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  Foreword









Welcome to the first volume in the Tantalizing Tales Collection.




Toya’s Titles of Terror, Treachery, And Suspense Shorties




Check out all four installments!




There 

is one story in the first volume of the series, two stories in second, three stories in the third, and four within the fourth and final volume of the series. 







  Preface









Who is murdering the young students that attend Saint Josephine Margaret Bakhita Preparatory School?




As the bodies mysteriously build up shock and scandal erupt on the grounds of a private parochial school affiliated with the neighboring church and convent that serve and inspire the community.




Is the killer the obvious suspect or the one that everyone least expects committing these awful, brutal crimes?




Will the true killer escape capture? Or will the innocent person pay the penalty for the sins of another? Or could it just be the one suspected at the start the true murderer there right under everybody’s nose?
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The schoolyard gregariously packed of rambunctious youngsters freely engaged in recreative sport and amusement.




There she was again.




Those iridescent gunmetal-blue eyes, that soft olive skin, those luscious bow-shaped pink lips.




Alessandra made Elrod’s heart pitter-patter.




The chubby fair complexion boy with rosy cheeks and a gap between his two front teeth stood by the gate of the playground watching the fourteen-year-old interact with her friends during recess at Saint Josephine Margaret Bakhita Preparatory School.




The parochial school—named after a roman catholic Sudanese-born African woman who survived kidnapping and enslavement to become recognized as the patron saint of slavery and human trafficking survivors—stood on a corner of Mariotte Boulevard and Pegonia Street.




“Oh, my god, he is so cute!” Alessandra said to her girlfriends at the sight of Father Asher Verlice.




“Eew!” Donatella said, sucking on an apple-flavored jolly rancher lollipop. The light-brown headed high schooler frowned upon the attraction Alessandra had for the new priest affiliated with their parish integrated with the school and convent.




Drusilla burst into laughter.




The thirty-year-old priest walked outside the fenced area of the playground carrying his newspaper and cup of coffee. He entered the church next to the convent on the acres of landscape that covered the campus property.




“You still pining after her, man?” Dino said in the company of his hangout partners, Gianluca and Rodolfo.




Rodolfo walked his tall, slinky body away from the gate where he and his friends had stood to join Gianluca and Dino as they approached the heavyset boy in catholic uniform with ruffled thick dark-brown hair.




“You might as well forget about her, she will never give you the time of day,” Rodolfo barbed.




“None of the girls will ever give him the time of day,” Gianluca goaded, laughing wildly.




Used to these guys teases and taunts without regard for his feelings left Elrod not only ridiculed, mocked, and not taken seriously, but profoundly wounded and scorned inside without them knowing the depths of his resentment.




Tired of the belittlement he decided to show his tormentors he had the confidence to go up to and talk to Alessandra no matter what they thought or said. He was not the handsomest boy at the school, and a little overweight, yet still just as good as anyone else—Elrod felt.




“Ooh!” The three boys exclaimed at the sight of Elrod cruising his way over toward the three girls across in the short distance of the schoolyard.




Butterflies fluttered in Elrod’s stomach with each brave, grappling step he took.




Rodolfo, Dino, and Gianluca quietly laughed at Elrod from behind. Each silently critical of the rolls of fat that jingled and rubbed together around, and between the fifteen-year old’s doughy pudgy thighs.




Grossed out by how Elrod’s derriere sat skyward, hugely gyrating above the thick stalks of his fleshy limbs—the boys turned up their noses. Gianluca, Rodolfo, and Dino hated the unsymmetric stride in the gait of his knocked knees. They often compare him to Sesame Street’s Big bird.




Drusilla’s cognac-colored eyes caught sight of Elroy at the turn of her head. She backhand tapped Alessandra against her side to get the girl’s attention. When Alessandra turned from Donatella to look at Drusilla, Drusilla nodded her head in the direction to the right of them.




All three girls had ceased from their prattling, all eyes gleaming at fat-boy.




Seeing that he had a minuscule audience straight ahead of him— along with the cruel, scrutinizing spectators in the short distance behind— Elrod had become extra nervous.




He had come this far though no need to turn back now.




“Uh, Alessandra,” Elrod uttered, timidly.




His jaw tightened, he cleared his throat, blinked his grayish-blue eyes then found the nerve to go on to say, “I d-don’t have a d-date for the dance on Saturday. I-I was wondering if you would want to go with me?”




Donatella and Drusilla exploded into laughter the moment they heard Elrod’s stuttering that had come from anxiety and intimidation rather than a speech impediment.




The two girl’s guffawing intensified when Alessandra coldly mocked her fifteen-year-old admirer by imitating him in her response. “I d-don’t think that would be a good I-idea?”




Elrod’s ivory-complexioned face flushed with an extra tint of redness from embarrassment. Sweat moderately slid from the side of Elrod’s temples down toward the base of his soft plump cheeks. The boy’s sideburns slightly moist with perspiration and the palms of his hands damp and clammy.




Elroy wanted to cry.




He bowed his head in shame and steered his watery-filled eyes to the pavement of the playground court. The chubby teen of medium height then dashed his wobbly body away stoking further laughter from Alessandra and her girlfriends.




In the short distance across from them Dino and his friends stood laughing and cracking inappropriate jokes.




“Sucker!” Rodolfo said. “I tried to tell him, but he went and made a fool of himself anyway.”




“That is because he is a fool and a sucker!” Gianluca snapped, harshly.




Class let out at 2pm. The high school children left through the doors of their private religious academy into the warm, coruscating glow of the sun. Amid the atmosphere of golden amber and blossoming greens the smell of rose bushes and fresh-cut grass filled aromatically within the spring air.




Bees and butterflies flew, mourning birds cooed, and squirrels climbed the thick swarthy hunks of tall, bountiful leafy spouting trees.




The environment brought an exuberance to the heels of everyone captured by the effervescence within the essence that highlighted the day.




A quarter after two, the front yard of Saint Josephine Margaret Bakhita Preparatory stood uninhabited and quiet. On one side of the parochial school sat the nun’s convent. A sister had come out from one of the gates toward the opposite side of the building that led to the parish.




When she reached a narrow pathway of the campus the solid-frame dark-skinned woman clothed in a black veil with thin white trimming, a tunic, scapular, belt, and rosary beads gasped.




The body of a fourteen-year-old girl in uniform she recognized as Alessandra Accardi lay upon the concrete, her face turned to the side, blood puddled from her mouth.




The nun checked for a pulse. It was too late. The girl who never made it home from the grounds of the property laid there already deceased.















