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Synopsis: When FBI agent Lil Foxworthy and
her actor husband Peter von Rabenhorst visited a local antique
shop, little do they know how the strange owner of the place will
take them to the brink of death.

 



Chapter One


 


Tallis looked at the stretched out, nude body
of the woman he'd just killed, lying spread-eagled on the floor of
his bedroom. He smiled to himself, pleased with the satisfying
experience. As always, he spent a few pleasant moments
contemplating his next project; he did that after every kill. He
was thinking about how she would turn out when he had finished with
her and what her skeleton would look like after he had cleaned it
up nicely.

Each one was different.

He always thought about the potential each
body held for creative expression before he started the process.
There was quite an involved ceremony before he took the first cut,
which he’d performed many, many times over the years. Each of his
creations was different and unique; each stood by itself, an
original, the only one in the entire world.

After a good—no, a great fuck—he almost
regretted bashing her head in but only fleetingly. While always
careful about preserving the bone structure, this time the rock had
slipped, causing more damage than he liked.

The beetles will be very happy, he told
himself. I always want to keep my precious little beetles
happy.

He stood in the open doorway leading from his
bedroom to the large infinity pool outside. Tallis stretched his
arms by pulling on the doorframe, bringing his body to full
attention with every muscle flexed, every nerve at attention. He
shucked off his clothes quickly and slipped into the pool. He swam
to the end of it and hung there on the edge, poised in time for a
moment watching the yachts in the Santa Barbara harbor, the Channel
Islands, and the whitecaps forming in the stiff breeze.

It had become a tradition to enjoy the
expansive scenery of this section of the Southern Californian
coastline every day and sometimes twice a day, especially after
he’d made a kill. After all, my art pays for this luxurious and
interesting lifestyle, so why shouldn’t I enjoy it? he asked
himself.

He turned his head toward the mansion a
couple of miles away and nestled in the scrub-covered hills above
Montecito. Tallis had watched many times as people traveled to and
from the winery there, attending wine tastings and lectures, but
he’d never attended. Socializing wasn’t his style ordinarily.

I'll have to go to one of their wine tastings
soon and meet the owners.

Slipping on a pair of tinted goggles because
bright light hurt his oversensitive eyes, he rested his arms on the
edge of the pool and looked towards the Pacific, thinking.

From the photo I saw of them in the paper,
they have great bone structure. Perhaps they'd be interested in
one of my sculptures. As he hummed to himself, he contemplated his
next move. We shall just have to see. The beetles and I will
have to be patient.

For now, it is good with this kill; my pets
will soon be eating and working for me, all at the same time.

 


Far in the back of the expansive grounds
belonging to the house that Tallis currently owned, a large
workshop was set off by itself. He’d had many dwellings over the
years but this home was one of the best, probably his favorite.

 


 


He was busy in the workshop the next day,
first disarticulating the body of the woman, and then scraping off
flesh from various parts of different limbs. The day after a
taking, he rarely found time to eat much less rest. As he scraped
the flesh, he put it into a drying machine so it would be easier to
dispose off. The result most often resembled beef jerky that was
sold in grocery stores.

Tallis felt fairly sure that he could drop
the dried skin on the surface of a parking lot and people would
just think a piece of beef jerky had fallen from someone’s bag.
This strange work was a little known industry, which he’d long held
an interest in.

Lined up on wide shelves and in crates or
bags above the beetle tanks were several skeletons waiting for
completion. The beetles were housed in large, shallow aquariums
with sawdust on the bottom. Tallis liked to keep things neat and
orderly because it made finding whatever he wanted so much easier.
If he kept everything close at hand, things always went more
smoothly and more according to his plans.

He loved medieval music as well as Schubert.
While he worked, he often turned on piped-in Schubert lieders and
sang along with the choral music. If he wasn’t singing along with a
choir, Tallis hummed as he worked and talked to the beetles as if
they were his pets. Tallis was ever the cultured one, and the lone
one.

His favorite lieder from Franz Schubert was
‘Am Brunnen vor dem Tore’ the lines of which he now sang in a
surprisingly clear voice:

 


Am Brunnen vor dem Tore,

Da steht ein Lindenbaum:

Ich träumt’ in seinem Schatten,

So manchen süßen Traum.

 


There weren’t many people in the entire
country that did the job he did. Tallis knew them all and could
count their number on the fingers of one hand. Other businesses
prepared skeletons for museums and medical practices. However, his
business was different from the other businesses. They made routine
products for specialty industries; Tallis was an artist who worked
solely for himself.

He prepared skeletons for his own pleasure,
and then created sculptures from them as they revealed their own
special secrets and design. Upon completion, he displayed these
life-sized works of art in his own antique and curiosity shop
located in Montecito, California. Tallis worked carefully on
different tableaus and groupings to ensure the works were always
seen in their best light.

Business was good and had been for a long
time. Tallis had received many orders from across the world through
the years as his reputation grew through word of mouth praise. He
took great pleasure in his various creations and the praise he
received was a tremendous boost to his ego.

It happened, though, that all skeletons
weren’t good enough to fit his specifications. Some of the human
and non-human ones had malformed bones, or the bones had been
discolored due to disease or surgery; others were just plain ugly.
He’d sell those to institutions like museums and such.

However, for Tallis’ work, he strived for
perfection, plus he didn’t like the ordinary in any regard.

The idea of taking the couple on the hill for
his purposes came to his mind after seeing Sweeney Todd at
the large old Spanish-styled theatre in Santa Barbara. The actor
who played the lead of the demon barber was the same actor who
owned the vineyard and mansion up on the hill in Montecito, which
he’d been studying.

He lived up there with his wife, just the two
of them.

As he watched Sweeney Todd from his
vantage point sitting in a far corner of the theatre so that others
wouldn’t notice his eyes glowing the dark, Tallis spent almost the
entire show studying the actor’s bone structure and the way his
body, head and jaw moved. He didn’t need to listen to every word,
as he already knew the story of Sweeney Todd; he just wanted
to see it brought to life on stage by a talented Shakespearean
actor.

His neighbor fit the part perfectly.

In the past, Tallis loved to watch
Shakespeare as he wrote his plays. He’d remain hidden or invisible
and watch the bard for hours, listening to the pen sail rapidly
across the pages and pages when the old man’s mind was peaking with
his stories. The playwright had tempted him on many occasions
because of his great bone structure, but Tallis knew that taking
Shakespeare himself would change his future, so he left well enough
alone.

Tallis was special, and he knew it. His
ability to look into the past, enjoy the present, and look to the
future as well made him different. The ability had served him
well.

As he worked away this time, he smiled and
started to hum one of the songs from Sweeney Todd, thrilled
that one of his best pieces was almost completed and ready for
display.

Just a few finishing touches and it’ll be
ready, he told himself.

 


 


“Peter, Peter, Pumpkin eater, had a wife and
couldn’t keep her...” Lily screamed with laughter as she taunted
Peter, who sat on their back patio with his hands immersed inside
of a large pumpkin, attempting to carve it into some kind of
recognizable Shakespearean character. His upper body, face and neck
were smeared with orange pulp and seeds because he kept wiping his
hands across his cheek.

Bits of each had found their way into his
hair.

“It looks like a gargoyle,” she told him.

“They had those back in Shakespeare’s day,
you know.”

He flung a piece of sticky pumpkin pulp
towards her, but it missed by a mile. “It’s supposed to be King
Lear,” he told her. “We need it for a display in the lobby because
the play opens on Halloween.”

“Do you have any backup gourds, because King
Lear just lost his nose.”

He looked down. “Shit! I just spent an hour
on this damn thing. Hand me that other knife, liebling, will you?”
As he wiped his hand across his nose because it was itchy, he
smeared more of the orange-colored pulp into his blond hair and
down his cheek.

Lili had convinced him to carve the pumpkins
in their swimsuits because she knew it’d be messy. “I’m glad all we
have to wash are our bathing suits. I can’t imagine getting that
pulp out of our good clothes.”

“Come over here and help me clean it off. I
can’t see my own face and I think it’s gotten up in my nose.” Peter
sat on one of the chaises they had by a pool in order for her to
wipe him with the towel she was holding for him. He had laid the
carving tool down and pushed the failed attempt at King Lear’s
image aside.

“You now what that’ll lead to, don’t you?
Every time I touch you, it’s impossible for me not to be turned on.
You have that effect on me, my Peter von Rabenhorst. My
aristocratic, Shakespearean, handsome and sexy...”

He smiled one of his wickedly sexy smiles.
“You’re making me blush, but I’m counting on plenty of close
contact with you, even if I am rather orange at the moment. There’s
a couple of days before we need this thing, so time isn’t that
important, plus I’m getting very wired up.”

“That’s not hard for you, Peter. Remember how
we first met? That’s a habit of yours; getting all wired up just
before a performance. I know because I’ve been the lucky
beneficiary of it.”

“Be fair now. That’s one activity we always
enjoy together.”

She took a piece of paper towel and began to
wipe off his handsome face. Lili didn’t get far before he took her
wrist aside, leaned into her and kissed her. Lili had put on one of
her colorful bikinis, which barely covered her, so as Peter kissed
her he also caressed her breasts with his other hand, covered with
orange pumpkin pulp.

“Peter, Peter, pumpkin eater,” Lily taunted
again. “Had a wife and...”

“Come here.” He pulled her over to him and
sat her on his lap so he could reach her better. He kissed her
again, transferring most of the pulp from his own face and hands
onto her.

“Look what you’ve done.” She pulled him off
the chaise. “Take off your suit and we’ll wash off in the
pool.”

“Won’t that clog the filter?”

“I ordered us a special one that can handle
pumpkin pulp, because I knew that there’d be a use for it around
this time of year.”

He raised an eyebrow then laughed. That’s a
poor excuse for making love with your husband.”

“Would you rather not jump right in? Don’t
want to touch me because I’m all gooey and covered with orange
slime?”

“I’m game.”

Taking off their bathing suits, they ran to
the pool edge and dove in. Lili surfaced to find Peter waiting for
her by the ladder. She swam over to him. He pulled her to him,
their naked bodies warmed by the sun on the water.

It was an incredibly sexy feeling, the
ripples of the water making her breasts dance against his chest.
They explored each other with their hands, he leaning against the
poolside, she holding onto his neck with both arms.

Because Peter was a head taller than Lili, he
laid his cheek on top of her head, as they stood there getting more
aroused and passionate by the minute. She reached down and caressed
his side, then thigh, and his rock-hard erection.

“Mmmm...” they both murmured at exactly the
same time. For several minutes, they enjoyed the tantalizing and
sensual feeling of being naked in the water together. She rose up
on her tiptoes to place her pussy against his hard cock, trying to
get him inside her.

“Not in here,” he said, pushing her away.
“Come on.” Peter climbed up the ladder and out of the pool, turning
to offer her his hand and help her out, too.

He picked her up impatiently, held her close
to his body so he could feel the length of her, and taking her back
to one of the chaises, laid her down on a thick towel placed on top
of the thick cushions. Fumbling for the music remote on the table,
Peter punched a button and literally jumped off the patio floor
when intense rock music blared from the in-ground speakers.

“Change the channel,” Lili yelled in his
ear.

“Trying to!” he yelled back. The volume
dropped quickly.

Finally, he brought up a channel of music,
which was piped from their home; the melody that drifted over them
was their favorite Mozart piece. Lili relaxed and resumed kissing
his neck and shoulder, a slight hint of man salt tingled her lips.
As she tasted his skin, Peter was slowly sliding into her with his
erection so he could feel all of her.

Gradually, her hips began to move and he
found himself in sync with the beat of the music and with her. They
fucked, gently but intensely, her insides sucking in and pushing
out his manhood.

There was an energetic patch in the melody;
Peter’s pace of fucking picked up to match the new beat. Lili
responded in like. With the stickiness of the pumpkin mess now gone
from their bodies, Peter ran his hands over every part of his wife,
silently building to the blinding climax he knew would come
shortly, at almost the same moment; it always happened that
way.

Mere seconds later, it happened. They gave to
each other hotly as they always did. It was perfect. Afterwards,
Peter held Lili close until both were so relaxed that Lili
smiled.

Lili chuckled. “It’d wear me out if we made
love to rock music and besides, I like to fill my mind with you
when you’re inside of me. Sex and love are all in the mind, you
know. Well, mostly...”

He interrupted her words with a kiss. “In the
mind, you say? It’s all over my body, too, but only because of and
for you, Lili. You’re my treat after the trick.”

“That’s the best kind of Halloween treat in
the world,” she said. “No unwanted fattening calories. I’m glad we
didn’t fuck to that the rock music,” she told him softly.
“Definitely better making love to Mozart than Black Sabbath.”

“What? You don’t think Black Sabbath is good?
It’s almost Halloween, after all.”

 


 


Holding hands and kissing frequently like
teenagers, Lili and Peter walked through the Upper Village area of
Montecito. There were more antique stores and boutiques and little
cafes in this spot than in the Lower Village, so they tended to
spend a lot of time here. It was also just a few miles
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