[image: Couverture : Friends with Benefits: Lucy and Arthur - 3 (Season 2)]
In your store:
The Billionaire's Secret, part 1
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: The Billionaire's Secret, part 1]
In your store:
The Billionaire's Fantasies
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: The Billionaire's Fantasies]
In your store:
Under the Billionaire's Power, part 1-3
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Under the Billionaire's Power, part 1-3]
In your store:
Obeying my Billionaire
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Obeying my Billionaire]
In your store:
Boxed Set: A Billionaire's Charms Parts 1-3
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Boxed Set: A Billionaire's Charms Parts 1-3]
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Friends with Benefits:
 Lucy and Arthur

Vol. 3


1. A Living Nightmare
“What do you want from me, Fred?” I ask, trembling.
“I just want to protect you,” he replies coldly.
“By threatening me with a knife and abducting me?” I ask, trying to stay calm.
“I’ve already warned you that Arthur’s dangerous. He killed Nina. They were doing street art together and he killed her. He killed my sister!”
His hands tighten around the steering wheel and his jaw stiffens. He takes a heavy breath before carrying on, as though giving himself the strength to remember back to the terrible event.
“Maybe it was because she was in love with him. I don’t know. But he’s a criminal. I wanted to protect you, but you wouldn’t listen.”
“No, Arthur told me everything. It was an accident. Nina was his best friend!” I say as calmly as I can.
Fred doesn’t reply and keeps his eyes trained on the road ahead. When I started getting text messages from him, I’d been really stressed by it, but I thought they were just an empty threat... But now he’s abducted me, right in the middle of Brooklyn!
This time my sixth sense really didn’t work.
I don’t understand why he’s abducting me. As we drive along in silence, gradually leaving the city, I struggle to fight back the tears. He hasn’t stopped saying that Arthur’s dangerous and that he wants to protect me, but this is crazy, he’s the one assaulting me right now! I’ve tried to reason with him, but it’s not working. I try to stay positive: maybe he just wants to show me something and talk to me, and then he’ll let me go…
Arthur must be waiting for me. I was supposed to be taking my bags round to his loft apartment to move in with him for a few weeks. I’d been so happy at the idea! And now, here I am trapped in a car with Fred. I should have told Arthur I’d received another threat message. But we were having such a wonderful, carefree time together in Zanzibar that I didn’t want to ruin things by talking about it. I regret that now. He could have prevented all this from happening. My phone is at the bottom of my bag. It hasn’t stopped vibrating since we got in the car, but it’s impossible for me to reply. It is you calling me, Arthur? I don’t believe in telepathy, but in my head I repeat the words like a mantra to reassure myself: “Arthur, come and save me…”
I cast a furtive glance at Fred. He reminds me a bit of Nina, or at least of the portrait of Nina that I saw in Arthur’s sketchpad. That drawing had made me stupidly jealous when I first saw it. It was before Arthur told me about his friendship with her. I look discreetly over at Fred: he has the same slim face and soft features. I try to reassure myself. He looks like anything but a dangerous kidnapper. But my eyes fall on the knife in his hand again.
Of course he’s dangerous!
The silence is weighing on me. I’m usually someone who always knows what to do, how to react; how to see the glass half full in life, but this time I’m at a complete loss. Fred is focused on the road. We’ve left Brooklyn and are driving along the highway. The further we go, the more anxious I become.
“Where are we going?” I ask, trying to control the tremor in my voice.
“To where Nina died,” he replies coldly.
His words chill me to the bone. I try to focus. Arthur told me about the accident... Where did he say it happened again? In an abandoned theater two hours from New York. The something “Star”. Two hours drive…
My God... 
How long have we been driving for? Thirty minutes, an hour? I have no idea. Well, if we’re going to keep going, I can try and reason with Fred. He looks less on edge than earlier out in the street. I have to stop panicking and try and be rational.
“You know, Fred, we can talk about this. We can stop in a café and discuss it calmly together, and then we can both go home again. It’s not too late...” I say softly.
“No, I have to take you to the Starlite Music Theater in Latham.”
That’s it! The abandoned theater Arthur told me about!
“But why? I don’t understand. I have nothing to do with what happened between Arthur and Nina!” I say, panic rising in my voice.
“I know. But since Nina died, I’ve been watching Arthur Monroe. Especially his emails. And when I saw that you two were together, I wanted to protect you, but you wouldn’t listen.”
“I’m listening now,” I protest.
“You need to see Nina’s work. She was so gifted,” he says, his eyes glazing over.
It seems useless to try reasoning with him. He’s insistent on showing me his sister’s paintings. I have to stay positive: he’ll show them to me, then he’ll leave me in Latham and go back home, and I’ll call Arthur and the police. If only he didn’t have a knife in his hand, I might actually believe it was possible. But he looks far more threatening than that…
I decide not to talk anymore until we get there. My phone keeps vibrating. Fortunately, Fred doesn’t hear it. I close my eyes for a moment. I should have followed Chloe’s advice and gone to yoga classes to learn how to calm myself with my breathing. It would be pretty useful right now. I think about Chloe again and her smile when we left each other earlier. She was so happy I was going to move in with Arthur for a while. But what if that’s all over? What if Fred hurts me or kills me? I won’t have even have had the chance to say goodbye to my family, my friends, or Arthur… I always imagined dying at ninety, surrounded by grandchildren. Not like this! Here I go, panicking again… But who wouldn’t be panicking in my place?
When I open my eyes, Fred is taking an exit off the highway toward Latham. We’ll be there soon. It’s crazy, but I almost feel relieved. I can’t breathe in this car! We arrive at the abandoned theater and Fred parks out the front. Nobody is around. He keeps the knife in his hand as he walks around the car and opens my door.
“You don’t need to point that knife at me,” I say as calmly as I can. “I’m not going to run away...”
“You never know. I’m not going to harm you, but I want to make sure you stay with me. Leave your bag in the car,” he orders.
I set down my bag and close the car door. Fred grabs me roughly by the arm, making me sway slightly in my heels. Tears spring to my eyes again. I’m in an abandoned building with a crazy armed man... How is this going to end? Fred yanks open a metal door with chipped blue paint, and we enter the theater. Inside, it takes my eyes a moment to adjust to the darkness. There are chairs overturned on the ground, pieces of rubble and metal... I stumble over something.
“Follow me,” he says grimly.
Do I really have any choice?
We walk through another door and into the main hall of the theater. If I wasn’t so scared, I’d be enthralled by it all. Although it’s in ruins, I can make out the vestiges of another era, enhanced by the work of street artists. Rays of light filter through the roof to illuminate the immense hall. I can understand why Arthur wanted to paint here, it’s both a reflection of the past and a place of modern creation.
Oh, Arthur, if you knew how much I miss you, how scared I am, and how much I wish you were here with me instead of this crazy psycho!
“OK, I’m here now, what did you want to show me?” I ask Fred, trying to sound calm.
There’s a world of difference between my peaceful voice and the terror I’m actually feeling inside!
“This,” he says, pulling out a small flashlight from his jacket pocket, turning it on, and pointing it at a balcony. “These were Nina’s last paintings.”
In the torchlight, I see a painting of an old theater with actors and animals, the whole scene painted in posca.
“It’s beautiful,” I say, sincerely.
“Yes, she was so talented. And Arthur Munroe destroyed that.”
“But why do you think Arthur was responsible for the accident?” I ask, praying that my question doesn’t make him angry.
“I don’t know! Because she loved him, and he didn’t love her. Because she was more talented than he was! I’ve found out all about him. He’s already nearly killed a teenager, and he’s done time in prison. He’s a dangerous man,” he says at full speed, almost shouting now.
I’ve clearly upset him, and I need to calm him down again. But not by repeating that Arthur isn’t responsible. He seems devastated but also completely paranoid. I don’t know much about psychology, but I can tell that if I oppose him directly, he’ll go even further into his madness.
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