
The Saga of Erotica Jones 01

by J. R. Kruze



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SAGA OF EROTIKA JONES 01

    

    
      First edition. April 7, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 J. R. Kruze and S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386611479

    

    
    
      Written by J. R. Kruze and S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

The Saga of Erotika Jones 01 (Mystery-Detective Modern Parables)

I

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

IX

Book Universes Notes

Did You Find the Strange Secret in This Story?

Related Books You May Like

Did You Like This Book?

Further Reading: J. R. Kruze Short Story Collection 01

Also By J. R. Kruze

Also By S. H. Marpel

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Special thanks to Darlene Reid-Rericha, Vanessa Hodnett, and Vicke Grider for the excellent story ideas that pushed me to write this. This upcoming series owes you it's new life.


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...

      

    

- - - -
[image: ]


THE BODY DISAPPEARED, the witnesses forgot their stories. And I had 24 hours to solve the mystery before all the evidence vanished.

I had no memory of how this all started. Only that I was brought in to solve a mystery in just that time or sooner – before I had to move to my next assignment. Because I'm a time-jumper. And I go where I'm sent.

Because I'm damned good at figuring things out. You don't have to have a string of degrees behind your name to figure out things.

The trick is, I "borrow" someone else's body while I'm on the job, for the time I'm here.

All I know on this job had a missing corpse already. And it happened when no one was around to see, on a government naval base in the heart of New York. Where sub-contractors came and went constantly.

I just had to solve it faster than the witnesses either "forgot" or "disappeared."

Like I said, I had only 24 hours.
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I DIDN’T WANT TO GET out of bed for this new case. I felt tired, the bed was warm, and there was this hunk beside me. Broad shoulders, firm bum, sculptured abs – everything a gal could want.

Still, the phone was vibrating, it’s staccato tempo on the side table persistent and annoying.

I had my job to do. And under 24 hours, as usual, to see if I could solve this one.

So I picked that annoyance up and saw the texts that had come in for me. It wasn't my host's. Finn must have left it while I slept – while my host slept.

That was the trick – I “borrowed” someone’s body and ID for the cases that came in. How they did it, the nuts-and-bolts, I didn’t really know. Nor did I know my own past – any more. Too many of these jumps had kinda swiss-cheesed my memories.

The texts were all from “Finn”, as he sometimes referred to himself. He was my partner, my bar-buddy, and somehow was connected to the reason I still did this. Still, he made it interesting, and cheered me up when things got too solid and graphic.

This morning he’d texted me on my C.E.L phone (Communications and Emergency Logistics device) that the body was already missing, already cleaned. Said I needed to get there quick, since we both knew the reasons – the witnesses would be “forgetting” what they saw nearly as quick.

I was still getting used to this gizmo. Right “now” was somewhere in the late 1970’s and no one around me had these devices. Closest thing was these over-sized medical “beepers” – but Finn just said to get used to it, that he’d get me an updated device when he could.

Finn had a theory, and it was closer to true than not. Some organization of bad guys was out there committing these murders. Beyond that, he either didn’t know or didn’t say. But I’d grown to trust him, and had to – because I kept waking up in yet another female body every day, with another mystery with less than two dozen hours to solve. That dead human bodies kept showing up and disappearing were just collateral evidence of larger plan I didn’t know. Not that I didn’t “need to know”, more that this process somehow gave me amnesia about earlier lives – including my own.

Having a working theory, anyway, was better than having none. And Finn was a nice enough guy. At least he never tried to make a pass at me.

My feet on the floor now, I bent to scoop up my underthings and I slipped on a too-short cotton bathrobe that was laying tangled in them. This body I was borrowing today was in good shape, an athlete in her school days, no doubt.

There were a couple of pair of pants on the floor, also tangled. Another quick bend and I snagged them both as well, all enroute to my bathroom. Looked like some ID were in them, so I could get some details about who I was and where.

- - - -
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ONCE IN THE BATHROOM, with the door shut, I could flick the light on.

In the mirror, I looked into my own dark brown eyes and just as dark hair. Trimmed just down beyond my shoulders. Straight, mostly. Nice. A gal could do a lot with those basics. Looking over the rest of me showed a nice rack, good sized, firm. A narrow waist and nice six-pack abs molded there. Hips not too much or too little. Small wonder I had that hunk in there. Like attracts like.

I felt my thighs and they were firm. This girl knew how to work out – or traveled miles every day to keep them that way.

When I fished out the ID’s, I had my answer. She was a financial inspector at the Brooklyn Naval Yards. Up and down gangways for a living, seeing that contractors were doing what they were supposed to. Ducking through hatches and climbing near-vertical ladders to get between the decks – just to get her job done. The sturdy watch I found in “my” pocket had a wide nylon strap that secured a military diver’s watch. Black on black. A smallish version and flat, slim. So it wouldn’t snag on anything. Scarred from many scrapes where it had, no doubt.

The other wallet said more about that hunk than I probably wanted to know. Carried protection, but didn’t seem to use it last night. A lucky coin from a local bar, probably. Good for one last drink if he was tapped out otherwise. Licensed to drive commercial rigs – which meant that drinking was never on the job, or he’d lose everything. And a stub for a horse race where his money should have been. By the stretch of that leather, he’d carried quite a stack in here at times.

Randy, that’s his name. Too apt, I figured. His tawny-haired smiling face on the license probably spouted more than one joke – no doubt at my expense.

Oh, and who was I this time? Nikki. Close to my real name – or the code name I was called – Erotika Jones. Meaning “gift of love” – loosely interpreted. Anyone I worked with knew I wouldn’t take any jibes about it. Period. And they each learned the hard way if they didn’t take a hint or a look. I didn’t pick the name. If there was any warped humor in Central, when they handed out code names. To me, it sounded too much like Johnie Cash’s “Boy Named Sue ” – meant for me to get tough or else.

Daylight was burning, I had to get going. What does this Nikki have to wear?

A few minutes later, I was quietly slipping out the front door, leather jacket, blue NY Yankee ball cap, a touch of makeup and some big hoop earrings. The bustier I found had more places to hide a “shiv” in addition to the numerous pockets of the jacket. Tight black jeans and sensible black leather flats with a bit of lift at the heel. Like I needed any in this frame. Had to be around 5′8″ or so. Made taking the stairs down two at a time pretty easy.

Just now heading out for today’s mystery. And I’d already burned some time over-sleeping, getting dressed, and getting ready to begin to solve it. The 24 hours never started when I said so, it started when they found the body. And ticked over every minute afterwards. By that count, I had something around 18 hours left. More or less.
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