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Foreword


Disclaimer: Many of the sexual acts portrayed in this book can be dangerous to the untrained participant. Please do not try any new sexual practice or bdsm play without researching it and getting guidance from an expert practitioner. The three words that are vital to a healthy bdsm relationship are always Safe, Sane, and most importantly Consensual. This is a work of fiction, and the writer is not responsible for any loss, harm, injury, or death in from use of the information contained within its titles.
To my readers,
This is a fictional novel, not reality in any shape or form. It’s fantasy in a short amount of time as it is with most romantic and erotic novels and the characters created within the pages. In real life you want to be much more discerning with partners and assure you both have the same ideas when it comes to bdsm and sexual play. Communication is key to all relationships as are safe words in bdsm scenes. In the meantime, enjoy this deliciously dark romance mystery to fill your imaginations with sexy thoughts.
-Shanna
“When she's abandoned her moral center and teachings...when she's cast aside her facade of propriety and lady-like demeanor...when I have so corrupted this fragile thing and brought out a writhing, mewling, bucking, wanton whore for my enjoyment and pleasure.... 







This is dedicated to my family and myself. Without that, these stories would never be told.  
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"Jesus fucking A could it be any more humid in here?"  
Looking up from the piles of cases scattered across her desk, Oracle Winchester snickered at her little sister, Samira, fanning herself dramatically and mumbling about why the hell it had to be so damn hot and why did Oracle reside in the swampy city. "Yes, as a matter of fact I am aware of the temperature and the humidity, you knew this when you came to stay with me so get over it. In fact, the entire State of Louisiana knows it and heard you." She winked at her sister who in response, stuck her tongue out at Oracle. 
Samira knew full well it wasn't her own choice to come stay with Oracle. It was their fathers because of some international mess Samira had managed to start, again. Oracle had pondered over the years how they could have been so different with their personalities. Three years separated them, but Samira had the youthful exuberance of a twenty-year-old and Oracle most of the time felt older than mud with all the experiences under her belt.  
"Now that you have actually decided to show up for work today here you go." Handing Samira a large stack of files and billing information from her cases, Oracle grinned at her.
“I need these filed, billing taken care of, clean the mess you left yesterday and make more espresso please." Oracle did get some small satisfaction from ordering her sister around but keeping her out of trouble and occupied was the main priority. 
Samira took the files with a dramatic huff and rolled her eyes but knew she enjoyed helping her sister. "You know, Dad never made me do this sort of stuff when I was with him, I just got to go shopping, fancy parties, hanging out on yachts in the south of France....you know, fun stuff! Like you should be doing!" She dropped the folders on her desk and grabbed Oracle’s hands. 
"Come on we are in one of the party capitals of the world!!! We should be out enjoying being young and having a blast! You were at Interpol and the FBI forever and never had any fun! It was always work, work, work!" 
Oracle side eyed Samira and huffed.
"Oh, and getting into a potentially dangerous international incident, being banned from entering 3 different countries again was just a typical occurrence?" 
Samira shrugged her shoulders and grinned to herself, not going unnoticed by Oracle.
If Samira only knew the truth about what Oracle really did in her downtime from both agencies, she would hold her tongue. 
"See? You are grinning cause you know I am right! After we get done here, we are gonna go down to John Lafitte’s and have a few rounds with your bartender buddies and paint the town!!!" 
Oracle tried to protest but her sister's enthusiasm prevented her from saying anything. "Fine but after you finish everything, and I get these cases dealt with. Plus, I know damn well you worked directly with dad assisting with meetings and stuff and not just galivanting around Europe. You have a degree in environmental fashion design and renewable marketing which you don’t seem to do much with. I really wish you would start that sustainable fashion line you talk about all the time. You are way more intelligent than you project to people." 
Samira sighed and shrugged her shoulders. 
“It’s easier sometimes. You were always the smart and super popular one in school. I never wanted to compete, so I am the fun bubbly one.” 
Oracle shook her head and smiled. “Fuck what people think of you Samira. You are more than just your personality and looks. I know that and everyone else should know it too. Dad and I can help with startup capital. It’s what you should do. Not just work here. I always believe in you baby sister. You just say the word and I will make a few calls. I have some contacts in NYC that could help make that happen. Quite a few here in New Orleans too. Just think it over, okay?” Samira nodded and dove back into the tasks Oracle gave her as the day passed quickly. 
Their father, Henry Winchester was in government contracting along with dealings in private industry which sent him across the globe for months at a time. Samira and Oracle both were fluent in multiple languages and immersed in diverse cultures before they were teenagers. Henry thought it best after the latest "incident" that Samira come stay with Oracle and work with her to get her back on the straight and narrow, but Samira did have a point. Oracle was in one of the party capitals of the world and it took a lot of effort from her to keep Samira grounded for the previous months she had been staying with Oracle. 
Samira was immediately put to work at Oracle's office answering phones and being the office manager for her. She was grateful for the help. Oracle had missed her sister and it was nice to have Samira around. She didn't mind. Much. She had managed to stay out of trouble most of the time, but Oracle did have to call in a few favors with the NOPD to keep an eye on her just in case Samira was out in the Quarter being herself.
Oracle moved back to New Orleans two years prior and had never been happier to have left the FBI. There were some days when she missed it, but most of the time she didn't. She enjoyed the energy, the people, the history, the food, everything. Watching the throngs of tourists and locals intermixed through the French Quarter was absolutely enthralling. The street musicians, performers and artists were always something to partake in watching as well. Early morning and late at night were Oracles favorite times to be out. The morning was quiet and the only people out were locals. The restaurants were getting the first deliveries of seafood, and the streets were being hosed down and cleaned up from the night’s previous activities. Oracle was always up early, usually headed to Cafe Du Monde or Fleur Diner for breakfast before work at her office. 
The day was over and as they began to close, the door downstairs chimed, and they heard footsteps ascend the stairs. The door to the office opened and in walked someone Oracle wasn't expecting to ever see again. 
Garrick Stoneman. 
Sonofabitch.
Samira immediately jumped over to him being the flirt she always was. 
"Hi! How can we help you?" Samira smiled ear to ear, and he grinned slyly back, took her hand, and kissed her knuckles lightly. 
"I am in need of a beautiful woman. No scratch that, two beautiful women to assist me in something very important." 
Samira giggled and batted her eyelashes at him while Oracle stared him down slightly disgusted. 
"Oh, he needs help alright Samira, mental help. I know him and you should go ahead down to the bar. Grab a table and order me a drink, I should be there in ten minutes." Samira grinned and didn't have to be told twice. 
"Do I need to make an appointment to see you now?" Garrick turned to Oracle and grinned like a wolf. 
Not missing a beat, Oracle replied with her most professional sounding tone.
"Yes, as a matter of fact since I don’t associate with an unscrupulous piece of shit such as yourself outside of appointments and office hours, which as of right now, are closed. See yourself the fuck out the same door you came in. Or fall out of a window, a few times would suffice, either way works for me.” Garrick chuckled and Samira grinned hugely at Oracle and mimed behind him kissy faces at Oracle to which she replied with the cut across her throat to her. 
Grabbing her bag and giving Oracle one last smirk, Samira hopped down the stairs two at a time which left Oracle and Garrick alone. 
He still looked handsome, a little more rugged than he used to be but still the same smug look on his face. 
"You know Romania hasn't been the same without you there." He strolled casually through her office, as she stared him down at every step he took. Her unresolved anger toward him grew each moment he lingered.
"I see London, I see France, I see your whore’s underpants." 
Oracle thought to herself but didn't verbalize it to him. He wouldn't get the satisfaction of knowing he had hurt her that much. Garrick turned toward her with a smirk on his face and one of her glass paperweights in hand. Leaning against her desk, Garrick was the epitome of bad boy turned bad decision in the blink of an eye.
Dark blonde hair, scruffy face, six feet tall and blue eyes, most women would strip down to nothing for him. He knew that and reveled in it. Arrogance was one of his most annoying traits. 
"Don't make me ask you again Garrick." 
He grinned at her which irritated Oracle more.
"I was just in the neighborhood and thought I would pop in for a quick chat, but if you have other ideas..." he perused her up and down, lust in his eyes. 
"You were in the neighborhood? Four thousand miles is quite the way to come just to pop in for a chat Garrick. So, what do you want? And no, I will not fuck you ever again. You had the Paris prom queen for that." 
Her voice dripped with sarcasm. 
"Oh, come now Oracle, it was just a tryst, you were always what I craved the most.” Garrick reached over to brush a hair from her cheek, the slight caress sent a fissure of memories through her mind, but it was fleeting, and Oracle pushed him away.
"Yeah, one of many that you had. I know that keeping your dick in your pants is a foreign concept, but how about you try to do that? You are annoying the fuck out of me.” 
His grin faded and was replaced with a glimmer of regret. "That was ages ago darling, a mistake I still regret to this day."
He took her hand and Oracle missed the feel of his skin against hers. Oracle's eyes softened as Garrick gazed at her however the hurt that bubbled up inside wasn't isolated to just the French girl, there were others, and it was too much. She pulled away and went to pick up her bag from her desk. "I have plans tonight, you have less than eight minutes before I have to leave so either make an appointment or get the fuck out." He looked shocked but he knew Oracle better than that. She walked to the door, and he relented. 
"Fine Oracle, I actually am here on official business." Garrick pulled out a small USB drive from his pocket and handed it to her. 
" It seems one of our unsubs has been much more active than we previously knew." She looked at him questionably and he said the name Oracle wasn't prepared for.
"The Marquis." 
Oracle dropped her bag and looked at the drive in her hand. Shit. It had been over two years since the name had run through her mind and all of it came flooding back.
Oracle was exceptionally adept at studying and helping catch serial killers and The Marquis was one of the most prolific murderers in modern day. There was no telling how many women he had tortured, mutilated, and murdered in recent years. He was swift, efficient, and brutal. Never photographed or seen. Not one suspect ever came up. He was a ghost. One who haunted in more ways than simple murder.
Oracle sighed and relented. 
“Be here tomorrow at one o'clock. No later or earlier. Bring everything you have. My consulting fee is $200 per hour got it?” 
Garrick looked surprised. “That seems a bit steep love, even for helping out an old friend?” 
She smiled at him and replied, “We aren't friends Garrick. You can't handle it, find him on your own. Good luck with that.” She picked up her bag again and turned towards the door.
“Alright. Bloody extortion is what it is. One o clock tomorrow. It's a date.” He grinned at her. 
“Not a date.” Oracle retorted. 
As she moved to the door, Garrick was close behind her and brushed the back of her neck slightly that sent chills up her spine. He whipped her around, pinned her against the door with his body, her arms against her sides. Her heart accelerated as he ran his lips ever so lightly across her cheek and down her neck. Oracle shivered as he came back to her lips ravaging her mouth like a ferocious beast starving for one more taste of her. He took the very breath from her body, down to her soul with every primal kiss until she gasped for air.
Oracle melted into the kiss, and he sensed her resistance fade. She was plush and beautiful, and his hands grasped every inch of her flesh, hot and soft, just as he remembered. He ran his hands down her skirt and lifted it up, caressed her inner thighs and suddenly her phone rang and snapped her out of the moment.
“Ignore it love.” 
Garrick whispered in her ear and assaulted her mouth again with his as she moaned in response. Lifting her skirt higher, he ran his fingers lightly up her inner thighs and finally arrived at the spot that was wet with desire for him. He fingered her harder and harder as she rode his fingers slick with her juices as he brought her to the brink and stopped. He leaned into her ear and whispered, “You miss me, don't you?” Oracle pushed him off her and toward the sofa. 
Unbuckling his pants and ripping off his shirt, Garrick took her to the sofa as she turned him around and pushed him down, straddled him and kissed him deeply. Their tongues intertwined and he was so forceful with his kiss that it hurt but she loved every second of it. His strength was magnified when he yanked her hair back again to kiss her neck and Oracle couldn't stop any of it from happening. She was furious with him, but Garrick’s sexual prowess was still as intoxicating as it ever was. 
Reaching down in between her thighs, Garrick fingered her again as she moaned in pleasure. She had enough teasing and reached down for his hard cock and pulled it out, caressed it and finally he removed his fingers as she lifted herself up and slowly sank down onto his hard shaft and it felt a little painful as she went deeper but finally, she was full hilt on his cock, and he gasped at how tight she was. “It’s been quite a while hasn't it love?” 
Oracle ignored him and began to rock up and down slowly as her body writhed against him like a serpent as he grabbed her hips and pulled her deeper onto his rock-hard member. Oracle wrapped her legs around his waist as he lifted her up, moved to the floor and pushed deeper and deeper as he inhaled her sweet scent of strawberries and vanilla.
Garrick slowed his pace to feel every single stroke in and out of her luscious body as he lowered her down and the cold floor was a shock to her back but was quickly replace by his hands wrapped around her hair and his lips caressing every little erogenous inch of her neck. The heat emanated from his body to hers coupled with the cold floor overwhelmed her senses to euphoric levels of pleasure, her hands, the sensations, and she was on the brink of her orgasm, but he didn't want it to end so quickly. He slowed and Oracle moaned in protest as he took his fingers, caressed her throbbing clit, and pushed deeper into her. Oracle loved how hard he was, and he smelled so good. Intoxicating. She flipped him over onto his back and began to ride him harder and faster until she finally orgasmed in an explosion of light and ecstasy as he came immediately after her, hard and brutal. Collapsing against him Oracle caught her breath as he caressed her hair and kissed her forehead. 
Oracles hazel green eyes were just as he remembered them with the spark of defiance and fire that he adored. “Now that is one way to have a reunion love.” He grinned.
She glared at him as her phone rang again and she was relieved to have the interruption. 
“Samira is probably three sheets to the wind by now with some dumbass loser trying to pick her up, I must go and so do you. Garrick get dressed!” 
He laid there, propped up on his elbows and watched her scramble to get situated. He grinned and she looked at him impatiently. “Seriously Garrick, NOW!” 
Oracle quickly fixed her hair and her clothes as Garrick just sat up on the sofa and watched her. 
“What?” she asked. 
“Oh nothing, I am looking forward to making you come, repeatedly. Preferably at my hotel or in your bed.” He grinned mischievously and she shook her head. 
“Oh hell no. That was a one-time never going to happen again thing Garrick. You aren't that fucking good.” 
He grabbed his chest in feign hurt and winked at her. “Ouch, guess I will have to make you a liar again won't I Oracle?” 
She shook her head and grabbed her keys. “Let’s go. Now.” 
Oracle pushed him out the door, set the alarm and they walked downstairs where the Quarter was starting to rev up for the evening. She locked the gate, and he leaned in to kiss her, but she stopped him.
“Knock it off Garrick.” she muttered. 
They were unaware of the eyes that watched them from different areas of the Quarter. 
“Always enlightening love. See you tomorrow.” He growled and nipped at her ear. 
He headed toward his hotel, and it was a short walk to the bar as she quickened her pace to get there. Garrick walked toward the center of the Quarter and his phone rang. 
“Yeah, it's Garrick. Yes, I just delivered the information. She is taking the case. Charging a pretty penny for it too. Yeah, you know her all too well, the prospect of catching the uncatchable Marquis is too intriguing for her to pass up. It took some convincing, but I was able to sway her to take the case. Same as always. I understand. I will report in tomorrow.” He hung up, the eyes that watched him earlier had now heard the entire conversation, at least his side of it. 
Interesting. The quick snap of a camera went unnoticed by Garrick as the figure took more of him and added to the ones of him and the woman. 
Oracle Winchester. 




Chapter II
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Oracle made her way to Jean Lafitte's and it was abuzz with activity with a ghost tour outside and the bustling crowd inside. She was disappointed in herself at what just happened however the sex was always good with Garrick, even if the rest of the relationship was just shit. Oracle stopped and turned around with a strange feeling of eyes focused on her but didn't notice anyone out of the ordinary (even in New Orleans) as she stepped inside and saw Samira had taken over two tables and heard her name called out. “Oracle!”  
Oracle turned around and saw her friend Mac as he cut across the street to her. “You running late too? Samira has been blowing up my phone all afternoon wanting to have a few rounds. Good thing my wife isn't the jealous type otherwise I would be toast.” 
Oracle met Mac at Tulane in her freshman year, and they became close friends. He was going for a law degree but decided law enforcement was better suited to him, so he became an officer for the NOPD, and she transferred to Oxford to work on her second degree. It wasn’t long after she had graduated that she was recruited by Interpol and stayed in Europe for a few years. She always missed New Orleans though. They stayed in touch over the years and when she returned to the States to work for the FBI, he was more than delighted to have her closer. Even in DC. When she moved down to New Orleans, he was overjoyed and grateful to have her expertise on things when he needed them.
They made their way to the tables and Samira had Oracle's drink ready for her. “What took you so long? I was growing bored, and I bet you were entertaining that very handsome British gentleman who stopped by for a chat?” Oracle wanted to smack the bemused expression off Samiras face. 
“I am one minute early, thank you very much and he had a case I had previously worked on that needed my attention.” Samira nodded. “A case huh? Is that what you kids call it these days? Investigating a case?”
Mac looked slightly confused but then it set in, and his eyes grew a little wide with shock. 
“Gonna grab a couple of drinks, I will be right back.” Mac went to the bar and Oracle glared pointedly at Samira. “Really? You are that much of a pervert? Ugh, is it possible for you to act like a fucking lady occasionally?” Samira shook her head. “Oh, hell no! Not when my favorite sister FINALLY gets some after who knows how long. I get to revel in this one.” She smiled slyly as Oracle sat down and rolled her eyes. 
Mac came back with drinks in hand and set them down on the table. He took a seat next to Oracle and Samira asked, “So I know why Oracle was late, why were you?” 
He took a swig of his drink and replied, “Had to head over to St Louis No 1. Someone was trying to leave a decapitated chicken and bottle of goat’s blood at Madame Laveau's tomb. Again. They managed to jump the wall but broke the bottle and got blood everywhere. Never a dull moment in this city.” Oracle laughed and knew he wasn't exaggerating on that front. “We didn't catch him, but my guys are watching to see if they come back. Criminal trespass and desecrating historical markers I could charge them with but not sure about the decapitated chicken and goats’ blood. Maybe littering?” 
They all laughed and continued their conversation about random things. Oracle's thoughts wavered to the Marquis case, and she wanted to dive in as quickly as possible. 
Mac got a call and walked outside and as soon as he was out of earshot, Samira was right onto Oracle and grilled her about her encounter with Garrick. 
“So, lovely sister dear, how was it?” Samira grinned ear to ear and wanted all the juicy details and Oracle wasn't about to indulge her. “Nothing happened Samira.” She took a swig of her beverage and set it down on the table. “Oh, come on!!! He was yummy British deliciousness. I know you two have some sort of carnal connection and I won't let it go so spill it.” Samira drummed her fingers on the table and stared Oracle down. “All I am going to say is that he came in needing help on a case I was working on before I left Interpol. Honestly yes, we did have a not so professional relationship, but he screwed it up royally and that was the end of it.” Samira didn't look totally convinced but Mac returned to the table with a dour expression on his face. 
“Sorry ladies but I just got called to a body dump and it's a weird one so we will have to finish this another time.” Oracle’s curiosity was piqued at his words.
“Weird one? Do you need me to come with you?” Mac shook his head. “Nah, I will call you if something comes up.” 
Mac walked out into the humid quarter and Oracle looked over at Samira texting away and downing her drink at the same time. It was a wonder how she multitasked so well. 
Oracle knew there wasn’t much going on in the city that evening and the days events were replaying in her mind to the point of needing a distraction from it all.
“Hey how about we get some dinner and do a horror movie night at home?” 
Samira smiled and replied, “Only if I get some sort of actual confirmation that you are a real human and had sex with that guy.” Oracle sighed in defeat knowing full well Samira wouldn’t let it go and nodded.
“I knew it!!!!!!” She grabbed her bag as Oracle got up and shook her head. 
“I want all the details about your tryst with the handsome gent who came a knocking on your door...” Always the clever way with words. 
“Don't make me regret saying any of this Samira or I will tell Dad all about who you have a crush on, and I am sure he would love to hear all about it.” Samira looked at her with shock but agreed to keep it to herself. They picked some Po-boys from the French Market and drove back to their house on the edge of New Orleans City Park. 
The house was an older one, bought by their parents when Oracle was at Tulane. Her parents weren't too keen on her moving so far away and didn't think it was safe to stay on campus, so they bought the house and made sure it had security everything for her and her friends. Mostly it was for Oracle. After everything that had occurred when she was a teenager, her father was extremely cautious protecting her in every way he could. 
They arrived home and Samira went up to her room to change. Oracle headed into the kitchen to get plates and drinks to set out for the movie night. 
She went to change into a t shirt and pajama pants and when Oracle got back downstairs, she saw Samira digging through the massive DVD collection for a crappy horror flick. 
The flick Samira chose was terrible which gave Oracle the distraction she needed to look at the files Garrick gave her on the flash drive about The Marquis. Opening the files, she was bombarded with gruesome imagery of naked girls, bound, gagged and dead. It was something most humans would be squeamish towards, but not Oracle. It never bothered her considering everything she had been through in her life. To Oracle, they were nothing but images on a screen.
Samira went to bed a little while later and Oracle dug through the files and saw that The Marquis had been quite busy since she had left Interpol. 
All the victims who had been found were discovered in the same fashion. Every detail was the same. No ID, bound with rope around ankles, back and neck. Petechial hemorrhaging in the eyes indicated the victim asphyxiated by the rope wrapped around the neck. Bruising was found on much of the body along with contusions around the facial area. Victim also had been branded by what looks like a branding iron with the letter “M.” All injuries were inflicted anti-mortem. 
“Victim was tortured before being moved to dump site and asphyxiated until expired. No visible tracks were found indicating the unsub cleared the area after dumping the body to remove all forensic traces. Victims’ physical description matched other victims found in the same circumstances. Around 5'3-5'5, light blonde to dark blonde hair, curvy figure and light-colored eyes. Only evidence found near the scene was a single flower, not indigenous to the area where body was dumped.”
That indicated another signature. Always a flower, left for her. Oracle saw Garrick's signature at the bottom of the report and read on to see that the victim had no drugs of any kind in her system. It didn’t mean there hadn’t been before her death, just nothing that was traceable. She had been found quickly within a day of her body being disposed of. Some of the previous victims had not been located for weeks after the initial dumping. Those were even worse to find. 
She continued and there were footnotes and revisions to the original file. The victim was identified as Jenny Williams from Chicago who had been in Zurich for a pharmaceutical conference, gone out to a bar with some colleagues and vanished without a trace. 
Her body was found a day later, wrapped up in intricate knots and left in a wooded area.
Oracle searched through the autopsy report and photos and found what she was looking for. A red poppy flower with three petals. Every victim of the Marquis had one on their body. Sometimes in between the toes, top of the foot, near the genital area, back of the neck, but it was there. They believed for a while that it was done after death but that was quickly ruled out. The flower had started with two petals and the third was added later. There was a connection, but she came up empty on it. It was frustrating when Oracle only had part of the puzzle pieces and couldn’t tie it all together. She had theories, but they were flimsy at best. She flopped back into the sofa cushions and sighed. 
It was one of the big three cases she was never able to solve and plagued her for years. Closing her eyes, Oracle saw a flood of memories come through her mind but before they took form, her phone vibrated loudly, and her eyes jerked open.
Looking at her phone, she felt a chill across her skin and knew there was only one individual who called her at that late hour. The same one that plagued her for years from when she started Oxford. 
Grabbing her voice recorder from the table, Oracle turned it on and placed it next to the speaker on the phone. “Oracle Winchester.” 
No response from the other side. 
“Wow really? Are you twelve? Prank calling and too much of a chicken shit to say anything? This has been going on for what? Nearly two decades? Either say something or fuck off.” She waited and heard a man's chuckle on the other end. “So lovely to hear your voice again and I am most definitely not twelve. You looked lovely this evening when I passed you in the Quarter.” Oracle froze and searched her memory for anyone who was near her or Samira but drew a blank. He laughed and spoke with a seductive tone that sent a chill down her spine. 
“You won’t remember, at least, not tonight. Soon dearest Oracle. We will meet and you will never forget me.”
The phone went dead, and she pressed stop on the recorder. The calls had been coming sporadically over the preceding two decades and she was never able to trace them. The same seductive voice always knew where she was as well. Oxford, London, Romania, Paris, didn’t matter, he always knew. Sitting back on the cushions of the sofa Oracle tapped her fingers on the file in her lap. Something was familiar about the voice, a blocked memory deep in the recesses of her mind but no matter how much effort she put into it, Oracle was never able to recall a face to match the voice. It had grown later, and the sun would be up in a few hours. The Office didn’t open until 11am, New Orleans hours and with a full roster of client meetings the following day, Oracle had to put it on the back burner and get some semblance of sleep. At least for a few hours. His voice, however, triggered more than chills up her spine. It invoked a warm, sinking feeling in her nether regions and her mind of a dark room, leather straps and a man with a piercing gaze doing unspeakable things to and with her. 




Chapter III
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Across the city, at a hotel in the Central Business District, the man hung up the phone and chuckled to himself over getting Oracle riled up. He wore a ring with an “M” insignia on it that glinted in the dim light of the room. She didn’t notice him at all as they brushed near one another off Royal Street. The street was packed with tourists and locals alike which was advantageous for him to be close to her but not seen. A glass of bourbon sat on the table in front of him with a portfolio next to it opened to more than two dozen photos of Oracle taken over the years he had watched her.  
Oracle with her father and sister at Oxford, her in an old library in Cluj, with some colleagues from Interpol, when she worked at the FBI and the most recent from living in New Orleans. He tracked her all over the world and now the time had finally come to take what was his. A soft knock at the door and a younger man with glasses entered the room and set down a thick leather-bound book on the table. He also handed him another folder.
“Your meeting with Tragon Renewables has moved to 11am tomorrow and your lunch with Ellison Associates has been moved to 1pm.” 
The man nodded at him and waved him out. “Oh, and sir, your guest is waiting down in the bar. Exactly what you requested.” The assistant left the room and the man stood up and was tall and imposing which drew in more than his fair share of female attention everywhere he went.
Drinking down the last of the bourbon in his hand, he opened the leather book that had the latest photos of Oracle in it. Flipping through the photos, he stopped on the most recent photos of Oracle and a familiar figure with her in front of her office. He looked closer and realized who it was. Garrick Stoneman. That smarmy bastard whom she worked with at Interpol. 
He went through more photos and was absolutely infuriated beyond reason when the photo of him as he attempted to kiss her was revealed. He wasn't privy to everything that had occurred with them, but he knew that Garrick was one of the main reasons she left Interpol. He wanted him dead but for now he had a guest to entertain down in the hotel bar. Straightening his tie, he grabbed his suit jacket off the back of the chair and buttoned it. 
He was handsome and confident and had his pick of beautiful women from anywhere in the world but there was only one woman whom he coveted and wanted to possess more than anything. From their first encounter, he knew she was his and only his. Oracle carried herself with grace and dignity but also had a dark side that few if anyone ever knew existed. She portrayed the dutiful daughter and loving sister and law-abiding investigator but secretly he knew what dwelled in her heart. She craved the darkness and all that it entailed. 
Arriving in the bar packed with people even in the late hour and he saw her. The guest his assistant had arranged. Sliding stealthily two seats down, he ordered a drink and nodded to the bartender to get her another. Setting the drink down, the bartender pointed to the gentleman, and she turned, and her eyes lit up as they all did once they saw him. She moved seats to be closer to him and began the banal idle chit-chat that preceded the real game. That part of the hunt was always so tedious but the anticipation of having her strung up and screaming was worth the wait. 
He always could put any woman at ease with his demeanor and smile. That is what made him so ruthless and dangerous. Women would open up to him so easily and he would have their entire life story before they finished their first drink. Round and round they went like a hamster on a wheel. 
He would listen, mostly for details that she didn’t realize were tells. Moving closer, his hand rested lightly on her knee, and he felt the instant shiver up her legs. Looking at her up and down, the way she brushed her hair behind her ear, the way she laughed, he caught her gaze, and it told him exactly what she wanted. Leaning in, he whispered something into her ear, and she smiled and nodded to him. They got up and he left an empty glass and three hundred dollars tip on the counter, for the bartender’s discretion and wiped the glass clean of his fingerprints. His assistant had already taken care of al security footage and there were enough well-dressed men in the bar, he would not have stood out to anyone asking about him.
He placed his hand at the small of her back, vanishing into the crowded lobby and unfortunately for her, that would be the last time she would be seen alive. Walking to the elevator, she waited for the doors to open and it to empty of people before pulling him inside and aggressively kissing him. 
The woman was so enraptured by his hands and mouth, she didn’t pay any attention to where the elevator was taking them. Once the elevator dinged, he pulled back and waited for the doors to open. Once they did, she was greeted by the dark parking garage with dingy lights and she turned to him with confusion in her eyes, then the fear set in. Always the best part seeing the realization. 
Grabbing her arm and pulling her out of the elevator, he shoved her against the wall, and she struggled trying to get out of his grasp, but her efforts were useless against his strength. 
“Ready to play?” He growled and the shift of his gaze went from seductive to soulless monster in an instant. She tried to scream but there was nobody around to hear her. He pulled out a hypodermic needle and injected her with a drug that would wear off but not before she would be his captive. Her eyes widened in more fear as they fluttered close when the drug began to take effect. A black sedan pulled up and his assistant got out to help get her into the trunk without being seen. Quick and efficient as always and as they made their way back to the man’s home he gazed out into the dark evening and envisioned how his first official meeting with Oracle would go. He had followed her enough to know her routine and his assistant kept close tabs as well. 
They arrived at a three-story classic antebellum home on the edge of the Garden District and his assistant took the girl into the house and to the soundproof dungeon that had been created just for his employer. Having vast amounts of wealth afforded him many indulgences and privacy from the world when he chose it. As his assistant readied the girl, the gentleman walked upstairs to change into a different outfit. The assistant tied the woman’s hands around a large metal hook installed into the ceiling and had enough slack to lift her up from the floor so her toes would barely touch the ground. 
The walls were lined with stone from a medieval castle in Europe that had been brought over when the gentleman bought the house. One wall had a giant armoire in front of it and a long wooden table on the side. A St. Andrews Cross framed the opposite wall, and a rope and pulley system graced the ceiling with large hooks every twelve inches or so. To the initiated person, it was a beautiful BDSM dungeon, to the uninitiated, a torture chamber of death. The assistant opened the armoire and began to set out the tools needed for the session. There were so many different implements to use, and he looked over to the girl and chose a whip to start. Setting out the rest, his employer entered the room to dismiss him. “Thank you, I shall summon you when she has been broken in.” His assistant nodded curtly and exited the room. The gentleman perused the table and approved of what the assistant had laid out for him. He walked over to the woman and studied her closely. Beautiful cheekbones, large doe eyes and curves for miles. Her eyes fluttered open and immediately began to struggle and tried to scream but her cries went unanswered. 
“Shhhh little one, there is no one to hear you scream, I do enjoy it but don't wear yourself out yet. I want to play with you.” She pulled at the ropes, but they tightened the more she struggled, and he chuckled at her vain attempts to get free. “Struggle all you want; you won't be going anywhere anytime soon.” Her eyes adjusted and she looked around the room and began to cry, scream, and begged him to let her go. He chuckled at her, and she realized that she wasn't going to leave the room alive. “P-p-please sir, please let me go, I won't tell anyone about you, I just want to go home. please.” She whimpered and cried more but he showed no emotion, only soulless apathy. He stroked her hair and yanked it back hard and she yelped loudly like a wounded dog. “Listen to me whore, you are just a poor substitute for what I am really after and you will suffice considering what I know.” Her demeanor changed on a dime, and she glared at him. “You will pay for this.” He laughed and she screamed louder and louder until he decided enough was enough and slapped her hard across the face, stunning. her into silence and a small rivulet of blood ran down her chin. Fat droplets of tears streamed down her face, and he grabbed her chin forcing her gaze to meet his own. 
“Torture or death?” She looked confused and he shook her face again. “Torture or death?” She glared again and replied. “Torture.” He grinned and stated. “I am The Marquis, you will address me as that and since you chose torture, I will make your death quick.” He turned around to the table and she struggled harder to escape the restraints, but it was useless. He was going to kill her no matter what. She tried to move her feet but realized they were shackled to the floor with a long metal chain. “You sick fuck let me go!” He laughed again and turned to her, malice in his gaze. “Now you listen you fucking whore, as I explained before you are nothing but an object, a filler for the true prize of the game. A means to an end to get her to come out and play. So, scream extra loud for me.” 
Grabbing a wooden cane from the table, he slapped it across his hand, and she jumped at the sound. He advanced toward her and before she could react, the cane made a whoosh sound through the air and the hard crack of it came into contact with her flesh and she screamed in pain. He brutalized her over and over, her tender flesh covered in welts as she cried and screamed out in agony. “Please just kill me now!” He laughed in her face. “Oh no whore, you chose torture and that is what you shall receive. I know all too well about your real work. The horrible things you do for your employer. You deserve all of this.” 
The stunned expression on her face told him that she had put it all together and that made the game even more enjoyable.
“You! The monster that preys on us. I thought you were just a fucking rumor. You have no idea what you have done and who you are crossing. I hope you die a horrible fucking death.” She spat at him as he swung his arm and struck her across her face with the cane as her mouth began to fill with blood. “This is just a warmup; the real fun is about to begin.” He took her off the hook and she tried to struggle but the pain was too much for her to do anything. “I like a little fight in the game, makes it more challenging and much more satisfying. You know why you are here. Accept your fate because you are far from innocent. I know who and what you really are.” His voice dripped with malice as she struggled in vain. 
Taking a pair of metal shackles from the table, he attached them to her wrists before he removed the rope. Hooking them to the floor next to her feet so she was bent over standing up. He knelt and pulled her toes apart and found the mark he was looking for. He looked up and her face was filled with rage at him. Grabbing her chin, he forced her to look at him as he spoke. “A three-petal red poppy, I knew it. You should be ashamed and sickened by what you do but I know that isn’t you. The money you earn from your employer will do nothing to save you now. Guess you should have chosen another line of work.”
He took what looked like a long wooden police baton and ran it across her back and down her buttocks. He leaned into her ear, whispering, “Scream for me.” 
She refused and before the baton came into contact with her flesh, she cursed at him. “My employer will find you, destroy you. There is nowhere in the world you can hide. You think it stops anything we do. We are everywhere.”
“As am I, you monstrous whore. Do you think I would allow you to live, to continue and hurt innocent people? Absolutely not. However, I do want to thank you. If it weren’t for monsters like you and your employer, I would have no purpose in life and be a run of the mill serial killer. The one thing that has eluded me, however, is that I have yet to discover who that employer is. Would you like to tell me and die quickly, or be tortured more and suffer?”
She didn’t say a word which told him her answer. They never did. Loyal to the end. 
It took three months normally, to find them and study their habits and it took a bit longer to track them, but he was a patient man. Once they were in his possession, he reveled in the screams and cries that begged him to stop. He left his assistant to have a go at her, his tastes varied slightly but still enjoyed torturing them. The next round of the game would be even more delightful. Breaking them always made him feel powerful but empty because they weren't her. 
He retired upstairs to shower and clean up for the evening. Once all the blood and dirt washed clean down the drain, he turned off the water and stepped out. Toweling off, his muscled arms shimmered in the light with droplets of water dripped down his body and his gaze wandered to the photo of Oracle he had taken in Romania. It was happenstance to see her, but she emerged from an art gallery dressed in a cream-colored scarf, green sneakers, jeans, and a green coat. He had a camera with him and snapped a shot of her before she turned away. 
She had a smile on her face that was pure joy and later he learned it was of a painting she had purchased that caused that smile. When he looked at that photo it instantly aroused him, and he wanted to be the reason Oracle smiled like that again. But also screaming in ecstasy as he ravaged every single inch of her in his dungeon. The time was at hand for him to have Oracle. She was intoxicating, so much so that even after a shower, her perfume lingered on his skin. She had barely brushed against him in the Quarter, but it was enough to stay with him the rest of the evening. As he reclined in bed, his thoughts drifted to the night of a masquerade ball where he encountered her. It was serendipitous as fate would have her say in how they met.




Chapter IV
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It was autumn of 1997. Halloween night. A masquerade ball while he was in town for business. Oracle was blissfully unaware when they crossed paths, that she would be affected to her core for decades to come. After a long day of meetings, he was invited to attend a masquerade ball by the mayor at the time on Halloween evening and he thought it a good gesture to attend since many of the guests were New Orleans elite. He knew also it would be a perfect evening to find new prey.  
It had been so long since the last one and he needed that release. The city was full of potential victims. There was a man he had his eye on, a local “businessman” with ambitions that harbored toward illegal aspects of trade. He was going to be at the ball along with a few female guests that were exactly what he was looking for in prey.
The evening was unusually cool for New Orleans in October as he made the usual rounds of glad handing and idle chit chat to get closer to his targets. However, the moment he laid eyes on Oracle, nothing else in the room mattered and faded away into the background. Appearing out of nowhere, she stunned in a dark eggplant gown that floated around her like a cascade of light silky scarves. Her mask was a darker velvet purple with silver around the edges, but it was her eyes he first took notice of. The hazel green with flecks of gold in them stunned him with their beauty. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back and there were little purple and silver ribbons entwined throughout her curls and shimmered like golden champagne.
He saw her gaze move over the room and the guests in it. Studying them. He moved toward her to dance but another man approached her first. She nodded and they moved to the dance floor, and he watched her glide gracefully across it as if she floated on air. He watched but something inside could no longer wait. He cut in and mildly offended the other man, but he didn't care. There were dozens of beautiful women there, but his focus was her. Only her and he twirled her around the floor, she matched every move of his perfectly. 
When she looked up at him, he was stunned by her penetrating gaze with green fire and something darker but broken. Danse Macabre wafted through the ballroom and she smiled, and he felt something that was new to him. More than a hunter wanting his prey, it was a deeper desire to have her. Most of the women he encountered were tiny waif like figures but not her. She was plush and curvy perfection. Her hands were warm and folded perfectly into his. He noticed small scars on her hands and small pale white lines that edged the top of her dress. She immediately noticed he was looking at her scars and shrunk back slightly but didn’t pull away from him.
Not one word was uttered between them and when the song was over, the spell was broken. She pulled away and curtsied as he bowed. One of his associates distracted him to make the introduction to the other businessman with the two female escorts he eyed earlier in the evening, but he was no longer interested by them. Just her but she was gone when he turned around. He cursed his luck and stayed to talk to the businessman.
A little while later he made his way out onto the terrace and out of the mist, there she was like a faerie that emerged from another world. He hesitated slightly before he approached but the urge to take her was too much and he had to act quickly. He grabbed her and spun her around as the scent of vanilla and strawberries permeated his senses. 
He pulled her into a passionate kiss as she tried to pull away but relented when he enveloped her in his arms. Melting into the intoxicating embrace, it seemed to last forever but in truth, it was a mere moment. Another couple came outside, and the spell was broken once again when he turned to see who dared interrupt them. She was out of his arms and gone in a flash.
He cursed to himself and looked down to see an earring and ribbon on the ground. Hers. He gathered them and put them safely in his pocket. He went back into the ballroom and spent the next hour trying to find out who she was and finally attained a name. 
Oracle Winchester. Eldest daughter of businessman Henry Winchester. That posed a huge problem. A challenge but one he was willing to conquer. High profile because of her father made it slightly more difficult to attain access but that never stopped him before. He enjoyed the hunt, and she was as elusive and difficult to attain as a damn unicorn. He made certain to associate himself within Henrys circle of business associates but not too close to Oracle. 
There was something else about her that gave him pause. Something in her demeanor that he didn't want to kill her, he just wanted to have her. The release was necessary from other prey, the ones who deserved it, their screams, and cries but when he was with her, even for the few short moments, he had no need for it. That was strange. No other woman in his existence had that effect.
What was it about Oracle Winchester that made him not want to end her life? He still pondered the question decades later and still had no answer. Yet.
Soon though, he shall have the answer and her. She had never spoken at the ball but when he tracked her over the years, he heard her laugh, cry and speak and it just fueled his desire to capture her even more. She was his, only his and he would not be swayed by any obstacle to claim her. When Oracle worked for Interpol, he was able to see her more and followed her to Belgium one summer. She had shopped with her sister all day and they had just left a sweets shop and the look of joy on her face when she tried a piece of chocolate was too much for him to bear. Every Halloween he sent her those specific chocolates with a simple note quoting The Marquis De Sade. 
She had all his writings in her book collection from him to her as anonymous gifts. The first edition of his works was the beginning. He scoured every bookshop and collector for first editions just for Oracle to possess. He went as far as to attend her mother's funeral after 9/11 just to see her again up close.
Her father was very protective and had guards with her the entire time so getting within breathing distance was a challenge. He stayed in the shadows, never revealing himself, knowing the time would come and she would let him take her. He did manage to get her alone for a few moments, however. She was heartbroken over the loss of her mother, and he noticed Oracle was drunk for the wake which gave him the prime opportunity to slip something in one of her beverages so she would not remember him being there or that they spoke. 
He knew more about her than anyone should have. She was the one. As he readied for bed, his thoughts were only for Oracle, always for Oracle. He drifted off, the sounds of a woman screaming in torturous pain lulled him to sleep.




Chapter V
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The following day Oracle was awakened by the sound of her phone blaring AC/DC and her sister downstairs in the kitchen banging away on something and she groaned at the intrusive noises. She looked at the caller ID and it was Mac. “Hey sorry to wake ya but you know how you offered to help with that case last night?” She nodded and remembered she was on the phone. “I’m nodding, yeah why?”  
He sighed and that was not a good thing.
“The body dump from last night is right up your alley. What time can you come by the station today?” She looked at her clock and it was 9:30am. “I have some consults starting at 1pm but give me half an hour I will meet you at the station.” 
He replied, “Cool, thanks Oracle, I will tell the boys you are on the way.” She hung up and got out of bed to shower and her thoughts immediately jumped to the mysterious caller from the night before. It was her job to catch bad guys, not entertain them or have downright filthy as fuck fantasies about them. If she weren’t already in therapy, she would need to go to therapy.
A few minutes later she was cleaned up and decided on what to wear. She grabbed a pair of dark blue jeans, blue blouse and black sneakers. As she pulled them on, her gaze came across the 4-inch-long scar on her left calf. A remnant of her high school boyfriend. The serial killer. He was the epitome of perfection in public, but in truth, he was dark, brutal, narcissistic, abusive, and vicious. The physical scars he inflicted weren’t as visible, but they covered her back and chest in tiny white lines and crosses on her flesh along with the mental scars that never healed. 
He was her first love, even after she found out what he was. He led her down the path of BDSM and she never looked back. He started out with hair pulling and light spanking but that quickly escalated to much more and he loved pushing her limits and she loved pleasing him. She was a love-struck teenager, willing to do whatever he wanted and let him do what he wanted to her. Even if it meant she would be on the ground, bloodied, broken and emotionally damaged. The day she received the scars was unlike any of their other play and later, after her father found them, she was informed of what he really was. A serial killer.
Oracle would much rather remember the times they skipped school or went to the carnival, and he chased her through the spook-house making her laugh and his smile. That was what she missed. But it was all a lie, a mask put on that fooled everyone. Oracle shook her head and had to remind herself how her father found them and nearly killed him for what he had done to her. He was monster, the reason Oracle we just like all the rest she hunted and helped capture at her time working for Interpol and the FBI.
Her father discovered later that he was suspected of murdering over two dozen girls in three years. Her mother was never privy to what truly happened when her father found her, and neither was Samira. It was their secret. He took care of the situation, and it was never spoken of again. The scar on her leg was one of many physical reminders that he was real. Her body of the little white scars that never truly went away. Her psychological scars ran much deeper, and they would never heal. She put on her shoes, grabbed her phone, and headed downstairs. Samira had set out a plate with pancakes and scrambled eggs for Oracle. 
“Morning sis, how did you sleep?” Oracle nodded to Samira and ate quickly before she could ask more questions. “So, what about the details of last night with your British lover?” Samira smiled wickedly and Oracle shook her head. “Sorry babe, I gotta get to the station, Mac needs me for a consult on the case from last night.” Gulping down her juice, Oracle was out the door leaving Samira annoyed. “You owe me details!” Samira called after her and Oracle laughed.
Walking out the gate, Oracle inhaled the early morning air and the scent of gardenias floated down the sidewalk from the house next door. It was a good way to start the morning. Getting in her car, Oracle drove with the windows rolled down, enjoying the wind that came through the trees and into the city that had already sprung to life. Mostly locals and a few tourists were roaming about, and it was a lovely drive for her. The city was its own entity and had its own unique personality that Oracle loved. The people, history, food, art, and music made it amazing. She had traveled the entire world and no other city was like New Orleans, Oracle always returned there in some way over the years. She arrived at the station and there was no shortage of activity there. Day or night. 
Oracle found a parking space miraculously in front and made her way inside. Having been to the station more times than she could count, Oracle went straight back into the bullpen to look for Mac and waved to a couple of uniforms that she had worked with before. A few of the more colorful characters from Bourbon Street had been hauled in, for public disturbance or something and they waved to her with cuffed hands.
Oracle was infamous around the city, especially with law enforcement but she made contacts everywhere she went, and she always made sure to have them as backup and information when she needed it. Everyone, no matter their station in life, had something to contribute to her cases. Mac emerged out of one of the conference rooms and he waved to her to follow him. Oracle wove through the desks and went into the room he motioned to. 
“Hey Oracle, I need some fresh eyes and you know weird so that's why I called you.” Walking in the room Oracle was floored by the bulletin board covered in crime scene photos and names. The table was covered with boxes and evidence bags. “What's so weird about this one?” She asked and before Mac could reply, her eyeline landed on the board and there it was. A small tattoo of a red flower, three petals on one of the victim’s feet, tied up in intricate knots and left with a flower next to her. Oracle froze and whispered, “Fuck.”
He was in New Orleans. Her stalker and nemesis, The Marquis. It wasn’t just a bluff that he passed her in the Quarter. The Marquis was there. Right next to Oracle when she and Samira were leaving the bar. 
He knew exactly where to find her, which meant he was nearing the climax of his two-decade long game with her as the prize. The thought of meeting him in person thrilled Oracle in a sick way. On one hand, she wanted to catch him and bring him to justice for his crimes. On the other hand, though, she wanted to be alone in a room with him, for other darker reasons.
“Oracle! Hey where did you go?” Mac’s voice cut through her head, and she blinked a few times. 
“Nowhere, sorry. Wait, what the hell?” Oracle whispered and her gaze locked on the crime scene photos on the table and board. They were carbon copies of the cases she worked on at Interpol. Right down to the way the rope was tied. 
Mac looked at her and asked, “What is it? You look like you have seen a ghost.” Shaking her head, Oracle released a long sigh before answering him.
“Not a ghost but close. I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but you have a serial killer set up shop here in New Orleans.” 
Mac took a seat as Oracle quickly ran through the information she had and by the look on his face, he was going to start cursing up a storm. “So, you are telling me this fucking lunatic is running around New Orleans, torturing, and murdering innocent women? Was a motive ever determined or victim type, anything?” That she didn't know, she could never figure out his motive, she could speculate but it was all theory. “He does a lot more than just murder them. He holds them for at least 72 hours, tortures them then ties them up in such an intricate way, that the women asphyxiate to death. He dumps them and stalks new prey. However, I don’t think all those victims are so innocent. I had a working theory, but he dropped off our radar for a while and other cases took priority, so it wasn’t investigated.” She looked at the tattoos of the red poppies, but it had yet to make any sense. 
“How many of these bodies have been found so far here?” She asked.
He looked through the file and said “Ten, no eleven as of this latest one. That is from the past three years.” 
“When was the first victim found?” She asked.
Digging through one of the file boxes, he located the first victim and replied. “June 19th, three years ago. That was the first victim. We never got a name or missing persons report on her. Just another Jane Doe for us. If you hadn’t noticed, we are up to our ears in crime here, no one identified her, claimed her so she was cremated, and her ashes put in a box on a shelf at one of the churches.” 
Oracle took a seat, the blood rushing from her head and felt the shock set in. He followed her from D.C.
Oracle had left the F.B.I. and moved to New Orleans at the end of May, three years prior. Three weeks before he dropped the first victim. 
There was no reason for her to think he was killing stateside but there it all was. In gruesome technicolor on the board and in the file boxes. 
The Marquis had never stopped killing. He simply changed locations to where Oracle was. Which also meant that he was in D.C. as well when she was there. 
Fuck.
He looked at the photos again and asked, “So why is he called The Marquis?” She picked up the photo of the victims and pointed to the wound on her neck.
“See that? That is the crest of The Marquis De Sade who was a nobleman whose predilections towards the depraved acts of violence and torture made him infamous and he wrote some of the most shocking books ever printed. He loved inflicting pain for sexual pleasure and this Marquis takes a few pages from his playbook. Except the original Marquis didn't murder anyone. He enjoyed the shock and thrill of pain, killing them would have deprived him of those pleasures. His last name is where the term Sadism derives from. I do have a question for you. Did all the victims have that same red flower tattoo on their bodies?” 
He gave her an odd look and shook his head. He shuffled through the photos and pulled one out. “Red flower. On the back of her neck. Three of them didn’t have it though.”
Oracle sighed and shook her head. “It’s a red poppy. Three petals. All the Marquis victims had one somewhere on their body. When I worked at Interpol, I posed a theory that it could have something to do with drug or human trafficking, but my superiors were not buying it. Said there was zero evidence any of the victims found were part of the trade. The backgrounds came up clear, not one of them had any overlapping
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