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As he waited in the cheap motel room, the window blinds slightly open so that he could see his date arrive, he wondered if this one would actually look like the photos she’d sent. Some of the women he’d met, would post much younger and more flattering photos of themselves to get a date and the money they’d asked for, so he was always curious to see who would show up.

That was what had started him off in the first place.  

The first one he’d killed had sent him many photos, some of them in alluring poses, and told him repeatedly that she had fallen in love with him and that they needed to meet up for sex. He’d looked at the photos, seeing a young woman with a gorgeous body and a really pretty face, and compared them to his wife. It was no contest. The young woman was not only in way better shape, her words were also better. Instead of talking about bills, the kids, neighbors, and the lack of help he gave, the young woman talked of sex, travel, and told him how perfect he was.

She’d said her name was Rafaela, which he thought suited her images of a sultry Latina woman with excellent English. He couldn’t wait to see her messages online, seeing all the heart and kiss emojis she always left him along with her words of passion. He had been ready to discard his whole life to take up with her and then they arranged to meet. Or hook up, as she liked to put it.

He cringed as he continued to look out of the window for today’s date, as he recalled the meeting in another motel with Rafaela. He had been so excited, planning a new future in his mind with her, when she had knocked on the door. He shook his head as he remembered his stupidity and his recklessness. Not at what happened, but his own mistakes. He hadn’t worn a disguise, had used his own car and his legal plate, and had even paid for the room with his own credit card. If he’d known what was going to happen he would have done things much differently, but he had expected a far different outcome.

Seeing a car pull up to a space a few doors down, he relaxed seeing it was a different model than the one his date said she was driving, but he watched as the occupant, an older balding man, got out of the vehicle and retrieved a suitcase from the trunk before disappearing into his room.

When he’d opened the door to Rafaela, he felt like his whole world had imploded. The woman who stepped inside looked nothing like the Rafaela he’d fallen in love with. He’d even mentioned it before he watched in stunned silence as the woman started taking her clothes off, revealing a totally different body than the one he’d been expecting. She was sagging in all the wrong places, she was thin and wasted from whatever she’d put into her arms, and too much make-up was trying to hide her tired facial features.

He wasn’t sure of what else was said, but he faintly recalled emptying his wallet on to a side table and even having terrible sex with the woman, until she told him he wasn’t what she was expecting, and his rage took over. He’d never laid a hand on a woman before or since, but at that moment he gripped her throat and squeezed and squeezed with all his might.

He was still furious with himself for being so naive in his actions. It was mistake after mistake. Killing her with his bare hands after having unprotected sex. Signing in to the motel with his own name and not changing his appearance in any way. Having a body to transport and dispose of. It was all so stupid. At least she had arrived by Uber so that he didn’t have to dispose of a vehicle as well.

The only clever thing he did was to keep her cellphone for a few days and reply to messages, and even do some posts on Instagram with pictures in her gallery.

He was much more controlled now. He still had the anger from being duped by countless women, but now he was very careful.

A white Honda Civic was slowly approaching, the same make and color as he was expecting. He’d called her to confirm the motel and the room number from the burner phone he used specifically for her, and he watched intently as the car pulled into the parking space alongside the rental car, with false plates, that he’d hired.

The woman driving looked like the one he’d been chatting with, and he watched closely as she looked into her rearview mirror before stepping out of the car and looked around, before retrieving a small bag from the rear seat.

She looked like what he thought she was. A hooker who would deny that label. She looked stunning though with her long tanned legs, slim waist, breasts that were practically falling out of her top, and a very pretty face framed by long, wavy, brown hair.

Although he couldn’t be seen from the outside, he closed the shades and went to the door, opening it before she could knock.

“Hey, Baby, good to finally see you. You look really handsome, Baby.” 

As she spoke, her hand went to his face and she stroked his cheek before planting a big wet kiss on his lips.

“I’ve been dreaming of this, Baby. Let’s get inside my love, I’ve been waiting for this for too long,” she added.

He really disliked being called ‘Baby’ or ‘Babe’, but had learned to ignore it during their intense texts. Hearing it though annoyed him, although he didn’t tell her that. Instead, he kissed her passionately as soon as he’d closed the door. She responded with intensity.

“I guess you are ready for me, Baby,” she gasped, breaking off the kiss. “Let’s sort out my expenses first though, get it out of the way.”

“Your expenses?” He found his voice. Although he was conveying surprise, he’d been expecting this although it hadn’t been discussed.

“Yes, Baby. $50 for a blowjob, $100 for an hour, $200 for three hours, $300 for five hours, or for $500 I’ll stay the night with you. You can do anything you want. Anything, even anal. So what’s it to be, Babe? All night?”

“Let’s do the five hours,” he answered, getting his wallet out of his pocket.

“I can take credit cards, Baby.” She rummaged in her bag and produced her cellphone and a device that could be plugged into it to swipe a card.

“I have cash,” he replied, pulling three hundred dollar bills out of his wallet and handing them over.

“That’s great, Baby.” She put them in the bag. “Let me just freshen up. You want me naked for you?” She kissed him again, her hand going to his crotch.

“No, let me watch you.” His own hand went to her pert ass.

“Okay, Baby,” she smiled. “Wait for me on the bed, Baby.”

As she made her way to the bathroom, he pulled back the covers on the king size bed and undressed. He was totally naked and lying on the bed sheet when she returned.

“Wow, Baby. You have no body hair!” She was surprised.

“Yeah, I wanted to be smooth for you.”

He took up almost his full allocation of hours, and gave her more cash for photos and a video. He thoroughly enjoyed her, told her what she wanted to hear, and then put a pillow over her face.

She struggled fiercely, but her arms were pinned down by his knees so she was unable to scratch him with her long fingernails and her voice was muffled. If someone was in the adjoining room they would have just thought they were having intercourse again. 

Remembering again his panic with Rafaela, now he was a different man. Calm, composed, and in control. He was also exhausted as he took a nap next to the inert woman beside him.

When he woke after an hour’s nap, he looked at the woman beside him and recalled their afternoon. He wished briefly that she was still alive to have more fun with before he got up to do his work, as he had really enjoyed her.

In his own bag, he had fresh clothing, and a lot of cleaning supplies, but he wasn’t going to take her body anywhere. Instead, he was going to clean.

He hadn’t shaved his body to please her and he’d turned the shaving into a fantasy with his wife. For killing though, it was practical.

His bag contained bleach, antiseptic wipes, gloves, a handheld vacuum cleaner and trash bags. He made full use of them as he showered, cleaned, bagged the condoms he’d insisted on using, and retrieved his money. Her phone wasn’t locked so he checked her messages and texts. 

He was surprised to learn that she had indeed used her own name with him and that there were no messages for someone to sound the alarm if she didn’t contact them at a certain time, or even tell them where she was. He shook his head at her stupidity to trust a stranger.

He wasn’t worried about being identified on a security camera, as he’d learned the skill of disguise from his own mother who had worked in Hollywood, and he had even worked briefly as a makeup artist at school and college. He didn’t do it any longer, but he was impressed with his own work as he looked in the mirror and it was all still in place. He had thought briefly that wearing a face mask when he checked in over his disguise was overkill, but he was now safety conscious. The covid virus was actually helping him.

With his used clothing, towels, bedsheets and trash in a bag, he put a new, clean sheet over the posed corpse and left the room. He put the room key in the drop box by the motel office, and after he put his supplies in the rental car and his gloves in the trash bag, he drove away from the motel.

At a safe distance, he removed his disguise, changed the plates back, and disposed of the motel’s property and his trash in a dumpster behind a fast food restaurant. He included his burner phone and her disabled phone after forwarding on the pictures he’d taken, and sending some messages to her contacts.

This was now his fourth victim and he’d had a great day.
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The messages he got on Instagram continually surprised him. They nearly always started off with a simple, “Hi”, or “Hello handsome”. Sometimes it was a bit more elaborate, obviously copied and pasted, and many women used the same format as each other.

“Your profile immediately struck me as being sincere and enchanting. You seem kind and honest and I found myself drawn to you in a way I can’t explain. I have been looking for that special someone, a god-fearing man, for a long-lasting relationship and I believe that is you. I will treat you like a king, with much love, honesty, and passion. In return, I will expect you to treat me like your queen, who will support me, be faithful, and be proud of me. God has brought us together, He has listened to my prayers, and I already have feelings for you. Please reply to me so that we can begin our journey together,” was an example.

He generally ignored most of the simple, “Hi”, messages, unless they had found one of his fake cell phone numbers and texted him on WhatsApp. Even then he ignored them unless they messaged a couple of times, showed their picture or said they wanted to hook up.

Some of the women on Instagram wanted to chat on Google Hangouts/Chat or WhatsApp, and he agreed to that if they were especially beautiful. It was quite a task to keep track of who texted him and on which app, so he had learned to keep the contacts to a minimum and keep notes.

It was another mistake he had made with Rafaela. He had used his own unaltered picture on his profile, along with his own personal details. Now, it was all fake on the new accounts he created, apart from the State he lived in, which was California.

One thing that he was beginning to notice, apart from the similar messages, was how often he saw the same pictures of certain women on different profiles. Of course, the women all swore the pictures were their own, but only one of them ever admitted to him that the pictures she posted were not of herself. It turned out she wasn’t a woman either, but a young man in Ghana who was just trying to elicit money.

All the women who shared the same pictures did have another thing in common. They all wanted money. Either directly or via gift cards. Some wanted bank details, or for him to open an account for them so they could allegedly give him money. It was one scam after another.

Some women asked for his ID card, or a picture of a credit card to prove to them he was real. They would pretend it was their birthday, or that they desperately needed food. Others wanted game cards or data cards. He came across two women from opposite ends of the USA that used the exact same message to ask him to pay for three months of internet use. He received pictures of bloody panties from periods and then they would say they needed him to buy them medications so that the bleeding would stop. Some wanted him to pay their medical bills, and even their parents and grandparents medical expenses. No matter what they asked for and sometimes demanded, they all said they wanted a serious relationship. Yet they wanted money first and foremost. He had learned to ignore the familiar faces as he had discovered that nearly all of them were living in Africa. They rarely told him that, but then he would see their phone numbers displayed on WhatsApp. 

Virtually everyone who messaged him on Instagram eventually asked him for money but lived out of state or overseas. Once they made that clear he blocked them, and just chatted to those in California who wanted to meet up, and didn’t want money up front. He was fine with agreeing to pay them for their gas if they met up, but he knew that if he sent money before then, that he would never meet them as they would just keep the money.

He was now back in the motel room he’d rented under his own identity, eating a sandwich he’d bought much earlier and had put in the fridge, along with a couple of beers.

He’d already called home on his way back to this motel, and his wife had told him that she and their two children were looking forward to him being home for the next few days, and that maybe they could do something together.

He thought that was a good idea. Despite everything, including the feelings he’d felt for Rafaela before he met her, he still loved his wife and children and would do anything to prevent them from learning about his secret life and disowning him. If they ever found out, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to face them.

His job entailed him having to almost constantly move around California, going to the different company properties in his capacity as the regional manager. Although he was still young for the position, he was good at his job and well-thought-of by the company board. He thought that one day he would be on the board himself, as did everyone else.

One of the things that endeared him to the board was that he rarely stayed in an expensive hotel, which he could have, instead opting for moderate motels even though he was paid his expenses. They believed that it was because he was cost-conscious.

The real reason he didn’t was that it was less likely that the motels would monitor his coming and going, unlike the hotels who had multiple cameras in the lobbies and staff on hand.

Although he’d been married now for twelve years, happily, he’d always had an eye for the ladies. It had been difficult to sneak away when he was based in the one location, but getting the promotion to regional manager had been a godsend.

He would have been happy with that until he started getting threats from women he talked to who threatened to find him and his family if he didn’t send money. That made him think that any of them could do that, especially after having sex with him, and he wasn’t going to tolerate that. Although he was ultra-careful, there was always a possibility that one of the women he didn’t kill would find out his real name or address somehow.

That also was a big part of his rage with Rafaela. She could have ruined his whole life. His overriding feeling with her death was relief. Huge relief. So it continued. He was not going to be blackmailed by anyone, or have his marriage threatened.

His second victim had sent him picture after picture, usually in a naked pose that left nothing to the imagination. She’d said she was a student, an older student, with poor English but a truly amazing body. A lingerie model he thought. In his opinion she was flawless body-wise, and it was a long day he spent with her before putting a pillow over her face. He still enjoyed looking at her pictures, even in death, which was the only souvenir he craved along with a video if possible.

By the time of his third victim, he had a routine with his preparation and clean-up.

Some had escaped their intended fate by either showing up with another person, or that he himself had been compromised in some way that made him uncomfortable. He had previously found someone who had made him some fake ID’s, that were good enough for the motels he chose, but sometimes someone would ask too many questions or look at him suspiciously.

The third victim had been too easy. A fake blonde woman who was obviously older than she’d said, her body not as firm as her pictures portrayed her, but still very attractive. Her first message had been to say she was in love with him and that they should hook up, and after finding out she was also in California, he agreed to it, promising to pay her expenses as soon as they met, with extra money for some bills she said she was struggling with. She could barely wait and showed up in her surprisingly newish car with no one with her, even earlier than the arranged time.

Although it was late now, he was still pumped up so he looked to see if he had any messages. Even though it was a new account he was looking at, he’d been friended as a new follower and now had many messages waiting for him. All the messages it seemed, came from lonely women wanting a lasting relationship with an honest, god-fearing man, who would love and support them.

It was nearly always the same story or thread. Women in their late twenties or early thirties, still single, cheated on by their previous boyfriends. Very often by sleeping with their best friends. Or so they said, and usually in their own bed.

Once they said something along those lines, it was usually followed by a request for something, which they justified by saying we were now dating, or in a relationship with each other. They all said they could be trusted, few had jobs, and most seemed to be available all day long. It was a never-ending line of available beautiful women who either wanted money, arranged sex, or both.

A typical message he received, and one he didn’t reply to anymore as he’d received the same text before with its bad English, was: 

‘I have an honest heart that's looking for a stable relationship. I understand it is important to lay down lasting foundations for a lasting relationship, I joined on there not looking much but a God fearing man cos with that i think he has all the Qualities i need in a man as well, if not God fearing even someone who has a great sense of humor and has a Heart full of Love and Companion,..I don't have a problem distance cos i know love can bridge into distance when you both have faith and trust in each other and also believe love is found all over the world,Love goes where love comes,Age,Race and distance does not matters in relationship but what matters the most is what you feel for each other from the heart,...I love poetry, books, walks on the beach and cozy candlelight dinners. I enjoy movies, television, music, traveling, the desert, the quietness of the mountains, the ocean, sunrises and sunsets but I would also like to find a like-minded male where we can participate in activities together and encourage each other to pursue their interests as well.’

Another message was from Janet, who said she lived in California and was looking for her soulmate. He’d exchanged messages and pictures with Janet previously, asking each other their likes and dislikes. He had gone through this many times so he said he liked walks on the beach, dancing, music, candlelight dinners, cooking, camping, swimming, and fishing.

In return Janet thought he was romantic, and that she also liked to go clubbing, loved being around children and family, and liked the same things as he did.

“Let me see your picture right now,” she requested, not for the first time.

He had already done some pictures in the right disguise so he sent her one.

“How handsome you are, Baby.”

“Let me see your picture today,” he replied.

She sent a picture of herself lying face down on a bed, her selfie showing her pretty face and her pert bottom in a G-string. She was a beautiful young woman, with very long black hair, full lips, brown eyes, high cheekbones, and a healthy cleavage.

“Wow! How gorgeous you are,” he commented truthfully, as he had also done before.

“It’s all yours, Baby. It belongs to you now.”

“Really?”

“Yes, Baby. Whenever you want me I’m yours. I will do anything you want to please you.”

“Oh, Honey. You are amazing. I need to be beside you, enjoying you, tasting you,” he replied.

“I wish you were here right now, Baby. I am so horny for you. Take a snap of you naked, Baby. I want to see you.”

“No naked pictures of me, Honey. You will see me naked one day I hope.”

“I hope so too, Baby. Can we meet?”

“Yes, Honey. I need to meet you as soon as possible and for as long as you can be with me. I have so many things I want to experience with you.”

“What things, Baby.”

“Things like waking up to you, sharing a shower and a bath, giving you a massage, seeing you on all fours.”

“Oh, Baby that would be nice. When can we do this? You know how much I love you.”

“Where exactly do you live?” he asked, knowing he had her now.
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The body wasn’t discovered until the following afternoon after the impatient housekeeper ignored the do not disturb sign and knocked on the door before using her staff key. Because of the sign she had left the room until last, but her manager had told her it should be empty so she went inside.

The motel was situated on California SR-41 in Fresno and immediately on arrival, the Police sealed off the scene. The deceased naked woman hadn’t checked into the motel, it looked suspicious, and her death hadn’t been reported by whoever she had been with.

When Detective Henderson arrived a little while later, he was glad to see that the suspected crime scene had been secured, and after looking at the body, he called in forensics. The Coroner was already on the way, but the Detective knew that could mean a wait of some time, as they weren’t usually in any hurry.

“Who found the body?” he asked the responding officer who had greeted him at the scene and was now with him looking at the bed sheet that was covering the lifeless body.

“The housekeeper, Maria Sanchez. She is in the manager’s office calming down. She was pretty shook up.”

“Did she touch the deceased?”

“No, she just pulled back the sheet is all.”

“What about you?”

“I just checked her pulse is all, and then I put the sheet back over her.”

“Is she totally naked?”

“I think so, but I only saw the top half of her,” the officer confessed, who didn’t seem too perturbed.

“You’ve come across corpses before?”

“A couple of times. Shooting victims.”

The detective looked at the officer who seemed to be in his mid-thirties and had a confident look about him. Like a lot of officers, he wore his vest beneath his shirt which bulked his appearance. He was clean shaven, balding, his remaining sandy hair cut very short, and no scars on his bland features.

By contrast, the detective was now approaching retirement age, wasn’t that fit, and had an old nasty looking scar over his right eye. His full head of greying hair which needed cutting was quite unruly. He was what people think of when they say rugged. He wasn’t ugly, he still got the odd glance, which probably explained why he’d been married three times.

“So do we have an identity?”

The officer looked toward the purse and overnight bag that were on the long side table opposite the bed, along with a TV and coffee maker with wrapped cups alongside.

The officer looked at his notes in his gloved hands.

“Her name is Linda Brune and her address is in Los Angeles. The white Honda Civic outside is registered to her. Her wallet seems intact with cards and a little cash, but we haven’t found her phone yet.”

“Who rented the room?” the detective asked.

“A guy called John Marshall.”

“Do we have any pictures, or his license plate?”

“The manager has a video in the office, but he had no idea what kind of car the guy was driving, and the license plate number he gave was fake. He said the suspect was wearing a face mask as well.”

“Oh great. This damn virus is frustrating. Did he pay with a credit card?”

“No, with cash,” the officer related from his notes.

“Hmmm,” the detective mumbled. “Okay, well done. Have forensics go over everything when they arrive. The car, the doors, the remote for the TV, the bathroom, everything. I’ll come back and talk to them after I go and see the manager and the housekeeper.”

The detective left the room and headed to the office, shaking his head as he feared this would be a difficult crime to solve. He had no doubt it was a murder, even though the cause of death was yet to be determined, and so far there was nothing to go on. 

It didn’t get much better with the manager and the housekeeper. Although there was a video of the suspect and he had a copy of it, it was quite clear that the manager barely remembered him and had no idea what car he was driving. The housekeeper was even less of a help.

After asking for, and receiving, a list of all the other registered guests and for the night manager to return, the detective returned to the crime scene. It was quiet, and any cars that arrived quickly departed once they saw the police presence.

He was pleasantly surprised to see that the coroner had arrived, along with the white coverall dressed forensic crew.

“What do we have, Rich?” 

The coroner turned around to see his old friend.

“Well she’s been dead for some time, rigor mortis has set in and her blood has all settled.  I’m thinking she died yesterday around early evening. There are no obvious causes of death, but there are fabrics in her mouth that suggest she was suffocated. I’ll know for certain after I do a full examination, but that’s my initial thought.”

The detective had noticed before that the sheet covering the mattress had been removed from the bed along with the pillowcases.

“Okay, that was what I was thinking. Let me know as soon as you can when you have the results.”

The coroner nodded and he and his assistant began to prepare the body to be moved.

The detective turned his attention to the forensic crew.

“Hey guys, make sure you take the pillows with you and test them for saliva and bite marks. I also want to know what is on the deceased’s phone as soon as you can find it or trace it. Everything. See if she had back-up for photos, texts, contacts, posts on social media, emails, and whatever else there is. She knew this guy from somewhere, so he should be mentioned and his name is John Marshall. I need her most messaged contacts as soon as possible, the rest can wait. So if one of you can get on to that I would appreciate it, as would her family. There is also a video in the office and I also have a copy, so if you can get me a good still from it as soon as possible I would appreciate it.”

The detective returned to the motel office and met with the night manager who also hadn’t taken much notice of anything. The detective understood, as it was difficult to notice anything when you’re not looking for it, but it was frustrating.

He headed back to headquarters and his own desk to do his own research, and to eventually inform the woman’s family of what had happened.

The still picture arrived fairly quickly and the detective immediately sent out an APB with the photo and the name. 

John Marshall had wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair, possibly a goatee or a beard, sunglasses, a new-looking baseball cap with LA on it, long-sleeved tee shirt, khaki pants, and running shoes. He looked fit, slender, no tattoos, and not bothered with the camera that he’d looked directly at.

The detective shook his head and went back to his computer screen and his research.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER FOUR 



[image: ]




Alice was a young woman of thirty-two, still single, and couldn’t understand why she wasn’t married yet with children, a loving husband, and a nice home.

It wasn’t like she was unattractive. In fact, she was a beautiful young woman with a great figure, but it seemed that every guy she dated never took her seriously and would date other women as well.

Even though she was now in her thirties, Alice still lived at home with her parents, had no job, no prospects, no qualifications, and no boyfriend. Her parents were losing patience with her, and Alice herself wanted to move out and into her own home with someone who would provide for her. She thought that was the guy’s responsibility, even though her own parents and siblings didn’t share the same view.

She spent a lot of time looking at her reflection in the mirror, looking for flaws and her best poses. She would do selfies clothed, in lingerie, or naked. Sometimes she would visit her friend, Misty, who still lived with her parents also, and they would take each other’s very intimate photos and videos.

Alice was blonde, blue-eyed, round-faced, slim, with long slender legs and a peachy ass. Her friend though, was a long-haired brunette, who had large breasts and thicker legs. Alice would envy her friend’s breasts and nipples, and Misty would envy Alice’s slimness. 

Taking the most intimate pictures had been awkward and embarrassing at first, but they got used to it, even progressing to doing videos. At first, they would laugh when doing them, but they soon discovered that some guys would pay a lot for the videos, especially if they involved masturbation or one-on-one sex with each other. Neither of the women was fully comfortable with making love to each other, but the videos always sold so they carried on doing them.

Alice spent most of her day in her room, but would sometimes help her mom with some chores, eat with her parents if they asked her to, or go to the store when she received money from her online ‘boyfriends’.

Although her parents suspected, but weren’t sure that their daughter was doing something unadvisable, Alice and Misty were constantly trying to sell their images and videos. Their bodies as well if the money was right.

Alice would just say she was spending the night with Misty if she was hooking up with someone, and she certainly didn’t think she was a prostitute or a hooker. She still wanted a boyfriend, but just needed some money.

She spent most of her time on Instagram, Google Hangouts/Chat, or Telegram. If she got bored she would listen to her music or play video games. 

Apart from the messages she received after posting pictures of herself, Alice liked to send messages to new followers, especially on Instagram, that she was directed to as a ‘suggestion’. She would only pick the male names, rarely looked at their profiles, and yet just pasted her message.

“I was immediately drawn to your profile, and your honesty and your outlook on life. I am a single woman with no kids, looking for that special someone, my soulmate. I am a good, god-fearing woman, who values faithfulness, honesty, and trust. I am loving and affectionate, I adore children and I’m fun to be with. I want to be in a long-lasting relationship that will result in marriage and children. I would love to hear from you and get to know you better.”

Once they said hello, Alice would send another picture of herself to enforce her profile image, ask for a picture in return, and then see what the response was. Most of the time it was just guys asking for nude pictures, so she would ask in return for game cards or ITunes cards, or more general gift cards. Sometimes it was men who would spin as many tales as she sometimes did, trying to get money from her. Some were guys who were looking for a woman on the side, so she would entice them with some of her nude pictures, and arrange to meet if they were within driving distance. Others weren’t looking for anything in particular, and she would tell them stories of being hungry, or that her connection was about to go, or that she needed to upgrade her phone so that she could send more pictures or videos. It was a progression of a sexy picture first, and then try to get them to pay for more intimate stuff. She didn’t care how old or young anyone was, so she told them it didn’t matter to her, love had no age limits, and then eventually she would ask for gift cards from them. Even hook up with them if they were going to pay. The youngest she had slept with was eighteen, or so he said, and the oldest had been 62. She had loved the young bodies, but had enjoyed the older men more.

Despite all of her false statements of love, faithfulness, honesty, and being very trustworthy, the irony was that Alice thought she would find her future partner in the midst of it all. She really thought that her future partner wouldn’t mind her flaunting herself or meeting others for sex, and that he would be happy to support her for the rest of her life.

She, and the thousands of other women who did the same thing, never really thought that most men would ever take them seriously after being constantly asked for gift cards, ID’s, bank accounts, money, new phones, and medical costs for someone. Even Alice had pretended that her mom was sick and that she couldn’t afford the medications that were keeping her alive. The name of the game was getting gift cards, and she could receive them by email. 

It wasn’t just women who did all this. The men were as bad, if not worse, and they were usually behind the different profiles with the same women’s pictures. They normally used the pictures from the less famous porn stars whose pictures and videos were readily available on various sites. 

Despite all this, there are many people who use social media to further themselves or their business. Artists, writers, craft people, activists, singers, musicians, health advisors, business owners, animal lovers, gun nuts, car enthusiasts, nature lovers and many, many more who are just trying to make a mark.
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