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Dedication

For my beautiful UK Twinnie...

Wanna role-play? (wink-wink)

 




Opening Quote


The
devil is in the details.

—Unknown


THE real thing


I PEER OUT THE EXTERIOR DOOR
LEADING from my family room into the
attached double garage. Heart racing, palms sweaty, I survey the
scene for what seems to be the hundredth time. Window shade down.
Garage door closed. Car backed in. Trunk lid open…

Can’t be too careful.

Convinced the coast is as clear as it will ever be,
I make my move. “Here we go.” Hands wrapped around the end of the
fitted sheet, I drag the body down the single wooden step leading
from the house into the garage and across the cement floor toward
my car.

Moving a body, even the short distance of ten feet
across a smooth surface, taxes my leg muscles. Gripping the sheet,
twisted into makeshift handles, my palms throb as if from rope
burns. As I pull the victim toward my car, I expel deep grunts,
reminding me of the guttural noises made by bodybuilders lifting
heavy weights at the gym. Despite the difficulty of my task, I feel
exhilarated. Alive!

I release my grip on the sheet and
rub my palms together, which are stinging and red. Just then
remembering I should have worn leather gloves. Skin
cells—my skin
cells—likely sloughed off onto the sheet, leaving DNA
evidence.

A wave of panic surges through me
until I remind myself of my plan to take this body, like the
others, to my favorite dumping ground. It’s so remote that no one
will ever find it. No one will ever
discover any
of my victims. And just like that, all concerns
about lingering DNA linking me to this murder, or the others,
vanish.

Dragging a motionless body is hard. Lifting it is
harder. After all, dead weight is, well, dead.

Speaking from experience, moving a body is a helluva
lot harder than it’s often portrayed in the movies. But that’s
Hollywood. Entertainment. Theatrics. The logistics of handling a
body in the real world is different.

My brain knows that, but my ego
doesn’t want to believe it, which is how I ended up with a body
wrapped in a fitted sheet inside my garage. But this isn’t
any body. It’s the body
of my partner in crime. My dear friend. My Soul Sister. The woman who calls me
her Twinnie. And
who I also call my Twinnie. We’re that
much alike. At least I let her believe
so.

Previous experiences taught me
that wrangling the body into my trunk for deposit at my dump site
is one of the most challenging parts of the ordeal. The
dead lift technique (no
pun intended) has worked well the previous four times, so it should
work now. Abdominals engaged to protect my low back, I squat, wrap
my arms under Twinnie’s double D breasts, and straighten my legs to
lift the body.

Shit!

I slip, lose my balance, fall
backward and land on my butt with Twinnie wrapped in a sheet on top
of me. I lay laughing for a moment as I imagine the spectacle. Had
an onlooker not known better, it might appear as a comedy sketch in
a lost episode of I Love Lucy
starring the Twinnies playing Lucy and her best
friend, Ethel.

Enough with the comic relief. Gotta get back to
business.

I roll my friend’s body off of me, letting her
tumble onto her side. Pushing myself into a standing position, I
exhale a deep sigh and collapse my back against the side of my car.
Arms folded across my chest, I stare at the heap. Thinking aloud, I
talk to the sheet-covered bundle. “Since my usual method didn’t
work, how the hell am I going to get you into the trunk?”

“Stand me up first.”

Although barely audible, I heard the words as if
Twinnie had spoken them to me. Perhaps she had.

“Of course!” I drag the body
across the cement to the side of my car. With Twinnie’s back to me,
I wedge my hands under her armpits and push her body against the
side of my car. Movement is slow. Jerky. I grunt. Can’t imagine
rolling a giant rock up a steep mountain any harder.

Once the body’s in a somewhat upright position, I
nudge it toward the open trunk, let it bend in half at the waist,
then allow her to do a head plant into the trunk.

“Hmph.”

The groan came from Twinnie.

I freeze. Perhaps air forced out of the lungs is
normal. My heart raps double-time. The beads of sweat accumulating
on my forehead drizzle through my thin brows. Salty tears burn my
eyes. I blink. Squint. Wipe the sweat away with the side of my bare
hand. Stare at Twinnie wrapped in a sheet with whimsical gnomes on
it; part of a bedsheet set she gave me as a gift.

I stay focused. I’m halfway there. Body all but in
the trunk.

Breathing hard, I step back. Park my hands on my
hips and analyze the scene. Chuckle. Reminds of my Catholic school
days when Sister Franks would drag me to the front of the room,
force me to bend over her desk, and spank my bottom with a wooden
paddle. Unable to help myself, I swat Twinnie’s bottom.

“Eeek!” Twinnie twitches as the
shriek escapes her duct taped mouth.

“You’re supposed to be dead.” I
scowl, but otherwise don’t worry about it. I’m confident the duct
tape binding her arms and legs will keep her in check.

“Here we go,” I say as I squat,
wedge my shoulder against her butt, and push.

Thud. Her
hips and legs drop into the trunk.

“Phew! Mission accomplished.” I
dust my hands together, grin, and slam the trunk shut, locking her
inside. What’s my next move? She’s alive. Should I finish the job?
I’m tempted, honest-to-God tempted... but I don’t. Won’t. At least
not yet.

• • •

ABOUT TWENTY MINUTES
LATER.


“You were brilliant, Viv.” Twinnie peels the
remaining duct tape off her wrists.

I beam. I am brilliant. Persuading her to
strip down to her bra and panties sold as part of the experience takes skill.
God forbid anyone ever finds her body. Clothes can retain clues.
Flesh decomposes faster than clothing. True crime TV taught me
that. And experience taught me the fewer clothes to remove before
disposal, the better.

“I’m so excited now to finish
writing my first book. I never knew role-playing scenes for novel
research could be so thrilling… or scary.”

Scary? I smile and nod. Tempted to
say, You haven’t come close to
experiencing scary yet. But I keep what’s
coming to myself. At least for the moment.

“Viv, I’m gonna start calling you
my Terrible Twinnie… and I mean it in a good way.”

“In a good way?” Although I’m
flattered, I allow skepticism to radiate in my tone and
expression.

“At times, I actually
believed you were a
serial killer; a twisted maniac who wanted me dead, which makes you
my Terrible Twinnie.”

“Well, I watch a lot of true crime
TV shows. Pay close attention to the stories of those who survived
their would-be killer’s murderous intentions. And my diligence must
be paying off. Learning from the experiences of those survivors, I
aim to make sure I don’t make the same mistake their would-be
killers did.”

“Well, that sure explains it.” She
hammed up a shiver and wrapped the gnome sheet around her bare
shoulders to cover her goosebump-prickled arms. “More than once, as
God as my witness and the drops of piddle in my panties as proof, I
thought you were going to kill me. It’s a good thing I trust
you.”

Trust. I
grin. “I’m glad I was so convincing.”

“It’s almost like you’re a
natural.” She bucks up her shoulders. Giggles. “You know, like you
have murder on your mind.”

“Of course, I have murder on my
mind,” I admit. “Why wouldn’t I? I’m Vivian Fleming, author of
spine-tingling thrillers.”

Twinnie nods, my comment making sense to her. She
brushes her long hair over her shoulders, snuggles up in the sheet
before settling into the recliner in my family room. I’m curious
why she hasn’t asked to put on her clothes. That’s a first.

“Playing the victim or the
killer…” She gulps the bottle of chilled vitamin water I gave her
after I helped her out of the trunk. “Which did you prefer,
Viv?”

Although I hesitate, as if pondering the question,
the answer is a no brainer for me. “Killer.” I nod, expanding on my
answer. “Even as a kid, when we played cops and robbers, I always
wanted to be the robber. And when we played maniac, I was always
the psycho killer.”

“I can see that.” She bobs her
head. Chugs another swallow of the
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