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“But she was of the world where the fairest things have the worst fate. Like a rose, she lived as long as roses live, the space of one morning.”

—Francois de Malherbe
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A Note on the Author


The Day’s Requirements

Bonnie went into the garage to collect the extra sprays she needed for this morning’s job. They were arranged neatly on shelves on the left-hand side, with the bleaches and biological agents right at the top, for safety. She fitted them into a blue plastic milk crate.

Fantastik multisurface cleaner
Resolve carpet stain remover
Woolite upholstery shampoo
Windex window and glass cleaner
Lysol disinfectant
Glade Odor Neutralizer (nonfragranced)

She sang, “Love, ageless and evergreen … seldom seen … by two.”

At the rear of the garage stood her washing machine and tumble dryer, and all of her household cleaning things, her dusters and her scrubbing brushes and her cans of polish. On the right-hand side of the garage, which was Duke’s side, just as the right-hand side of the bed was Duke’s side, stood a dusty Honda Black Bomber motorcycle with its rear wheel detached. Countless cans of motor oil were crowded against the wall, and the shelves were littered with wrenches and motorcycle repair manuals with greasy thumbprints on them, as well as half-empty bottles of Coors Lite and peanut butter jars filled with rusty nuts and bolts. On the wall hung a Playboy Playmate calendar for 1997, with curled-up edges. It had been turned over no farther than Miss February, and a heavy red circle had been drawn around Thursday the fifteenth.

Bonnie would never forget February 15, 1997. That was the day Duke had been given the sack.


The Glass House

At 11:42 she arrived at the Glass house. She was over twenty minutes late because of the traffic on the Santa Monica Freeway. She parked her big old Dodge truck outside and jumped down from the cab.

The insurance adjuster was waiting for her in his car with the engine running to keep the air-conditioning going. He climbed out and put on his sunglasses. He was young and very thin, with a white short-sleeved shirt and arms as pale as chicken legs.

“Ms. Winter? I’m Dwight Frears from Western Domestic Insurance.’

“Pleased to know you,” said Bonnie. “Sorry I kept you waiting.”

“Well—waiting, ma’am.” He grinned. “That’s an integral part of my job.”

The morning was very hot, touching 103. The sky was bronze with smog. Bonnie walked across the scrubby, unkempt grass in front of the Glass house and stood with her hands on her hips, looking it over. Dwight Frears came and stood beside her, persistently clicking his ballpoint pen.

“Sheriff Kellett said this happened just over a week ago,” said Bonnie.

“Yes, ma’am.” Dwight Frears checked his clipboard. “July eighth to be precise.”

Bonnie shaded her eyes with her hand. The Glass house was identical to hundreds of others in this part of San Bernardino. A shingle roof, a Spanish-style porch, a garage with a bent basketball hoop. The only difference was that this house was badly neglected—its air-conditioner rusted, its screen doors perforated, its light green stucco beginning to peel.

Bonnie approached the front windows and tried to peer through the slats of the grimy green Venetian blinds. All she could see was a sagging white vinyl couch and her own reflection: a full-figured woman of thirty-four with bright strawberry-blond hair wearing a black Elvis T-shirt and a pair of white jeans with a stretch waistband.

Dwight consulted his clipboard again. “What the coroner’s office said was … the kids were found in the back bedroom. One on the bed and one on the hideaway.”

Bonnie walked around the side of the house, lifting a makeshift wash line with one hand. At the back there was a small yard with a play set, two sun loungers and a grease-encrusted barbecue. A child’s tricycle was tipped over on its side.

She could see into the kitchen. Apart from the number of flies that were crawling all over it, it looked like any other kitchen. The back bedroom window, however, was covered by what looked like a shimmering black curtain. Dwight was about to say something, but then he realized what it was and turned to Bonnie with that look on his face.

Bonnie walked back around to the front of the house. “Okay … it looks like mostly the back bedroom and a general cleanup of everyplace else. We’re talking six hours minimum, which comes out at twelve hundred plus materials plus transportation, say a round fifteen hundred.”

Dwight sounded as if he were having trouble breathing. “Fifteen hundred? Sounds about right to me.”

They sat in his car to fill out the insurance forms. He had almost finished when another car drew up, a battered blue Datsun with one brown door. A small, birdlike woman with a large nose and flicked-up hair climbed out and rapped on the passenger window.

“Hi, Bonnie. Sorry I’m late.”

“Hi, Ruth. This is Dwight.”

“Hi, Dwight.”

Dwight signed the estimate and handed it over without a word.

Once Dwight had left, Bonnie and Ruth went to the back of the truck. It was loaded with gallon containers of industrial disinfectant, rolls of green plastic sheeting, stacks of heavy-duty garbage bags, insecticide sprays and plastic carryalls stocked with bleaches and spray solvents.

“You and Duke sort things out?” asked Ruth as she took out a bright yellow plastic suit and began to step into it.

“I guess. But I don’t know. Duke’s so weird these days. It’s like he’s been taken over by the body snatchers. If I didn’t think he was too darn lazy, I’d say that he was seeing another woman.”

Bonnie tugged on her protective suit, too. It was clammy at the best of times, but in this heat she was sweating all over before she had even zipped it up. She sat on the truck’s front bumper to pull on her rubber boots.

“You know what happened here?” Ruth asked her.

“Not exactly. Jack Kellett said there was a fight over custody. The wife was determined not to let her husband have the kids. The next thing they knew, the neighbors reported a smell coming from the house, and they found the wife gone and both kids dead.”

Ruth handed Bonnie a respirator and put one on herself. They walked toward the house carrying their two-gallon insecticide spray can and their garbage bags. The street had been almost deserted until now, but a man came out opposite to start washing his car, and another couple came out and started paying exaggerated attention to their lawn sprinkler. Three teenagers started to skateboard around the Glass house, circling closer and closer.

Bonnie’s thighs rubbed together with a plasticky squeaking noise, and her breathing inside the respirator sounded as if an asthmatic were following her across the grass. She reached the front door and took out the key that had been given to her by the realty company. There was a brass knocker on the front door in the shape of a large beetle. She opened up and they went inside.

It was an ordinary, shabby little house. There was a narrow entrance corridor, with a door on the left leading off to the front room and a door on the right leading to a bedroom. Ahead of them the kitchen door was slightly ajar.

The house was teeming with flies. They were crawling over everything—the walls, the furniture, the windows. Bonnie nudged Ruth and mimed the action of vacuum cleaning. Ruth gave her a

























A Note on the Author

Graham Masterton (born 1946, Edinburgh) is a British horror author. Originally editor of Mayfair and the British edition of Penthouse, Graham Masterton’s first novel The Manitou was published in 1976 and adapted for the film in 1978.

Further works garnered critical acclaim, including a Special Edgar award by the Mystery Writers of America for Charnel House and a Silver Medal by the West Coast Review of Books for Mirror. He is also the only non-French winner of the prestigious Prix Julia Verlanger for his novel Family Portrait, an imaginative reworking of the Oscar Wilde novel The Picture of Dorian Gray.

Masterton’s novels often contain visceral sex and horror. In addition to his novels, Masterton has written a number of sex instruction books, including How to Drive Your Man Wild in Bed and Wild Sex for New Lovers.
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Praise for Graham Masterton

“One of the few true masters of the horror genre.”

—James Herbert

“Masterton is a crowd pleaser, filling his pages with sparky, appealing dialogue and visceral grue.”

—Time Out (London)

“Graham Masterton’s novels are charming, dangerous, and frightening … but all based on enormous erudition.”

—L’Express (Paris)

“One of the most original and frightening storytellers of our time.”

—Peter James
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