
The Unfortunate Case of His Mother’s Virginity

Harvey Stanbrough

a novel from

StoneThread Publishing

To give the reader more of a sample, the front matter appears at the end.


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Unfortunate Case of His Mother’s Virginity | 1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

About the Author

Copyright Notice, License Notes, Credits, Disclaimer

About StoneThread Publishing and the License Notes

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Unfortunate Case of His Mother’s Virginity


1

[image: ]


Sometimes I wake up in the morning with a frown on my forehead and “What the hell?” on my lips. This was one of those mornings. In spades. 

It wasn’t that anything in particular was wrong with me. Well, beyond the slight pounding in my head accompanied by an annoyed disposition. So pretty much the usual.

It was more like what was wrong around me. 

In fact, right there beside me.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

I’m not sure what woke me up, but maybe it was just the light. 

I was groggy as hell at first, like I woke up in a deep well and had to climb to the top to be awake. And I woke up thinking of pennies, stacked high and then knocked over. A mound of pennies, and knowing how all of them together or individually would taste on my tongue. And my tongue had that nasty, thick, gooey feeling about it.

I ran my tongue over my lips. Something sweet but industrial, sort of. Like rubber cement, only with a few grains of sugar in it.

When I opened my eyes, a glow from the street light in the parking lot had slipped past the edge of the heavy drapes in my hotel room. I focused on the clock on the night stand. The blue numbers read 8:48 p.m.

Eight forty-eight? And p.m.?

But we’d retired to the room a little early, that’s right. Almost three hours ago. We were gonna go back to the bar maybe, go dancing. 

I followed the thin strip of light across the ceiling with my gaze and simultaneously rolled my right hand over toward Marie. I mean, I was awake, so why not? I figured if she was awake too, maybe we could have a little carnal dessert before heading back to the bar for some dancing.

Not that it was any kind of “love” or anything like that. We both agreed on that. It was more like a convenience thing. Marie often joked that what we had kept us off the streets. I joked back that it kept us from screwing up anyone else’s life.

So it wasn’t love, but it was something the other side of a casual friendship. 

Marie and I had been getting together—you know—every week or so for a little over a year when both of us were in town. Or when both of us were out of town but in the same town.

Anyway, when the back of my fingers touched the flesh of her left shoulder and upper arm, something didn’t feel right. Only it didn’t register right away. 

She was in the same position as usual, on her left side, facing me.

I was in the same position as usual, on my back, my right arm and hand draped across my lower abdomen. Until I screwed up and flopped it over in her direction.

The motion was usual, my rolling my arm over and touching her shoulder and arm. Or one of her breasts. And what I said to accompany the motion was usual. Quietly, I said, “Hey, Marie.”

If she answered—about half the time she answered—we’d start the rest of the day off right. If she didn’t, maybe I’d slip out for coffee. The motion of the mattress would begin to wake her, and by the time I got back she’d want the coffee.

Only she didn’t answer. 

At the same time, the feel of her skin against the back of my fingers finally registered.

It was faintly cool, which was all right. But beyond that it just didn’t feel right. It felt too—solid, maybe.

So I muttered “What the hell?” and rolled my head over to see what was wrong with her.

She was lying there on her side of the bed as usual, but that’s where the usual ended. She was—well, colorful. That’s when the frown dragged itself across my forehead.

Her normally smooth, dark Cajun skin had taken on kind of a bluish pallor, and there was a broad red gash across her throat. There was also a tacky, black-red pool from the edge of her pillow down past her shoulder. It disappeared past her elbow beneath the sheet.

I felt my own eyelids stretch and draw back. I jerked my hand away.

Then the sickeningly sweet aroma of fresh red meat hit me along with the realization it was coming from Marie.

The combination fired my adrenaline. Electricity raced up and out from the base of my spine, jerking my head and torso erect and jerking my legs out straight. I kicked my legs free of the covers and rolled away toward the edge of the bed.
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As I rolled away I muttered, “I’m sorry.”

Not that I was sorry for what happened to her. I mean, I was, but that was someone else’s doing, somehow. But I meant I was sorry I had to abandon her by looking away. Marie was a good gal.

I kept the motion going, tore my feet from the covers to the floor. Overbalanced with nerves, I skittered sideways toward the dresser. 

I caught my balance with my hands on the dresser and saw my reflection in the mirror above it: a-frame t-shirt and boxers, tousled hair standing mostly straight up on my head.

Still jerking with nerves I bent to pick up my trousers from the floor. Then I hurriedly lifted my left foot and started tugging them on, hopping about like a mad man. A moment later, somehow, I had both legs in them and my t-shirt tucked in. Then I was buttoning the top and tugging the zipper up. 

All while denying what lay behind me on the bed. All while avoiding the image that might be in the mirror. All while electricity was still shooting up through my back and into my head. 

I jerked my head around. My shirt. Where was my shirt?

There, a flash of white past the bottom corner of the bed. 

It would be rumpled. I usually draped it over the back of a chair. 

Well, I usually draped it over the back of a chair after I draped my trousers over the back of a chair. We’d been in a hurry last night.

And Marie’s clothes were—

Marie’s clothes weren’t there. 

What was she wearing?

I looked her over in my mind. 

A black skirt with a zipper down the left side. She wore a lot of black. She liked her clothing to complement her hair. A matching black waistcoat. A white button-down blouse with three-quarter sleeves. Black high heels that made men climb walls when she walked by. A small gold cross on a gold chain that was almost invisible against her smooth dark skin.

I turned but avoided looking directly at the bed. 

Maybe her clothes were on the other side of the bed, but that wouldn’t make sense. All the preliminary action happened on this side of the bed, between the door and the bed. We were like teenagers or something last night. 

Maybe they were hidden in the space past the foot of the bed. That would make sense.

Wondering about the clothes calmed my racing head a bit, and finally I looked back at the bed. At the body. And I had to, even aside from the fact it was sort of my job. Not that I’d been hired, but I was involved in a way. 

Besides, this was Marie. Marie Arcenaux. On a foggy runway, she’d be Ingrid Bergman to my Bogey. I guess I was hired to figure this out. Marie had hired me a hundred times over without either of us realizing it. We were friends. I had to figure out what happened. And who had done this to her. And why.

And the involvement. I’d have to figure that out too. How was I involved? And how had I slept through that involvement? 

I wasn’t a heavy sleeper. Being a heavy sleeper doesn’t pay well. Or sometimes at all. 

Anyway, I had to look. 

I almost opened the drapes, but thought better of it. We were on the second floor, but there was a balcony and a walkway outside. 

I put my left knee on the edge of the bed and leaned forward, then remembered the room has lights.

I slipped back off the bed, turned away again and found the light switch next to the door. I clicked them on. 

On my way back to the bed I wondered why I couldn’t feel the grungy carpet on my feet. I looked down and realized I’d put on my socks and shoes some time or other. Maybe I slept in my socks, though I don’t usually do that. The shoes were easy. They were black loafers.

I put my left knee on the edge of the bed and leaned forward again, trying to breathe really shallow. The sight itself was bad enough, but that raw red smell wasn’t something I wanted to experience again if I could help it. 

I reached forward with my right hand. I was going to touch her shoulder again, but I didn’t. Or the pillow either. That would change the position of her head maybe. 

My fingers splayed, I put my hand on the mattress just this side of her. 

The pressure caused her body to shift a little, but not enough to hide anything I needed to see.
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Her right shoulder and torso actually rolled an inch or two toward the far side of the bed, but her head remained still.

Everybody talks about a slashed throat being ear to ear, but this one was. It was literally ear to ear, with the slash turning slightly beneath the corner of the right jaw. And it was deep. 

Her head was canted just enough so the top of the muscle on the right side of her neck was offset from the bottom by the full width of the muscle, a little less than an inch. I wasn’t sure whether it was real or an optical illusion caused by the pallor of her skin, or maybe by the broad red gash across her throat. Or maybe by the contrast.

I don’t think it was an illusion. I wish it was. 

It looked like venison a couple hours after it’s carved out of the deer and just before it’s run through the meat grinder. That dry, semi-swollen dark red of uncooked meat that was colored by blood but is now empty and drying out. 

And it’s something different from the being it used to be.

The deer and the human are living, breathing creatures. 

But venison and whatever you want to call what I was looking at is not living. It’s what’s left. 

The smell came again, slightly, and it was the same too. 

Flesh—that’s what it was. Just flesh. Not the skin and perspiration people usually mistake for the smell of flesh, but actual, raw, red flesh, with no skin to hold in the aroma. Thankfully, the stench from decomp hadn’t started yet. 

But the copper was there. The pennies. The stench and taste of the blood, the pennies on the tongue.

I lifted the sheet a little. 

The blood pool, tacky as it was, extended down toward her left hip. 

I let the sheet back down where it was. I didn’t need to look down there.

They’ve got it wrong, you know, all those people who talk about entrance wounds and exit wounds as if they’re nice neat holes. There’s nothing nice about them, or neat either. 

And it’s the same with a knife as with a gun. Nothing neat about it. Maybe a scalpel slices cleanly, but knives don’t. Knives slash, gash, tear, rip. As if the skin dulls the knife as it’s drawn through. With a knife, the entrance wound is puckered. The exit wound is both puckered and ragged.

I moved back off the bed again, raised my right hand to run it through my hair. 

I stopped it in front of my face and looked it over. 

No blood. 

I raked my hair back with my fingers. “Aw Marie.” 

How the hell did this happen? I was lying right there beside her. When she was whole, when she was a woman. 

I made love with her. 

And now she was that.

At least her eyes were closed. 

I looked away again, no apology this time. 

My phone was on the dresser alongside my wallet. 

I picked up the wallet, flashed it open. A few bills, my credit cards, my license—they were all there. I lifted the leather flap. My PI badge flashed against my palm. I closed the wallet and shoved it into my back right pocket. 

Last night, Marie dropped her purse between the dresser and the corner. It was a pretty thing, coffee brown soft leather with a long double strap.

I leaned past the corner of the dresser. 

The purse wasn’t there. What the hell?

Her clothes wouldn’t be on the other side of the bed either. They were gone. All things Marie were gone.

I retrieved my shirt, put it on, buttoned it and tucked it in. Then I lightly slapped the front pockets of my trousers. My keys were in the left front, my lighter and my pocket knife in the right front.

Pocket knife?

I pulled it out, looked it over. 

Nothing on it. 

I released a breath I didn’t realize I was holding, then opened the main blade to make sure. It was only two inches long. The other one was maybe an inch and a half. It wouldn’t do what someone did to Marie. 

I picked up my cell phone, then folded the knife blades closed and walked into the bathroom. I dropped the knife in the toilet, flushed it, watched it go down the hole. Flushed it again. No need to complicate matters.

Then I made a call. 

“This is Katherine LeDoux, secretary to Stern Talbot, private investigator. May I help you?” That was weird, given that I’d called her at her house. But there was a smile in her voice. She must have recognized the number.

“Hi Katie. It’s me.”

She laughed. “I know. So how’re things going up th—” 

“Listen, sorry to call you at home, but I won’t be in tomorrow, or I’ll be in late. Put off everything.”

Just like that, the smile disappeared. “What’s going on?”

“You don’t wanna know. At least not yet. And listen, I might be needing bail money. If I do, I’ll call again, probably in an hour or so.” I thought about that. “No, scratch that. I’ll call when I can, either way.”

Her voice was tense. “I’ll wait for your call. It’s not a problem. But what’s going on, Stern?”

“I’ll explain it all later. Listen, I gotta go.” And I closed the connection. 

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
a novel

HARVEY STANBROUGH





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





