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Wake up!

 


You can’t
remember where it was

Had this
dream stopped?

 


The snake was
pale gold, glazed and shrunken

We were
afraid to touch it

The sheets
were hot dead prisons

 


And she was
beside me, old, she’s known, young

Her dark red
hair

The white
soft skin

*

Now, run to
the mirror in the bathroom

Look! She’s
coming in here

I can’t live
through each slow century of her moving

 


I let my
cheek slide down the cool smooth tile

Feel the good
cold stinging blood

The smooth,
hissing, snakes of rain

*

One morning
he awoke in a green hotel

With a
strange creature groaning beside him

Sweat oozed
from its shiny skin

 


Is everybody in? …Is everybody
in?

 


The ceremony
is about to begin!
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Terry

 


 One

 


 


Terry was lying on a coin-operated vibrating bed in a
shabby little motel just north of San Simeon State Park on Cabrillo
Highway in the heart of the sunny gold State of California. He was
considering whether to try it out. After searching through his
change, he’d found no quarters and shook his head slowly, not in
disappointment, just that: ‘it figured’.

Feeling the
warming morning air being blown down from the ceiling fan revealed
it was starting to get hot outside, which was unsurprising as it
was nearly eleven o’clock. Terry thought he’d better shift his ass
to vacate the room by twelve.

Still tired
and naked; he got off the bed hoping to take a reviving shower
before the roasting drive north on Highway One. Running the water
for a minute, he found it was a little tepid, most likely due to
over usage by all the other motel guests, but that was ok because
he wasn’t going to shave today. Just the shower would do.

Finding a
bottle of shower-gel left by the previous guest, he shook it to
hear liquid still inside and decided to use it. However, he now
wondered if this was a fortunate gift or a trick. Once the cap was
off; he sniffed its contents just to make sure it was actually
shower-gel and not some delayed prank by someone that wouldn’t
witness the disgustingly hilarious pay-off.

Satisfied, he
half-filled it with warm water then shook it up to make some foam.
Tipping its contents all over his shoulders, Terry let it run down
and over his fatigued body. Its rejuvenating and cleansing action
helped in several ways. Hygienically, of course, but it also
soothed his slightly nervous and brittle manner as sleep had become
a rarer commodity these days, which often left him feeling a little
spikey in the mornings and reluctant for conversation.

After drying
off and dressing; Terry re-checked his situation for money but
already knew he was going to be short after paying for the room
last night. There was only thirty dollars in his wallet and the car
desperately needed gas. It was an annoying fact that filling the
tank would only leave enough for a late breakfast consisting of
just black coffee.

More of the
folding stuff was required but so was great care because Terry
didn’t want to get arrested for something simple such as store
theft or bilking a gas station for fuel. Getting busted for such a
stupid crime would be humiliating in the extreme and not his style
at all.

Some
cleverness would be called for.

 


*

 


Looking in
through the window at the reception set-up, Terry had quickly
hatched a plan and walked inside.

‘Checking
out?’ the busy and rotund lady named Gloria asked from behind the
small reception counter.

She had a
desk-top fan set in a fixed position that constantly tried to cool
her savagely hot, menopausal face. Many customers found the
high-speed rotation of the blades elongated the sound of her words
by adding a deep whirr to them when she spoke. Whether she was
aware of that fact was hard to tell, but Gloria often wondered if
many of her guests were hard of hearing.

Terry nodded a
hello and handed over the room key.

‘Thank you,
Mister Johnson.’

Gloria scanned
the monitor as she tapped in the room number to see if there were
any extras for Mr Clarence Johnson to pay. He’d given her a stolen
credit card number last night as a security deposit, but this
wouldn’t register with the card company unless used against
something chargeable. That’s why he paid in advance with cash.

‘That’s fine;
nothing to add, Mr Johnson. Do have a nice day and make sure you
come back and stay with us again.’ Gloria tried to convey this
farewell enthusiastically, but the astute Terry heard a pinch of
sadness in her voice.

Although now
in her fifties; Gloria often felt unattractive to men but today she
liked the look of this handsome young man believed to be Clarence
Johnson and wondered if he might have a fancy for the older woman.
Regardless, she gave him the nicest smile she could muster in an
effort to flirt.

Terry smiled
but it wasn’t at her. He was thinking about that idiot: Clarence
Johnson, as the poor dumb bastard still hadn’t cancelled his stolen
credit card. He must have put more than two thousand dollars’ worth
of debt on it since ‘acquiring’ this piece of plastic three days
ago and knew that old CJ would have to pay up when the bill came
through.

Gloria spouted
her farewell tag line for about the tenth time this morning. Seeing
the crushed look in her eyes, it was obvious the line was only half
meant, but the ad men assured her it worked and made the customers
feel welcome, therefore, good for business.

There was no
doubting she really needed the business after that rat
bastard-of-a-husband called Ron had upped and left her. The idiot
had gone to act out something of a tired cliché. Typically, she’d
been traded in for some twenty-five year old, over-bleached,
jezebel, that wore impossibly high-heels and a figure hugging
t-shirt that displayed such pert breasts, some say, could be
mistaken for a dead-heat in a Zeppelin race.

The worst of
it was Ron continued to act like a real asshole toward Gloria
before emptying everything in their bank accounts. Keeping such a
profligate young beauty like Bobby-Jo interested was going to take
a lot of money. He tried hard to suppress the fact that she would
probably/certainly walk out on him the moment she found he was
broke, which would be anytime from four to six weeks from now.

Certain
females like the pretty Bobby-Jo were unable or unwilling to deal
with being poor when they knew that just a contrived smile could
keep them in easy comfort. Those experienced young women, (quite
rightly?) take the attitude that if those stupid men are gullible
enough to fall for their games and prepared in return to keep them
in relative luxury, then why shouldn’t they play them until their
money runs out?

Logically, it
was far easier to choose that option than sweating away stacking
shelves in some god-awful supermarket on minimum wage. Often, she
may have to endure being pawed at by some disgusting middle-aged
manager that held her job in the balance if she didn’t comply. For
her, this current set-up was far more pragmatic. Indeed, if you had
to give your body away, why not do it for a much higher tariff, all
on your loaded terms? This had worked extremely well for Bobby-Jo
and, for now, she could see no reason why she should stop. Maybe
when she got to Las Vegas, there might be a lonely millionaire
‘High Roller’ to become her new ‘Little Chapel’ wedding
candidate?

Terry had
likened those women to locusts, but having said that, wasn’t his
continuing extreme lifestyle far worse? Ask anybody; hypocrisy was
only ever performed by the other person, wasn’t it?

Moving away
from the counter; Terry went to look at some pamphlets on a
carousel listing all the various attractions in the surrounding
areas.

He was killing
time for a reason.

A couple that
were obvious tourists came into reception along with their two
noisy, curious kids.

The man asked
Gloria if she had a road map they could buy.

She told them
to hold on for a moment because a new box had only just arrived
this morning and she’d no time to put them out on display. Willing,
but already tired, Gloria shuffled away into the back room to go
and get one. Just like Terry, sleep had recently become an elusive
thing for her as well.

Returning to
the desk and placing herself back in the cooling breeze of the
necessary fan, she took the offered $20 bill for the route map.

Opening the
old register, her brain rapidly figured out the change, while
Gloria casually asked where they were headed. Apparently, they were
going to visit relatives in somewhere or other. She wasn’t really
listening because her eyes were drawn to their two kids fooling
about with some of her merchandise and wondering if they might
damage it with their careless handling.

The father
caught Gloria’s look of concern and called his kids away.

With a
maternal smile, she handed over their change and wished them a
pleasant journey. Her small unspoken prayer was quickly answered
because they left reception straightaway.

After they’d
gone, Terry knew he was the only customer there. He used his usual
charm to ask if she wouldn’t mind getting another roadmap for him
as he’d discovered his car’s GPS didn’t work too well around
here.

Knowing that
fact was why her road map sales were so good, so, the obliging
Gloria went puffing away in the noonday heat out to the back room.
This time she would bring the box back into reception as her
intentions had been to refill the display shelf anyway.

While she’d
gone; Terry silently eased open the old fashioned cash register and
slid out about three hundred dollars in mixed bills. This was all
too easy for someone with Terry’s much practised talents. His need
for money was necessary and viewed this deception as nothing
personal. No-one was going to be hurt either, unless she came back
unexpectedly. Moreover, this cash wouldn’t be missed until she did
a count much later and he would be long gone!

Walking back
in; Gloria put the box down by the display shelf and reached inside
to produce a brand new road map while softly telling Terry the
price.

Handing back
one of Gloria’s twenty dollar bills; Terry paid for the map but
deliberately checked his change in front of her. After all, it was
wise to check it now as discrepancies could not be rectified at a
later date. Ron had put the sign up behind the counter that said
so. That stupid prompt always bought out a grin on Terry’s face,
especially when paying for goods with other people’s money!

Before
leaving, Terry thanked her for the trouble and said he’d enjoyed
his stay. Gloria thought Mr Johnson was a nice man and smiled at
him with a kindness that went unappreciated by most. That sad fact
also included her estranged husband as she’d realised devoting all
her affections on him had been totally wasted and felt a fool.

 


*

 


After dropping
down the convertible top; Terry casually climbed into the stolen
Porsche Boxster and started her up. He sedately drove away, just as
if a school crossing was nearby. He'd quickly learned it usually
paid dividends not to be noticed, even in such a flashy European
sports car as this.

Not too far
from the motel was a gas station with a small supermarket on site
that sold pretty much everything a tourist or local might need.

Terry pulled
in by a pump and began to slowly fill the large Porsche’s fuel tank
to ready it for the long drive north. He found it interesting to
pass the time while doing this necessary chore by observing all the
different types of characters coming in to gas-up. Today’s cast was
quite a mixed bunch of locals, tourists, and even the odd mighty
RV.

Oh! And the
occasional stolen car too!

Being
California and home of the beautiful people; it was almost
inevitable that a ‘questionably blond’ woman in her late thirties
came in driving a sports car just like his. Her man-radar instantly
homed-in on this good-looking guy and made a point of parking
nearby to use the fact of similar vehicles as an easy conversation
starter.

It was clear
she wanted to say ‘Hi’ to this handsome man because it often led to
some exciting: ‘Out of Town Strange’ (stranger sex) but Terry
avoided eye contact by keeping his back toward her. This deliberate
indifference was displayed by his leaning-in over the rear engine
compartment and appearing suitably absorbed by a task.

Blondie made
the play of provocatively walking so very close, just to let him
smell her exotic perfume and to show off her amazing long legs
under an impossibly short skirt. She really needed him to notice
her and jangled the car keys noisily like some people might snap
their fingers to catch a waiter’s attention.

It was
pleasing for Terry to sense she was feeling annoyed by his lack of
reaction or to notice her like other men did. This was a game he’d
learnt to play very well.

Wasting a few
more minutes by busily checking the engine oil, coolant and tires,
he briefly looked over to notice her going inside to pay for her
fuel.

In the
meantime, he’d completed those checks but secretly kept watch by
glancing around the raised engine cover to watch for her return. He
soon heard her approaching and still kept his back to her. How to
fake his complete unawareness of her obvious assets was difficult.
In fact, everyone could hear her returning as she was using
something of a purposeful stride. Those skyscraper heels made an
overplayed and irritating metallic tapping sound all the way across
the forecourt. Terry knew that angry staccato beat meant she was
really pissed off with him for not noticing.

Briefly, she’d
considered dropping her purse, assuming he would dash over to
rescue it for her but decided against doing it at the last moment
as he may continue to ignore her and that would be highly
embarrassing.

‘Questionably
blond,’ now presumed that he must be gay as how could such a
handsome, straight man not appreciate and desire what she had on
offer?

All the other
men present had definitely noticed her and were keenly watching
every alluring movement with avid approval, some at their wives
displeasure, especially when she swung those elegantly,
clamped-together, long, tanned legs back into her car. She did it
with such practiced panache it deserved an Oscar.

One of the
beguiled men spilt gas on his suede shoe by not inserting the
nozzle correctly into his fuel tank and you could now hear him
cursing yards away. That error confirmed she was having an effect
on one man at least but not the one she’d wanted.

There was no
doubting she was very pretty, but she damn well knew it and used it
to her advantage at every opportunity. Terry could read this
clearly and found it a real turn-off.

In contrast,
it annoyingly bugged her because out of all her admirers there, she
wanted him the most and now compulsively so. Why was that? Perhaps
by overturning this man’s annoying disinterest would give her the
validation she’d constantly sought?

Not today.

Driving away,
she briefly looked over in his direction for a mere half-second. He
looked up for the first time to make eye contact because he wanted
to see the direction in which she drove away. Her intention was to
give him a muted sneer of derision that falsely denoted she
couldn’t give a hoot that he didn’t want her. She stopped herself
because she was frightened he’d seen right through her desperate
façade by finding it was the only weapon left in her arsenal.
Nevertheless, she had to do something to maintain her fragile,
feminine self-esteem, lest it confirm the recent growing dread that
welled-up from deep inside her every morning, cruelly displayed by
that hateful bathroom mirror insisting that she was starting to
lose her looks.

In fact, that
wasn’t true at all, for she wasn’t about to lose those super-model
good looks just yet. Terry just liked provoking those imagined
fears in the hope it may spur her on to change her vacuous
personality for one less narcissistic. Perhaps one of her
girlfriends could help? Doubtful, as those types of birds flock
together. Maybe she should just give him the finger on exit and
think no more about it?

This (unkind?)
act of his could, by some, be considered his good deed for the day,
if you believed it!

No, his unkind
act was to go over to her car unnoticed while she paid for her gas.
Terry quickly stabbed a round metal spiked blade deep into the wall
of her driver’s side rear tire. This item resembled the shaft of a
lady’s tail-comb, which would let air escape at a very slow rate
and wouldn’t be a problem driving on for at least ten minutes.

Smiling to
himself; Terry now went inside the store to search the food aisles
for some kind of culinary inspiration. Finding none, he resignedly
exhaled in defeat and grabbed an armful of crap quality snacks plus
several cans of ice cold drinks from the cooler cabinet. No doubt,
if these items were for a schoolchild, mumsnet.com would be
furious!

Paying for the
gas and the ‘crap’ was originally going to be done with another
stolen credit card, but in the end, he decided to use the cash from
the motel register in an effort to remain less memorable. Terry,
laughingly, wanted to believe he was doing his bit to keep the
money in the local economy.

He’d also
changed his mind on using the auto car wash as its cleansing
operation would reveal the bright and shiny red paintwork
underneath. All that dusty road film and tree sap stains kept its
bodywork looking dull and uninteresting. Perfect.

A
weaselly-faced guy at the register had noticed Terry’s car and
spoke to him in something of an irksome and nasally whine, to say
that his sister had one just like it. This was done as a snide
put-down because most American men might consider this model was
something of a chick’s car and not very masculine; even though it
held its own for speed and acceleration against many domestic hot
models. Terry couldn’t give a damn about all that bullshit macho
crap.

Giving the
spotty cashier a bored look, he wondered what the hell his problem
was.

The real
reason for the cashier’s dislike of this handsome male customer was
that his regular fantasy ‘questionably blond’ visitor had made a
point of asking about Terry when she came in to pay and had ignored
him completely. Grudgingly, he told her he’d never seen this guy
before. Not asking about him, did piss him off royally!

Picking up the
brown bag full of snacks with one hand and the cold drinks with the
other, Terry turned to leave.

‘Have a good
day!’ pimples the cashier sarcastically remarked as Terry went out
the door.

‘Fuck you!’
Terry muttered, unheard.

Getting back
to the car; Terry dumped the brown bag and drinks into the
passenger footwell with some annoyance as he knew he should really
be laughing at that idiot. The guy was a complete nobody, and a
pock-marked, pizza-faced one at that. Terry imagined the guy’s
greasy, red, puss-filled spots were divine punishment due to
excessive self-abuse. That thought actually made him smile.
Balancing it all; Terry felt sure this guy couldn’t get laid after
a male apocalypse and should probably feel sorry for him.

Turning the
Porsche onto the highway, he cruised along gently because he may
have to stop very soon. A few minutes later he saw a car pulled
over to the side of the road and its driver was kicking at the
deflated tire with some irritation. He swung over to park in front
of it.

‘Having
problems?’ Terry asked casually, using his nicest smile.

‘I’ve got a
damned flat and I can’t get a signal on my cell to call the
auto-club.’

‘Yeah, it’s
probably due to these hills. Would you like me to take a look?’

‘I’d be very
grateful.’

She made that
reply in an ambiguous way by using a breathy tone to her voice and
a slight swing of her hips as if to register her interest.

‘If you could
open the trunk, I’ll take out the spare.’ Terry asked, still
treating her politely like a brand new stranger.

While she was
at the front of the car and checking her phone, he unwound the
valve in the spare to let out the air. Waiting a moment and making
himself sound busy by taking out her jack and throwing it on the
ground, he lifted out the spare from the trunk.

He called her
over.

‘I’m sorry,
lady, but this one is flat as well.’

He
demonstrated that fact by standing on the tire to show it was empty
of air.

‘Fuck! What am
I going to do now?’ she implored, using her trusty sexual chemistry
to bale her out. Maybe she was some sort of damsel in distress but
her language wasn’t so ladylike.

‘I’ve just
come from a filling station about ten minutes back that way. How
about I run you there and you can call your auto-club?’ Terry
offered.

She looked
intently at him for a second but then smiled brightly.

‘You don’t
recognise me, do you?’

Terry looked
at her slightly puzzled. His intention was to play along that he
hadn’t.

‘I was back
there myself not a half-hour ago. I saw you, but you seemed busy
with your car.’

‘Oh Yeah! I
had to check everything because I’ve got quite a drive ahead and I
didn’t want to get stuck or anything.’

He smiled at
her cutely.

Not funny, but
the irony wasn’t lost on her either.’

Terry put the
spare and the jack back in the trunk while she keenly watched him
perform the task. He was obviously her type of guy and she was
cooking something up in her head that involved him.

They both got
in his car and he was about to turn it around when she spoke.

‘I live about
twenty minutes that way,’ she said, pointing ahead, ‘why don’t you
drop me home and I’ll make us both some lunch. I’ll also call the
auto-club from there and they can drop it back.’

‘That sounds
good …?’

‘Carrie.’ she
replied.

‘Bob.’ he
returned.

She smiled to
herself. It looked as if all her plans for him were going to work
out well. Her husband was away for at least another two days on
business, so no conflict there! If this handsome guy Bob was any
good in the sack, maybe she could get him to stay the night.

About ten
minutes down the road; Terry suddenly confessed that he’d seen her
at the filling station but avoided making contact because he found
her so pretty and would like to have made love to her sprawled
across the hood of her car as she’d turned him on so much.

This wasn’t
the first time some guy had made certain suggestions along those
lines to her. It was a little alarming to hear it the first time it
happened, but she’d learned few men would actually do that. It was
just horny talk that many guys thought was a compliment to her sexy
looks.

They both
looked at each other knowingly.

She considered
her actions.

Seizing the
moment, she told him to pull off to a track on the right because it
led to a secluded spot.

Carrie laughed
in such a way that it became infectious and caused Terry to join in
too. She was excited to be with this handsome guy and longing to
have some energetic outdoor sex that no-one would be able to
discover. It ticked all her boxes for fun. Just the anticipation of
it made her tremble. Terry also was buoyant. Excited by the
knowledge he was going to silence her annoying laughter
forever.

 


*

 


Twenty
demanding minutes later, Terry was back on the highway, but all
alone and wanting to have some celebratory fun. He encouraged the
Porsche’s German motor to sing out its powerful and throaty
Gotterdammerung Aria to the unappreciative eternal green pined
forests as he buried the accelerator pedal hard into the floor.
Unlike poor Carrie, whose corpse was left exposed to the elements
and wildlife at the bottom of a ravine, all torn and broken.

Driving hard,
Terry switched off his thoughts from that recent event as he found
it was virtually impossible for any keen driver not to enjoy this
pleasant and shady part of the journey. The enthralling speed made
you feel so alive and imperially invincible.

Indeed, it was
a truly beautiful Californian day and few other places around the
world could offer anything like it. Terry celebrated that blue-sky
fact by eagerly sipping away on an ice-cold can of soda before
rubbing its condensation-beaded circular metal form across his
sweating forehead. It was deliciously chilly, and its effects
quickly transformed his surroundings into something representing a
scene from an idyllic super-world.

The problem
was that Terry knew the real truth and his life wasn’t to be found
in any idyllic place on the face of this planet. In fact, his world
had become quite a savage one of late. Savage because he constantly
remembered those frightening aggressive faces with grizzled voices
owned by those stinking barbaric men that so eagerly attacked him
in what seemed a lifetime ago.

What they did
to him was horrendous enough in its ugly debasement, but what made
him so uncontrollably furious was how they were encouraged, and
then so gleefully assisted by their mean and vicious girlfriends.
They tore at him with their sharp claws and spat on him under the
spell of something close to a sexually-charged peak of insanity. He
could smell the urine coming from them during their complete loss
of control as they shrieked in delight during their virtual
pack-derived orgasm as they continued to dish out their unique
style of female violence. It made them so horny that immediately
afterwards they each had to drag a gang member outside for frantic
sex to complete their fulfilment. Terry wasn’t the only guy going
home with scratches and bruises that night!

His world had
been unfathomably shattered as he believed those women should have
helped him. Weren’t they supposed to be the real care givers in
society? The mental consequences of all that would turn him to
believe his life as a good man had been drained away and lost
forever.

He was yet to
learn the ways of a psychopathic killer that would seek constant
revenge, but he was bright and had always been a quick study!

The recurring
dreams of that cruel night were now so hard-wired into Terry’s
brain they would never fade. That extraordinary inhuman experience
forced a much more skewed outlook on womankind, suggesting an army
of shrinks would clearly be needed to deal with his problems.

Whenever Terry
thought about those vile female creatures, understandably, it still
made him mad. It sometimes made him so mad he thought his head was
going to explode with white hot rage. It became plain that only
their murder could soothe those overwhelming feelings of anger.

He often
wondered if their sudden blissful silence in death could ever
reward him for such inspired efforts.

Most
certainly!

‘You don’t
look so sexy or clever now, do you?’ was a line he loved to
use.

Terry yelled
out those words again in something of a woeful confession, but they
were completely marred by the sports car’s aggressive engine noise
that loudly reverberated amid the tree-lined, rocky-hilled,
highway. Those beautiful pines dutifully covered it all as if his
rant was unspoken, yet, somehow, they abetted his murderous
ways.

His resentment
wasn’t aimed at those dispatched souls that once rolled around
inside his burning memory anymore. Hadn’t he proved that life was
far too short? Nowadays, his unconfined enjoyment began when seeing
the terrified face of his latest victim. It had never failed to
bring out a wry, vengeant smile during his long-term plan of
retribution. Recently, he’d discovered such experiences were
becoming better than sex!

Truly, he was
in awe at how his stainless-steel, rip-saw bladed, hunting knife
had so wonderfully gifted him such an enormous release. Some say it
imitates the rush one gets when first taking heroin. And just like
that drug, the more you take, the more you need to keep upping the
dosage in a quest to re-visit that first warm and immaculate
consciousness it so amazingly brings.

Yes, his life
had become one of pure insanity that disguised itself by hiding
within an everyday person so cleverly. The brutal side of Terry
could re-surface instantly when required but then would slip
quietly back into the shadows when its work was done, leaving a
handsome and charming disguise on the surface for womankind to
mistake as friendliness.

His method in
the hunt was like a trick that native tribespeople use by throwing
an animal hide over themselves. This disguise masks their real form
and allows them to quietly move among an unsuspecting herd,
undiscovered, until that final moment.

Terry truly
believed he understood this somewhat cruel circle of life by the
demands and needs from the dominant species. He’d become totally
enraptured by it as a kid when watching such graphic wildlife shows
on TV. It was easy to picture himself as some clever hunter,
carefully selecting his prey and stealthily closing-in until
suddenly arriving at a point where there was absolutely no turning
back.

This young
antelope must die!

That’s where
Terry and the tribal hunters differed. Unlike those meal-hungry
tribesmen that made their prey die instantly; Terry liked to make
his victims suffer very slowly.

With
gruesomely learnt repetition, he taught each of those chosen women
to recognise the fact they were not going to see another sunrise.
During the endgame process; his biggest buzz of those compelling
events was watching the light slowly fade from their eyes until the
pupils became set and saw nothing at all. It had become so
deliciously hypnotic and truly addictive in its individual
wonder.

For him, this
entire trauma elicited such an unbelievable ecstasy, now, it had
somehow felt divine.

How things had
got this far so quickly was difficult to pinpoint, although the
vicious beating he’d taken by that biker gang was definitely the
catalyst. Perhaps it was responsible for changing his brain
chemistry and released a demon that had always been lurking deep
inside?

There was no
denying his motives had become compulsive, but worse, its apparent
evilness became so incredibly fulfilling.

Maybe those
unbalanced motives could easily become confused with what some
people had meant when trying to explain a state of grace.

If that were
so, then Terry might consider his work had become essential. Better
yet; cleansing those female sinners from the Earth may assure him
of a redeeming place in heaven!

 


 


 



Two




 


The problem for any police force tasked with the job
of finding a person like Terry was damn near impossible. This
murderer lived something of an itinerant lifestyle, moving from
town to town inside the modern and highly transitory USA. It was
not unusual for him to choose his next stop more or less on a whim,
preferring to stay in the lesser upmarket places that didn’t notice
their clientele or even care to know their real name if they paid
in advance with cash.

Any
experienced detective will tell you that pinning someone down that
roams the lower forty-eight states evading capture must be either,
damned lucky or a highly intelligent person.

What made
their task difficult was this bright individual would be welcomed
and fit very easily into any social circle. This recognised ability
would be like a badge of honour to most undiscovered
psychopaths.

The saddest
thing was it had taken twelve women to lose their lives over the
past two years before any real connection could be linked to these
killings. Each State had singly struggled to find any damning
evidence that could positively point a finger at a certain
individual or gang, but these murders had crossed state lines, it
was a federal matter from now on.

The frustrated
FBI agents had so little information of any value to tie anything
together, just where the heck would they begin? Mountains of state
files to sift through and what little DNA evidence found on each
body would need to be finely re-checked. That could take months.
The irritating fact was none ever matched existing felons held on
their database, which left the investigating team scratching their
heads because it meant they were now looking for a ‘clean
skin’.

The Bureau
initially thought these cases were unconnected because it was
difficult to find a common M.O. We all know the human condition
makes us creatures of habit, something that makes us that unique
individual. Without such human foibles or affectations, nature
would surely have you classified as something of a robot or
possibly a stone-cold psychopath that was going to take an FBI
agent the best part of his or her career to get anywhere close to
finding you.

The FBI
investigation team soon became dogged by the ever diminishing
budget. It always came down to the budget. After a year, the
initial six-strong team was whittled down to two. Three months
later, it was just the one poor overworked soul left holding the
baby.


Understandably, the FBI badly needed the majority of its agents
centered on the growing terrorism threat that seemed to be popping
up everywhere, real or imagined.

Special Agent:
Joe Brady knew the situation only too well as it had him
criss-crossing the USA like some travel guide writer recommending
every destination from personal experience. It was exhausting
running down empty leads that just had to be checked. In fact, he’d
raked up enough frequent flier miles to enjoy a free two week
vacation in Hawaii, or better yet: the funny farm as he often felt
he was going mad due to the brain-squeezing pressure of it all!

McKenzie, his
Chief at the Bureau, was unhappy by the lack of progress. Just like
any other modern business; managers always have to answer to their
seniors, who, in turn, are constantly scrutinized by the well-fed
and disconnected bean counters.

Joe Brady
checked in with his boss each week to give him a progress report
just in case the office reviewing his notes had spotted something
he’d overlooked. Time was running out and soon fresh eyes would be
put on the case, leaving Brady replaced or even retired.

It was
bizarrely suggested by the media that roaming organised gangs were
responsible for this bloodshed as some form of political statement.
Their motive was to strike fear into the female population and
destabilising the present administration that appeared powerless to
do anything about it.

Of course,
Brady doubted this from the outset and was soon proved correct. All
apart from the bit about striking fear into the female population.
That was certainly justified. But who the hell was this ruthless
killer? Someone must know.

It always
pissed off Joe when the media took things to such extremes. If the
situation were not so tragic, it would be laughable when some of
the kookier radio phone-ins suggested that an avenging angel had
been sent to rid the USA of certain women that displayed unsound
morals. It seemed obvious to the delusional callers, those poor
victims were rightly subject to god’s vengeful judgement. Brady
wondered if those inconsiderate people had met the relatives of
those murdered, they may moderate their unkind opinions, and then,
possibly not!

Another crazy
story doing the rounds was those particular women were being
abducted by aliens for procreative experimentation, then mutilated
before being dumped to cover any traces of surgical
intervention!

With such
horrific wounds being found on those poor souls, all that fanciful
nonsense could hardly qualify as factual evidence and were easily
dismissed by the attending medical examiners at the autopsies.

Joe Brady soon
figured it had to be an individual doing all this because somebody
in a gang would have let something slip by now. It was a sad
indictment on the present system, but Brady appreciated these
murdered women were not Senator’s wives or socially important
females to get Washington interested enough to apportion extra
funds for manpower.

One young
woman that continued to haunt Brady’s thoughts was the face of the
pretty nineteen-year old called Cherry Kloonz. She was the eldest
and only daughter of an Oklahoman power company owner. Her young
face looked so much like that of Joe’s sister’s eldest girl called
Brianne. It made him shiver at the uncanny comparison and caused
more than the odd sweat-soaked nightmare. That said; it somehow
gave him the extra impetus to solve the case.

After the
initial TV and newspaper ballyhoo of her murder had faded, the
world seemed likely to soon forget about poor Cherry Kloonz. The
most ironic thing of all was that Terry was not her killer. The
local law enforcement urgently wanted her case off their books, so
he got the blame for that as well.

Regardless,
Special Agent Brady made a pact to never forget her, even if the
Bureau did retire him. If needs be, he would run this damned killer
down in his own time.

It was uncanny
how life and the truth sometimes make strange bedfellows!

 


*

 


Some might say
it was something of a minor miracle when Julie Trent entered into
Brady’s life. She was a professor of forensic sciences that had
recently been seconded into the Bureau from a mid-western
university.

Julie was
thirty-five, astonishingly bright and totally dedicated to her job.
Certain ungracious people said that it was no wonder this selfish
woman lacked any children with the hours she worked and also the
main contributing factor for her divorce.

The gossips
all agreed that she devoted so little time to her somewhat
abandoned husband that she surely got what she deserved!

Well,
possibly. Although, her former husband’s cheating habits didn’t
help matters when Julie discovered the same tint of female’s hair
and lip gloss kept appearing on his intimate clothing with
increasing regularity. All these clues were easily confirmed by an
expert, such as herself, who clearly knew how to check for those
tell-tale signs.

Regretfully,
his arrogance for denial and overwhelming stupidity bordered on the
laughable had it not been so cruel. It was inevitable this cheating
rat-bastard got caught.

Julie easily
tracked down the woman he was seeing and paid her off with the same
ease. With this windfall of money, the woman sold out her lover and
allowed a concealed PI to take the condemning naked pictures of him
bedding her.

Such
irrefutable evidence helped speed up the annulment of the marriage
to a matter of weeks. Julie had legal help from a tenacious shark
of a lawyer that just so happened to be one of her uncles.
Nice!

They
deservedly skinned him alive in the courtroom and found it amusing
to hear at how his new girlfriend, now with that extra thousand
dollars in her purse, had quickly become bored and dumped this
loser, especially when she found out he was broke and living out of
his car!
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