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Author's Note


The Sussex Fretsaw Massacre  contains potentially triggering material. While I've done my best to list everything that I could find here, there may be thematically triggering material in this book as well not mentioned below. The content notice goes as follows:
Consensual sex/swinging/cuckold kink, managing anxiety, bullying /verbal abuse of employee, head injury, gore, brief attempted sexual assault, drug and alcohol use, cannibalism, and coerced/unwitting cannibalism.






Olly


“Driver! Say! Driver, this isn’t the way to Brighton.” The man Olly knew as Freddie Halstead waved his phone in the air. “We’re miles out. This isn’t the right shortcut. Driver! Are you listening?” 
Peace is an ocean, a beautiful ocean of soothing waves, and you are paddling in the shallows… 
Olly Wilson hated these kinds of jobs. They were worse than the ones where you had to clean puke and coke off the seats. 
“There’s nowhere to turn right now, sir.” 
This wasn’t exactly true, but Olly wasn’t used to country roads in the dark, and he’d already passed two turning places. His hands gripped the wheel, slippery with sweat. 
“Nowhere to turn?” Freddie gestured at the road, his mood and volume buoyed by the champagne fuelling the journey. “There’s plenty of space! Who hired this clot? Paul? Paul? It was you, wasn’t it? You booked us a duff driver.” He caught Olly trying to hold back his stress-tears in the mirror, and snorted. “Oh, come on, it’s a joke. Now be a good man and turn the car around and get us back on the motorway or the A-road or whatever they have out here, and find us some civilization, there’s a good chap.”
Olly focused on the Sussex country road in front of him, the Sat Nav telling him he was screwed. There was a town coming up in a few more miles, but it wasn’t anywhere near Brighton. 
Up until now, Freddie had ordered him to ignore the automated voice telling him to turn around, the way he’d ordered Olly to drive past the services without filling up the tank, even though he’d made Olly do three detours that meant he was running low on petrol, and threatened twice to have him fired. 
Now, apparently, Freddie was on the Sat Nav’s side. 
Since Freddie’s father was a shareholder in most of the places Olly could get another job, he’d not been firm enough in his protests. 
Now, they were running on fumes and he knew the emergency can was not going to get them to Brighton. 
He’d thought this would be an easy job: driving a few of Britain’s brightest and best to a political party conference with their ambitious girlfriends had sounded straightforward. He hadn’t expected one to have a knife he periodically snapped in and out of his otherwise innocuous keyring, or another one to have his gun club stuff with him. 
One of the girls, improbably called Bunty, which surely had to be a nickname, leaned forwards, long manicured fingers gripping the side of Freddie’s seat. “You told him to go this way, darling.”
Freddie swivelled back to her, toying with his Swiss Army knife. “Do be quiet, Bunts.”
Bunty sat back, folding her arms. 
Paul, the one under whom the booking had been made, groaned. “Don’t start, or we’ll never get there.”
“How far is it from here?” The slow, slurred drawl came from the back, where a blonde girl with the figure of a catwalk model was slumped against the gun nut, presumably her boyfriend. This was Olivia… Olivia Something, Olivia Somebody, Olly couldn’t recall the surname even though he was sure her father was somebody famous, or had been, back in the day. 
Olly had asked if he had a licence for the handgun and the rifles in the boot, but he’d just laughed in Olly’s face, dumped his bag on Olly’s foot and got in the car. The list said his name was Algernon Donovan, but the others called him Donno. 
“Perhaps we ought to hijack the car,” Donno said casually, reaching into his jacket. When he pulled out his pistol, Bunty gave a delighted little shriek. 
Paul glared over his shoulder. “Jesus, Donno!”
“It’s all legal,” Donno drawled, smirking. “Just bants, Henderson, don’t be so uptight.”
“Put that thing away!” Paul straightened his own dinner jacket with a nervous toss of his head. “It had better not be loaded.”
“Of course it’s loaded, Henders.” Donno leaned forward, letting Liv slump sideways like a limp blonde doll. “What’s the point of a pistol if it doesn’t have any bullets in it?”
“Driver, why are we slowing down? We’ll be late for the conference dinner.” Freddie raised his voice over whatever weak protestations Paul was coming up with. 
Olly commiserated. It wasn’t as if he’d managed to protest any better. The red warning light, though, was about to make any and all protestations moot. Even Freddie Halstead couldn’t bully an empty tank into running on fuel it didn’t have.
Olly took a deep breath in from his diaphragm, like the CD said, and counted for two. He exhaled for two, and readjusted his grip on the wheel. “We’re out of petrol.”
Freddie scoffed. “What?”
“You should have let him fill up at the services,” Paul said, snapping attention to Freddie. Donno was putting his pistol away so he could shove Liv against the door. 
He saw Bunty rolling her eyes in the mirror. “Oh, Paul, you know we were running late as it was.”
“Yes, Bunts, we were running late because you girlies took too long to get ready!”
“Girlies?” Bunty mouthed back at Liv and Donno, who smirked. 
Liv groaned. “Are we there?”
“Liv doesn’t even want to go to the conference,” Bunty said, glancing between Freddie and Paul. “We can go to the hotel first, can’t we?”
“The conference,” Paul said slowly, as if to a child, “Is at the hotel.”
“Well, I didn’t know that.”
“Well, we did tell you, about a hundred times…”
“Where are we?” Liv demanded, in her slow, slurred drawl. “Can’t you tell him to hurry up a bit?”
“We’re turning around,” Freddie said confidently. “Any minute now, he’s going to find somewhere to turn, aren’t you, driver?” It was not a suggestion. 
Olly turned into a handy layby, hazards flashing. “Sir, I’m just going to fill the tank with the emergency petrol.”
“Ah, well, apparently they do think of some things.” Paul sat back. “And that’s enough to get us to Brighton, is it?”
Olly couldn’t commit to this. “Apologies for the inconvenience.”
He slid out, practising his breathing. 
You are in a soothing, calm place. 
You can hear the waves lapping on the beach. 
The sky is a beautiful mix of amber and rose.
He started filling the tank, and heard the back door open. 
“I say, there’s a house not far from here.” Freddie was in the middle of the road in his tux, although it was getting dark and there were no lights. Olly glanced over his shoulder nervously, but he couldn’t hear any other cars. “Look.”
“I have to ask you to get back in the car, please, sir,” Olly called over, trying not to spill the can. 
Freddie ignored him. 
“Donno! Donno, doesn’t your uncle have a place around here?”
Olly’s heart plummeted as the gun nut got out too, in his equally dark dinner jacket. “Sir, please…”
“That’s not Uncle Tippy’s place. No idea where we are.” 
He can’t have said Tippy, Olly thought. “Sir, can you please stay by the—”
“I need a slash anyway. Driver. Take us over there and we’ll see who’s home.”
“There’s a hedgerow right—” Olly started, and was cut off.
“A hedgerow?” Donno fixed him with a glare that Olly was glad it was almost too gloomy to see. He dribbled the last of the petrol over the tyre by mistake, unable to concentrate. Donno came towards him, and Olly couldn’t think about anything except the pistol in his jacket. He barely came up to Donno’s chest. “Do you see this suit?”
Olly nodded, the petrol can clattering against the car’s paintwork. He realised his hand was shaking.
“Do you see these shoes?” Donno leaned in until Olly could smell the champagne on his breath. “Do you?”
“Yes, I see them.” His tone was obviously not what Donno wanted to hear, because his eyebrows shot up and he leaned a fraction closer.
“You see them, do you?”
“Yes, I – I see them, sir.” Olly tried to remember the next lines of that stupid CD and got nothing but the white noise of panic. He tried not to show it, looking anywhere but Donno’s face, which was now blocking most of his field of vision. 
Donno moved back a little. “These shoes,” he said quietly, “Cost more than this car.”
Olly frowned. “I don’t—”
“These shoes,” Donno repeated, “Cost more than it cost to hire you, obviously; obviously I didn’t mean the actual car, you tit.”
Olly’s throat was too tight to swallow. “No, sir…” He cleared his throat, his voice squeaky and cracked. “No, sir, obviously.”
“Do you really think I am going to stand in the muddy grass, dressed like this,” Donno gestured at himself, “And have a piss? In the road? Like an animal? Like some kind of pervert?” He blinked, and Olly was drawn to his glazed blue eyes, cold as steel. “Is that what you do? Is that what you like to do, Oscar?”
Olly glanced at his name badge. “Olly…”
Donno shook his head. A dangerous silky quality had crept into his voice. “Do you want to see my cock? Is that what it is?”
Olly winced, everything in him tensed to the point of pain. “Oh—”
“Donno, let him get back in the car,” Freddie said, apparently bored of standing in the road. “He can take us to that house over there and we’ll get our bearings. It’s about dinner time, we could see if they’re the hospitable sort.”
Donno pulled back. “Get back in the car,” he said. 
Olly didn’t think his legs would obey, but he stood his ground. “After you. Sir.”
Donno gave him one more look up and down, smirked, and finally got back in the car. Olly’s knees buckled. He dropped the can and caught himself before he went, already framing his resignation email in his mind. 
I don’t have to do this again, I can just drop them off and leave without them… 
They’d deny everything and he’d be painted as a nutter and he’d never get another driving job and honestly he wouldn’t give a shit. 
Feel the sand between your toes. 
Feel the water washing over your feet, swirling around your ankles and gently pulling the stress away. 
Just breathe.
Olly forced himself to pick up the can and close the petrol cap, and got back into the driver’s seat, tuning out Paul’s complaints about how long this was taking. 
He needed to graduate to the Assertiveness CD, but probably that should wait until he’d learned how to control his fucking anxiety first. In fairness, one of them had a knife and the other had a load of actual guns. 
There didn’t seem to be a better option than the isolated house Freddie had glimpsed further down the road, and once there, maybe he could call his boss in private and see whether they could send another driver, or another car, or something, anything, a helicopter, he didn’t care. His stomach complained. Maybe they’d spare a packet of crisps for the rest of the journey or direct him to the nearest town. 
At any rate, then these brightest and best would soon be someone else’s problem.
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