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This book is a work of fiction. Places, events, and situations in this book are purely fictional and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

Dedicated to my late mother Dorothy and to my late grandmother Edith, both of whom I still miss terribly.
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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

NOW REBECCA KNEW the meaning of the word petrified. She was almost hyperventilating, as her breath came in short gasps and her chest rose with each breath. She couldn’t see anything, nor could she yell for help, although it hadn’t stopped her from trying. Apart from the blindfold and the gag, she knew she was also strapped or tied down at the wrists and ankles with both her arms and legs outstretched. It felt like she was being held down on flat metal. She thought a sheet was covering her but felt naked below it as the surface was cool on her back, buttocks, and legs. Her senses could smell animals but couldn’t hear any. She had no idea what time it was, or indeed what day it was as she struggled against the restraints.

Rebecca had been sobbing almost uncontrollably since realizing her predicament. The blindfold was soaked, and she felt tears coursing down the side of her eyes. Never had she felt this vulnerable in her whole 24 years of life. She couldn’t understand how she had gotten in this place, as she was always so careful and controlled. She couldn’t help but think that she wasn’t going to see her 25th birthday.

Where is Brad? She thought. Is he in the same situation, is he already dead, is he close by?

Her last memory before waking up to this nightmare was having breakfast in bed with Brad, which he had cooked, and then they had made glorious love again afterward.

What the hell happened? WHERE AM I?

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

AROUND 2700 PEOPLE GO MISSING in the USA every day, and in California alone, almost 15,000 women are lost each year. Of course, many of these are explained away by the authorities as being voluntary or because of mental problems and so on, but it’s enough of a problem that you no longer have to wait before filing a missing person report. It’s fair to say that hundreds of young adult women throughout America go missing every year, and no one knows their fate. Except the folk who have been an integral part of their ‘missing’ status.

One of these was Brad. He didn’t keep score of the women he’d taken, he didn’t need to, as he’d barely gotten started. This was only his second, and the first time had been a mess. A bloody mess. One that he’d learned from and vowed never to recreate, as he really didn’t like getting blood all over himself.

He didn’t even like the killing. It gave him no thrill. And this second time was so much more satisfying, just knowing that she would be taken care of. That she would no longer be around and he’d have to make dumb small talk just to seduce her. The thrill for him was the chase, the research on the women, the deception, and best of all, planning their last days on earth.

He’d pulled out at almost the last moment on a few occasions, as he hadn’t felt comfortable. He’d thought the woman would be reported missing, and he believed he’d be suspected. He hadn’t been careful enough.

Then he was given a chance when he went into a packed and dimly lit bar in Walnut Creek to watch some football, and a newly divorced, very attractive brunette hit on him. She’d apparently been dumped by her friend as soon as they entered the bar and, seeing him alone, decided to risk talking to him.

This wasn’t unusual, he was an extremely handsome man, with thick, black curly hair atop closely shaved chiseled features. He was six foot four with no sign of fat, and he still had a 30 inch waist. Brad always dressed in expensive clothes from his favorite store, Neimen Marcus. From his custom shoes to his polo shirt, he was every inch the dapper gentleman, even in casual attire, and the combination of his looks and obvious wealth was like an aphrodisiac to women. It was easy for him.

This one, though, was even easier. She was very horny, she actually told him so, and best yet, she didn’t even want to exchange names, just to be taken somewhere with no questions asked and then a ride back to somewhere near her home. So he’d taken her for a ride, but didn’t take her back to anywhere.

It had been totally against his modus operandi but the chance was too good to resist for him.

Brad’s real name was Alec Savvas, and the only living relative that he knew of was his brother, George. Their parents had been killed in an auto accident near to their farm in Clayton, which was just outside of Walnut Creek and within an hour’s drive of San Francisco.

Their mother had met their father while on vacation in Greece, and after they’d married in very quick time, they’d settled in the USA, although they did move around a good deal. In one way it paid off, as they made a lot of money in lobbying and in the bond market. On the other hand, they never really made any friends. Once they decided they had earned enough, they bought a farm and raised sheep, just as his ancestors had done back in Greece. The boys’ mother also did some part-time work from home, helping people make their fortunes in the cities. For a hefty fee, of course.

It was a very enclosed family, they didn’t really mingle or make friends locally. They didn’t go out much, and the boys were more academic than athletic, although they did enjoy going to sporting events and they both rode horses. There was only a year difference in the boys’ ages. They both went to college at Stanford. Almost immediately after George, the youngest, graduated, their parents were tragically killed.

The two sons were very intelligently gifted, but they only had each other both before and after their parents died. The money their parents made was more than enough to take care of the two boys for the rest of their lives. They had both taken the business degree route through college. It had been ingrained in them that they would never lose their money if they had strong business minds, and they also learned other languages, which could also never hurt them. They’d been brought up speaking English and Greek, but they also learned Spanish, French, German, Russian, Mandarin, and Japanese.

When their parents were ripped away from them, they thought at first to sell the farm and go their separate ways. Yet George had always enjoyed helping his father, and he expressed his wish to stay and take care of the sheep. Alec had never liked farming, horses were enough for him. He agreed that they would keep the farm, but he stipulated that he wanted to return whenever he liked but live in the city most of the time. So that’s what they did.

It had been eight years now since the car wreck that killed their parents.

Alec didn’t know why he wanted to take women. Maybe it was because his mother had been taken too soon. He just thought one day it would be a good and very exciting idea, although he didn’t know if he’d have the nerve to do it.

When he took the divorced woman back to the farm, it seemed like the perfect time. George had let him know that he wouldn’t be there that night, so Alec felt the world was all in alignment with his plans.

It went so perfectly, just the way he’d rehearsed it over and over in his head for so long. They had a fabulous night. She was beautiful and lithe, and he promised her that he’d take her back to her neighborhood before it got light. At 3 am he crept out of bed and after relieving himself, he made fresh coffee and orange juice for them both. He’d already prepared the crushed Donormyl, a non prescription sleeping pill that he’d bought online, and he put some into one of the orange juice glasses and one of the coffee cups. Once he had the tray ready, along with some sugar and cream in respective containers, he returned to the bedroom.                          Putting the tray down on the nightstand closest to her, he turned on the bedside light and gently woke her.

“Honey, you need to wake up,” he said in a voice just above a whisper.

“Mmm,” she finally murmured, slowly awakening and taking in her not-too-bright surroundings. “What time is it?”

“It’s 3:15. I promised you I’d take you home.”

She looked magnificent to him as she slowly awakened, her wavy shoulder length hair all tousled, her make-up slightly smudged, and her great body still naked and arousing.

“Do you have any coffee or anything?” she asked in her still sleepy voice as she raised herself to lean back against the headboard.

‘I have some right here. Would like you like sugar and cream? There’s some orange juice as well.”

“Just cream, thanks. No orange juice.”

He prepared and stirred her coffee, handing it to her before taking a sip of his own orange juice and sweetened white coffee as he looked at her. She was holding her coffee in both hands below her breasts, not trying to cover herself in this strange bedroom or in front of this man that she’d only met the night before. He knew he’d have to have her one last time.

The coffee by now wasn’t too hot, and she finally raised the cup to her lips and drank it steadily until she finished the contents. “I’d better use the bathroom.”

He’d been sitting on the edge of the bed beside her, so he stood up so that she could get up. He was still naked and hadn’t even considered covering himself as she put her cup down on the tray and stood in front of him. Even though she was tall, she still barely came up to his shoulders.

“We’ll still have time before its light,” he whispered.

“I think I’d like that,” she replied, standing on her toes to give him a quick kiss on the lips before heading to the open bathroom door, not caring that she, too, was naked.

He watched her as she walked, her hips swaying above her slim long legs, and he wondered why she was now divorced.

Although she shut the bathroom door, he heard the toilet flush and the faucets run in the sink. He lay down on the pillow she’d been sleeping on and smelled her perfume, putting his hands behind his head as he looked forward to her return from the bath- room.

She opened the door and turned off the bathroom light. She hadn’t tried to brush her hair, and she was still naked, her round breasts bouncing slightly as she walked, her nipples erect, her vagina shaved so that her pubic hair was just a vertical line. He was coming to attention again.

They made love again. It seemed they used the whole king-size bed and more, his knees also using the bedroom carpet, both coming loudly and most enjoyably after almost an hour of unabashed lovemaking.

“I’ll never forget this night,” she finally said after they were both sated, and she took a drink of her orange juice before molding her body back into his. “Just let me have a few more minutes before you take me home.”

“Okay,” he replied, kissing her on the lips, “this has been my greatest night ever.” He wasn’t lying.

She went quickly into a very deep sleep. He gave her a few minutes and didn’t disturb her as he pulled out of her embrace and got out of bed. He rushed downstairs and retrieved from the bag he’d brought into the house last night the plastic sheeting, the knife, and the rope. Once back upstairs, he laid out the sheeting carefully on the floor, then carried her, still sleeping, and placed her in the middle of it. She never stirred. Taking the knife, a big carving knife that was very sharp, he straddled her and raised the knife high in both hands above her chest, then paused.

This is it, he thought. It’s now or never.

He plunged down with the knife as hard as he could. He felt it slide by her breastbone, but that was about all. He was nauseous now, couldn’t believe he’d done this, and he was covered in her blood. Sticky, gooey, thick blood was all over him, and it was horrible, he could even taste it on his lips. He was happy she was gone, no one else would experience this woman like he had. But he couldn’t pull the knife back out.

She hadn’t woken up with the stab, he’d heard her sigh very deeply with an “Ohhhhhh,” like a very big relief, and he was very grateful that she hadn’t woken up and struggled. He doubted if he could have stabbed her again. All he could do was sink back until his still-naked bottom was sitting between her knees in her still warm blood, and watch her now lifeless body that had a knife handle protruding between her breasts.

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

HE WASN’T SURE HOW LONG he stayed like that, watching over her, but he felt the blood getting cold, and he kept fluctuating between elation and despair. Elation that he’d finally done this after so long of thinking about it, and despair because of all the blood. Why hadn’t he realized that there’d be so much of it? He couldn’t even move off the plastic, as it would drip everywhere.

Then he heard a car pull up and a door shut as someone got out of it. Truck really, as it could only be his brother. But why was he home so early? Would he call the police and send him to jail?

He listened as his brother messed around downstairs, and then as he came upstairs and headed toward his own bedroom.

“George!” he shouted. “Is that you?”

The footsteps stopped, then started approaching the bedroom. 

“Alec? I thought you’d still be asleep.”

It sounded like he was very close to the bedroom door, probably reaching out to open it.

“Don’t come in, George, you might want to call the police. I’ve done a terrible thing, and I don’t want you involved.”

“What’s going on, Alec? Are you in trouble, or do you need some help?”

The tone of George’s voice had changed considerably. He was obviously very worried, and Alec saw the door handle slowly turn.

‘Don’t come in, George!” he yelled. “Just call the police.”

 “You’d better tell me what’s going on, Alec, or I’m coming in.” 

“George, I’ve just killed someone, and there’s blood all over the place. Just call the police.”

“What the hell do you mean, you’ve killed someone? Did we get burgled or something?”

“No, George. There’s no easy way to explain this. I brought a woman home, and while she was sleeping I stabbed her. She’s dead.”

It went very quiet on the other side of the door.

“George? Are you still there? Have you called the police yet?” 

“I’m coming in, Alec.” George opened the door and stood in the door way. “Oh Jesus, Alec, what the hell happened?”

Alec looked around at his younger brother. George wasn’t as tall as Alec, nor was he as handsome, despite the same black curly hair. He was much stockier from working on the farm, and his facial features not as finely defined, more like their mother with her small brown eyes and pert nose, almost a permanent stubble. As usual, George was dressed in Levi’s, a plain white tee shirt, working boots, and tattered baseball cap with a faded Stanford logo.

“I killed her, George.”

George looked down on the scene. His naked elder brother was covered in blood. He saw the dead woman, the knife handle, and the plastic sheeting.

“Did you plan this, Alec?” asked George, suspiciously.

“I’ve been planning on doing this for some time, George, there’s no point me lying to you. But not with this particular woman. It just kind of presented itself, and I took the plunge, so to speak.”

Alec looked at his brother, who was obviously in a state of shock, his mouth agape at the scene in front of him. 

“Call the police, George, I’ll explain it to them. This has nothing to do with you, and I don’t want you in the middle of all this.”

There was no reply to this for a while from George, he was obviously deep in thought and torment.

“Wait right there Alec. I’ll be right back.”

With that, he bounded downstairs and out the front door, return- ing about 5 minutes later with a bucket of cleaning materials and a small stack of newspapers, which he deposited at the door. He disappeared again, re-emerging after another five minutes but now dressed solely in an old pair of overalls and barefoot. He picked up the newspapers and entered the room, taking care where he walked, placing sheets of newspaper down on blood spots, then making a route to the shower.

“Walk on the newspapers to the shower, Alec, and keep your hands to yourself. Don’t touch anything. The shower is already on. Keep washing yourself until all the blood is washed away from you. I’ll get some old towels that you can use when you’re done. Now go.”

“I told you, George, just call the police. Don’t get involved in this.”

“Alec, listen to me. I’ve been envious of you all my life. Your looks, the women you attract, your effortless intelligence, and the way you coped after Mom and Dad died. I’ve always had to follow behind you, and it’s been very difficult, but this is the one thing that I can do better than you. So go and take the shower, and let me take care of this.”

“But George, there’s something you must know. If you let me get away with this, there’ll be more. I won’t be able to stop. Even though I’ll have to rethink how to kill, I know I’ll have to do it again. The rush I got, knowing that this woman would never leave this place, was wonderful. It was just the killing I didn’t particularly like.”

“You always were the squeamish one, Alec. Listen, if you want someone to go away, then just leave it to me. If there are going to be others, then I’ll deal with them and get rid of them. We have the tools for that here on the farm. But only do it here. I won’t go to San Francisco and help you there, only here. I can kill a sheep easy enough, I’ll just do the same thing with your women. Okay?”

Alec couldn’t believe this. It was perfect, just a pity he hadn’t known this before getting covered in this god-awful blood. But at least now he knew what the feeling was like to take another’s life.

Despite this conversation, neither of the brothers were that likable. Although popular with all women, Alec was very vain, especially rude to vendors, thought all American women were dumb, believed himself to be far more intelligent than anyone else, and was cheap with almost everything bar his clothing and hair.

George, for his part, was unfriendly with practically everyone, always seemed to have a chip on his shoulder, and was cheap with no exceptions.

As Alec took his shower and George started the clean-up, he already wished his older brother hadn’t killed this gorgeous woman. George would have loved to have been able to spend some time with her himself, even though he wouldn’t have been attractive to her in the way that Alec was. That though, was fine by him. He’d never told Alec, but he’d raped before, when he was in college and afterwards, and he’d loved it. Being with a regular looking woman was okay, but the beautiful ones, the type that Alec could get so easily, were always beyond him. He’d tried on more than one occasion, but he always got this look as if they wanted to say, “Are you serious?”

As he wrapped up the naked brunette in the plastic and tied her up, he again was envious of his brother. He’d never had a beautiful woman like this in his arms, not willingly, and probably never would. He’d gotten away with his rapes by using his intelligence, sedatives, and threats, which was very satisfying to him, but with the drugs he had at his disposal, it was only going to get better. He would have no need to look over his shoulder, so he could take his time.

Don’t kill them, Alec, he thought to himself as he threw the woman onto his shoulder and took her away. Leave them with me for a while.

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

ALEC’S PENTHOUSE APARTMENT IN San Francisco was located on California Street in a building next to the Huntington Hotel. He’d paid several million dollars for it, which he gladly did, as he was a big believer in property ownership, even when the economy sucked and values were decreasing everywhere. It had, however, largely escaped downtown San Francisco, as the local real estate market showed.

He loved his apartment. Being on the top floor, he could see for miles in all directions, but he especially loved the view of the bay. He could sit for hours watching the boats in between reading his many books. His books of choice were generally business related or autobiographies, and he’d buy them in different languages so that he could keep up his skills.

It was very much a man’s apartment, in the sense that he liked to watch sports, so had a lot of flat screen TVs around. He hadn’t employed an interior designer, although he had spoken to one, so he’d furnished the place himself. The figures the designer had come up with had been ridiculous, and he would probably have been uncomfortable at the end. So he bought oversized sofas and chairs, king-size beds, a large desk to work from, lots of mirrors, and basically whatever took his fancy. As long as the colors matched or contrasted well, then he was happy.

He also bought virtually everything at discount furniture stores, haggling and demanding free delivery. He’d kept the fitted carpets that were in place when he viewed the apartment. They were nothing special, just a basic cream color, and although he liked wood floors he also liked warmth beneath his feet. So he kept the carpets.

It was a large apartment, with three bedrooms and four bathrooms, although he’d converted one of the bedrooms into his office. It had a modern kitchen with newish appliances, a deck, and fireplaces with real gas fires. His only indulgence furnishing wise were the paintings scattered randomly about the place. He thought of paintings as a good investment and, like his parents, he liked European landscapes.

He had an extensive walk-in closet that contained all of his clothing, which he separated into winter and summer racks. It was very organized, very neat, and all color coordinated.

A housekeeper came in once a week and was made to work for her money by dusting and vacuuming the whole apartment, changing the sheets, doing his laundry, cleaning the kitchen and bathrooms, and replacing all the flowers. For this, he gave her the princely sum of $80 plus whatever she paid for the fresh flowers  that she purchased on her way to work. Providing, of course, she had a receipt.

Although Alec was straight, a lot of guys thought of him as gay, with his mannerisms and clothing. He’d have been called a dandy in the old days. It never affected the women, but the gay community thought they were being mocked by him, so he was more or less shunned by both sides of the male community. He also had regular two week appointments for his hair, manicures, and pedicures, going to a women’s salon because he believed that they took better care of him. He was quite the dapper gentleman.

Maria, his overweight Mexican housekeeper, dreaded the one day every week she had to go clean his apartment, and if she could have gotten another client for his day she’d have dropped him like a stone. There was never enough time to do everything. He always complained that she wasn’t fast enough, or that the vacuum made too much noise, or that the washing machine was vibrating. She’d see the price tags sometimes of the clothing he’d bought and would be appalled to see he’d gladly pay over $300 for just a tee shirt, yet would begrudge her a measly $80. She also didn’t like that he always stayed in the apartment while she rushed from room to room. He obviously didn’t trust her, and he’d never given her a door key like her other clients. But then, that was true of everybody he knew.

Alec wondered if George had disposed of his second victim and how long it would be until the next. A few years ago, when he first got this urge, he began by singling out three prospective women by first finding them, researching them, and then finally sleeping with them. That had been the end result until the unexpected woman from the bar. Now he had more of a purpose, more determination, as he looked for another prospective woman so that he’d have three on the go again.

He was looking for a particular prospect, and as usual she had to be fairly young, very attractive and slim, hopefully single, with few friends or family, and most preferably a loner. Even loners need some kind of interaction, so he looked on the internet in chat rooms or various single websites. In local publications under the classified ads, and especially in bookstores and art galleries.

It seemed to him to be quite incomprehensible, that in this day and age, women were so willing to meet total strangers, with virtually no thought as to their own security. Not that he was complaining. Random meetings were what he preferred, and this willingness on the women’s part was perfect. Ethnicity wasn’t a problem to him, either. In fact, he very much liked different races, but only if they were westernized.

Most of Alec’s time was spent alone. He liked doing his research and especially liked following his prospects, finding out their habits, patterns, social lives, hobbies, and such. He ate out a lot while doing this, not in the finer restaurants that he preferred and used to impress, but in convenient places close to his prospects. The rest of his meals he fixed himself, as he had a grocery chain deliver weekly supplies. He had few visitors. A couple of married women he’d met in the apartment building would occasionally stop by, not together and by no means regularly.

He would also sometimes take care of some of his mother’s former clients and give them business advice. He had even got referrals from some of them, but it wasn’t something he encouraged, as he didn’t want work to take over his life.

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

ALEC’S SECOND VICTIM WAS Rebecca Young. They met shortly after Rebecca put an ad in the Nob Hill Gazette, saying she was a young business woman who was looking to meet someone in the Nob Hill area for friendship and to socialize.

A lot of ads from other women were in the publication, professional women like her who were finding it difficult to meet suitable men. It was an upscale publication so they listed their hobbies as polo, skiing, yachting, and dinner parties. Rebecca’s ad was very demure, and she didn’t leave a number, just a post office box that she always used for safety. She didn’t know whether she’d get any replies, but being careful she didn’t want to say she was pretty or that she modeled, so she was quite happy with her ad.

Rebecca hadn’t lived in San Francisco for too long. She’d moved from Los Angeles, as she was always being propositioned there by agents who always told her they could get her into the movies or to the Playboy Mansion or other such places. Rebecca was a model and was also very attractive, so she wasn’t just a “body.” She had no shortage of suitors who first wanted her on their arm but then wanted to take her home or to a hotel, finally to be cast off. At first, when she was naïve and still fairly innocent, that had been exciting, and she believed it would help her career. But she’d hated it. She’d felt like a prostitute and was treated like one. Seeing herself in the tabloid press at some party only made her remember the date with utter disgust.

She’d always wanted to be a model, and when the opportunity arose, she took it with both hands. She and her much younger brother had been raised in a double-wide trailer in the northern part of Florida. Her parents were drug and drink addicts, and they were in a haze much of the time. She took care of her little brother as long as she could, but after doing some local modeling for various companies she was made an offer, and so she bade farewell to her parents and brother. She didn’t think her parents were too aware of her departure, but her brother was, and she was desperately sorry she couldn’t take him away. She even wrote him some letters once she got settled on the west coast, but she had never gotten a reply and had gradually stopped writing. It had been six years since she’d left.

The fashion modeling, which she wanted to do, was very difficult to stay in. She was always dieting, but even when she felt she was skin and bone, she was always told she needed to lose more weight. She got lots of work with different retail stores, but when she was offered a job with a major lingerie outlet, who didn’t want her so thin, she was happy to take it. It meant moving to San Francisco, and although the work wasn’t full time, it paid a lot, and she was free to take other assignments as well. Models don’t make a lot of friends. She found it a very bitchy business on both sides of the camera, but she still liked doing it, and the loneliness didn’t perturb her that much, just on odd occasions.

The mail she received from her posting ranged from junk mail advertising single domains to sex shops, and then letters from male and females who were obviously looking for a random sex partner. Among the dross, though, was a nicely printed note from a guy called Brad, who suggested they meet in a crowded coffee shop one morning. The note stated that if this was agreeable, then she could pick the place and reply to his post office box number. She replied and said she’d be in the coffee shop at the City Lights Bookstore in San Francisco the following Tuesday at 10 am, and she’d be wearing a Florida Gators baseball cap, black coat, and blue jeans. Brad replied, saying he’d be happy to meet her there, and he’d wear jeans, a Stanford cap, black blazer, and plaid shirt.

 They seemed to arrive at almost the exact same time. She was in line at the coffee counter when he approached behind her. She wasn’t aware that he’d been waiting for her outside, making sure she was alone before following her in. As she asked for a medium sized cappuccino, he butted in and said, “Hello Rebecca. I’m Brad.” Directing his attention to the server, he continued. “I’d like a latte grande please, extra hot, and I’ll get both. Would you like a muffin or anything?” he asked her.

“No thanks, just the coffee. Nice to meet you,” she replied, offering her hand for a shake.

They shook hands and smiled at each other, moving away from the counter to the pick up area after Brad gave the server a $20 bill and received the change.

“You’re a Gator fan?” he asked.

“Coming from where I do, there was no choice,” she explained.

 “So you’re from northern Florida?”

“Yes, and you’re from here?” She glanced at his cap.

“I am.” He wasn’t lying to her too much yet, as he didn’t know how this was going to develop.

“Did you go to college there?” she asked, eying his clothing which she knew full well were expensive.

He had also done the same with her. She looked scruffy but was really very well dressed in designer attire. He suspected she was hiding a spectacular figure beneath the huge coat.

“Yes. Are you feeling the cold?”

“Now it’s fall I am, but I haven’t gotten used to the weather here yet,” Rebecca replied.

They were informed that their coffees were ready, which they took. Rebecca thanked Brad for her cappuccino, and Brad didn’t leave a tip. Rebecca found a table in the middle of the floor, and they sat opposite each other.

“So you haven’t been here long?” He asked, referring to her last comment.

“No, just a few months. The weather here is crazy.”

They were both weighing each other up. Both were attractive, even with their caps on. Other patrons were giving them glances, as they looked like a very good-looking couple. Already they thought they would meet again.

“It is, you never quite get used to it.”

“So why did you reply to my ad, Brad? You don’t exactly look like you need company.”

“Maybe not, but you sounded genuine, and I have a hard time meeting genuine people. I don’t like this modern attitude of casual encounters where no one seems to want to get to know each other,” he lied.

“Me too!” She said happily. “What do you do for a living, Brad?”

She unbuttoned her coat to reveal another baggy garment beneath it, a navy sweater with a round collar. He noted her slender neck. Her long slim fingers were well manicured, and she had delicate wrists. Her blonde hair was like a mop beneath her cap, but it wasn’t long, and she had high cheekbones, blue eyes, a cute little nose, and full lips. Not a lot of make-up, but what she had was adequate. He thought that if she had worn more, everyone in the store would have been looking at her.

“I help people with their businesses,” he answered. “I’m like a consultant they use to help them streamline, or go public, or hire and fire their staff.”

“That sounds interesting.” She smiled, an almost perfect smile with dimples on each cheek.

“It is,” he lied again. “Dealing with all these different people and their various problems is very challenging.”

“Do you have to go to their workplace?”

“Not often. It’s mainly by phone and online, but sometimes I do go and visit them.”

She looked at him closer. God, he was good looking, even with the cap on. Tall, slender, beautiful hands, very clean shaven, he smelled and looked expensive.

“You’re not married?” She asked, almost incredulous.

By now, her coffee was almost gone. She wasn’t sure if she should ask him if he wanted a refill.

“No, not yet,” he slightly laughed. “So, what do you do for a liv- ing, Rebecca?”

“I work for a modeling agency.” 

“You model?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not surprised, you are very beautiful. Do you work here in the city?”

“Well, thank you, I work on Geary Street.”

“I like being in your company, Rebecca, but I have an appointment coming up that I can’t get out of. May I take you to lunch one day soon?”

“Yes, I would like that, Brad. Let me give you my number.”

She wrote down her number on a napkin and handed it over to him, sincerely hoping he would call her soon.

After a little more small talk about the city and especially its weather, they left the bookstore together, shaking hands at the entrance as they went their separate ways. She to work and he back to his apartment.

He called her that evening from his new prepaid phone and arranged lunch with her for the following week. He didn’t want to rush her, he had to stalk her first, find out things about her.

Over the next several weeks, Brad took her to very fine restaurants like Coi, and 5A5 Steak Lounge, and he followed her to and from work after he found out which agency she worked for by hanging out on Geary Street. He asked her if she confided in anyone or told her friends about him. Her response being no, he was her secret.

She would invite him inside when he walked her home from dates. But he made excuses, knowing she wanted him but if he let it happen then they would go no further. He’d kiss her on her doorstep and feel her wonderful body mold into his. It was a wrench to tear himself away, but it would be worth it, he just knew.

The right time was near after they enjoyed another especially fine dinner. She’d looked stunning in a little black dress that dis- played her long lithe legs and a good amount of cleavage that he wanted to bury his head in. He asked her to go away for the weekend with him, to somewhere very special to his heart, and to wear the exact same dress. She agreed instantly.

When Brad got Rebecca to the farmhouse that weekend, he practically ravaged her, and she him, as they took out all their lingering sexual frustration on each other. It had lasted most of the night and into the morning. He’d even made her breakfast in bed, which she thought was most romantic.

Then she woke up to her nightmare.

CHAPTER SIX

 

 

SHE WAS STILL SOBBING and wondering where Brad was when she felt the sheet being taken away from her body. Then she felt warm water being sprayed over her, rough hands applying some kind of soap all over her, intimately, and she sobbed some more because she couldn’t stop this from happening.

Finally, the water stopped and a man said, “This will hurt for no more than a second.” She heard a “poof” sound, and felt a sharp jolt to her neck. Almost instantly, she felt her whole body relax. Her heart and breathing slowed down, she was so drowsy yet wide awake. What the hell did he do to me? she thought, panicking.

George had injected her with Rompun by using a blow gun. Rompun produces an almost sleep like state, with lower breathing and heart rate. George had seen large animals tranquilized this way, and thought it a great idea.

She felt herself being unstrapped and then lifted, being placed on a warm flat surface, like a bed of some sort. He hadn’t taken off her blindfold or the gag, but she was covered by something. Then she felt the hands again, rubbing the covering against her before it was removed.

“You were still wet,” he said, explaining his actions.

His voice was a little like Brad’s but different, and she recalled the night when she’d gone to Brad’s farm, his special place, not far out of San Francisco. He hadn’t told her until they were almost driving through the gates where they were going, but by that time she didn’t care if it was the cheapest motel in the state. She just wanted to jump him. Then she saw the farmhouse and it was delightful, two stories and about 10,000 square feet. It was a white, wood-paneled building, almost square, with steps leading up to a big porch on either side of the big front door and screen.

Once inside, she didn’t see much of it until later, as he took her into the kitchen with its huge range. Pots and pans hung down over a big island, and there was a natural wood table with four wooden chairs. He made love to her there. She’d worn the same black dress, and she’d seen him watching the hem rise more and more as they made their way to the farm. She’d wanted to stop on the way, but he insisted on getting there, and after they arrived, they hurried to disrobe. It had been magical, more than she’d hoped for. She almost told him she loved him.

Afterward, she’d put on his shirt, and he stayed in his boxers as he showed her around. It was actually very feminine, with lots of flowery drapes, frilly lace window dressing, many empty vases, paintings of whitewashed buildings by the sea. Warm colors, knick knacks everywhere, and colorful bedspreads and pillows. He’d pointed out the room that had belonged to his departed parents, a room that his brother now occupied. His brother’s old room was now an office/den. The family room had huge overstuffed furniture and a massive fireplace with a thick fluffy rug in front of it. Later, she rolled around with Alec in front of the fire. Alec’s room was big, with a king-size bed, huge walk-in closet, and a bathroom with a Jacuzzi tub and separate shower. She could have fit her old double wide into just his bedroom area.

Her blindfold was taken off, and it took a few moments for her to refocus her eyes. She was in a room, not a barn like she’d thought, but she could still smell animals. The room was white- washed and bare, apart from the huge table in the middle with faucets and a sink to one side. She couldn’t move her head much but she could see she was lying on some kind of inflatable mattress, and she was totally naked.

A man was beside her, also naked, and he looked a little like Brad but was nowhere near as handsome or as tall and slender. This man looked more like a football player. He was smiling. She felt sick as he went down on her, and she couldn’t protect herself. She wanted to kick and scratch his eyes out, but all she could do was lie there and take what he did to her. He took pictures, moved her this way and that, and didn’t use any protection when he came into her, twice. Finally, he seemed to be finished, and she wanted to bathe for the next month to try to erase this.

“Rebecca,” he said, and she wondered how he knew her name. “That was so enjoyable, and thank you for giving yourself to me. I will never forget this.”

Again, she felt a sharp pain as he picked up a short rod from under the table and heard the same “poof” sound as before.

“You will go back to sleep soon and then wake up in your apartment, thinking this has been a dream. Good night.”

Rebecca fell asleep as she watched him wash himself from head to toe at the sink, the soap suds and water rinsing away in the floor drain. Then she felt a sudden heat as she fell into her lifeless eternal dream.

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

 

GEORGE WAS ELATED. Rebecca had been so beautiful, so shapely, his only regret was that he’d had to get rid of her. But he had taken photos, and his Smartphone enabled him to videotape the sex. He was going to download it onto his computer. That would keep him going until Alec’s next conquest. For now though, he needed to do the disposal. He wrapped her up in the sheet he’d laid her on, and also the under sheet, leaving her there as he put on disposable overalls and shoe protectors over his bare feet. He then went outside.

One of doors in the room led to the barn, the other door was for a walk in freezer. He used this room to butcher his sheep, or when a neighbor gave him a pig or a cow in exchange for some lamb. He was a good butcher, so neighbors would often ask him to do their butchering, which was a nice little sideline for him, even though he didn’t need the money. His freezer always had lots of meat. The barn was empty, he used to keep the horses in the stables there, but they got upset with the smell of animals being butchered. So he had another larger barn built about a hundred yards away, where he also kept the farm equipment, the farm office, and where his two workers would report when arriving and leaving.

This barn was now almost empty apart from a couple of pens that he used to keep the animals before butchering them. And the table, of course, with the shrouded body. He used a large autopsy table that drained blood into a container below, and he was able to wash the whole thing with the attached faucets and hose. Kept things hygienic, and if that’s what they wanted, kosher, too.

Outside, it was still light, and shortly his weekend worker would return. He opened the door on the big incinerator. It was like a chest freezer, and he rushed back inside to pick up Rebecca. He carried her back out, and placed her, still covered, in the box like contraption. He didn’t need to fold her, the opening was big enough for her to be completely outstretched. Leaving her there, he went back and gathered the towels he’d used, along with all her clothing, her purse, and her overnight bag, which he also deposited into the box.

He washed and rinsed off the table, then picked up the drainage container. He’d only used the table to wash her, so he poured the soapy water down the drain. This was the beauty of it. Not only could he put solid objects into the incinerator, like a pig carcass, but he could also throw in all the blood and entrails or whatever drained off the table. It just didn’t matter.

He rechecked the whole house. The soiled bed sheets and towels she’d used were still in the washer, so he put them in the dryer. On his return he closed the door on the incinerator and set the timer. He nearly forgot his overalls and shoe protectors. He changed and threw them in, a minute before it started.

He’d been able to purchase this incinerator because he was a farmer and did some butchering, so no questions were asked.

The incinerator burst into life. All that would be left at the end of the cycle would be ashes that would be so environmentally safe that he could dump them anywhere. Sometimes a few tiny bone fragments might be in the tank, but they’d have no DNA.

“Goodbye, Rebecca,” he murmured as he walked to the other barn. “It was really nice meeting you!”

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

 

THE FARM WAS IN the foothills by Mount Diablo, and because of its hilly terrain, it was perfect for the sheep. It was just over a thousand acres to take care of, but it wasn’t a money making machine. George could have made a lot more money out of it if he’d wanted to, with trail riding or camps and such. He’d been asked many times to open the land to the public, but he was happy with what he made. The butchering and carcass disposal kept his fridge full and also brought in a little more money. But then, like Alec, he was already well-off thanks to his parents and didn’t need or want the public intruding everywhere.

Like Alec, he had taken language lessons, but he hadn’t kept up with it like his brother, although he continued speaking Spanish with the hired help, Mexicans who spoke very little English. His farmhands worked full-time, and one of them also worked weekends, while his housekeeper came in once a week. She also did some cooking for him. He had his groceries delivered, and he also loved to watch sports.

Since tomorrow was Sunday, he’d take the Bart from Concord and meet up with his brother at the bar before the 49er game. He and Alec had season tickets to the Giants, the 49ers, and the Stanford Cardinals. Sometimes they’d go watch the A’s and Raiders.

Although the farm was in the East Bay, which usually meant they’d be fans of the A’s and the Raiders, their allegiance was across the bay. It was now football season, but Alec and George also enjoyed the other major sports. They also liked soccer, the Olympics, and golf, one of the few sports they played, but not often.

Unlike his brother, George had a girlfriend. She was the local vet, and he’d been seeing her for quite some time. Jane Lowell was 28 years old, and they both thought they’d eventually marry. They had one of those relationships that appeared to an onlooker as if they’d been married for years. It seemed devoid of the passion you’d expect from a couple not even engaged yet. Yet that’s how it was. Jane was by no means a looker, but she kept herself trim and presentable. Jane was mousy. She kept her brown hair short and close-cropped. Her nose was pointy, and her eyes were brown and slightly beady. Being primarily a large animal vet, it made no sense to her to keep herself well groomed when she’d literally be up to her armpits inside a cow every day, and she was devoted to her work.

Jane had actually asked George out the first time. She had to attend a veterinary dinner and didn’t have a date, so she’d approached George on one of her visits to his farm. He agreed to go with her, he behaved impeccably, and she’d invited him inside her home and slept with him. Since then, they’d gone out regularly and were now a couple.

Like George, she wasn’t very outgoing. She’d always preferred animals to humans. Jane liked to take the horses out, preferably with George, around the farm and its hills.

But she also liked sports, so she didn’t mind the almost non-stop sports coverage around George. She didn’t go to many events with him, and she didn’t really like his brother, as he seemed to always look down on her whenever they met up. George could be the same with other people, but not as much as his brother did, and she was determined to stop him from acting all superior.

CHAPTER NINE

 

 

ALEC FELT REVITALIZED. When he got back to his apartment, he checked Rebecca’s phone, the only thing he’d taken from her, and went through the recent calls, contacts, and favorites. He’d taken some revealing photos as a memento on his own phone, but there were none of him on her phone. He smiled as he saw his number and name. Alec quickly figured out her work number. The phone didn’t have any missed calls or messages, although he found some old text messages. He knew from talking to her that work was light at the moment and that she sometimes did work for other agencies. Sending a text wouldn’t create any alarm bells. When he sent a text to her agency, he just added one more text to the list.

“Need to go to Vegas for a few days, got a last minute gig. Will call when I get back. R.” He pressed send.

Alec checked the phone again thoroughly for any mention or photos she may have sneaked of him. Satisfied, he removed the batteries and the sim card. Although he was going to the 49er game later, he was going out this morning for a walk along the Embarcadero. Alec wasn’t really into gym work or a keep fit regime. His metabolism was extremely good, but he did like to cycle or walk sometimes.

A couple of weeks ago he’d seen what he hoped was another prospect walking along the Embarcadero. He’d been down there a couple of times since, trying to spot her, with no luck, but this was the first chance he’d had to try to spot her at the same time and day as the first time. He wanted to do it on foot this time, there would be more chance of some eye contact.

He may well have been going out for some exercise, but he was freshly showered and shaved, dressed in a Gucci pacific blue tracksuit, matching striped tee shirt, and white Prada sneakers. He smelled, as always, of the Jack Black range he liked. Looking at himself in the bathroom mirror, he liked what he saw, and he tousled his hair a little before heading for the front door. Alec picked up his keys, a bottle of water, his phone, the phone he’d discard, and a $20 bill.

It was all downhill to the Embarcadero. The weather was still mild, and the streets were fairly quiet. He disposed of the phone in different places, he didn’t want one of the many homeless to find the whole phone in one trash can and put the thing together. He was sure that he wasn’t eyed with any suspicion as he threw the parts away.

Arriving at the Embarcadero, he wasn’t surprised to see walkers, runners, and cyclists already doing their thing, and he headed west toward Pier 39, the tourist destination of San Francisco. He rarely went down there by choice, but today was a little different. Many fine looking women passed by, most accompanied by their boyfriends, husbands, or girlfriends, but he saw no sign of the one he was looking for.

Turning around at Pier 39, where the vendors were already selling boat tickets for the Alcatraz tour, he saw her approach about a hundred yards away. She was walking, not jogging. She was wearing a black, tight, jogging suit, and the pants ended at mid calf. She also wore white running or walking trainers, a thick watch that could have been a heart monitor, and white ear buds that connected to a white iPod. The highlights in her straightened, shoulder length hair were emphasized by the light breeze as she walked briskly toward him.

As he got closer to her, he realized that she was as beautiful as he remembered. She was a young black girl, maybe in her early 20s. Probably 5’9”, very slim, and not big-breasted. She had long slim fingers that were obviously manicured, and she was getting a lot of backward glances from most of the guys and even some of the girls. She seemed to be into whatever she was listening to, taking no heed of the other exercisers, her face set in concentration as she got even closer. She didn’t seem to be wearing any make up, she didn’t need to.

Alec was happy to note that her left third finger didn’t have a ring. She did wear gold rings on both of her index fingers, but nothing gaudy. And if anything, they only accentuated her long, slender fingers.

“Good morning,” he said loudly, making sure she heard him as they got very close to one another. “A fine day to be out for a walk.” 

Her concentration broken, she returned his gaze. Her brown eyes hinted at a smile.

“Good morning,” she replied pulling off an ear plug. “Yes, it’s perfect.” Her voice was soft, almost seductive, and he was disappointed that she continued past him.

He looked back, admiring her shape and her well-defined rear, exchanging knowing looks with another guy who was doing the same. Maybe she’s not into white guys, he mused, almost miss- ing her quick glance back at him.

Or maybe she is, he thought happily, as he proceeded back to the east.

He slowed down a fraction, just in case she turned around where he did and caught up, but he was already happy with his greetings and her response. Her glance was another positive sign. His process varied with his prospects, depending on circumstances, so he was in no panic.

As he gradually approached the Ferry building and prepared to take Washington onto Battery, he was very pleasantly surprised when she passed him and said, “Have a nice day!”

“You too,” he quickly replied. “It was very nice to meet you.”

She looked back, not stopping, but she smiled broadly and waved.

He’d be back next week.

CHAPTER TEN

 

 

ALEC AND GEORGE ALWAYS met in the city before games and took the muni public transportation to the 49er game. They had tried driving to the stadium, but it was a pain to get out after the game, so they had resorted to using the muni. George would get the Bart train to downtown. They’d meet up, have a beer, and head to the game. It was always the same routine if it was on this side of the bay, and today the Cowboys were visiting.

Alec wasn’t sure how the 49ers would do this season, but the previous years had been barren, and they had once again changed the head coach. At least this time the coach inspired some confidence, as he’d been very successful with Stanford. But the pre-season had been all but cancelled, so it was anyone’s guess as to how well they would do. At least they had started the season with a win, so that was a plus.

Candlestick Park where the 49ers played was notorious for its weather. You never knew what it would do. A wind blew nearly all the time, and it could also get very cold as well. So Alec and George always dressed accordingly. They wore warm jackets and baseball caps, discarding the jackets if by chance the weather was warm and calm. They both remembered very well the nights they went to the baseball games there, before the Giants moved to the city, and they would literally freeze their butts off watching the game. Neither of them would be sorry when the 49ers moved, even though it would entail a longer journey, as they really disliked the present stadium. Although it had been a few years since the Giants vacated the stadium, they still looked across from the 40 yard line at the temporary stands that used to get wheeled away for the baseball games.

It didn’t matter to either brother that they didn’t know any of the other season ticket holders around them. Alex and George said hello if greeted, but that was about all. The brothers didn’t even share high fives with their neighbors if the 49ers scored.

Today, they’d been together for almost a couple of hours. They hadn’t spoken much, which wasn’t unusual, but considering what had happened just yesterday, Alec thought that perhaps something needed to be said. It was well into the second quarter before his curiosity got the better of him.

“Any problems yesterday?”

“No, not at all,” replied George bluntly. “It went very well.”

Alec looked at George and at all the folk in close proximity.

“I don’t need to know all the details, just that it’s out of the way.”

 “Completely. Will there be another one next weekend?”

“I don’t know. I doubt it. Maybe in a couple of weeks.”

“Just let me know, and I’ll make sure the coast is clear.”

What George meant, and what Alec was aware of, was that he’d make sure that Jane wouldn’t be around. If she was, then the prospect would be safe. Alec looked at his younger brother again, wondering, but not wanting to know, if he’d done something to Rebecca before he disposed of her. If she screamed or fought, or if he touched her. He shivered, then brushed it off, changing the subject back to the present.

“You think we’ll get to the play-offs?”

“I don’t know, Alec. We have a good defense, I’m just not sure if we’ll be able to score enough points. What do you think?”

“I hope we do, I’ve backed them to, but we won’t win the Super Bowl. We can’t do as badly as we have done, we just need more offense.”

Alec liked to wager. Not big sums but just enough to keep his interest, and he was fairly good at it. He had an online account with an offshore bookie. George didn’t bet much, not even between them unless they played golf. George was the better golfer and liked to take money off his brother, which Alec didn’t mind doing, as he knew he was way better off because of all the various investments he’d made.

“Have you a bet on today?” Asked George.

“I got the 49ers and the points. I couldn’t bring myself to back the Cowboys.”

The 49er fans and the Cowboy fans didn’t get along and generally disliked each other. Alec and George were no different.

“I may have disowned you as a brother if you’d bet on the Cowboys.”

“Even if common sense told me so, I couldn’t do it. It wouldn’t feel right to win with the Cowboys.”

As it was, the 49ers should have won the game but couldn’t put the points on the board, a familiar story with them. And although the game went to overtime, the Cowboys won it with a field goal.

Both brothers felt encouraged with the 49er performance. They thought they could have a good season, and Alec didn’t lose any money, as he had the points. Once back in the city after the game, they went their separate ways, one to the farm and the other to the apartment. Both spent the rest of the day watching more football and checking on all the other sports as well.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

 

ALEC HAD TWO PROSPECTS on the go, and he hoped the Sunday walker would be number three. He kept his eyes open for number four, but he wouldn’t actively pursue it until he was down to two again.

The day after the game, he met Ruth Stevens at the Raj Campton Hotel for lunch. He’d met Ruth while shopping at Neiman’s when he was purchasing some body lotion, and she’d commented on his good taste. Apparently, she was buying toiletries for her father, who now lived in Florida with her mother after his retirement several years ago. His birthday was coming up, and she wanted to get him something different, something he wouldn’t normally buy for himself.
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