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Twisted Holiday Plans (Holiday Crime Short Story, #2)

Thank you for reading Twisted Holiday Plans by Matthew W. Grant.

More from Matthew W. Grant

The same old Christmas carols droned on over the superstore’s loudspeaker system. The music mixed into the background din with the mindless and meaningless chatter of easily-aggravated holiday shoppers.

The phony smell of aerosol pine scent permeated the air so badly he could taste it. Apparently, the “try me” sign on the red capped can on the display shelf was too much for the average customer to resist.

Mark Rossi wouldn’t let himself be distracted by those petty annoyances. Not when he had something much more important on his mind.

He stood behind her in the seasonal aisle. She reached for a box of generic holiday cards, hesitated, then moved her well-manicured hand over to a more expensive name brand. She tossed the box into her already stuffed shopping cart.

He abruptly clenched his fists and drew them towards his own body. Mark winced slightly as the urge passed through him. It was the third time in the last month and his fingers tingled as he tried to fight it off. Perhaps he could indulge himself with the thought for a moment or two. Yes, he could savor it now in anticipation of the moment that his plan, his goal, would become reality.

He took a fraction of a step forward and stared at her neck as she bent down to examine a string of LED lights that could either burn all white or change colors. The collar of her blouse was low enough to expose a good portion of her neck.

Mark imagined his hands kneading the soft, pink flesh. He’d press harder and harder until his thumbs left imprints on her skin. She’d get that wide-eyed, horrified look on her pathetic face when she realized what was happening.

The muscles in Mark’s arms would tense and relax as he did his appointed work. He’d bring his hands – would they tremble, he wondered, interrupting himself. No! Not when he was merely giving her what she deserved, he decided.

He’d bring his stocky hands together and literally choke the blessed life right out of her wretched body. He’d shake her, making her head snap back and forth like a rag doll as he crushed her windpipe.

She’d gasp for air. At that last moment of lucidity, Mark would whip her around bringing her face to his own. She’d see it in his eyes. Then she’d know...

The jolting crash of a glass snow globe hitting the floor pulled his attention back to the present. The water and bits of fake snow trickled over jagged pieces of glass, the same way blood trickles over mangled bones.

“Riley, that better not be you...” a stern motherly voice yelled from the next aisle over near the Christmas trees while an impish ten year old, presumably Riley, disappeared in haste around the corner in the direction of the shovels and ice melt.

Casey was gone now. Mark stood alone in the aisle. That didn’t pose a problem. He knew Casey Truman in and out.

She’d be at the cash register in about ten minutes. She always was, every week. After leaving the seasonal aisle, she always made one final stop at the deli counter. She would peruse the prepared foods and pick out her dinner for the evening. Every time Casey opened the glass door of the rotisserie chicken display, the delicious aroma would make his mouth water. Almost as much as it watered thinking about making her pay for what she had done to him.

Stalking people really is too simple, he thought. They make it so easy by constantly doing the same things – at the same time – in the same places. For example, Casey consistently parked in the fourth row, third from the end in Parking Lot C at the mall where she worked as a hairstylist.

A few minutes later, the barely post-adolescent cashier attempted small talk as his hands pulled her items over the red scanning beam accompanied by the tune of the monotonous beeps. (Casey would never use a self-checkout. She was too good for that. At least that’s what she wanted people to believe.) The employee smiled broadly. He gave her too much attention.

She didn’t deserve it. Yet, she craved it. Casey brushed a non-existent piece of lint from her ample breast just to make the impressionable young man look in that area.

Mark couldn’t blame the pimply-faced cashier. The young guy and his overactive hormones were only responding to Casey’s obvious, attractive assets.

The cashier mumbled some sadly transparent line like, “I hope you come to my line again next time you shop here.” Casey rolled her shoulders and laughed off the remark flirtatiously.

He who laughs last, laughs best, her stalker thought to himself as Casey pushed her cart away from the register. Oh, yes, he planned to laugh at her very soon. A shiver ran down his spine. He knew that for Casey Truman, it would all come crashing down on New Year’s Eve.

After Casey loaded the groceries into her car, he knew she would take the usual route home. His mind wandered as he followed her. It wandered back to less than a month earlier to that fateful evening in the convenience store on the night before Thanksgiving.

Mark had planned to spend Thanksgiving alone. That was his tradition and that was the way he liked it. He spent the rest of the year alone. Why should the fourth Thursday of November be any different just because the calendar makers slapped a silly cartoon turkey over that particular day?

Mark drove to the convenience store to get his annual Thanksgiving feast: a twelve pack of beer, a frozen pizza, two large candy bars with almonds, and a lottery scratch ticket.

The parking lot smelled of gasoline. Some dope stood next to one of the gas pumps trying to mop up (with flimsy brown paper towels) the mess he had obviously just made by overfilling plastic gas containers.

The electronic buzzer sounded when Mark swung the door open. He grunted when he saw the long line. A couple minutes later, he balanced beer in the crook of each arm and headed for the candy bars. He could get an extra one and bite into it while he stood in line.

Mark bent down to reach for the candy on the shelf. At the same time, someone else reached for a candy bar too. The skin of the person’s fingers touched the back of his hand.

Mark’s hand recoiled automatically. Nobody had touched him in so long, he’d almost forgotten the sensation.

“Oh, excuse me,” the soft and alluring voice said.

Mark’s eyes quickly travelled from the painted nails up to the frilly laced sleeves. His researching gaze didn’t stop until it met the gorgeous young woman’s face. “Please, take the chocolate bar. It’s the last one.”

Normally, Mark would have scooped up the treat while barely grumbling an acknowledgment. Her inviting smile and bright lipstick on pouty lips caught him off guard. “It’s OK. You take it.” The words came out of his mouth without his permission.

“We could split it,” she suggested.  She wet her lips with her tongue.

Mark stared at her blankly. Was this beautiful young lady, who had to be at least ten years younger than his age of forty, flirting with him? Why would she be interested in his two month overdue for a haircut, out-of-shape body?

“I’m Casey,” she said with a lilt in her voice.

“Mark,” he said tentatively, like he didn’t know it was his own name. He awkwardly tried to reach out to shake her hand at the same time he realized he was still holding a six pack of beer in each arm.

Assessing his problem, she said, “That’s OK. You can skip the formality. If you simply tell me you’re a gentleman, I’ll believe you.”

He instantly relaxed. Mark couldn’t believe how this stranger had such an incredible way about her, how she could so effortlessly put him at ease. He had always been so awkward around members of the opposite sex, but it was different with Casey. He already knew that.

Casey and Mark chatted while they stood in line. Mark told her of his plans to buy the scratcher, as he called the instant lottery ticket. Casey, who was next in line to pay, replied, “Well, here’s the deal, then. I’ll buy the candy bar. If you win anything on the scratch ticket, I get half.” She laughed when she said it. Mark couldn’t help but think that it would be worth it to share half of his potential imaginary winnings with her if that meant he could hear that laugh all the time.

She waited for him while he bought his beer and picked out the Lucky Holiday Bells theme lottery ticket. If he scratched off all the bells and matched three of the holiday symbols underneath, he could win up to ten thousand dollars instantly.

They exited the store together. Mark’s car was parked right near the door. He put his bag down on the hood and reached for his key in his pocket.

Casey broke the candy bar in half. She held his portion out to him. “Well, I guess this is good-bye,” she said.

He never wanted to hear those words fall from her luscious lips again. “But I haven’t scratched the ticket yet.”

Casey waved her hand dismissively. “Oh, that’s OK. I was only kidding about that. But, what are you doing tomorrow?” She didn’t give him a chance to answer. “That’s silly of me. You must have plans with your family.”

“God no!” he blurted out. Mark gazed at the beer and frozen pizza. He continued, “I usually spend holidays alone. By choice.”

“Oh,” she said sounding disappointed. “I don’t have any plans either. I was thinking maybe we could be alone, together.”

She had been flirting with him all along. This pretty woman really did want to spend more time with him. He had to think and act fast before she changed her mind.

They made arrangements for her to go to his house the next day. Casey brought a portable Thanksgiving dinner. Mark marvelled as she unpacked a picnic basket. She
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