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Little Red Riding Hood was dead. 

The cold water in the bath held motionless swirls of pink. A razor rested on the bottom of the see-through glass bathtub. Standing over her, keeping watch stood the Woodsman. Dressed in jeans and a loose-fitting flannel shirt (the sleeves rolled up to his elbows), he held an ax above his head ready to bring it down. The woodsman could only be seen from behind. His hair was black and semi-long reaching past his wide, powerful shoulders. Shoulders that looked strong enough to carry logs or an early twenty-year-old version of Little Red Riding Hood. Her slim body was chalk white, her face void of emotion and her eyes were those of the long dead. Her red hair fanned her face, which may have been beautiful an hour ago, before this tragic incident. 

“Hey, Selene.”

Selene turned from her last modeling assignment over six months ago and faced Brad, a smile broke from her thin lips. “Hey, you.”

He held two glasses of bubbly and offered one to her. “A success?”

“For the morbid,” she said. 

They clinked glasses. “I’ll salute that.”

“Decent price tag.” Selene motioned to the four thousand dollar tag under the framed photo. 

Brad leaned in close, his lips almost brushing her ear. His hot breath washed over her, and he said, “Compared to all these,” — he waved his arm in an arc covering the main floor of the art show — “it’s a bargain.” He kissed her cheek softly. 

The showroom was packed with a broad assortment of people mulling about the pictures and statues of classical designs. Only a few of the viewers wore suits, most were dressed in very tidy, yet casual style. There were a few couples idly browsing, interested parties, but not lovers of art. Dealers avoided them, knowing no sale would come. It was a waste of words. There were a couple of rough looking guys as well. One of them she recognized from a few minor movies, but the other one, she’d never seen before. His leather jacket wasn’t designer branded, it looked like a throwback from the seventies. The jacket reached past the waist of the dark blue jeans. She expected to see thick, heavy black biker boots but instead, he wore sneakers with a brand new to her. He was cute in a rough kind of way but the Mullet had to go. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





