
The Killer Net

Matthew W. Grant

A Granite Gate Media Publication

Copyright © 2014 by Matthew W. Grant

All rights reserved.

––––––––

This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any similarities to real events, locations, or people, living or dead, are purely coincidental.

––––––––

Cover Credits

Additional Image Editing & Cover Design by TDSWhite


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

About The Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1
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1973...

The seven year old little boy sat on the braided rug on his living room floor.  The ground-in dirt and the clumps of cat hair indicated that the rug hadn't been vacuumed in months, but the little boy didn't mind.

He didn't know any better.  His bell-bottom plaid pants and wide collar shirt with the ugly floral print were just as dirty as the rug.

The screen on a beat-up, old cabinet TV with rabbit ear antennas flickered a few feet away from him.  Snowy static obscured the program's picture beyond recognition.  The control underneath the missing volume knob seemed to be turned all the way to maximum, but there was no sound.

The boy rammed his truck into a pile of broken toys, making a racket.  He enjoyed the destruction.  The boy fished an action figure with a missing arm out of the mess.  He banged it on its head repeatedly.  He smiled.

Two mangy cats jumped up onto a dilapidated tartan couch.  One of them ripped at its tight knit upholstery with its claws.  The familiar scratching sound wasn't enough to drown out another sound familiar to the little boy - the sound of the bed squeaking in the other room.

The bedroom door swung open.  An unsavory looking man with an open dress shirt and full chest of hair walked out of the room buckling his pants.

The little boy's mother, half-dressed at best, appeared in the doorway as well.  Her untucked blouse and crooked skirt drew attention away from the stiletto heels she wore, heels which should have been ground down by now considering how many times she'd been around the block.  Dark circles under her eyes contrasted with their blue color.

She pushed a string of unkempt hair out of her face and picked through a handful of five-dollar bills.  "Hey, this is only half of what we agreed on," she said accusingly to the man.

"It's all your worth," he replied.

"I gotta feed that brat," she said pointing to the little boy on the rug who sat quietly taking in the scene.

"You should've invested in birth control.  Would've been cheaper."

She held out her hand.  "The rest of my money..."

The man scratched his mustache and laughed at her.  "What are you gonna do?  Call the police?"  He let out another puff of air from between his lips which indicated that neither she nor the discussion were worth any more of his time.

The man left the apartment without even a glance back.  The little boy looked up from his sitting position on the floor and stared at his mother.

"Good for nothin' piece of shit.  What the hell you starin' at, boy?" she asked him.

The little boy made no verbal or physical response.  In fact, from the blank look on his face, it was impossible to tell if he even heard or comprehended his mother's words.

The woman walked a few feet across the open concept kitchen/living room area and sat down at the kitchen table.  She pushed a pile of old newspapers, dirty dinner plates with crusted food remnants, and empty cereal boxes out of her way until she found what she wanted.

She eyed the three-quarters empty liquor bottle greedily.  The woman twisted the cap off and she took a swig from it.  She plopped the bottle down noisily on the table, not even bothering to replace the cap.

She paid no attention to the little boy as he looked toward the kitchen area.  His gaze fixated on a dirty butcher knife on the counter.

He rose and walked over to it.  The little boy picked it up, fascinated by the way the sunlight coming through the window bounced off the metal blade.  He held the knife in his hand as he walked calmly and silently toward his mother.

He stood behind her and clasped the knife in both hands.

She reached for her liquor to take another drink from the open bottle.  Then she shifted in her seat to reach for a newspaper with a headline about President Nixon and Watergate that caught her eye.

The boy moved his arms in sync with his mother's movements.  He aimed the butcher knife at her back.

A quiet rage festered behind his eyes as he steadied the knife handle and raised his arms over his head.

One of the filthy cats rubbed against the boy's ankle.  He was too entranced to notice it.

He swung the knife and lunged at his mother!

He took a step forward and accidentally stepped on the cat's tail.  The cat's piercing screech startled the little boy's mother and caused her to turn around.

The shifting movement and new position of her body sent the knife tearing into her arm rather than her back.  She screamed and jumped up from the chair as the sharp blade sliced her skin.

The back of her legs knocked the chair over.  Her hips banged into the table.  The dirty dinner plates and her liquor bottle crashed to the floor.

The cats made a beeline for the other room and dove under the bed.

His mother stared at him in shock.  She instinctively grabbed at her wound with her other hand.  Blood trickled out from between her fingers and dripped to the floor.

Blood also dripped from the knife in the little boy's hand.  His expression remained unchanged as he raised the knife again and made a run at her.

At the same time, the mother's previous customer burst through the apartment door without warning, unaware of the attack taking place inside the apartment.  "I forgot my damn watch-" he started to say until the chaotic scene stopped him in his tracks.  Then he switched to, "What the fuck?"

The distraction allowed the mother to jump out of the knife’s way at the last possible second.

The little boy ran the bloody knife into the back of a kitchen chair.  It plunged through the vinyl into the cheap foam padding.  He struggled to pull it back out.

"Help!  Stop this crazy little shit!" the mother screamed at the surprised man.

The boy freed the knife from the chair just as the man rushed him.  The little boy swung the knife wildly.

The man's strong hand clamped the little boy's wrist.  He stopped the knife in mid-air, inches from his stomach.  "Nice try," the man told him.

The little boy's face contorted with anger.

His mother leaned against the kitchen counter and clutched her injured arm.

The man twisted the boy's wrist and forced the knife to clang to the floor.

His mother placed a bloody hand on the wall phone and picked up the receiver.  She put her finger in the zero hole and turned the dial to call the operator to get help.

The man continued to physically restrain the little boy who screamed, kicked, and waved his arms like a trapped wild animal.
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Chapter 2
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1987...

The young man looked at President Reagan's smiling portrait on the wall.  He moved over a step or two and admired the frame around the college diploma awarded in social work.  On the metal file cabinet below, a noisy fax machine spit out papers haphazardly.

Seated at the desk a couple feet away, a kindly looking woman on the verge of retirement shuffled folders on her desk.  The logo on them was stamped DCYF which stood for Department of Children, Youth, and Families.

The young man nervously tapped the keys of an unplugged electric typewriter.

The DCYF counselor said to him cheerfully, "You have a lot going for you.  Your record has been expunged.  You're starting with a clean slate.  I've seen lots of children come and go through this place.  It's a shame that so many of them end up right back in the correctional system."  She smiled hesitantly and continued, "But you'll make something out of your life.  I just know I'll read about you in the newspapers someday."

He gazed out the window and shrugged.  His thick head of hair didn't really move much thanks to all the hairspray.

The counselor looked down and consulted her file on him.  She read his accomplishments aloud.  "GPA of 4.0, track team star.  Computer Science Project Winner.  Criminal Studies Justice Award.  So many possibilities.  Which path are you going to choose?"

There was an awkward silence while the counselor looked at him expectantly.

The young man finally made eye contact with her.  He smiled.  "All I know is I want to make my mark on the world."
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Chapter 3
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1999...

The lightning flashed outside Amy Renzine's window.  Thunder boomed in the distance.  A strong, cool breeze suddenly rustled the curtain a couple feet away from her seat.

Amy adjusted the collar of her soft, pink nightgown before she reached over to shut the window.  She closed it just as the rain started to pound the roof.

She pressed the skip button on her CD player and went back to typing on her computer keyboard.  She began to sing along with the lyrics about a person dreaming of the perfect lover and feeling like she knew him even before they actually met.

DING!  The instant message, or IM for short, alert chimed from her computer's speakers.  She turned down the CD player volume so she could give her full attention to the conversation that popped up in the chat window on her computer monitor.

ULUVME:  Have you changed your mind about meeting me tonight?

Amy typed YES, then erased the letters.  She tapped the side of her white keyboard with her fingernail.  Should I do it, she wondered.  Should I really meet a guy in person that I've been talking to over the Internet?

Another IM window popped up, accompanied by its own dinging sound.  Amy rolled her eyes when she saw the chat ID of MICROMAN.  She reasoned aloud, "OK, Amy, here are your choices: it's either stay home alone - again, meet ULUVME who actually sounds pretty interesting, or meet this one, MICROMAN, a 68 year old bald guy with no teeth!"

She grabbed the mouse and clicked the X in the top right corner of the MICROMAN chat box.

Amy pushed a strand of her strawberry blonde hair behind her ears.  Her fingers dangled above the keyboard.  She spoke aloud to herself again.  "You're 28 years old, Amy, you're not getting any younger sitting here by yourself.  What the hell..."

Amy typed her name, address, and telephone number into the chat window.

She was too nervous to watch the screen while waiting for a response so she turned her head toward the bedroom window.  Amy watched the raindrops run down the glass while she waited patiently for her potential Internet paramour to respond.

The chime caught her attention.

ULUVME:  Hope you're ready - for anything.

AMY378:  LOL.  So, what's your real name?

Another bolt of lightning streaked across the sky.  A thunder clap rattled the windows.  The PC  crackled with a strange static noise.  The screen went blank.

Amy screamed when she felt something in her lap.  She jumped back in her seat.  The chair rolled back a few inches and hit the edge of her bed.  "Stupid cat," she scolded when she realized what had startled her.

The cat ignored her outburst and rubbed against her legs which meant he wanted to be picked up.  Amy obliged.

She sat back down at her desk chair and looked at the blank computer screen.  "I hope this thing reboots itself," she complained.  "Otherwise I may never get to find out what this ULUVME guy is all about."

The lightning flashed outside again.  Amy's lights went out.

The cat howled in the darkness.

––––––––
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A few hours later, the power had been restored to Amy's room as evidenced by the glow of the computer monitor.  The bloody hands soiled her white keyboard as they typed via the two finger method.

The right hand reached for the mouse and moved it slightly.  The index finger clicked.  The speakers beeped and a message popped up on the screen: E-MAIL MESSAGE SENT

The cat jumped on the bed next to Amy's dead body.  Her vacant eyes stared into nothingness.

Amy's killer surveyed his work.  A smile of satisfaction started behind his eyes.  It made its way through his cheekbones and settled in his mouth.  He closed her bedroom door as he exited.

The cat licked Amy's lifeless face.
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Officer Miguel DeRosa rushed into the police station.  He adjusted his tie with one hand and simultaneously gulped a large coffee with the other hand.

The cop was careful not to spill anything on his uniform.  He knew his athletic body filled it out well and he didn't want anything to ruin his look.

His colleague, Detective Alan Baker, stood by the door watching DeRosa rush into the room.  Because of his patient demeanor, Detective Baker was known around the precinct as the "kindergarten teacher of the department."  Sometimes that was a compliment and sometimes it wasn't depending on who was making the observation.

Although Baker was the same age (thirty-three) as DeRosa, he had already been promoted through the ranks of patrolman and shift supervisor before attaining his current detective grade.  That meant he got to wear street clothes, which in his case turned out to be dress pants and a dress shirt with a plain colored tie.  He kept the cuffs unbuttoned and rolled the long sleeves up a couple turns.

Baker casually looked down at his watch and saw the time of 11:20 PM.  Despite Baker's subtlety, DeRosa noticed the movement.  "Shit, is he here?" DeRosa asked.

Detective Baker chose to ignore the foul language.  He did his best impression of a baseball umpire, hand gestures included.  "You're...safe!"

"Good.  I don't need Sgt. Crawford on my ass tonight," DeRosa stated.

Baker swiped his hand through the air dismissively.  "He's got other things on his mind."

"Oh?"

Baker handed Officer DeRosa a piece of paper.  "This just came through that new Internet website the police department put up recently."

DeRosa's face scrunched up a bit.  He didn't have to say the profanity out loud this time.  The expression on his face said it for him - this is some twisted shit.  DeRosa did read aloud what was printed on the paper:

Ten little girls sat at their computers

Wondering who they'd find online

One entered a chat room with a killer

And then there were nine...
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Chapter 5
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The late afternoon sun peered through the blinds as Jennifer Warren entered her living room carrying a tea service tray.  She walked ridiculously slowly, trying not to spill the steaming liquid which sloshed dangerously close to the brim of the cups.

Her visitor and co-worker, Sally Plimpton, noticed her effort and remarked, "You don't have much experience with tea trays, do you?"

"God, no," Jen laughed.  "If my mother could see this, she'd never believe it.  I can't tell you how many times she wanted me to have tea parties with my stuffed animals so she could show me how to hold the tea cup and which spoon to use for the sugar, etc.  She was always trying to make me learn how to be a 'proper little girl' as she called it.  I wanted no part of all the pink, the dolls, and the craft activities.  I much preferred to be outside running around with the neighborhood boys, playing ball and climbing trees."

"Nobody would ever guess that.  Look at you now," Sally said with a hand gesture that referred to Jen's designer skirt, perfect manicure, and flawless makeup.

"Thank you," Jen said graciously.  "Sometimes I feel it's like playing a part.  Whatever the role calls for, you know."

"Like you hear a voice in your head saying that the role of secretary is now being played by Jennifer Warren?"

"Exactly," Jen laughed.

"Honey, you're thirty years old and single.  You play that part for all it is worth while you can.  Fifteen years from now when you've got the husband and the kids like I do, you'll look back fondly on your single days when you had the energy to get dressed up nicely for work.  Now I'm lucky I have time in the morning to put my glasses on, never mind makeup," Sally said.

Jen didn't want to say anything negative to her friend, but it was true that Sally's look could most kindly be described as "plump and matronly."  In fact, Jen had heard some of the guys refer to Sally as "fat and dumpy" which Jen told them in no uncertain terms was certainly crossing the line.

Jen opted to take her tea unsweetened.  Sally added extra sugar to hers saying, "That's one advantage to being married with kids, you don't care if you have a few extra pounds on your body!"

Sally picked up the DVD of You've Got Mail from the coffee table.  "Oh, I love Tom Hanks and Meg Ryan.  I missed this movie when it came out in theaters last year."

"Please, feel free to borrow the DVD," Jen offered.

"We don't have a DVD player.  I still tape my soaps on my old VCR."

"Sally, we're just months away from the new millennium!  Join the rest of us, will ya?"

Sally just rolled her eyes.  "I know, I know."

"Wait a minute.  You've got a computer at home.  It probably has a DVD player built in.  You can watch the movie on that."

"Computer?  I never go near that thing.  My husband, however, spends three hours a night playing on it.  I could've been a guest on this talk show I saw the other day.  The topic was Computer Widows - My Man Would Rather Touch the Keys than Touch Me!"

"That's funny," Jen admitted.  She glanced across the room at her own PC which was sitting neatly on a desk in the corner.  "Computers are like a compulsion.  I was even going to meet some guy in person the other night that I talked to online."

Sally's wide-eyed reaction indicated that she was both scared and fascinated.  "What happened?" she asked as she added another spoonful of sugar to her tea.

"I chickened out."

"Was he angry?" Sally asked imagining the horrors that could befall a young, single girl who angered a stranger online these days.

"I don't know.  His screen name was deleted the next time I signed on."

"What if he finds you somehow?" Sally gasped.

Jen shrugged and took a sip of her tea.
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Kathy Branson sat in the living room of her luxury condo.  She spent her days multitasking at work and then spent her evenings at home doing the same thing, albeit with different goals in mind.

On this particular evening, Kathy was doing three things at the same time: drinking a glass of wine, balancing a cordless phone on her shoulder, and typing on her computer keyboard.

While she waited for her friend to answer the phone, she thought about how tired she was of telling people about her dates at her age.  She was only thirty-one, but she hadn't planned on dating at this stage in her life.

She had constructed what her professor called a "life plan" when she was taking a (what she now regarded as useless) psychology class in college.  Her life plan had her married, caring for a toddler, and pregnant with her second child by her thirtieth birthday.  Instead, here she was, a thirty-one year old single woman doing this "Internet dating" that was all the rage in the women's magazines she bought at the grocery store.

After several rings, her friend's answering machine clicked on and played its usual message.  Kathy dutifully waited for the beep as commanded.

She spoke really fast because she hated it when her friend's machine cut her off before she finished a message.  "Hi, it's Kathy.  Have I got a message for you!  You'll stop yelling at me about all this time I've been spending on the Internet instead
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