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Introduction
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Good evening, the short story in your hands is rather like a locked attic. You know you shouldn’t look inside, but you will. 

The title, INNOCENT, is quite accurate, though I should clarify: the publisher has refused all responsibility for what happens after you read it. Sleeplessness, trembling, and the occasional scream in the dark are entirely your affair.

The short story you are about to enjoy is part of a book titled NIGHTMARES - 13 Twisted Tales, though I should confess that title is a bit misleading. You see, most nightmares evaporate the next morning, like the mist in at sunrise. These stories, however, have the unnerving habit of lingering with you long after you wake up. 

One final note. As the author, I should wish you “pleasant dreams” at the conclusion of this story. But that would be dishonest on my part. 

May I suggest you keep a light on, and the door locked.

Shall we begin?
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Chapter 1
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Paterson, New Jersey​

David Langford stood in the foyer of their colonial-style home, the sunlight spilling across polished hardwood floors. Outside, the autumn air smelled faintly of woodsmoke.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang. When he opened the door, the woman standing there was smiling. Somehow her name came to him without being told . . . Sabri Kamar. 

“Hello.” Sabri said, her voice breathless and soft. “I noticed your home was for sale. Mind if I look around?”

David shook his head, confused. “Uh, sure, I guess . . . ”

Elena appeared from the kitchen, drying her hands. She froze for just a moment, her eyes sweeping over Sabri. “Yes, please come in.” She called out, her voice polite.

As Sabri wandered through the house, slowly walking from room to room asking David questions, she lingered in the living room, her fingertips trailing along the fireplace mantel. 

“I love real wood fireplaces. Curling up on the floor with a fire warming my skin feels so naughty.” She glanced back at David with a smile that was not innocent.

When Sabri finally left, Elena snapped at him. “Really?” 

David frowned in confusion. “What?”

“Your tongue was hanging out, for God’s sake, David. I get it. The woman was stacked and obviously coming on to you, but you were staring at her like she was a chocolate dessert.”

“I was not.” David bristled at the accusation. 

“Mm-hmm.” Elena said, crossing her arms. “Funny how your eyes didn’t seem to know that.”

“Sabri was asking about the fireplace. What was I supposed to do?”

The argument spiraled downward from there, voices rising until David’s chest ached from arguing . . . and then.

* * *
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HE WOKE UP.

The morning light was spilling through their bedroom window. Elena lay beside him, breathing softly, her hair fanned across the pillow. 

Their home was not for sale . . . and there was no Sabri. 

Just his wife, warm and safe, happily sleeping next to him.

David let out a shaky laugh.
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Chapter 2
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The next night, the dream came again. Only this time David quickly realized they were hosting an open house. He nodded politely to some of his guests while searching for his wife and watching the prospective homebuyers mingle. The scent of freshly baked bread floated through the air. That had made the top 3 of the ‘Things to Help Sell Your House’ book Elena had recently bought.

David was standing near the kitchen when Sabri appeared.

She wore a black silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to draw the eye and a skirt that seemed to invite trouble. Her green eyes locked onto his as if the rest of the crowd had vanished.

“David.” She purred, walking closer. “What a wonderful open house. You really know how to make a home feel warm and welcoming.”

David smiled nervously, then awkwardly glanced over her shoulder looking for Elena. “Thank you.”

Sabri stepped even closer, close enough for him to catch the faint scent of her intoxicating perfume. “I’ll bet you’re the one who designed this place.”

“I . . . I designed the remodel, yeah.” David answered.

Sabri’s smile deepened. “Of course you did.” Her fingers brushed his forearm lightly before she moved on, leaving a wake of heat in her absence.

Relieved she was gone, David shook his head and exhaled.

When the last guests left, Elena shut the door and came storming into the den. “Are you kidding me?”

David blinked. “What now?

“You were flirting with that woman, Sabri, or whatever the hell her name is, the whole time!”

“I wasn’t! She just came over to talk.” David tried to answer honestly, but it did little good in cooling off his wife.

“You were so focused on her cleavage I thought you were going to fall in, David.”

“No, I wasn’t.” 

“Don’t act innocent, David. I heard you laugh your stupid boy laugh. You couldn’t keep your hands off her. Jesus Christ, you were practically groping the woman in the kitchen.” Elena spit out the accusations rapid-fire.

“I did not touch her!” David said in self-defense.

Elena’s eyes narrowed. “You think I didn’t, see?”

The tension was as sharp as broken glass . . . and then.

* * *
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HE WOKE UP.

Elena was curled up beside him, one leg draped across his torso, her face peaceful, her lips curved faintly. “Five more minutes, darling. I promise, just five more.”
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Chapter 3
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It was late afternoon as Elena left for the farmer’s market, humming as she grabbed her purse and keys. David stood at the window, watching her car disappear down the driveway.

Before he could walk away, he heard a knock on the door.

When he opened it, he wasn’t even shocked. Of course . . . it was Sabri, wearing a crimson dress that clung to her curves like liquid fire dancing on her skin.

“Hi, David.” She said, stepping inside without bothering to wait for an invitation.

“Um . . . hello. Why are you . . . ?” David stuttered.

“I like the way you look.” She murmured, interrupting him, her voice low and seductive. She moved toward him, her heels clicking softly against the wood floor. “I’ve been thinking about you.”

David backed up a step. “Look, this isn’t . . . ” Sabri’s hand touched his chest. She tilted her head up, lips parting as if to kiss him. The door slammed behind them, breaking the spell.

“David?!” Elena yelled, her voice furious.

Sabri turned, with a soft chuckle, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh . . . this is awkward.”

Elena’s face flushed with rage. “What the hell is this?”

“Nothing!” David said, holding his hands up. 

Sabri brushed her hand across David’s face and giggled. “You two have fun sorting this out.” She breezed past Elena and out the door, her perfume lingering like smoke.

Elena’s voice rose, accusations flying. David swore nothing had happened, but the heat in her eyes told
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