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One
thing about them tables…

they
always turn.

—Unknown
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it started out amusing
enough. Perhaps even titillating. Alarm
would be the normal reaction. But the concept of someone—anyone—noticing me and then making
the effort to secretly follow me home thrilled me. I always dreamed
of being desired by someone. Being someone’s obsession. Even if it
was a whacked out stalker.

In retrospect, all I have to say
is: be damn careful what you wish for because you just may get it.
More arousing yet, it may change you. Release the inner demon
lurking deep in the shadows of the dark folds of each of our
psyches just waiting for an invitation to come forth. And when that
happens, you may discover you like the beast within.
Really like it, as I
do.

I must confess, there’s an indescribable sensation
of superiority when one imprisons another human. Especially one
whose intention is to do the same or worse to you.

The old turning the tables. The stalker
becomes the stalked. The villain, the victim.

 


My name is Vera Covington.
Since passing the real estate exam twenty years
ago fresh out of high school, selling residential property is all I
know. Mom’s the broker of our independent company called Covington
Property Pros. Only two other agents work with us and they both
work part time, garnering about one closing a quarter. Whereas I’m
full-time, averaging one closing a week, and have earned
recognition in the prestigious Million Dollar Club. I take my job
seriously. It’s all I have. Well, if you don’t count my box turtle,
Ethel.

I live in an upscale part of town
in a large mid-nineteenth-century farmhouse, which I
remodeled. Set in the middle of
five acres, surrounded by woods, and cordoned off
with a six-foot brick fence and electronic gates, the home is a
dream for a recluse like me.

As I recollect bidding on the bank repo, a sly grin
tickles the corners of my full lips, glazed with a soft peach
colored tingling lip plumper that tastes spicy like Hot Tamale
candy. My low-ball offer was accepted for the dated monolith seven
years ago for about a dime on the dollar. At the time, I had no
inkling of its innate characteristics to provide confinement
quarters for an unwilling subject.

I’ve never been accused of being pretty, petite, or
skinny. I wonder if I somehow received a heaping helping of Julia
Child’s genes, because I look a lot like her, though I have zero
interest in cooking and don’t speak with an accent.

Mom is slender and small-boned.
Never knew my dad, though Mom said he was a foreign exchange
student and his family was wealthy. That’s all she has ever said.
Never even told me his name. I figured she made up the
wealthy foreigner story
because my real father was a thug. I never pressed the
issue.

Anyway, I’m exactly six feet tall with broad
shoulders and big bones, but I’m not fat. I wear a size 13 shoe,
44D bra, have a thirty-four inch waist and forty-six inch hips.

Simply put, imagine me as a hazel-eyed Amazon woman
warrior with curly red hair like Little Orphan Annie.

 


It’s early evening as I leave the
office. He’s watching me. I noticed him
about two weeks ago. As usual, I pretend I don’t notice his white
mini SUV that blends so well with all the other white vehicles on
the road. He keeps his distance as he tails me.

Today’s the day he makes his move. I feel it in my
bones. Today, his life will change forever.

I press the button to remotely open the metal
security gates to my home, leaving them open. I glance into my
rearview mirror.

The white SUV has stopped outside
the gate. I grin, thinking of The Spider
and the Fly poem by Mary Howitt. “‘Will
you walk into my parlor?’ said the spider to the fly.” I’m
confident he will.

As I wheel my Mercedes down the winding driveway,
before losing sight of the gate, I glance in the rearview mirror
again.

To my delight, I see the white SUV enter my
property.

Rather than pull into my garage, I park in the
circular driveway at the front of the farmhouse. It’s important he
follows me through the front door. I angle my black sedan so I can
watch in my rearview mirror as the white SUV approaches.

I kill the engine. Remaining seated behind the
wheel, I pick up a file and pretend to read through papers. The
only reason I’m scanning the pages is to draw him in. I count to
ten before exiting the car and strolling up the steps onto the
white wraparound porch to my front door.

Footsteps. Hurried, but light.

He’s coming.

I push the front door open. Step inside, giving him
plenty of room to follow me.

“Vera Covington?” he says, his
voice velvety soft.

Gasping, I grab my chest in feigned surprise. “Who
are you? What-what do you want?

“I’ve been following
you.”

No shit.

Without my invitation, he steps into the house and
closes the door.

Perfect! Keeping my elation hidden is a challenge,
but I’ve done it before.

“Now I’m sure. I
had to be sure.” He
gives me the once over.

I return the head to toe analysis. Clean shaven.
Average face. I’m taller than him by at least four inches. He’s
lean. Forty-something in age. He’s wearing a black and gold
Steelers baseball cap. Blue jeans. And a loose-fitting black
button-down long-sleeve shirt. If he’s packing a gun, the baggy
shirt conceals it.

“You are the one I’ve been
seeking.” He bounces his thin black brows.

“What do you want?” I ask,
pretending as if I don’t know the pervert’s intention, as I retreat
toward the decorative entry table against the wall. I





















cover.jpg
A 15-Minute-Read Thriller « ONE

SHIBLEY SPAIN






tmp_80c88c2873808913828acb3dafbfb605_2nrqzI_html_m77a5f9fd.jpg





