÏȦȱ 

He was gone. 



Her heart was racing. She turned on the table lamp and ran to the window. 
It was closed and locked. 

After taking a couple of slow, deep breaths, she got back into bed. 

It was the emailsɂthey were gÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÎÉÇÈÔÍÁÒÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÌÌÙȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ 
already determined they were coming from a horny teenage boy. They 
were meant for some high school girlɂnot for her. 

She rolled over and went back to sleep. 

**********  

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÄÏÎÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÎÄÙȢ 

,ÁÒÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÄÏg-
gy-ÓÔÙÌÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ your ÍÏÎÅÙȢȱ #ÁÎÄÙ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÔÉÒÅÄȢ 

She turned around and got up on all fours. 

Larry hopped off the bed. 

She waited while he put on another condom. The cheap bed frame wob-
bled as he crawled toward her from the rear. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÂÉÇ ÇÕÙȢ 'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔ ÓÈÏÔȢȱ 

She felt something brush across the top of her head and down past her 
face. Then it tightened around her neck. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏɂȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÁÌËȢ 

He had looped his belt through the buckle and thrown the noose over her 
head. He jumped on her back and rode her like a broncoɂpulling back on 
ÔÈÅ ÒÅÉÎÓ ÁÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÎÅØÔ 
door would hear the ruckus. It sounded like the couple in that room was 
too busy getting their rocks off to notice. 

Finally, her limbs gave way and her body lurched forward, crashing her 
head into the headboard with a sickening thud. She lie still, and Larry loo-
sened his grip, thinking she might be dead. He leaned down to see if she 
was still breathing. 



She jerked her head back, directly into his nose, dazing him. Then she tried 
with all her might to push him off.  

He rolled off the bed and landed hardɂflat on his back. He feared the 
thinly -carpeted concrete floor had done major damage to his tailbone. But 
ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÌÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ !ÎÄ #ÁÎÄÙȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇ Ôo-
ward him. Before he could react, one of her fists hit him like a hockey 
puckɂright in the balls.  

The back of her head flew toward his nose. Just in time, he turned 
slightlyɂonly to feel the crunch of her skull hitting his cheekbone.  

For a moment, he lost the will to fight.  

Candy sensed it and tried to jump up. 

But he grabbed the belt with both hands and gave it a violent yank. 

She collapsed to the floor next to him. 

He checked her pulse. 

Nothing.  

Finally, he thought. Her neck was probably broken. 

He surveyed the room. What a mess he had made. He gathered the four 
used condoms, and put them in one of his jacket pockets. Then he used 
soap and hot water and a hand towel to clean her up.  

He put her on the bed and stared at her naked body. She had been a lot of 
ÆÕÎȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȢ 

He had concocted a perfect plan to murder Erin and get away with it. And 
he could not allow this woman to ruin his plansɂno matter how sexy and 
likeable she was. 

Yes, Lucky Larry was lucky indeedɂas always. He got to have the best sex 
ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÕÒÄÅÒȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ sure which he en-
joyed moreɂcommitting  murder or writing about it  afterwards. His readers 
were going to love this chapter, he thought. 

He knew he would be leaving traces of his DNA in the room. But he 
doubted that police would make much of an effort to find  the killer. Just 



another dead hooker. So, what did it matter?  

He started to leave. 

Ȱ7Ï×ȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÌÏÓÅȢ !ÌÍÏÓÔ ÆÏÒÇÏÔȟȱ ÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍself. 

He unlatched the top of her purse and flipped it open. Then he dumped 
the contents on the dresser and began to search. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȢȱ (Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ 
on it. He had seen her writing it down when he was parking the car at the 
convenience store. 

He flipped the card over and read it. 

Melanie Maylin ɀ Attorney at Law  

Yeah, ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ Á ÈÏÏËÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÁÔÔÏÒÎÅÙ ÔÏ ÂÁÉÌ ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔ 
of jail whenever necessary. 

The card was all he needed. But he was curious. He opened her wallet and 
ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅȢ 

Ȱ.ÏȦ )Ô ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅȢȱ 

He felt ill. Candy looked different ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÐÈÏÔÏȢ (ÅÒ ÈÁÉÒ 
was brown instead of black. And, of course, she was wearing more clothes. 

And her name was not Candy. 

It was Melanie Maylin ɀ Attorney at Law! 

  



Chapter 7  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ΗγȢβαȢȱ 

Rebecca Ranghorn flipped up the top of the box, pulled out a glazed donut, 
and took bite. 

The young secretary behind her looked on in disbelief. She was so ready for 
the weekend. But first she had to get to the office and put in her lousy eight 
ÈÏÕÒÓȢ 7ÈÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ of the way? 

Rebecca tossed the box at the clerk. A couple of donuts flew out and fell on 
the floor behind the counter.  

Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȭÓ ÄÏÎÕÔÓȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÏÎÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȟ ÍÁȭÁÍȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ are the freshɂȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ Èim cold. 
He dumped the box in the trash and picked out a fresher dozen. 

Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ΗγȢβαȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÒÁ×ÅÒÓ ÏÎȟ *ÁÃËȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÁÍÐÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÂÁÔÃÈȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉËÅ 
ÉÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÈÒÅ× Á ÔÅÎ ÄÏÌÌÁÒ ÂÉÌÌ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ Äo-
nuts and large bottle of orange juice. 

Her enormous black 1979 Lincoln Continental Town Car was four feet 
longer and twice the weight of the young secreÔÁÒÙȭÓ 4ÏÙÏÔÁ #ÏÒÏÌÌÁ ÐÁÒËÅÄ 
next to it. It was costing her a forÔÕÎÅ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÄȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÃÁÒȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ 
made her feel close to himɂeven though he had been dead for eleven 
years. She rarely had an occasion to drive out of townɂand it was not a big 
town. Sherman, Texas has about 36,000 residents. 

She pulled into the old strip mall parking lot. Most of the sto res and other 
ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÄÅÃÅÎÔ ÓÈÏÐÐÉÎÇ 
traffic since the 1980s. But it was the perfect location for Rebecca and her 
ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÓÈÏÐÐÅÒÓȢ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ×ÁÓ ÃÈÅÁÐ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÓÐÁÃÅȢ 
Theirs was narrow, but deep, with a reception area, two offices and a bath-
room. 

Wendy saw her coming with the donuts and orange juice. So, she got up 
and unlocked the glass door and let her in. The 19 year-old worked her butt 
off for the ten bucks an hour they were paying her. She wished she made 
more, but right now she was just happy to have a steady job so she could 



support her baby, and help her mom with the bills. 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȢȱ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÎÕÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÊÕÉÃÅ ÏÎ 7Ån-
ÄÙȭÓ ÄÅÓËȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÐÏÔȢ Ȱ!ÎÙ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÆÏÒ you. But Mrs. Davis called for Melanie. She had an appointment 
this morning at 10:00, and wanted to know whether she could reschedule 
ÆÏÒ γȡΪΪȢ ) ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ -ÅÌÁÎÉÅȭÓ ÃÁÌÅÎÄÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢȱ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ Á ÄÏÎÕÔȟ ÔÏÏË Á ÈÕÇÅ ÂÉÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÕÌÐÅÄ ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÉÓȡ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ -ÅÌÁÎÉÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ βȡήΪȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÅÉÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈɂÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÃÏÕÒÔȢȱ 

Rebecca took a sip from ÈÅÒ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÃÕÐȢ Ȱ"ÅÔÔÅÒ ÃÁÌÌ -ÒÓȢ $ÁÖÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ 
ÃÁÎÃÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ -ÅÌÁÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅÒ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÄÉÅÄȢȱ 

2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ -ÅÌÁÎÉÅȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ËÎÅ× exactly what had 
happened to her partner was. She hoped she was wrong.  

3ÈÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÁÎ ÅØÔÒÁ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÃÁÒÄ ÉÎ -ÅÌÁÎÉÅȭÓ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÃËÅÔȢ 
4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÅÐÔÉÏÎ ÁÒÅÁ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÆÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÕÐȢ Ȱ7ÅÎÄÙȟ 
cancel my appointments for this mornÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 
Wendy could ask her where she was going and when to expect her back. 

Rebecca drove to the motel Melanie had told her about. As she walked into 
ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÍÅÌÌÅÄ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓȭ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÓÔÉÎËȟ ÏÏÚÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÄÏÚÅÎ ÌÁy-
ers of tobacco-stained wall paint. 

Ȱ#ÁÎ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

The leather-faced ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÄÁÙ Én-
ÄÏÏÒÓ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÌÉÆÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÎÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȢ ) Âe-
ÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÓ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÈÅÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÈÅÒ ÂÉÒÔh-
day. So, I was hoping you could tell me which room ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎȢ (ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ 
Melanie, but she goes by a different name sometimes. She might have reg-
ÉÓÔÅÒÅÄ ÁÓ Ȭ#ÁÎÄÙȢȭȱ 




