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Chapter One


  
  
    Alicia Hawkins sat at the end of the long wooden bar and appeared to be focused on the beer in front of her. What no one in the bar realized was that Alicia Hawkins was hunting, and her eyes were slowly and casually moving from seat to seat and table to table in search of her next victim. She had become a predator of the highest level. The top of the food chain, when it came to humans, and the predator needed to be fed. Alicia Hawkins was a serial killer.

    She had walked into the bar a couple hours before and found a seat where she could observe the entire room. She was a pretty young woman with purple-streaked blond hair that was tucked up under a straw cowboy hat. She wore tight jeans and a snap-front Western shirt, open just enough to attract the interest of the cowboys and ranch hands who frequented the bar. Being the social person she was, she danced several dances to the local country band and politely thanked the cowboys for their offers to take her home for the night. Tonight, Alicia Hawkins was not interested in casual sex, even though she was attracted to several of the local ranch hands. Tonight, she had a purpose, and had any of the cowboys realized what that purpose was, they would have avoided her like the plague.

    Alicia Hawkins had arrived in the middle of nowhere, Oklahoma, a couple days before and had settled into the isolated cabin she’d found on one of those vacation rentals by owner websites. Since all the arrangements were made online, she never actually met the owner, which was just as well, since the fewer people to see her, the safer she felt. The new driver’s license and credit cards she’d bought off the dark web worked perfectly, and she was glad she’d spent the extra money to buy the best product available.

    She’d left Florida a couple weeks back and was heading, in a roundabout way, towards Colorado to fulfill a promise she’d made to her dying grandfather. In her wake, she’d left several bodies and a task force of federal agents scratching their heads, wondering where her next victim would show up. During the year she had been on the run, she had sliced up seven women in Florida and Colorado, one in Mississippi. Then, to throw off the task force, she’d made a quick trip up to Georgia and left two dead women in that state before heading towards Louisiana and Texas, where two more homeless women died terrible deaths.

    She’d lucked out on her second night in Oklahoma when she picked up a young female hitchhiker with no local family. The offer of a place to spend the night and a home-cooked meal was too much to pass up for the young runaway. The sleeping pills Alicia placed in the young woman’s wine incapacitated her enough so Alicia could carry her to the basement, strip off her clothes and tie her hands and feet to the wall. Alicia Hawkins then stripped off her own clothes, opened the roll of assorted knives and scalpels she had carefully laid out on the table and spent the next five hours making various-sized incisions all over the woman’s body.

    She took her time and even stopped now and then to admire the woman’s body. She had a thin waist and large, firm breasts, and even though Alicia never reached the kind of sexual pleasure her grandfather had described, she found herself getting aroused as she ran her hands over the woman’s body. The drugs started to wear off after the first hour, and Alicia had to gag the woman to silence her screams. Her pleading, tear-filled eyes begged for the pain to stop, which made Alicia increase the speed and depth of the cuts, while using one hand to take care of her own arousal. When the woman’s heart stopped beating, Alicia stepped back, admired her handiwork and lay down on the floor and slept. She was exhausted and sexually satisfied. She was also pleased that she was getting closer to her goal of keeping her victim alive until she reached one thousand cuts.

    Alicia Hawkins had chosen this cabin because it sat all by itself at the end of a rural lake. The nearest neighbors were almost a half mile away, but she was still fearful that the screams of her victims might attract unwanted attention. For peace of mind, once she settled into the cabin, she took the canoe that was stored in the garage, rowed around the entire lake and noticed one other vacation home that appeared to be occupied. It was late in the season, and she was glad that most of the tourists had gone by the time she got there.

    The bar was loud and crowded with cowboys and cowgirls from the local cattle and horse ranches that covered the county. It was Friday night, and they all had money to burn and were looking to let off some steam. Alicia Hawkins was sipping her beer and was about to give up when she spotted her next victim—but she wasn’t sure. She’d come into the bar looking for another woman, but across the room, sitting at a table full of well-muscled, tanned cowboys sat a young man who seemed to be the brunt of the jokes that were going around the table. She had already danced with and refused the advances of several of the cowboys at the table, but this young cowboy looked like he might fit the bill. He wasn’t well built but was skinny and seemed shy. He didn’t seem to be enjoying the razzing he was getting from the others and looked like he wanted to escape.

    Alicia Hawkins sized him up. She’d started her career as a serial killer by choosing female victims because they were easier to control and more trusting of going off someplace with another woman. It also made her unique in the serial killer world. She felt she was ready to move up to men, but she needed to make sure it was the right man. She knew she had the skills, and she had experimented with several types of fast-acting sedatives, but she was concerned that she could still be overpowered by a man, especially one of these well-built cowboys. She was not a big woman, but her strength had improved with each victim. Looking at this young man, she believed she could do it. She felt herself getting aroused as she sat there, watching him in the mirror behind the bar.

    After several minutes of doubt and internal struggle, she decided that tonight was the night. She watched as the young cowboy picked up some money off the table, stood up and walked towards the bar. He was standing there waiting for his drinks when she walked up and sat on the barstool next to him.

    “You don’t look like you’re having much fun,” she said. “Maybe I can fix that for you.”

    The young man looked around as if he was unsure who she was talking to.

    “Are you talking to me, ma’am?” His voice cracked, and he swallowed hard.

    “Yes, silly, I’m talking to you. Haven’t you ever talked to a woman before?”

    She laughed, and the young man turned a bright shade of red. He was embarrassed, and he glanced over his shoulder to the table where his coworkers had gone quiet and were watching in disbelief, since most of them had already struck out with the new girl. The bartender set six beers on the bar, and he looked at her and then his buddies, tipped his hat and walked the drinks back to the table. She could hear loud conversation and a lot of goading, and she sat there and waited. It was his move.

    The laughing continued, and the young cowboy stood up, squared his shoulders and walked back towards Alicia. She turned to face him.

    “You ready to get out of here?” she said. “I know a quiet place we can go where we won’t be disturbed.”

    The young cowboy swallowed hard and nodded his head. Alicia set a twenty on the bar, turned and tipped her hat to the young man’s friends. They could still hear the laughs and the catcalls as they left the bar.

    Alicia Hawkins had an easygoing charm, and she soon had the young man telling her his life story. He’d left home at sixteen after his mother died, and his father fell deeper into the bottle. He’d heard that his dad died a couple years later, which made him an orphan—a lot better than when he had a family. He was trying to make it on his own and had always dreamed of working on a big ranch. He loved horses. He’d been in Oklahoma a couple weeks.

    She turned the car down a dark lane, almost invisible between the trees, and drove a quarter mile to the house by the lake. She led him inside and lit a fire in the fireplace. The young man stood in the doorway, not sure what to do, so she walked over and took his hand and led him towards the bedroom. She sat him down and offered him a beer, which he accepted, and she told him to take his clothes off while she headed for the kitchen.

    Since this was her first time with a man as a victim, she decided to use the same sleeping pills on him that she’d used on the runaway. Once he was out, she would use the sedative cocktail to incapacitate him. The sleeping pills in the beer would take effect pretty quickly, so she would need to move fast.

    She walked into the bedroom and found him standing next to the bed, naked. It was obvious that he was ready for her, so she handed him the beer, and he took a big, long drink while she stripped off her clothes. She lay down on the bed, took him in her hands and gently guided him in. The first minute or so was pure pleasure, and she found she was enjoying him until she sensed the pills kick in. She reached under her pillow, pulled out the syringe and pushed it into his shoulder. He never felt the needle go in, and within a couple seconds, he stopped moving.

    She pushed him off, slipped out of bed and put on a fluffy white robe that was hanging behind the door. She tried to lift him and was surprised that he weighed a lot more than she expected. She needed a plan B, so she went downstairs to the basement and brought back two pairs of shackles, a chain and her knife kit.

    Alicia Hawkins clamped the shackles on his hands and feet and chained him to the bed. She typically didn’t work on her victims while they were lying down, but this was a new experience and called for a change in her methods. She would need to think about this aspect of her work before she picked up the next guy. Who knows? Maybe if they were lying down, they might stay alive longer. It was something to find out.

    She filled a glass with red wine and stood there admiring the young man. For someone so thin, he was certainly virile, and she wished he had been able to stay awake a little longer. She could feel the arousal beginning again, so she stripped off her robe and pulled a beautiful three-inch scalpel from her kit. It was her favorite tool; it made an incision as thin as a human hair. It was a thing of beauty.

  

  




  
  





Chapter Two


  
  
    Alicia Hawkins hadn’t become a serial killer in the usual manner. She didn’t tear the wings off butterflies when she was a kid, and she never killed a neighbor’s cat. She even used to volunteer at the Pitkin County animal shelter, and she loved the family dog. For the most part, her childhood was perfectly normal, with no signs of anything strange in her makeup. She was a perfectly normal college student until that summer a year ago when she made the discovery that would change her life.

    ***

    She’d discovered her grandfather’s trophy box a couple months back and wondered about the significance of the baubles. She knew it was her grandfather’s because no one in the family remembered the old cigar box that was hidden in a hole in the wall behind her grandfather’s big Craftsman toolbox. She had mentioned it one night at dinner, and no one reacted. Well, that’s not exactly true. She thought she saw some kind of recognition in her grandmother’s eyes, but that disappeared as quickly as it had arrived.

    She waited until the family was asleep and entered her grandfather’s room. He was sleeping soundly, and she hoped that he might wake up in one of his—getting rarer—lucid moments. She hated to disturb him, so she’d already started to leave his room when a low frail voice stopped her in her tracks.

    She approached the bed and stood there with the trophy box held out in front of her. Her grandfather stared at the box in her hands and smiled. She hadn’t seen him smile much since she had gotten home from college, and it surprised her. He asked her to open the box so he could look inside.

    She opened the box and held it out to him. His heart monitor reacted almost immediately, and she was afraid the change of tone from the monitor might wake someone else in the small house. She closed the box and pulled it away from him, but his expression indicated that he wasn’t done. She glanced towards his bedroom door to see if anyone might have heard them, and then she reopened the box, and he looked deep inside. She asked him what all these pieces meant. He smiled and asked her to remove the gold-edged cameo necklace. She held it up for him to see, and he told her that this had been the first one.

    She was a pretty runaway from somewhere up near Chicago. Her family life had been brutal, so she’d headed west to find her own way in the world. The Korean War was over, and many people were leaving their familiar homes to look for financial opportunities out west. The fledgling ski industry and lax laws were drawing people from far and wide, and Aspen was no exception. The young woman found work in a small diner just off the highway, and she found a room with several other young women. Alicia’s grandfather befriended the young woman, and they started seeing each other at night. Her grandmother never knew.

    After a few weeks, she told him that she was tired of the cold and had decided to head to California. Her grandfather sensed an opportunity about to disappear, so he told her he would drive her to the train in Glenwood Springs. He knew she hadn’t told any of her friends about him, so he wasn’t worried about getting caught. That night, as she slipped out of her rooming house, he met her up the highway and loaded her one suitcase into the trunk of his car. She was dressed in a long skirt and a pretty white blouse, and she wore the cameo necklace around her neck. A gift from her mother.

    Instead of heading north up Highway 82, he turned south and headed out of town. He turned down Route 15, which at the time was a narrow dirt road, and found the old fire road that led to Conundrum Creek. She asked him where they were heading, and he told her that he wanted to show her a beautiful sight before she left. He reached the end of the road, parked the car and reached his arm around her shoulders. The syringe bit deep into her shoulder, and she started to yell, but he put his hand over her mouth and held it there until the sedative had time to work.

    The snow was not that deep on the old trail through the woods as he carried her over his shoulder. The old mining cabin had collapsed years before, but it wasn’t the cabin he was interested in. When he’d first arrived in Aspen, he spent time exploring his new home and discovered the old cabin a mile or so down Conundrum Creek. It sat back about a quarter mile from the trail along the creek and was completely hidden from view. What interested him most about the cabin was the shaft the old miners had dug under its wooden floor. The shaft went down about thirty feet and then opened into a long tunnel. He found some old, broken-down and decayed wooden shelves and some old mining equipment.

    When he’d first found the cabin, he thought it would be perfect for his needs. He spent several weeks tracking down the owner of the property and discovered that the mining claim that the cabin sat on was owned by a man in Pittsburg who had almost forgotten about the old claim. Through a series of letters and telegrams, her grandfather was finally able to get permission to work the claim and use the cabin.

    He spent the next couple of months cleaning out the space and installing the things he knew he would need. Along the walls, he bolted in chains and shackles for hands and feet. He purchased several kerosene hurricane lamps and built a bed with a straw mattress. He was able to make the most significant improvement in the machine shop at the ski resort’s maintenance shed. He fashioned a metal hatch door that he installed over the old rotten wooden shaft door and put heavy-duty hinges and a hasp on it.

    The old miners had left an old kerosene stove in the tunnel that they had vented up through the ground a few feet behind the cabin. It would help to keep the chill out of the air and make it a more comfortable space to work in. He also placed his pride and joy in the tunnel: over the years working at the ski resort, he had fashioned several beautiful knives and scalpels at the metal shop. Since he’d made them all himself, there was no record of him buying them. His space was complete, and his body tingled at the thought of what would soon be taking place in his secluded little world.

    Alicia’s grandfather’s voice seemed to grow stronger as he told her the rest of the story. He had carried the young woman to the cabin and unlocked the trapdoor. He lowered her down the old wooden ladder and placed her on the bed while he fired up the kerosene lanterns and the old kerosene stove. Once the space got warmer, he stripped off all the young woman’s clothes and tied her to the bed frame. She had a beautiful body, young and subtle. Her breasts were small but perky, and she moaned through the gag as he repeatedly penetrated her. Twice he had to inject her with more sedative to keep her quiet. This was the first time he had ever had sex with someone other than his wife, and he was surprised at how much he enjoyed it, but the night was fading fast, and he needed to get home before his wife woke up.

    Now that he was totally spent, he untied her from the bed and carried her over to the first set of shackles that he had bolted to the wall. She was still naked, and he hooked the restraints to her hands and feet. She had started to wake up, and the fear in her eyes made him get excited all over again, but he didn’t have the time to penetrate her again. He was running out of time. He opened an old cabinet that was hanging on the wall and removed a leather bundle. He carefully placed it on the wooden table under the cabinet and unrolled it, revealing his assortment of custom-made knives.

    He chose a thin four-inch-long scalpel from the bundle and admired it in the light from the kerosene lantern. He loved how the blade glowed under the yellow light. He walked over to the young woman and held the scalpel so she could see it. She squirmed hard against the shackles and started to bleed where the metal shackles cut into her hands and feet.

    Slowly and almost delicately, he slid the sharp edge of the scalpel along her exposed abdomen. He had used this same technique on several high-ranking German officers during the war. They were a stubborn lot, but eventually, they all talked. He didn’t care if the young woman talked or not. This was not an interrogation. This was pleasure.

    He could hear her screaming through the gag. He spent the next hour slowly slicing the young woman’s torso, legs and arms until she finally passed out. She didn’t have the stamina of the German officers, and it was almost disappointing. He walked over to the leather bundle on the bed and, using an old rag, cleaned the blood off the scalpel and his hands. He got dressed and then walked back and turned off the kerosene stove and put his bundle back in the cabinet. If she was still alive when he returned, he would finish the job, but for now, the demons were satisfied. He turned off the kerosene lanterns and climbed out of his workspace. He closed the hatch, made sure the padlock was shut and covered the hatch with the decaying floorboards.

  

  




  
  





Chapter Three


  
  
    Alicia could feel the heat rising inside her as her grandfather told her the story of his first civilian kill. She hadn’t realized how sexually aroused she’d felt as he described the details of the kill. She felt embarrassed that she was feeling this way and didn’t understand what was happening. Her grandfather knew what was happening. He could sense that she had the same feelings he did when it came to taking another’s life. He finished his story and looked at the vibrant pink color in her cheeks and the little beads of sweat that had formed on her forehead and her upper lip.

    He told her that he knew she was the one who would follow him. He could feel it deep in his soul, and he would help her find her way along the path that had been taken from him so long ago. She stared in disbelief in response to what he was saying. She could never take a human life. She had never killed anything, nor had the desire to do so. Or did she? His description of the kill had certainly stirred something deep inside her. Something scary, but also something wonderful.

    Her grandfather started to speak in dribble and incomplete sentences, and then he closed his eyes and went to sleep. The lucid moment had passed, but she had certainly learned a lot. She looked at the other pieces of jewelry in the little box. Her grandfather had just admitted to being a serial killer. One of the first in modern history, yet there had never been any hint that this was the case. She wondered how many more pieces of jewelry would have found their way into his little trophy box if he had not been injured so many years ago. She also wondered how he had kept the demons from destroying him since he was no longer able to feed their needs.

    She was curious whether her grandmother knew about his proclivities. She had definitely noticed the change in her grandmother’s eyes when she mentioned the old cigar box she had found in the garage. Yet her grandmother had never said anything about it.

    She looked again at the trophies her grandfather had collected. She wondered about the people they had belonged to. Most of the jewelry appeared to be pieces that would have been worn by young women of his time. She wondered if she would ever be able to get their stories from her grandfather. She would need to hurry. She was due back at school in early September. If she was going to act on the feelings that had been stirred up by her grandfather’s story, she would need to do it quickly.

    She closed the lid of the old box, leaned in and kissed her grandfather on the forehead and left his room. The house was quiet as a church cemetery, and she was grateful. She headed back to her room and, once inside, closed the door and hid the trophy box in the back of her closet. She needed to understand the feelings that her grandfather’s story had generated. Was it possible she was a serial killer too?

    She had taken psychology classes at school, and she understood that serial killers were psychopaths. She’d always believed they were evil incarnate and that they would stand out in society like freaks at a carnival. Even though she hadn’t had the opportunity to see her grandfather in his early years, she never considered him to be odd. He had never spoken before of his craft. But now. His story had aroused something profound inside of her. Something she now both feared and found interesting and exciting.

    Could it be true that he could sense in her the things that made him do the evil deeds he had told her about? It made her sick to her stomach, and she ran into her tiny bathroom and vomited in the toilet. No, there was no way she could ever be the evil thing her grandfather had suddenly become in her eyes. But she was also envious of him. If the way she’d felt while he was telling his story was real, the sensation was incredible. She felt more satisfied, sexually, at this moment than she had with any of the college boys she had slept with over the years.

    She knew she needed to pursue the feelings to see if they were real. She was afraid of what she might find and of what she might become, but she needed to find out. She lay down on her bed, her head full of strange thoughts and feelings. She decided the first thing she needed to do was try to find her grandfather’s old cabin and see if the shaft was still locked. She would check that out first and then decide on the next step.

    ***

    Alicia Hawkins started slowly. She wanted to savor every minute of her new project. The slices on the young cowboy’s chest were long and shallow. She wanted this to last, so she was extra careful. After almost an hour, the sedatives started to wear off, so she put the gag in his mouth and tied it around his head. His eyes grew wider with each cut, and he tried in vain to scream. By this point, Alicia was in the deep end of the sexual arousal pool, so she decided to stop and enjoy the opportunity. She started stroking the young man, and when she felt he was ready, she climbed on top of him and guided him inside. He tried to squirm and buck her off, but all that did was increase her arousal. She rode him like she had never ridden anyone before, and when she looked down, she was covered in blood, his blood. She ran her hands over her body and smeared the blood around her breasts. The sensation grew until she couldn’t handle it anymore, and she exploded in ecstasy. It was the most incredible thing she had ever felt. She lost complete control of herself and made several slices in his chest, deeper than she wanted.

    The young cowboy screamed through the gag, and his entire body convulsed. She slid off the bed and finished her glass of wine. She now understood the sexual arousal that her grandfather had told her about but she had never experienced. She now realized what she had been missing with the women she had killed. Contentment made her sleepy, so she lay on the floor and wrapped a blanket around herself and fell asleep. This young cowboy had a lot left to give, and she planned to take it all.

    The sky was still dark when Alicia woke, and she stood up and stared at the young cowboy. Sometime during the night, he had passed out, but he was still breathing, so she wasn’t done quite yet. She continued slicing his body while stroking him, her arousal growing to incredible levels, and she climbed on him again. He’d lost a lot of blood, but he was still able to please her in ways she’d never expected, and she screamed as the climax exploded, but she noticed that he no longer fought like he had earlier in the evening.

    Twice more over the next couple hours, she pleasured herself while continuing to slice him. The sheets and pillows were soaked with blood, and she had so much blood on her body that she looked like she’d been in a fight. He passed out, for the last time, as the sun rose over the tops of the trees, and Alicia put down her scalpel, walked to the window and watched the mist rising from the lake. The scene was so peaceful. Nothing like the scene in the room behind her.

    She turned and walked back to the bed. The young cowboy was no longer breathing, and she covered him with the bloody sheet. She was exhausted, but exhilarated, so she climbed onto the bed and fell asleep next to the body. She dreamt about her grandfather.

  

  




  
  





Chapter Four


  
  
    Alicia’s grandfather, Thomas had come to Aspen a few years after the end of World War II. He had been a soldier in the 10th Mountain Division as the war neared its end and had learned how to ski. Some of his fellow warriors were settling in small communities throughout the Colorado mountains and were working to build up the fledgling ski industry. He thought it might be fun to be a part of the movement.

    His best friend, Gus Murphy, found a job with the recently formed Aspen Skiing Corporation and offered Thomas a job working as a mechanic on the ski lifts. Having been mechanically inclined all his life, he took to the job like a fish to water. As the years progressed, his life became more and more fulfilling, and he felt he was living the American dream. He met and fell in love with Alicia’s grandmother, bought the small Victorian house on West Hallam Street, and raised a son there. It was a perfect life, except that the demons were still working hard in the back of his mind.

    The demons had been there as long as he could remember, and his time in the army had deepened the lust they brought out. He had practiced his craft, as he called it, with great abandon as a young man. Many of the townsfolk around Lynchburg, Virginia, thought he was odd, and many of the neighbors feared him. He had grown up on a very rural farm outside Lynchburg. The family’s water came from a pump, and an outhouse served their more personal needs. To say they were dirt poor would have been an understatement. His father was a sharecropper and didn’t even own the dirt under their little house.

    Life had not been easy growing up. He was constantly picked on when he was able to get to school, which was not often, and as things got worse, his father would take to drinking, and he was a terrible drunk. No one was safe from his father’s rage, especially his mother and younger sisters. Numerous times he had watched as his father left his middle sister’s room, and he heard her crying inside. As his younger sister got older, the same thing would happen to her. His mother would often come out of her room with a black eye or a bruised lip. However, he wasn’t saved from his father’s rage because he was a boy. His father would belittle him all the time about not being good at anything and not being a man. He would work him from dawn till dusk and then, if the mood was right, would beat him senseless for even the most minor infraction.

    His escape often took him into unknown territory. He chose to follow in his father’s footsteps and started abusing the animals on the farm. But it didn’t stop there. Many of the neighbors complained to the local sheriff about their pets disappearing. The sheriff had visited the farm numerous times and never found any evidence that anyone on the farm was involved, but the neighbors knew the truth. What they had no way of knowing was how deep the depravity went.

    One afternoon one of the neighbors questioned Thomas about a missing goat. The neighbor had seen the goatskin hanging in a tree along the creek behind the farm and confronted him and his father with the evidence, and a fight broke out. By the time the sheriff arrived, the neighbor was dead. His father, who was covered in blood, tried to put all the blame on himself, but the sheriff didn’t buy it, and they were both arrested. His father was convicted and died in prison a few years later. Thomas was convicted and given a choice: jail or the army. He chose the army.

    The army was a great place for him. They taught him how to kill, a skill he honed with great enthusiasm. He was so good at it that he was often the first soldier called upon when a Nazi guard needed to be dispatched silently. His knife became his friend, and he used it most effectively when an enemy officer needed to be encouraged to talk. He was a skilled craftsman, and his actions often turned the stomachs of even the most hardened soldiers.

    Thomas had been able to keep the demons under control for the first couple of years after he moved to Aspen, but they became too strong for him to ignore. He needed to feed the demons, but Aspen was a small mountain town. Missing people would be noticed. At first, he tried to feed the demons with animal sacrifices. He stayed away from family pets—too close to home—and focused on wild animals, which were in abundance in the forests around Aspen.

    Killing forest creatures with his bare hands was fun, but it didn’t satisfy the demons for long. He needed the sensation and the arousal that came from killing another human being. The incredible satisfaction it would bring as he felt the life slip away from someone who had been a living, breathing person. He also missed the thrill of the hunt. Finding the right person and stalking them until just the right moment. He loved the challenge.

    ***

    Alicia Hawkins woke slowly, stretched and lay there for a minute, thinking about the incredible night she had experienced. She felt her grandfather would be proud of her. Her skills had exceeded her wildest dreams, and she was ready to fulfill the promise she’d made to her grandfather before leaving for college. She had wanted so badly for him to still be alive when she felt she was ready to deliver on that promise, but that was not to be. Tears formed in her eyes when she thought about her love for him and her desire to live up to what he saw in her. She looked over at the lump under the bloody sheet.

    She now believed she was strong enough to include men in her future endeavors. She had proved that to herself with the young cowboy. In all that ecstasy, she lost track of how many slices she had inflicted on him but knew he lasted longer than almost all the women, and she smiled. The more she thought about the previous night, the more excited she got, and she took a few minutes to pleasure herself again.

    She couldn’t remember ever feeling this satisfied, and she liked the way she felt. Standing up from the bed, she could feel the dried blood that covered her body crack as she moved. She walked into the bathroom, turned on the shower and stood under the hot water as it washed over her body, taking flakes of dried blood with it. The water that collected at the bottom of the shower was crimson, and it continued to amaze her how much blood the human body contained. She was also amazed at how much effort it took to scrub off the crusted blood, but by the time she was finished and stood in front of the mirror, she could see that her body almost glowed. She wasn’t sure if it was the sex or the blood, but she liked the way she looked.

    Alicia took a few minutes to clean the dried blood off the knives she’d used the night before and made sure they sparkled before she put them away. She had bought the knives at various flea markets while she was in Florida to replace the knives her grandfather had made by hand in his workshop. She’d left the knives in her grandfather’s underground lair in Aspen when she made her first kill, and the authorities were on the tunnel so fast, she couldn’t get back and retrieve them. It broke her heart and made her angry how things had turned out.

    She made herself a huge breakfast because she was starving, and while she ate, she pulled out her laptop and looked at the news. She was thrilled that she had a government task force named after her, and it was fun keeping track of where they were. She laughed at how far behind her they were with the investigation. She had them running all over the Southeast, and they had no idea she was long gone. This was notoriety her grandfather had never achieved during the years he killed.

    She liked to think about the number of kills her grandfather might have accomplished had it not been for the accident that crippled him, but it was okay because she was closing in on his number and had plans to far exceed it. Once she made good on her promise, she planned to head for California. The stories she read made it sound like a good place for serial killers to operate. She stopped and looked up from her coffee. “Oh, my god,” she said out loud. “I am also now a rapist, just like my grandfather.” She laughed and finished her coffee.

    She knew she should get packed and hit the road, but she wasn’t concerned. When she’d rented the cabin, she told the owner that she was looking for solitude and didn’t want any housekeeping services for the entire week. Since she had gotten so lucky the first two nights she was in town, she still had four days before her rental was up. She also needed to make sure she ended up in Colorado at the right time to deliver on her promise. She couldn’t risk getting caught before she delivered.

    She washed the dishes by hand and put them back on the shelf. The sheets and towels were shot thanks to all the blood, so she decided to leave them where they were. She knew the evidence techs would do an excellent job of gathering everything up. The person she felt bad for was the housekeeper, who would show up in four days and find a bloodbath. She hoped whoever that person was had a strong stomach.

    She wasn’t concerned about leaving her DNA. The FBI knew who she was, and she figured that leaving her DNA all over the crime scene would help them know it was her and not a copycat who had committed the crime. It was important to her that they had her kill numbers correct. Mostly because she wanted to surpass her grandfather, but also so they would understand the symbolism of the promise she’d made to him.

  

  




  
  





Chapter Five


  
  
    The promise began quite by accident on a cool summer night in the Jackpot Bar in Aspen. When Alicia had found the trophy box, there were sixteen pieces of jewelry in the box, but there were fifteen mummified bodies in the tunnel. There was a small jade horse pendant on a thin silver chain in the trophy box that she had admired, and she decided to wear it for a night out with her girlfriends before they all headed back to college.

    The thrill of her first kill had started to fade. She had gone home that night and slept like a baby. The next morning, she still felt wired. The response hadn’t been sexual, but the kill still excited her. She’d felt better and better about her technique as the night wore on. She’d really got an adrenaline jolt when the girl woke up and realized what was happening to her. If only it had lasted. The cut she had made across her neck must have hit the artery. She’d thought she was shallow enough, but there was a little spurt of blood that wouldn’t stop. She would have to remember that for the next time.

    She had been hoping there would be a next time before she had to leave for college, but it was not meant to be. She had been back to the bar every night after work since the first kill; this would be her last night in town, and she had not been able to find her next victim. She finished her drink and told her friends at the table that the next round was on her. Instead of waiting for the waitress, she walked up to the bar.

    The woman behind the bar was the owner. Alicia hadn’t really met her, but this was where she and her friends had hung out all summer, so they got to know who was who. The owner walked up and asked her what she needed. She gave her the order for three beers and laid a twenty-dollar bill on the bar.

    The owner came back with three beers and stared at her for a minute. She was beginning to feel a little self-conscious when the owner finally spoke.

    She had admired the necklace Alicia was wearing and wondered where she had found such a pretty piece? She told the owner that she had found it in a pawn shop in Florida. The owner looked at it a little closer and then said something that chilled her to the bone.

    The owner told her she had had a necklace very similar to that one, but she’d lost it when she was in a car crash many years before. The necklace belonged to her grandmother, and she had borrowed it—well, actually stole it—when she ran away from home. She was in a crash a couple miles outside of Aspen, and the necklace had disappeared. No one at the hospital remembered seeing it.

    Alicia asked the owner if she remembered anything else about the crash, but she said that she must have fallen asleep after she was picked up hitchhiking on the highway. When she woke up in the hospital several days later, she couldn’t remember anything about the crash. The police told her that the man who had picked her up was probably going to die and that she was lucky to be alive.

    She left the twenty on the bar, picked up the three beer bottles, and walked back to her table. She was too stunned to even talk. Luckily her friends were doing enough talking, so they never noticed.

    She had taken the jade necklace out of her grandfather’s treasure box. She had admired it since finding the box, and she decided that it would be one thing to remember her grandfather by. He had been slipping in and out of consciousness for the past couple weeks, and the family was not holding out much hope. Since it was her last night in town, and she was certain no one would have any idea where the necklace came from, she decided to wear it out. How in the hell could she have ever guessed that someone would recognize the necklace? What a huge clusterfuck.

    She needed some air, so she excused herself and walked out the front door and stood on the sidewalk. The air was fall crisp, and it felt good. Her thoughts turned to the woman at the bar. She didn’t remember anyone ever mentioning that there had been a passenger in the car with her grandfather the night he crashed. Was it possible this woman was in the car with him? How could that have gotten missed in the family stories? More importantly, was it her necklace that was in her grandfather’s treasure box?

    She put her hand up to her open mouth. “Oh, my god.” This woman was supposed to be her grandfather’s sixteenth victim. That’s why there were sixteen mementos in the box, but only fifteen bodies in the mine. He had been on his way to the mine to kill her when the crash occurred. But why had no one ever mentioned a second person in the car?

    The owner did not appear to know who was driving the car that night. She had no recollection of the accident. Alicia’s grandfather must have already drugged her by the time he crashed the car. Alicia didn’t know what he’d used as a sedative, but whatever it was, it had to have been fast-acting and very powerful. Powerful enough to induce amnesia?

    She felt a chill run up her spine, and then in a moment of clarity, she struck on an idea. One that would hopefully keep her focused while she was away at school. She would finish what her grandfather had started that fateful night so long ago. She would take care of his sixteenth victim. She would need to devise a plan for this kill. It would take time, and it would need to be perfect. The owner was no slouch. She ran a bar. She would be tough to deal with, and she had a pretty good build, even after so many years. Alicia pictured the woman in her younger days and understood why her grandfather had chosen her. She was probably a real looker in her day, because she was gorgeous now.

    This was awesome. What better way to honor her grandfather than to finish his journey? She felt her excitement build like it had the night of her first kill. It was a shame. If she only had more time. But that was okay. She would be back at Christmas. She would start working out the plan in her head, and by Christmas, it would be perfect. She just knew it. Her grandfather would be so proud of her.

    She stepped back into the bar and shook off the chill from the night air. Her body was warm and tingling. She sat back down at the table where her friends were still talking away and took a sip of her beer. She looked over the top of the bottle and stared at her next victim.

    The next morning her father and mother packed up the car and drove her to Denver for her flight back to Jacksonville. She hugged them and stepped into the security line. She wrapped her

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  

  




  
  







OEBPS/assets/cover-scaled.jpg
CHUCKMORGAN
e ™

e, I8
N C e

CRIME
DENIED

ABUCK TAYLORNOVEL







