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    GAS GRILLED CHEF!




    a Dead Chef thriller story
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    1 -Yesterday-




    Grill-chef Penelope Boudreaux headed out to her Fire Dragon Ultimate Platinum Grill perched in the two-story glass pavilion at the end of the dock. Lake Pontchartrain glittered, the waves dancing before the warm morning breeze.




    This was her domain. The world could peek in through the glass walls and admire, but none dared enter without express invitation. It was where she entertained her friends, posh parties that sent glittering light out over the lake’s waters far into the night.




    Upstairs, in a discretely curtained bedroom, is where she entertained her lovers.




    But most of all, the glass pavilion was where she filmed her weekly cooking show for the local network.




    She wanted one more round of practice before her next time appearance on camera. It wouldn’t be the local cable network, nor the local affiliate of the national network like it should be. This time it would be national. The Cooks Network invitation—signed by Kate Stark herself—to a Belles of the Hot Grill Cook-off had placed the future within easy grasp of her perfectly manicured nails and she wasn’t about to bungle it through lack of preparation.




    The prize was a typical ten thousand dollars-on-an-oversized-check reward which would barely pay her expenses for the trip and definitely wouldn’t pay for her beautiful grill, but that was only the stated prize. Penelope lusted after the unstated prize—a shot at her own show on the biggest cooking television network of them all—the same way the new garden-boy lusted after Penelope.




    Just this morning he’d proven that his desire was backed up with acceptable technique and exceptional heft. When he’d finally unveiled that impressive supply of raw material, any concerns she’d had regarding skill had gone out the window. She’d let him take her right in her private boudoir in the big house where even her husband Walter didn’t dare tread. The boy didn’t have much imagination, but she had plenty of ideas of what to do with all that equipment the next time.




    But now she had to cook.




    She tossed a scoop of wood chips into the dedicated smoker and turned it on. Then she dug into the refrigerator built into the grill and pulled out the ingredients she needed. In moments, she had a strawberry daiquiri blending in the built-in attachment. She was going to win this hands down with a grilled shrimp and gator jambalaya, Creole-style. Hot, hot, hot!




    Penelope ran her hands over her satin blouse as she smoothed on her apron. For just a moment she imagined they were the gardener’s. Walter’s were all dandified Southern lawyer. It had been ages since he had cared about her breasts one way or another, even if they were Penelope’s best feature. She’d paid a lot of money—or rather Walter had without knowing—to make sure they were.




    But the boy had been fascinated by them with those strong, calloused hands and his overeager mouth. A little training and he would be most satisfactory for a while.




    Penelope resisted the sudden urge to go find him again right now and tied off the apron with a sharp pull around her trim waist to remind herself of what was truly important.




    She held open the safety and pressed the sparker to light off the one-hundred-and-fifteen thousand BTU main burner and the sixty-thousand BTU side burner of her nine-foot long, eight hundred pound, stainless steel beauty.




    It was the last thing she ever did.




    The cut hose inside the sealed grill had filled the interior spaces with five gallons of compressed propane gas. The small spark she ignited lit it off. The explosion, assisted by some small charges of TNT, ripped open the remaining internal tanks. Fifty gallons of propane were involved in the next stage of the flashover.




    The explosion shredded the grill, the sitting area, the tastefully curtained upstairs bedroom, and then blew the glass pavilion outward in a vast cloud that would have been a disaster for several neighbors except that the glass had been mostly reduced to the size of sand by the scale of the blast.




    The outer fifty feet of the dock simply disappeared, the light chop on the Lake soon extinguished then buried the stubs of the shredded pilings.




    Penelope wasn’t vaporized, not quite. But she was burned to a crisp except for her breasts, which melted. As she had pressed the switch, she’d been thinking about the boy slipping into her as nicely as a slab of gator into her jambalaya.




    Penelope never quite completed that thought.
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