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Their First Time

Alyssa weighed less than half the muscle mass of her new boyfriend. She was a thin waif of a girl barely 19-years-old and he was a power-lifting giant twice her age. Their physical difference was strangely balanced by the gulf between their intellects though. Bobby had the mind and maturity of a teenager several years younger than Alyssa.

He knew enough to decide what he would and wouldn’t do though. He understood about sex and had experienced it with a woman he had been in a relationship with for a time some years ago.

Alyssa didn’t feel like she was taking advantage at all. The guy was giggly and blushing but his eyes were wide with interest as he squeezed her boob through her tank top. He was getting an erection, she noticed, so his body certainly understood the nature of arousal.

They were sitting next to each other at his dining table. Bobby lived alone as an adult and was capable of taking care of himself and maintaining a house. It was clean and his kitchen was stocked with food. They had just finished lunch and Alyssa had made the move and took Bobby’s hand and placed it upon her breast.

“Do you like that? Does it feel nice?” she asked him.

Bobby nodded. “I’ve been wanting to touch you but I wasn’t sure,” he explained. “I don’t think your dad likes me very much.”

Alyssa giggled. “I’m sure he doesn’t Bobby, but we’re both adults and we can do what we want.”

“I know. That’s what Gwen told me.”

Gwen was his carer from when he was institutionalised up until ten years ago. Alyssa had heard all about her. She sounded like a nice woman.

“I think Gwen would approve of us being together Bobby. I think she’d approve if we had sex, don’t you?”

Bobby’s grin turned to a smile. He nodded urgently and Alyssa giggled.

She lifted up her tank top and put his hand underneath. She pulled it right up to her neck and watched his face as he felt her tiny breasts bare. There was quite a large distortion in his pants now. She felt him partially erect against her butt before but this was different. The bulge in his pants looked huge.

“Oh my,” she whimpered and sucked in a breath. She reached across and squeezed the bulge. “Oh wow Bobby! That’s um..!” She gulped and squeezed some more, feeling the girth of his cock and a surge of excitement and worry heated her all over.

Alyssa was a petite female and had struggled to accommodate a boyfriend her own age who was on the larger side of average. This penis felt much bigger than that, or at least thicker. It didn’t feel like it would be too long for her she reasoned, and she checked it curiously.

Bobby had stopped feeling her tit and was glaring down at what she was doing to him. “Um that’s um..!”

“Is that nice? Do you like that?” Alyssa smiled playfully.

The big guy gulped and nodded urgently again. He was gripping the sides of his chair.

Alyssa slowly unzipped his pants. He whimpered as she reached inside the fly and squeezed him through his jocks. She was a little relieved to feel that he was not quite so huge through a thin layer of underwear. He was still bigger than she’d ever experienced, but only slightly she decided.

She undid his pants button and opened them. She stared open-mouthed herself whilst pulling the waistband of his jocks over and freeing his erection. “Oh wow,” she uttered excitedly again and she bit her smile as she stroked him bare.

Bobby drew a big shuddering breath and glared straight ahead. “Um Alyssa, it’s nearly happening!” he warned.

“Oh!” she grimaced and decided right here was good enough so she straddled him.

She had on a short skirt that bunched up around her hips. She stood and stretched aside the crotch of her panties and positioned the head of the huge cock she was holding. She wriggled onto it and it stretched her opening and popped right into her wet pussy.

Alyssa lowered and wriggled down about halfway the first time, the stretching of her internally so exciting to feel and even more interesting than the half dozen times either of the two guys had done in the past.

She lifted and lowered a little further each time, wriggling down onto this huge penis until it was seated deep inside her filling her vagina completely.

“Okay?” she checked. She had been careful to go slow for Bobby’s benefit too. She didn’t want him to ejaculate prematurely and miss out on the feel of fucking her. “Is that nice like that?” she uttered as she rolled her pelvis and fucked herself on him deep and slow.

He gulped and drew a big breath. He nodded stiffly. “I love that Alyssa. It feels so good.”

She smiled. “Mmm I know it does. We fit together so perfectly, don’t you think?”

“Ah yeah, nyah,” he grunted. He was holding Alyssa’s hips now and squeezing hard, pulling her down as he thrust up into her.

She let him do that and squirmed and ground hard against his wiry bush, splitting herself so wide and wet over the base of his cock.

“Ah yeah. Ah yeah. Ah yeah,” the guy panted continuously and thrust quicker and quicker and suddenly he stopped and remained thrust upward and still. His strong fingers dug into Alyssa’s hips and held her in place.

She hadn’t quite reached orgasm yet herself but she could feel him throbbing inside her. She relaxed on the feel of being inseminated like it was just natural to do that as the woman.

“Ah huh like that,” she encouraged the guy. “I can feel you so well Bobby.”

“Ah yeah I love that Alyssa. I can feel you too. You’re so hot and squishy inside.”

“Mmhmm, that’s how girls are supposed to be.”

Alyssa’s burgeoning orgasm was right there just beneath the surface. She pulled her top up again and pressed her bare tit to Bobby’s mouth. His face was whiskery and her eyes rolled involuntarily as he responded to what must have been a natural compulsion and sucked her tiny tit into his big mouth.

“Ah huh like that Bobby, that’s so nice for me too now.”

His cock was still quite firm inside her. She held him to her tit and rocked on his lap.

She turned her upper body and forced her other tit into his mouth and he groaned and sucked on it whilst his cock regained full erection inside of her.

He rubbed up her back and held her upper body to him now, learning fast and mauling and slobbering from one tit to the other.

“Ah huh, hmm,” Alyssa moaned as her orgasm hit and exploded through her body.

She continued to roll her pelvis and rub her clit on the base of the big guy’s thick shaft, and he crushed her to him and surged up under her to cry out again as his cock throbbed inside her a second time.

He slumped in his chair and his cock softened and oozed out of her.

She moved off his lap and a gush of semen ran down her inner thigh. She went right to the laundry and checked herself.

Alyssa was so curious with a much older man so she wiped the dribble of semen from her leg. It was thick and stringing between her fingers. She checked Bobby was still slumped on his chair and wasn’t watching so she sucked her fingers into her mouth and swallowed his cum.

She peeled aside the soggy crotch of her panties and saw she was still stretched open and there was cum everywhere and dripping out of her. She dipped her fingers into her pussy and collected another stringy glob and ate that too. Then she collected more on her fingers and put her hand up her top and rubbed it into one of her tits.

She smoothed the crotch of her panties over her pussy again and wiped up around the edges of them and rubbed that semen into her other little tit. Then she licked between her fingers and sucked them clean again as she went back into the kitchen to do the dishes from lunch.


A Creepy Neighbour

Glenview House had been constructed in the late 1890s as the residence of Archibald Ferrier, the owner of the largest logging company in the Goran Vale district. It was an extravagant, asymmetrical, Queen Anne-style mansion built from locally carved sandstone with two full levels, overhanging balconies and dormers protruding from a steeply gabled roof.

The upper level incorporated six bedrooms, the master’s retreat and main guest rooms filling the corner towers and three smaller rooms suitable for children.

The lower level was divided into formal dining and sitting rooms with carved and gilded archways and tasselled drapes shipped from mother England. It had an expansive kitchen with a walk-in pantry and meat safe and an attached dining area for servants. The master of the house worked from an office with an additional sitting room, which opened onto the sunny northern veranda.

At the time of its construction Glenview was the epitome of wealth and power in the district, but after the deaths of the two Ferrier sons and heirs in the First World War, the family returned to England and granted the house to the government as a medical facility and retreat for returning soldiers.

It was operated as such until the middle of the 1930s then was abandoned after a fire gutted the lower level. It remained a nesting area for birds and a shelter for other wildlife until 1972 when George Rose purchased it for a nominal sum and invested in a modest refurbishment for the purpose of providing a home for wayward youth. The project was headed and driven by an enthusiastic young schoolteacher, James Ray.

Nigel Khel had been nine years old in 1972. At that time he was fascinated with the abandoned mansion, which could be seen through the forest from his bedroom window. He had also been frightened of the ghost stories about the old soldiers though, and only ever went there with his twin brother Vincent.

When the builders set up, he and Vincent had gotten jobs helping out. They were in Mister Ray’s class at school so it naturally followed they would be put to something useful and practical if they wanted to hang around. Vincent, being the more accomplished scholar, had been assigned duties with the builders whilst Nigel had been relegated to helping an aboriginal man, old Amos, in the garden.

Nigel never knew old Amos by any other name, and he wasn’t sure where he came from or if he had any family. But from the age of nine until he was in his early twenties he worked by the old man’s side every day. He helped tend the garden and mend fences and to slaughter lambs and pluck chickens and the like, and over the years old Amos taught him to sculpt and craft with clay.

Memories of those childhood years crowded around Nigel as he sat on the steps of Glenview House looking out into the overgrown garden. He stood and walked into the foyer, upsetting a small lizard that scurried through a crack in the wall. All the windows on the lower level were smashed and the elements of nature had water-stained the wooden floor and caked it in dust. The heat and moisture in the air each summer had made the paint flake from the ceiling and walls.

This fascinated Nigel and strangely pleased him. The boys who boarded there had been driven by Vincent, under the guidance of Mister Ray, to keep the house immaculately presentable at all times. There had never been a smudge on a window and the timber work had always been waxed and polished. It was something of a victory for Nigel to see it nesting with birds again.

He had rarely been inside Glenview House in recent years, but the return of Bobby Ray had sparked his memories of being excluded from playing with the other boys or going on the camping and fishing trips they often went on.

Bobby had also been excluded. Mister Ray would never allow Bobby to hang around. He would sometimes visit with his grandmother but he would have to stay by her side, and he would be led away peering back over his shoulder at the other boys playing on the lawn and in the garden.

Nigel made his way carefully up the stairs to the second level. The bedrooms were sealed from the elements as the windows were mostly intact. Each room had two or three beds, which had been reserved for the older boys, with the attic having been converted into a dormitory for the youngsters.

From the window in the north-western corner of the attic there was a partially obscured view through the trees to the houses on the edge of town. Nigel levelled his rifle and focused the scope on the Ray house. He could see the open garage and above that, the window he remembered as Bobby’s bedroom. He settled to watch for the woman, but there was no movement in the room. He had watched her standing at the mirror in her underwear one night but he hadn’t seen her in a few weeks, so he soon gave up and focused on the kitchen window where Alyssa Lloyd was visible.

Nigel had seen Alyssa there at the house almost every day and wondered if Bobby had told her anything, or if indeed he had remembered anything of what happened at Goran Hut and in the basement of his house. The prospect of Bobby’s memory returning was something Nigel had agonised over for the first few years, but he finally learned to deal with the thought of a police investigation. He reasoned that the ranting of a lunatic could easily be discredited if necessary, and with the passing of time any evidence at the hut would have deteriorated. And should the police ever try to get into his basement the lord would intervene. He had no doubt about that.

Bobby appeared behind Alyssa and she leaned back against him and looked up and kissed him. “Very nice,” Nigel muttered under his breath and he worked his growing erection as he focused on Alyssa’s nipples poking at the thin fabric of her tank top. The girl took Bobby’s hands and placed them on her little tits. Nigel unzipped his trousers and reached inside his underpants. He masturbated to ejaculation whilst watching Alyssa hold her top up and let Bobby feel her tits bare.

He used the bottom of a dusty, tattered green curtain to clean up then hobbled down the stairs and out into the garden. There was a shell of a small glasshouse that was once used to grow vegetables for the kitchen. Behind the glasshouse was a section of ground bordered with rotting railway sleepers that had been exclusively used to grow Mister Ray’s onions, and hidden in amongst the weeds Nigel had his three marijuana plants.

He stripped a few leaves and stuffed them into an empty tobacco packet then pocketed it. He pushed his wheelbarrow across an open field and through a small creek, then on past the rusted metal frame of the windmill, slowing as he passed the exact spot where, on a cold winter’s afternoon in 1992, he had violently attacked Mister Ray.

He vividly remembered the way Mister Ray’s skull had split open under the force of the blow. He could still feel the sodden thud through the axe handle. It felt exactly the same as one time old Amos had made him kill a sick calf with the blunt edge of an axe. He had used the back of the axe head on Mister Ray and had positioned his convulsing body in such a way that it would appear he had hit his head on the metal frame of the windmill. And indeed that’s what the police investigation had concluded.

The day after he had carried out the lord’s retribution there had been no report of Mister Ray’s body being discovered though, and that was when Nigel decided to return with old Amos’s butcher’s knife. It was just on dawn and Mister Ray’s hair had been tinged with frost. His skin had been grey and rubbery and his scalp had peeled away from his scull much the same as a lamb’s skin peeled away from its moist, fatty flesh.

Nigel turned away from the windmill and limped on through the forest and into town. He approached Henry Tebbit who looked up from a car he was working on in the laneway beside his garage.

“Hello Nigel. How are you?”

“I’m good. Have you got it?”

“Yeah it’s sitting over there on the bench. There’s an old aerial you can have too if you want.”

“Is it going to work?” Nigel asked. It had been years since he’d had a working television set.

“It works fine. Just be careful not to bump it around too much on your way home though. Do you want a lift?”

“No I don’t want a lift.” Nigel produced the tobacco packet and handed it over. “Is that enough?”

“Yeah that’s fine,” Henry agreed, and Nigel placed the television and aerial in the wheelbarrow, nodded his thanks and started off home.


The Light Girl

Bobby lay watching the light girl in his bedroom doorway. It had been a few nights since her last visit, and the last time he had travelled around the house with her playing and having fun. She seemed sad again though.

He slipped from his body and floated over to her. They never touched, and he didn’t know if they could. She moved out onto the landing and beckoned for him to follow.

He trailed her down the stairs and out onto the veranda. They had played out there before but he didn’t like it and wanted to go back inside. She pleaded with him. She couldn’t speak but he felt what she was feeling and thinking, and she didn’t want to play that night. She wanted to show him something. It was something very important.

Bobby was afraid but she had asked the trees and they had promised they would be friendly that night. She moved to the road and he followed as far as his gate. She waited for him. She said if they went together everything would be okay. He looked beyond into the forest. The trees were dark but they were round and their arms were tucked away. He thought they may have been sleeping.

The light girl was floating toward them and Bobby followed her. Above, the sky was shifting. It was alive with something wanting. He felt it drawing him upward but he had to stay near the ground. The wind in the trees was cold and black and if he went too close it would suck him in and he would never be able to get away. But he stayed in the middle of the road and the light girl stayed with him. She was close beside him and she was happy he was going with her, but deep down she was very sad that night.

He wondered if he could see her face. He never tried to look at her when he was close because he knew she was a secret. He wanted to look right then but he didn’t dare. He looked back at the waking trees. Their arms were moving and the light girl said they must hurry. They left the road and went along a small track into the forest. The trees were too close but they were still sleeping. Only the ones behind were waking up.

The light girl had started to cry and Bobby felt her pain in his heart. There was a clearing ahead and a small house. He knew that house but he didn’t know it right then. The door was open and there were people inside. The light girl was gone and the trees were all awake and lashing at him. There was laughter in the house and screaming too. It was light inside. He could see through the windows.

He could see men standing around cheering and he knew the light girl was in there. She was lying on the floor with a man on top of her. Bobby could see it like he was standing over her but he was behind their fat, sweaty shoulders. He knew them. He knew them all, but he didn’t know them right then. The one on top of her was dark and evil and Bobby could feel her soft, clean skin through his disgusting hands.

He could feel the bones in her arms as she struggled. He could see the chain cutting into her skin and he tried to hold her arms still. He saw her eyes. He saw the horror and fear in her eyes. The onion men were purging her demons but he wanted to help her. He wanted to stop them but their shoulders were sweaty and slippery and they were too fat and too heavy.

Bobby sat bolt upright in bed.

“Katie!” he yelled. “Katie!” he yelled again.

His throat was dry and hoarse and his chest was heaving. The knowledge he was alone in the house slowly crept over him and he reached to his bedside cabinet and clutched the silver crucifix. He got out of bed and hurried downstairs. It was black in the house but outside the sky was a dull pink. It was five in the morning and soon he would have to get ready for work.

He turned on the lights and huddled in a lounge chair. The light girl’s eyes were burnt into his mind but it was just a bad dream he told himself. “It was just a dream because I’m not a sinner,” he said aloud as he stroked the crucifix. “I’m not a sinner anymore Mummy. I’m not a Satan spawn because I’m strong now, and no one can hurt girls because I’ll smash them. I’ll bust their heads open, won’t I Katie?”

Bobby had lifted a framed photograph of himself and Kate from the wall-unit beside the chair he was sitting in. He sat with the photograph in one hand and the crucifix in the other. His mind drifted into thoughts of driving the tractor at his new job, then on to ideas he had for fixing the timber mill one day when Kate said he could ask Mister Rose about buying it.   

He took his latest scrapbook from beneath the coffee table. He peeled it open, thumbing past the surfers and the television women and parting the big crinkly paged book at the section with his crane pictures.

He smoothed over the glossy magazine cut-outs, marvelling at them and wondering which one would be the best to get. He had three favourites, and each one slotted into the picture in his mind, but the next section was cargo ships, and he was distracted by the thought of the crane that lifted the containers at the dock. He didn’t have a picture of one of those and wondered where he could find one.

Maybe Katie can help me to find one, he mused, and he turned another page and thumbed a picture of a bikini beach girl. It was his first beach girl, Lisa. Although it wasn’t exactly her, rather a picture of a girl who looked like her.

“But we mustn’t let Daddy see you,” Bobby muttered, smoothing over her face, and he thumbed to the next page where he had a picture of a girl who looked just like Maria, and on the opposite page he had pictures of two more beach girls who looked like Louise and Carla. “Because you’re my secret beach girls now, aren’t you?”  

Bobby sat studying his scrapbook until the sun came up, then he made his lunch and had some cereal and a glass of juice. He was too frightened to go upstairs so he used the work clothes from the day before and dressed in the laundry. He remembered the trees as he walked toward the forest but they were just normal trees and they didn’t scare him. He walked quickly along the road, and when he came to the turn off to Goran Hut he knew the small house in his dream. He hurried past, peering up into the forest and started jogging as a cold shiver attacked him.

Mr Cosgrove was waiting and set Bobby to loading wooden crates of peaches and plums onto a truck bound for market. Bobby lost himself in the need to butt the boxes neatly against each other in order to fit them all on the truck.


Rapture to Fear

Alyssa dawdled along Mill Road on her way to work. She had plenty of time and intended to waste it and not arrive at the shop a minute before ten. She had been daydreaming about what she should wear that evening when she would visit Bobby.

He was incredibly worked up yesterday and fucked her a second time a few hours after the first. He ended up cumming inside her three times and seemed to produce a lot of semen if the force of his throbbing and how much she was dripping from him all evening was anything to go by.

Alyssa was particularly excited to try and get Bobby to let her suck him off today. She had experienced that with three different guys so far and was looking forward to having it be a different and more positive thing to remember.

She was fine with the first two guys, who were experimenting with sex like she was. The last one however was a guy she was going steady with for a few months and he used to want it all the time. He had a car and would take her for drives out of town and park somewhere and talk her into doing it again and again.

It spoilt the whole idea for her and she wanted to try it again with someone nicer, although she was a little concerned that Bobby would produce too much semen for her to swallow.

She was thinking about that and blushing excitedly to herself when she was startled from her thoughts by a brisk hello from Ben McEwen. He approached and she met his smile. “Hi Ben. How are you?”

“I’m good. Been keeping out of trouble. How about you?”

Alyssa had been sneaking over the back fence every day to visit Bobby and fully expected to be found out. Ben had of course seen her with Bobby, and she wondered whether he had told anyone. “Are you implying something?” she asked playfully.

“No, I’m not implying anything. It’s good to see you smiling these days.”

“Thanks. I’m feeling pretty happy as a matter of fact.”

“That would be Bobby?” Ben ventured. “He’s a nice guy.”

“He is. Only, I haven’t told anyone yet. I’m not looking forward to Mum.”

“So it’s serious?” Ben asked, sitting on a brick fence and folding his arms.

Alyssa suddenly felt she had a big brother. “I guess. It’s hard to tell with Bobby because he gets distracted, but I think he likes me.”

“I noticed something,” Ben said thoughtfully. “Last week when I asked him how his job was going he checked with you, like he needed your approval. I noticed him doing that with Kate. Maybe it means something that he’s trusting you now.”

“Yeah maybe, but I can hear Mum screaming that he’s too old.”

Ben chuckled. “Yeah I can see that.”

“Oh, and that’s funny is it? I thought you were on my side then for a minute.”

“I am on your side. I’m really happy for you.”

Alyssa liked Ben’s sincerity. It reminded her of feelings she had discarded. “So what happened with you and Kate? Bobby says she asks about you when she calls.”

Ben’s head lifted. “She does? What does she ask?”

His eyes had flashed and set intensely. Alyssa giggled. “Like that, is it?”

“Like what?” He was suddenly blushing.

“Like you’ve got it bad for the princess.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“I think she just asks if Bobby has seen you around. I think she might be interested.”

Ben nodded and changed the subject. “Is your granddad home?”

“I think so.”

“I’ll see ya,” he said and stood and strolled away toward her house.

“Don’t say anything about me and Bobby okay?”

Ben smiled back at her and waved and Alyssa hurried along to work.

The four-hour shift passed in a mindless haze that occasionally included a customer distracting her from her thoughts. That afternoon she bathed and spent an hour on her nails whilst her younger brother and sister did homework and played video games. She prepared the evening meal in time for her parents to arrive home, and after dinner she announced she was meeting girlfriends and would be late home.

Bobby was working out on his gym when Alyssa approached. She stood leaning against the door frame watching the muscles in his arms and shoulders bulge and strain and the ones in his chest and abdomen quiver. She met his eyes and smiled but he looked away and continued rattling the machine.

Alyssa plucked at the hem of the little floral dress she had worn especially. She had seen Bobby in his mood before and thought about leaving him with it. She decided to go inside and wait for a while. It usually passed quickly.

She was watching television with her feet tucked up on the lounge when he came inside half an hour later. He went directly upstairs and showered. When he came back down he approached with a broad grin splitting his face. “You look pretty,” he declared.

They usually played Rummy or Concentration with a greasy dog-eared deck of cards with a picture of a cottage on the back. After a few games Alyssa crawled across the playing area in the middle of the lounge room floor and kissed Bobby deeply and passionately. He responded. She crawled over him and straddled his waist. His big firm hand claimed her lower back and as his mouth opened over her neck she was crushed to his body and flipped over to be covered by the giant of a man.

She submitted to his lips and tongue against her neck and she ground herself against his crotch. He was firm and with her dress around her waist, she split herself over the bulge in his shorts.

Alyssa’s eyes had been closed with the rapturous thrill coursing through her body. They rolled open as Bobby’s hand closed over her breast and right then she saw a face in the window. It was the face of Nigel Khel. She recognised his sallow features and greasy hair immediately, and she shrieked and tried to push away from Bobby. She wriggled and squirmed.

“Bobby there’s someone there,” she squealed and she pushed at his chest, but he claimed her arms and forced her back onto the floor. He held her wrists above her head in one hand and pinned her with his thighs. His face was ashen and his eyes were dead. He ripped her dress open and she screamed and kicked at him.

The room was spinning. Alyssa’s heart was in her throat. She fought and thrashed with all her strength. She could feel a hand groping her face and she thought she saw tears in Bobby’s eyes before he was suddenly running from the house.

She scurried to the corner behind the lounge. Bobby had gone out the front door and left it open. She thought of Nigel Khel and feared he would come in but moments passed and nothing happened. She crawled to the phone. She had seen where there were two numbers taped to it in case of emergency. One was Kate’s, and the other was Ben McEwen.


An Awkward Reunion

Ben

I roared into the driveway less than a minute after taking the call from Alyssa. I found her at the door clutching her dress in front with tears streaming down her face. “Are you hurt?”

“I’m okay. But there’s something wrong with him. His face was different. His eyes were, I don’t know, just wrong!”

“Where is he now?” I searched in through the door.

“He ran off. I don’t know where. He ran out the door and Nigel Khel was here but he’s gone too.”

“Come on. Let’s get you home for now.”

I led Alyssa through the backyard and up to the door of her house. “I’ll go in alone,” she said. “I’ll tell Mum and Dad, but I’m fine really.”

Returning to Bobby’s house I quickly checked around the yard. I walked out to the road hoping to see where he may have gone. I thought I saw something and jogged down to the corner. In the sharp moonlight I made out the form of someone hurrying along, perhaps half a mile away.

I ran back to my car and just caught sight of the figure disappearing up Goran Hut Road. As my headlights swung around the figure darted into the bush but I had recognised the distinctive limp of Nigel Khel. I stopped by the road where he had vanished and shone my flashlight into the trees but there was no movement. I stayed a while searching the shadows.

I decided I could pick up Nigel easily enough, and I returned to my car and rolled along toward Goran Hut. I found Bobby wandering by the roadside and pulled up beside him.

Bobby stopped walking and stood with his shoulders stooped and his head hanging. I got out of my car and approached cautiously. “Bobby what’s going on?”

There was no reply so I stopped a few yards away and waited. Bobby had not moved nor lifted his head. “Are you okay?” I asked. “Alyssa’s fine. You didn’t hurt her.”

Still Bobby offered no response so I waited another moment. I needed to control the situation, to get the big guy to a safe place. “Will you come back with me?” I asked stepping closer and extending a hand. “Come on, we’ll drive back to town and we’ll call Kate okay?”

I ushered Bobby toward the car with him offering no resistance. He sat with his head still bowed. I said nothing more until I had pulled up outside the police station. “It will be best if you stay here tonight okay?” I tried to attract Bobby’s gaze but it was blank and downcast. Again the bigger man offered no resistance as I led him into the station house and down to the cells.

“The girl’s fine and we’ll sort him out with the sergeant in the morning,” I said to the duty officer Barry Fitzgerald, and I left Bobby lying on a bunk with his arm over his face.

I returned to Alyssa’s house. She appeared at the door wrapped in a heavy flannelette bathrobe. “Is he okay?” she asked, chewing at her lower lip as her eyes watered a little. Her mother was by her side and her father appeared at her shoulder.

I addressed them all. “We’ve got him in a cell for the night and the sergeant will deal with him tomorrow. We’ll probably need a statement but there’s nothing to be done tonight.”

“I don’t think he meant any harm,” Alyssa mumbled.

“What time should we come down in the morning?” her father asked flatly.

“We’ll give you a call Noel. We’ll need to round up Nigel Khel and see what he was up to as well. You say he was peeking in the window?”

“I’m not sure now.” Alyssa pulled her bathrobe more firmly around her body. “It was the window right by the front door so he may have been just visiting.”

“Alright, we’ll sort it out tomorrow.”

I left the Lloyd family and returned to Bobby’s house. I slumped on the lounge and opened my mobile phone. I scrolled to Kate’s number, took a deep breath and pressed the green button. The phone rang three times. My heart thumped.

“Hello.”

“Hello Kate, it’s Ben McEwen from Goran Vale.”

There was a moment of thick silence. “Hi.” Kate’s voice was flat.

“How is your holiday? How is the weather?” I swallowed.

“Fine.”

I walked over to the front door and toed at the door mat. I shook off awkward apprehension. “Something’s happened Kate. It’s why I’m calling. Bobby’s in a bit of trouble.”

“What’s happened?” Kate’s voice was suddenly alive. “Is he okay?”

“He’s fine for the moment. He assaulted a young girl and we’ve got him confined to a cell for the night.”

“He what? There must be some mistake. He would never hurt… what girl?”

“Young Alyssa. I found her at his house crying and her wrists are injured. Apparently he held her down and ripped her dress.”

“Ohmygod is she alright?”

“She’s okay. She fought him off and he ran into the forest. I brought him back but he’s not talking. He’ll need to explain himself in the morning Kate. Is there anyone close by I could call?”

“I’ll be there in two hours. He’s at the police station you say?”

“Yeah for now.”

“Thanks. Thank you for calling.”

“I, um, I’ll see you—” The line went dead before I had a chance to say anything more.

I pocketed my phone and secured the house. I stood for a moment on the front porch and got to thinking about Bobby, about the fact he had seemingly attacked Alyssa, and about the fact he ended up near Goran Hut with Nigel Khel following along after him. I got back in my car and rolled down the main road to the Goran Hut turn off. The sandstone track was glowing in the crisp moonlight. I turned onto it and drove slowly up into the trees.

I studied the depths of the forest as my vehicle noiselessly rolled along. I examined each shadow, half expecting it to come to life in the form of Nigel Khel. I wondered what Nigel’s story was. Perhaps he was just an innocent visitor, but what would either of them be interested in at Goran Hut in the middle of the night?

I parked my vehicle next to a rusted information sign that detailed the history of the site and of the Goran family.  I took a flashlight and searched the area around the hut. There was a post and rail fence surrounding it, which extended into a small clearing to form yards for livestock, and nestled at the far end of the yards was a lean-to that would have been used for nursing animals.

I had no idea what I was looking for, but I had never stopped at the hut before so I climbed into the yard and had a look in the lean-to. It contained a row of nesting boxes, probably for chickens I imagined. They had deteriorated to the point they were crumbling into the dirt.

I climbed out of the yard and shone my flashlight further into the clearing and found another small enclosure bordered by a wrought iron fence. I walked up the rocky slope and found a burial ground. There were three headstones: Sabine Goran, wife and mother, had died in 1877 at the age of 42. Wilfred Herman Goran, beloved son, had died in 1861 at the age of two. Elle Sabine Goran, beloved daughter, had died in 1866 at the age of 12. I recalled the legend of Herman Goran, who had apparently burned to death in a bush fire in 1890 though his body was never recovered.

I walked down the slope and shone my light into the back window of the hut. It was a simple two room structure of ironbark posts and bolted slats and a corrugated iron roof. It was raised on sandstone blocks and had a timber floor. There was a broad veranda around two sides.

I stepped up onto the veranda and had a look in the door. In the main living area I found the shell of a combustion stove and a heavy wooden bench that had a deep porcelain tub set within it. There was a layer of caked dust in the bottom of the tub along with a spoon and a rusted bean tin.

In one corner of the room was a blanket and there was a coat lying on the floor beside it. There was another small tin on the floor beside the bench and I lifted a paper bag from it that had the Johnson Hardware logo celebrating 70 years of service from 1914 to 1984. In the paper bag was a clump of rusted nails.

There were beer bottles strewn around the floor and in the doorway of the other room I found a Sydney newspaper from 1992.

There was a wooden box with a burnt candle set up next to another blanket in the corner of that room. There was a leather boot lying in the middle of the floor with two more beer bottles, and protruding from the edge of the blanket was a lacy piece of cloth that I extracted and discovered to be a bra. There was a small tobacco tin on the floor behind the box.

I picked it up and opened it to find fishing hooks and sinkers. The other leather boot was bundled in the blanket. Near the wall in the larger room was a small stainless-steel chain and an oval shaped loop bolted to the floor. The chain was about two inches long and made from odd looking, chunky square links. I fiddled with it thinking it may have been the handle of a trapdoor, but the floor was solid.

I left Goran Hut the way I found it and decided I would return in the morning for a look around in daylight. I drove back to town and stopped in front of the Khel property. There was a dim light coming from the window, and after a few minutes a curtain moved. I left my car by the road and took my flashlight. I approached the house and knocked. There was no sound within and the light from inside had been extinguished. “You there Nigel?” I called out briskly. “I just want to speak with you.”

There was no response and after knocking again I stepped back. I waited, listening intently for any activity in the house. I suddenly caught a flash of movement in the small window at my feet. I crouched down and shone my flashlight. There was a face but it quickly disappeared. I shone my light in through the window and thought I could see the shadow of a person’s head. “You there Nigel?” I called out again, but there was no movement from the shadow.

I stood and backed away. I would like to have known what Nigel was doing at Bobby’s house and wandering in the forest but I needed to be officially on duty so tomorrow would have to suffice, I reasoned, and returned to my car and drove home.

I had left my house open and the television on. Rex was waiting at the door beating his tail excitedly, and two of the stray cats were on the doorstep rubbing up against a pot plant and a pair of boots. I had a few scraps from dinner and shared them between the dog and cats. I chained Rex up for the night and returned to the mess I had made of my living room over the past week.

Since my last female visitor the evening before Valentine’s Day I had neglected my household chores and allowed the daily clutter to accumulate. I flicked through the television channels and found golf. I had dozed off a few hours later when there was a knock at the door.

“Kate! Hi…” I rubbed the sleep from my eyes.

“Hi Ben. I’m sorry but I saw your light was still on.”

“No that’s fine. Please, come in. Do you want to go and see Bobby?”

Kate edged past and stood stretching the front of a faded green sweatshirt and wringing her hands in it. “I’ve seen him. The other officer let me stay with him for a while. He told me something and I don’t know what to do.”

“Would you like a drink? I have some bourbon or—”

“Coffee. I’d like some coffee please?”

I showed Kate to the dining table and went into the kitchen to make the coffee. I didn’t know whether to wait there for the water to boil or go back. I decided to wait, and after a few minutes I took coffee back with me.

Kate nodded her thanks. Her eyes had reddened with tears. “I think he may have hurt that girl.” She looked up and met my eyes bravely. “He wasn’t making much sense but he kept on saying ‘they were laying on her’ and ‘we did it to her’. He didn’t say who else but there were others involved too. He kept going on about their fat shoulders and onion breath.”

Kate broke down sobbing and I went to her. There was nothing I could say so I held her and stroked her hair until she began to settle and push away from me. I didn’t have tissues but I had paper towel in the kitchen so I brought the roll and tore off a square. Kate took it and a strained giggle escaped the anguish in her face as she looked around the room. “What happened here?”

“The maid quit,” I lied openly.

“It looks better. More homey and comfortable, if you ask me.”

I sat down again and sipped my coffee. I waited a few moments before asking, “So Bobby’s memory has returned?”

“Um no, not exactly. He was going on about his dreams about the light girl or something, but I think it was real.”

“Okay, so we’re talking about what Bobby has imagined to be true, not necessarily what happened.”

“He thinks he helped to rape her. He talked about being on top of her and feeling her skin. God I can’t believe he could do that!”

“Does he have a doctor Kate? A psychiatrist?”

“No. Not anymore. He hasn’t been for years.”

“We will have to track down someone to see him tomorrow. I don’t know if he will be charged for assaulting young Alyssa or not but he obviously needs some professional help.”

“I’ll call Mum in the morning. She’ll know what to do.”

“Okay that’s good. It’s only a few hours. It’s probably best to try and get some sleep.”

Kate nodded and glanced down then her eyes lifted. “Can I stay here please? I can’t go to that house now.”

“Here? Yes of course you can! You can have the bedroom. I’ll crash on the lounge. I’ll get some clean sheets.”

“No wait! Just get me a blanket. I’ll be fine on the lounge. But I do need a shower.”

“The shower’s right there Kate. But I’ll take the lounge.”

I tried to offer a smile but she stood plucking at her sweatshirt and staring into some other reality. I searched for clean sheets in the linen cupboard whilst she went to get her bag from her car.

“I’ll do that.” She claimed the sheets I had found. “Are you sure this is all right? I don’t want to put you out.”

“I’ve got to get up in a few hours and I often sleep on the lounge anyway. Please, make yourself at home and I’ll be gone when you wake up. But help yourself in the kitchen and I’ll check in with you later in the day.”

Kate lifted and gently brushed my cheek with her lips. “Thank you.”


Unrealistic or Not

Ben

I lay staring at the ceiling and listening to the sound of water running in the shower. I tried to fight off the thought of Kate. She was in trouble and I was the only person in town she knew. There was nothing more to it than that. I needed to realise that, understand it and remember it. The fact that a woman who stopped my heart with a bat of an eyelash was in my shower and about to sleep in my bed was nothing to be distracted by. I rolled over and pulled my pillow over my head.

How the situation could lead to anything other than a dead end I could not imagine. What if Bobby were convicted of murder? Wouldn’t I serve as a constant reminder of a chapter in Kate’s life she would sooner forget? And what of my job? It was my responsibility to help pursue the facts and evidence with impartiality, which meant I must pursue Bobby’s apparent confession and in essence, attempt to put him behind bars. Not exactly grounds for a guy to launch a bid for romance, I thought as I pulled the pillow tighter around my head to blot out the sound of water running over Kate.

I listened intently to every sound Kate made. I heard her pull back the shower curtain. I heard her wet feet padding across the tiled floor. I heard the bathroom door open and could smell her essence on the steamy air that drifted through the small house. I listened for the bedroom door closing, but that sound never came. Then I heard the bed springs creak.

I lay awake wondering what side of the bed she was sleeping on. I wondered which pillows she was using, and it occurred to me she mustn’t have changed the sheets or pillowcases. I wondered what she was looking at or if she had closed her eyes already.

The three hours until morning passed in intermittent spells of half-sleep and long minutes spent staring at the ceiling. I showered and had breakfast as noiselessly as possible. I needed to go into my bedroom to get clothes for work so I crept through the door with my heart in my throat.

Kate’s soft brown hair was strewn across my favourite pillow, and her slender form was stretched diagonally across the bed. She had the blankets tucked up under her chin but I stole a peep at her face as I collected my clothing.

I stopped at the door and turned to look back again.

Unrealistic or not, I had to have her.


Nothing Platonic About This

Ben

Sergeant Edwards was a lanky, stoop-necked man of 58. I stood at his shoulder whilst Barry Fitzgerald walked around the small wrought iron fence that enclosed the Goran family graves.

“Can you see it?” Barry asked pointing to the ground. The three graves were in a line. He was indicating that there may have been a fourth unmarked grave, as was a local legend. It was commonly believed the ground had sunk in that spot in the past ten years.

I stepped over the fence. “It looks like a depression in the ground right here,” I suggested, getting on my knees and feeling the shape of the earth beneath the long grass. “It’s like when you pull out a stump. You can fill the hole but the ground is never compacted enough, and over time it forms a depression.”

Barry and I took a shovel each and carefully lifted the grass from what appeared to be the grave site. The earth was damp and soft but we had no idea at what depth we might find human remains, so the task of removing layers of soil was slow and meticulous. Barry went back to town mid-morning and brought drinks and food and two men from the local council.

Still nothing was uncovered by lunchtime, and the hole was beyond waist deep. Sergeant Edwards had a thoughtful expression marring his narrow face. “I don’t know if we’re going to find anything men, but I have to agree the layers of soil are uneven, and it does look like the ground has been disturbed before. I’d say if there was ever a body there it’s been moved.”

“What now then?” I asked. “We should go a little bit deeper shouldn’t we? At least another few feet.”

“Barry you had better go and get some sleep. I’ll leave you with it for the afternoon Ben. I’ve got Senior Detective Grier arriving at two and we’ll see if she can get anything more out of Bobby Ray. You keep the fellows going and take that down another few feet. Call in if you find anything.”

I was left with the two council workers and we scraped away at the increasingly dense earth and took the hole down to bedrock that afternoon. It was a long, frustrating day and I had a sore back and blistered hands. I called into the station and found Sergeant Edwards chatting with Detective Grier, a sharp featured woman of fifty with a spool of black and grey hair pinned to the top of her head with blue spikes. I reported that the site had been empty and asked if Bobby had offered any further information.

Susan Grier smiled and shrugged. “He confessed to dreaming about a girl. He can’t identify her or the other men involved in attacking her. The young woman, Alyssa Lloyd, claims to be responsible for the roughing up she got last night. Bobby Ray has been released.”

I nodded and left my superiors to deal with it. I returned home to find a note pinned on my front door:

Mum’s here now and we’ll be staying at the motel

Thanks so much for your help last night. K.

The bed had been made and the kitchen had been cleaned. I had a beer then a shower, then another beer and was about to put some dinner on when Kate rang and invited me to dine with her, her mother and Bobby at the motel restaurant. Half an hour later I was seated across from a strikingly attractive woman with hair of deep burgundy with Kate’s eyes and smile, introduced as Gwen.

Bobby sat quietly throughout the meal and I avoided talking about his situation as much as possible. The women spoke freely though, and I learnt that Gwen was a psychiatric nurse and that she was involved in Bobby’s treatment and care when he was institutionalised in his early twenties. She was particularly interested in his dreams.

“They’re not necessarily accurate reflections of actual events. They’re more likely to be representative of emotions experienced during incidents that have been subdued.”

“So it doesn’t mean he actually hurt the girl,” Kate confirmed as she squeezed Bobby’s hand.

“I don’t like it when girls are being hurt Katie. I didn’t mean to hurt Alyssa Officer McEwen. I like Alyssa. She’s my friend.”

I checked with Kate before responding. “I don’t think she’s badly hurt Bobby. You frightened her more than anything. What were you thinking?”

“I don’t remember what happened. Alyssa was crying and I was laying on her and I ran away. I thought I was having a dream.”

“Well we’ll have a talk to Doctor Matheson about that, won’t we Bobby?” Gwen had the soothing, conciliatory tone of a mother. “And what’s happening over this side of the table, hey Bobby? Do you think Katie likes Ben?”

“Mum!”

“I think she does Gwen. And I think Ben likes Katie too. He took Katie for a date and when she came home her hair was mussed up.”

“Bobby! Sorry Ben. They’re so embarrassing.”

“Huh!” Gwen exclaimed. “We can see the pair of you stealing glances. Now Ben, don’t take any notice of Katie’s ‘I’m so cool’ bullshit. She’s a big romantic underneath.”

“Mum! God!”

“I can see where Kate gets her tact from Gwen.” My laugh was tentative but it was well received.

“Well tact is overrated, and sometimes it’s best to just say what you think,” Gwen argued. “Bobby taught me that.”    

I had been stealing glances and I had caught Kate’s glance a number of times during the meal. Gwen claimed the bill and took Bobby home, announcing that Kate and I looked like we needed some time alone. After an awkward moment of silence I managed to say something.

“Well I spent all day digging what we thought may have been Melanie Rose’s grave site but we didn’t find anything.”

Kate looked up from the tablecloth she was fiddling with. “He couldn’t hurt a girl,” she stated simply and categorically.

I nodded. I thought of her concern the previous night. She had obviously been worried Bobby may have been involved in the abduction and murder of Melanie Rose. That concern must have passed though and right then she had a light in her eyes that I recognised as determination.

“There’s no way Bobby would have possessed the maturity to abduct someone when he was, what, twenty years old. He was a big goofy kid when Mum brought him home back then. There’s no way he could have murdered anyone.”

“Who’s Doctor Matheson?” I asked. I wasn’t about to argue, and what Kate said made sense. Bobby was still only a child.

“That’s Bobby’s old doctor and one of my mum’s flings from a few years ago.” Kate suddenly blushed. “I’m sorry about Mum.”

“Why? I liked her. Straight to the point and no mincing words!”

Kate had taken to fiddling with the tablecloth again. She went on, offering only a brief upward glance as she spoke. “Thanks for putting me up last night. You’re a good friend.”

The softness and sincerity in her tone touched me deeply but I had to swallow the platonic connotation. I nodded a reply and couldn’t help yawning. After a long day, and having only a few hours’ sleep the night before, I was quite tired. I stood and waited for Kate to walk ahead.

“You’re staying here at the motel?” I asked, wondering whether she would have to walk back to Bobby’s house.

“No we’re all staying at Bobby’s place. I’ll be okay with Mum there.”

“Can I walk you?”

“Oh I have my car. Lazy huh?”

I ushered Kate from the restaurant. I held the door open and touched her back as she slipped past. Her skin was warm and clingy through the thin fabric of her blouse, and there was nothing platonic in the tingly rush that surged through my chest. She gave a final, fleeting glance as she got into her car, holding my gaze for longer that time.

I strolled home and stripped off. I folded back my bed clothes and slipped in and drew from my pillow the scent of that long brown hair.

Was that hurt I had seen in Kate’s parting look, or perhaps anger? I wondered about that and about whether I should have called her again after the chinless guy had answered her phone.

Maybe I did over-react a little I mused, but sleep came quickly.


The Forbidden Zone

Ben

I awoke late the next morning. It was my day off. I lay staring at the ceiling wondering what a local person would want with nails at Goran Hut in 1984. At least the paper bag was from Johnson’s Hardware in 1984, which meant it could have ended up at the hut within a few years of that, perhaps even late 1986. And what would be the use of nails at that time? The only timber was the walls, which were bolted, and the doors and the floor. Obviously nails would be to either make or repair something. Perhaps they were to repair one of the doors or maybe the floor. But why would anyone wish to repair anything at Goran Hut?

I cooked up a big breakfast of eggs, bacon and tomato. I ate then took a shovel, a crowbar and a thick pair of leather gloves from my garage. I rolled through town and down to Goran Hut Road. A light speckle of rain showered my windscreen, and by the time I arrived at the hut it had become a downpour. I gathered my tools and hurried inside as the sky opened up and a clap of thunder shook the ground.

As I suspected the doors were constructed with bolts, and the only nails were those in the floor. I broke a rusted nail off the clump in the bag and got on my hands and knees. There were several types used in different areas of the floor. I matched the one from the bag with an area in the corner of the main living room along the wall separating the bedroom. I got up to retrieve the crowbar and caught sight of a figure standing by the hole I had dug the previous day.

Thick sheets of rain were slashing the tin roof. The sky was black and the daylight was reduced to a dull grey. Through the gloom I recognised the frail, emaciated form of Tom Lloyd with his head bowed and a whisky bottle clutched in his hand.

I walked out onto the veranda and called to my friend. There was no response from the older man so I yelled to him again, but the thrashing of the rain on the tin roof of the hut was deafening. Tom’s vehicle was abandoned in the trees with the door open and rain teeming in. The old man stood motionless and I decided it best not to disturb him.

I returned to the hut with my crowbar. The floor was constructed of broad hardwood planks, six inches wide and eight feet long. There were three rows of nails, one at each end and one in the middle. The plank closest to the wall had the small steel chain and loop bolted to it. I chose the third plank from the wall and wedged the crowbar and levered. It creaked and gave way. I lifted it clear and got on my knees to have a look beneath.

My heart instantly clenched. An icy chill surged through my being. The rainwater was flowing through a furrow in the ground and partially exposed was a human skeleton. There was a hand, a skull, a ribcage, part of the right leg and a complete right arm. The skeleton was intact except for the hand, which was lying separate and appeared to have been washed about twelve inches along the furrow in the ground.

I turned at the feel of another presence in the room and met the dead eyes of Tom Lloyd. “She’s here Tom,” I uttered thickly. “They must have moved her.”

Tom approached and dropped to his knees. He took a breath and his head moved up and down in slow acknowledgment then it shook as his eyes welled with tears. I touched his shoulder and felt the older man’s body convulse. He began to sob and collapsed sideways onto the floor. I moved back and stood by the door. I gave the old sergeant a few minutes and when Tom stood I approached again.

“I need to call this in Tom. Will you stay here?”

Tom nodded. “It was the retard?”

“We don’t know. It looks like he may have been involved.”

Tom took a swig from the bottle he still held. He took another deep breath, which seemed to fill his frame. He shook his head slowly and deliberately. “I’ll wait here,” he said, and he wedged the whisky bottle under his arm and took a pouch of tobacco from his pocket and started building a cigarette.

“We don’t know for sure what involvement Bobby Ray has had here Tom. He must have remembered the girl was here somewhere but there were others involved.”

Tom glanced up as he licked his cigarette and rolled it. “I’m not going to do anything stupid.” There was no emotion in his voice. “Let’s just get her out of here.”

I didn’t have a radio in my car and wasn’t carrying a phone. I drove back to town and sat for a moment outside the station house thinking of the implications for Bobby Ray. No doubt he would be brought in for further questioning but I seriously doubted he was capable of murder.

I thought again of Nigel Khel and wondered if he had any involvement. He had been a friend of Bobby’s back then, and he was following him to Goran Hut the other night. Perhaps he was concerned about the girl’s remains being discovered. Perhaps Nigel Khel was the one who moved her and in that case, why would he?

I fronted my boss and explained the situation. Sergeant Edwards immediately called Detective Grier. “Thanks Ben. Send Barry in would you?”

“Should I stick around?” I asked.

“No, we’ve got it. We’ll see you next shift.” 

I was pleased to be freed. It would be a painstaking process to retrieve the remains and there would be no identity established for at least 24 hours. I was more concerned with what effect the situation would have on Kate. I decided to drop in and let her know what was happening.

I hurried to my car and rolled down the hill. The rain had set to a steady downpour and I got soaked as I ran to the veranda. I pasted my hair back and knocked then waited wringing my hands.

“Hello again,” Kate offered amicably. She had come to the door with a big, pink dressing gown wrapped around her body, hugging herself against the cold wind howling through the open doorway.

“May I come in for a moment?” I returned formally. “I have some news about the missing girl.”

Kate moved back and I stepped inside the house and closed the door. I was dripping and remained near the door so I wouldn’t wet the rug on the floor. Kate kept a good distance. She waited with folded arms and a questioning look on her face.

“We found her remains up where I found Bobby walking the other night. It looks like someone killed her there at Goran Hut and buried her beneath the floor. They’re up there now. They’ll probably want to question Bobby again.”

“He did see her killed then?” Kate’s voice trailed off weakly.

“It looks like he may have. It’s hard to say what would have happened, but he must have been there at least.”

“Well what’s going to happen now? Bobby’s not here. Mum took him to Sydney to see his doctor.”

“I don’t know what they’ll do exactly Kate. I’ll try to keep you informed as best I can. They’ll be all day up there going over the site and probably won’t even have identified the remains until tomorrow. Anyway don’t worry. I’m sure everything will be fine for Bobby. I can’t imagine him, you know. He seems too placid for anything violent.”

“Well he didn’t hurt that girl but he’s not that placid when he gets stirred up.” Kate seemed to be explaining something she had already conceived. She moved a little closer and sat on the arm of the lounge chair. “I love him like a brother but he does get violent sometimes. He put three men in hospital once.”

“Yeah I know. That was the assault charge back in ‘98 wasn’t it? But it was self-defence.”

“They were friends of mine. Well, one of them was, only one time he got a bit rough with me in front of Bobby. And Bobby hit him so his two friends tried to do something and all three of them ended up in an ambulance. He’s gentle until provoked.”

“So now you’re saying you think he may have done it?”

“No! I’m saying he hates any violence toward women. Even when it’s on TV he freaks out.” Kate stood. “Do you want some coffee? You’re soaked through.”

I followed and sat at the dining table. Kate put the kettle on and fished a towel from the laundry. She seemed deep in thought and I waited for her to speak again.

She finished making the coffee and sat down opposite. There were suddenly tears in her eyes. “So what did he actually do to that other girl, Alyssa? Did he try to hurt her?”

“Hey no, he didn’t hurt her,” I offered warmly. “I’d seen Alyssa here with him a few times, and it sounds like she instigated things and they got a bit out of hand. I think he frightened her but when I found him he was the one who was shaken up.”

“And she’s all right? I want to go and see her.”

“Sure! I’ll go with you if you like.”

Kate sniffled and smiled lightly. “So what are you doing today anyway? Are you working?”

“No I’m off today. Thought I might sort through my spare room. I think there’s a box of old CD’s in there somewhere.”

“Oh. I was going to call you. It’s a good day to watch movies don’t you think?” Kate was fiddling with a teaspoon and blushing slightly.

“It is! It’s perfect with the rain and all.”

My heart was thumping. I sat looking at Kate as she toyed with the teaspoon, with her head bowed and her hair still ruffled from bed. I could see her supple neck and could easily close my eyes and remember the delicate texture of her skin, how it felt and how it tasted. I could smell her soft, intoxicating scent and I thought of the way she had moaned into my mouth when I kissed her.

“Bobby said something odd last night,” she declared suddenly. “He had a nightmare and came downstairs pretty upset about it. He said he hates how soft her arms are. I asked him whose arms and he said something about her not being very strong and that he wished she was strong like he is now.”

“He wished she was strong enough to fight,” I suggested.

“That’s what he said. Then he went into his shell and when I woke him up to go back to bed he couldn’t remember the dream at all.”

“Perhaps his doctor will be able to sort it out. What your mum said about not taking him too literally made sense. Like his dreams are just metaphoric. I can relate to that.”

Kate shivered and hugged herself in her dressing gown. “Anyway I’m glad Mum’s taken over. Bobby’s always been more open with her.”

“Hey that’s a good movie right there!” I was craning my neck to see the television screen. A movie was about to begin called Good Will Hunting with Matt Damon and Robin Williams.

“I know. I was waiting for it to start. Do you want to stay and watch it?”

“I would but I’m all wet. I really should go home and get changed.”

“Well we could watch it at your place. It’s too creepy here anyway.”

“Okay let’s go.” My heart rate surged again.

“Well I have to put something on. Would you bring your car right up to the steps so I don’t get wet? As close as you can please? I’ll only be a minute.”

The rain was still bucketing down and I got soaked again on the short run to where I had parked on the street. I drove into the driveway as close to the house as I could. Kate jumped into the passenger seat squealing and giggling, clutching a plastic grocery bag that appeared to have clothing in it. “Stop at the shop. We’ll get some munchies.”

By the time we arrived at my house the movie was fifteen minutes in. I quickly changed into dry clothes and settled on the end of the lounge. Kate had her legs tucked up under a frumpy floral skirt at the other end. I was taking up one cushion and she was taking up two. There was a cushion between her feet and my thigh that remained the forbidden zone throughout the movie.

I placed my hand on the cushion sometimes, and Kate’s woolly, pink socks poked from beneath her skirt after a while. Her toes had crossed the line, but the thought of reaching over and touching her was not something I felt sure I would be welcome to do.

With the rain having set in and a brisk southerly whistling beneath the doors it was quite cold. I brought out a blanket Kate cuddled up in. Following Good Will Hunting was a choice between John Wayne on one channel and a Doris Day musical on another. We agreed on the western but Kate soon dozed off.

The next few hours for me were spent at a depth of peace I had not felt in some years. I loved the sound of the rain on the roof and the way it consumed the day, emptying the streets and hunting everyone indoors. My small, antiquated living room would usually serve as a fine sanctuary for my solitude but I welcomed the presence of another being.

It had been so long since I had felt at home, and right then I had a sense of warm contentedness. Of course the presence of a beautiful woman dozing on my lounge on a rainy afternoon was not entirely real. I understood she didn’t truly belong there, but for the moment I was basking in the fantasy.

John Wayne had finished saving the day so I flicked over to a Star Trek rerun. Kate’s pink sock had edged its way across the forbidden zone and was lightly resting against my thigh. I noticed her eyes had opened and mid-way through the second Star Trek rerun she spoke.

“Can I stay over again tonight?”

There was no objection to my insistence that she take the bedroom and I crash on the lounge this time. We stayed up late watching TV and not long after Kate went to bed I was awoken by her slipping onto the lounge in front of me and cuddling herself with my arm.

I said nothing and neither did she. I couldn’t resist the urge to move my hand though, as she’d placed it between her breasts.

I started by stroking softly with my thumb, feeling the roundness of one breast and the texture of her areola through her pyjama top. I didn’t dare touch the nipple but her hand clutching my wrist relaxed and stroked down my arm. It trailed down and over my hip and her long nails dug in as her chest thrust forward and moved her breast beneath my hand.

I was holding her tit and a firm nipple was pressing against the palm of my hand.

I squeezed and massaged and kneaded it. Kate arched for more and squirmed her butt back against my package. I became erect immediately. I couldn’t help that. She was clawing my thigh now and definitely wriggling back against my boner.

I kissed the woman’s neck and she moaned softly and encouragingly. I felt from one of her tits to the other and worked her nipples whilst sucking on the delicate skin of her neck and shoulder.

Kate felt for my cock and got her hand inside the fly of my sleep shorts. She squeezed and stroked me bare and she wriggled and shifted into position, holding my cockhead against her warmth and wetness. I groaned audibly as I sunk into her.

I thrust with my hips. She kept her pelvis flared and her pussy presented for me. I reached in through the buttons of her pyjama top and felt her tits bare, massaging them and pulling on her nipples. I kept kissing and sucking on her neck and making her pant and whimper as I rolled my pelvis and fucked her slow and deep.

“Ah huh like that,” she moaned. “Mmm take me Ben!”

I felt her long nails against my balls and the vibration of her fingers against her clit. I sucked on an ear and groaned into it. “Ah huh, huh,” she whimpered louder and suddenly her fingers stopped vibrating and her slender body tensed and convulsed.

I slammed into her and held still. My own climax hit, erupting from my balls and pulsing in heavy spurts up my shaft and from the head of my cock deep inside the woman.

Her pussy was squeezing tight and throbbing on me. She still had her pelvis flared and she was seated fully on me with her tender flesh suctioned around the base of my shaft and her juices wetting my balls.

I finished unloading but was still hard and remained inside of her. I kept hold of a tit and resumed thrusting and fucking her. She shifted, wiggling up and back a bit and flaring her pelvis even more.

“Uh yeah you’re so hot,” I groaned. “So tight and wet now.”

“Uh huh do you like me like this?” she breathed and gyrated back onto me. “Do you want me again?” she moaned. “Please!”

I worked her onto her front and rode her. She kept her butt raised and braced against my thrusts. I was slamming into her froggy fucking her and slapping loudly against her butt.

I rode her until I was about to blow again then eased up and lay more heavily on her and slow fucked her for a bit. She held the back of my head, keeping me close to the side of her face. “Mmm like that,” she moaned and wiggled and squirmed on the base of my cock, the head of it in her belly and her heat and wetness soaking my balls.

“This feels so good Kate… so right,” I groaned.

“Hmm I know, I love it too. You’re so huge in me and so deep like this… Are you going to cum again… Please?”

“Oh fuck yeah,” I growled and launched into a frenzy of short grinding thrusts. I slowed when my load was about to erupt again and paced myself, not wanting the feel of being inside this woman to end.

“Uh huh like that. Take your time,” she said back over her shoulder. “Enjoy me Ben. I love you holding back like that.”

“You feel so good,” I groaned and measured long deep thrusts in and out.

I stopped about halfway in and held because I was so close and couldn’t move for fear of losing it.

“Mmm hmm I can feel you throbbing,” she breathed.

I gulped and nodded. “I can feel you too.”

“Uh huh are you ready to finish again? Realy deep?”

“Yeah really deep,” I echoed and resumed thrusting.

She flared her pelvis fully and braced back against me slamming against her. I built up pace and humped her hard and fast for the final surge of tingles all through my body to explode in my balls.

I powered hard against my girlfriend and speared her as deep as I could and held firm to pump my sperm into her belly.

“Uh huh huh,” she moaned and panted as her body convulsed and shook with spasms and tremors, her pussy wrapped tight around my shaft and sucking on it.

We collapsed and breathed and came down together. She held the back of my head and kept me from trying to kiss her. I held her tight around the waist and kept her pinned to me as I turned us back onto our sides to spoon, and I gradually softened inside her but didn’t come out. I didn’t remember slipping out at all but drifted contentedly off to sleep holding a handful of bare tit.

Sometime later I stirred and awoke to realise I was alone on the lounge. It was a little after two in the morning. I got up and tiptoed to the open bedroom door to see Kate sleeping with the blankets up around her chin and a light smile on her face.

That made me smile too, and I took that warmth and slight confusion back to the lounge and went back to sleep. 


Still a Cop

Tom Lloyd sat in a small vinyl covered kitchen chair across the desk from his good friend and former subordinate Barry Fitzgerald. They were in the outer office of the police station house, and through a plate glass window was a meeting between Detective Grier and Sergeant Edwards. Tom could hear some of what was being discussed and understood they were planning to bring Bobby Ray in for another interview.

Barry was fiddling with a pencil, doodling on his cardboard desk protector. He expelled a breath and spoke. “It must have been someone local. There was nothing going on up at the hut the next day. There was no grave.”

“They buried her there later,” Tom uttered. “The retard was there though. He was involved.”

“Maybe, but who the hell else? It had to be someone local for them to keep her and bury her what, days later? And then come back and move her!”

The mental picture of sweet young Melanie being raped in the pretty white dress she had worn to the Tulip Festival dance had haunted Tom ever since her disappearance. His gut was in a knot and the hate was a sharp pain in the twisted centre.

Barry stabbed at the shape he had been scribbling. “They must have been worried about Bobby talking. That’s why they dug her up and moved her. They knew he would talk eventually.”

“He needs to talk some more,” Tom spat. “Get the fucking retard in here and belt it out of him. Find out who else Barry!”

“Okay Tom, settle down. From what I’ve seen of him he’s being co-operative enough about it.”

The meeting in Tom’s old office was finishing up. Detective Grier had gathered her shoulder bag and she came out and walked past Tom without acknowledging him. Sergeant Edwards stood in the doorway for a moment then approached. He pulled up the vinyl kitchen chair from in front of Ben McEwen’s desk and sat next to Tom. He leaned back with his hands folding behind his head. His eyes settled upon Tom’s. “You okay?”

“I’m fine. What’s next?”

“Are you sober?”

“Yes I’m sober! Don’t fuckin’ worry about me. Just get that retard in here!”

“We’ll get to him when we’re ready Tom. And if you want to be involved in this you had better stay sober. If I smell it on you you’ll be out the door immediately, understood?” Tom nodded his compliance and sat back as the sergeant went on to explain that the remains were being analysed. They expected to have a positive identity by the morning.

Tom took his tobacco pouch from his pocket and began building a cigarette. It had been hours since his last drink and his hands were shaking. But it was the thought of sweet young Melanie that was gripping his soul.

The vision of her crying for help in that hut that night whilst he was relaxing on the veranda of the station house was trembling through his being and twisting the knot in his gut.


Charges are laid

Ben

I awoke at first light and lay for an hour staring at my lounge room ceiling. My thoughts were dreamy and disjointed, spanning events in my childhood growing up with numerous foster brothers and sisters who had been taken in for short periods by my parents, to thoughts of having a family of my own in the future. My elder sister had a family. I had two nieces and three nephews back home and I was looking forward to seeing how they had grown since my last visit.

My attention settled on the television so I flicked it on and watched the morning news with the volume on its lowest setting. I made coffee and a bowl of cereal and moved to the computer. I was playing euchre when the bedroom door opened and Kate wandered out yawning and cuddling herself against the sharpness of the mountain chill. “God Tex, it’s only seven o’clock.”

“Well go back to sleep. You don’t have to get up yet.”

“What are you doing though? Do you have to go to work?”

“No, I’m off today and tomorrow. I need to drive into Sydney though.”

“Me too. I need some clothes. I might drive down today before Bobby gets back. Mum said they’d be back tonight.” Kate had stepped close. She was inspecting what I was doing. “What did you have? I’m hungry.”

“Just cornflakes. There’s plenty there.”

She wandered into the kitchen and returned with a bowl of cornflakes and a cup of coffee. “So what do you have to do in Sydney?”

“I’ve got to meet my sister at the airport for lunch. I’ve got to tell her I’ve decided not to go home.”

“Really? You’ve decided to stay?”

“Yeah. Told my boss the other day so there’s no turning back now. I’m not looking forward to telling sis though.”

“Are you close?” Kate asked peering over her coffee cup.

“Yeah. The hardest thing about not going home is leaving sis. It’s going to feel permanent now.”

Kate opened one of my Alpha magazines and sat quietly eating her cornflakes. I absently played euchre and enjoyed her presence at my dining table. I particularly liked the way her hair was in rats tails and that she still had on her pyjamas. They were blue with yellow flowers and little birds on them. The feeling of contentedness I had experienced the previous afternoon when she was dozing on my couch had returned and filled my house with warmth.

I wasn’t going to say anything about the amazing dream I had until she did. Although it was no dream of course. My cock was still sticky and my balls were relaxed and sated. It was interesting that Kate had on pyjama bottoms this morning but didn’t have them on when she joined me on the lounge. It was as if she’d had clear intentions and took them off.

“Is that smoke?” Kate asked suddenly, looking up at the window beyond my shoulder. “It looks like it’s coming from inside that house.”

The house was the one directly behind. I pulled my boots on, jumped my back fence and banged on the door. “Olga! Are you there?” There was no answer. The door was locked so I shouldered it open and stormed into the kitchen to find a pot of oil boiling over, and the stove, bench and part of the wall were on fire. I wet a tea towel and was attacking the flames when Kate appeared with my fire extinguisher. We quickly had the blaze under control.

“Good thinking ninety-nine!”

“Well you know, fire, fire extinguisher. Duh!”

“God, hang on a minute.” I saw Olga’s legs through the living room doorway. She was sprawled on the floor. I rushed to her and checked her breathing and pulse. I scanned the room for a phone but couldn’t see one. “Stay with her Kate. I’ll get an ambulance.”

“Is she alive?”

“She’s breathing. She’s unconscious, but her pulse is okay.”

I leapt back over my fence and had an ambulance on the way immediately. I pulled my coat off the back of the door and returned to where Kate was shivering in her pyjamas.

“Look at her wrists,” Kate said as I wrapped the coat around her shoulders. Both of the old woman’s wrists were scarred with wounds that appeared to have been made from something bound around them. “Would that be from handcuffs or something?”

“Maybe. Or possibly wire or rope. Whatever it was must have cut her badly. She must have either struggled hard or been tied up for a long time. Her name sounds Russian or something, Petrov. It could have happened back there.”

“God it’s horrible to think what it could have been,” Kate uttered as she smoothed the old woman’s hair from her face. “Was she one of those war prisoners or something do you think?”

A siren shattered the morning silence and within a few minutes the old woman was being loaded onto a stretcher. I helped the paramedics carry her to the ambulance and returned to where Kate was standing in a hallway with her mouth open and her face set in awe staring.

I approached to look over her shoulder into a small room that was filled with white roses and candles. In the corner was a dressing table with a porcelain statue of Saint Maria. “My God what is this place?” Kate uttered. There was a rocking chair with several large, eerily life-like porcelain dolls seated upon it and there were more dolls on the bed. It was a single, brass bed made up with an intricately woven white lace quilt. Mounted on the wall above the bed was a metre-high carved wooden crucifix.

“We shouldn’t be in here,” I said tugging at Kate’s sleeve. As we left the room another door opened and there stood a skeleton of a man, pale and emaciated with a hideously scarred head and lifeless grey eyes fixed toward the floor.

The fire truck had arrived and I left the two volunteer bush fire brigade guys to check things out and lock up. “That was so amazing,” Kate declared as I helped her back over the fence.

It was a paling fence as high as her shoulder. “Did you climb over this before?”

“Yes. I can climb a fence!” she declared, pushing me playfully when I landed beside her. “I’ve never seen so many roses though. That was so beautiful.”

“Looked like a shrine to me.” I wondered what was in the old woman’s past and decided I should look into that. “You know that was Bobby’s father don’t you?”

“The old man? Oh my god, was it really?”

“Yeah, so I found out the other day. They’re brother and sister so the woman’s Bobby’s aunt I guess.”

“But he used to be huge. I saw photos. He was a giant,” Kate declared. “How could he be so thin?”

“Apparently he used to be an intelligent man too, a school headmaster. They must have been pretty severe head injuries,” I suggested.

“Yes I heard about that, but it’s weird seeing him in real life. I wonder if Bobby wants to see him.”

The morning warmed up quickly. We took my car and left the top down. As we rolled into the Sydney suburbs the conversation turned to Kate’s dreams of travel.

“Well, Europe of course! You know, real history! I want to go to St. Petersburg and see the Winter Palace and walk the halls of the Tsars of Russia. And I want to go to Buckingham Palace and meet our Queen… well, maybe not meet her, but wouldn’t it be great to see her in real life?”

“I’ve always wanted to see a medieval castle,” I confessed.  “Or Russia’s not a bad idea, but how about Siberia? I was looking at the train that goes from Vladivostok all the way across to Moscow. Built on human bones they say that journey is. Now that would be fascinating! Or what about Africa, the Sahara?”

“Umm, I don’t think so. But you could drop me off in Morocco and pick me up when you’ve finished with all the explorer stuff.”

“But what about the desert stars? How magnificent would it be lying back on a Sahara sand dune gazing up at them, digging your fingers into the Earth and spinning through space? What about the great American deserts, The Grand Canyon? Imagine the stars at night sitting on the edge of that.”

“Five stars is all I need,” Kate shot back dismissively. “When we get to America you can drop me in New York thanks. I’ll take in a few Broadway shows and go shopping then hop a flight across to California. You’ll find me sunbathing on Malibu when you’re done with the scorpions and rattle snakes.”

“Well what about Alaska?” I tried playfully. “Those deep alpine forests, and maybe a trek into the wilderness, somewhere completely untouched by human beings.”

“Ooh, Alaska? Mmm, how about I wait for you in Paris?”

“Paris? That’s nowhere near Alaska. You’re cheating now.”

“No I’m not! I’ll wait for you in Paris. And while you’re recovering in hospital after being mauled by an Alaskan grizzly bear I’ll have time to slip over to Rome and Athens, have a look at some more history. But guided tours of course!”

“Of course!” I conceded with a laugh. “And what about movies? What kind do you like?”

“The kind with Matt Damon in,” Kate returned flatly. “Hey, I almost became an actress once. I joined this theatre group and had some lessons and that, but as soon as the curtain was drawn I froze.” 

“I tried competition dancing once but I froze too,” I confessed in reply. “I was fine until the music started and there were all those people watching.”

“I know. I think you’ve got to switch off to all that somehow,” Kate went on. “But what else do you like doing? What are you doing in Hicksville for chrissake?”

“I don’t know. It’s quiet like home but handy to the city. It’s not so bad, except I can’t figure out what I’m doing long term. Which sucks because I’m a pedantic planner. I have to know what I’m doing for the next fifty years or I’m just not happy. Pretty good at scaring women off with that, as a matter of fact.”

“Oh?” Kate’s eyes sparkled. “How many women have you scared off? I know what you mean about mapping everything out. I do that too.”

“No, not as bad as I do! I’ve got a house picked out and I know how many kids we’re having by the second date. It’s pathetic, but I can’t help myself.”

“Really? So where’s the house you picked out for us?”

“Don’t know. We only had one date didn’t we?”

“Ah huh. And just as well by the sound of it.”

I laughed. “See what I mean?”

Kate was slower to respond. She seemed to measure what she said next. “Most women would like a guy to be thinking about home and family, but maybe the second date is a bit full on.”

“Well I didn’t literally mean the second date. I just meant I get into that frame of mind pretty quickly and more than one woman has run away screaming.”

Kate laughed that time. “Well back to my original question. How many?”

“How many what? How many women have I scared off? I dunno, half a dozen? I’ve got to learn to relax.”

“I scare guys off too you know?”

“What, you? How?”

“Easy. Just being myself. Just knowing what I want, or don’t want.”

“You are kind of pushy,” I suggested with a chuckle.

Kate smiled. “A lot of guys can’t handle it when a girl has a mind of her own. I’ve scared off a half dozen easy! Probably more like a dozen!”

I didn’t quite know how to respond to that, and the ensuing silence allowed me to drift back to the events that morning. “It’s really strange about that old woman. I wonder what happened to her. She never speaks. It’s like she doesn’t trust anyone.”

“Bobby’s great grandparents on his dad’s side were Russian. It’s one of the things Mum found out. They apparently escaped before the revolution. Their name sounded something like that lady’s name too. That’s what made me think of St. Petersburg and the Tsars.”

“So that’s Bobby’s aunt. Interesting!” I suggested. “I’ve never taken much notice of her before. Goran Vale’s full of eccentric old weirdos.”

“The flowers and the statue were really beautiful. It must have been a prayer room for her. Like her own little church.”

“The figure was Saint Maria Goretti,” I explained. “She was twelve years old when she was taken from her steps by the boy next door, Alexander, who stabbed her to death because she refused to relinquish her purity.”

Kate had turned with a questioning look on her slightly animated face.

“Mum was a Sunday school teacher,” I added with a smile.

“Actually, now that I think about it, Bobby has mentioned an Aunt Olga. He talked about her helping roll up newspapers at his grandma’s shop. I think that Russian name might’ve been the grandmother’s maiden name.”

“But Olga is his father’s sister. In which case her name would be Ray, unless she was married of course.”

“I suppose. Or she could have been illegitimate and given the mother’s family name. I think I remember something about illegitimate children. I think there was a brother too.”

“Would have been quite a scandal back then,” I suggested. “Probably a different father if they weren’t given the family name.”

“Yeah could’ve been,” Kate agreed with a yawn, and the conversation faded to an easy silence as we rolled through the inner-city and crossed the Harbour Bridge. The expressway was abandoned for cluttered side streets lined with snug little, hundred-year-old terrace houses, towering apartment buildings and bumper to bumper parked cars. 

“I’m right there,” Kate said, indicating her driveway. “Drive in. You can park in my spot.”

“This looks nice Kate. You must be close to the ocean.”

“I’m close to the ocean and the harbour, but I can’t see either.”

I locked up the car and we took the elevator to the second floor. I was led into a small, brightly furnished living room that opened to a tiny balcony overgrown with plants. Kate went to work with her watering can.

“I think it’s nice anyway. Even without the view it must be exciting being this close to the water and the city.”

“If I sold up I might be able to afford something waterfront down the south coast. I’ve been thinking of Wollongong, maybe trying to find work down there. It’s not too far to keep an eye on Bobby, to help him with his finances and that.”

“He’s lucky to have you Kate. You’re a good sister.”

“Well he was abandoned by his family. I never met his mother but Mum did, and she said she shut the door in her face when she went there once with Bobby.”

“So you and your mum adopted him?”

“He grew on us. He really is a sweet guy.” Kate’s voice trailed a little. “I can’t imagine him doing anything—”

“Well don’t imagine it then! Keep your faith in him Kate. The way I see it, it’s more than likely there were other men involved, and I’m betting they forced him somehow.”

“Forced him?” There was hope in Kate’s tone.

“Yeah, just think about what you said. What is he now, in terms of emotional maturity? Late teens? And how old was he back in ‘86? Probably the equivalent of a 12-year-old would be my guess. And he was apparently quite skinny. I’m guessing whoever else was involved in abducting that girl either physically forced him or manipulated him somehow. And what did they make him do? Hold her down or something? Is that why he’s so screwed up? He hates how soft her arms were. What, did they make him hold her arms while they hurt her?”

Kate didn’t respond and I waited for a moment before continuing.

“Anyway, I’m sure it will all be sorted out soon enough.”

“He wasn’t any different back then. I remember when Mum first brought him home. He was the same as he is now. It’s like he doesn’t get any older. He’s just a big kid but he was sexually active. He had a sexual relationship with that girlfriend not long after he came to live with us.”

“Well he would have been physically mature, and add some hormones and you’ve got sex. But there’s no way he would be intellectually capable of planning an abduction and murder, even now!”

Kate quietly finished watering her plants then offered a smile. “Do you want a coffee before you go?”

“No, I think I’d better get moving. I’ll pick you up around four I guess. Maybe five at the latest.”

“Okay. I hope all goes well with your sister.”

I almost tried to kiss Kate goodbye. It was just an urge, and I halted myself and waved awkwardly instead.

I found my way to the expressway and slipped into the traffic headed back across the bridge, then cruised on through the city toward the airport on the south side. I found my sister waiting at a small café we had visited together once before. It had been nearly six months, and we hugged for a long time.

“So how are the rug rats?” I started. And for the next ten minutes I listened to my sister talk. She hardly stopped for a breath when she got going and I barely got a word in.

“And how are you Ben? What’s news?”

“They offered me a transfer. Old Charlie Gillard must have finally retired.”

“He did. But you’re not coming home, right?”

“No, I’m not sis. How did you know that?”

“No one ever comes back,” she said with a shrug. “I know we always go on about it when you call, but we’ve known for years you’d never be coming home. And it’s okay. I think Mum and Dad are going to sell up and move into town.”

“Serious?”

“They’ve been talking about it. But what about you? No lady friend to introduce yet?”

“Not yet. I’m working on it though.”

“Not too hard I hope.”

“What? Give me a break!”

“Well that mister serious face isn’t getting any better is it? Actually I think it might be getting worse as you get older. No one’s going to come meet your big sister if the look of you is anything to go by.”

“God, am I really that bad?” I tried to check my reflection in a stainless steel milk jug.

“No I’m just teasing. But you know what you’re like. And everyone’s waiting for you to bring a girl home so we know you’re okay, you know, since Sylvia.”

I took a breath. It felt so good to see my sister. I had missed her more than I realised. “I’m okay sis. You should tell Mum not to worry.”

The waiter served our orders and the conversation lightened and covered news of what everyone from home was up to. I saw my sister to her next flight at three and was back at Kate’s apartment by four.

Kate seemed pensive on the drive out of the city. She was sitting quietly staring at the road ahead. “Are you okay?” I asked after half an hour or so.

“I’m okay. I just ran into an old girlfriend and I don’t really want to talk about it.”

Over the next hour Kate was a little brighter, but whatever had upset her seemed to be lingering. We were approaching the roadhouse at the Goran Vale turnoff. “Hungry?” I asked hopefully. I was starving.

“Yes, but I can wait.”

“How about we stop and pick up a burger or something?”

“No thanks. I’d rather wait until we get back.”

“It’ll only take a minute.”

“I’d really rather not stop here Ben.”

The turn off flew by and the air thinned and cooled as we skirted the bluff. The evening mist was rising as we rolled on past the rusted ‘Goran Vale is a Tidy Town’ sign. We pulled into the driveway of Bobby’s house to find the living room light on and the door open. There was a figure sitting in the shadows on the front step.

“Hi Mum. What are you doing out here?”

Gwen was smoking a cigarette. She butted it out on the step and stood, taking her daughter in her arms.

“What is it?” Kate asked thickly.

“They’ve taken Bobby into custody. He’s been charged with murder.”

“Murder? Oh my God! What’s happened? What did they say?”

“They didn’t say anything.” Gwen sniffled. “They were waiting when we got back and they just took him away. And they wouldn’t let me see him. They had him in an interrogation room or something. They sent me away.”

“Ben?” Kate’s eyes had reddened and welled with tears.


He Has to Have Her

Ben

I charged into the station house with Kate and her mother. Barry Fitzgerald stood and met us at the front counter. Sergeant Edwards, Detective Grier and Tom Lloyd were in a meeting in the sergeant’s office, along with two men I didn’t recognise.

“What’s happening Barry?” I asked, calming myself deliberately. “What have they charged him with?”

“It’s not just the girl Melanie,” Barry started to explain but just then the unmistakable percussion of a gunshot pierced the air, followed by another shot a few seconds later.

The meeting in the sergeant’s office erupted and everyone scurried about clutching at their guns. The windows were checked and the front door was secured. I took Kate and her mother into the sergeant’s office. Someone called out from the cell below.

“Get an ambulance!” I left the women and rushed down to see what had happened. Kate was behind me. She screamed. Bobby was lying prone on the floor of the cell. There was blood oozing from his head.

Barry had secured the small, barred window. It was too dark to see anything outside. Detective Grier had her bloodied hands pressed to Bobby’s chest. He had been shot twice. Gwen shouldered her way in close, cradling his head and pressing the corner of her blouse against the wound above his ear. “God no! Bobby!”

It was only a few minutes until the ambulance arrived and Bobby was taken away. Gwen was permitted to ride in the ambulance. The three detectives left in escort. The area around the building had been secured, with no sign having been found of the shooter. Kate was anxious to go to the hospital so I agreed to drive her.

Barry pulled us both aside. “The body wasn’t Melanie Rose. It was a girl from the south coast in ‘84, and in her file was a description of a young guy who matched Bobby. That’s why they arrested him.”

I kept to myself on the 40-minute drive to Camden hospital. Kate sat huddled to the passenger door offering nothing of her own thoughts. She left me to join her mother in the waiting area as soon as we arrived. I went in search of food. I had a meal at a pub and returned to the hospital an hour later to find Bobby was still in surgery. Apparently one bullet had grazed his temple and the other had lodged high in his chest beneath his left shoulder. He would be fine.

“Typical hick town attitude! String him up why don’t they?” Kate’s demeanour had changed from shock to anger.

Gwen looked to me apologetically. I spoke hesitantly. “I wouldn’t brand the whole town for what one maniac did.”

Kate shot me a look that had me as a part of the town. “They’re not putting him back in that cell if they’re going to let someone shoot at him through the window.”

“Of course not!” I felt my cheeks redden. “The back of the station is sealed and no one could have gotten at the window. It’s hard to imagine how they did it but we’ll get whoever’s responsible and they’ll go for attempted murder.”

“It was probably your real killer.” Gwen’s voice was calm and confident. “It may be someone worried about what Bobby knows.”

Kate sat next to her mother. “They said the remains were not even the same girl Mum. They said it was some other girl.”

“Bobby was identified though. That’s why he was arrested,” I added.

“Meaning?” Gwen held her daughter’s hands in solidarity.

I saw years of hardship in Gwen’s eyes along with intelligent defiance. “Meaning there’s a missing person’s file attached to the girl whose remains were identified and in that there must be a reference to a witness having described a person fitting Bobby’s description at that time. There may be other evidence to link him to her. I don’t know. I’ll find out.”

“Whatever evidence there is it’s wrong!” Gwen turned to Kate. “Bobby didn’t kill anyone sweetheart.”

The two women began talking between themselves. I backed away and took a seat at a discreet distance. Kate went to get coffee after a while and brought me one offering a little warmth in a forced smile. It was another hour before the doctor came out and took Kate and Gwen to see Bobby. I learned from the nurse at the administration counter that Bobby’s condition was stable. I decided to go outside and wait and was joined by one of the detectives lighting up a cigarette.

“Sanderson,” the man offered with a grunt. “Some night hey?”

I shook his hand. “Ben McEwen, constable.”

“Family friend?”

“I guess. More an acquaintance.”

Detective Trevor Sanderson, from the south coast police precinct, was a short, broad-bodied man of 37. He sucked hard on his cigarette down like it was much needed air. “It’s good to get a break in this one. I’m guessing all four of our girls are up there somewhere. Probably under the floor like that one.”

“All four? What, serial killings?”

“Three from Austinmer Beach in ’84 and ‘85 and one from Woonona in ‘86. He matches descriptions given in two of the Austinmer cases and there was a Dodge utility in the one from Woonona. Apparently he drove one, same colour.”

The other detective approached and Sanderson sucked down another half inch of his cigarette and nodded a goodbye. A little while later Kate and Gwen emerged from the front entrance of the hospital, noticeably happier. I decided to keep what I had just learned to myself. Tomorrow would be soon enough to get into that, I thought.

The 40-minute drive back to Goran Vale passed in an awkward silence for me. Kate had taken the back seat and spent the entire time staring out the window, and Gwen seemed lost to her own thoughts.

Goran Vale was asleep when we arrived. We rolled through town and stopped at Bobby’s house so Gwen could pick up her things. “You don’t mind if Mum stays with us, do you?” Kate had leaned forward and spoken from my shoulder. Her voice was soft and entreating.

That night I lay awake listening to the wind howling beneath the doors then to the beating of the rain on my tin roof. I eventually dozed off, and during the night I felt Kate slip under my blanket and spoon in front, cuddling herself with my arm.

She undid a button and put my hand inside her pyjama top.

I felt her tit bare and kneaded it softly. She flared her hips and wriggled back against my package. I became erect quickly of course.

“You can have me again but just quietly okay? Mum’s asleep.”

I curled my hips back until she’d positioned the head of my cock then I rolled them forward and entered her. She was wet but not slick. It took me three or four thrusts to get all the way in.

“Ah huh like that,” the woman breathed back over her shoulder and she gripped the back of my head and thrust her tits forward whilst wriggling back onto my surges in and out of her.

I buried my face into her soft hair and nuzzled for her neck and sucked on it. I crushed her to me with a tit in my hand and rolled my hips steady and measured. I was stroking my cock all the way in and out and she was panting little moans with each bump against her butt.

She kept hold of the back of my neck and arched her body. Her other hand was between her legs and I could feel her fingernails scratching my balls again. She was rubbing her clit but also feeling my shaft sliding in and out.

I kept mauling her neck and squeezed from one tit to the other. She let go of my neck for a few seconds and undid the rest of her pyjama top buttons. I was able to feel up and down her front from her quivering belly to her tits thrust forward and writhing side to side for attention.

My balls were getting full but I was enjoying a slow screw. She had her legs open and was trying to wrap them around me from behind.

“Get on top!” she suddenly said and flipped over onto her back.

I covered her and quickly found the mark and slammed back into her. “Aah, fuck yeah,” I groaned.

“Ah huh take me. We have to be quiet though,” she murmured and I kissed her and crushed her to me, her tits bare and flat against my chest, her legs spread wide and me humping between them.

“Mmnuhh, huh huh, huh,” she moaned into my mouth and her body tensed and convulsed.

I was right on the edge too and slammed into her as the eruption surging from every fibre and sinew of my body burst from my balls and shot up my shaft into the beautiful creature beneath me.

Fuck I had to have this woman. I needed her to be my wife.

** End part 5 of 6 **
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