
  
    [image: Dagger]
  


  
    
      DAGGER

      
        MEMORIES OF MURDER

        BOOK FOUR

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        E.L. REED

      

    

    
      ELR PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Books by EL Reed

      

      
        Books by Emma Leigh Reed

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Untitled

      

    

    
      
        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

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY EL REED

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Memories of Murder Series

      

      

      
        
        Hatchet

        Spikes

        Poison

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY EMMA LEIGH REED

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Making the Rules

        Breaking the Rules

        A Fine Line

        A Time to Heal

        Second Chances

        Trusting Love

        Mirrrored Deception

      

      

    

  


  
    
      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      

      Text copyright © 2024 by E.L. Reed All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written per- mission from the author.

      

      Published by ELR Publishing.

      
        
        Cover design by Kenny Holcomb

        Printed in the United States of America

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To Bradyn, Harleigh & Aubrey

        You are my world!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dagger

        By

        E.L. Reed

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The pelting drizzle imprisoned me under the awning of the bookstore that was now closed. The street, deserted from business traffic after six p.m., was silent. The rain cooled my anger a bit, but it also kept me from my work.

      That pissed me off.

      I stood there, twirling an unlit cigarette between my fingers. I had been trying to quit, but days like this made me want to light up. Its feel between my fingers helped abate the craving.

      A red Camaro pulled up. The window rolled down. A young man’s face became visible. “Come on, honey. Show me what you got.”

      I look at the car, but stood where I was. “Go back to the sandbox, child.”

      “Don’t be like that. I’ve got money to spend. It might as well be on you. Come on.” The voice had hardened, a command now and not an invitation.

      I shrugged and jogged to the car, sliding onto the leather seat and shutting the door. “What’s your name?”

      “Chad. Yours?” He flashed a grin that was filled with teeth that had been over bleached.

      “Daisy.” I looked him up and down. He was in good shape, probably a jock. His biceps flexed as he turned the steering wheel, driving to the well-known hourly hotel that I was a regular at. “This is not your virgin run, is it?”

      He laughed. “Honey, I can get any girl I want to spread her legs for me. Tonight I just want something a little different, no one I know.”

      Irritation laced my words as he laughed. “Mr. Cocky.”

      We pulled into a parking spot. “Room 10,” I said as I opened the door. We sprinted through the now-pouring rain. I shook off the rain as I stepped under the awning over the door.

      I let him in.

      “It ain’t no Ritz, is it?” He said as he looked around.

      “Would you rather go there?” I raised an eyebrow, watching him.

      He laughed that condescending laugh again, fanning the anger burning in me. “Nope. I’m not going to risk being seen with the likes of you.”

      A slow smile curled across my lips and I unbuttoned my wet blouse. Standing before him in my soaked bra and skirt, I knew I had the body that turned men on. A large rack, small waist…even the tattoo that ran around my rib cage showing the tree of life seemed to be a turn on to most men. It was that ‘bad girl’ look that they wanted most of all — especially these rich punks.

      They were young and thought they could rule the world.

      I slowly walked toward him, pinning him with my eyes. His shirt clung to his muscles. My hands slid under his shirt and drew it up over his head. He stood still and allowed me to undress him like it was a privilege he was granting me.

      Hmm, he was a well-endowed young man.

      I smirked to myself. Too bad this would be the last time it would be seen.

      I wrapped my hand around him, and his eyes half closed.

      It didn’t take long until he was rock hard. Typical.

      “I’m going to take you to places you have never been,” I breathed into his ear as I      pushed him back onto the bed.

      “Bring it.” He grinned at me as I licked my lips.

      I straddled him and pulled his left hand above his head, handcuffing it to the headboard, then the right.

      His smile wavered a bit as he jerked his hands to test if they would hold.

      How I loved that look. “You can struggle, but you aren’t going anywhere right now,” I teased, and leaned down to kiss him.

      His mouth opened and I felt his tongue.

      I pulled back, running my fingers lightly over his chest. “I’m driving tonight.”

      He relaxed under my touch. I could feel his hard cock pressed against me and I moved slowly over him, keeping him hard.

      He groaned as I leaned down and teased his nipples with my tongue.

      My right hand reached for the bedside table and slid open the drawer. I pulled out a ball gag.

      His eyes widened, but he didn’t fight me fitting it into his mouth and securing it. Desire filled his eyes.

      I winked at him as I slid down his body. Running my tongue over his length, I heard the muffle groans.

      This boy was going to burst at any minute.

      I pulled back with a final lick up the length of him and his groans of pleasure became frustration. I straddled him again, reaching for the contents of the drawer again. My hand felt it, and I wrapped my fingers around the hilt.

      His eyes widened as he saw the dagger in my hand.

      I slid the tip around his jaw and saw the fear take over the desire in his eyes.

      He started shaking his head no, frantically pulled at the handcuffs. He tried bucking me off, and I laughed. “Come on, pet. Don’t be scared. You wanted something different with the likes of me — now you’re going to get something different.”

      Soft sounds muffled by the ball gag made me realize he was trying not to cry. Poor child. He had no idea what he had gotten into when he commanded me into the car.

      I changed my grip on the hilt of the dagger and my fist closed around it and positioned it over his heart.

      “I hope you enjoyed yourself.” My mocking words were timed perfectly with the pushing of the dagger into his heart. His eyes widened and a lone tear ran down his cheek. I left it there for a moment and savored the look on his face. Then I stood up and yanked the dagger out.

      I cleaned it on the sheets before I slid it back into the sheath. I put my blouse on and my overcoat. I placed the dagger in my handbag and turned back to the young man lying on the bed, hands above his head, ball gag in place. Gently pulling the sheet up over the bottom half of his body, I grabbed his wallet from his pants pocket.

      My lucky night for sure. He was a flasher. I could tell by the car he was driving, and there in his wallet sat a mixture of twenties and hundreds. The kid had been carrying a thousand dollars in cash.

      I pulled out the cash and placed the wallet back in his pants. I leaned over him and gave him a kiss on his forehead. Sweet dreams.
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      Dawson glanced at his watch as he exited his vehicle at the seedy hotel. He was not looking forward to this case. He was tired and the last case had taken a lot of out of him, emotionally and physically. He was getting too old for these type of cases.

      When he was younger, he scoffed at the idea of chasing ghosts. Now he was tired, and just wondered which dead killer he was after this time.

      He rubbed the back of his neck. He hadn’t slept well last night and his neck hurt every time he moved.

      Ali was always telling him he held on to too much stress and apparently — like always — she was right.

      He walked up to Room 10. The door was marked off and had a police officer stationed outside of it. He flashed his badge and ducked under the police tape.

      Dawson stopped inside the door and took in the scene. A young man handcuffed to the bed with a ball gag. The wound to his heart was obviously a knife wound and the mortal blow to this poor soul.

      He looked around the room. A photographer was moving around snapping pictures. Blood smeared on the sheets, Dawson guessed, was from where the killer cleaned off the weapon. He sighed. Please, please don’t let this be a serial killer.

      “What do we have?” he asked the attending officer who was watching the photographer.

      “Dead body. License indicates he is Chad Willow. He lived in Westport.”

      “What the hell was he doing in New Haven?” Dawson muttered to himself more than to anyone else.

      He glanced up and smiled as Ali Jenson walked in, medical examiner extraordinaire.

      “His car is sitting in the parking lot,” the officer offered.

      “So he drove here on his own accord. Who was he with?”

      The officer cleared his voice and looked at his notes. “The front desk clerk wasn’t very forthcoming. States the rooms are rented by the hour. Says that room had been rented for the night by a young man. Says they don’t keep records of names as everything is paid for in cash.”

      Dawson exhaled slowly. This was going to be a tough case with no leads. A man rented the room. Was it Chad? Who knows. “Anything else?”

      “His wallet was empty except for his license and credit cards. If he had cash, that was taken.”

      “Or he used all his cash to rent out the room for the night. He was obviously thinking this night was going to go in a different direction.” Dawson glanced at the wallet and license on the nightstand. “Only 25 years old. What a waste. Have the parents been notified?”

      “No, sir. We were waiting on you.”

      Dawson nodded. “I’ll go talk to them. Let your higher-ups know that I will need a conference room to set up in and I’ll be by the station later.”

      He didn’t wait for a reply and turned towards Ali. “Great way to start the morning, huh?”

      “Well, I can think of better ways to start the day. He’s a young one.” She gestured towards the body as she pulled on gloves. She visually scanned the body and then focused in on the stab wound. “Good-sized blade, bigger than a regular street knife.”

      She moved closer and measured the wound. “Was the sheet over him when he was found?”

      Dawson turned toward the officer and the man jumped to answer. “Yes, ma’am. Nothing has changed other than we took his wallet out of his pants.”

      Ali nodded. “Killer that gives the victim some dignity by covering him?”

      “What kind of killer would do that?” Dawson mused. “Female, you think?”

      “There is no indication that there was sex, or at least not to completion for him. I don’t see any residue of female fluids either. The ball gag and handcuffs would indicate someone who was being dominating, but that could be male or female.”

      “But would a male cover him?” Dawson asked.

      Ali shrugged. “Hard to say. Depends on what the motive for the killing was.”

      “Keep me posted with your findings. I’m headed to talk to the parents.”

      Ali gave him a sympathetic smile. “Good luck.”

      Once outside, Dawson inhaled deeply and tried to clear his mind. Notifying parents was never easy and something he dreaded every time he dealt with a death.

      But notifying a parent that their child was murdered was always harder, especially at the beginning of an investigation when  they had no information to give them.

      He punched in the address for the parents and turned his car towards Westport. He had thirty minutes to figure out how to approach these people.

      This was an extremely rich neighborhood and from experience, Dawson knew that they never accepted news well. They would be looking for someone to blame and until the case was solved, it would be Dawson who took the brunt of their anger.

      The time passed quickly and Dawson turned into the development, following his GPS.

      He found the house quickly, taking it in as he parked in the driveway. The building was a three story sprawling house. A fence surrounded the yard high enough that people driving by couldn’t see in.

      He rang the doorbell and waited. The door was opened by a teenage girl.

      “Is this the Willow home?” Dawson asked.

      “Yeah. What do you want?” the girl shot back.

      “Are your parents home?”

      The teenager shrugged and walked away from the door. Dawson looked inside, but waited on the doorstep.

      After a moment, a man came around the corner. “Can I help you?”

      “Mr. Willow?”

      “Yes.” The man came to the door.

      Dawson held up his badge. “I’m Detective Wesley Dawson of the Connecticut State Police.”

      “What can I do for you?”

      “I’d like to speak with you and your wife, sir, if that is possible.”

      The man gestured for Dawson to step inside. “My wife’s in the kitchen. Come on in.”

      Dawson followed the man to the back of the house where the expansive kitchen was empty except for a woman sitting at the counter drinking a cup of coffee.

      “Elle, Detective Dawson from the State Police is here and would like to speak to us.”

      The woman turned at her husband’s voice. She scowled. “What did he do now?”

      “Excuse me?” Dawson said.

      “Chadwick. My son. That kid is going to be the death of me with all the trouble he gets in.”

      Dawson frowned. “Ma’am. Sir. I’m here to tell you your son was involved in an incident last night. He was found dead this morning.” Dawson cleared his voice. God, he hated giving this information to parents.

      “What do you mean found dead?” Chad’s dad took a step back, groping for a chair and collapsing into it.

      “We are at the beginning of the investigation, but it appears that he was killed; stabbed.”

      Elle, the mother, looked from Dawson to the father, and back to Dawson. Her expression never changed except the scowl deepening. “There must be a mistake. If anything Chad would be the one killing someone else. If he truly is dead, which I won’t believe until I see a body, then he got what he deserved, no doubt.”

      “Elle!” The sharpness of the single word started Dawson, and Elle jumped.

      “That’s our son,” the father continued. “I don’t care what he has or hasn’t done at this point. He’s dead. We will never be able to make amends with him.”

      “Make amends? We didn’t need to make amends.  He did.”

      The coldness in her voice hit Dawson hard. The dysfunction of this family was apparent.

      “It doesn’t matter. He won’t be able to either now. Don’t you see? My god, how can you be this cold about your child’s death?”

      Elle stood. “He was an evil child, Dan. You know that.”

      Dan shook his head. “No, he had issues, but he wasn’t evil, Elle. My god, listen to yourself.”

      Dawson stepped forward. “I’m sorry for your loss. We will need you to come and confirm the identity, but he had his license on him. I do have some questions, if you think we can do this now.”

      Elle threw him a withering glare. “What kind of questions? You drop in say our son is dead and now you want us to answer questions?”

      “I’m sure this is difficult, Mrs. Willow, but the quicker I can get some information, the quicker we can start looking into this and finding the killer.”

      She scoffed but came and sat next to her husband at the table. She gestured for Dawson to sit down. “Ask away.”

      Dan sat there, staring into space. After a moment, Elle put her hand on his arm. “Dan, we have to do this.” Her voice had softened.

      Dawson knew grief hit hard and in different ways. He allowed them to take a moment. “Did Chad have any enemies?”

      Dan shook his head.

      Elle snorted. “Enemies? I’m not sure about true enemies, but Chad was constantly pissing someone off. He had an arrogant attitude. We had just cut off his funds, hoping it would give him a wakeup call that he wasn’t that different from the others. We never tried to spoil the kids, but my father left them trust funds and Chad just ended up with access to his six months ago. He blew through a quarter of it within that time. We had just appealed to have the access revoked until he was thirty.”

      Dawson made some notes and nodded. “Do you know where he went last night?”

      Elle shook her head. “He wasn’t really speaking to us since the trust fund thing. He left here yesterday morning. We hadn’t seen or heard from him since then. I just assumed he was still mad at us and decided to stay with a friend last night.”

      “No friends in New Haven?”

      “Not that I am aware, but like I said, we don’t know a lot of what is going on in his life right now. He refused to go to college and now at twenty-five, he thinks he has money to not work or do anything that resembles responsibility.”

      Dawson nodded. “I appreciate your time. And I am truly sorry about your loss.”

      “When can I see him?” Dan suddenly spoke up. He had been silent through the whole exchange between Elle and Dawson.

      “We can get you in today to the morgue. Let me know what time is best for you and I will let the medical examiner know when you’ll be there.”

      Dawson stood and handed a business card to Elle. “Just text me what time you want to go.”

      She nodded and stood also. “Let me see you out.”

      They walked to the front door in silence. Dawson reached for the handle to leave.

      Elle stopped him with her hand on his arm. “Detective, I’m so sorry for my behavior back there.”

      Dawson smiled. “No need to apology. It is not easy hearing that your son is gone.” He patted her hand. “I’ll be in touch as soon as I have more information.”

      He escaped the house.

      Driving back to New Haven was a relief. He had never seen a mother react like that, but grief takes many forms.

      One thing he knew from experience — any friction left unresolved when a death came would haunt her the rest of her life.

      There was no escape from it.
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      Dawson walked into the New Haven Police Station. He was pointed to a conference room which had been set aside for him to work in. He had requested a large corkboard and access to a printer, and checked to make sure they were present.

      A large envelope sat on the table. He opened it and slid out the pictures taken from the crime scene.

      What a waste of a young life, despite the issues the kid was having at home.

      Dawson hung up one of the pictures on the corkboard and stood back, leaning against the table looking at it. What was this man doing in New Haven in that particular hotel? It wasn’t the place for a man of his means. Drugs? Prostitutes? Both were well known for happening at that location.

      The car was left and the credit cards. Obviously not a robbery. There was no way to know if there had been cash on him; hopefully he hadn’t been that stupid to take a large amount of cash to that neighborhood.

      His phone vibrated with a text message.

      We’ll be at the morgue at 1:00 pm.

      Dawson knew it was the Willow family, probably Elle.

      I’ll let them know to expect you, Dawson texted back.

      Will you please be there also?

      Absolutely.

      Dawson sighed. Ali was much better at dealing with grieving families, but he never said no to a family request in this type of situation. At least Ali would be there too.

      He hoped Elle had calmed down and Dan had woken up a bit. The man had just shut down and didn’t seem to know what was going on around him while Dawson was questioning Elle.

      Dawson headed for the door to find Ali.

      “Detective, got a minute?” The voice came from the side of the bullpen and Dawson turned towards it.

      “Chief Dutton?” Dawson shook the man’s hand.

      “Yes, sir. Come on in.” They entered the chief’s office and Dawson waited to sit down until the chief did. The man sat back and watched Dawson for a moment from behind his desk before speaking. "You’re quite a celebrity around here for solving the heinous crimes.”

      “I don’t know about celebrity. Just doing my job.” Dawson shifted in his seat, always uncomfortable with these kinds of comments.

      “I’ve got a bunch of men out there dying to be put on the job with you. You let me know what you need and we’ll accommodate it.”

      Dawson nodded. “I appreciate that, sir. All we have so far is a single homicide. If it becomes more, I’ll ask for some help, but right now I’m not sure what we are even looking at.”

      “Understood. It’s a pleasure to have you working here.”

      Dawson stood. “Thank you. If there’s nothing else, I’ve got to get to the morgue.”

      The man waved his dismissal and Dawson escaped.

      He sighed. All he needed was
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