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Chapter 1: Here’s Alice!

Albert Jenkins stood before the full-length
mirror in his dimly lit bedroom, the soft glow
of the vanity lights framing his reflection. His
hands moved with practiced precision as he
applied the final strokes of crimson lipstick,
his reflection morphing into that of a beau-
tiful woman. The transformation was com-
plete. Gone was the image of Albert, and in
his place stood Alice — a vision of elegance
and confidence.

Alice admired her reflection, noting the way
the lipstick complemented the subtle con-
touring of her face, enhancing her delicate
features. Her hazel eyes sparkled with a
hint of mischief as she flashed a radiant
smile at her reflection.

“Here’s Alice!” she declared with a self-as-
sured tone, a mantra that had become her
ritual before stepping out into the world.

For years, Albert had suppressed his true
identity, hiding behind a facade of confor-
mity to appease societal expectations. But
in the sanctuary of his bedroom, he found
solace in embracing his authentic self as
Alice. She was more than just a disguise;
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she was the embodiment of his innermost
soul, a symbol of liberation from the con-
fines of gender norms.

With a final adjustment to her pearl neck-
lace, Alice took a deep breath, steeling
herself for the outside world. Tonight was
special — a gathering of other transgender
and genderfluid friends at the local estab-
lishment known as The Cabaret, where she
could revel in the acceptance and camara-
derie of her chosen family.

As she stepped out of her apartment and
into the bustling city streets, Alice felt a
surge of exhilaration coursing through
her veins. Each confident stride brought
her closer to the embrace of her friends,
a chosen family bound not by blood, but
by shared experiences and unconditional
acceptance.

The Cabaret was a riot of color and sound,
the air thick with laughter and music. As
Alice made her way through the crowd,

she was greeted with enthusiastic cheers
and warm embraces. Here, she was not
judged for a mismatch between her outward
appearance and the expectations society
placed upon her. Here, she was free to be
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herself — unapologetically and without res-
ervation.

Amidst the swirl of conversations and clink-
ing glasses, Alice found herself immersed
in a world of possibility. She danced with
reckless abandon, her body moving in sync
with the pulsating rhythm of the music. With
each step, she shed the weight of societal
expectations, reveling in the sheer joy of
her own existence.

As the night wore on, Alice found herself
lost in a sea of faces, each one a testament
to the diversity and resilience of the human
spirit. Here, in this haven of acceptance,
she found the courage to embrace her

true self — a beautiful, well-dressed woman
named Alice.

The next morning, Albert Jenkins woke to
the harsh reality of his mundane existence
as a postal worker. The vibrant memories
of the previous night lingered in his mind, a
stark contrast to the dull routine that await-
ed him. As he prepared for another day

of sorting mail and delivering packages, a
profound sense of discontent gnawed at his
insides.



With each step towards the post office,
Albert felt the weight of society’s expec-
tations bearing down upon him, crushing
the fleeting moments of freedom he had
experienced as Alice. He longed to cast off
the shackles of his mundane existence and
embrace the vibrant, authentic life he had
tasted just hours before.

But such dreams were fleeting, overshad-
owed by the harsh reality of his situation. Al-
bert knew all too well the consequences of
defying society, of straying too far from the
path laid out for him. And so, with a heavy
heart, he suppressed the yearning desires
that threatened to consume him, burying
them deep within the recesses of his mind.

As he entered the bustling mailroom, Albert
slipped into his role with practiced ease, his
movements becoming almost robotic as he
sorted through stacks of letters and pack-
ages. The monotony of his tasks provided a
temporary distraction from the turmoil brew-
ing within him, but it was a fragile facade
that threatened to crumble at any moment.

Lost in the labyrinth of his thoughts, Albert
failed to notice the chaos unfolding around
him. The package line, once orderly and
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efficient, now teetered on the brink of disas-
ter as parcels piled up haphazardly, threat-
ening to spill over onto the floor.

It was only when a concerned voice pierced
through the haze of his daydreams that
Albert snapped back to reality. His cowork-
er, a stout man with fuzzy eyebrows, stood
before him, gesturing frantically towards the
mounting pile of packages.

“Albert, snap out of it!” the coworker ex-
claimed, his voice tinged with urgency. “The
line is out of control!”

Shaken from his reverie, Albert’s heart
raced with a mixture of panic and embar-
rassment. He quickly sprang into action,
his movements swift and purposeful as he
worked to restore order to the chaos that
had erupted in his wake.

But even as he toiled to rectify his mistake,
a nagging voice at the back of his mind
whispered of a life beyond the confines of
the mailroom — a life where he could be
Alice once again, free from the constraints
of society’s expectations.

Yet, as quickly as the thought had come,
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Albert pushed it aside, burying it beneath
layers of denial and resignation. For in the
harsh light of day, the dream of living as
Alice was nothing more than a fleeting
fantasy — a cruel reminder of the harsh
realities of the world he inhabited.

And so, with a heavy heart, Albert returned
to his drone-like motions, resigned to the
fate that awaited him within the walls of the
post office. But deep down, in the darkest
corners of his soul, he knew that the spark
of rebellion still burned brightly — a beacon
of hope in a world consumed by conformity.

hkkkk

After a long and monotonous day at work,
Albert Jenkins found himself seeking solace
in the dimly lit confines of a local dive bar.
It was a stark contrast to the vibrant atmo-
sphere of The Cabaret, where he had felt
accepted and celebrated the night before.
Here, the air was thick with the scent of
stale beer and the raucous laughter of men
wearing red hats, their voices drowning out
the melancholy strains of the jukebox in the
corner.

Albert took a seat at the bar, the worn leath-
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er stool creaking beneath his weight as he
signaled to the bartender for a drink. The
bartender, a burly man with a gruff demean-
or, nodded in acknowledgment before pour-
ing a generous measure of whiskey into a
tumbler and sliding it across the bar.

As Albert nursed his drink, he couldn’t
help but overhear the conversations of the
men around him. Their boisterous laughter
echoed off the grimy walls, punctuated by
crude jokes and derogatory remarks about
transgender people.

“You hear about that freak show down

the street?” one of the men snickered, his
words slurred with intoxication. “A bunch of
guys pretending to be girls. Makes my skin
crawl.”

His companions erupted into laughter, their
voices mingling with the clinking of glass-
es as they raised their drinks in a mocking
toast.

Albert’s heart sank as he listened to their
hateful words, a familiar sense of shame
and self-doubt gnawing at the edges of his
consciousness. It was a stark reminder of
the reality he faced outside the sanctuary of
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The Cabaret — a world where acceptance
was a rare commodity, and prejudice lurked
around every corner.

He gripped his glass tightly, his knuckles
turning white with the effort to suppress the
rising tide of anger and frustration within
him. He longed to confront the men, to
challenge their narrow-minded beliefs and
defend his own right to exist authentically.
But he knew that doing so would only invite
further ridicule and scorn.

So instead, Albert swallowed his pride along
with another mouthful of whiskey, his gaze
fixed on the amber liquid swirling in his
glass. He felt like a stranger in his own skin,
trapped in a body that didn’t reflect the truth
of who he was inside.

As the night wore on, “I Want to Break
Free” by Queen was playing on the juke-
box. Albert remained at the bar, lost in the
song as the men around him continued their
crude banter. He felt a sense of longing
wash over him, a deep yearning to escape
the confines of his mundane existence and
embrace the freedom he had tasted so
fleetingly as Alice.
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But as the last call was announced and the
patrons began to filter out into the night,
Albert knew that the harsh light of day
would soon beckon him back to his life as
a postal worker — a life of conformity and
compromise, where the simple act of being
himself felt like an impossible dream.

With a heavy sigh, he tossed back the last
of his whiskey and pushed himself away
from the bar, steeling himself for the inevi-
table return to his drone-like existence. But
deep down, he couldn’t shake the feeling
that somewhere, out there in the darkness,
Alice was waiting — a flickering beacon of
hope in a world that seemed determined to
extinguish her light.

The next day at work, Albert Jenkins again
found himself lost in another haze of day-
dreams, his mind consumed by the crude
jokes and derogatory remarks he had over-
heard at the dive bar the previous night.
Each passing moment seemed to fuel the
fire of his resentment, igniting a desire for
revenge against those who had dared to
mock and belittle him.

As he went about his robotic-like tasks in
the mailroom, Albert’s thoughts drifted back
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to the scene at the bar, replaying the hurt-
ful words and laughter of the men in his
mind’s eye. He imagined confronting them,
standing tall and defiant in the face of their
ignorance, and teaching them a lesson they
would never forget.

With each passing day, Albert’s obsession
with vengeance grew stronger, his mind
consumed by thoughts of retribution. He
spent his evenings meticulously planning
his approach, envisioning every detail of his
revenge until it became an all-encompass-
ing obsession.

Yet, amidst the whirlwind of his inner tur-
moil, Albert continued to go through the
motions of his daily routine, his outward
appearance betraying no hint of the storm
raging within him. To his coworkers, he was
just another face in the crowd, a quiet and
unassuming presence lost in the sea of
anonymity.

But inside, Albert burned with a righteous
fury, his desire for justice driving him for-
ward with an unwavering determination. He
knew that the time for action would soon
come, and when it did, he would seize the
opportunity with both hands and make
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those who had wronged him rue the day
they had crossed paths with him.

And so, Albert endured the endless monot-
ony of the workweek, counting down the
days until Saturday night, when he would
finally have the chance to set his plan into
motion and reclaim his dignity in the eyes
of those who had sought to tear him, and
those like him down.
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Chapter 2: Embracing Alice

Alice stood before the mirror, her reflection
bathed in the soft glow of the vanity lights.
With dedicated precision, she applied the
final strokes of crimson lipstick, accentuat-
ing her lips with a flourish. A smile played
across her succulent lips as she admired
her reflection, the image of a beautiful and
confident woman staring back at her.

“Here’s Alice!” she declared with a
self-assured tone, her catchphrase a
mantra of empowerment and liberation.

With a sense of anticipation coursing
through her veins, Alice stepped out into
the night, the bustling city streets alive

with the promise of adventure. Tonight was
special — a visit to the local dive bar, where
she watched men rudely insult transgender
people only days before.

As she entered the dimly lit confines of the
bar, Alice was greeted with admiring glanc-
es and whispers of approval. The patrons,
mostly men clad in red hats, paused in their
conversations to admire her beauty as she
made her way to the bar.
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“Hey there, gorgeous,” one of the men
called out, a wolfish grin spreading across
his face. “What’s a lovely lady like you
doing in a place like this?”

Alice flashed him a coy smile, her confi-
dence unshaken by the attention. “Just here
for a drink and some good company,” she
replied, her voice laced with a hint of
flirtation.

The men around her chuckled apprecia-
tively, raising their glasses in a silent toast
to her beauty. In their eyes, Alice was not
just another woman — she was an object of
desire, a vision of femininity and grace.

Tonight, Alice found herself surrounded by
newfound friends, their laughter and ca-
maraderie washing over her like a warm
embrace. They regaled her with stories and
jokes, their banter filled with a playful
energy that lifted her spirits.

As the night wore on and the whiskey
flowed freely, one of the men in the bar
wearing a red hat, his gaze lingering on
Alice with an intensity that made her pulse
quicken. With a confident swagger, he
approached her, his words slurred with the
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effects of alcohol.

“Hey there, sweetheart,” he said, his voice
thick with desire. “You’re looking mighty fine
tonight. How about you and me get outta
here and have some fun?”

Alice met his gaze with a playful smile,

her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I like the
sound of that,” she purred, her voice low
and sultry. “But how about we do things my
way?”

The man raised an eyebrow, intrigued by
Alice’s proposition. “And what way might
that be, darlin’?”

A mischievous grin spread across Alice’s
lips as she leaned in close, her breath hot
against his ear. “How about we go back

to my place?” she whispered, her voice
dripping with seduction. “I promise it'll be a
night you'll never forget.”

The man’s eyes lit up with excitement at
the prospect of a night of passion with the
beautiful woman before him. “Lead the way,
sweetheart,” he said, his voice tinged with
anticipation.
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With a sly smile, Alice took the man’s hand
in hers, leading him out of the bar and into
the cool night air. They walked together,
their laughter mingling with the soft rustle of
leaves as they made their way through the
deserted streets.

But as they reached their destination, the
man’s eyes widened in surprise as he real-
ized they were standing in front of an aban-
doned house, its windows boarded up and
it's doors hanging off their hinges.

“What's this, sweetheart?” he asked, his
voice tinged with suspicion.

Alice turned to face him, her eyes glinting
with a dangerous edge. “Just a little detour,”
she said, her voice cold and calculating.

“I thought we could have some privacy, |
know of a spot in this old house.”

As they crossed the threshold into the dark
house, and before the man could react,
Alice moved with lightning speed, striking
him across the head with a heavy object
she had concealed earlier behind the door.
He crumpled to the ground, unconscious
and defenseless.
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With practiced efficiency, Alice set to work,
tying the man’s hands and feet with lengths
of rope she had previously stashed in the
house. As she worked, her mind raced with
thoughts of revenge and retribution, her
heart pounding with the thrill of the chase.
She dragged the man down to the base-
ment and secured his arms to a post in the
middle of the room.

When she was finished, Alice stepped back
to admire her handiwork, a satisfied smile
playing across her lips. The man lay bound
and helpless before her, his fate now in her
hands.

With a sense of triumph coursing through
her veins, Alice turned and walked away,
leaving the abandoned house behind her as
she disappeared into the night. And as she
vanished into the darkness, she knew that
she had taken her first step down a path
from which there could be no turning back.

Hours later, Albert returned to the aban-
doned house, his heart pounding with a
mixture of excitement and apprehension.
He had left the man bound and uncon-
scious earlier that night, but now would
return and serve his plate of justice cold.
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As he approached the dilapidated build-
ing, Albert’s senses were assaulted by
the musty smell of decay and neglect.
The darkness seemed to press in around
him, swallowing him whole as he stepped
through the broken doorway.

Down in the basement, the man lay tied to
the post, his eyes fluttering open as Albert
entered the room. Confusion clouded his
features as he struggled to make sense of
his surroundings.

“What the hell?” the man growled, his voice
thick with anger and frustration. “Where am
|7 Who are you? Where’s Alice?”

Albert met the man’s gaze with a steely re-
solve, his own emotions simmering beneath
the surface. “You're in no position to be
asking questions,” he replied, his voice cold
and authoritative. “You’re here because you
crossed a line, and now you're going to pay
for your crimes against humanity.”

The man’s eyes widened in realization as
he remembered the events of the night be-
fore. Fear flickered in his eyes as he strug-
gled against the ropes that bound him, but it
was no use — Alice had made sure of that.
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“You crazy son of a bitch,” the man spat,
his voice laced with venom. “You’re gonna
regret this.”

Albert’s lips curled into a disdainful smirk as
he circled the man like a predator stalking
its prey. “I don’t think so,” he said, his voice
dripping with contempt. “You see, you made
a mistake when you underestimated me.
You thought | was just a pretty face, but you
were wrong. Dead wrong.”

With a swift motion, Albert reached into his
coat pocket and produced a large hunting
knife, its blade glinting in the dim light of the
room. The man’s eyes widened in terror as
he realized the gravity of his situation.

“You wouldn’t,” he stammered, his voice
trembling with fear.

Albert’s expression hardened as he ad-
vanced on the man, the knife held aloft like
a gleaming beacon of justice. “Oh, | would,”
he replied, his voice cold and unforgiving.
“You wanted to play games? Well, now it’s
my turn. And trust me, sweetheart — you're
not gonna like how this ends.”

With a sense of grim satisfaction, Albert
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plunged the huge knife into the man’s
chest, his scream echoing through the
basement of the abandoned house like a
chorus of the damned. And as the darkness
closed in around them, Albert knew that

he had finally reclaimed his power — one
bloody act at a time.

For the rest of the week, Albert Jenkins
went about his daily routine as if nothing
had changed. He rose with the sun, donned
his postal worker uniform, and set off for
work with the same sense of purpose and
determination that had guided him for
decades.

In the mailroom, he performed his duties
with precision and efficiency, his mind a mil-
lion miles away as he focused on the tasks
at hand. He avoided engaging in idle chat-
ter with his coworkers, preferring to keep to
himself and maintain a low profile.

Despite the events of the previous Saturday
night weighing heavily on his mind, Albert
remained outwardly composed, his emo-
tions carefully concealed beneath a mask
of stoicism. He knew that any sign of weak-
ness could spell disaster, and so he kept his
thoughts and feelings tightly guarded, even
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as they threatened to consume him from
within.

As the days passed, Albert found himself
counting down the hours until Saturday
night, when he would have the chance to
once again slip into the role of Alice and
seek retribution for the sins of those hateful
men. He stayed away from the dive bar, un-
willing to risk attracting unwanted attention
in the wake of his previous actions.

But deep down, Albert knew that he couldn’t
stay away forever. The lure of the night,
with its promise of freedom and excitement,
called to him like a siren song, beckoning
him back into the darkness where he be-
longed.

And so, when Saturday night finally arrived,
Albert found himself drawn once again to
the familiar streets and alleys of the city, his
heart pounding with a mixture of anticipa-
tion and dread. He knew that the night held
the potential for both danger and salvation,
and he was ready to embrace whatever fate
had in store for him.

That evening, Alice stepped into the dimly
lit confines of the dive bar once more, her
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presence eliciting smiles and nods of recog-
nition from the patrons. She felt a sense of
belonging wash over her as she made her
way through the crowded room, the familiar
sights and sounds of the bar enveloping her
like an old friend.

As she approached the bar, one of the men
who had been wearing a red hat on Albert’s
first visit to the establishment greeted her
with a warm smile. “Hey there, Alice,” he
said, his voice tinged with concern. “Have
you seen John around? He’s been missing
since last week.”

Alice cringed her brow, her mind racing as
she tried to think of something quickly. She
responded by saying that she remembered
fliting with a man named John, but the de-
tails were hazy, blurred by the fog of alcohol
and excitement.

“l did see him,” she replied, her voice tinged
with uncertainty. “But | left him by his car in
the parking lot. “We both had a bit too much
to drink, and | didn’t want him to follow me
home.”

The man nodded in understanding, his ex-
pression clouded with worry. “Thanks,
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Alice,” he said, his voice heavy with con-
cern. “l hope he’s okay.”

As Alice navigated through the crowded
dive bar, her mind buzzed with a sense of
determination and purpose. She knew the
truth about John’s fate, the chilling memory
of their encounter at the abandoned house
lingering in the recesses of her mind. But
tonight was not a night for remorse or re-
gret. It was a night for more revenge.

With practiced finesse, Alice sought out her
next target, her eyes scanning the room un-
til they settled on a man sitting alone at the
far end of the bar. He was handsome, with
rugged features and a confident demeanor
that piqued her interest.

With a coy smile, Alice approached him, her
movements smooth and calculated. “Mind

if | join you?” she asked, her voice dripping
with seduction.

The man’s eyes lit up with interest as he
gestured for her to take a seat. “Not at all,”
he replied, his voice tinged with anticipation.
“I was just about to order another drink. Can
| get you something?”
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Alice shook her head, her gaze fixed on him
with unwavering intensity. “I'm more inter-
ested in something else,” she murmured,
her voice low and sultry. “How about we get
out of here and have some real fun?”

The man’s eyebrows shot up in surprise, his
curiosity piqued by Alice’s boldness. “I like
the sound of that,” he said, a grin spreading
across his face. “Lead the way.”

With a sense of satisfaction coursing
through her veins, Alice took the man’s
hand in hers, leading him out of the bar and
into the cool night air. She could feel the
thrill of anticipation building within her, the
promise of retribution fueling her every step.

As they walked, Alice’s mind raced with
thoughts of the night ahead, her heart
pounding with excitement. She knew that
what awaited them would be far from the
pleasures of the flesh — it would be a night
of reckoning, another chance to reclaim her
power and assert her dominance over those
who had wronged her transgender brothers
and sisters.

And as they disappeared into the darkness
together, Alice felt a surge of adrenaline
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coursing through her veins, propelling her
forward into the unknown. For tonight, she
would be the hunter, and her prey would
have nowhere to hide.
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Chapter 3: A Haunting Memory

Albert Jenkins was a peculiar child, even
from a young age. Born in a small farming
town near Hannibal, Missouri, his childhood
was colored by the idyllic simplicity of rural
life. He was the youngest of three siblings,
with two older sisters, Emily and Sarah,
who doted on him despite their differences.
Emily, the eldest, was studious and respon-
sible, always looking out for her younger
brother. Sarah, on the other hand, was
adventurous and free-spirited, often leading
Albert on escapades through the nearby
woods.

From the outside, the Jenkins family ap-
peared to be the epitome of small town
normalcy. Old man, Mr. Jenkins was a stern
man, a no-nonsense type who worked long
hours at the local factory after his regular
farming duties to provide for his family. Mrs.
Jenkins was a gentle soul, devoted to her
children and her home. Together, they tried
to instill values of hard work, honesty, and
respect in their children.

But there was a secret in the Jenkins
household, one that Albert guarded fiercely
from the prying eyes of the world. From a
28



young age, he had felt a pull towards his
mother’s and sister’'s undergarments. He
couldn’t explain the fascination, but there
was something about the delicate lace and
soft fabrics that called to him. When no

one was around, he would sneak into their
rooms, rifling through drawers until he found
what he was looking for.

At first, it was innocent curiosity, but as the
boy grew older, his obsession intensified.
He would spend hours in front of the mirror,
admiring himself clad in his forbidden trea-
sures, relishing the sensation of silk against
his skin. It was a secret thrill, one that he
knew he had to keep hidden at all costs.

But secrets have a way of surfacing, and
Albert’'s was no exception. One fateful af-
ternoon, as he was lost in his private world,
his father walked in unexpectedly, catching
him in the act. The look of shock and disap-
pointment on Mr. Jenkins’ face was enough
to send chills down the boys spine.

“What in blazes do you think you’re doing,
boy?” his father thundered, his voice echo-
ing off the walls of the small farmhouse.

Albert froze, his heart pounding in his chest.
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He had been caught red-handed, and he
knew there would be consequences.

“l... 1...” he stammered, unable to form co-
herent words.

But his father wasn’t interested in excuses.
In one swift motion, he crossed the room
and grabbed Albert by the collar, yanking
him to his feet.

“You think this is some kind of joke?” he
roared, his face inches from Albert’s own.
“Wearing your mother’s and sister’s under-
garments like some sort of... deviant!”

Tears welled up in the boys eyes as he
hung his head in shame. He had never
meant to cause his family any pain, but now
he saw the hurt and betrayal written plainly
on his father’s face.

“Get out,” his father spat, releasing his grip
on the boys collar. “Get out of my sight, you
filthy disgrace.”

And with that, he fled, tears streaming down
his face as he stumbled out of the room and
into the safety of the outdoors. He didn’t
stop running until he reached the shelter
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of the woods, where he collapsed onto the
forest floor, the weight of his secret bearing
down on him like a ton of bricks.

No matter how hard he tried to bury his
desires, they would always be a part of him,
lurking in the shadows, waiting to be dis-
covered once again. And as he lay there in
the darkness, he couldn’t help but wonder
what his seemingly ordinary life might be if
he was Alice instead.

*kkkk

The smoky haze of the dimly lit dive bar
enveloped Albert Jenkins as he sat perched
on a stool, lost in the depths of his thoughts.
The clinking of glasses and murmur of
conversation provided a soothing backdrop
to his reverie, but his mind was far away,
wandering through memories he couldn’t
shake.

“Another round, sir?” a gruff voice interrupt-
ed, pulling Albert back to reality.

Startled, Albert blinked and looked up

to find the bartender, a stout man with a

weathered face and a no-nonsense de-

meanor, standing before him. The man’s
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bushy eyebrows were raised expectantly,
awaiting Albert’s response.

“Oh, um... yes, please,” Albert mumbled,
tearing his gaze away from the swirl of
emotions dancing behind his eyes.

The bartender nodded curtly before turn-
ing to fetch another drink, leaving Albert to
wrestle with the tangled mess of thoughts
that had consumed him. As he waited, he
couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt for
allowing himself to drift into such dangerous
territory.

“Lost in thought, eh?” the bartender re-
marked as he slid a fresh glass across the
counter towards Albert.

Albert forced a weak smile, grateful for the
distraction. “You could say that,” he re-
plied, the weight of his words heavy on his
tongue.

The bartender arched an eyebrow, a si-
lent invitation for Albert to share more if

he wished. But Albert shook his head, not
ready to delve into the labyrinth of his mind
with a stranger, no matter how friendly.
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“Just a rough day,” he offered instead, lifting
the glass to his lips and taking a long sip of
the amber liquid within. “I work at the Post
Office,” he added.

The bartender grunted in understanding,
not pressing the matter further. He had
seen his fair share of troubled souls pass
through the doors of his establishment,
each one carrying their own burdens and
seeking solace in the bottom of a glass.

“Well, you take your time buddy,” the bar-
tender said, tapping the bar with his hand
before moving off to attend to another
customer.

Alone once more, Albert let out a sigh, the
weight of his secrets pressing down on him
like a leaden cloak. But as he sat there in
the dimly lit bar, surrounded by the com-
forting hum of conversation and the clink of
glasses, he couldn’t help but feel a glimmer
of satisfaction stirring within him.

The friendly ambiance of the bar was shat-
tered by the sudden entrance of a police
detective, his presence commanding at-
tention as he strode purposefully towards
the counter. His crisp suit and steely gaze
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marked him as a man not to be trifled with,
and the patrons instinctively straightened
in their seats, curiosity mingling with appre-
hension.

The bartender glanced up from polishing
a glass, his face filled with concern at the
sight of the detective. He knew trouble
when he saw it, and the grim expression
etched on the detective’s face only con-
firmed his suspicions.

“Evening, Officer,” the bartender greeted
cautiously, setting the glass down with a
soft clink. “What can | do for you?”

The detective wasted no time with pleas-
antries, his eyes scanning the room before
fixing on the bartender with a determined
stare.

“I'm Detective John Decker of the Quincy
Police Department, and I’'m looking for two
men,” he said, his voice low and urgent as
he showed pictures. “These guys both went
missing over the last couple weeks. Have
you seen them?”

The bartender frowned, racking his brain for
any recollection of the missing men. After a
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moment’s pause, he nodded slowly.

“Yeah, | think I've seen ‘em around here,”
he admitted reluctantly. “Can’t say | know
much about ‘em, though. Kept to them-
selves and that group they were with most-
ly, the guys wearing the red hats.”

The detective nodded, scribbling something
down in a small notebook before turning
his attention to the other patrons scattered
throughout the bar. As he moved from table
to table, questioning each person in turn,
Albert watched from his seat at the counter,
a knot of unease forming in the pit of his
stomach.

When the detective finally reached him,
Albert’s heart began to race, his mind filled
with thoughts of the secrets he had buried
deep within himself.

“Seen these men before?” the detective
asked, thrusting a handful of photographs
towards Albert.

Albert hesitated, his fingers trembling slight-
ly as he reached for the pictures. His mind
raced as he studied the faces staring back
at him, trying desperately to think of what to
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say to get rid of the detective.

“Yeah, I've seen ‘em,” he admitted finally,
his voice barely above a whisper. “But |
don’t know much about ‘em. Sorry.”

Detective Decker nodded, his expression
unreadable as he pocketed the photo-
graphs and turned to leave. As he disap-
peared through the door, the tension in the
bar eased slightly, but Albert couldn’t shake
the feeling of dread that lingered in the air.

Silence descended once more, broken only
by the soft murmur of conversation and the
clink of glasses against the counter. But
beneath the surface, a sense of unease
simmered, a reminder of the fragile balance
between truth and deception that hung
over him. And as Albert nursed his drink,

he couldn’t help but wonder what other of
his secrets that lay hidden in the shadows,
might be brought to light.
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Chapter 4: Detective on the Loose

Saturday night in the bar brought with it an
air of anticipation, the usual hum of conver-
sation punctuated by bursts of laughter and
the clinking of glasses. But tonight, a sense
of unease lingered beneath the surface, a
shadow cast by the events of weeks past.

As the clock ticked towards midnight, the
door swung open, and the detective strode
into the bar once again, his presence com-
manding attention as heads turned to watch
him approach. His expression was grim,

his jaw set in determination as he made his
way towards the counter where the bartend-
er stood, polishing glasses with practiced
efficiency.

“Evening, Officer,” the bartender greeted
warily, eyeing the detective’s stern demean-
or with apprehension.

The detective wasted no time with pleas-
antries, his gaze sweeping over the room
before fixing on the bartender with a steely
glare.

“I'm back,” he said, his voice low and ur-
gent. “And this time, | need answers.”
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A hush fell over the bar as the detective
began to question the patrons, his inquiries
probing and relentless as he sought any
scrap of information that might lead him
closer to the truth. One by one, the custom-
ers offered their accounts, some helpful,
others less so, but none able to provide the
breakthrough the detective so desperately
sought.

It was a lone figure in the corner, nursing a
drink with downcast eyes, who finally spoke
up, her voice barely audible above the din
of the bar.

‘I saw them,” she said softly, drawing the
detective’s attention with a single word.

The detective’s eyes narrowed as he turned
towards her, his gaze sharp and focused.

“You saw who?” he pressed, his voice tight
with urgency.

“Both of them,” the woman replied, her
voice trembling slightly. “They left with Al-
ice.”

The mention of Alice sent a ripple of mur-
murs through the bar, whispers and spec-
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ulation swirling like smoke in the dimly lit
room. Alice was a familiar face in these
parts, known for her easy charm and quick
wit, but also for the air of mystery that
seemed to surround her wherever she
went.

The detective’s eyebrows bent as he pro-
cessed this new information, his mind
racing with possibilities. With a curt nod

of thanks, he turned his attention to Alice,
his gaze intense as he approached her for
questioning.

The atmosphere in the bar grew tense as
the detective’s interrogation began, the
questions coming fast and furious as he
probed for any hint of the truth. But Alice
met his gaze with cool composure, her
answers measured and precise as she held
her ground against the onslaught.

As the interrogation wore on and the
questioning continued, the patrons of the
bar watched with bated breath, each one
caught in the grip of suspense as the mys-
tery unfolded before their eyes. And as

the detective finally turned to leave, his
expression unreadable, the tension in the
air lingered, a silent reminder of the secrets
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that lay hidden beneath the surface of their
seemingly ordinary lives.

A couple hours later, after the bar had
closed and everyone had gone home for
the night, Albert Jenkins stood over his sec-
ond victim looking down on him. The man,
still alive but covered in his own urine and
feces, was starving and had been taken
prisoner a week before.

“Please, I'll give you anything you want,”
the man begged. “Why are you doing this to
me?” he added.

Alberts deep stare pierced the man. His
eyes cut into his tortured soul as he begged
this dark stranger for his life. “Please don’t
kill me. | have a family. I'll give you money,
anything, just tell me what you want.”

Slowly Albert squatted and sat down, rest-
ing with his legs tucked, he leaned into the
face of the man and whispered one of the
cruel jokes he had heard just a few weeks
before.

“Not so funny now is it?” Albert asked with a
solemn face. The man, sobbing, still beg-
ging for his life, pleaded for forgiveness.
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“‘Please! I'm sorry! We were just joking.

| didn’t mea—" And with that last syllable,
Albert plunged the large hunting knife deep
into the second victim’s chest. “Shhhh!”
Albert said as the man’s consciousness
slipped away. “| know you didn’t mean it...”

As the second man lay dead on the base-
ment floor of the abandoned house, Albert
knew he must act quickly before his deeds
were discovered. Digging for hours, he
buried both men under the muddy dirt floor.
The musty wet basement and natural decay
would be the perfect hiding spot for now.

Weeks slipped by like sand through an
hourglass, each day bringing with it a fresh
wave of uncertainty as the town remained
gripped by the mystery of the missing men.
Despite the detective’s best efforts, the trail
had grown cold, leaving him no closer to
unraveling the truth behind their disappear-
ance.

One evening, as it neared sunset, and the
streets grew quiet, the detective found him-
self once again poring over the scant evi-
dence in his possession. His mind filled with
frustration as he sifted through the case
files, searching for any clue that might shed
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light on the mystery that had consumed
him.

Beside him sat another officer, a younger
man with a determined glint in his eye as he
studied the evidence alongside his superior.

“It just doesn’t add up,” the detective mut-
tered, his voice heavy with frustration.
“We’ve questioned everyone in town, fol-
lowed every lead, but we're no closer to
finding them than we were when we start-
ed.”

The other officer nodded in agreement, his
expression thoughtful as he considered
their next course of action.

“‘Maybe we’re looking in the wrong place,”
he suggested, his voice laced with uncer-
tainty. “What if... what if Alice is the key?”

The detective paused, his gaze flicking to
his companion as a spark of interest ignited
in his eyes.

“Alice,” he repeated, the name hanging

in the air like a promise of salvation. “You
might be onto something there, son.”
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For weeks, Alice had remained on the
periphery of their investigation, a tantalizing
enigma with her own secrets to keep. But
now, as the pieces of the puzzle began to
fall into place, the detective couldn’t shake
the feeling that she held the key to unlock-
ing the truth they so desperately sought.

With renewed determination, the detective
rose from his seat, his mind racing with pos-
sibilities as he prepared to pursue this new
lead. The night stretched out before them, a
vast expanse of darkness and uncertainty,
but the detective was undeterred. He would
not rest until he had unraveled the mystery
of the missing men, and if Alice held the an-
swers they sought, then he would find out,
no matter the cost.

The night air was swampy with anticipation
as the two detectives sat in their unmarked
car, hidden in the shadows of the deserted
street. Their breath hung in wispy clouds
before them, mingling with the tendrils of
cigarette smoke that curled lazily through
the air. Inside the car, the atmosphere was
tense, a palpable sense of anticipation
hanging between them as they waited for
the bar to close and their mark to emerge.
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In the driver’s seat, the detective glanced
at his partner, a silent exchange passing
between them as they prepared for the task
at hand. They had been staking out the bar
for hours, waiting for the perfect moment,
and now, as the clock ticked towards 2 a.m,
their patience was finally about to be
rewarded.

The neon glow of the bar’s sign flickered
overhead, casting an eerie light over the
deserted street as the last stragglers stum-
bled out into the night, their laughter fading
into the darkness. And then, at long last,
she emerged from the doorway, her figure
silhouetted against the dimly lit street as
she made her way down the sidewalk.

“There she is,” the detective whispered, his
voice barely audible above the soft hum of
the engine.

His partner nodded in agreement, his eyes
fixed on the figure of Alice as she disap-
peared into the night, her movements
graceful and purposeful as she navigated
the empty streets.

With a silent nod of understanding, the de-
tective shifted the car into gear, pulling out
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onto the road slowly as they fell into step
behind her. They kept their distance, care-
ful not to arouse suspicion as they trailed
her through the winding streets of the town,
their headlights cutting through the dark-
ness like a beacon in the night.

Eventually, Alice reached her destination, a
small house tucked away on the outskirts
of downtown. The detectives parked the car
at a discreet distance, their eyes trained on
the figure of Alice as she disappeared into
the safety of one of the nearby buildings.

For hours, they watched and waited, their
vigil unbroken as they observed the apart-
ment buildings from the darkness outside.
And as the night wore on and the first light
of dawn began to creep over the horizon,

the detectives fell asleep from exhaustion.

Suddenly, a rap on the window jolted them
from their slumber. Startled, they turned

to see Albert Jenkins standing outside,

his face illuminated by the dim glow of the
morning sun.

With his knuckles rapping lightly against the
glass, Albert peered in at the detectives with
a mixture of curiosity and concern etched

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



upon his features. The detective behind the
wheel quickly rolled down the window, the
cool morning air rushing in to meet them.

“Can | help you?” the detective inquired, his
voice edged with suspicion.

Albert shifted nervously on his feet, his
eyes darting between the two officers as he
struggled to find the right words.

“l, uh... I'm sorry to bother you,” he began
hesitantly. “But | couldn’t help but notice you
have been sitting here for hours. Everything
alright?”

The detective exchanged a quick glance
with his partner before responding, his tone
guarded.

“We’re conducting an investigation,” he
explained, careful not to reveal too much.
“Just routine police work.”

Albert nodded, though the furrow in his
brow betrayed his unease. “Is there any-
thing | can do to help?”

The detectives exchanged another glance,
silently assessing the situation before
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responding.

‘Do you know a woman named Alice?” the
detective asked, his gaze piercing as he
fixed Albert with a steady glare.

Albert hesitated, his mind racing as he
struggled to think of what to say next.

“I'm sorry,” he finally spoke, his voice tinged
with regret. “I don’t think | know anyone by
that name in this neighborhood. We keep to
ourselves mostly.”

The detectives nodded in understanding,
though a flicker of disappointment flashed
across their faces. With a curt nod of
thanks, they rolled up the window, start-
ed the engine, and readied themselves to
depart.

As he watched the officers drive away,
Albert couldn’t shake the feeling of unease
that lingered in the pit of his stomach. He
felt like the police might be on to him as
they must have followed Alice home.
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Chapter 5: Routine

Daily life settled back into its familiar
rhythm, the days passing in a blur of monot-
ony as Albert Jenkins resumed his role as a
postal worker. Each day found him trudging
through the streets, delivering letters and
parcels with mechanical efficiency, his mind
drifting back to the events that had unfolded
in recent weeks.

But despite the passage of time, the mys-
tery of Alice and the missing men lingered
in the back of Albert’s mind, a constant
reminder of the secrets that lurked beneath
the surface of his seemingly ordinary life.
He couldn’t shake the feeling that someone
would find the bodies he had buried in the
basement of that abandoned house.

Each night after work, Albert would make
his way to the local dive bar, seeking so-
lace in the comforting embrace of routine.
The dirty and crude interior welcomed him
like an old friend, the familiar faces of the
bartenders offering a brief respite from the
weight of his thoughts, and his disdain for
some of the other patrons.

But as the weeks turned into several
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months, Albert couldn’t shake the feeling of
unease that lingered in the air, a sense of
foreboding that seemed to hang over the
town like a shroud. Day in and day out, he
followed the same routine, drowning his
worries in the bottom of a glass and trying
to forget the secrets that haunted him.

And, because Albert was worried the detec-
tive would uncover his identity, Alice never
showed up at the bar again, her absence a
constant reminder to the patrons and local
law enforcement of the unanswered ques-
tions that loomed over them all. The other
patrons whispered rumors and speculation,
but Albert remained silent, his own thoughts
consumed by the enigma of his own internal
conflict and frustration.

As the days stretched into weeks and the
weeks into months, Albert found himself
sinking deeper into the routine of his daily
life, the events of those fateful nights fad-
ing into the recesses of his memory like
half-forgotten dreams. But deep down, he
knew that the truth would always be wait-
ing, lurking in the shadows, waiting to be
uncovered once again. He felt he must do
something to hide his dark secret.
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As Albert trudged along his regular post-

al route the next day, the monotony of his
task was abruptly shattered by the billowing
smoke rising from an abandoned house.
The knot of concern tightening in his chest,
he knew this is what he must do to cover
up his actions those fateful evenings some
months ago.

Without hesitation, Albert reached for his
phone and dialed 911, his voice urgent as
he relayed the address and details of the
unfolding emergency. The dispatcher as-
sured him that help was on the way, and
with a heavy heart, Albert remained on
scene to recount things to the authorities
who were on their way, the image of the
burning house seared into his mind.

By the time the authorities arrived, the

fire had consumed the abandoned house,
leaving nothing but smoldering ruins in its
wake. Albert watched from a safe distance
as firefighters battled the blaze, their efforts
futile against the relentless inferno.

As the police and fire arrived at the scene
of the blazing inferno, Albert approached
them, his expression grave as he recounted
the events that had led to the conflagration.
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‘I was on my regular route when | noticed
the smoke,” Albert began, his voice tinged
with urgency. “l| saw the flames coming from
that old abandoned house over there.”

The firefighters nodded, their faces grim
as they listened to Albert’s account. One
of them, a burly man with soot-streaked
cheeks, raised an eyebrow inquisitively.

“Did you see anything else, sir?” he asked,
his tone gentle but probing.

Albert hesitated, his mind racing as he
debated how much to reveal. Finally, he
spoke, choosing his words carefully.

“Well, | did notice a few homeless guys
hanging around the area earlier,” he admit-
ted, his voice trailing off slightly.

The authorities exchanged a glance, their
expressions unreadable as they made a
note of Albert’s observation.

“Thank you for your cooperation, sir,” one
of them said, offering a nod of appreciation.
“We’ll be sure to follow up on that.”

With that, they turned their attention back
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to the task at hand, leaving Albert to watch
from a safe distance as they worked to con-
tain the blaze.

As the fire raged on, consuming the aban-
doned house in its fiery grip, Albert couldn’t
help but feel a sense of relief wash over
him. His own secrets remained hidden,
buried beneath the charred remains of the
building, at least for now.

But as he watched the firefighters battle
the flames, a nagging sense of unease
also lingered in the back of his mind, a
silent reminder of the mysteries that still lay
unresolved. And as he turned away from
the scene and resumed his regular route,
he couldn’t shake the feeling that the truth
would always find a way to resurface, no
matter how hard he tried to bury it.

In the days that followed, the town buzzed
with speculation about the cause of the
fire, but Albert kept his own counsel, his
thoughts consumed by what he had done.
And as he went about his daily routine, he
couldn’t help but feel a sense of gratitude
that his secrets had remained hidden, at
least for now.
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And as he walked the streets of this av-
erage American town, a silent witness to
the duplicity of men, he couldn’t help but
wonder if his other secrets would also be
revealed.

For the next six months, Albert Jenkins
found himself trapped in a cycle of relent-
less monotony. Day in and day out, he
followed the same routine with mechani-
cal precision: work, bar, home. Rinse and
repeat. Each day blurred into the next, the
passing of time marked only by the chang-
ing seasons and the steady tick of the
clock.

At work, Albert went through the motions,
his mind drifting as he sorted through letters
and packages with robotic efficiency. The
familiar faces of his coworkers passed by

in a blur, their conversations fading into the
background as Albert retreated into his own
thoughts.

In the evenings, he sought solace in the
dingy confines of the local bar, the com-
forting embrace of routine offering a brief
respite from the suffocating grip of his own
mind. But even there, amidst the haze

of cigarette smoke and the soft murmur
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of conversation, Albert found no escape
from the gnawing sense of emptiness that
gnawed at his soul.

The absence of Alice weighed heavily on
him, a constant reminder of his inner soul.
He longed to be herself once again, but
knew for their safety, she must remain hid-
den. Night after night, he scanned the faces
of the bar’s patrons, wishing he could con-
tinue his campaign of retribution as many of
them continued their rude and crude jokes
towards women, transgender people and
the LGBTQ+ community in general. Their
red hats were a testament to their unev-
olved hatred. And without her presence the
whispers among the crowd were that she
had run off with one of the men who was
facing a nasty divorce anyway.

But, as the weeks turned into months,
Albert felt the creeping tendrils of madness
begin to take hold, their icy grip tightening
with each passing day. His thoughts grew
more erratic, his dreams haunted by visions
of the past that refused to let him rest. And
through it all, the specter of his own secrets
loomed large, a constant reminder of the
darkness that lurked within him.

But still, Albert soldiered on, his footsteps
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echoing hollowly as he moved through the
world like a ghost trapped in limbo. Work,
bar, home. Work, bar, home. The words
echoed in his mind like a mantra, a nev-
er-ending cycle from which there was no
escape.

And as the madness closed in around him,
Albert couldn’t help but wonder if he would
ever find the courage to break free from the
suffocating monotony of his existence. But
for now, all he could do was endure, cling-
ing to the fragile thread of sanity that kept
him tethered to reality, even as the dark-
ness threatened to consume him whole.

It was at that moment, Albert decided it was
time to leave this town, and put his past
behind him once and for all.

The next morning, Albert’s footsteps echoed
through the sterile corridors of the post office
as he made his way towards his boss’s office,
his heart pounding in his chest. For months,
the routine of his life had weighed heavy

on his shoulders, the monotony of his days
stretching out before him like an endless des-
ert of sameness. And now, as he stood on the
threshold of his boss’s office, he knew that he
couldn’t go on like this any longer.
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With a deep breath, Albert pushed open the
door and stepped inside, his gaze meeting
his boss’s with a determination he hadn’t
felt in years.

“Mr. Thompson, | need to talk to you,” Albert
began, his voice steady despite the nervous
flutter in his stomach.

Mr. Thompson looked up from his paper-
work, his brow furrowing in surprise at the
unexpected interruption.

“What can | do for you, Albert?” he asked,
gesturing for Albert to take a seat.

Albert hesitated for a moment before sink-
ing into the chair opposite his boss, the
weight of his decision heavy on his mind.

“I'm putting in my notice,” he said finally,
the words spilling out in a rush of emotion.
“I can’t do this anymore, Mr. Thompson.
The monotony, the routine... it’s suffocating.
| need more out of life than just work, bar,
home. | need to break free from this end-
less cycle before it drives me mad.”

Mr. Thompson regarded Albert with a mix-
ture of surprise and sympathy, his expres-
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sion softening as he listened to his employ-
ee’s impassioned plea.

‘I understand, Albert,” he said gently, com-
ing around from behind the desk to place

a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “We all
reach a point where we need to make a
change. I'll accept your resignation, but |
hope you’ll take some time to consider your
next steps carefully.”

Albert nodded, a weight lifting from his
shoulders as he realized that he was final-
ly taking control of his own destiny. With a
sense of purpose he hadn't felt in years, he
rose from his seat and offered his boss a
grateful smile.

“Thank you, Mr. Thompson,” he said, his
voice tinged with relief. “I'll make sure to tie
up any loose ends before | go.”

As he left his boss’s office and stepped out
into the bright sunlight of the afternoon,
Albert felt a sense of liberation wash over
him. The road ahead was uncertain, but for
the first time in a long time, he felt alive with
the possibility of what lay beyond the
confines of his old life. And as he walked
away from the post office, leaving the
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monotony of his routine behind him, he
couldn’t help but feel a thrill of excitement at
the thought of what adventures awaited him
in the great unknown.
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Chapter 6: A New Identity

The vibrant streets of Greenwich Village
pulsed with life as Albert, now fully em-
bracing his new identity as Alice, made his
way to work. The city buzzed with energy,

a symphony of sights and sounds that filled
him with a sense of exhilaration he had nev-
er known before. Gone was the monotony
of his old life and old town, replaced now

by the hustle and bustle of New York City,
where anything felt possible.

As Alice stepped behind the bar at the
trendy Soho lounge where she now worked,
she couldn’t help but feel a thrill of excite-
ment course through her veins. The air was
alive with possibility, the atmosphere elec-
tric as patrons laughed and chatted, their
voices mingling with the soft strains of jazz
music that filled the room.

Taking a deep breath, Alice set to work,
expertly crafting cocktails with a skill honed
and dedicated practice. She moved with a
grace and confidence that belied her new-
found identity, her hands deftly mixing and
pouring with precision as she served up
drinks to eager customers.
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It was during a particularly busy evening
that a handsome man approached the bar,
his eyes lighting up with appreciation as he
took in the sight of the beautiful bartender
before him.

“Can | get a whiskey sour, please?” he
asked, his voice tinged with admiration.

“Of course,” Alice replied with a dazzling
smile, her eyes twinkling with mischief as
she set to work on the drink.

As she poured the whiskey into the glass,
she couldn’t help but notice the way the
man’s gaze lingered on her, his eyes filled
with a mixture of curiosity and desire. It was
a feeling she had grown accustomed to in
her new life, and one that she reveled in
with a newfound sense of confidence.

Handing the man his drink with a flourish,
Alice met his gaze with a coy smile, a silent
invitation lingering in the air between them.

“Here you go,” she said, her voice soft but
full of promise. “Enjoy.”

The man took the glass with a grateful nod,
his eyes never leaving Alice’s as he raised it
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to his lips and took a sip. And as he savored
the taste of the expertly crafted cocktail, he
couldn’t help but marvel at the beauty and
grace of the bartender before him, a vision
of possibility in a city filled with endless
dreams.

As the man savored his whiskey sour,
Alice leaned against the bar with a charm-
ing smile, ready to engage in conversa-
tion. With a graceful flick of her hand, she
brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear,
drawing the man’s attention with an air of
confidence.

“Hi there,” she greeted warmly, her voice
silky smooth. “I'm Alice. What brings you to
our little corner of the world tonight?”

The man returned her smile, captivated by
her presence.

“I'm Jack, Jack Harper,” he replied, his
gaze lingering on Alice with unabashed
admiration. “I'm in town from Indiana for a
business trip, but | couldn’t resist the allure
of this place. And I'm certainly glad | didn’t
miss the chance to meet such a lovely bar-
tender.”
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Alice chuckled softly, a hint of mischief
dancing in her eyes.

“Well, Jack, I'm certainly glad you decid-
ed to stop by,” she said, her voice low and
inviting. “What do you do for a living, if you
don’t mind me asking?”

As Jack launched into an animated dis-
cussion about his career in finance, Alice
listened with genuine interest, her attention
fully focused on the handsome stranger be-
fore her. And as the night wore on and the
conversation flowed effortlessly between
them, Alice couldn’t help but feel a sense
of gratitude for the new life she had forged
in the vibrant streets of New York City. With
each passing moment, she felt more alive
than she ever had before, embracing her
true self with a courage and determination
that had been absent from her old life in
that old stale town of Quincy.

As she basked in the warmth of Jack’s
company, Alice knew that she had finally
found her place in the world, a world filled
with endless possibilities and the promise of
a brighter tomorrow. And as she looked out
across the crowded bar, her heart filled with
gratitude for the journey that had brought
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her here, she couldn’t help but smile, know-
ing that she was exactly where she was
meant to be.

As Alice prepared to close up the bar for the
night, Jack leaned in close, his voice low
and intimate.

“You know, Alice, | hate to see our evening
come to an end,” he said, his eyes locking
with hers. “Why don’t we continue the con-
versation back at my hotel? | have a bottle
of wine waiting in my room.”

Alice’s heart fluttered at the suggestion, a
thrill of anticipation coursing through her
veins. But before she could respond, Jack
slipped a keycard into her hand, his touch
sending a shiver down her spine.

“Here’s the key to my room,” he said, his
voice husky with desire. “I'll meet you there
in an hour.”

With a coy smile, Alice nodded, her mind
already racing with the possibilities of what
the night might hold. As Jack slipped away
into the crowd, Alice took a deep breath,
preparing to finish her closing duties.
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Just then, another man approached the bar,
his expression smug as he eyed Alice with
undisguised arrogance. Alice’s stomach
churned at the man’s demeanor, and she
braced herself for whatever rude comment
he was about to unleash.

“Hey, buddy, can | get a drink?” the man
called out, his tone bordering on insolence.

Alice shot him a cool glance, her patience
wearing thin.

“I'll be with you in just a moment,” she re-
plied, her voice tinged with annoyance.

The man snorted derisively, clearly unim-
pressed by Alice’s response.

“Well, hurry it up, sweetheart,” he said, his
tone dripping with sarcasm. “Some of us
don’t have all night.”

Alice’s jaw clenched with frustration at the
man’s rudeness, but she forced herself to
maintain her composure as she finished her
closing duties. She had dealt with her fair
share of difficult customers in the past, and
she wasn’t about to let this man ruin her
evening.
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With a final glance around the bar to ensure
everything was in order, Alice turned her
attention to the rude customer, determined
to get through the interaction as quickly as
possible. And as she served him his drink
with a forced smile, her mind raced for a
way to diffuse the tension. She couldn’t let
his rudeness ruin her evening ahead with
Jack. With a flicker of mischief in her eyes,
she noticed the bright red hat perched atop
the man’s head.

“So, is the red hat a fashion statement or
are you auditioning for a role as a garden
gnome?” Alice quipped, her tone light but
pointed.

The man’s expression shifted from arro-
gance to anger, caught off guard by Alice’s
unexpected jab. For a moment, he seemed
taken aback, then his face twisted into a
begrudging scowl.

“Hey, at least I've got style,” he retorted, his
tone just as confrontational as before.

Alice shrugged casually, her grin widening.

“Well, it certainly makes you stand out in a
crowd.”
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The tension between them tightened as the
man chuckled, a reluctant smile tugging at
the corners of his lips. He then took leave
from the bar with his drink in hand, continu-
ing on with the ramblings of an intoxicated
traveler.

After closing, and as Alice stepped out onto
the sidewalk outside the bar, the cool night
air offered a welcome reprieve from the
dimly lit and musky interior. She breathed
in deeply, letting the bustling sounds of the
city wash over her as she prepared to head
home after a long night’s work. But before
she could take more than a few steps, she
felt a presence at her side.

Turning, Alice’s heart sank as she saw the
rude man from earlier approaching her with
a smug grin on his face. She braced herself
for another round of his unwelcome advanc-
es, already feeling her patience wearing
thin.

“Hey there, bartender,” he called out, his
tone oozing with false charm. “| couldn’t
help but notice you've got quite the sense
of humor.”

Alice rolled her eyes, her irritation simmer-
66



ing just beneath the surface. She had dealt
with her fair share of unwanted attention
from men like him in the past, and she had
no patience for his insincere flattery.

“Look, I'm not interested,” she replied firmly,
her voice leaving no room for argument.

But the man persisted, stepping closer until
he was mere inches from Alice, his gaze
lingering on her with an intensity that made
her skin crawl.

“Come on, sweetheart, don'’t be like that,”
he said, his voice low and persuasive. ‘| just
want to get to know you better.”

Alice’s jaw clenched with frustration as she
resisted the urge to lash out at the man.
She knew that engaging with him would
only end in his demise.

“Listen, | said I'm not interested,” she said,
her voice tinged with annoyance. “Now
please, leave me alone.”

But the man ignored her protests, reaching
out to grab her arm in a crude attempt to
pull her closer. Alice recoiled instinctive-

ly, her heart pounding in her chest as she
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struggled to break free from his grasp.

“Let go of me!” she demanded, her voice
rising with anger.

But the man only tightened his grip, his
eyes flashing with a dangerous glint as he
leaned in closer, his breath hot against her
ear.

“You'll come around eventually, sweet-
heart,” he whispered, his tone dripping with
menace.

With a surge of adrenaline, Alice wrenched
herself free from the man’s grasp, stumbling
backwards as she fled down the sidewalk,
her heart racing with fear and frustration.
She knew that she would have to be extra
vigilant in the future, but for now, all she
could think about was getting as far away
from the man as possible.

With a rush of energy, Alice pushed past the
man and bolted down the alley, her heart
pounding in her ears as she sought refuge
from the unsettling encounter. She dart-

ed into the narrow passage, the darkness
enveloping her as she sought to catch her
breath.
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Leaning against the cold brick wall, Alice’s
chest heaved as she tried to calm her rac-
ing heartbeat. She closed her eyes, willing
herself to regain her composure, but her
moment of respite was short-lived. Foot-
steps echoed behind her, growing louder
and more erratic with each passing second.

Turning around, Alice’s eyes widened in
alarm as she saw the man stumbling into
the alley after her. His movements were
unsteady, his words slurred as he tried to
speak.

“‘Hey, wait up!” he called out, his voice a
garbled mess as he lurched forward. “| just
wanna talk.”

Alice’s heart sank as she realized the man
wasn’t ready to let her go. She felt a surge
of fear wash over her, her instincts scream-
ing at her to get away from the unpredict-
able stranger.

‘I don’t want to talk to you,” Alice replied,
her voice trembling slightly despite her best
efforts to remain calm. “Please, just leave
me alone.”

But the man only laughed, his laughter
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grating on Alice’s nerves as he continued to
stumble toward her.

“You can’t ignore me, sweetheart,” he
slurred, his words tinged with arrogance. “I
know you want me.”

Alice’s stomach churned with unease as
she realized she was trapped in the con-
fined space of the alley with the increas-
ingly erratic man. She cast a frantic glance
around, searching for an escape route, but
the walls of the alley loomed ominously
around her.

Summoning all her courage, Alice reached
into her purse, her eyes flashing with de-
termination as she prepared to confront the
unwelcome intruder. She knew she had to
think fast if she wanted to get out of this
situation unscathed.

With three short jabs, Alice reached out
with her small knife and punched the man’s
throat. His eyes widened in surprise and
fear.

“What have you done?” the man quipped as
he clenched his throat, now gushing blood
all over his shirt and dripping to the street
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below. As the man fell to his knees, Alice
quickly reached into his back pocket, took
out his wallet and removed all the cash.
She threw the wallet on the ground and
took off running once again.

The man, now dead in a pool of his own
blood, looked like just another mugging
victim in a city that will chew you up and
spit you out. The police see bodies like this
every week and there will likely be little to
no investigation at all.
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Chapter 7: Unearthing Secrets

The once-empty lot back where Albert once
delivered the mail, and where the aban-
doned house had succumbed to flames,
now buzzed with activity as construction
crews prepared the site for a new building.
Bulldozers roared to life, clearing away de-
bris and leveling the ground, while workers
in hard hats moved about with purposeful
determination.

Amidst the flurry of activity, a loud shout
rang out as one of the construction work-
ers stumbled upon something unexpected.
As the dust settled, the workers gathered
around, their curiosity piqued by the discov-
ery.

“What do you think it is?” one of them
asked, peering down at the ground with
concern.

Another worker knelt beside the excavation
site, carefully brushing away dirt and debris
to reveal what appeared to be a group of
weathered bones.

“It looks like a body,” he remarked, his voice
tinged with fear. “We need to call the authorities.”
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As word of the discovery spread, the small
town buzzed with excitement, the once-for-
gotten lot now a hub of activity as curious
onlookers gathered to catch a glimpse

of the remarkable finds unearthed by the
construction crews. And as experts were
called in to assess the significance of the
discovery, the town held its breath in antici-
pation, eager to uncover the secrets hidden
beneath the surface.

As the day progressed, construction crews
continued to unearth the bodies hidden
beneath the ground, the small town Albert
left behind braced itself for the revelations
that lay ahead. And as Alice led her life from
afar, she suddenly had a sense of unease
settle over her. She had an eerie feeling
that the secrets of the past could no longer
remain buried.

Detective Decker received a call while sit-
ting at his desk in the precinct, the familiar
ringtone of his cellphone cutting through
the quiet hum of the office. With a sense of
urgency, he answered, ready to spring into
action at a moment’s notice.

“‘Detective Decker here,” he said, his voice
crisp and authoritative.
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On the other end of the line, a frantic voice
relayed the astonishing news of the dis-
covery at the construction site. Bodies had
been unearthed, buried beneath the rubble
of an old burned down building, and the
local authorities were scrambling to make
sense of the grim discovery.

As Detective Decker listened to the details
of the case, his mind raced with the possi-
bilities. Could this be the breakthrough he
had been waiting for in his missing per-
sons cases? With a sense of purpose, he
grabbed his coat and headed out the door,
his instincts telling him that this was a lead
he couldn’t afford to ignore.

Arriving at the scene, Detective Decker
wasted no time in assessing the situation.
The construction site buzzed with activity as
forensic teams worked tirelessly to exca-
vate the remains and piece together the
puzzle of what had happened.

As he surveyed the scene, Detective Deck-
er’s heart sank at the sight of the bodies
laid out before him. The remains were badly
decomposed, but there was no mistaking
the grim reality of what had been uncov-
ered.

74



With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stom-
ach, Detective Decker approached the
forensic team, his voice steady despite the
turmoil brewing inside him.

“What do we know so far?” he asked, his
gaze focused on the grim task at hand.

The lead forensic investigator turned to face
him, her expression grave as she relayed
the preliminary findings.

“We’ve identified two of the bodies as your
missing persons cases, their wallets were in
their jeans” she said, her tone somber. “The
other two are still to be identified, but we're
working on it.”

Detective Decker felt a wave of mixed
emotions wash over him at the news. Re-
lief mingled with grief as he processed the
reality of what had been discovered. The
families of the missing persons would finally
have closure, but the truth of their fate was
a heavy burden to bear.

With a heavy heart, Detective Decker
turned his attention to the task ahead,
knowing that the road to justice would be
long and arduous. But as he surveyed the
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scene before him, a sense of determination
settled over him, driving him forward in his
quest for answers.

As the investigation unfolded, Detective
Decker vowed to uncover the truth behind
the grim discovery, no matter where it might
lead. And as he delved deeper into the mys-
tery of the buried bodies, he knew that the
journey ahead would test his resolve like
never before. But with justice as his guiding
light, he was ready to face whatever chal-
lenges lay ahead in his pursuit of it.

After returning to his office, Detective Deck-
er sank into his chair, the weight of the
day’s discoveries heavy on his mind. He ran
a hand through his hair, trying to process
the grim reality of what had been uncov-
ered at the construction site of the old burnt
abandoned building.

Just as he began to delve into the mountain
of paperwork on his desk, his phone rang,
breaking the silence of the room. With a
sense of apprehension, he answered, steel-
ing himself for whatever news the caller
might bring.

“Detective Decker,” he said, his voice
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steady despite the turmoil brewing inside
him.

On the other end of the line, the coroner’s
voice crackled with urgency as he relayed
the results of the latest round of identifica-
tions.

“Detective, we'’ve positively identified the
other two bodies,” the coroner said, his tone
grave. “They belong to a Mr. Albert Jenkins
and a Mrs. Alice Jenkins. They, along with
their son Billy, went missing 35 years ago.”

Detective Decker’s heart skipped a beat at
the news, the pieces of the puzzle suddenly
falling into place. Unknown to him, the miss-
ing Jenkins family had been at the center

of one of the most baffling cold cases in the
town’s history, their disappearance leaving
behind a trail of unanswered questions and
shattered lives.

As he processed the grim reality of what
had been uncovered, Detective Decker felt
a surge of sorrow wash over him. The Jen-
kins family had been torn apart by tragedy,
their fate a mystery that had haunted the
town for decades.
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With a heavy heart, Detective Decker knew
that the investigation was far from over. The
discovery of the Jenkins family only raised
more questions, each one leading him fur-
ther down the twisting path of the past.

But as he prepared to delve into the next
phase of the investigation, Detective Deck-
er felt a renewed sense of determination
settle over him. The truth behind the Jen-
kins family’s disappearance had remained
buried for too long, and he was determined
to uncover it, no matter where the trail might
lead. He couldn’t shake the eerie feeling
that the man he interviewed at the dive bar
some months back was in fact the missing
Billy Jenkins, and not Albert as he had been
posing for a few decades.

As Alice arrived at Jack’s hotel room, she
couldn’t shake off the unease from the en-
counter with the rude man earlier. However,
she plastered on a smile as Jack greeted
her at the door, eager to put the unsettling
incident behind her.

As they stepped inside, Jack’s eyes fell

upon the blood staining Alice’s hand, his
brow bent with concern.
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“What happened to your hand?” he asked,
his voice laced with worry.

Alice hesitated for a moment, then forced a
nonchalant shrug. “Oh, it's nothing,” she re-
plied, trying to brush off the question. “Just
a little fall on my way here. | need to clean
up if you don’t mind.”

Jack nodded, accepting her explanation
with a sympathetic smile. “Well, | hope it's
not too serious. Let me get you something
to clean it up.”

With gentle care, Jack retrieved a first-aid
kit from the bathroom, handing it to Alice
as she settled onto the edge of the bed. As
she tended to her wound, Jack sat beside
her, his presence a comforting reassurance
amidst the lingering tension of the evening.

Once her hand was bandaged and the
blood cleaned away, Alice felt a sense of
relief wash over her. She met Jack’s gaze
with a grateful smile, appreciating his con-
cern and kindness in the face of her dis-
comfort.

“Thanks,” she said softly, her voice tinged
with gratitude.
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Jack waved off her thanks with a casual
shrug, his eyes warm with understanding.
“It's no problem. Now, let’s forget about all
that and enjoy the rest of the evening.”

With that, the two settled into an easy
rhythm of conversation, their words flow-
ing effortlessly as they shared stories and
exchanged laughter. As the hours passed,
Alice found herself opening up to Jack in a
way she hadn’t expected, her walls slowly
melting away in the warmth of his company.

Before she knew it, the evening had
stretched into the early hours of the morn-
ing, the night alive with the promise of new
beginnings and unexpected connections.
And as Alice bid Jack farewell and stepped
out into the cool morning air, she couldn’t
help but feel a sense of hope stirring within
her, knowing that she had found a moment
of solace amidst the chaos of the city.
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Chapter 8: Pursuit of Truth

The discovery of the Jenkins family’s re-
mains had sent shockwaves through the
town of Quincy, reopening old wounds and
reigniting the flames of speculation. But for
Detective Decker, the grim revelations only
fueled his determination to uncover the truth
behind the mysterious man who had called
himself Albert.

With a renewed sense of purpose, Detec-
tive Decker delved deeper into the inves-
tigation, determined to trace the elusive
man’s footsteps and unravel the tangled
web of lies and deceit that had shrouded his
true identity.

His first order of business was to track
down any leads that might shed light on the
man’s whereabouts. Starting with the Post
Office, Detective Decker questioned the
management, hoping to glean any informa-
tion that might lead him closer to his elusive
quarry.

After hours of questioning various employ-
ees and management, Detective Decker’s
efforts were finally rewarded with a break-
through. The management revealed that
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the man who had called himself Albert had
left a forwarding address for his mail before
disappearing without a trace.

With a sense of urgency, Detective Decker
obtained the address and wasted no time
in setting out to follow the trail to New York
City. The bustling streets of the metropolis
awaited him, a labyrinth of possibilities and
potential pitfalls.

As he boarded the plane bound for the city
that never slept, Detective Decker couldn’t
shake the feeling of anticipation that
coursed through his veins.

With justice as his guiding light, Detective
Decker embarked on the next phase of his
investigation, knowing that the truth was
within his grasp. And as the plane hurtled
toward its destination, he braced himself for
the twists and turns that awaited him, ready
to confront the darkness lurking in the shad-
ows and bring closure for those who had
been left behind in those shallow graves.

For Detective Decker, the pursuit of truth
was more than just a job—it was a calling,
a solemn vow to seek justice for those who
could no longer speak for themselves. And
as he ventured into the heart of the city, he
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knew that the answers he sought lay just
beyond the horizon, waiting to be uncov-
ered in the unforgiving streets of New York
City.

As Alice walked down the sidewalk, her
thoughts wandered, lost in the rhythm of the
city’s bustling streets. But her reverie was
shattered when she caught sight of a famil-
iar figure standing outside her building—a
man she recognized all too well.

Her heart leaped into her throat as she real-
ized it was Detective Decker, the investiga-
tor from Quincy. Panic surged through her
veins, sending a jolt of adrenaline coursing
through her body.

Without a second thought, Alice darted
down the nearest alley, her pulse pound-
ing in her ears as she sought refuge in the
shadows. She pressed herself against the
cold brick wall, trying to steady her ragged
breaths as she waited for the detective to
finally give up and leave.

Minutes stretched into agonizing eternity as
Alice crouched in the darkness, her sens-
es on high alert for any sign of movement
nearby. She strained to hear the sound of
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footsteps fading away, praying that the de-
tective would soon give up and move on.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Alice
heard the faint sound of footsteps receding
into the distance. With a sigh of relief, she
allowed herself to relax slightly, her muscles
tense with the lingering fear of discovery.

Taking a deep breath to steady herself,
Alice waited a while longer, listening intently
for any sign of the detective’s return. When
she was finally convinced that the coast
was clear, she emerged from the alley and
hurried up the stairs to her apartment.

Once safely inside, Alice collapsed onto
the couch, her heart still racing with the
adrenaline of the encounter. She knew she
couldn’t let her guard down, not with the
detective from Quincy hot on her trail.

With a sense of unease gnawing at her,
Alice resolved to tread carefully in the days
ahead, knowing that the truth she had
worked so hard to conceal was in danger of
being uncovered. But as she settled into the
quiet solitude of her apartment, she couldn’t
shake the feeling that her past was catch-
ing up with her, threatening to unravel the
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fragile peace she had built for herself in the
bustling streets she now called home.

The next evening at work, Alice was go-

ing about her duties as usual, trying to

push aside the lingering unease from her
encounter with Detective Decker. But her
nerves were on edge, a sense of foreboding
hanging heavy in the air.

As she made her rounds, she noticed a
man watching her from across the room—a
man she recognized all too well. It was De-
tective Decker from Quincy, his eyes fixed
on her with an intensity that sent a chill
down her spine.

Her heart pounded in her chest as he ap-
proached, his footsteps echoing ominously
in the quiet of the room. With a sinking feel-
ing in the pit of her stomach, Alice braced
herself for what was to come.

“Miss Jenkins,” Detective Decker said, his
voice low and accusatory. “We need to talk.”

Alice’s breath caught in her throat as she re-
alized she had been found out. Panic surged
through her veins, threatening to overwhelm
her as she struggled to find her voice.
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‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she
replied, her voice trembling with fear. “You
must have the wrong person.”

But Detective Decker wasn’t convinced.
He pressed on, his gaze unwavering as he
leveled a series of accusations against her,
each one more damning than the last.

“You can’t hide from your past forever, Billy,
he said, his voice dripping with disdain.
“The truth will come out eventually.”

Alice’s mind raced as she tried to come

up with a response, but before she could
formulate a coherent reply, a voice rang out
from behind her.

“Is there a problem here?”

Alice turned to see Jack standing there, his
expression steely with determination as he
faced off against the detective.

Detective Decker faltered for a moment,
taken aback by the unexpected interruption.
But he quickly regained his composure, his
eyes narrowing with suspicion.

“I'm just doing my job,” he replied, his tone
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defensive. ‘I suggest you stay out of it.”

But Jack wasn’t about to back down. With
a glare, he stepped forward, his presence
imposing as he stood protectively beside
Alice.

“She’s done nothing wrong,” he said, his
voice firm. “Now, why don’t you leave be-
fore things escalate?”

Detective Decker hesitated, weighing his
options as he sized up the situation before
him. With a reluctant nod, he finally relent-
ed, knowing that he was outnumbered and
out of his jurisdiction.

“Fine,” he said, his tone resigned. “But mark
my words, Billy. I'll be keeping an eye on
you.”

With that, Detective Matthews turned on
his heel and strode away, leaving Alice and
Jack alone in the tense silence of the room.

As Alice caught her breath, she couldn’t
help but feel a surge of gratitude toward
Jack for coming to her rescue. With a shaky
smile, she reached out and squeezed his
hand, grateful for his unwavering support in
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her moment of need.

“Thank you,” she said softly, her voice
tinged with relief.

Jack returned her smile, his eyes warm with
understanding. “Anytime, Alice. Anytime.”

Detective Decker sat in his dimly lit hotel
room, the glow of his laptop casting eerie
shadows across the walls. With a sense
of urgency, he dialed the number for his
supervisors in Quincy, his fingers tapping
impatiently against the desk as he waited
for someone to pick up.

“Quincy PD,” a voice crackled over the line,
the sound distorted by the static of a poor
connection.

“Chief Davis!,” Detective Decker said, his
voice tight with determination. “I know
where Billy Jenkins is.”

There was a moment of silence on the other
end of the line as Detective Decker relayed
the details of his discovery, his words punc-
tuated by the occasional murmur of assent
from his supervisor.
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“I'll get you the paperwork you need,” Chief
Davis finally replied, his voice echoing with
the weight of authority. “I'll make sure you
have everything you need to bring him in.”

With a sense of relief, Detective Decker
hung up the phone and leaned back in his
chair, his mind racing with the possibilities
of what lay ahead. The trail to Billy Jenkins
was finally within his grasp, and he was
determined to see it through to the end.

The next day, Detective Decker returned

to the bar where Alice had been working,
his heart pounding with anticipation as he
approached the manager on duty.

“Excuse me,” he said, his voice calm but
determined. “I'm looking for a bartender
who goes by the name Alice. Is she working
today?”

The manager’s brow furrowed with concern
as he shook his head. “No, I'm sorry. Alice
didn’t call or show up for her shift today. Is
everything alright?”

Detective Decker’s pulse quickened at the
news, his mind racing with possibilities. “Do
you have any idea where she might be?”
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The manager shrugged helplessly. “I’'m not
sure. She’s been reliable in the past. This is
unusual.”

With a sense of urgency, Detective Decker
thanked the manager and hurried back to
the address he had visited the day before,
hoping to find some clue to Alice’s where-
abouts. As he approached the building, he
couldn’t shake the feeling of unease that
settled over him.

After knocking on Alice’s door to no avail,
Detective Decker decided to question a
few of the other tenants in the building.
He approached each door with a sense of
urgency, his knuckles rapping against the
wood as he sought information that could
lead him to Alice.

One of the other residents, a middle-aged
woman with tired eyes, opened her door
cautiously in response to Detective Deck-
er’s persistent knocking.

“Can | help you?” she asked, her voice
tinged with suspicion.

Detective Decker introduced himself and
explained that he was looking for a wom-
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an named Alice. He described her as best
as he could, hoping that the woman might
have seen her.

Recognition flickered in the woman’s eyes
as Detective Decker mentioned Alice’s
name. “Oh, you mean the young transgen-
der woman who lived across the hall? | did
see her leave late last night with a suit-
case.”

Detective Decker’s heart sank at the news.
It seemed that Alice had left in the dead of
night, without leaving a trace behind. But he
refused to give up hope just yet.

“Do you know where she might have
gone?” he pressed, his voice urgent.

The woman shook her head. “I'm sorry, |
have no idea. She kept to herself mostly.
But she did seem upset when she left.”

With a heavy sigh, Detective Decker
thanked the woman for her help and con-
tinued his inquiries with the other tenants.
But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t
shake the feeling of frustration that gnawed
at him.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



Billy Jenkins had slipped through his fin-
gers once again, leaving behind only unan-
swered questions and a trail of uncertainty.
But Detective Decker refused to be de-
terred. With a renewed sense of determi-
nation, he vowed to continue the hunt for
this murderer, knowing that justice would be
served by his hand.
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Chapter 9: A Chance Encounter

The neon lights of the truck stop cast an
eerie glow over the sprawling parking lot,
illuminating the rows of towering rigs lined
up like silent sentinels against the night sky.
Alice stood at the edge of the lot, her heart
pounding as she approached a burly truck
driver who was leaning against his rig, tak-
ing a drag from a Camel cigarette.

“Excuse me,” she said, her voice trem-
bling slightly with nerves. “Are you headed
west?”

The trucker turned to face her, his eyes
narrowing with curiosity as he took in her
disheveled appearance.

“Yeah, I'm on a long haul,” he replied, his
voice gruff but not unkind. “From Los Ange-
les to New York and back. Why? You look-
ing for a ride?”

Alice hesitated for a moment, her mind
racing with the weight of her decision. But
desperation spurred her on, pushing her
past her fears.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady despite
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the turmoil brewing inside her. “My hus-
band... he’s abusive. | need to get away.”

The trucker’s expression softened with
sympathy as he listened to her plight. With-
out a moment’s hesitation, he stubbed out
his cigarette and gestured toward the cab of
his rig.

“Get in,” he said, his tone firm but gen-

tle. “I'll take you as far as you need to go.
You're welcome to ride with me all the way
to California if you want.”

Relief flooded through Alice as she climbed
into the cab, the familiar scent of diesel fuel
and stale cigarette smoke enveloping her in
a sense of security. With each passing mile,
she felt a weight lifting from her shoulders,
the open road stretching out before her like
a promise of freedom. She had escaped
Detective Decker’s grasp, but would have
to start over again once more.

As the truck rumbled down the highway, Al-
ice’s thoughts turned to the uncertain future
that lay ahead. For the first time this week,
she allowed herself to relax—to finally feel
she would escape her past crimes.
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Alice and the truck driver journeyed down
the eastern seaboard and across the Mid-
west, the landscape shifted and changed
beneath the wheels of the rig. Concrete jun-
gle turned to rolling fields of golden wheat
that stretched out as far as the eye could
see, giving way to endless prairies and vast
expanses of open sky.

Their next stop in Effingham, lllinois, was an
all night stop—a delivery was to be made,
another load to be picked up, and then to
the travel plaza to bed down for the night.
As evening approached, they pulled into the
TA Truckstop, its sprawling lot bustling with
activity.

With the aroma of freshly brewed coffee
wafting through the air, Alice made her way
to the Dunkin Donuts nestled within the
travel plaza, eager to grab a fresh coffee
before turning in for the night.

As she waited in line for the bathroom, a
man wearing a red hat approached her,
his eyes lingering on her with an unsettling
intensity.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” he
sneered, his voice dripping with contempt.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



“A pretty little thing like you shouldn’t be
traveling alone.”

Alice’s heart skipped a beat as she met the
man’s gaze, her instincts screaming at her
to get away as quickly as possible. But she
held her ground, her jaw set with determi-
nation.

“I can take care of myself,” she replied, her
voice steady despite the fear that churned
in the pit of her stomach.

The man’s laughter echoed through the
crowded travel plaza, drawing the atten-
tion of nearby patrons as he continued to
harass Alice with crude remarks and lewd
gestures.

As Alice entered the bathroom, her heart
pounded with unease, the encounter with
the man in the red hat still racing in her
mind. She quickly locked the door behind
her, her hands trembling as she leaned
against the cool granite countertop.

But despite her efforts to calm her racing
thoughts, a sense of panic began to take
hold, her mind spinning with a whirlwind of
fear and anger. The memory of the man’s
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leering gaze and crude remarks lingered
like a dark shadow, casting a pall over her
fragile sense of security.

With each passing moment, Alice’s unease
grew, her breath coming in shallow gasps
as she struggled to keep her composure.
The urge to lash out—to hurt the man who
had made her feel so small and vulnera-
ble—gnawed at her from within, a primal
instinct warring with her rational mind.

Clutching the edge of the sink for support,
Alice squeezed her eyes shut, willing her-
self to regain control. But the anger sim-
mered beneath the surface, a volatile mix
of emotions threatening to boil over at any
moment.

In that moment of turmoil, Alice felt a dark-
ness descend—a primal urge to protect
herself at any cost, to lash out against the
perceived threat with all the fury of a cor-
nered animal.

But as the seconds stretched into eternity,
Alice forced herself to take a deep breath,
her resolve hardening with each steady
inhalation. With trembling hands, she
splashed cold water on her face, the shock
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of the icy liquid jolting her back to reality.

As she gazed into the mirror, her reflection
stared back at her—a portrait of defiance
and determination in the face of adversi-

ty. She knew what must be done. As Alice
slipped out of the bathroom, she took notice
of where the rude man had walked off to.
Now, by a rig of his own, she knew that he
too would be bedding down for the night.
Alice went back to her truck with the friendly
driver with whom she was riding to Califor-
nia and began plotting her revenge on this
new threat lurking only 100 yards away.

Under the cloak of darkness, Alice slipped
away from the truck she was riding in, her
footsteps silent against the gravel as she
made her way toward the other row of
parked rigs. Her heart pounded with nerves
as she approached the rude man'’s truck,
her mind racing with the risky gambit she
was about to undertake.

Summoning all her courage, Alice knocked
on the door of the truck, her heart in her
throat as she waited for a response.

The door creaked open, revealing the
man’s grizzled face, his expression one of
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surprise and curiosity.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, his
voice tinged with suspicion.

With a coy smile, Alice leaned in closer, her
eyes sparkling with mischief. “I thought we
could have a good time,” she replied, her
voice laced with seduction.

The man’s eyes widened in surprise, his ini-
tial skepticism giving way to eager anticipa-
tion. With a nod, he stepped aside, inviting
Alice into the cab of the truck.

As they settled into the back of the cab, the
air crackled with tension, the darkness of
the night cocooning them in a veil of secre-
cy. With trembling hands, Alice reached into
her purse, pulled out a knife and put three
short bursts of the blade into the man’s
neck.

His eyes fluttered open with a dazed ex-
pression. As his gaze fell upon Alice, a look
of shock and confusion crossed his fea-
tures, his mind struggling to make sense of
the events that had just transpired.

“Why?” he stammered, his voice tinged with
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disbelief as blood gushed out of his neck.
“Why would you do this to me?”

Alice’s expression remained impassive as
she met his gaze, her eyes glinting with a
cold resolve. “l just love your red hat,” she
replied, her tone devoid of emotion.

The man’s jaw dropped in disbelief, his
mind reeling with the realization of the cruel
twist of fate that had brought him to this
moment. He had been nothing more than a
pawn in Alice’s dangerous game—a means
to an end in her relentless pursuit of re-
venge.

With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stom-
ach, the man knew that he had fallen victim
to Alice’s ruthless manipulation—a pawn

in a game he had never known he was
playing. And as the truth dawned on him, a
sense of bitter irony washed over him, the
realization of his own folly burning like a hot
coal in his chest.

In that moment of clarity, he understood that
he had been outwitted by a woman whose
determination knew no bounds—a woman
who would stop at nothing to rain down
hellfire on those who would take her sense
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of self or her freedom away.

And as Alice slipped silently from the cab
of the truck, this red hat wearing candle
slipped away to its dusty death.

The next morning dawned bright and clear
as Alice and her truck driver companion
continued their journey westward, the open
road stretching out before them like an
endless ribbon of asphalt. With each pass-
ing mile, she left the chaos and uncertainty
of the night behind her, her mind focused
on the promise of a new beginning awaiting
her in California.

But unbeknownst to her companion, the
man in the red hat lay dead in his truck, his
lifeless body hidden from view as the world
continued to turn around him. For two days,
his rig remained parked at the TA Truckstop
in Effingham, unnoticed by the busy trav-
elers coming and going in the hustle and
bustle of the trucking world.

It wasn’t until a concerned passerby no-
ticed the stench emanating from the cab
of the truck that the grim discovery was
made. With a sense of dread, they alerted
the authorities, who rushed to the scene to
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investigate.

As the truth came to light, the news sent
shockwaves through the tight-knit communi-
ty of truckers and travelers who frequented
the TA Truckstop. Rumors swirled as spec-
ulation ran rampant, each whisper adding
fuel to the growing sense of unease that
gripped the air.

But for Alice and her truck driver compan-
ion, the grim fate of the man in the red hat
remained a distant echo, lost in the vast ex-
panse of the open road. With each passing
mile, they pressed onward, Alice’s heart set
on the promise of another new start.

Suddenly, Detective Decker’s phone rang
shrilly, piercing the quiet of the precinct with
urgency. Snapping it up, he listened intently
to the voice on the other end, his expres-
sion shifting from curiosity to grave concern.

“‘Detective Decker, we've got a homicide in

Effingham,” the voice announced, its urgen-
cy palpable. “A truck driver was found dead
in his rig at the TA Truckstop. It looks like a

stabbing.”

The news hit Detective Decker like a cold
102



splash of water. The mention of a stabbing
sent a shiver down his spine, reminding
him of the brutal nature of the crimes com-
mitted by the fugitive he had been chasing
for many weeks. And now, the victim was a
truck driver— the M.O. was a connection to
their ongoing investigation into Billy Jen-
kins.

With a sense of grim determination, De-
tective Decker rallied his team, instructing
them to mobilize for immediate action. The
murder weapon—a knife—matched the de-
scription of an APB for Billy Jenkins, adding
a new layer of urgency to their hunt for the
elusive fugitive.

As they raced toward Effingham, Detective
Decker’s mind also raced with the grim
possibilities that lay ahead. The hunt for
Billy Jenkins had taken them on a twisting,
turning journey, but now, with this new lead,
they had a chance to finally bring him to
justice.

Arriving at the TA Truckstop, Detective
Decker and his team were met with a scene
of chaos and confusion. The air was thick
with tension as they moved swiftly to secure
the area and gather evidence.
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After reviewing the security camera foot-
age, Detective Decker’s suspicions were
confirmed—it was indeed Billy Jenkins, the
elusive fugitive they had been hunting for
so long. The footage provided a chilling
glimpse into the brutal crime, leaving no
doubt that Jenkins was their prime suspect.

With a grim sense of determination, Detec-
tive Decker and his team sprang into action,
scouring the footage for any further clues
that could lead them to Jenkins’s where-
abouts. And as they pieced together the
evidence, a pattern began to take shape—
Now, he could make a plan to bring Jenkins
to justice once and for all.

But his work was far from over. The next
step was to identify the truck Jenkins was
riding in—a crucial piece of the puzzle that
could lead them straight to him. With a
sense of urgency, Detective Decker and his
team worked tirelessly, cross-referencing
the footage with their database of known
vehicles.

And finally, their efforts paid off. They iden-
tified the truck—a distinctive rig with a logo
emblazoned on the side—a beacon of hope
in their relentless pursuit of justice.
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With the truck identified, Detective Decker
wasted no time in sending out a message
over the CB radio, alerting other truckers to
be on the lookout for Jenkins and his ve-
hicle. The message went out far and wide,
echoing across the airwaves as truckers
from all corners of the country listened
intently, ready to lend their assistance in the
hunt for the dangerous fugitive.

As the message crackled over the air-
waves, Detective Decker knew that they
were one step closer to bringing Jenkins to
justice.
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Chapter 10: A Change of Course

The truck stop near Denver bustled with
activity as Alice and the truck driver she had
been riding with pulled in for some food and
fuel. The air was thick with the rumble of
engines and the chatter of weary travelers,
but amidst the chaos, a sense of unease
lingered in the air.

As they sat idle in the parked rig, the truck
driver’s eyes darted nervously to the CB
radio, his brow furrowing with concern as
he listened to the news crackling over the
airwaves. His worst fears were confirmed
as he heard the description of the fugitive
they were searching for—a description that
matched the woman sitting beside him all
too closely.

In a moment of realization, the truck driver
turned to Alice, his eyes wide with shock.
“You'’re the one they’re looking for,” he whis-
pered, his voice barely audible over the din
of the truck stop.

But before he could react, Alice moved with
lightning speed, pulling out the knife she
had concealed in her pocket and lunging at
him with a ferocity that took him by surprise.
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In a flash of steel, the deed was done, and
the truck driver slumped lifelessly on the
floorboard of the truck, his eyes wide with
disbelief as he stared up at Alice.

With a sense of calm resolve, Alice wiped
the blood from the blade of the knife and
slipped out of the cab, her heart pounding
with adrenaline as she made her way inside
the truck stop. The woman behind the
counter watched her with a mixture of curi-
osity and concern as Alice approached, her
eyes darting nervously to the knife hidden
in her coat pocket.

‘I need to get to the Greyhound station,”
Alice said, her voice steady despite the
turmoil raging within her. “My husband is
abusive, and | need to get away from him.”

The woman'’s eyes softened with sympathy
as she nodded, understanding the gravity of
the situation. Without a word, she handed
Alice a few essentials—a change of clothes,
some money for the bus fare—and directed
her to a discreet exit at the back of the truck
stop.

As Alice slipped out into the cool night air,
she felt a sense of freedom wash over
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her—a fleeting taste of liberation amidst the
chaos and violence that had consumed her
life. With each step she took, she left be-
hind the shadows of her past, forging a path
toward a future filled with hope.

Alice now sitting at Denver’s Greyhound
station, her mind swirling with uncertainty
as she tried to decide her next move. She
knew that time was of the essence—that
every moment she lingered in one place
increased the risk of being caught. But the
weight of indecision held her captive, trap-
ping her in a cycle of fear and doubt.

California had been her initial destina-
tion—a distant beacon of hope on the
horizon, a place where she could start anew
and leave behind the shadows of her past.
But now, with the authorities hot on her trail,
she realized that sticking to her original plan
might be too risky. They could be waiting for
her there, lying in wait to pounce the mo-
ment she set foot in the Golden State.

With a heavy sigh, Alice considered her op-
tions. Perhaps a change of direction was in
order—a detour off the beaten path to throw
them off her scent. But where could she
go? Where could she find refuge in a world
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that seemed intent on hunting her down?

Hours passed in agonizing silence as Alice
wrestled with her thoughts, the hustle and
bustle of the Greyhound station fading into
the background as she retreated into the
depths of her own mind. She felt a sense
of isolation wash over her—a solitary fig-
ure adrift in a sea of uncertainty, unsure of
where to turn or whom to trust.

But amidst the chaos of her thoughts, a
glimmer of determination flickered to life—a
spark of resilience that refused to be extin-
guished. She may be alone and on the run,
but she was not defeated. She would find

a way to escape the clutches of this relent-
less Detective Decker, and to carve out a
new path for herself in a world that seemed
determined to keep her down.

And as the hours stretched on and the night
deepened, Alice remained at the Grey-
hound station, her resolve strengthening
with each passing moment. She may not
know where she was going, but she knew
one thing for certain—she would never stop
fighting for her freedom, no matter the cost.

Late that evening, Detective Decker’s
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phone rang, jolting him from his thoughts
with a sense of urgency. He answered
swiftly, his heart pounding in his chest as he
braced himself for whatever news awaited
him on the other end of the line.

“Detective Decker,” a voice said, crisp and
authoritative. “This is Agent Black from the
FBI. I'm calling to inform you that your sus-
pect, Billy Jenkins, has struck again—this
time in Denver.”

Detective Decker’s blood ran cold at the
news, his mind racing with the implications
of Jenkins’s latest crime. Denver was quite
the distance away from his own jurisdiction,
and the thought of Jenkins slipping through
his fingers sent a chill down his spine.

“What do we know?” Detective Decker
asked, his voice steady despite the turmaoil
raging within him.

“‘He’s believed to be armed and dangerous,”
Agent Black replied, his tone grave. “The
authorities in Denver are hot on his trail, but
we need to act fast if we're going to catch
him.”

Detective Decker nodded grimly, his mind
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already racing with plans and contingen-
cies. Jenkins was a slippery adversary, but
they had come too far to let him slip through
their fingers yet again.

“I'll mobilize my team,” Detective Decker
said, his voice resolute. “We’ll do everything
in our power to bring him to justice.”

“Good,” Agent Black replied. “I'll keep you
informed as the hunt continues. Stay vigi-
lant, Detective.”

With that, the line went dead, leaving De-
tective Decker with a sinking feeling in the
pit of his stomach. The hunt for Billy Jenkins
had reached a critical juncture, and the
stakes had never been higher.

Alice approached the Greyhound ticket
counter, her heart pounding with nerves as
she prepared to make her next move. The
woman behind the counter greeted her with
a warm smile, her eyes filled with curiosity
as she waited for Alice to speak.

“Can | help you, hon?” the woman asked,
her tone gentle and welcoming.

“Yes, | need a one-way ticket to Quincy, llli-
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nois, please,” Alice replied, her voice steady
despite the butterflies fluttering in her stom-
ach.

The woman nodded, her fingers flying
across the keyboard as she pulled up the
ticketing system. After a moment, she
turned back to Alice with a smile.

“Alright, one ticket to Quincy, lllinois. That'll
be $89.50,” she said, her voice cheerful as
she quoted the price.

Alice hesitated for a moment, her mind rac-
ing as she calculated her remaining funds.
It was more than she had hoped to spend,
but she knew that she couldn’t afford to be
picky. With a resigned sigh, she reached
into her pocket and pulled out the cash,
handing it over to the woman behind the
counter.

“Here you go,” Alice said, her voice tinged
with relief as she watched the woman count
out her change.

“Thank you, hon. Here’s your ticket,” the
woman replied, handing Alice a small slip of
paper with a smile. “Your bus will be leaving
in about an hour, so you've got plenty of
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time to grab a snack and relax before your
journey.”

“Thank you,” Alice said, her voice filled with
gratitude as she tucked the ticket into her
pocket. “| appreciate your help.”

With that, Alice turned and made her way to
a nearby bench, her heart lighter knowing
that she was one step closer to ending this
hunt for her. Quincy, lllinois may not have
been her original plan, but it was a start—
Now, she would flip the script and the hunt-
er would become her prey.

As the bus pulled out of Denver and rum-
bled down the highway toward lllinois,
Alice’s eyelids grew heavy with exhaus-
tion. The rhythmic hum of the engine and
the gentle sway of the bus lulled her into a
peaceful slumber, her mind drifting into the
realm of dreams.

But as she slept, a sense of unease nagged
at the edges of her consciousness—a prick-
ling sensation that refused to be ignored. And
when she finally stirred from her sleep, her
eyes fluttering open to the dim light of the bus
interior, she was greeted by a sight that sent a
jolt of fear coursing through her veins.
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There, sitting next to her, was a man in a
red hat—a leering grin plastered across
his face as his hand roamed dangerously
close to her leg. Shock and horror flood-
ed through Alice as she recoiled from his
touch, her heart pounding in her chest as
she realized the danger she was in.

With a cry of alarm, Alice scrambled to her
feet, her voice rising in a panicked scream
as she made a scene on the bus. Passen-
gers turned to stare, their eyes widening in
shock as they took in the sight before them.

The bus driver slammed on the brakes,
bringing the vehicle to a screeching halt as
he rushed to intervene, his voice a booming
command as he demanded to know what
was happening.

But Alice was beyond words, her breath
coming in short, ragged gasps as she
backed away from the man in the red hat,
her eyes wide with terror. She knew that
she had narrowly escaped a dangerous
situation, but the memory of his gropey
touch and her previous murders lingered
like a shadow, casting a pall over her fragile
sense of safety.
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As the bus fell into stunned silence, Alice
clung to the seat in front of her, her heart
racing with fear and adrenaline. She knew
that she would never be able to escape the
man in the red hat, any man in a red hat—
the face of danger that had threatened to
shatter her reality so many times before.

With trembling hands and a racing heart, Al-
ice hastily made her way to the front of the
bus, seeking refuge in the sanctuary of the
driver’s company. Her breath came in shal-
low gasps as she sank into the seat behind
him, her eyes darting nervously around the
bus, searching for any sign of the man who
had only moments before assaulted her.

But as the journey to lllinois continued, the
minutes ticking by in agonizing slowness,
Alice found herself breathing a sigh of relief
as no further incidents occurred. The bus
rumbled along the highway, the steady
drone of the engine lulling her into a sense
of calm as the miles stretched out before
them.

The driver cast a sympathetic glance in her
direction, his eyes filled with understanding
as he reassured her with a gentle smile.
“You’re safe now, miss. We won't let any-
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thing happen to you,” he said, his voice a
comforting presence amidst the lingering
tension.

Grateful for his kindness, Alice nodded, her
nerves slowly beginning to settle as the
bus pressed on toward its destination. With
each passing mile, she felt a sense of lib-
eration wash over her—a newfound sense
of freedom born from the ashes of fear and
uncertainty.

Arriving at the bus station in Quincy, Alice
wasted no time in making her way to the
restroom, her footsteps quick and purpose-
ful as she sought a moment of respite from
the chaos of her journey. With a sigh of
relief, she slipped into the relative privacy of
the restroom, the cool tile floor a welcome
contrast to the heat of the crowded bus.

After a moment to collect herself, Alice
made her way to the payphone, her fin-
gers trembling slightly as she fumbled

for change. With a sense of urgency, she
dialed the number she had committed to
memory, her heart pounding in her chest as
she waited for the familiar voice to answer
on the other end of the line
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Chapter 11: Slippery Shadows

Detective Decker paced back and forth in
his office, his phone pressed tightly to his
ear as he listened intently to Agent Black’s
voice on the other end of the line. The
tension in the air was palpable as they ex-
changed information, each word heavy with
the weight of their failure.

“I'm sorry, Detective,” Agent Black’s voice
crackled through the line, heavy with frus-
tration. “It seems that Billy Jenkins has
slipped through our fingers once again.
We’ve searched every inch of Denver, but
there’s no sign of him anywhere.”

Detective Decker’s heart sank at the news,
his grip tightening on the phone as he
struggled to process the magnitude of their
failure. Jenkins was a ghost—a shadowy
figure that seemed to vanish into thin air
whenever they got too close. And now, with
his latest escape, the trail had gone cold
once again.

“‘Damn it,” Detective Decker muttered under
his breath, his voice thick with frustration.
“‘How could we let this happen? We were so
close...”
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‘I know, Detective,” Agent Black replied, his
tone somber. “But we can’t lose hope. We'll
keep searching, keep digging, until we find
him. We owe it to the victims—and to our-
selves—to bring him to justice.”

Detective Decker nodded grimly, his mind
racing with the possibilities of what lay
ahead. Jenkins was out there somewhere,
lurking in the shadows, and they had to find
him before he struck again. But with each
passing moment, the task seemed more
daunting than ever—a needle in a haystack,
lost in a sea of darkness.

“‘Keep me informed, Agent Black,” Detective
Decker said, his voice heavy with deter-
mination. “We’ll find him, no matter what it
takes.”

With that, he hung up the phone, the weight
of their failure pressing down on him like a
leaden weight. Jenkins may have slipped
through their fingers this time, but Detective
Decker refused to let him escape justice
forever. The hunt would continue, relentless
and unwavering, until they brought Jenkins
to justice once and for all.

Detective Decker worked relentlessly
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through the night, fueled by determination
and the unyielding pursuit of justice. With
each passing hour, he poured over case
files, sifted through evidence, and coordi-
nated with his team, determined to track
down Billy Jenkins no matter the cost.

As the first light of dawn began to filter
through the windows of the precinct, Detec-
tive Decker’s exhaustion finally caught up
with him. His eyelids felt heavy, his mus-
cles ached with fatigue, and every thought
seemed to move through a fog of weari-
ness.

Realizing that he needed rest if he was to
continue the hunt, Detective Decker made
his way home, his steps heavy with exhaus-
tion as he trudged up the stairs to his apart-
ment. But as he reached the door, a sinking
feeling settled in the pit of his stomach—the
door was slightly ajar, a silent invitation to
the unknown.

Instinctively, Detective Decker’s hand went
to his holster, his senses on high alert as he
cautiously pushed the door open, ready for
whatever danger lay on the other side. But
as he stepped into the dimly lit apartment,
his fears were met with silence—the only
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sound was the steady rhythm of his own
heartbeat echoing in the empty space.

With a sense of unease gnawing at his
insides, Detective Decker moved through
the apartment, his eyes scanning the room
for any sign of intrusion or disturbance. But
aside from the faint scent of stale air and
the lingering traces of his own presence,
there was nothing out of the ordinary.

Relief washed over him like a wave as he
realized that he was alone—whatever had
caused the door to be left ajar was likely
nothing more than a harmless oversight on
his part, or perhaps the maintenance man.
But as he stepped into the bathroom to take
a shower and finally get some much-need-
ed rest, Detective Decker couldn’t shake
the feeling of unease that lingered in the
back of his mind, a silent reminder of the
dangers that lurked in the shadows.

About 20 minutes later, Detective Decker
emerged from the steam-filled bathroom,
his body still damp from the shower and
wrapped in nothing but a towel. As he
stepped into the darkened living room, his
senses went on high alert—the air thick with
tension at the unmistakable presence of
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another person.

And there, sitting in the shadows, was a
figure—a silhouette against the darkness,
their features obscured by the lack of light
filtering through the curtains. Detective
Decker’s heart skipped a beat as he instinc-
tively reached for his gun, his grip tighten-
ing on the towel instead as he prepared for
whatever confrontation awaited him.

“Who’s there?” he demanded, his voice
echoing in the silence of the room.

The figure stirred, a faint rustle of move-
ment as they shifted in their seat, their
features slowly coming into focus in the dim
light. It was a woman—nher face obscured
by the shadows, but her presence unmis-
takable.

“It's me,” the woman said, her voice low and
raspy with emotion.

Detective Decker’s breath caught in his
throat as he recognized the voice—a voice
that haunted his memories and stirred a
tumult of emotions within him. “Alice?” he
whispered, his voice barely audible over the
pounding of his own heart.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



The woman nodded, her features still ob-
scured by the darkness. “You should have
left things alone, Detective,” she said, her
voice tinged with a hint of warning. “You
should have dropped it.”

Detective Decker’s heart sank as he rec-
ognized the voice—it was Billy Jenkins, or
at least the transgender woman who was
now called Alice. Memories of their past
encounters flooded back, each one a pain-
ful reminder of the tangled web of deceit
and tragedy that had brought them to this
moment.

“Alice...” Detective Decker’s voice trailed
off, heavy with regret and sorrow. “What
have you done?”

Alice’s eyes flashed with anger, her gaze
piercing through the darkness like a knife.
“What have | done? What have you done,
Detective? You and your damn investiga-
tion, poking your nose where it doesn’t
belong.”

Detective Decker felt a pang of guilt twist in
his gut, the weight of his actions pressing
down on him like a leaden weight. “| was
just trying to find the truth, Alice. | was trying
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to bring justice to those who deserved it.”

Alice shook her head, her expression filled
with bitterness and resentment. “Justice? Is
that what you call it? Many people are dead
because of your obsession with finding the
truth. And now you’ll pay the price too.”

Detective Decker’s mind raced as he tried
to process the implications of Alice’s words.
How did Billy get in? What was he doing
here, in his apartment, in the middle of the
day?

But before he could respond, Alice rose
from her seat, her movements fluid and
graceful as she stepped into the dim light of
the room. And as Detective Decker’s eyes
met hers, he saw a glimmer of something—
fear, desperation, and a flicker of something
else, buried deep beneath the surface of
Alice’s face.

“I'm sorry, Detective,” Alice said, her voice
barely a whisper. “But you shouldn’t have
come looking for me.”

Suddenly from behind him came a swift
crack to his skull. A blunt object came
crashing down on him again and again,
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blood spattering the ceiling and the floor.
As Detective Decker crumpled down and
fell to his knees staring at Alice in disbelief,
his mind racing, Alice returned only a grim
smile.

Just before his consciousness turned to
black, Detective Decker heard a second
voice from behind him. “Don’t worry Billy,”
the woman’s voice cackled, “l won't let
anyone hurt you like daddy did.”

Emily Jenkins stood in the poorly lit kitch-
en, her trembling hands clutching a candle
as she surveyed the room with a sense of
resignation. The weight of their past sins
hung heavy in the air—a burden too heavy
to bear, a darkness that threatened to con-
sume them both.

With a flick of her wrist, Emily lit the candle,
its feeble flame casting dancing shadows
on the walls as she made her way to the
stove. Her heart raced with a mixture of
fear and determination as she reached for
the gas knob, her fingers trembling as she
turned it on with a silent prayer on her lips.

Beside her, Billy stood silent and stoic, his
gaze fixed on the flickering flame of the
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candle as he waited for Emily to finish her
task. There were no words between them—
only a shared understanding, a silent pact
forged in the depths of their shared despair.

And then, with a final glance around the
room, Emily and Billy made their way to the
door. The air was thick with tension as they
stepped outside, the afternoon sky loom-
ing overhead like a silent witness to their
deeds.

Moments later, the building erupted in a
deafening roar—a cacophony of sound and
fury as flames consumed everything in their
path. But by then, Billy and Emily were long
gone, disappearing without a trace as they
left behind the ashes of their past and the
ghosts of their sins.
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Chapter 12: New Beginnings

Jack Harper, residing in West Lafayette,
Indiana, was startled by a sudden knock on
his front door. Peering through the peep-
hole, he spotted Alice, the bartender from
New York City, standing outside with an-
other woman. Confusion etched across his
face, he hesitated before opening the door,
but before he could react, Alice and her
accomplice forced their way inside, bran-
dishing firearms and pushing both Jack and
his wife, Susan, against the wall.

Jack’s heart raced with fear as he strug-
gled against their grip, his mind racing

to comprehend the sudden intrusion. He
exchanged a panicked glance with Susan,
their eyes mirroring the terror that gripped
them both as they found themselves at the
mercy of these dangerous intruders.

“‘Please, what do you want?” Jack pleaded,
his voice trembling with fear as he stared
down the barrels of their guns.

But Alice’s expression remained cold and
unyielding, her eyes flashing with determi-
nation as she leveled her weapon at them.
“You know exactly what we want, Jack,” she
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said, her voice low and menacing. “And if
you don’t cooperate, things are going to get
very messy indeed.”

With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stom-
ach, Jack realized that they were in serious
trouble. Trapped in their own home with
nowhere to run, they could only watch help-
lessly as Alice and her accomplice began to
execute their sinister plan, their lives hang-
ing in the balance as they waited for the
inevitable outcome of this terrifying ordeal.

In the dim confines of the basement, Jack
and Susan sat bound and gagged, their
hearts heavy with fear and uncertainty as
they waited for whatever fate awaited them
at the hands of their captors. Emily and
Alice moved with purpose, their expressions
masked by a cold determination as they se-
cured their hostages, ensuring there would
be no chance of escape.

Days passed in agonizing silence, the hours
stretching into an eternity as Jack and
Susan languished in captivity, their hopes
of rescue dwindling with each passing
moment. But then, as the darkness of night
gave way to the soft glow of a single light-
bulb, a new figure appeared in the base-
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ment—a man with a haunted expression
and eyes filled with rage.

Billy Jenkins stood before them, his gaze
locking with theirs in a moment of silent
understanding. He had come to confront
the demons of his past, to face the conse-
quences of his actions and the havoc they
had wrought on the lives of innocent vic-
tims.

“Jack, Susan,” Billy’s voice was heavy with
remorse as he addressed the bound cou-
ple, his words tinged with sorrow. “I'm so
sorry but it's time.” Without a moment’s no-
tice, Billy plunged his familiar hunting knife
deep into both Jack and Susan’s chests re-
peatedly. Blood splattering all over his arms
and hands, down his chest, dripping off his
legs to the floor, pooling with ever growing
puddles forming from the liquids oozing
from his victims.

As Billy stood over his lifeless victims, his
smile unyielding in the face of the horrors
that had just been committed, Emily Jen-
kins loomed behind him like a specter of the
past, her presence a chilling reminder of the
twisted web of deceit and violence that had
ensnared them all.
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“Do you want to be Susan or Jack this time?”
Emily’s voice cut through the silence, her
words dripping with malice as she taunted Billy
with the choice that lay before him. Her eyes
gleamed with a cold, calculating intensity, her
gaze fixed on Billy’s back as she awaited his
response.

Billy’s heart pounded in his chest as he grap-
pled with Emily’s question, the weight of his
past sins bearing down on him like a leaden
weight. But in that moment, a fire ignited within
him—a fire fueled by the determination to once
again break free. Billy turned around, looked at
his sister and said, “Susan of course.”

As the dust settled and the echoes of their
past faded into the distance, Billy and Emily
Jenkins found themselves standing amidst the
secrets of their former lives—a twisted tapestry
of violence and deception that had left a trail of
destruction in its wake.

But amidst the chaos, they saw an opportu-
nity—a chance to start anew, to leave behind
the ghosts of their past and forge a new path
forward. And so, with a sense of determination
burning in their hearts, they made a fateful
decision to take on the identities of Jack and
Susan, the couple they had just held captive
and executed in their own home.
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With meticulous planning, Billy and Emi-
ly assumed their new identities, weaving

a web of lies and deceit to conceal their
true identities from the world. They slipped
seamlessly into their new roles, adopting
the mannerisms and behaviors of their un-
witting victims as they navigated the com-
plexities of their new lives.

For a time, they lived in the shadows, keep-
ing a low profile as they rebuilt their lives
from the ground up in a new place. But with
each passing day, they grew bolder, their
confidence bolstered by the knowledge that
they had eluded capture and escaped the
clutches of the law.

And as they looked into each other’s eyes,
they saw a future filled with endless pos-
sibilities—a future where they could leave
behind the darkness and embrace the light
of a new beginning. With hearts filled with
hope and determination, Billy and Emily
Jenkins set out on their journey, ready to
write the next chapter of their lives on their
own terms, free from the shackles of their
past. Starting today, they would live their life
as Mr. and Mrs. Jack and Susan Harper.
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Chapter 13: A Life of Turmoil

In the idyllic small rural town of Mason, near
Hannibal, Missouri, nestled amidst rolling
hills and lush greenery, three siblings—Emi-
ly, Sarah, and Billy—spent their days frolick-
ing in the sun-dappled yard of their quaint
family home. It was the summer of 1979,
and the air was alive with the sound of
laughter and the sweet scent of wildflowers.

Emily, the eldest at fifteen, was a vision of
grace and poise, her fiery spirit matched
only by her boundless curiosity and insatia-
ble thirst for adventure. She led her siblings
with confidence and determination, guiding
them through the endless possibilities of
childhood with a sense of wonder and awe.

Sarah, just thirteen years old, was the quiet
observer of the group, her gentle demeanor
and keen intellect shining through in ev-
ery thoughtful glance and shy smile. She
reveled in the simple pleasures of nature,
finding solace and joy in the beauty of the
world around her.

And then there was Billy, the youngest of
the trio at eleven years old, his boundless
energy and infectious enthusiasm lighting
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up the yard with every bound and leap. He
was the embodiment of youthful exuber-
ance, his laughter ringing out like music in
the warm summer air.

Together, the three siblings formed an
inseparable bond—a trio of kindred spirits
united by blood and bound by love. They
spent their days exploring the woods that
bordered their home, climbing trees and
chasing fireflies as the sun retired in the
evenings and the stars began to twinkle
overhead.

In the innocence of their youth, they knew
nothing of the challenges and hardships
that lay ahead, content to bask in the
warmth of their familial love and the prom-
ise of endless summer days stretched out
before them. They played in their yard,
surrounded by the beauty of the world and
the embrace of their siblings.

As day became night, the falling sun was
casting long shadows across the small
rural town of Mason, Missouri, Alice Jen-
kins— known simply in town simply as Mrs.
Jenkins—stood in the cozy kitchen of their
family home, the scent of dinner cooking
on the stove filling the air with warmth and
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comfort. She hummed softly to herself as
she stirred the pot, the rhythmic clinking of
utensils against the metal filling the silence
of the room.

But her tranquil reverie was shattered when
the front door slammed open with a re-
sounding bang, the sound echoing through
the quiet house like a thunderclap. Alice
froze in place, her heart pounding in her
chest as she turned to see her husband,
Albert Jenkins, stumbling through the door-
way, his face contorted with anger and his
breath heavy with the scent of alcohol.

“Where the hell have you been?” Albert’s
voice was slurred and menacing as he stag-
gered into the front room, his eyes blazing
with a fury that sent a shiver down Alice’s
spine. She swallowed hard, her hands
trembling as she struggled to maintain her
composure in the face of his rage.

“I-I was just here, finishing dinner,” Alice
stammered, her voice barely above a whis-
per as she backed away from her husband,
the air thick with tension. “l didn’t realize it
was so late. I'm sorry it's not on the table
and ready to go.”
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But Albert was having none of it, his tem-
per flaring with each step he took towards
her. “You're always late,” he spat, his words
laced with venom as he loomed over her,
his fists clenched at his sides. “You’re use-
less, Alice. Utterly useless.”

Alice’s heart sank as she braced herself for
the inevitable onslaught of his anger, her
mind racing with fear and uncertainty. She
knew that tonight would be like so many
others—a never-ending cycle of abuse and
torment that seemed to have no end in
sight.

And as Albert’s drunken tirade filled the air,
Alice closed her eyes and prayed for the
strength to endure, knowing that she was
trapped in a nightmare from which there
seemed to be no escape.

As Albert stumbled into the kitchen, his
words slurred and his breath heavy with the
stench of alcohol, Alice’s heart continued to
sink like a stone in her chest. She knew all
too well what was coming next—the drunk-
en tirade, the cruel taunts, the relentless
barrage of insults that would leave her and
her children cowering in fear.
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“Where’s that sissy boy Billy, huh?” Albert
sneered, his voice dripping with disdain as
he glared at Alice and the family. “Why don’t
you put on a nice dress for the family, ol’
Billy Girl? Show us what a real man looks
like.”

Emily, the oldest sister, shot to her feet, her
eyes flashing with defiance as she stepped
between Albert and Billy, her voice trem-
bling with anger. “Leave him alone, Dad!”
she cried, her hands clenched into fists

at her sides. “Billy’s just a kid. He doesn’t
deserve this.”

But Albert was undeterred, his laughter
echoing through the room like a sinister
madman as he staggered towards Emily,
his words slurred and menacing. “You think
you can protect him, huh?” he growled, his
breath hot against her face. “You're just like
your mother—weak and pathetic.”

Tears welled in Emily’s eyes as she stood
her ground, her resolve unbroken in the
face of her father’s cruelty. “We're not
weak,” she whispered, her voice barely
above a whisper. “We’re survivors.”

Meanwhile, in the corner of the room, Billy
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sat huddled at the dining room table, his
heart pounding in his chest as he listened
to the chaos unfolding around him. With a
sense of desperation gripping his soul, he
knew that he had to escape—to find refuge
in the only place in the house where he felt
safe.

With a quick glance towards the hallway,
Billy bolted from his seat and ran as fast

as his legs could carry him, his footsteps
echoing through the empty halls of the
house as he fled towards the sanctuary of
his bedroom. And as he reached the safety
of his closet, he collapsed to the ground, his
breath coming in ragged gasps as he buried
his face in his soiled clothing and began to

pray.

As Billy huddled in the darkness of his clos-
et, the muffled sounds of his father’s drunk-
en taunts reverberated through the walls of
his room, sending shivers of fear down his
spine. With each step that Albert took down
the hallway, Billy’s heart pounded in his
chest, his breath coming in short, panicked
gasps as he prayed for the nightmare to
end.

But the respite he sought was not to be, as
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the door to his room creaked open, flooding
the space with the harsh light of the hall-
way. And there, standing in the doorway,
was Albert, his silhouette looming large
against the light as he slurred out another
cruel jibe.

“Come on out, Billy Boy,” Albert taunted,
his voice laced with malice as he staggered
towards the closet. “Don’t you want to play
dress-up with your dear old dad?”

Billy’s stomach churned with dread as he
pressed himself further into the shadows,
his fingers trembling as he gripped the
fabric of his clothes. But as Albert drew
closer, the fear that had held him captive for
so long was replaced by a surge of anger
and defiance—a determination to stand up
to the bully who had tormented him since
that fateful day when his father caught him
wearing his sister’s clothing.

With a sudden burst of courage, Billy
leaped from the darkness of the closet, his
fists flying as he confronted his father head-
on. And as his blow connected with Albert’s
jaw, a sense of satisfaction washed over
him—a fleeting moment of triumph in the
face of overwhelming adversity.
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For a moment, there was silence, broken
only by the sound of heavy breathing and

a menacing laugh from Albert. And then, as
the reality of what had just transpired sank
in, Billy’s heart raced with a heady mix of
fear and exhilaration—a newfound sense of
empowerment coursing through his veins
as he stood tall in the face of his greatest
adversary.

As Albert stood looking at his teenage son,
fury burning in his eyes, he loomed over Bil-
ly with a menacing glare, his fists clenched
at his sides. “You little brat,” he snarled, his
voice dripping with malice. “I'll teach you to
disrespect your old man.”

But Billy was already moving, his heart
pounding in his chest as he bolted from the
room and out into the night, his footsteps
again echoing through the empty halls of
the house. He knew he had to escape—to
find refuge.He no longer felt safe in his par-
ent’s home.

Meanwhile, chaos continued to unfold in the
Jenkins household, the sounds of shouting
and pleading mingling with the harsh laugh-
ter of Albert as he continued his tirade.
Sarah and Emily stood their ground, their
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voices raised in defiance as they confronted
their drunken father, their words ringing out
like battle cries in the darkness.

But Alice, their mother, stood silent and still,
her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and
resignation as she watched the scene un-
fold before her. She knew that this was just
another chapter in the never-ending cycle
of abuse and torment that had defined their
lives for far too long.

As the commotion reached a fever pitch,
Billy disappeared into the night, his foot-
steps echoing through the woods as he
sought solace in the darkness. And as he
ran, his heart heavy with fear and uncertain-
ty, he vowed to never let his father’s cruelty
define him—to forge a new path forward,
free from the shadows of his past.

The next morning, as the sun cast a soft
glow through the kitchen window of the Jen-
kins household, it illuminated the scene with
a gentle warmth that belied the turmoil that
had unfolded within its walls the night be-
fore. Mrs. Jenkins sat at the worn wooden
table, her shoulders slumped with exhaus-
tion and her eyes red-rimmed from tears
that had long since dried on her cheeks.
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As she stared blankly at the untouched
breakfast before her, a sense of dread
settled over her like a heavy blanket, suf-
focating her with its weight. Billy had not
come home the night before, and the worry
gnawed at her insides like a hungry beast,
threatening to consume her with each pass-
ing moment. He was only 11 years old and
needed his mother.

Across the table, Sarah and Emily sat in si-
lence, their faces bruised and battered from
the violence of the previous night. Black
eyes and split lips bore testament to the
horrors they had endured, their pain etched
into every line of their young faces.

Still half-drunk from the night before, Albert
stumbled into the kitchen, his presence
casting a shadow over the room as he
grabbed a quick bite of breakfast and made
for the door. His eyes flickered with a fleet-
ing moment of guilt as he glanced at his
family, but it was quickly replaced by a cold
indifference as he pushed past them with-
out a single word.

Mrs. Jenkins watched him go, her heart
heavy with sorrow and despair. She knew
that this was their reality now—a never-end-
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ing cycle of abuse and neglect that seemed
to have no end in sight. But as she looked
at her daughters, bruised and broken but
still resilient in the face of adversity, a flicker
of hope ignited within her—a determination
to break free from the chains that bound
them and forge a new path forward, free
from the shadows of their past.

In the dimly lit kitchen of their modest home
in Mason, Missouri, Alice stood by the
phone, her fingers trembling as she dialed
her parent’s number. Each ring seemed to
echo through the quiet room, a harbinger of
the weighty conversation that lay ahead.

As her father’s voice crackled through the
receiver, Alice’s heart skipped a beat, her
breath catching in her throat as she pre-
pared to make her plea. “Dad,” she began,
her voice soft but determined, “| need to talk
to you about something important.”

With a sense of urgency burning in her
chest, Alice poured her heart out to her
father, her words tumbling forth in a torrent
of emotion as she painted a vivid picture of
the turmoil that had consumed her family’s
life. She spoke of Albert’s drunken rages,
of the bruises that marred her daughters’
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young faces, of the fear that gripped her
heart every time she heard her husband’s
footsteps approaching.

And then, with a trembling voice and tears
in her eyes, Alice made her request—a des-
perate plea for her father’s help in securing
a high-paying job for Albert, one that would
offer financial stability and a fresh start for
her and the children.

There was a moment of silence on the other
end of the line, the only sound the steady
hum of static as Alice waited with bated
breath for her father’s response. And then,
finally, came the sound of his voice, filled
with compassion and understanding as he
offered his support and reassurance.

“Of course, Alice,” he said, his words a
lifeline in the darkness. “I'll do whatever it
takes to help you and the children. We’'ll
find Albert a job here in Quincy, and you
can all move closer to us. You deserve to
be safe and happy, my dear.”

With tears of gratitude streaming down her
cheeks, Alice whispered her thanks into the
receiver, her heart overflowing with relief
and hope. For the first time in far too long,
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she allowed herself to believe that there
might be a way out of the darkness—a glim-
mer of light on the horizon, beckoning her
towards a brighter future for herself and her
children.

The following Friday evening, the sun hung
low in the sky as Mr. Owens’s car rumbled
down the dusty road that led to the Jenkins’
home in Mason, Missouri. The isolated
neighborhood exuded a sense of tranquility,
but Mr. Owens’s heart was heavy with con-
cern for his daughter and grandchildren.

As he pulled up to the familiar house, Mr.
Owens took a moment to compose himself
before stepping out of the car. He straight-
ened his tie and adjusted his glasses, his
resolve firm as he made his way to the front
door.

Alice’s heart skipped a beat as she opened
the door to find her father standing on the
doorstep, a warm smile lighting up his face.
“‘Dad,” she exclaimed, tears welling in her
eyes as she threw her arms around him in a
tight embrace. “I'm so glad you're here.”

Mr. Owens returned the embrace, his voice
soft and reassuring as he held his daughter
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close. “I'm here for you, Alice,” he said, his
tone filled with love and compassion. “And
I’'m here to help.”

As they stepped into the house, Alice led
her father to the cozy living room, where
her daughters, Sarah and Emily, sat quietly
reading books and doing homework. The
room was filled with tension as Mr. Owens
took a seat, his gaze softening as he looked
at his beloved grandchildren.

“Girls,” he said gently, his voice warm with
affection. “Your grandmother and | have
been missing you both quite a bit. Your
brother too. We want to make sure you’re

happy.”

Tears welled in Sarah’s eyes as she nodded
silently, her heart heavy with the weight of
their shared struggles. Emily reached out

to grasp her sister’s hand, offering a silent
gesture of solidarity and support.

Mr. Owens turned his attention to Albert,
who sat across from him with a guarded
expression. “Albert,” he began, his voice
firm but gentle. “I've come here today to of-
fer you a job at my company in Quincy. It's
a good position, with a steady income and
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benefits for your family. And it would mean
you could all move closer to us, where we
can spend more time and help you with the
kids.”

Albert’s eyes widened in surprise, his guard
momentarily slipping as he processed his
father-in-law’s words. After a moment of
contemplation, he nodded slowly, a sense
of relief washing over him as he realized the
opportunity that lay before him.

“Thank you, Mr. Owens,” he said, his voice
tinged with gratitude. “I'll take the job. And
we’ll move to Quincy as soon as we can.”

With a sense of hope and anticipation in the
air, the family gathered together, united in
their determination to leave the darkness of
their past behind and embrace the promise
of a brighter future. And as they shared a
warm embrace, Mr. Owens couldn’t help
but feel a sense of pride in his daughter and
grandchildren, knowing that they were final-
ly on the path to healing and happiness.
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Chapter 14: Shattered Peace

Four years had passed since the Jenkins
family had made the momentous decision
to leave behind the shadows of their past
and start anew in Quincy. In that time, the
winds of change had swept through their

lives, bringing with them a sense of hope

and renewal that had long been absent.

The move had proven to be a turning point
for the family, as they settled into their new
home and embraced the opportunities

that lay before them. Albert had flourished
in his new job, his talents and hard work
earning him recognition and respect from
his colleagues. With a steady income and
a supportive network of friends and family,
the specter of financial uncertainty that had
haunted them for so long was finally a thing
of the past.

But it wasn’t just Albert who had found
success and happiness in their new life.
Alice had blossomed in her role as a mother
and wife, her warmth and resilience shining
through as she nurtured her daughters and
supported her husband. And Sarah and
Emily had thrived in their new surroundings,
their spirits buoyed by the love and stability
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that surrounded them each day. Billy was
treated much better too, but Albert still had
moments of disdain and outbursts from time
to time. Each of these moments, Billy would
take to woods or the river and be gone for a
few days.

As the family sat together at the dinner
table, laughter and conversation flowing
freely, the Jenkins’ shared a sense of con-
tentment and gratitude that was palpable in
the air. Happiness had become an everyday
occurrence—a beacon of light that guided
them through even the darkest of times.

And as they looked towards the future, filled
with hope and possibility, the Jenkins family
knew that they had finally found the peace
and fulfillment they had been searching for
all along. In Quincy, surrounded by the love
of family and the promise of tomorrow, they
had truly found their home.

It was one unfortunate Wednesday evening,
the sun was casting long shadows across
the quiet streets of Quincy as Albert stum-
bled through the front door of the Jenkins’
home, his steps unsteady and his breath
heavy with the scent of alcohol. His tie hung
loose around his neck, his shirt rumpled
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and untucked, as he made his way into the
living room with a scowl etched on his face.

“Damn that old man,” he muttered, his
words slurred with intoxication as he
flopped down onto the threadbare couch.
“Thinks he can boss me around like some
damn puppet just because I'm Alice’s hus-
band.”

Alice watched in silence from the kitchen,
her heart sinking with a sense of dread

as she listened to her husband’s drunken
tirade. She knew all too well the dangers of
Albert’s temper, the violence that simmered
just beneath the surface, waiting to erupt at
the slightest provocation.

As Albert’s anger grew, his words turning
sharper and more venomous with each
passing moment, Alice felt a familiar sense
of fear clawing at her insides. She had
thought they had left behind the darkness of
their past, but now, it seemed, it had re-
turned with a vengeance.

And then, with a sudden burst of rage,
Albert lashed out, his hand connecting with
Alice’s cheek with a sickening thud. The
force of the blow sent her staggering back-
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wards, pain blossoming across her face as
tears welled in her eyes.

But it wasn’t just Alice who bore the brunt
of Albert’s fury. As Billy, Sarah and Emily
watched in horror from the doorway, their
hearts pounding with fear, their father
turned his wrath on them as well, his words
cutting like knives as he berated them for
their supposed shortcomings.

For the Jenkins family, the fragile peace
they had worked so hard to build was
shattered in an instant, replaced once again
by the specter of violence and abuse that
had haunted them for so long. And as they
huddled together in the darkness, their cries
drowned out by the sound of Albert’s rage,
they knew that they were once again pris-
oners in their own home, trapped in a cycle
of pain and suffering that seemed impossi-
ble to escape.

As the chaos unfolded in the Jenkins’ home,
Billy, now a 15-year-old boy, felt a surge of
adrenaline coursing through his veins as he
watched his father’s drunken rage escalate
to dangerous levels. With trembling hands,
he reached for a nearby kitchen knife, his
heart pounding with a mixture of fear and
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determination.

But before he could act, Albert’s hand
lashed out, knocking Billy back with a
brutal force that sent him sprawling to the
ground. As he fell, the knife stayed in his
grasp, outstretched ready to strike despite
being thrown back. In the split second that
followed, a deafening silence descended
upon the room, broken only by the sound of
Alice’s anguished cry as Albert pushed her
backwards and she began to fall, her eyes
wide with terror. And then, with a sickening
thud, the knife found its mark, burying itself
deep in Alice’s back.

Time seemed to stand still as Sarah and
Emily watched in horror, their screams
echoing through the room as they rushed

to their mother’s side. But it was too late.
Alice lay motionless on the kitchen floor,
next to Billy, her life slipping away with each
labored breath and the knife still firmly in
Billy’s grasp.

In the depths of their grief and despair, a
primal rage welled up inside Sarah, Billy,
and Emily—a burning desire for justice,

for retribution. With a shared resolve, they
turned towards their father, their eyes blaz-
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ing with fury as they advanced upon him,
their fists flying in a flurry of blows.

Albert fought back with a desperate feroc-
ity, but he was no match for the combined
strength and determination of his children.
As they rained down blow after blow, their
pent-up anger and frustration unleashed in
a torrent of violence, Albert crumpled to the
ground, his body battered, broken and now
bloody.

And as the echoes of their final act of ven-
geance reverberated through the silent
house, Sarah, Billy, and Emily stood togeth-
er in the wreckage of their broken home,
their hearts heavy with grief and loss, but
also with a sense of grim satisfaction—a bit-
tersweet victory won at a terrible cost.

A short while later, in the hushed silence of
the basement, the three Jenkins children
gathered around a makeshift grave, their
faces solemn and their hearts heavy with
sorrow. Nestled in the cold earth lay their
beloved mother and father—a resting place
fashioned from the moist soil in their damp
basement floor.

With trembling hands, they gently lowered
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the final clump of soil onto the grave, their
eyes brimming with tears as they whispered
a silent prayer for their mother’s soul. It was
a somber moment, a final farewell to the
woman who had loved them unconditional-
ly, even in the darkest of times.

As they packed down the last of the dirt,
their hands and shovels working in unison,
a sense of closure settled over them—a
quiet acceptance of the loss they had en-
dured, and the knowledge that their mother
would always live on in their hearts and
their father could harm them no more.

And as they stood together in the low light
of the basement, their hands clasped in a
silent gesture of solidarity, they knew that
they would carry her memory with them
always—a guiding light in the darkness, a
beacon of hope in the face of adversity.

With heavy hearts and anxious minds,
Sarah, Billy, and Emily dialed their grand-
parents’ number, the phone trembling in
their hands as they waited for the familiar
voice on the other end to answer. Each ring
seemed to stretch on for an eternity, a silent
testament to the fear and uncertainty that
gripped their young hearts.

152



Finally, the line clicked, and the voice of
their grandmother filled the air, warm and
familiar. “Hello?” she said, her tone tinged
with concern.

“‘Grandma,” Emily’s voice wavered, tears
threatening to spill from her eyes as she
struggled to find the words. “It's us. Sarah,
Billy, and Emily.”

There was a pause on the other end of the
line, followed by a rush of questions and
reassurances as their grandparents listened
to their story. They explained that their par-
ents were not home when they arrived from
school, and that they were worried, scared,
and didn’t know what to do.

Without hesitation, their grandparents prom-
ised to come over right away, their voices
filled with urgency and determination. They
would take care of everything, they said,
their love and support a beacon of hope in
the darkness that had descended upon their
family.

And as they hung up the phone, a sense of
relief washed over the three children, their
hearts buoyed by the knowledge that they
were not alone—that help was on the way,
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and that no matter what happened, they
would face it together, as a family.

As the afternoon became evening, and the
sun began casting long shadows across
the Jenkins’ yard, the tension in the air was
palpable. Mr. and Mrs. Owens sat side by
side on the worn couch, their faces etched
with worry, as they waited with growing un-
ease for any sign of their daughter and her
husband.

The hours dragged on, each minute feeling
like an eternity as they anxiously scanned
the empty yard for any sign of two missing
parents. But as the night wore on and dark-
ness settled over the house, their hopes be-
gan to fade, replaced by a gnawing sense
of dread that something was terribly wrong.
Had they left the car in the driveway and
just walked off? If so, why?

Finally, unable to bear the uncertainty any
longer, Mr. Owens rose from his seat with a
determined expression, his mind made up.
He would call the police, he declared, his
voice tight with frustration and fear.

But before he could reach for the phone,
Sarah’s voice cut through the silence, her
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words halting him in his tracks. With tears
streaming down her cheeks, she confessed
the truth of what had happened—how their
father’s rage had turned deadly, and how
they had been forced to defend themselves
against the man they had once called Dad.

Shock and disbelief washed over Mr. Ow-
ens’s face as he listened to Emily’s confes-
sion, his heart breaking at the realization of
the horrors his grandchildren had endured.
And then, with a fury that burned like wild-
fire, he rounded on Billy, his voice trembling
with anger and betrayal.

“You foolish boy,” he spat, his words laced
with venom. “You've brought nothing but
trouble upon this family. | should have
known better than to believe in you.”

With a cry of despair, Billy turned and fled,
his heart heavy with guilt and shame as he
disappeared into the darkness of the woods
by the river.

For three agonizing days, authorities
combed the area, their search efforts ham-
pered by the dense underbrush and rugged
terrain of the Mississippi river basin near
Quincy. But despite all of their best efforts,
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there was no sign of Billy, and as the days
stretched on, hope began to fade, replaced
by a sense of grim acceptance.

And as the search was called off, leaving
the Owens and Jenkins family to grapple
with the painful aftermath of their actions,
Mr. Owens couldn’t help but wonder if he
had lost his daughter and his grandson for-
ever— casualties of the darkness that had
consumed their lives.

As the light of the full moon illuminated

the night, it cast a shimmering glow over
the tranquil waters of the river, Billy moved
stealthily through the dense underbrush,
his senses on high alert as he navigated
the unfamiliar terrain. The air was thick with
the earthy scent of pine and damp soil, the
only sound the gentle rustle of leaves in the
breeze.

With each step, Billy’s heart pounded in his
chest, a mixture of fear and determination
coursing through his veins. He knew he had
to keep moving, to put as much distance
between himself and the nightmare he had
left behind as possible.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Billy
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emerged from the trees onto the mud-

dy banks of the river, his eyes scanning
the water for any sign of life. And there it
was—a small fishing boat, bobbing gently
in the current, its weathered hull beckoning
him closer.

With a surge of adrenaline, Billy waded into
the water, his muscles burning with exertion
as he propelled himself towards the boat.
With trembling hands, he climbed aboard,
the rough wooden planks creaking beneath
his weight as he set out into the murky
depths of the river.

For hours, Billy navigated the winding wa-
terways, his eyes fixed on the horizon as
he moved steadily downstream. The stars
shone down relentlessly upon his back,
their bright light rays casting long shadows
across the water as the hours stretched on.

But as the night wore on and exhaustion
began to take its toll, disaster struck. With
a sudden lurch, the boat veered off course,
its hull grazing against a submerged log
hidden beneath the surface. In an instant,
the fragile vessel overturned, sending Billy
tumbling into the treacherous embrace of
the mighty Mississippi river.
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Gasping for breath, Billy fought against the
powerful current, his limbs thrashing wildly
as he struggled to keep his head above wa-
ter. With each stroke, he felt the relentless
pull of the river dragging him under, threat-
ening to swallow him whole.

But Billy refused to give up. With every
ounce of strength he possessed, he kicked
and paddled his way towards the distant
shore, his lungs burning with exertion as he
fought against the relentless tide.

And then, just when he thought he could

go no further, salvation appeared on the
horizon—a sliver of land looming in the
distance, its rocky shore beckoning him
closer. With one final burst of energy, Billy
propelled himself towards the safety of the
shore, his fingers scrabbling desperately
against the rough rocks as he pulled himself
from the water’s deathly grip.

Exhausted and shaken, Billy collapsed onto
the muddy bank, his chest heaving with
exertion as he lay gasping for breath. But
as he lay there, battered and bruised, he
knew that he had survived—a testament to
his strength and determination in the face
of overwhelming odds. And as he gazed out
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across the river, his heart filled with a new-
found sense of hope—a glimmer of light in
the darkness that had consumed his life.
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Chapter 15: Destination Unknown

As the first rays of dawn painted the sky in
hues of pink and gold, Billy stirred from his
fitful sleep on the rocky banks of the river.
Groaning as he pushed himself upright, he
blinked against the harsh light, disoriented
and sore from his harrowing journey down-
river.

Taking stock of his surroundings, the 15
year old Billy realized that he had no idea
where he was or where he was headed,
but he knew he couldn’t go home. With a
sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, he
knew that he had to keep moving, to put
as much distance between himself and his
troubled past as possible.

Dragging himself to his feet, Billy stumbled
through the dense underbrush, his steps
unsteady as he made his way towards

the distant rumble of trains. The train yard
loomed before him, a maze of tracks and
cargo cars stretching out as far as the eye
could see.

With a sense of desperation driving him
forward, Billy ducked between the tower-
ing cars, his heart pounding in his chest as
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he searched for a way out of this forsaken
place. And then, just as hope was beginning
to fade, he spotted it—a lone cargo train, its
doors gaping open invitingly.

With a surge of adrenaline, Billy raced to-
wards the train, his breath coming in ragged
gasps as he clambered aboard. With trem-
bling hands, he pulled himself into the dark
interior, the scent of oil and metal filling his
nostrils as he settled into the dark space.

A few hours later, as the train lurched into
motion, Billy felt a rush of exhilaration wash
over him—a sense of freedom unlike any-
thing he had ever known. With each pass-
ing mile, the landscape blurred into a blur
of green and gold, the rhythmic click-clack
of the wheels on the tracks a comforting
lullaby as he drifted into a fitful sleep.

For days, Billy rode the rails in blissful igno-
rance of his destination, the passing scen-
ery a blur of unfamiliar sights and sounds.
From the bustling cities of the Midwest to
the rugged mountains of the Pacific North-
west, he traveled farther and farther from
the ghosts of his past, each passing mile a
testament to his resolve and determination.
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And then, one fateful morning, the train
rumbled to a halt in a dusty railyard on the
outskirts of Seattle, Washington. With a
sense of anticipation tingling in the air, Billy
stepped off the train and onto the platform,
his heart pounding with excitement as

he gazed out at the unfamiliar cityscape
stretching out before him.

With a deep breath, he set out into the
unknown, his mind buzzing with possibility
as he embarked on the next chapter of his
journey—a journey that would take him to
places he had never dared to dream of, and
to a future filled with endless possibilities.

As Billy navigated the bustling streets of

an unfamiliar city he later determined to be
Seattle, his eyes wide with wonder at the
sights and sounds of the bustling city, he
stumbled upon a group of teenagers hud-
dled together on a street corner. Drawn by a
sense of camaraderie, he approached them
tentatively, his heart racing with a mixture of
excitement and trepidation.

But as he drew nearer, the mood of the
group shifted, their wary gazes flickering
over him with suspicion. With a sneer, one
of the older boys stepped forward, his eyes
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narrowing as he sized Billy up.

“What do you want, kid?” he spat, his voice
dripping with disdain.

Unsure of how to respond, Billy stammered
out a feeble greeting, his nerves getting the
better of him. But before he could utter an-

other word, the group descended upon him
like a pack of wolves, their hands reaching

out to grab at his belongings.

With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stom-
ach, Billy realized what was happening. Be-
fore he could react, they had stripped him of
his shoes, leaving him standing barefoot on
the cold pavement.

“Get lost, newbie,” one of them growled,
shoving him roughly aside.

Feeling humiliated and defeated, Billy stum-
bled away from the group, his heart heavy
with disappointment. As he wandered the
streets alone, his feet aching with each
step, he couldn’t help but wonder what he
had gotten himself into—and whether he
would ever find his place in this unforgiving
world.
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The next morning, as the first light of dawn
filtered through the cracks in the makeshift
cardboard tent, Billy stirred from his fitful
sleep, the stench of alcohol and sweat
hanging heavy in the air. Blinking against
the harsh morning light, he squinted around
the cramped confines of the tent, his heart
sinking as he realized he was sharing his
makeshift shelter with a drunken, unkempt
figure.

Grimacing at the foul odor and the close
proximity to the stranger, Billy scrambled to
his feet, his head swimming with a mixture
of disgust and fear. With trembling hands,
he pushed aside the flaps of the tent and
stumbled out into the cool morning air,
desperate to put as much distance between
himself and the unsavory character as pos-
sible.

But as he emerged from the shadows of the
alley, his heart leaped into his throat as he
spotted a group of uniformed police officers
approaching, their faces stern and deter-
mined. Panic seizing him, Billy turned and
bolted down the narrow alleyway, his foot-
steps echoing off the crumbling brick walls
as he raced towards freedom.
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With adrenaline coursing through his veins,
he ducked and dodged through the maze
of alleyways and side streets, his heart
pounding in his chest as he fled from the
pursuing officers. Each breath burned in his
lungs as he pushed himself to the brink of
exhaustion, his mind racing with fear and
uncertainty.

But just as he thought he couldn’t run
another step, salvation appeared in the
form of another ragtag group of homeless
teens huddled together in the shadow of an
abandoned building. With a desperate cry
for help, Billy threw himself into their midst,
his breath coming in ragged gasps as he
sought refuge among their ranks.

To his relief, the other teens welcomed him
with open arms, their faces kind and sym-
pathetic as they listened to his tale of woe.
With a sense of gratitude washing over him,
Billy collapsed onto the cold pavement, his
body trembling with relief as he realized
that, for now at least, he was safe from
harm.

As the police sirens wailed in the near dis-
tance, the group of homeless teens sprang
into action, their instincts for survival kicking
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into high gear. With practiced efficiency,
they melted into the shadows, ducking
behind dumpsters and crates, their hearts
pounding with adrenaline as they waited for
the danger to pass.

Billy, heart racing and breath coming in
ragged gasps, followed suit, his eyes wide
with fear as he crouched low to the ground,
praying that the police would pass them by
without detection.

Seconds stretched into minutes as they lay
in their hiding spots, the tension thick in the
air as they waited for the all-clear signal.
Finally, when the coast was clear and the
danger had passed, they emerged from
their hiding spots, breathing a collective
sigh of relief.

But as they took stock of their surroundings,
their eyes fell upon Billy, standing alone and
vulnerable in the coldness of this strange
place, his feet bare and his thin shirt offer-
ing little protection against the biting ele-
ments of the great northwest.

Moved by compassion, one of the older
teens stepped forward, his expression
softening with empathy as he took in Billy’s
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plight. With a gentle smile, he offered Billy
a jacket and a pair of worn-out shoes, his
voice tinged with kindness as he spoke.

“Here, kid,” he said, his tone warm and
reassuring. “You look like you could use
these more than | could. But there’s one
condition—you gotta swear loyalty to our
group. We stick together out here, you un-
derstand?”

Touched by the gesture of kindness and ac-
ceptance, Billy nodded gratefully, his heart
swelling with gratitude as he slipped into
the jacket and pulled on the shoes. With a
newfound sense of belonging, he vowed to
stand by his newfound friends, come what
may, knowing that together, they could
weather any storm that came along.

As Billy gratefully accepted the jacket and
shoes from the older teen, he felt a wave
of warmth wash over him—not just from
the added layers of clothing, but from the
sense of camaraderie and acceptance he
felt among the group. With a shy smile, he
looked around at his newfound compan-
ions, eager to get to know them better.

“Thanks, guys,” Billy said, his voice soft with
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gratitude. “I really appreciate this. I'm Billy,
by the way.”

The older teen who had offered him the
jacket grinned back, extending a hand in
greeting. “No problem, Billy. I'm Jake, and
this ragtag bunch are the rest of the crew—
there’s Sam, Janis, and little Timmy over
there. And that’s Max, our resident trouble-
maker.”

Max, a wiry teenager with a mischievous
glint in his eye, shot Billy a playful wink.
“Hey, welcome to the group, Billy. You've
got yourself into quite the adventure now.”

Janis, a slender girl with a warm smile and
a comforting presence, nudged Max play-
fully. “Ilgnore him, Billy. Max thinks he’s the
king of the streets, but we all know who
really runs the show around here.”

The group erupted into laughter, the ten-
sion of the earlier chase melting away in
the warmth of their shared camaraderie.
As they settled into their makeshift camp
for the night, swapping stories and sharing
jokes, Billy felt a sense of belonging unlike
anything he had ever known.
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For the first time in a long time, he felt like
he had found a family—a group of friends
who accepted him for who he was, flaws
and all. And as he drifted off to sleep that
night, the sound of their laughter echoing in
his ears, he knew that no matter what the
future held, he would face it with courage
and resilience, knowing that he was not
alone.

The next morning dawned crisp and cold,
the city streets shrouded in a thick blan-
ket of fog as the group of homeless teens
stirred from their makeshift beds. As they
scavenged for breakfast among the debris
of the urban landscape, Janis caught sight
of Billy rummaging through her meager
belongings, his hands furtively snatching at
a pair of panties.

“Hey, what do you think you’re doing?” Ja-
nis exclaimed, her voice sharp with indigna-
tion as she caught Billy in the act.

Caught red-handed, Billy froze in place, his
cheeks flushing with embarrassment as the
rest of the group turned to stare at him in
surprise.

“What’s going on?” Jake demanded, his
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brow furrowed with confusion as he ap-
proached the scene.

“He was stealing my panties!” Janis ex-
claimed, holding up the pilfered garment for
all to see.

A chorus of laughter erupted from the
group, their teasing and taunts ringing in
Billy’s ears as he felt his cheeks burn with
shame.

“Looks like Janis’ got a secret admirer,” Max
quipped, his voice laced with amusement
as he nudged Billy playfully.

“Or maybe he just likes wearing women'’s
underwear,” Timmy chimed in, his laughter
echoing through the alleyway.

Humiliated and mortified, Billy turned and
fled from the group, his heart pounding

in his chest as he raced away from their
mocking laughter. Tears stung his eyes as
he stumbled blindly through the streets, his
mind reeling with shame and embarrass-
ment.

As he ran, he couldn’t help but wonder if
he would ever find a place where he truly
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belonged—a place where he wouldn’t be
judged or ridiculed for being himself. But for
now, all he could do was keep running, hop-
ing against hope that someday, he would
find the acceptance and understanding he
so desperately longed for. As he made his
way down the street, he ducked into a local
laundromat and gathered his composure in
the bathroom.

After hastily exiting the bathroom at the
laundromat, Billy’s eyes scanned the dimly
lit space, searching for any sign of oppor-
tunity amid the rows of humming machines
and piles of laundry. His heart skipped a
beat as he caught sight of a folded pile of
clothing left unattended by one of the near-
by dryers.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Billy darted
towards the clothing, his fingers trembling
with anticipation as he snatched up a cute
outfit and a hoodie that looked like they
might fit him. He hurriedly left the building
and ran to a nearby alley, a sense of relief
washed over him, the familiar weight of the
fabric a comforting reminder of the anonym-
ity he craved.

But just as he was about to make his es-
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cape, a voice called out from behind him,
and he whirled around to find himself face
to face with the angry owner of the clothing.
Panic seizing him, Billy turned and bolted
down the alley, his heart pounding in his
chest as he raced away from the scene of
his crime.

With a burst of adrenaline fueling his flight,
he dodged and weaved through the crowd-
ed streets, his senses on high alert as he
sought out the nearest exit. Behind him,
he could hear the sound of his would-be
chaser in hot pursuit, her shouts echoing
through the air as she closed in on him.

But Billy was determined not to be caught,
his feet pounding against the concrete as
he raced towards freedom. With every step,
he felt a surge of exhilaration coursing
through his veins, his fear and uncertainty
giving way to a sense of defiant resolve.

As he dipped down and found a good spot
to hide underneath a nearby vehicle, he
knew that he had narrowly escaped capture
once again. But even as he fled into the un-
known, his mind raced with the realization
that he could never truly outrun his past—
not as long as he remained a missing per-
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son, a fugitive, a murderer, a ghost haunting
the streets of an unsuspecting new city.

As Billy huddled in the shadows, the soft
fabric of the stolen clothing cradling him like
a cocoon, his thoughts drifted back to his
sisters—Sarah and Emily—and the life he
had left behind in lllinois. Despite the chaos
and uncertainty of his current existence,
memories of their laughter and the warmth
of their embraces still lingered in his mind,
a bittersweet reminder of the family he had
just run away from.

With a heavy heart, he pictured Sarah’s
gentle smile and Emily’s reassuring pres-
ence, the two of them standing strong
against the storm of their father’s anger and
abuse. Despite the pain and hardship they
had endured, they had always remained a
beacon of hope and resilience in Billy’s life,
their unwavering love and support giving
him the strength to carry on even in the
darkest of times.

But now, as he sat alone in his own per-
sonal darkness, a pang of guilt gnawed at
his conscience, a relentless reminder of the
promises made by a little boy to protect his
mother and big sisters, and to keep them all
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safe. With each passing second, the weight
of his absence grew heavier, the knowledge
that he had left them behind to face their
grandfather’s wrath alone filling him with a
sense of overwhelming shame and regret.

Closing his eyes, Billy let out a heavy sigh,
the softness of the girl’s clothing a poignant
reminder of the sisters he had left behind.
In that moment, he made a silent vow to
himself—to find a way back to them, to re-
unite the fractured pieces of their family and
rebuild the bonds that had been broken by
violence and betrayal.
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Chapter 16: The Rhythm of Life

In the tranquil town of Quincy, Sarah and
Emily had settled into a semblance of
normalcy, their lives intertwined with the
comforting rhythms of daily routine. Each
morning, they awoke to the soft light filtering
through the curtains of their shared bed-
room, the gentle hum of their grandparents
moving about the house serving as a famil-
iar backdrop to their waking hours.

With a sense of purpose and determina-
tion, Sarah and Emily navigated the halls
of Quincy High School and the local com-
munity college extension, their studies and
extracurricular activities occupying much of
their time and attention. Despite the weight
of their family’s secret bearing down on
their shoulders, they remained resolute in
their commitment to excel academically,
their grades a testament to their unwavering
focus and dedication.

At home, the sisters found solace in the

warmth and love of their grandparents, who

had taken them in and provided them with

a sense of stability and security in the midst

of uncertainty. Together, they shared meals

around the kitchen table, their laughter and
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chatter filling the air as they recounted the
events of the day and shared stories of their
hopes and dreams for the future.

Yet, even as they settled into their new
lives, the shadow of their family’s secret
loomed large, a constant reminder of the
pain and turmoil that had torn their family
apart. In quiet moments, when the house
was hushed and still, Sarah and Emily
would steal away to their shared sanctu-
ary—the attic—where they would pore over
old photographs and mementos.

As the days turned into weeks, and the
weeks into months and then eventually
years, the two girls found solace in the sim-
ple pleasures of everyday life, their hearts
filled with hope and resilience as they faced
the day to day challenges of being teen-
agers in the 1980s. And though the secret
of their family’s fate remained shrouded in
darkness, they refused to let it define them.
The girls continued living in perfect rhythm
with the desires of the universe.

For Billy, now living on the streets under

the guise of “Alice,” life had taken a starkly
different turn. Cast adrift in a sea of uncer-
tain circumstances, he wandered down the
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coast from town to town via Seattle to Los
Angeles, his days filled with the harsh real-
ities of homelessness and survival. Gone
were the comforting routines of family life,
replaced instead by the relentless struggle
to stay afloat in a world that seemed intent
on swallowing him whole.

Dressed in the stolen garments of his new-
found identity, Billy navigated the streets
with a wary eye, his senses attuned to

the dangers lurking around every corner.
Forced to take on unsavory “side jobs”

and turn to petty theft wherever he could,
he found himself teetering on the brink of
despair, his dreams of a better life slipping
further and further from his grasp with each
passing day.

As the months wore on, Billy’s existence
became a living hell—a never-ending cycle
of hardship and adversity that threatened to
consume him entirely. With each new town
he entered, he was met with suspicion and
mistrust, his unconventional appearance
and transient lifestyle marking him as an
outsider in the eyes of society.

Yet, despite the challenges he faced, Bil-
ly refused to surrender. Deep within him

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



burned a flicker of resilience—a stubborn
refusal to be defined by the circumstances
of his birth or the hardships he had en-
dured. He clung to the hope that one day,
he would find a place to call home—a place
where he could finally be free to live as his
true self, his innermost identity, unburdened
by the weight of his secrets and lies.

In the heart of bustling Los Angeles, the
scene unfolded with a sense of urgency as
police officers descended upon the youth,
their voices raised in commands as they ap-
prehended a figure huddled in the shadows.

Amidst the chaos, Alice stood with a defiant
tilt of their chin, their eyes flashing with de-
fiance even as the officers closed in around
them. Dressed in tattered clothes and worn-
out shoes, they bore the unmistakable signs
of a life lived on the streets—a life filled with
hardship and uncertainty.

As the officers approached, their uniforms a
stark contrast to Alice’s disheveled appear-
ance, they could see the hesitation in the
young person’s eyes, a flicker of fear min-
gled with defiance. But when questioned
about their identity, Alice remained resolute,
their voice steady as they asserted their
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chosen name.

“I'm Alice,” they said firmly, their words ring-
ing out in the stillness of the night.

The officers exchanged uneasy glances,
their confusion evident as they struggled

to make sense of the situation. Here was a
young person, clearly in need of assistance
and protection, yet refusing to divulge any
information about their past or where they
had come from.

Undeterred, the officers pressed on, their
questions coming in rapid succession. But
each time, Alice remained steadfast in their
refusal to cooperate, their lips pressed into
a thin line as they steadfastly guarded their
secrets.

When asked about their age, Alice’s re-
sponse was vague, a hint of uncertainty
coloring their words. “Not sure,” they replied
with a shrug. “Something around 15 or 16, |
guess.”

The officers exchanged another glance,
their expressions troubled as they contem-
plated the young person before them. Here
was a child, adrift in a world that had shown

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



them little kindness, yet determined to forge
their own path despite the odds stacked
against them.

As they led Alice away into custody, their
future uncertain and their past shrouded

in mystery, one thing was clear—this was

a story that was far from over, a tale of
resilience and determination in the face of
adversity, waiting to be written on the unfor-
giving streets of Los Angeles California.

At the local precinct, the atmosphere was
tense as Alice sat handcuffed to a metal
chair, their gaze fixed defiantly on the floor
as officers bustled around them, their voic-
es murmuring in hushed tones. Despite the
efforts of the officers to coax information out
of them, Alice remained resolutely uncoop-
erative, their lips pressed into a firm line as
they refused to budge.

Detective Alvarez, a seasoned investigator
with a no-nonsense demeanor, approached
Alice with a stern expression on his face.
“Listen, kid,” he said, his tone firm but not
unkind. “We’re trying to help you here. But
we can’t do that if you won't tell us any-
thing.”
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Alice remained silent, their eyes flickering
with defiance as they steadfastly refused to
meet the detective’s gaze.

Frustrated but undeterred, Detective Al-
varez turned to his colleague and nodded
towards the phone on his desk. “Call in the
State Child Welfare worker,” he instructed.
“Maybe they can get through to them.”

A few hours later, a State Child Welfare
worker arrived at the precinct, her pres-
ence commanding attention as she entered
the room with a sense of purpose. She
approached Alice with a gentle smile, her
demeanor calm and reassuring as she took
a seat opposite them.

“Hi there,” the worker said softly, her voice
laced with warmth. “My name is Rebecca.
I’'m here to help you.”

Alice glanced up, their eyes meeting Re-
becca’s with a mixture of wariness and
curiosity.

“I understand that you're going through a
tough time,” Rebecca continued, her tone
gentle but firm. “But we’re here to support
you, to make sure you’re safe and taken
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care of. But in order to do that, we need to
know a little bit more about you. Can you
tell me your name?”

Alice hesitated for a moment, their gaze
flickering uncertainly before finally meeting
Rebecca’s with a resigned nod.

“I'm Alice,” she said quietly, her voice barely
above a whisper.

Rebecca smiled encouragingly, her eyes
filled with compassion as she reached out
to gently place a reassuring hand on Alice’s
shoulder.

“Well, Alice,” she said softly. “We’re going to
do everything we can to help you. But first,
we need to figure out how best to support
you. Can you tell me where you’re from?
Do you have any family or friends we can
contact?”

Alice’s gaze faltered, their expression
clouded with uncertainty as they struggled
to find the words to respond. But as Rebec-
ca patiently waited, a flicker of deviance
ignited within her—an idea came to mind. “I
don’t remember. | just woke up in that alley,
and all | can remember is that I'm Alice.”
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As Rebecca gently took Alice into custody
for placement in a group home for children,
she maintained a calm and reassuring
demeanor, understanding the gravity of the
situation and the vulnerability of the young
person before her.

“Come on, Alice,” Rebecca said softly, her
voice filled with empathy as she reached
out to gently guide Alice towards the door. “
Let’s get you out of the police station. We’re
going to take you somewhere safe, where
you’ll have everything you need.”

Alice hesitated for a moment, her gaze flick-
ering uncertainly between Rebecca and the
officers standing nearby. But sensing the
genuine concern in Rebecca’s voice, she
nodded slowly, a glimmer of trust flickering
in her eyes.

“Okay,” Alice whispered, her voice barely
above a squeak.

With a gentle hand on Alice’s shoulder, Sar-
ah led her out of the precinct and towards

a waiting vehicle, the doors opening with a

soft click as they climbed inside. As the car
pulled away from the curb, Rebecca turned
to Alice with a reassuring smile.
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“You’re going to be okay, Alice,” she said
softly. “We’re going to make sure of it.”

Throughout the journey to the group home,
Rebecca maintained a comforting pres-
ence, engaging Alice in gentle conversation
and offering words of reassurance whenev-
er she seemed overwhelmed. And as they
arrived at their destination—a sprawling
facility nestled amidst the trees—Rebecca
took Alice’s hand in hers, leading her to-
wards the entrance.

Inside the group home, Alice was greeted
by warm smiles and welcoming faces, the
staff members offering words of comfort
and support as they guided her through the
intake process. And as Alice settled into her
new surroundings, Rebecca remained by
her side, a steady presence in the midst of
uncertainty—a beacon of hope in a world
filled with shadows.

As Alice settled into the new rhythm of life
at the group home, she found herself sur-
rounded by a supportive community that
welcomed her with open arms. Each day
brought new challenges and opportunities
for growth, and Alice embraced them with a
sense of determination and resilience.
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Her counselors at the group home were

a constant source of encouragement and
guidance, helping her navigate the com-
plexities of her past while also offering
practical support to help her build a brighter
future.

“Hey, Alice, how are you feeling today?” one
of the counselors, Mary, asked with a warm
smile as she approached Alice one morn-

ing.

“I'm doing okay, Mary,” Alice replied, return-
ing the smile. “It’s just taking some time to
adjust, you know?”

Mary nodded understandingly, her expres-
sion filled with empathy. “It's completely
normal to feel that way, Alice. But | want
you to know that we are all here to support
you every step of the way. If you ever need
to talk or if there’s anything you need, don’t
hesitate to let us know, okay?”

“Thanks, Mary,” Alice said gratefully, feeling
a sense of comfort wash over her at the
counselor’s words.

As the days turned into weeks, Alice began
to form bonds with her fellow residents at
the group home, forging connections that
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would prove to be invaluable on her journey
of healing and self-discovery.

“Hey, Alice, do you want to join us for mov-
ie night tonight?” one of her new friends,

Lily, asked with a friendly smile as they sat
together in the common area one evening.

Alice hesitated for a moment, feeling a flick-
er of uncertainty at the prospect of social-
izing with her peers. But then she looked
around at the supportive faces surrounding
her, and she felt a sense of belonging that
she hadn’t experienced in a long time.

“Sure, I'd love to,” Alice replied with a smile,
her heart feeling lighter as she realized that
she was no longer alone in her struggles.

As Emily Jenkins stood in her cap and
gown, the tassel swinging lightly against her
cheek, she couldn’t help but feel a swell of
pride and accomplishment. Graduating from
Quincy High School was a milestone she
had long awaited, a momentous occasion
that marked the end of one chapter and the
beginning of another.

Surrounded by the proud smiles of her
grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. Owens, and the
warm embrace of her sister Sarah, Emily’s
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heart swelled with gratitude for the unwav-
ering support of her family. But amidst the
joy and celebration, there lingered a shad-
ow of sorrow—a pain that she had carried
with her for far too long.

Later, at the family dinner held in her honor,
Emily’s facade of strength began to crack,
her emotions bubbling to the surface as
she struggled to contain the flood of tears
threatening to spill over. Sitting at the table
surrounded by her sister and grandparents,
the weight of her brother Billy’s absence felt
heavier than ever, a gaping hole in the fab-
ric of their family that could never be filled.

As Emily’s tears flowed freely, her grand-
father’s expression hardened, his features
contorting with anger and frustration.
“Enough of this nonsense,” he snapped, his
voice sharp with reproach. “We don’t need
to be reminded of that damn boy and the
pain he’s caused all of us.”

But Emily couldn’t hold back her grief any
longer, her sobs echoing in the silence of
the room as she mourned the disappear-
ance of her beloved brother. Despite her

grandfather’s harsh words, she knew that
Billy was still a part of their family—a part
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that could never be erased or forgotten.

In that moment of raw vulnerability, Emily
Jenkins realized that healing would take
time, that the wounds left by Billy’s absence
ran deep and would require patience and
understanding to mend. But surrounded

by the love and support of her family, she
knew that she would never have to face her
pain alone—that together, they would find a
way to heal and move forward, one step at
a time. All she could hope for was that her
brother was safe, happy, and would return
home someday soon.
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Chapter 17: Finding Ocean Beach

As the days passed at the group home,
Alice couldn’t shake the growing sense of
restlessness that gnawed at her insides.
The state workers had begun dropping
hints that her time at the shelter was draw-
ing to a close, and with each passing day,
the weight of impending adulthood pressed
down upon her like a heavy burden.

Unable to bear the thought of facing the
uncertainty that awaited her on the other
side of those shelter walls, Alice made a
decision in the dead of night. With a quiet
resolve, she slipped out of her bunk, her
footsteps soft against the cold linoleum
floors as she made her way towards the
exit.

Outside, the darkness enveloped her like a
comforting embrace, the cool night air whis-
pering promises of freedom and adventure.
With no destination in mind, Alice followed
the pull of the open road, her heart racing
with the thrill of the unknown.

Days turned into nights as Alice hitchhiked
the highway between LA and San Diego,
her journey fueled by a restless spirit and
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a desire for solace. And then, as if guided
by some unseen force, she found herself in
Ocean Beach, California—a sleepy coastal
town where the salty sea air mingled with
the scent of scotch, beer and Japanese
Saki.

With nowhere else to go, Alice sought
refuge in the shelter of an uninhabited RV,
its weathered exterior offering a semblance
of protection from the elements. Inside,

the cramped confines of the vehicle felt
strangely comforting, the rhythmic lullaby of
crashing waves outside lulling Alice into a
shallow sleep.

As Alice drifted to sleep within the confines
of the RV, she was abruptly awakened by
the sound of footsteps approaching from
outside. Panic surged through her veins as
she scrambled to her feet, her heart pound-
ing erratically in her chest.

The door creaked open, and Alice braced
herself for the worst, her muscles tensed
and ready for a fight. But as she peered into
the darkness, her eyes met those of a long-
haired hippy guy, his features softened by
the glow of the moonlight filtering through
the window.
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For a moment, Alice remained frozen in
place, unsure of what to expect from this
unexpected encounter. But then, as the hip-
py guy took in her disheveled appearance
and the fear etched into her features, his
expression softened with empathy.

“‘Hey there, are you okay? Why are you in
my RV?” he asked, his voice gentle and
reassuring.

Alice hesitated, her instincts urging her

to flee, but something in the hippy guy’s
demeanor put her at ease. With a shaky
breath, she nodded slowly, her guard begin-
ning to lower in the presence of this strang-
er.

“I'm sorry for sneaking in like this,” Alice
murmured, her voice barely above a whis-
per. ‘I didn't mean to intrude.”

The hippy guy shook his head, a sympa-
thetic smile playing at the corners of his
lips. “No worries, man. | can tell you're in
a tough spot. How about you relax and we
can talk about it?”

Reluctantly, Alice sat back down on the rear
bed of the RV, her senses on high alert as
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she braced herself for whatever lay ahead.

But as they settled into the cramped interior
of the vehicle, she found herself opening up
to this stranger in a way she hadn’t expect-
ed.

With a patient ear and a compassion-

ate heart, the hippy guy listened as Alice
poured out her story—the struggles, the
hardships, and the uncertainty that had
brought her to this moment. And to her
surprise, he didn’t judge or condemn her for
her circumstances. Instead, he offered her
a lifeline—a chance to stay in the RV with
him until she figured out her next move.

Grateful beyond words for this unexpected
act of kindness, Alice felt a glimmer of hope
flicker to life within her once more. And as
she settled into her new makeshift home
alongside her newfound friend, she knew
that no matter what the future held, she
would be okay.

As the midnight hour descended upon the
sandy streets of Ocean Beach, a sense of
tension hung heavy in the air as the shrill
sound of police knocking echoed through
the stillness. Alice’s heart pounded in her
chest as she exchanged a worried glance
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with Jordan, uncertainty clouding her
thoughts.

With a silent gesture, Jordan motioned for
Alice to remain quiet, his eyes conveying a
sense of urgency as he tiptoed towards the
back bed. Outside, the relentless knocking
continued, each rap sending a shiver down
Alice’s spine as she held her breath, waiting
for the inevitable.

But Jordan remained steadfast, his resolve
unyielding as he stood his ground, refusing
to answer the door. A ticket for sleeping in a
vehicle was not what he needed right now.
Through the thin walls of the RV, Alice could
hear the muffled voices of the police offi-
cers, their words indistinct but laced with an
unmistakable sense of authority.

Minutes felt like hours as the standoff con-
tinued, the tension in the air palpable as
Alice and Jordan remained silently frozen
in place, waiting for the moment when the
threat would pass. And then, as suddenly
as it had begun, the knocking ceased, re-
placed by the soft shuffle of footsteps re-
treating into the night and the unmistakable
slap of a pink slip on the front windshield.
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With a heavy sigh of relief, Alice sank back
against the worn cushions of the RV, her
pulse gradually returning to normal as the
adrenaline of the moment began to ebb
away. Beside her, Jordan let out a low whis-
tle, a wry smile tugging at the corners of his
lips as he surveyed the scene before them.

“They won’t be back tonight,” he murmured,
his voice tinged with resignation. “So for
now, we're in the clear.”

As Alice nodded in silent agreement, a
sense of gratitude washed over her, min-
gling with the lingering fear that still gripped
her heart.

The soft light of dawn filtered through the
windows of the RV as Alice stirred from her
restless slumber, the events of the previous
night still fresh in her mind. With a heavy
sigh, she sat up, rubbing the sleep from her
eyes as she glanced around the cramped
confines of the vehicle.

Outside, Jordan was already up and about,
his brow furrowed in concentration as he
scraped a pink slip off the windshield of the
RV. Alice watched in silence as he worked,
a sense of unease settling in the pit of her
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stomach at the sight of the ominous notice.

“What'’s that?” Alice asked, her voice tinged
with apprehension as she eyed the sticky
crumbles of paper in Jordan’s hand along
with the bits and pieces strewn about the
bumper and on the ground.

Jordan glanced up, his expression grim as
he held out the debris for Alice to see. “It's
a pink slip,” he explained, his voice heavy
with resignation. “We’ve got three days to
move this thing at least one mile from its
current location, or else it's getting towed.”

Alice’s heart sank at the news, a sense of
dread pooling in the pit of her stomach as
she pondered the gravity of their situation.
With no permanent place to call home,
the prospect of losing the RV would be a
devastating blow—one that threatened to
upend her fragile existence once more.

“No big deal. We have to move,” Jordan
said, his voice tinged with urgency as he
threw the reminisce of the pink slip on the
ground. “Get ready, Alice. We need to find a
new spot before they come back.”

Nodding in silent agreement, Alice gath-
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ered her belongings and prepared to leave,
her mind racing with thoughts of what lay
ahead. As she buckled herself into the pas-
senger seat of the RV, she couldn’t shake
the feeling of uncertainty that clung to her
like a shadow. As they departed Muir Ave,
they were luckily able to find a spot further
down by the OB pier.

As the RV rumbled to a stop in front of an
apartment building on Niagara Ave, Alice
peered out the window, her eyes scanning
the unfamiliar surroundings with a mixture
of trepidation and resignation. Beside her,
Jordan let out a long sigh, his expression
weary but determined as he shifted the
vehicle into park.

“We should be okay here for a few days,”
Jordan reassured Alice, his voice tinged
with a note of uncertainty. “But we’ll have
to keep an eye out for that next wake-up
knock from the police.”

Alice nodded in understanding, her gaze
lingering on the rows of apartment buildings
stretching out before them. Despite Jordan’s
reassurances, a sense of unease gnawed at
her, the constant threat of eviction looming
over their heads like a dark cloud.
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“It's a regular thing,” Jordan continued, his
tone resigned. “Moving around, finding new
spots. It’s just part of the deal when you're
living like this.”

Alice forced a small smile, though the
weight of their transient existence pressed
heavily upon her shoulders.

With the morning sun casting a golden glow
over the quaint beach community, Jordan
took Alice on a guided tour of their new
surroundings, his easy going demeanor
helping to quiet her apprehension.

“Alright, Alice, first stop: the Arizona Cafe,”
Jordan said, gesturing towards a rug-
ged-looking establishment with a colorful
vintage jukebox just inside the entrance.

As they stepped inside, the lively chatter of
patrons filled the air, mingling with the aro-
ma of freshly poured draft beer and sizzling
shots of fireball. Jordan led Alice to the bar,
where they were greeted warmly by the bar-
tender, a jovial man with a bushy beard and
a ready smile.

“Hey there, Jordan! Who's your friend?” the
bartender asked, casting a curious glance
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in Alice’s direction.

“This is Alice,” Jordan replied, his tone
proud as he introduced her to the bartender.
“She’s new in town, looking to make some
friends.”

The bartender, Joe, nodded in understand-
ing, offering Alice a friendly grin. “Well,
you’ve come to the right place. Welcome to
the Arizona Cafe, Alice.”

After exchanging pleasantries, Jordan guid-
ed Alice to their next destination: Winston’s,
a popular hangout known for its laid-back
atmosphere and live music. Here, they were
greeted by the owner, a middle-aged wom-
an with a no-nonsense demeanor and a
passion for good food and great company.

“‘Jordan! Long time no see,” the owner
exclaimed, enveloping him in a warm hug
before turning her attention to Alice. “And
who’s this lovely young lady?”

“This is Alice,” Jordan replied, his smile wid-
ening as he introduced Alice to the owner.
“She’s new in town, looking to explore what
Ocean Beach has to offer.”

198



The owner nodded in approval, offering
Alice a welcoming smile. “Well, you’ve cer-
tainly come to the right place. Make your-
self at home, Alice. If you need a job, we're
hiring a cocktail waitress at night.”

Their final stop was Pac Shores, a bustling
street-side bar known for its lively atmo-
sphere and spectacular bartender, Miss
Ruby. As they entered, Jordan greeted the
staff like old friends, introducing Alice to
each of them in turn.

“Hey, Jordan! Who's the new face?” Miss
Ruby asked, raising an eyebrow in curiosity.

“This is Alice,” Jordan replied, his voice
tinged with pride as he introduced Alice to
the bartender. “She’s new in town, look-
ing to soak up some of that Ocean Beach
charm.”

The bartender grinned, extending a hand
to Alice. “Well, you've certainly come to the
right place. Welcome to Pac Shores, Alice.”

As they settled into their surroundings, Alice
couldn’t help but feel a sense of gratitude
for Jordan’s kindness and hospitality. In a
town full of strangers, it was comforting to
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know that she had found a friend in him,
someone who would help her navigate the
ups and downs of her new life away from
the confines of the shelter she had spent so
much time before.

As the green flash sparked on the horizon,
casting an emerald glow over the tranquil
waters of the Pacific, Jordan and Alice
strolled along the OB Pier, enjoying the
gentle rhythm of the waves lapping against
the wooden planks beneath their feet. The
air was filled with the salty tang of the sea,
and the distant cry of seagulls and surfers
echoed in the early evening air.

Suddenly, their peaceful stroll was inter-
rupted by the approach of a drunken and
disheveled figure stumbling towards them
along the pier. His eyes gleamed with a wild
intensity, and a foul odor clung to him like a
shroud as he drew closer.

“Hey, you two! Got any spare change?” the
man slurred, his words slurred and disjoint-
ed. “My name is Lucky Love.”

Before Jordan could respond, the man
lunged forward, his movements erratic and
unpredictable. With a startled cry, Jordan
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stumbled backward, his foot catching on a
loose plank as he fell to the ground with a
resounding thud.

“Jordan!” Alice cried out, rushing to his
side as she tried to help him to his feet.
But before she could reach him, the home-
less man turned his attention towards her,
his eyes narrowing with malice as he ad-
vanced.

With a surge of adrenaline, Alice’s instincts
kicked in, her mind racing as she assessed
the situation. As the man drew closer, she
spotted an abandoned fishing knife lying
nearby—a broken handle left it discarded
on the pier by its previous owner.

Without hesitation, Alice lunged forward,
grabbing the knife with a firm grip as she
turned to face the drunken hobo. With a
fierce determination, she lunged the knife
with all her might, striking the man square in
the chest with a resounding thud and crack
of his sternum.

The man let out a startled cry, staggering
backward as Alice stood her ground, her
heart pounding in her chest as she de-
fended herself and Jordan from any further
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harm. In the dim light of the evening, she
could see the fear flickering in the man’s
eyes as he backed away, retreating into
the shadows of the pier. His candle was
extinguishing and he was about to meet his
dusty death.

Breathing heavily, Alice turned to check on
Jordan, her hands trembling as she helped
him to his feet. Because of the chaos that
had unfolded, she felt a sense of urgency—
the urgent need to flee and get as far away
from the scene of the crime as possible.
And as they made their way back along the
pier, towards the RV, Alice couldn’t help but
feel a newfound sense of dread coursing
through her veins.

Back at the RV, the air was thick with ten-
sion as Alice and Jordan grappled with the
aftermath of the violent encounter on the
pier. Jordan sat on the worn-out couch,
nursing his injuries, his expression a mix of
gratitude and concern.

“Thank you, Alice,” Jordan said, his voice
strained with pain as he glanced up at her.
‘I don’t know what would have happened if
you hadn’t stepped in back there.”
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Alice nodded, her own adrenaline still
coursing through her veins as she paced
the cramped confines of the RV. But despite
the sense of relief that washed over her,
there was an underlying unease gnawing

at her conscience—a fear of what might
happen next, of the consequences of their
actions.

“We need to call the police,” Jordan insist-
ed, his tone urgent as he got up to head
back out. “They need to know what hap-
pened on the pier. We can't just ignore it.”

But Alice recoiled at the suggestion, her
heart racing as she shook her head vehe-
mently. “No, we can’t involve the police,”
she protested, her voice tinged with des-
peration. “It'll only make things worse. They
won't listen to my side of the story.”

An argument erupted between them,

each word a sharp dagger of accusation
and frustration as they clashed over what
course of action to take. Alice’s mind raced
with fear and uncertainty, her thoughts
consumed by the consequences of her ac-
tions and the repercussions of involving the
authorities.
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In a moment of panicked desperation,
Alice’s hand darted to the nearby kitchen
counter, fingers closing around the handle
of a gleaming kitchen knife. With a sudden
surge of adrenaline, she turned towards
Jordan, her eyes wild with fear and determi-
nation.

“I'm sorry, Jordan,” she said, her voice
barely more than a hoarse whisper as she
raised the knife in trembling hands. “But we
can’t go to the police. We just can'’t.”

Before Jordan could react, before he could
comprehend the gravity of the situation,

it was too late. With a swift, decisive mo-
tion, Alice plunged the knife into his chest,
her breath catching in her throat as she
watched the life drain from his eyes.

As the reality of what she had done sank
in, Alice’s hands trembled, her heart pound-
ing in her chest as she stared down at

the lifeless body of her new friend. In that
moment, the heaviness of her actions bore
down upon her like a crushing lead weight,
the enormity of her decision sending shock-
waves of fear and regret coursing through
her veins. And as she stood there, alone in
the suffocating silence of the RV, she knew
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that there was no going back—that she was
now forever bound to the dark path she had
chosen.
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Chapter 18: Forever on the Run

After dumping Jordan’s body roadside,
leaning it up against a tree to make it ap-
pear as if he was passed out, Alice decided
to leave OB as quickly as she came. With
a heavy heart and trembling hands, Alice
drove the RV northward, leaving behind
the tumultuous events of Ocean Beach and
heading towards the eclectic streets of San
Francisco’s Haight-Ashbury neighborhood
in her mind. The road stretched out before
her, winding its way through the rugged
landscape of California, a journey shrouded
in uncertainty and fear.

As she navigated the winding roads, Al-
ice’s mind was consumed by a whirlwind of
emotions—agrief, guilt, and a gnawing sense
of dread that seemed to follow her every
move. The weight of Jordan’s death hung
heavy on her conscience, a burden she
could not shake no matter how hard she
tried. But she enjoyed it at its deepest roots.
Watching her victims slip away. Tasting the
blood off her knife.

Yet, amidst the turmoil, there was a flicker
of determination—a glimmer of hope that

burned bright within her chest. She knew
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that she couldn’t change the past, couldn’t
undo the choices she had made. But she
could control her future, could carve out a
new path for herself, one untainted by the
shadows of her past. If only she could tame
her new found thirst for blood.

Two days later, as the RV rumbled along
the highway, the sprawling metropolis of
San Francisco loomed on the horizon, its
skyline a jagged silhouette against the
setting sultry sky. Finally, as dusk descend-
ed upon the city, Alice arrived in the vibrant
heart of Haight-Ashbury—a neighborhood
steeped in history, culture, and the promise
of new beginnings. She parked the RV on a
quiet side street, the hum of the city fading
into the background as she stepped out into
the cool evening air.

Taking a deep breath, Alice let the sights
and sounds of the neighborhood wash over
her—the vibrant murals adorning the walls,
the eclectic mix of shops and cafes lining
the streets, and the pulsing energy that
seemed to permeate every corner.

For the first time in what felt like an eternity,
Alice allowed herself to hope—to believe
that maybe, just maybe, she could find a
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place to belong in this bustling city, a com-
munity that would accept her for who she
truly was.

With a sense of determination coursing
through her veins, Alice set out into the
streets of Haight-Ashbury, ready to em-
brace whatever the future held in store.
And as she disappeared into the bustling
crowds, a single thought echoed in her
mind—a beacon of hope amidst the dark-
ness that threatened to consume her: This
was just the beginning.

As Alice strolled down the bustling streets
of Haight-Ashbury, her eyes were drawn to
a vibrant record store adorned with color-
ful posters and the strains of music drifting
out into the warm afternoon air. Curiosity
piqued, she found herself drawn towards
the entrance, the promise of music and
camaraderie beckoning her closer.

As she approached the store, a young
woman with wild curls of fiery red hair
emerged from the doorway, a joint dangling
from her lips. She flashed Alice a warm
smile, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“‘Hey there,” the woman greeted, exhaling a
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plume of smoke into the air. “You look like
you’re in need of some good tunes. Care to
join me for a puff?”

Alice hesitated for a moment, her gaze flick-
ering with uncertainty. But something about
the woman’s easy demeanor put her at
ease, a sense of camaraderie blossoming
between them in an instant.

“Sure,” Alice replied with a tentative smile,
reaching into her pocket for some matches.
“Thanks.”

As they stood on the sidewalk, exchanging
pleasantries and sharing stories of their
lives, Alice felt a sense of connection with
this stranger—a shared bond born from the
shared struggles and triumphs of life on the
streets of San Francisco.

After a few minutes of conversation, the
woman—whose name she learned was
LuLu—suggested they continue their con-
versation at a nearby house party. With a
sense of adventure coursing through her
veins, Alice agreed, eager for the chance
to immerse herself in the vibrant culture of
Haight-Ashbury.
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Together, they made their way through the
bustling streets, the sound of laughter and
music growing louder with each step. As
they approached the house, Alice’s heart
raced with anticipation, the promise of new
friends and new experiences beckoning her
forward into the night.

As Alice followed LuLu through the crowd
inhabiting Haight-Ashbury, the sound of
music and laughter guiding their way, she
couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement
building within her. The prospect of attend-
ing her first house party filled her with a
mixture of anticipation and nervous energy.

Arriving at the doorstep of a quaint Victo-
rian house, the strains of music spilled out
into the night air, mingling with the chatter
of voices and the clink of glasses. LuLu
flashed Alice a mischievous grin before
pushing open the door, ushering her inside
with a playful gesture.

“Welcome to the party, Alice!” LuLu ex-
claimed, her voice barely audible over the
din of conversation and music. “You're
going to love it here.”

As they made their way into the crowded
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living room, Alice’s eyes widened in wonder
at the sight that greeted her—a kaleido-
scope of colors and faces, the room alive
with the energy of youth and freedom.

“‘Hey, everyone!” LuLu called out, drawing
the attention of a group of people gathered
near a makeshift stage in the corner of the
room. “| want you all to meet my new friend,
Alice!”

The group turned towards them, their faces
lighting up with smiles of welcome as LulLu
introduced Alice to her friends.

“This is Jerry and Bob,” LuLu said, ges-
turing towards two middle aged men with
guitars slung over their shoulders. “They’re
in a band and they’re going to be playing for
us tonight.”

Jerry and Bob grinned at Alice, extending
their hands in greeting as they exchanged
pleasantries.

“Grateful to meet you, Alice,” Jerry said with
a warm smile. “Hope you’re ready for some
good jam music.”

“‘Absolutely,” Alice replied, returning their
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smiles with a sense of excitement bubbling
within her. “| can’t wait to hear what you
guys have in store.”

With introductions out of the way, the group
settled into the rhythm of the party, the mu-
sic swelling around them as they laughed
and danced the night away. And as Alice
found herself swept up in the vibrant energy
of the moment, she couldn’t help but feel a
sense of ease—a feeling that, for the first
time in a long while, she could escape her
horrific past.

As the party swirled around her in a dizzy-
ing whirl of music and laughter, Alice found
herself momentarily lost in the sea of faces,
each one seemingly more vibrant and alive
than the last. But amidst the crowd, one
face stood out—a young man with a mis-
chievous glint in his eyes and a lopsided
grin that seemed to beckon her closer.

“Hey there,” the young man said, his voice
cutting through the noise of the party like
a ray of sunshine on a cloudy day. “l don’t
think we’ve met yet. I'm Casey Jones.”

Alice couldn’t help but return the young
man’s smile, feeling a sense of warmth
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and familiarity wash over her at his friendly
demeanor.

“Nice to meet you, Casey,” she replied, ex-
tending her hand in greeting. “I'm Alice.”

Casey'’s grin widened at the sound of her
name, his eyes twinkling with amusement
as he took her hand in his own.

“Alice, huh?” he said, his tone laced with
curiosity. “That’s a pretty name. So, what
brings you to our little slice of paradise here
in the Haight?”

Alice shrugged, a playful glint dancing in
her eyes as she considered her answer.

“Just out here exploring, | guess,” she said
with a shrug. “Trying to find my place in the
world, you know?”

Casey nodded in understanding, his gaze
lingering on her for a moment longer than
strictly necessary.

“Well, you've definitely come to the right
place for adventure,” he said with a chuck-
le. “If you ever need a tour guide—or just
someone to show you around—feel free to
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hit me up.”

With that, Casey flashed Alice one last grin
before disappearing back into the throng of
partygoers, leaving her standing there with
a sense of excitement coursing through her
veins. And as she watched him go, a small
smile tugged at the corners of her lips—a
feeling of anticipation stirring within her as
she wondered what other surprises this
vibrant city had in store.

A couple hours later, amidst the pulsating
lights and rhythmic beats of the party, Alice
found herself swept away by the intoxicat-
ing energy of the night. But as the hours
had wore on and the drinks flowed freely,
she soon found herself teetering on the
edge of oblivion, her senses distorted by
the haze of alcohol, cannabis, and the ex-
citement of the night’s events.

Feeling the world spin around her in a diz-
zying whirl, Alice stumbled away from the

crowded rooms and out into the cool night
air, the sounds of the party fading into the
distance as she sought solace in the quiet
embrace of a nearby alleyway.

Slumping against the rough brick wall,
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Alice’s head swam with a nauseating swirl
of sensations, her stomach churning uneas-
ily as she struggled to keep her bearings.
And as the first waves of nausea washed
over her, she doubled over, retching into the
darkness as the contents of her stomach
spilled out onto the ground below.

Alone and vulnerable, Alice felt a sense of
despair wash over her—a crushing weight
that threatened to engulf her in its suffo-
cating embrace. But just as she felt herself
sinking deeper into the abyss, a voice cut
through the darkness—a familiar voice that
seemed to pierce through the fog of her
drunken stupor.

“Hey there,” the voice said, its tone laced
with concern. “Are you alright?”

Startled, Alice looked up to find Casey
Jones standing before her, his features illu-
minated by the dim glow of the streetlights
above. Concern etched into his brow, he
offered her a hand, his expression soft with
compassion as he reached out to help her
to her feet.

“‘Come on,” he said gently, his voice a
soothing balm to her frazzled nerves. “Let’s
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get you somewhere safe.”

With Casey’s support, Alice struggled to her
feet, her head spinning with a nauseating
combination of alcohol and disorientation.
But as she leaned on him for support, she
couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease
wash over her—a glimmer of darkness in
Casey’s eyes. And as they made their way
back to his isolated house, Alice felt a flicker
of something stir within her—a glimmer of
dread that perhaps, just perhaps, Casey
wasn’t here to help after all.
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Chapter 19: Casey Jones

As Alice’s consciousness slowly drifted
back to the surface, she found herself en-
veloped in darkness—a thick, suffocating
shroud that seemed to press in on her from
all sides. Panic surged through her veins
as she struggled to make sense of her
surroundings, her heart hammering in her
chest as she frantically searched for any
sign of light or escape.

But as her eyes adjusted to the complete
darkness, she realized with a sinking sen-
sation in the pit of her stomach that she was
trapped—a prisoner in this dark, unfamiliar
space with no way out. Despair washed
over her in a crushing wave as she tried to
piece together the events of the night be-
fore, her mind a jumbled mess of fragment-
ed memories and half-formed thoughts.

Where was she? How had she ended up
here? And most importantly, where was
Casey?

Fear gnawed at the edges of her conscious-
ness as she called out into the darkness,
her voice echoing off the walls in a hollow
whisper. But there was no response—no
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comforting reassurance that she was not
alone in this terrifying void.

Hours passed in agonizing silence as Alice
huddled in the darkness, her mind racing
with a million unanswered questions. But
amidst the fear and uncertainty, a glim-
mer of determination flickered to life within
her—a stubborn refusal to give in to de-
spair.

With trembling hands, she began to explore
her surroundings, feeling her way along

the rough walls in search of any sign of an
exit. But no matter how hard she searched,
there was no escape—not here, in this cold,
unforgiving prison of darkness.

And as the hours stretched on into eternity,
Alice was left alone with her thoughts—a
solitary figure in a world consumed by
shadow. But deep within her heart, a spark
of hope remained—a flickering beacon of
light that refused to be extinguished. And
as she clung to that tiny glimmer of hope,
she vowed to never give up—to fight for her
freedom, no matter the cost.

Alone in the dark corner of the room, her
heart pounding in her chest, the sound of
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approaching footsteps sent a shiver down
Alice’s spine. She held her breath, her body
tensing with fear as the door to the room
swung open, revealing the looming figure of
Casey Jones standing in the doorway.

His eyes gleamed with a manic intensity

as he gazed at her, his expression twisted
into a grotesque parody of affection. “Alice,”
he murmured, his voice dripping with false
sweetness. “My beautiful Alice. How I've
longed to see you again.”

Alice’s blood ran cold as she listened to his
words, a sense of dread settling in the pit of
her stomach. She knew that something was
deeply wrong—that this man before her
was not the Casey she thought she knew.

Casey stepped further into the room, his
gaze never leaving her as he spoke in

a tone that sent shivers down her spine.
“You'’re so beautiful, Alice,” he continued,
his voice growing increasingly unhinged.
“I've missed you so much. We’re meant to
be together, you and |. We’'ll have a beau-
tiful life—a family, children. Won’t that be
wonderful?”

Fear gripped Alice’s heart as she listened to
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his ramblings, her mind racing with a thou-
sand thoughts and fears. She knew that she
needed to tread carefully—that any wrong
move could set off this volatile man before
her.

“Yes, Casey,” she murmured, her voice
barely above a whisper as she forced her-
self to play along. “That sounds... wonder-
ful.”

As Casey turned on his heel and strode

out of the room, leaving Alice alone in the
suffocating darkness once more, a wave of
grief washed over her. She listened intently
as the sound of his footsteps faded into the
distance, her heart pounding in her chest as
she waited for the echo of his departure to
subside.

With trembling hands, Alice approached the
door, her fingers fumbling with the handle
as she desperately tried to open it. But to
her horror, she found it locked—a cold,
impassable barrier that stood between her
and freedom.

“‘Please,” she called out into the empty
room, her voice echoing off the walls in a
desperate plea. “Let me out! Please, | need
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to get out of here!”

But there was no response—no comforting
reassurance that her cries had been heard.
She was alone, trapped in this nightmarish
prison with no way out.

Tears welled in Alice’s eyes as she sank to
the floor, her mind racing with a million fears
and uncertainties. She knew that she need-
ed to find a way to escape—to break free
from this suffocating darkness before it con-
sumed her completely. But she didn’t know
how she could ever make that happen.

As the hours crawled by, Alice remained
trapped in the dim confines of the room,
her heart hammering in her chest with each
passing moment. She could hear the muf-
fled sounds of movement outside the door,
a cold dread settling in the pit of her stom-
ach as she awaited Casey’s return.

Finally, the door creaked open, and Casey
stepped into the room once more, accom-
panied by a priest. Alice’s eyes widened

in disbelief as she took in the sight before
her—the priest adorned in his robes and a
bouquet of flowers clutched in Casey’s one
hand, with a gun in the other hand.
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“Time to get ready, Alice,” Casey said with a
sickening grin, his voice filled with a twisted
sense of excitement.

Alice’s stomach churned as she watched
him approach, her mind reeling with a
thousand fears and uncertainties. She knew
that she couldn’t let this happen—that she
needed to find a way to escape. But as
Casey thrust the wedding dress and flowers
into her hands, she realized that she was
powerless to resist, and from the looks of it,
so was the priest.

With trembling hands, Alice donned the
wedding dress, her fingers fumbling with
the fabric as she tried to steady her shaking
nerves. The priest stood in the next room,
his expression terrified as he waited for the
ceremony to begin.

“Please, Casey,” Alice pleaded, her voice
barely above a whisper as she looked into
his eyes. “Don’t do this. | can’t marry you.”

But Casey’s grin only widened at her words,
his grip tightening on her arm as he forced
her forward. “It's too late for that now, Alice,”
he sneered. “You're mine—forever.”
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As the priest began to recite the vows, Alice
felt a cold sense of dread settle over her.
She knew that she was trapped—that there
was no escape from this nightmare. And as
she stood before Casey, her heart heavy
with fear, she silently vowed to never stop
fighting to get away.

Priest: “Dearly beloved, we are gathered
here today to join this man and this woman
in holy matrimony.”

Alice (pleadingly): “Please, | can’t do this.”

Casey (firmly): “Yes you can, Alice. We be-
long together!”

Priest: “Do you, Casey, take Alice to be your
lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold,
from this day forward, for better, for worse,
for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in
health, until death do you part?”

Casey (smirking): “I do.

Priest: “And do you, Alice, take Casey to be
your lawfully wedded husband, to have and
to hold, from this day forward, for better, for
worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and
in health, until death do you part?”
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Alice (reluctantly): “I...”
Casey (imposingly): “Say it, Alice.”
Alice (defeated): “l do.”

Priest: “By the power vested in me, | now
pronounce you husband and wife. You may
kiss the bride.”

As the ceremony concluded, Alice felt a
sense of despair wash over her. She was
now bound to Casey in an unlawful union
she never wanted, trapped in a nightmare
from which she might not be able to es-
cape. Casey took off his beautiful red hat,
tossed it across the room and then turned
his attention back to the priest.

Casey (excited): “Thank you father, that will
be all.”

With that, Casey Jones raised his gun to
the priest’s face and pulled the trigger. As
the bullet pierced his eye and brain matter
exited from the back of his skull to the near-
by wall, Alice let out a loud scream.

Alice (fearful): “Oh my God! What the fuck?
You didn’t have to kill him!!”
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Casey (lovingly): “Don’t worry darling, I'll
teach you to love the taste of blood.”

As the priest’s body lay slumped on the
floor, Casey’s laughter filled the room, a
chilling sound that echoed off the walls and
sent shivers down Alice’s spine. She felt a
sense of dread wash over her as she real-
ized the gravity of her situation, trapped in a
marriage to a serial killer.

Unable to bear the weight of her despair,
Alice crumpled to her knees, her body
trembling as she stared at the lifeless form
of the priest lying nearby. The floor beneath
her was slick with blood, the room dimly
illuminated by a single hanging light bulb.

Tears streamed down Alice’s cheeks as she
realized the depth of the danger she was
in. She was alone, trapped in a hellscape
with no way out. And as Casey’s laugh-

ter echoed in her ears, she knew that her
struggle for survival was far from over.

With a sinister grin, Casey seized Alice’s
arm and dragged her towards his bedroom,
his grip tight and unyielding. Alice’s heart
raced with fear as she stumbled along, her
mind reeling with the horrors that awaited her.
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Once inside the dimly lit room, Casey’s de-
meanor shifted from menacing to perverse.
He approached Alice with predatory intent,
his eyes gleaming with lust as he advanced
towards her. Alice recoiled in terror, her
body trembling as she realized the true na-
ture of Casey’s intentions.

With a menacing chuckle, Casey forced
Alice onto the bed, his hands roaming over
her body with possessive hunger. Alice
fought back with all her strength, but Ca-
sey’s overpowering grip held her captive as
he unleashed his twisted desires upon her.

Alice endured this unspeakable torment at the
hands of her deranged captor. She cried out in
agony, her pleas falling on deaf ears as Casey
reveled in his sadistic conquest. Suddenly
Casey, pulling her panties off sees that she

is transgender and has a penis instead of the
womanly body he had been expecting.

Casey (confused): “What the fuck? You're not
a woman! You tricked me!”

Alice (fearful): “Please don’t hurt me! I've been
like this since | was little. I'm just like a girl

on the inside. You can still do whatever you
want.”
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Casey stood looming over Alice, his gun
now pointed at her face and a dark scowl
on his.

Casey (angry): “Well, the priest married us,
so | can’t kill you. Get over there and lay
down.”

With that, Casey proceeded to violently
consummate their illegal and unwanted
marriage. Alice was raged on for hours, a
dark reminder of the abuse once served by
her father Albert Jenkins back home in the
midwest. And as her torment continued for
the rest of the night, a nudge of revenge
began to brew deep in Alice’s tortured soul.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



Chapter 20: The Road Trip

In the days that followed their twisted wed-
ding ceremony, Casey’s delusional belief

in Alice’s affection for him only seemed to
deepen. He became convinced that she
loved him, that she belonged to him entirely.
To Casey, Alice was his, and he trusted her
completely now.

One evening, as they sat in the dingy
house that served as Alice’s prison, Casey
broached the idea of a road trip. His eyes
sparkled with excitement as he proposed
the adventure, imagining a romantic journey
together.

“We could go anywhere, Alice,” Casey said,
his voice tinged with enthusiasm. “Just you
and me, exploring the world together.”

Alice’s stomach churned with apprehension
at the thought of being alone with Casey on
the open road. But she knew that she need-
ed to play along, to bide her time until she
could find an opportunity to escape.

“Actually, Casey,” Alice began tentatively, “I
was thinking... What if we went to Quincy,
lllinois?”
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Casey’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Quin-
cy? Why Quincy?”

Alice’s heart raced as she concocted a
plan. “Well, it’s just... | have some family
there. My grandparents live there, and |
haven’t seen them in years. | think it would
mean a lot to me to visit them.”

Casey’s expression softened at Alice’s
words. “I had no idea, Alice. Of course, we
can go to Quincy. Anything to make you
happy my darling.”

Despite the unease gnawing at her, Al-

ice forced a convincing smile, grateful for
the small victory she had just won. She
knew that their journey to Quincy would be
fraught with peril, but she also saw it as her
best chance to get help, to escape from
Casey’s clutches. She could enlist the help
of her sisters to get rid of Casey Jones once
and for all.

As they began to make preparations for
their trip, Alice hardened herself for the
challenges that lay in the days to come.
Quincy may be her only ticket to freedom
and she would need to summon all of her
courage to navigate it safely.
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Casey and Alice were now traveling east

in the RV Alice had originally taken from
her victim Jordan in Ocean Beach. It was

a 1971 Dodge Californian, and the stor-
age areas were packed to the brim with
supplies for their anticipated long journey.
Forever left behind was the house in the
Haight-Ashbury district of San Francisco
where Alice had been taken captive and
illegally married to Casey. And as the morn-
ing sun cast long shadows on the colorful
murals adorning the buildings they finalized
their preparations for the long road ahead.

“‘Ready to hit the road, Alice?” Casey asked,
adjusting his sunglasses and tossing a pack
of smokes into the center console.

Alice nodded, a tiny grin appearing on her
face. “Absolutely! | can’t wait to see what
adventures await us out there,” she replied
so as not to tip off Casey about her sinister
plan.

With a shared laugh and a sense of ex-
citement, they climbed into the ragged RV,
affectionately named by Casey as “Sun-
shine,” and he started the engine. The old
vehicle roared to life, its engine purring like
a contented cat.

230



As they navigated the bustling streets of
San Francisco, Alice couldn’t help but feel
a sense of dread mingled with anticipation.
The iconic sights of the city, from the Gold-
en Gate Bridge to the winding streets of
Lombard, passed by her windows one last
time before disappearing from view as the
RV merged onto the highway.

Hours melted away as they drove through
the picturesque landscapes of California,
Nevada, and Utah. Alice marveled at the
towering red rock formations of Monument
Valley and had daydreams as the miles
rolled by.

It was late afternoon the next day when they
finally reached the outskirts of Denver, Colo-
rado. The sun fell below the mountain caps,
casting a golden glow over the sprawling
valley below.

“We should probably fill up on gas before we
head any further,” Casey remarked, glancing
at the fuel gauge. “There’s a station up ahead.
I'm going to pull over.”

Alice nodded, her gaze fixed on the mountains
looming in the rearview mirror. “Sounds like a
plan. | could use a stretch anyway.”
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They pulled into the gas station, the bright
lights illuminating the area as they parked
beside a row of pumps. Casey hopped out
of the RV and began refueling while Alice
stepped out to stretch her legs.

“Hey there, folks! Headed anywhere spe-
cial?” a friendly voice called out from across
the lot.

They turned to see an older man with a
weathered face and a warm smile ap-
proaching them. His name tag identified him
as Tom, the station attendant.

“We’re on a road trip to lllinois,” Casey
replied, wiping his hands on a rag. “Long
way from home, but we're excited for the
journey.”

Tom nodded approvingly. “lllinois, huh?
Well, you’ve still got quite a haul ahead of
you. Anything | can help you folks with be-
fore you hit the road again?”

Alice grinned. “Just some snacks and may-
be a map, if you've got one. We're in no
rush, though. Just a little something for the
ride.”
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Tom disappeared into the convenience
store and Alice followed.

In the dimly lit gas station, the flickering flu-
orescent lights cast eerie shadows across
the deserted parking lot. Casey Jones,

his features twisted in determination, now
stood behind the counter, nothing but his
signature red hat concealing his identity.
His hand steady as he clutched a pistol, the
weight of his actions absent on his con-
science.

Alice, her heart pounding in her chest,
stood frozen near the exit, her eyes wide
with fear. She could feel the cold metal of
the gun pressed against the clerk’s face, a
grim reminder of the danger she was also
in.

“‘Empty the cash register, now!” Casey’s
voice rang out, sharp and commanding,
cutting through the silence like a knife. His
words echoed off the walls, filling the air
with tension and dread.

Tom, the elderly cashier, his hands trem-
bling, fumbled with the register, beads of
sweat forming on his brow. His eyes darted
nervously between Casey and the gun, his
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breaths coming in shallow gasps.

“Casey, please,” Alice pleaded, her voice
barely a whisper. “We can’t do this. Let’s
just go. We can still get to lllinois.”

But Casey’s resolve remained unyielding,
his grip on the gun tightening with each
passing moment. “We’re in too deep, Alice,”
he muttered, his voice strained. “We have
to see this through. We can’t go back now.”

With a heavy heart, Alice resigned herself to
their fate. She knew they were on a colli-
sion course with disaster, and there was no
turning back.

Bang! Bang!

Two shots rang out as the elderly cashier’s
body was hurtled backwards towards the
cigarette rack, his body crashing into the
shelving and then slumping to the floor
lifeless.

“Come on Alice,” Casey barked, his voice a
resonating command. “Get in the RV while |
make sure there’s no evidence left behind.”

Alice quickly hurried to the RV, her mind
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racing and filled with fraughtness. Casey
had just robbed the gas station and mur-
dered the old man. She had to quickly peel
herself away from him before he got them
both killed.

As the gas station erupted into a huge ex-
plosion, the RV tore away from the pumps,
tires screeching against the asphalt. Al-
ice’s heart hammered in her chest as she
gripped the edge of her seat, her knuckles
turning white with fear.

In the rearview mirror, the flickering flames
illuminated the sky, casting an ominous
glow over the fiery scene. The deafening
roar of the explosion echoed in Alice’s ears,
sending a shockwave of adrenaline cours-
ing through her veins.

“Casey, what have you done?” Alice
gasped, her voice trembling with disbelief
as she watched the inferno grow smaller in
the distance.

Casey’s jaw was set in a grim line as he
focused on the road ahead, his expression
unreadable. “We needed things and had
to get out of there,” he muttered, his voice
strained. “There was no other way.”

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



But Alice couldn’t shake the feeling of dread
that washed over her. She knew they had
crossed a line they could never come back
from, leaving destruction in their wake.

As the RV hurtled down the dark highway,
Alice couldn’t help but feel a sense of guilt
weighing heavy on her conscience. She
knew they were running from more than just
the police now; they were running from the
consequences of their own actions, leaving
a trail of destruction behind them.

With a heavy heart, Alice braced herself for
the uncertain road ahead, knowing that the
flames of the gas station would haunt her
dreams for years to come.

As the RV rolled to a stop in front of Alice’s
grandparents’ house in Quincy, lllinois, a
wave of nostalgia washed over her. The
quaint, two-story home with its white picket
fence and well-tended garden looked just
as she remembered it.

Casey turned off the engine, and the si-
lence that followed felt heavy with antici-
pation. Alice’s heart fluttered with a mix of
excitement and apprehension as she stared
at the familiar surroundings, her mind racing
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with memories of summers spent playing
in the backyard and holiday gatherings
filled with laughter and warmth. Also filled
with the memory of accidentally killing her
own mother and the fury that followed from
Grandfather Owens.

“Are you ready?” Casey asked, breaking
the silence as he reached for Alice’s hand,
his eyes searching hers for reassurance.

Alice nodded, a faint smile tugging at the
corners of her lips. “Yeah, | think so,” she
replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

With a deep breath, Alice stepped out of the
RV and onto the grass, the crunch of leaves
beneath her feet echoing in the quiet neigh-
borhood. Casey followed close behind, his
presence not really a comforting anchor
amidst the uncertainty.

As they approached the front door, Alice’s
heart raced with anticipation. She hadn’t
seen her grandparents or her sisters, Em-
ily and Sarah, in over two years, and she
couldn’t help but wonder how they would
react to her unexpected arrival.

With a trembling hand, Alice rang the door-
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bell, the sound echoing through the house
like a bell tolling the arrival of unexpected

guests. Seconds stretched into eternity as
they waited, the anticipation building with

each passing moment.

Finally, the door swung open, revealing
Alice’s grandmother standing on the thresh-
old, her eyes widening in surprise at the
sight standing before her.

“Billy, dear, is that really you?” his grand-
mother exclaimed, her voice filled with
disbelief and joy.

Tears welled up in Alice’s eyes as she
rushed forward, enveloping her grand-
mother in a tight embrace. “Yes, Grandma,
it's me,” she whispered, her voice choked
with emotion.

Behind her grandmother, Alice could see
her sisters, Emily and Sarah, peeking out
from the hallway, their faces a mixture of
surprise and delight at the unexpected
reunion.

With tears streaming down her cheeks,
Alice turned to Casey, a grateful smile on
her lips. In that moment, surrounded by the
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warmth and love of her family, she knew
that no matter where life had taken her, she
was finally home.
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Chapter 21: Secrets Unveiled

The winter chill still lingered in the air, a
bitter reminder of the loss that had shat-
tered the tranquility of the Owens house-
hold months earlier. Mr. Owens, a pillar of
strength and warmth, had succumbed to the
merciless grip of the flu, leaving behind a
void that seemed impossible to fill.

Now, Mrs. Owens stood alone, her once
vibrant spirit dimmed by the weight of grief.
With her husband gone, she found solace
in the love and support of her two grand-
daughters, Emily and Sarah, who had be-
come her steadfast companions in the wake
of their shared loss.

As the hours passed, a sense of unease
settled over Alice, a gnawing fear that
lingered in the depths of her soul. She
couldn’t shake the feeling that danger
lurked just a few feet away, threatening to
tear apart the fragile semblance of normalcy
her family had managed to cling to.

As dusk settled over the quiet neighbor-
hood, Alice found herself alone with Emily in
the dimly lit living room, the soft glow of the
fireplace casting flickering shadows across
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the walls. The crackling of flames provided
a soothing backdrop to their private con-
versation, as Alice gathered the courage to
share her deepest fears with her sister.

“Emily, we need to talk,” Alice began, her
voice tinged with urgency as she met her
sister’s gaze across the room.

Emily’s brow furrowed in concern as she
sensed the gravity of Alice’s words. “What is
it, Alice? What's wrong?”

Taking a deep breath, Alice plunged into the
heart of the matter, her words tumbling out
in a rush as she revealed the truth she had
been hiding since their arrival earlier that
day.

“It's Casey,” Alice confessed, her voice
barely above a whisper. “He’s not who he
says he is. He’s dangerous, Emily. I've seen
things, he’s capable of... terrible things.”

Emily’s eyes widened in shock as she
absorbed Alice’s revelation, her mind reel-
ing with disbelief and uncertainty. She had
a bad feeling about Casey when they first
walked in, but she never imagined he could
pose a lethal threat to their family.
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“What do you mean, Billy? What kind of
things?” Emily asked, her voice trembling
with fear.

Alice recounted the moments of violence
and desperation she had witnessed in
Casey, the lies and deceit that had woven a
web of deception around them. She spoke
of the dark shadows that lurked within him,
threatening to consume everything she held
dear.

Tears welled up in Emily’s eyes as she
listened to her brother’s words, her heart
heavy with the weight of the truth they
revealed. She knew they couldn’t ignore
Alice’s warnings; they had to confront the
monster that lurked within their midst before
it was too late.

In that moment, Emily and Billy vowed to
protect their family at all costs, to stand unit-
ed against the evil that threatened to de-
stroy them. As they clasped hands in silent
solidarity, the flames of the fireplace flick-
ered and danced, casting a warm glow over
their shared resolve to face the challenge
that lay ahead.

With only the sound of the gentle crackling
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of the fireplace Alice and Emily sat togeth-
er on the couch, lost in quiet conversation
about Casey.

Suddenly, the tranquility was shattered by
a bloodcurdling scream that pierced the
silence, sending shivers down their spines.
Alice and Emily froze, their hearts pounding
in their chests as they exchanged panicked
glances.

Without a moment’s hesitation, they leapt
to their feet and bolted towards the source
of the sound, their footsteps echoing in the
dimly lit hallway as they raced towards the
kitchen.

As they burst through the door, their worst
fears were realized. Casey stood over their
grandmother and sister, his features con-
torted in rage as he brandished a butcher’s
knife in his hand, the blood soaked metal
gleaming in the dim light.

Mrs. Owens lay sprawled on the floor, her
face a mask of terror as she clutched at her
chest, gasping for her last breaths. Sarah
also lay lifeless in the corner, her eyes wide
with the fear she had only moments before
Casey plunged the knife deep into her neck.
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“Casey, what have you done?” Alice ex-
claimed, her voice trembling with disbelief
and horror as she rushed to her grand-
mother’s side.

But Casey’s eyes burned with a wild, feral
intensity as he turned towards Alice and
Emily, his lips curled into a cruel smirk. “You
shouldn’t have turned on me, Alice,” he
spat, his voice dripping with venom. “Now
you’ll see just how dangerous | can be.”

With a swift motion, Casey lunged towards
Alice and Emily, the knife raised high above
his head. But before he could strike, Emily
grabbed a nearby steak knife and plunged it
deep into Casey’s eye. His forward motion
was stopped instantly with a look of disbelief
now etched into his brow. Moment’s later, he
slumped to the floor lifeless as Emily and Billy
stood over his body, now pooling his blood
with that of his victims.

As Alice and Emily knelt by their sister and
grandmother’s sides, their hands trembling

as they cradled them in their arms, they knew
that their lives would never be the same again.
But amidst the chaos and fear, they found
strength in each other, a bond that would carry
them through the darkest of days.
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As Emily and Billy stood in the dimly lit
basement, shovels in hand, a heavy silence
hung in the air, broken only by the soft thud
of dirt hitting the ground. The shallow grave
before them yawned open, a somber re-
minder of the tragedy that had unfolded just
a couple hours before within their grandpar-
ent’s sacred home.

With each scoop of dirt, Emily’s heart
weighed heavy with grief and regret. She
couldn’t shake the feeling of guilt that
gnawed at her conscience, knowing that
they had been unable to protect their be-
loved sister and grandmother from the
danger that had invaded their lives.

Beside her, Billy worked in solemn silence,
his brow furrowed with sorrow as he filled

in the grave with steady, methodical move-
ments. He knew bringing Casey Jones here
is what ultimately caused their deaths. It
was his fault, like his own mother’s death,
and he would never be able to forgive him-
self.

As they worked together to finish covering
the makeshift grave, the weight of their loss
seemed to hang heavy in the air, a tangible
reminder of the fragility of life and the bonds
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that held them together as brother and
sister.

With each shovel of dirt, they whispered
silent prayers for their beloved family, their
memories etched forever in their hearts.
And as the last handful of earth fell into
place, Emily and Billy stood together in the
quiet darkness of the basement, united in
their grief yet determined to find solace in
the love they shared for each other.

In the aftermath of the harrowing events
that had unfolded in their once peaceful
home, Emily and Billy found themselves
sitting together in the shadow filled living
room, the glow of the flickering flames
casting dancing fairies across the walls.
The air was heavy with tension, a palpable
reminder of the evil that lurked everywhere
they went.

Emily’s hands trembled as she clasped Bil-
ly’s tightly, her heart heavy with uncertainty
and fear. She knew that they couldn’t stay
in Quincy any longer, not with the threat of
another missing person’s case looming over
them like the dark shadow of a total eclipse.

“Billy, we have to leave,” Emily whispered,
246



her voice barely above a squeek as she
met her brother’s gaze across the room.
“It's not safe for us here anymore. We have
to get out before it’s too late.”

Billy nodded solemnly, his expression grim
as he absorbed Emily’s words. He knew
that they couldn’t ignore the danger of being
found out for Casey’s murder amongst oth-
er crimes they had committed in the past.

“I know, Emily,” Billy replied, his voice
tinged with determination. “We can’t stay
here. But where do we go? What do we
do?”

Emily’s mind raced with possibilities as she
pondered their options. She knew that they
couldn’t go back to the life they had known
before, not with the memories of the past
haunting them at every turn. But she also
knew that they couldn’t stay in Quincy, not
with the threat of Casey’s vengeance hang-
ing over their heads like a dark cloud.

“We take the RV,” Emily said finally, her
voice resolute as she met Billy’s gaze with
steely determination. “We leave tonight,
before anyone even knows you were here.
We'll figure out the rest as we go.”
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Billy nodded in agreement, a sense of relief
washing over him as he realized that they
had a plan, however uncertain it may be.
Together, they would face the unknown,
united in their determination to leave the
darkness of lllinois behind them and find a
new beginning on the open road.

With a sense of urgency, Emily and Billy
gathered their belongings and made their
way to the RV, the sound of their footsteps
echoing throughout the house. As Alice
climbed into the driver’s seat and started
the engine, the flames of their grandpar-
ents’ house licked at the night sky behind
them, a somber reminder of the evil they left
behind as they drove off into the darkness,
leaving yet another path of destruction in
their wake.

As Billy and Emily traveled eastward toward
New York City, the open road stretched out
before them like a promise of freedom and
escape. The landscape shifted gradually
from the cornfields of lllinois to the wheat
fields of Ohio, each mile bringing them clos-
er to their destination.

Their journey was marked by moments of
quiet reflection and shared laughter, as they
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navigated the winding roads and unfamiliar
towns together. Despite the uncertainty of
their future, there was a sense of camara-
derie and solidarity between them, a bond
forged in the fires of their bellies long ago.

But as they approached the Cleveland
area of Ohio, fate intervened in the form of
a sudden jolt and a sharp hiss of air. The
RV shuddered to a halt, the unmistakable
sound of a flat tire echoing through the still-
ness of the afternoon.

Emily’s heart sank as she glanced at Billy,
a sense of dread settling in the pit of her
stomach. They were stranded in the middle
of nowhere, miles from the nearest town,
with no one to turn to for help.

But before they could even begin to formu-
late a plan, the distant sound of approach-
ing sirens shattered the silence, sending

a chill down their spines. A State Trooper
pulled up behind them, his patrol car flash-
ing red and blue lights in the fading light of
day.

As the Trooper approached, Billy and Emily
exchanged nervous glances, their minds
racing with thoughts of the trouble they
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could be in. But as he stepped out of the
patrol car and approached them with a
friendly smile, their fears began to ease.

“Evening, folks,” the Trooper greeted them,
his voice calm and reassuring. “Looks like
you’ve got a flat tire there. Can | help?”

Relief flooded through Billy and Emily as
they nodded in agreement, grateful for the
unexpected stroke of luck that had brought
them help in their time of need. As the
Trooper set to work changing the tire, they
couldn’t help but feel a sense of gratitude
for the kindness of strangers, and a re-
newed sense of hope for the journey that
lay ahead.

Unfortunately however, as the trooper
worked to change the flat tire on the RV,
the evening air grew more tense with antic-
ipation. Billy and Emily watched nervously
as he moved with practiced efficiency, their
minds racing with thoughts of the trouble
that awaited them if their secret were to be
uncovered.

Just as they began to relax, the crackle of
the trooper’s radio shattered the silence, the
sound echoing through the stillness of the
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evening like a thunderclap. Emily’s heart
sank as she heard the words that followed,
her worst fears realized in an instant.

“We’ve got a report of a missing RV match-
ing your description,” the trooper an-
nounced, his voice laced with suspicion as
he turned to face Billy and Emily. “I'm going
to need you two to step over here and place
your hands on the vehicle.”

Panic surged through Billy and Emily as
they exchanged frantic glances, the weight
of their predicament bearing down on them
like a heavy burden. They knew that they
were trapped, with nowhere to run and no-
where to hide from the truth that threatened
to destroy them both.

With trembling hands, they complied with
the trooper’s orders, their hearts heavy with
resignation as they stepped over to the RV
and into the harsh glare of the patrol car’s
headlights. The trooper eyed them with a
mixture of curiosity and suspicion, his gaze
lingering on them as if searching for signs
of guilt.

But as he began to question them about
their whereabouts and their reasons for
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being on the road, a sense of desperation
washed over Billy and Emily. They knew
that they couldn’t tell him the truth, not with-
out risking everything they had fought so
hard to protect.

In a desperate bid to escape the inevita-
ble consequences of their actions, the two
siblings exchanged a silent nod, a silent
agreement passing between them in the
darkness of the night. With a sudden surge
of energy, they turned and bolted into the
surrounding woods, their footsteps echoing
through the stillness of the night as they
disappeared into the darkness, leaving the
trooper standing alone in the glow of his
pistol as he fired off three rounds into the
night at the fleeing silhouettes.

For the next seven days, the Ohio State
Troopers launched a relentless search for
the missing fugitives, their efforts spanning
across the rugged terrain of the countryside
and the bustling streets of nearby towns.
Despite their best efforts, Billy and Emily
remained elusive, like ghosts haunting the
shadows, leaving behind only whispers of
their presence as they slipped further and
further from the grasp of the law.
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As the days stretched into nights and the
search wore on, frustration and exhaustion
began to take their toll on the troopers, their
hopes of capturing the fugitives dwindling
with each passing hour. Yet, they pressed
on, driven by a sense of duty and determi-
nation to bring the elusive pair to justice.

It was on the seventh day of the search
that the case took an unexpected turn, as
a call came in from the FBI. The troopers
gathered in the makeshift command center,
their weary faces illuminated by the glow
of computer screens and flashing lights, as
they prepared to hand over the reins of the
case to a new team of investigators.

Detective Parker, a seasoned FBI agent
with a reputation for solving the most elu-
sive of cases, arrived on the scene, his
presence commanding respect and author-
ity as he took charge of the investigation.
The troopers watched in awe as he meticu-
lously reviewed the evidence, his keen eyes
scanning every detail for clues that might
lead them to their quarry.

“Trooper Daniels, tell me everything you
know about the fugitives,” Detective Parker
commanded, his voice firm and authorita-
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tive as he turned to face one of the troop-
ers.

Trooper Daniels recounted the events of the
past week, his words tinged with frustration
and resignation as he described the elusive
nature of their prey. The troopers listened
intently, their eyes reflecting the weariness
and determination that had fueled their
search thus far.

As the discussion continued, Detective
Parker’s gaze never wavered, his mind al-
ready racing with possibilities as he formu-
lated a plan to track down the fugitives and
bring them to justice. With the combined
resources of the FBI and the Ohio State
Troopers at his disposal, he was confident
that they would soon have their suspects
in custody, closing the chapter on a case
that had affected victims in multiple states
across the nation and left a trail of chaos
and uncertainty in its wake.
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Chapter 22: Shadows in the Night

The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled
the air as Billy, now again dressed as Al-
ice with long blonde hair cascading down
his shoulders, and Emily, sporting dyed
and cut hair, slipped into the bustling café.
They moved with grace, their hearts steady
in their chests as they blended in with the
throng of patrons, their faces hidden be-
neath the guise of their new identities.

As they found a secluded corner table,
Alice and Emily exchanged nervous glanc-
es, their disguises a thin veil of protection
against the ever-watchful eyes of law en-
forcement. They knew that they were play-
ing a dangerous game, their every move
scrutinized by those who sought to bring
them to justice.

Across the room, Detective Parker and
Trooper Daniels sat at a nearby table, their
voices hushed as they discussed the de-
tails of the case. They had no idea that their
suspects were only a few feet away, hidden
in plain sight among the sea of faces that
filled the café.

“We’ve got to find them, Daniels,” Detective
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Parker said, his voice low and urgent as he
leaned in closer. “They can’t have vanished
into thin air. There has to be a trail we can
follow.”

Trooper Daniels nodded in agreement,

his brow furrowed with frustration as he
scanned the crowded café for any sign of
their quarry. “| know, Parker,” he replied, his
voice tinged with resignation. “But they’ve
been one step ahead of us from the begin-
ning. It's like they’re ghosts.”

As they spoke, Alice and Emily listened
intently, their hearts pounding in their chests
as they fought to maintain their composure.
They knew that their every word could be
their undoing, their true identities hanging
by a thread as they sat mere feet away from
the investigators who sought to capture
them.

Holding their breath, Alice and Emily wait-
ed, their nerves stretched to the breaking
point as they watched Detective Parker
and Trooper Daniels from across the room.
They knew that they were running out of
time, their window of opportunity closing
with each passing moment.
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But as the minutes stretched into hours and
the café began to empty, Alice and Emily
breathed a sigh of relief. They had man-
aged to evade capture once again, their
secrets safe for another day as they slipped
out into the night, shadows in the darkness,
leaving Detective Parker and Trooper Dan-
iels none the wiser to their presence.

As Alice and Emily stepped out of the cafe,
their hearts still racing from the close en-
counter with Detective Parker and Trooper
Daniels, they were greeted by the warm
embrace of the night air. In the parking lot, a
man with a friendly smile approached them,
his eyes twinkling with kindness.

“Hey there, ladies. Everything alright?” the
man asked, his voice gentle and reassuring.

Alice and Emily exchanged a quick glance
before Emily spoke up, her voice tinged
with gratitude. “Actually, we could use a bit
of help. Our car ran out of gas earlier on the
Interstate, and we were hoping to catch a
ride back to it.”

The man’s smile widened as he nodded in un-
derstanding. “Of course, I'd be happy to help. My
name’s Mark, by the way. Where’s your car?”
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Relief flooded through Alice and Emily as
they followed Mark to his car, their hearts
filled with gratitude for his unsuspecting
kindness. As they climbed into the back-
seat, Mark turned on the engine and pulled
out of the parking lot, his easy conversation
putting them at ease.

“So, what brings you two out to Cleveland?”
Mark asked, glancing at them through the
rearview mirror.

Alice exchanged a hesitant glance with
Emily before speaking up. “Just a little road
trip, trying to see some sights,” she replied,
her voice casual despite the turmoil churn-
ing inside her.

Mark nodded in understanding, his expres-
sion sympathetic. “Sounds like fun. Well,
we’ll get you back to your car in no time.”

As they drove along the darkened highway,
conversation flowed easily between them,
the tension of the night slowly melting away
in the warmth of Mark’s company. Soon,
they pulled into a gas station, and Mark
hopped out to grab a red container of gas.

As they continued on their journey, Mark
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kept questioning the two women on the
whereabouts of their car. “A little farther |
think,” is all Emily or Alice could muster.

As they approached the next exit, Mark
slowed the car to a stop on the shoulder

of the highway, the glow of the streetlights
casting eerie shadows across the asphalt.
Alice and Emily exchanged nervous glanc-
es as Mark turned to face them, his expres-
sion puzzled.

“Something’s not adding up here, ladies,”
Mark said, his voice tinged with concern.
“We’ve been driving for miles, and there’s
still no sign of your car. Are you sure you
know where you’re going?”

Alice’s heart sank as she struggled to come
up with a plausible explanation. “We must
have missed it somehow,” she stammered,
her voice wavering with uncertainty. “It's
been a long night, and we’re a bit disorient-
ed.”

Emily’s mind raced as she searched for a
solution to their predicament. “Maybe we
should get out and take a quick look around,”
she suggested, her voice filled with urgency.
“It's possible we passed it without realizing it.”
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Mark nodded in agreement, his brow fur-
rowed with concern. “That sounds like a
good idea. Let’s take a quick look and see if
we can figure out where you were.”

As they stepped out of the car and onto
the deserted highway, Alice and Emily
exchanged anxious glances, the weight of
their deception hanging heavy in the air.
They knew that they were running out of
time, their carefully constructed facade on
the brink of collapse.

Alice and Emily exchanged a silent nod,
their minds already racing with thoughts of
their next move. They knew that they were
running out of options, their fate hanging
in the balance as they faced the uncertain
road ahead.

With a heavy heart and a sense of urgency
weighing down upon them, Alice walked

to the back of Mark’s car, the empty feel-
ing of dread lingering in the air. As she
approached the rear of the vehicle, Alice’s
hand trembled slightly as she reached
inside her purse. Pulling out a small pock-
et knife, she placed three short bursts into
Mark’s neck.
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Mark’s eyes widened with terror. It was at

this moment he realized that there was no
missing car. He would now go from saving
grace to just another victim in their cat and
mouse game.

Together, Alice and Emily loaded Mark’s
body into the trunk, the weight of their
decision settling heavily upon them. They
exchanged a wordless glance, a silent ac-
knowledgment of the difficult path they had
chosen to walk.

As they climbed into the vehicle, the engine
roared to life, a stark contrast to the heavy
silence that hung in the air. With a sense of
determination, Alice shifted into gear, her
hands steady on the wheel as they pulled
back onto the deserted highway, leaving
Mark lifeless in the trunk of his own car.

The road stretched out before them, a rib-
bon of asphalt disappearing into the dark-
ness of the night. With each passing mile,
the enormity of their actions sank in as they
drove further and further from the life they
had once known.

As the headlights illuminated the road
ahead, casting long shadows on the as-
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phalt, Alice and Emily drove on in silence,
their thoughts consumed by the uncertainty
of their future. They knew that they were
alone now, with nothing but each other to
rely on as they journeyed into the unknown,
leaving behind the safety and security of
the familiar for a chance at freedom and
redemption.

As the car cruised along the highway, Emi-
ly’s mind raced with possibilities. She knew
they needed a plan, a way to disappear
without a trace. With a sinister feeling in her
chest, she turned to the glove compartment,
her fingers trembling as she rifled through
its contents.

Among the clutter, Emily’s hand brushed
against an envelope, and her heart skipped
a beat as she pulled it out. Inside, she
found Mark’s home address on his registra-
tion. It was a stroke of genius, a potential
lifeline in their desperate situation.

With newfound resolve, Alice steered the
car towards Mark’s address, the head-
lights cutting through the darkness as they
approached his neighborhood. The street
was quiet, the houses dark and still as they
pulled up in front of Mark’s home.
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Taking a deep breath, Alice turned off the
engine and climbed out of the car, her heart
pounding in her chest as she approached
the front door. With trembling hands, she
inserted the key into the lock and turned it,
the door swinging open with a creak.

Inside, the house was silent, the only sound
was the soft hum of the refrigerator in the
kitchen. Emily and Alice crept through the
dimly lit living room, their footsteps echoing
in the empty space.

And then, they saw her. Dani, Mark’s wife,
lay asleep on the couch, her chest rising
and falling in a steady rhythm. As Emily
and Alice stood frozen in the doorway, Dani
stirred, her eyes fluttering open to find two
strangers standing in her living room.

For a moment, there was silence, a tense
standoff as Dani’s gaze darted between
Emily and Alice. And then, recognition
dawned in her eyes, followed by a surge of
fear and confusion.

“Who are you? What are you doing in my
house?” Dani demanded, her voice trem-
bling with apprehension as she sat up, her
eyes wide with alarm.
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Alice’s heart raced as she struggled to find
the right words, to explain the inexplicable
situation they found themselves in. But be-
fore she could speak, Dani’s eyes flickered
towards the door, her expression hardening
with determination.

“You need to leave,” she said, her voice firm
and resolute. “Now.”

The sound of Dani’s panicked voice echo-
ing in their ears as they stood in front of the
visibly shaken woman, Alice spoke.

“It's Mark, he’s outside in the car, he’s been
injured.”

Even more shaken by this encounter,
Dani leapt up off the couch. As she bolted
towards the door, Alice reached out and
grabbed her by the wrist. With three short
jabs of her pocket knife to her neck, she
extinguished yet another brief candle.

“Let’s switch identities,” Alice suggested to
Emily, her voice barely above a whisper as
she met her sister’s gaze. “You be Mark,
I'll be Dani. We’'ll use their names and their
lives as cover until we can figure out our
next move.”
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Chapter 23: A New Place and a New Face

The air in the pool hall was thick with the
scent of cigarette smoke and the sound of
balls clacking against each other on the
smooth green felt of the 8 foot long tables.
The jukebox in the corner blared out “Papa
Don’t Preach” by Madonna , punctuated by
bursts of laughter and conversation from
the patrons sitting about the main room and
the bar.

Billy, formerly Alice, who now went by the
name Dani Hawthorne, sat at a table near
the back, nervously tapping her fingers on
the worn wood surface. Her older sister Em-
ily, who had taken on the identity of Mark
Hawthorne, leaned against the wall beside
them, scanning the room with a wary gaze.

Suddenly, the atmosphere shifted as two
men wearing red hats swaggered into the
pool hall, their voices loud and obnoxious.
They made a beeline for the bar, where a
small, meek man sat nursing a drink. Their
boisterous laughter echoed off the walls as
they made their way across the room, draw-
ing glances from the other patrons.

Michael, a regular at KC’s Pool Hall, sat
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perched on a stool, his demeanor quiet and
unassuming. His flamboyant attire stood out
in stark contrast to his reserved demeanor,
reminiscent of a cross between Richard
Simmons and Elton John.

The two men approached him, their voices
loud and abrasive.

Red Hat #1: “Well, well, what do we have
here? Look at this little fella, all dolled up
like a peacock.”

Red Hat #2: “Yeah, ain’t you a sight for sore
eyes? What's with the getup, sweetheart?”

Michael's gaze remained fixed on his drink,
his expression calm despite the provoca-
tion.

Michael: “Just minding my own business,
gentlemen. | suggest you do the same.”

Red Hat #1 leaned in closer, his breath
reeking of alcohol.

Red Hat #1: “Oh, we’re just having a bit of
fun, ain’t we, Tommy?”
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Red Hat #2, aka Tommy, chuckled, his eyes
scanning Michael up and down.

Tommy: “Yeah, but maybe you're not in on
the joke, pretty boy. This here’s a place for
real men, not... whatever you’re supposed
to be.”

Michael’s grip tightened around his glass,
but he maintained his composure.

Michael: “I don’t see how my presence con-
cerns you. Why don’t you go find someone
else to bother?”

Red Hat #2 smirked, his demeanor growing
increasingly hostile.

Red Hat #2: “Or maybe we’ll just stick
around and keep you company, sweetheart.
Unless you’ve got something to say about
it.”

Before the situation could escalate further,
Dani and Emily stepped in, their interven-
tion shifting the dynamic in the pool hall.

Dani exchanged a worried glance with Em-
ily before they both stood up, their resolve
firm. They couldn’t stand idly by while bul-
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lies harassed someone. Stepping forward,
Dani cleared her throat, drawing the atten-
tion of the red-hatted men.

“Hey, fellas, why don’t you pick on someone
your own size?” Dani’s voice was steady,
despite the flutter of nerves in her stomach.

One of the men turned, his eyes narrowing
as he took in Dani and Mark. “And who are
you supposed to be, pretty boy?”

“We’re Dani and Mark Hawthorne,” Mark re-
plied, their tone defiant. “And we don’t take
kindly to bullies in our neck of the woods.”

The other man snorted, his lips twisting into
a sneer. “Well, well, looks like we've got a
couple of heroes here.”

The tension in the air crackled as the four

of them squared off, the jukebox providing
a soundtrack to the standoff was now cued
up to “Danger Zone” by Kenny Logins. But
Dani and Mark stood their ground, refusing
to back down.

“We're not looking for trouble,” Dani said firmly.
“But we won't stand by while you harass some-
one who hasn’t done a damn thing to you.”
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The red-hatted men exchanged glances,
seeming to weigh their options. Finally, with
a muttered curse, they turned and slunk
over to a shadowy corner of the pool hall,
their bravado deflated.

As the tension eased, Dani and Mark
shared a relieved smile, their bond as “hus-
band and wife” stronger than ever. They
may have assumed new identities, but their
disdain for bullies has never waivered.

The Hawthorne’s farmhouse stood nes-
tled among rolling midwest hills of Ohio,

its weathered exterior a testament to the
passage of time. Inside, the atmosphere
crackled with tension as Dani and Mark sat
at the kitchen table, the dim light of a sin-
gle candle casting long flickering shadows
across their faces and onto the walls.

Dani’s hands clenched into fists as she re-
counted the altercation at the bar, her anger
simmering just beneath the surface. Beside
her, Mark’s jaw was set in a hard line, their
expression mirroring Dani’s frustration.

‘I can’t believe those two jerks had the
nerve to come into KC’s and start trouble,”
Dani seethed, her voice tight with emotion.
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“We’ve been keeping our heads down, stay-
ing out of trouble, and they just waltz in like
they own the place.”

Mark nodded grimly, their eyes flashing
with determination. “They picked the wrong
people to mess with, that’s for damn sure.
We didn’t come this far just to let a couple
of bullies push the gay community around.”

Silence settled over the room as they both
stewed in their anger, the weight of the
injustice hanging heavy in the air. But then,
slowly, a plan began to form in Dani’s mind,
a way to channel their frustration into ac-
tion.

“We need to show them that we’re not ones
to be trifled with,” Dani said, her voice quiet
but resolute. “We need to make them regret
ever crossing paths with us.”

Mark’s eyes gleamed with a dangerous
edge as they leaned forward, their interest
piqued. “And just how do you propose we
do that?”

A wicked grin spread across Dani’s face
as she outlined their plan, each detail
calculated to exact maximum revenge.
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Mark’s laughter rang out in the confines of
the farmhouse, their excitement matching
Dani’s own.

As they plotted their course of action late
into the night, the fire of determination
burned bright in their eyes. They may have
been living under new identities, but Billy
and Emily were ready to reclaim their pow-
er, one calculated act of revenge at a time.
The taste of blood was on their lips. The
hunt was on. It was once again time to start
feeding on those who would torment society
with impunity.

The next evening, the farmhouse was a
hive of activity as Billy, now Luna and Emily,
now Jeni prepared for their night out. The
air was thick with excitement as they flitted
around their shared vanity, the dim lights
casting a soft glow on their shapely figures.

Jeni, with short black hair and purple lip-
stick, stood in front of the full-length mirror,
adjusting the straps of her slinky black
dress. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as
she surveyed her reflection, the fabric cling-
ing to her curves in all the right places.

Luna, her long black hair cascading down
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her back, stood beside Jeni, a vision in a

crimson red dress that hugged her hour-

glass figure. She applied a final swipe of

red lipstick, her lips curling into a satisfied
smile.

“You look stunning, Luna,” Jeni said, her
voice filled with admiration as she admired
her sister’s appearance.

Luna returned the compliment with a playful
wink. “Not too shabby yourself, Jeni. | think
those two fools won’t know what hit them.”

Their laughter echoed through the room

as they slipped into their high heels, the
click-clack of their footsteps a prelude to the
night’s adventure.

As they made their way downstairs, the
anticipation hung heavy in the air, their ex-
citement palpable. Luna and Jeni shared a
knowing glance, their determination unspo-
ken but understood.

“Tonight's the night we show those red hat idiots
what we're made of,” Luna declared, her voice
brimming with confidence.

Jeni nodded in agreement, her eyes blazing with
determination. “They won't know what hit them.”
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With one last glance at each other, Luna
and Jeni stepped out into the night, their
heels clicking against the floorboards as
they made their way back to their roots. To-
night, they weren’t just Luna and Jeni; they
were forces to be reckoned with, ready to
take on whatever the night had in store.

As Luna and Jeni entered KC’s pool hall,
the room seemed to pause, all eyes turn-
ing to take in the sight of the two stunning
women who had just graced their presence.
Whistles and catcalls filled the air as crude
remarks were muttered under breaths. But
Luna and Jeni paid them no mind, their
confidence radiating like a palpable aura
around them.

They sauntered through the crowd, their
hips swaying in perfect harmony with the
click-clack of their heels on the worn floor-
boards. Luna’s red lipstick and Jeni’s purple
lipstick caught the dim light, drawing even
more attention to their allure.

As they approached the bar, Luna caught
Jeni’'s eye and nodded toward the corner
where the two men in red hats were playing
pool. Jeni returned the nod with a sly grin,
the plan already playing out in their minds.
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Ordering two drinks, Luna and Jeni shared
a conspiratorial glance before making their
way to a table strategically positioned next
to the pool table where the two men were
engrossed in a heated game of their own.

Their arrival didn’t go unnoticed. The men
glanced up from their game, their eyes
widening as they took in Luna and Jeni’s
provocative attire. One of them, the brasher
of the two, let out a low whistle, his gaze
lingering a little too long on Luna’s figure.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” he
called out, his voice dripping with arro-
gance.

Jeni shot him a coy smile, her demeanor
oozing with confidence. “Just a couple of
ladies looking for some fun. Mind if we join
you?”

The other man, his expression more guard-
ed, eyed them warily. “Depends on what
kind of fun you’re looking for.”

Luna leaned in closer, her voice a sultry
whisper. “The kind that involves winning a
game of pool and maybe a few drinks. Care
to make it interesting?”
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The challenge hung heavy in the air as the
men exchanged glances, their competitive
nature piqued. But Luna and Jeni were
ready, their determination masked behind
smiles that promised mischief and mayhem.
Tonight, they weren’t just Luna and Jeni;
they were the architects of their own desti-
ny, and the destiny of the men they sought
to murder.

The tension in the air was heavy and thick
as Luna and Jeni squared off against the
two men in red hats in a game of doubles.
The pool hall buzzed with anticipation, the
clack of balls and the murmur of conversa-
tion providing a backdrop to the high-stakes
match.

The game was neck and neck from the
start, each team trading shots with precision
and skill. Luna’s deft hand and Jeni’s sharp
eye proved to be a formidable combination,
but the men were no slouches either, their
competitive spirit driving them to match
every move.

As the game progressed, the crowd gath-
ered around the table, their cheers and
jeers adding to the pressure of the moment.
Luna and Jeni exchanged quick glances,
their silent communication a testament to
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their unspoken bond.

With each shot, the tension mounted, the
outcome hanging in the balance. But then,
in a flurry of perfectly executed moves,
Luna sank the final ball, sealing the girl’s
victory with a triumphant smile.

The men stared in disbelief, their expres-
sions a mix of frustration and begrudging
admiration. “Well, I'll be damned,” one of
them muttered, his voice tinged with grudg-
ing respect.

Jeni smirked, her confidence radiating as
she leaned against the pool table. “Looks
like the ladies came out on top tonight. Bet-
ter luck next time, boys.”

But before the men could respond, a wait-
ress approached with a tray of drinks, her
arrival a welcome distraction from the ten-
sion of the game.

“Can | get you folks anything else?” she
asked, her voice cheerful despite the linger-
ing tension in the air.

Luna flashed her a grateful smile, her relief
evident. “Just another round of whatever
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we’re having, please. It's going to be a long
night.”

As the waitress bustled off to fulfill their or-
der, Luna and Jeni shared a victorious grin,
their plan working better than ever. Tonight,
they had ensnared two bullies, tomorrow—
the world would be a better place without
them.

As they toasted to their victory, the pool hall
erupted into cheers, their triumph a testa-
ment to “girl-power.”

After their defeat in the game of pool, the
two men in red hats approached Luna and
Jeni with a newfound sense of respect.
Clearing their throats nervously, they
straightened their posture and extended
their hands in a gesture of formal introduc-
tion.

“I'm Jack,” the taller of the two men said, his
voice surprisingly gentle compared to his
earlier bravado.

“‘And I'm Tommy,” the other man added, a
sheepish grin tugging at the corners of his
lips.

Luna and Jeni exchanged a glance, amuse-
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ment twinkling in their eyes as they shook
hands with the men who didn’t recognize
them from their altercation before. Despite
their earlier banter, there was a sense of
camaraderie in the air, a shared acknowl-
edgment of mutual respect now.

“We couldn’t help but notice you ladies
have quite the talent for pool,” Jack said, his
tone laced with admiration. “We were won-
dering if you’d like to join us for some drinks
back at our place. We've got a big house
with a pool table AND a jacuzzi, if you're
interested.”

Jeni’'s eyebrows raised in surprise, her curi-
osity piqued. “Ajacuzzi, huh? That sounds
intriguing.”

Luna flashed an insidious grin, her eyes
twinkling with mischief. “Well, we did prom-
ise ourselves a night of fun. What do you
say, Jeni?”

Jeni nodded, her own grin mirroring Lu-
na’s. ‘| say we take them up on their offer.
It could be an interesting way to end— the
night.”

With a shared agreement, Luna and Jeni
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followed Jack and Tommy out of the pool
hall, the cool night air tinged with antici-
pation. They climbed into their respective
vehicles, the thrill of the unknown pulsing
through their veins as they set off toward
the promise of an evening filled with more
excitement.

As they drove through the winding rural
roads outside Cleveland, Luna and Jack ex-
changed playful banter, their laughter filling
the air with a sense of camaraderie. Mean-
while, Jeni and Tommy rode in another car
with comfortable silence, the sexual tension
between them palpable yet unspoken.

As they arrived and walked through the
front door at Jack’s big house with the
jacuzzi, Luna and Jeni shared a knowing
glance, their excitement of the hunt building
with each passing moment. Tonight was
shaping up to be one they wouldn’t soon
forget. This was the perfect place to get
back in the game. The plan was set, the
execution, just moments away.
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Chapter 24: A Taste So Sweet

Inside the spacious house, the atmosphere
was charged with excitement as Luna, Jeni,
Jack, and Tommy gathered around the pool
table, their laughter mingling with the clink-

ing of glasses.

The couples flirted shamelessly, their banter
growing increasingly playful as they enjoyed
their drinks. Luna’s hand brushed against
Tommy’s arm, sending a thrill of anticipa-
tion through her veins, while Jeni leaned in
close to Jack, her laughter like music whis-
pering in his ears.

Amidst the fun and the soft murmur of con-
versation, Luna’s laughter rang out like a
melody, her eyes sparkling with mischief as
she leaned in closer to Tommy.

“You know, Tommy,” she teased, her voice
low and playful, “I think you might just be
the best pool partner I've ever seen.”

Tommy chuckled, the sound warm and in-
viting as he turned to meet Luna’s gaze. “I’ll
take that as a compliment,” he replied, his
eyes dancing with amusement. “But | have
to warn you, | get better the drunker | get.”
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Luna’s grin widened, her hand brushing
lightly against Tommy’s arm as she leaned
in closer. “Oh, I'm counting on it,” she mur-
mured, her voice filled with playful anticipa-
tion.

Across the table, Jeni shared a knowing
glance with Jack, her laughter like music to
his ears as they engaged in their own flirta-
tious banter.

“You’re quite the pool shark too, aren’t you,
Jack?” Jeni teased, her tone light and teas-

ing.

Jack grinned, his eyes alight with amuse-
ment as he leaned in closer to Jeni. “I've
been known to hold my own,” he replied,
his voice laced with playful arrogance. “But |
have to admit, I've never met a player quite
like either of you two.”

Jeni’s cheeks flushed with pleasure at the
compliment, her gaze meeting Jack’s with
a playful twinkle in her eyes. “Well, | aim to
impress,” she replied, her voice filled with
playful flirtation.

As the evening progressed, the competi-
tive spirit flared once again, and they found
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themselves engaged in yet another intense
game of pool, this now their third game

of the night. This time, Jack and Tommy
proved to be the victors, their triumphant
cheers echoing through the house.

With a grin, Jack suggested they take the
celebration to the jacuzzi, and Luna and
Jeni exchanged a look filled with excitement
and anticipation. The thought of slipping
into the warm waters with their newfound
friends sent a thrill coursing through their
veins.

With a shared agreement, they made their
way to the backyard, the cool night air
kissing their skin as they stepped out into
the moonlit garden. The jacuzzi beckoned
invitingly, its bubbling waters a promise of
relaxation and privacy.

As they settled into the warm embrace of
the jacuzzi, Luna and Jeni exchanged play-
ful glances with Jack and Tommy, the night
seemingly stretching out before them like
an endless adventure.

Under the starlit sky, they laughed and
talked, their inhibitions melting away with
each passing moment. The water bubbled
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around them, a soothing backdrop to the
electric energy that crackled between them.

As the night wore on, Luna and Jeni found
themselves drawing closer to Jack and
Tommy, their laughter mingling with whis-
pered promises and teasing kisses. As the
laughter and flirtation filled the air in the
jacuzzi, Luna shared a knowing glance with
Tommy, a mischievous smile playing on her
lips. Sensing the moment was right, she
leaned in close, her voice a whisper against
his ear.

“You know,” Luna murmured, her tone laced
with suggestion, “I think it's time we take
things to the next level.”

Tommy’s eyes widened in surprise, his
heart racing with anticipation. He met Lu-
na’s gaze, his own filled with a mixture of
excitement and desire. “Are you sure?” he
asked, his voice husky with emotion.

Luna nodded, her fingers tracing delicate
patterns on his chest. “I've never been more
sure of anything in my life,” she replied, her
voice filled with conviction.

With a shared understanding, Tommy led
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Luna through the house, their footsteps
echoing softly in the quiet of the night.
Luna’s pulse quickened with each step, her
anticipation mounting with every passing
moment.

As they reached Tommy’s bedroom, he
turned to Luna, his eyes dark with desire.
“Are you ready for this?” he asked, his voice
a low rumble in the stiliness of the room.

Luna nodded, her heart pounding in her
chest. “More than ready,” she replied, her
voice filled with a mixture of excitement and
nervousness. “Are you sure YOU are ready
for this?”

Just as Tommy reached in to kiss her, Luna
took her small dagger-like envelope opener
and put three fast jabs into his neck. With
blood now spurting everywhere, Tommy’s
eyes widened in amazement and disbelief.
He grabbed his neck and tried to cry out,
but the gurgles were overwhelmed by Lu-
na’s sultry voice.

“Shhhh,” Luna whispered. “It's going to be

dark soon and you won’t be able to bully
anyone else. Just rest now darling.”
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As Luna helped Tommy’s slumping body to
the floor gently, she looked into her most
recent victim’s eyes. Remembering the vic-
tims she had sent to an early grave before,
this new Kill reignited her lust for blood.
Quickly she dragged Tommy’s body into the
shower, cleaned up the pool of blood and
then stepped into the master bathroom’s
shower and rinsed her victim’s crimson
blood off her nearly naked body.

Meanwhile, back in the jacuzzi, Jeni and
Jack shared a private moment, their smiles
mirroring the excitement and anticipation
of their friends. As Luna and Tommy disap-
peared into the bedroom, they settled back
into the warm embrace of the water, their
own connection deepening with each pass-
ing moment.

Under the starlit Ohio sky, the night
stretched out before them like an endless
adventure, filled with possibility and prom-
ise. And as they basked in the glow of the
moment, Jack thought that this was only
the beginning of a night they would never
forget.

As the night air was filled with laughter and
the soothing sound of water as Luna franti-
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cally rejoined Jack and Jeni at the jacuzzi,
a shiver of fear played on her lips. Her eyes
widened in alarm.

“Luna, what’s wrong?” Jeni asked, concern
etching her features as she noticed the wor-
ry flicker across Luna’s face.

Luna’s breath caught in her throat, her heart
pounding with fear as she struggled to find
the words. “It's Tommy,” she finally man-
aged to say, her voice trembling with urgen-
cy. “He’s fallen in the shower, and | think he
needs help.”

Without hesitation, Jack and Jeni sprang
into action, their concern overriding any
hesitation as they followed Luna back into
the bedroom. Racing through the corridors,
they reached Tommy’s bathroom, where
they found him slumped in the shower, his
body limp and unresponsive.

Jack knelt beside Tommy, his hands shak-
ing as he checked for signs of conscious-
ness. But Tommy remained still, his breath-
ing non-existent and blood soaking the tub
with a steady flow.

“We need to get him out of the shower,”
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Jack said, his voice urgent as he reached
out to pick up his friend.

Before he knew it, however, he felt three
sharp stings to his neck as if bitten by a
wasp. He grabbed his neck as blood began
to flow over his hands. Jack’s eyes now
fixed upon Jeni, stared at her sinister grin
with disbelief.

“Jeni? Why-?" Jack began to say.

Suddenly, Jeni pushed Jack backwards
onto Tommy’s limp body. Losing his balance
and falling, Jack smacked his head against
the edge of the toilet on the way down. With
a resounding crack of the skull, his eyes
glazed over and fell dark, his body also
slumping, covered in the warm mixture of
water and blood.

“Why Jack? Why did you have to fuck with
Mike? Hateful people like you don’t deserve
a place in society. Oh, and | really miss the
taste of blood.”

“Good job,” Luna said to Jeni, her voice

tinged with relief as they discussed how to
get rid of the bodies.
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“Thanks, Jeni,” Luna replied, her tone filled
with gratitude. “We need to get rid of these
bodies and head home.”

“Ah, what's the rush,” Jeni barked. “This is a
nice place. Let’s spend some time here and
enjoy these finer comforts.”

For the next few hours the twisted sisters
enjoyed a few games of pool, watched mov-
ies and even cooked themselves a snack.
The creature comforts were nice, but ulti-
mately, they couldn’t last forever.

In the morning, after a good night’s rest,
both of the girls set to task cleaning the
house and staging the scene. Removing
any trace of their own existence, the house
and the bodies were left behind, leaving
only evidence pointing to a fateful murder
suicide.

The Hawthorns, Mark and Dani, returned
home the next evening under the cover of
darkness, the distant thump of bass from a
nearby party fading into the night. Their steps
were light, hearts pounding with adrenaline
and triumph. Inside their stolen home, the air
was thick with the scent of victory mingling
with the faint aroma of blood.
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Mark closed the door behind them, their
movements deliberate yet filled with a
subtle sense of satisfaction. Dani glanced
around the dimly lit room with a smirk play-
ing on her lips, her fingers absentmindedly
tracing the edge of a gleaming blade tucked
into her purse.

“Well, that went better than expected,” Mark
remarked, their voice low and tinged with
amusement as they leaned against the wall,
eyes locking with Dani’s.

Dani chuckled softly, the sound a symphony
of dark delight. “Indeed it did, sister dear.
Our little plan worked like a charm.”

They shared a common smile, a silent ac-
knowledgment of their shared triumph and
the bond that bound them together in their
deadly pursuits. Crossing the room, Dani
poured two glasses of whiskey from a bottle
on the counter, the amber liquid glinting in
the soft glow of lamplight.

“To our continued success,” Dani said, rais-
ing their glass in a toast.

Mark mirrored the gesture, clinking their
glasses together with a smirk. “To us, the
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masters of our destiny.”

They drank deeply, the fiery liquid warm-
ing their throats as they savored the taste
of victory. Settling into chairs across from
each other, they fell into an easy rhythm of
conversation, reminiscing about the night’s
events with a mix of amusement and satis-
faction.

“And what do you suppose comes next,
dear sister?” Mark asked, swirling the whis-
key in their glass with a thoughtful expres-
sion.

Dani leaned back, a wicked glint in her
eyes. “Oh, I'm sure we'll think of something
suitably diabolical. But for now, let’s bask in
the glory of our latest triumph.”

Their laughter echoed through the quiet
house, a chilling reminder of the darkness
that lurked beneath their seemingly ordinary
facade. As they toasted to their success
once more, Billy and Emily knew that their
new reign of terror had only just begun.

As Mark and Dani lounged in their living
room, reveling in their success, the televi-
sion caught their attention, interrupting their
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moment of celebration with an urgent news
bulletin. The screen flickered to an image of
a stern-faced reporter, her voice grave as
she delivered the latest updates.

“We interrupt this program for breaking
news,” the reporter announced, her tone
somber. “The FBI has launched a massive
manhunt for a suspected serial killer op-
erating in the Detroit area. Authorities are
urging residents to remain vigilant as they
search for the perpetrator, who is believed
to be responsible for a string of brutal mur-
ders.”

Mark and Dani exchanged a glance, a silent
understanding passing between them as
they realized the gravity of the situation. It
was no coincidence that news of a copycat
killer had surfaced so soon after their own
successful operation.

“It seems we have a challenger,” Mark
mused, their voice laced with a mixture of
amusement and curiosity.

Dani’s eyes narrowed, a flicker of annoy-

ance crossing their features. “A copycat
trying to steal our spotlight. How quaint.”
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They turned their attention back to the
television, listening intently as the reporter
continued to provide details of the investi-
gation. It was clear that the authorities were
closing in, and they knew that they couldn’t
afford to let this imposter tarnish their care-
fully crafted reputation.

“We can'’t let this imitator undermine every-
thing we’ve worked for,” Mark said, their jaw
set with determination.

Dani nodded in agreement, her mind al-
ready racing with plans to outmaneuver
their newfound rival. “Agreed. It’s time to
show them who the real masters of this
game are.”

With a shared resolve, the siblings knew
that their next move would be crucial. As
the news bulletin came to an end, they
exchanged a steady gaze, steeling them-
selves for the new challenge that lay ahead.
The hunt was on, and they were ready to
reclaim their title as the true architects of
terror in the midwest.

In the dimly lit confines of their kitchen,
Mark and Dani sat at the worn kitchen table,
a map of Detroit spread out before them.
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The glow of the full moon filtered through
the curtains, casting shadows across the
room as they plotted their next move.

“We can’t stay here any longer,” Mark stat-
ed, their voice firm with resolve. “The copy-
cat killer is stealing the spotlight and we
need to put an end to them, before they put
an end to all of us.”

Dani nodded in agreement, her expression
serious as she studied the map. “Agreed.
We need to disappear here and position
ourselves closer to this new challenger.”

They fell into a tense silence, the weight of
their decision hanging heavy in the air. For
years, this farmhouse had been their sanc-
tuary, a haven where they could plan and
execute their deadly schemes without fear
of discovery. But now, it was time to move
on. Time to find another new identity, and
with it, another new home.

“We’ll need to start fresh in Detroit,” Mark
continued, their eyes narrowing in concen-
tration. “New identities, new targets. We
can't let this copycat steal our thunder.”

Dani’s lips curled into a predatory smile,
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a spark of excitement igniting in her eyes.
“‘Agreed. And once we’'re there, we’ll show
them who the real killers are. No one dares
to challenge us and get away with it.”

They began to strategize, their voices low
as they discussed the intricacies of their
plan. Every detail was meticulously dis-
cussed, every contingency accounted for
as they prepared to embark on their next
deadly game of cat and mouse.

As the first light of dawn began to filter
through the curtains, Mark and Dani rose
from the table, their resolve set like flint.
With a final glance around the house they
had called home for so long, they gathered
their belongings, lit a match, and headed for
the door.

“Goodbye, old friend,” Mark murmured, their
voice tinged with nostalgia as they locked
the door behind them.

Dani placed a hand on Mark’s shoulder, her
gaze filled with determination. “It's time for
a new beginning, sister. And this time, we’ll
make sure that no one stands in our way.”

With that, they disappeared into the early
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morning light, leaving behind a trail of dark-
ness and deceit in their wake as they set
out for Detroit, ready to reclaim their title as
the true masters of terror. The house now a
blaze with fire would leave a headline in the
local newspaper the next day. “Local couple
burns to death in a house fire.” And without
a trace, Billy and Emily Jenkins were never
there and Mark and Dani Hawthorne were
dead.
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Chapter 25: Shadows
in the Neon Lights

The neon lights of Detroit’s bustling streets
cast an otherworldly glow as Billy and Emi-
ly, now assuming their old identities for the
time being, slipped into a local restaurant,
seeking respite from the chaos of their new
surroundings. The air was thick with the
aroma of sizzling food and the low hum of
conversation, a stark contrast to the dark
world they came from.

Seated at a corner table, Billy and Emily
scanned the room, their senses attuned to
any hint of danger or intrigue. As they pe-
rused the menu, their ears caught snippets
of conversation drifting from a nearby table,
the words sending a chill down their spines.

“...did you hear about the serial killer on the
loose?” one patron whispered, their voice
tinged with fear.

Emily glanced at Billy, a flicker of concern
crossing their features. “Looks like our
copycat has been busy,” they muttered un-
der their breath.

Billy nodded grimly, their eyes narrowing
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as they listened intently to the conversation
unfolding nearby. Details began to emerge,
painting a chilling picture of a killer who
roamed among the people of the local rave
scene, striking with ruthless efficiency and
vanishing into the night without a trace.

“It's said that the killer frequents the un-
derground techno scene,” another patron
murmured, their voice hushed but filled with
dread.

Emily’s heart quickened at the revelation,
the pieces of the puzzle slowly falling into
place. The underground techno scene
would be their new hunting ground, a realm
of pulsating beats and flashing lights where
they could blend in seamlessly with the
crowd.

“We’ll need to be careful,” Billy whispered,
his tone urgent as he exchanged a mean-
ingful look with Emily.

With a shared nod, they resumed their
facade of normalcy, engaging in idle con-
versation as they waited for their food to
arrive. But beneath the surface, their minds
churned with plans and strategies, their
resolve hardened by the knowledge that

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



danger lurked in the shadows of Detroit’s
neon-lit streets.

As they finished their meal and prepared to
depart, Emily cast a final glance around the
restaurant, her senses on high alert. The
city was alive with possibility and peril, a
labyrinth of secrets waiting to be uncovered.

With a silent vow to stay one step ahead of
their newfound adversary, Billy and Emily
slipped out into the night, their journey into
the heart of darkness only just beginning.

The thumping bass of the techno music
reverberated through the air as Emily and
Billy approached the front door of the local
rave bar, their pulses quickening with antic-
ipation. The neon lights flickered overhead,
casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the
pavement as they reached the entrance,
where a burly bouncer stood guard.

“Three dollars cover and ID,” the bouncer
grunted, his gaze stern as he eyed them up
and down.

Emily reached into her purse, pulling out
a few crumpled bills and her ID, while Billy
followed suit. With a nod of approval, the
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bouncer waved them through, the pounding
music growing louder with each step they
took.

As they stepped inside, the cacophony of
sound enveloped them, the pulsating beats
thrumming in their veins as they surveyed
the crowded dance floor. Bodies gyrat-

ed and swayed to the rhythm, lost in the
hypnotic trance of the music, while others
clustered in corners, engaged in animated
conversation.

“Let’s find the DJ,” Emily shouted over the
din, her voice barely audible above the blar-
ing music.

Billy nodded in agreement, his eyes scan-
ning the neon lit room until they spotted a
raised platform at the far end of the bar,
where a figure stood behind a set of turnta-
bles, lost in the music.

Making their way through the throng of pa-
trons dancing, Emily and Billy approached
the DJ booth, their hearts racing with excite-
ment. As they reached the platform, they
locked eyes with the DJ, a wiry figure with
wild hair and a mischievous grin.
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“Hey there,” Emily called out, their voice
barely audible over the music.

The DJ glanced up, a curious expression
crossing their face as they adjusted the vol-
ume on the mixer. “Can | help you?”

“We’re Albert and Jade,” Billy shouted, his
voice echoing through the crowded room.
“We heard you're the one to talk to if we
want to get in on the action.”

The DJ’s eyes lit up with recognition, a
knowing smile spreading across their lips.
“Ah, | see. Welcome to the family, Albert
and Jade. Let’'s make some magic happen.”

With a nod of approval, the DJ extended a
hand, signaling for them to join them behind
the booth. As Emily and Billy stepped onto
the platform, the music swelled to a cre-
scendo, enveloping them in a symphony of
sound and sensation. In that moment, they
knew that they had found their place among
the shadows of the rave scene, where they
could blend in seamlessly and continue
their deadly game of cat and mouse.

As Albert and Jade settled into the space
behind the DJ booth, the pulsating beats of
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the music filling the air, their conversation
turned to the possibility of employment at
the rave bar.

“Hey, Albert,” Jade shouted over the music,
her voice tinged with excitement. “Did you
hear that they’re looking for a barback and
a female DJ?”

Albert nodded, a flicker of interest crossing
his features. “Yeah, | caught that. | think Ill
go ask for an application for the barback
position.”

With a determined nod, Albert made his
way through the throng of dancers, weaving
his way through the crowded bar until he
reached the counter. Leaning in close to the
bartender, he raised his voice to be heard
over the music.

“Excuse me,” he called out, his tone polite
but firm. “I heard you’re looking for a bar-
back. Is there an application | could fill out?”

The bartender nodded, a friendly smile playing
on their lips as they reached beneath the counter
and produced a stack of papers. “Sure thing.
Here you go. Just fill this out and bring it back to
me when you're done.”
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Meanwhile, back at the DJ booth, Jade
leaned over the turntables, her eyes shining
with determination as she addressed the
DJ.

“I'm your girl for the DJ position,” she de-
clared confidently, her voice ringing out
above the music. “I've got the skills and the
passion to rock this place.”

The DJ nodded, impressed by Jade’s en-
thusiasm. “I like your confidence. Let’s see
what you’ve got. Show me what you can
do.”

With a grin, Jade stepped up to the turnta-
bles, her fingers poised over the mixer as
she prepared to unleash her talents upon
the crowd. As the music swelled to a fever
pitch, she lost herself in the rhythm, her
body moving in perfect harmony with the
beat.

As Albert returned to the DJ booth, appli-
cation in hand, he couldn’t help but smile
as he watched Jade work her magic be-
hind the turntables. Together, they had
found more than just a job - they had found
a home among the pulsating lights and
pounding music of the rave scene. And with
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their newfound roles secured, they were
ready to embrace the night and all the pos-
sibilities it held.

As Jade worked her magic behind the
turntables, the energy in the room surged
to new heights. The crowd responded to
her beats with wild enthusiasm, their cheers
and applause mingling with the music as
they danced and swayed to the rhythm.

The current DJ, who had stepped aside

to give Jade a chance to shine, looked on
with a mixture of admiration and respect.
They nodded in approval, impressed by
Jade’s skill and passion as she seamlessly
blended tracks and crafted a seamless flow
of music that kept the crowd in a state of
euphoria.

At the bar, the patrons leaned in close, their
eyes fixed on Jade as she worked her mag-
ic. They shouted and whooped, their excite-
ment palpable as they reveled in the electri-
fying atmosphere that she was creating.

Meanwhile, the management watched from
the sidelines, their expressions a mix of sur-
prise and delight. They had seen their fair
share of talented DJs grace the stage, but
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there was something special about Jade - a
raw energy and charisma that set her apart
from the rest.

As the music reached its peak, Jade un-
leashed a final burst of energy, her hands
flying across the turntables with lightning
speed. The crowd erupted into cheers, their
screams echoing through the room as they
applauded her performance.

When the music finally faded into a steady
rhythmic silence, Jade stepped back from
the turntables, a triumphant smile spreading
across her face. The room erupted into ap-
plause, the sound thunderous in the dimly
lit space.

The current DJ, Dave, approached her, a
grin plastered across his face. “That was
incredible,” he exclaimed, his voice filled
with admiration. “You’ve got some serious
talent girl.”

The patrons echoed their sentiment, shouting
words of praise and encouragement as they
crowded around Jade, eager to shake her
hand and congratulate her on a job well done.
And as the excitement continued to swirl
around her, the management approached
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Jade with an offer that took her by surprise.

“We’re impressed, Jade,” they said, their
tone earnest. “We’d like to offer you a part-
time position as a backup DJ. What do you
say?”

Jade’s eyes widened in disbelief, a surge
of excitement coursing through her veins.
With a nod of agreement and a grateful
smile, she accepted the offer, knowing that
this was just the beginning of her journey
into the heart of Detroit’s rave scene. And
as she stepped into her job, and Billy into
his barback position as Albert, she couldn’t
help but feel a sense of anticipation for the
deadly game that lay ahead.

As the night wore on and the music con-
tinued to pulse through the air, Jade found
herself caught in a whirlwind of excitement
and adrenaline. The crowd’s energy was
infectious, their cheers and applause fueling
her own sense of exhilaration as she took
turns with Dave, spinnin’ records and work-
ing her magic on the crowd.

But amidst the sea of smiling faces and
outstretched hands, there lurked a shadow
- a figure that made Jade’s skin crawl with
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unease. A man, his eyes dark and intense,
approached her with a predatory gleam in
his gaze.

“You’re amazing,” he said, his voice smooth
but tinged with a hint of menace. “I've never
seen anyone DJ like you before. You’re truly
something special.”

Jade forced a polite smile, her instincts

on high alert as she edged away from the
man’s invasive presence. “Thank you,” she
replied, her tone cool but polite. “I appreci-
ate the compliment.”

But the man wasn’t deterred. Leaning in
close, he reached out to touch her arm,
his touch sending a shiver down her spine.
“‘Hey, do you want to hang out after the
show?” he asked, his voice low and insis-
tent.

Jade’s stomach churmed with discomfort as she
shook her head, her eyes flicking nervously to-
wards the DJ booth where Albert stood watching
over her. “I'm sorry, but I'm married,” she replied,
her voice steady but firm. “My husband wouldn’t
like that very much.”

The man’s expression darkened, a flicker of
anger crossing his features as he withdrew

306



his hand. “Fine,” he muttered, his tone drip-
ping with resentment. “Have it your way.”

With that, he turned on his heel and walked
off into the crowd, disappearing into the
shadows with a lingering sense of menace.
But Jade couldn’t shake the feeling of un-
ease that settled over her like a dark cloud,
a sense of dread that lingered in the air long
after the man had vanished from her sight.

Throughout the rest of the evening, Jade
couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched.
Glancing over her shoulder, she continually
spotted the man lurking in the shadows,

his eyes fixed on her with an intensity that
made her skin crawl like starving maggots.

As the pulsating beats of the music filled
the air and the crowd danced on, Jade
pulled Albert aside, a sense of urgency in
her eyes. She leaned in close, her voice
hushed as she spoke.

“Albert, that guy from earlier... | think he could
be the serial killer,” she whispered, her words
tinged with unease. “The way he looked at
me, it was like he had something to hide.”
Albert’s expression darkened with concern
as he listened to Jade’s words, his instincts
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kicking into overdrive. “Are you sure?” he
asked, his voice low and serious.

Jade nodded, her eyes wide with fear. |
can’t explain it, but something about him
just felt off. We need to be careful.”

Before Albert could respond, DJ Dave, who
had overheard their conversation, ap-
proached them with a furrowed brow.

“Did | hear you guys talking about the serial
killer?” he asked, his tone somber.

Albert exchanged a glance with Jade before
nodding. “Yeah, Jade thinks she spotted
him here tonight.”

DJ Dave’s eyes widened in alarm, a sense
of gravity settling over him. “That’s not
good. I've been hearing rumors about the
killer, too.”

Jade’s heart skipped a beat as she leaned
in closer, her senses on high alert. “What
have you heard?”

DJ Dave hesitated for a moment before
speaking, his voice grave. “Word on the
street is that the killer only goes after guys
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in red hats. It's like some sort of twisted
signature.”

Albert and Jade exchanged a look of disbe-
lief, the pieces of the puzzle slowly falling
into place. “That’s... unsettling,” Albert mut-
tered, his mind racing with the implications
of DJ Dave’s revelation.

Jade’s thoughts turned to the creepy guy
from earlier, his dark gaze lingering in her
mind like a lingering shadow. “He was wear-
ing a red hat,” she whispered, her voice
barely audible above the music.

As the realization sank in, a chill ran down
Jade’s spine. They were standing in the
midst of a predator, surrounded by unsus-
pecting prey. And as the night stretched on,
she couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that
settled over her like a suffocating blanket, a
silent reminder of the danger that lurked in
the shadows of Detroit’s rave scene.

The next day, Billy and Emily, still excited
from the events of the previous night, re-
treated to their hotel room, seeking solace
and sanctuary from the chaos of the outside
world. As they settled in front of the tele-
vision, their minds began racing with the
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day’s news, a revelation that the Detroit se-
rial killer had struck again, the news report
sending a chill down both their spines.

“...the notorious ‘Crimson Shadow’ strikes
again,” the reporter announced, their voice
grave as they detailed the latest victim of
the elusive Killer.

Billy and Emily exchanged glances, the
weight of the news heavy in the air. The
name ‘Crimson Shadow’ had become syn-
onymous with fear and dread, a specter that
haunted the streets of Detroit with ruthless
efficiency.

As they watched the screen, a picture
flashed across the screen - the face of the
man who had approached Jade the night
before, his eyes cold and lifeless in death.
The reporter identified him as Marcus Da-
vis, a local resident with no known ties to
the criminal underworld.

Emily’s breath caught in her throat as she
recognized the face of the man who had
made her skin crawl with unease. “That’s
him,” she whispered, her voice barely
audible above the drone of the television.
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Billy’s face wrought with surprise as he
watched the report unfold, a sense of anger
gnawing at his conscience. “We should’ve
been the ones to kill that guy,” he muttered,
his voice tinged with regret.

But Emily shook her head, her gaze sol-

id with determination. “We couldn’t have
known he would be a victim, | thought for
sure he was our Killer,” she replied, her tone
firm. “All we can do now is stay vigilant and
keep our eyes out for the real copycat.”

As they continued to watch the news, the
weight of their newfound knowledge settled
over them like a heavy shroud. The Crimson
Shadow was out there stealing their thunder
and lurking in the shadows, waiting to strike
again. And as Billy and Emily prepared to face
the new day ahead, they knew that they would
stop at nothing to bring an end to the killer
who would try to emulate their M.O.
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Chapter 26: Shadows of Justice

In the brightly lit confines of the rave bar,
DJ Dave and Jade found themselves en-
gaged in a conversation that mirrored the
somber mood of the city outside. As the
music pulsed through the air and the crowd
danced on, they huddled close, their voices
hushed as they discussed the events of the
previous night.

“‘Hey Jade,” DJ Dave said, his tone grave
as he glanced around the crowded room.
“I heard about what happened with that
creepy guy in the red hat. You okay?”

Jade nodded, a sense of relief washing
over her at the concern in DJ Dave’s voice.
“Yeah, I'm fine. Thanks for asking,” she
replied, her tone sincere.

Dave’s expression darkened with a mixture
of anger and satisfaction. “Good,” he said,
his voice tinged with concern. “That guy got
what he deserved. He’d been bothering not
only you, but other patrons as well. I'm just
glad he won’t be causing any more trouble.”

Jade’s heart swelled with gratitude as she
listened to Dave’s words. In the midst of the
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chaos and danger that had engulfed the
rave scene, it was comforting to know that
there were still people like Dave who were
willing to stand up for what was right.

Meanwhile, behind the bar, Albert worked
tirelessly as a barback, his movements swift
and efficient as he restocked supplies and
cleared empty glasses. Though his mind
was consumed with thoughts of the serial
killer still at large, he remained focused on
his tasks, determined to do whatever it took
to keep up his own appearances.

As the night continued and the music
reached its peak, a sense of dread settled
over the bar employees and patrons, a
silent acknowledgment of the dangers they
faced each and every night. And as the
final notes of the last song faded into the
background, a palpable sense of unease
washed over the room, a silent testament to
the fear caused by the serial killer roaming
Detroit’s underground scene.

As Jade and Albert reunited at the bar, their
eyes met in a silent exchange of concern
and impatience. The threat of the Crimson
Shadow still loomed large, they knew that
they needed to figure out who it was before
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law enforcement did.

As the night came closer to an end, and the
last patrons trickled out of Animations, the
rave bar, a tense atmosphere settled over
the dingy smelling room. Behind the bar,
Albert and Jade exchanged a wary glance
as they noticed a figure approaching, the
glint of a badge catching the light as they
drew closer.

The woman who approached them exud-
ed an air of authority, her gaze sharp and
focused as she introduced herself as Agent
Rachel Bennett of the FBI. Her features
were drawn tight with determination, her
eyes scanning the room with an intensity
that sent a shiver down Albert’s spine.

“Good evening,” Agent Bennett said, her
voice crisp and professional as she flashed
her badge. “I'm here to ask a few questions
about the recent string of murders in the
area. I’'m hoping you can help me with my
investigation.”

Albert exchanged a glance with Jade, a
sense of unease settling over them at the
mention of the murders. They knew that the
Crimson Shadow was still at large, and the
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last thing they needed was the FBI poking
around in their business.

“Of course, Agent Bennett,” Albert replied,
his voice steady despite the turmoil raging
within him. “What can we do for you?”

Agent Bennett’s eyes narrowed as she
regarded them with suspicion. “I'm looking
for any information you might have about
the killer,” she said, her tone measured but
firm. “Have you noticed anything unusual or
suspicious in the area?”

Jade shook her head, her expression
guarded as she spoke. “We've heard about
the murders on the news, but we haven’t
seen anything firsthand, we both just start-
ed working here this week” she replied, her
voice tinged with caution.

Agent Bennett nodded, her gaze piercing as
she studied them intently. “I see,” she said,
her tone unreadable. “Well, if you do hap-
pen to notice anything out of the ordinary,

| urge you to contact me immediately. We
need all the help we can get in apprehend-
ing this Killer before they harm someone
else.”
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With that, Agent Bennett turned on her heel
and made her way out of the bar, leaving
Albert and Jade to exchange a wary glance
as they watched her go. They knew that the
Crimson Shadow was still out there, lurking
in the shadows, and the thought of the FBI
getting to them before they did sent a fit of
rage down their spines.

As they closed up the bar for the night and
made their way home, the thought of Agent
Bennett’s visit lingered in their minds like

a deathly shadow. Their hunt for the seri-
al killer was far from over, and they knew
that they would need to stay vigilant if they
hoped to survive the darkness that threat-
ened to consume them both.

An hour later, in the quiet confines of their
hotel room, Billy and Emily sat in somber
silence, the weight of recent events heavy
on their minds. The flickering light from the
janky bedside lamp cast dancing shadows
across the room, adding to the sense of
unease that hung in the air like a thick fog.

‘| can’t shake the feeling that we’re running
out of time,” Billy said, his voice strained

with worry as he paced the room. “The FBI
is getting closer, and we still don’t have any
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leads on the Crimson Shadow.”

Emily nodded in agreement, her brow bent
with concern as she watched Billy’s restless
movements as he strode back and forth
across the carpet. “I know,” she replied, her
voice soft but resolute. “But we can't let fear
paralyze us. We have to keep pushing for-
ward, no matter what. We’'ll get this bastard
first!”

Billy stopped pacing and sank down onto
the edge of the bed, running a hand through
his hair in frustration. “I just don’t know how
much longer it will take to find him,” he ad-
mitted, his voice heavy with defeat. “What if
the FBI catches him before we do?”

Emily moved to sit beside him, her touch
gentle as she reached out to take his hand
in hers. “We can't think like that,” she said,
her tone firm but compassionate. “We’ve
come too far to give up now. We’'ll find a
way to catch him, together.”

Billy squeezed Emily’s hand tightly, drawing
strength from her unwavering resolve. “You're
right,” he said, a glimmer of determination retum-
ing to his eyes. “We'll keep searching, until we
bring him to our special kind of justice.”
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As they sat in the quiet of their hotel room,
the weight of their shared burden felt a little
lighter, the darkness that threatened to con-
sume them held at bay by the flickering light
of hope.

As the next evening descended upon Ani-
mations, Jade and Albert found themselves
once again drawn to the familiar confines
of the rave bar, their minds consumed with
thoughts of the elusive serial killer still at
large. Though they were not scheduled to
work, the pull of the place where they had
spent hours searching for clues was too
strong to resist.

As they settled into a corner booth, the
pulsating beats of the music washing over
them like a tidal wave, they found them-
selves joined by DJ Dave, who saw them
when they walked in. His eyes sparkled with
excitement as he greeted them warmly.

“Hey there, Jade, Albert,” Dave said, his
voice cheerful despite the heavy atmo-
sphere that hung in the air. “What brings
you guys back to Animations on your night
off?”

Jade exchanged a glance with Albert, a
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sense of adventure in her eyes as she
spoke. “We’re going stir crazy in that hotel
room,”We have nowhere to go, and nothing
else to do. We thought we might get out
and make some new friends.”

Dave nodded in understanding, his ex-
pression sobering as he glanced around
the crowded room. “| hear you,” he said,

his voice hinting of concern. “It's tough
when you are new in town and don’t have
your own place. If y’all are looking to rent

a room, | have one available at my house.
Right now, it’s just me, my girlfriend and our
cat.”

Their conversation was interrupted by a
commotion on the dance floor, where a
man wearing a red hat stumbled about,

his movements unsteady and erratic. The
bouncer approached him, his expression
stern as he attempted to escort the man out
of the bar.

“‘Hey buddy, | think you’ve had enough for
one night,” the bouncer said, his voice firm
but fair as he tried to reason with the drunk-
en man.

But the man in the red hat refused to com-
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ply, his words slurred as he lashed out with
a drunken rage. “I'm not going anywhere!”
he shouted, his voice echoing through the
room as he tried to start a brawl with the
bouncer.

Jade and Albert exchanged a worried
glance as they watched the scene unfold,

a sinking feeling settling in the pits of their
stomachs. They knew that the man in the
red hat was a ticking time bomb, and things
could spiral out of control.

With a shared sense of urgency, Jade,
Albert, and Dave sprang up from the booth,
rushing to the bouncer’s aid as they tried
to defuse the situation before it escalated
any further. As they struggled to restrain
the drunken man, the room erupted into
chaos, the sound of shouting and shuffling
feet mingling with the pulsating beats of the
music.

But despite the turmoil that surrounded
them, Jade and Albert remained focused on
their goal - to bring the Crimson Shadow to
a bloody end, no matter what it took. And as
security finally managed to subdue the man
in the red hat and escort him out of the bar,
they knew that their quest in Detroit was
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far from over. With each passing day, they
grew closer to uncovering the truth behind
the copycat serial killer’s identity, and they
would stop at nothing to ensure that their
plate of justice was served icy cold.

After the chaotic scene on the dance floor
had finally been diffused and the man in the
red hat escorted out of the bar, DJ Dave let
out a heavy sigh, his frustration evident in
the set of his shoulders. As the music re-
sumed its pulsating beat, he turned to Jade
and Albert, his expression dark with anger.

“| swear, I've had it with men in red hats,”
Dave muttered, his voice tinged with bit-
terness. “They always seem to cause trou-
ble, like they’re looking for a fight.”

Jade and Albert exchanged a sympathetic
glance, understanding and mirroring Dave’s
frustration all too well. The man in the red
hat had been just one in a long line of many
troublemakers they had encountered during
their travels.

“Yeah, they definitely seem to have a knack

for stirring up trouble,” Albert agreed, his
tone grim.
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But despite the lingering tension in the air,
Dave’s mood quickly shifted as he turned to
Jade and Albert with a hopeful smile. “Hey,
speaking of trouble, I've been thinking,” he
said, his voice brightening. “We could really
use some new roommates to help with the
rent. What do you say?”

Jade and Albert exchanged a surprised
glance, caught off guard by Dave’s sudden
tirade and then return to the proposal. But
as they considered the offer, a sense of
opportunity blossomed within them. Renting
a room from Dave and his girlfriend would
not only provide them with a cheaper place
to stay but would also allow them to keep a
closer eye on the goings-on at Animations
and the rave scene in general.

“I think that’s a great idea,” Jade said, her
voice filled with enthusiasm. “We could use
a change of scenery, and it would be nice to
have a place to call home.”

Albert nodded in agreement, a sense of
relief washing over him at the thought of
having a stable place to stay. “Yeah, | think
it's worth a shot,” he said, his tone hopeful.
With a shared sense of excitement, Jade,
Albert, and Dave sealed the deal with a
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handshake, their partnership forged in the
crucible of their shared disdain for men in
red hats. As they finished their conversa-
tion, the prospect of becoming roommates
filled them with a sense of optimism for the
future.

Outside the bar, in the dimly lit confines of
the surveillance van parked discreetly down
the street from Animations, Agent Rachel
Bennett and her team sat huddled around a
bank of monitors, their eyes fixed on the live
feed monitoring the front door of the bar.
The tension in the air was heavy as they
watched the events unfolding outside, wait-
ing for any sign of the elusive serial killer’s
presence.

As they observed the staff escorting the
man in the red hat out of the bar, a murmur
of interest rippled through the van. Agent
Bennett leaned forward, her face filled with
concern as she studied the scene before
her.

“I think that’s our guy,” she said, her voice
low but determined. “Let’s follow him and
see where he leads us. The serial killer
likes guys with red hats. This buffoon could
be the next victim.”
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Her team nodded in agreement, their move-
ments swift and efficient as they prepared
to tail the man in the red hat. With skilled
precision, they moved out of the van and
onto the streets, blending seamlessly into
the night as they pursued their target.

Meanwhile, the man in the red hat stag-
gered along the sidewalk, his movements
unsteady and erratic as he struggled to
maintain his balance. His mind clouded
with alcohol, he stumbled aimlessly through
the darkness, unaware of the danger that
lurked in the shadows.

Finally, he came upon a parked car along
the roadside, its windows tinted and its
interior shrouded in darkness. With a drunk-
en laugh, he fumbled with the handle of the
door, swinging it open with a clumsy flour-
ish before collapsing into the backseat in a
drunken stupor.

Following from a safe distance, Agent
Bennett and her team watched holding their
breath as their target stumbled into the car
and passed out. With a satisfied nod, Agent
Bennett gave the signal to retreat, her team
moving swiftly to return to their original posi-
tion down the street from Animations.
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As they settled back into their surveillance,
the tension in the van eased slightly, re-
placed by a sense of cautious optimism.
Though they had yet to uncover any con-
crete leads on the serial killer’s identity,
they knew that they were one step closer to
bringing him to justice. And as they contin-
ued to watch and wait, their determination
to stop the Crimson Shadow only grew
stronger with each passing moment.

As the night wore on and the pulsating
beats of the music faded into silence, Ani-
mations fell quiet, the last patrons trickling
out into the darkness of the night. Inside the
surveillance van parked down the street,
Agent Rachel Bennett and her team sat
huddled around the monitors, their eyes
weary but vigilant as they watched the emp-
ty streets for any sign of the elusive serial
killer.

But as the minutes stretched into hours and
the night grew deeper, there was still no
sign of the Crimson Shadow. With a heavy
sigh, Agent Bennett finally called it a night,
her voice tinged with frustration as she sig-
naled to her team to pack up and head back
to headquarters.
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“We’ll pick up the trail again tomorrow,” she
said, her tone resolute but weary. “We won'’t
rest until we find him.”

With a sense of resignation, the team be-
gan to shut down the equipment and gather
their belongings, their movements slow

and methodical as they prepared to leave
the scene. As they stepped out of the van
and onto the quiet streets, the weight of
their failure hung heavy in the air, a silent
reminder of the challenges of tracking a
cunning murderer.

But despite the disappointment of another
fruitless night, Agent Bennett and her team
remained undeterred in their pursuit of the
Crimson Shadow. They knew that the road
ahead would be long and difficult, but they
were determined to see it through to the
end, no matter what obstacles they encoun-
tered along the way.

And as they disappeared into the darkness
of the night, the streets of Detroit fell silent
once more, the promise of a new day on the
horizon, and the hope of bringing an end to
the reign of terror that had gripped the city
for far too long.
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As the night sky relinquished its grip on
the city, the streets of Detroit lay dormant,
awaiting the dawn that would bring a new
day.

Billy and Emily, two transgender siblings
bound by a shared dark family history,
stepped out into the morning light once
again as Albert and Jade, their footsteps
carrying them towards their new place of
work.

As Albert and Jade approached Animations
in the early hours of the afternoon that day,
a sense of unease settled over them as
they passed the crime scene that had been
roped off by the local police and FBI. The
flashing lights and yellow tape served as a
grim reminder of the dangers that lurked in
the shadows of the city.

A solitary figure, motionless and lifeless,
slumped inside the car’s confines, his head
tilted to the side, a bright red hat sitting
askew. Albert and Jade’s hearts sank as
they realized this was no mere traffic vio-
lation but a grim scene all too familiar to
them. The twisted siblings, with their own
deep understanding of the city’s dark under-
belly, recognized the telltale signs of the se-
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rial killer’s handiwork. The Killer, a copycat
mimicking their own past deeds, had left an-
other victim as an ominous gift. The police,
usually a comforting sight, seemed almost
superfluous in the face of this sinister phe-
nomenon. Albert and Jade knew that this
was a sign, a message directed at them, a
twisted welcome back to a nightmare they
thought they’d left behind.
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Chapter 27: Too Close for Comfort

As they entered the bar, the atmosphere
was heavy with tension, the events of the
previous night weighing heavily on every-
one’s minds. DJ Dave and his girlfriend Am-
ber were already there, their expressions
somber as they huddled together in conver-
sation. Wendy, the waitress, joined them,
her eyes wide with shock and disbelief.

“Can you believe it?” Dave said, his voice
barely above a whisper as he glanced over
at Albert and Jade. “The guy who caused
all that trouble last night... he’s dead. The
serial killer got him too.”

Albert and Jade exchanged a grim glance,
the weight of the news settling heavily on
their shoulders. They knew that the Crim-
son Shadow was still out there, lurking in
the darkness, waiting to strike again. They
must be close with this many red hats
showing up dead in the neighborhood.

“It's just... surreal,” Amber said, her voice
void of sadness. “He was obnoxious, and
he didn’t deserve to die in the back of that

”

car...
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Wendy nodded in agreement, her eyes
brimming with tears. “I can’t believe this is
happening,” she said, her voice trembling
with emotion. “It’s like we’re living in a night-
mare.”

As they stood in silence, the gravity of the
situation weighing heavily on them, Albert
and Jade exchanged a silent glance. They
knew that they couldn’t let fear paralyze
them. They had to keep pushing forward,
no matter what. This copycat was close and
their patience most certainly would pay off
soon.

“They’ll catch this guy,” Albert said, his
voice filled with conviction. “That agent
won't rest until she brings him to justice.”

Jade nodded in agreement, her gaze
steady as she met Albert’s eyes. “Yeah, it
appears as if she’ll do whatever it takes,”
she said, her voice unwavering. “She was
at the scene when we walked by.”

As the day continued on and Animations
prepared to open its doors once again, the
atmosphere inside the bar remained tense
in the wake of the recent tragedy. Albert and
Jade were busy behind the bar, their minds

330



still reeling from the news of the latest vic-
tim of the Crimson Shadow.

Suddenly, the door swung open, and Agent
Rachel Bennett and her team of FBI agents
strode into the bar, their expressions grim
as they surveyed the scene before them
once again. The staff glanced up in sur-
prise, their curiosity piqued by the sudden
intrusion.

Agent Bennett approached the bar with a
sense of urgency, her eyes fixed on the
surveillance cameras mounted around the
bar. “We need to see the footage from last
night,” she said, her voice brisk and busi-
nesslike. “Both inside cameras and the
outside ones too.”

Without hesitation, the manager on duty Mi-
chelle led the agents to the security room,
where the monitors displayed a live feed

of the bar’s interior and exterior. Quickly,
she pulled up the footage from the previ-
ous night, rewinding the tape to the crucial
moments after the man in the red hat had
passed out in the empty car.

As they watched the footage, a hushed
silence fell over the room, broken only by
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the soft hum of the fluorescent lights. The
agents leaned in close, their eyes scanning
the screen for any sign of the elusive serial
killer.

And then, there it was - a figure cloaked

in a hoodie with a crimson letter A, their
features obscured by the darkness of the
night. They approached the car where the
man had been found, their movements swift
and deliberate. With a quick glance around,
they opened the back door, reached inside
for a few seconds, and then took off run-
ning down the street, disappearing into the
shadows.

Agent Bennett froze, her heart pounding in
her chest as she realized the significance
of what they had just witnessed. “That’s our
guy,” she shrieked, her voice booming with
authority.

But as they studied the footage, it became
clear that the figure’s face was obscured,
making it impossible to identify them. With

a frustrated sigh, Agent Bennett turned to
Animation’s manager, her expression grave.

“We’re no closer to catching him,” she said,
her tone heavy with disappointment. “But
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we won'’t give up. We’'ll keep pushing for-
ward until we bring him to justice, no matter
what it takes. We know this fucker is close
and we’re gonna nail him!”

With a shared sense of dread, Michelle
nodded in agreement, knowing that find-
ing this crazed lunatic was the priority to
keep her staff and patrons safe. As the FBI
agents filed out of the bar, Michelle’s mind
filled with questions and uncertainty, she
exchanged a glance with Albert and Jade,
her concern stronger than ever. This serial
killer was amidst a reign of terror that had
gripped their city, and it was directly target-
ing her patrons.

A few minutes later in the cramped office of
Animations, Michelle sat at her desk con-
centrating as she sifted through a stack of
paperwork. The upcoming weekend loomed
large in her mind, filled with the promise

of a massive rave that was sure to draw
crowds from far and wide.

As she reviewed the plans for the event,

a sense of urgency settled over her, and
she reached for the phone, dialing Jeff, the
head of security, with a sense of purpose.
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“Jeff, it's Michelle,” she said, her voice firm
but composed. “I need you to call in extra
guys for the weekend. We're expecting a
huge turnout for the rave, and | want to
make sure everything goes smoothly.”

On the other end of the line, Jeff’'s voice
crackled with static as he replied, his tone
filled with understanding. “Got it, Michelle,”
he said, his voice steady. “I'll get the word
out and make sure we’re fully staffed and
prepared for whatever comes our way.”

With a sense of relief, Michelle hung up

the phone and leaned back in her chair, a
weight lifted from her shoulders. She knew
that with Jeff and his team on the job, they
would be able to handle whatever surprises
the weekend had in store.

After ensuring that extra security measures
were in place, Michelle turned her attention
to another crucial aspect of the upcoming
rave: staffing the bar. With a surge of pa-
trons expected, she knew that they would
need additional bartenders, barbacks, and
waitresses to keep up with the demand.

Picking up the phone once again, Michelle
dialed the numbers of a few trusted employ-
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ees, her fingers moving swiftly to turn the
rotary dial as she made the calls.

“‘Hey there, it's Michelle,” she greeted each
one warmly as they answered. “Listen,
we’ve got a huge rave coming up this week-
end, and | could really use your help. Are
you available to work?”

On the other end of the line, the responses
varied, but Michelle’s persuasive tone and
the promise of extra pay convinced several
of them to rearrange their schedules and
commit to the shift.

“That’s great to hear,” Michelle said, her
voice filled with gratitude. “We’re going to
need all hands on deck for this one, and |
know | can count on you to help make it a
success.”

As she hung up the phone, a sense of
satisfaction washed over her. With the
additional staff in place, she felt confident
that they would be able to handle the influx
of patrons and ensure that everyone had

a memorable and enjoyable experience at
the rave. And as she returned her attention
to the preparations for the event, a smile
tugged at the corners of her lips. With the
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team fully assembled and ready to go, she
knew that they were poised for success.

As Michelle wrapped up her phone calls,
arranging for extra staff to work the upcom-
ing rave, Albert walked into the office, a
few wine bottles in hand. His attention was
immediately drawn to the conversation, and
he paused in the doorway, listening intently
as Michelle spoke.

“...we’ve got a huge rave coming up this
weekend,” Michelle was saying, her voice
filled with excitement. “And I've just secured
DJ Baby Amie to headline the event. She’s
got a massive following, and | have a feel-
ing this is going to be our biggest turnout
yet.”

Albert’s ears perked up at the mention of DJ
Baby Amie. He had heard of her legendary
status in the rave scene, and the prospect
of having her headline the event only add-
ed to his excitement. This would draw out
the copycat killer for sure. He knew what
type of victim they would be going for, so

he would keep his attention on any patrons
that fit that M.O.

As Michelle continued to discuss the details
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of the rave, Albert couldn’t help but feel a
surge of anticipation. With a grin, Albert
stepped into the office, catching Michelle’s
eye as he did so. “Sounds like it's going to
be quite the party,” he said, his voice filled
with enthusiasm.

Michelle nodded, her own excitement evi-
dent as she replied, “You bet it will be. And
with DJ Baby Amie on board, it's going to
be one for the books.”

As Albert joined Michelle at her desk, the
two of them began to discuss the final
preparations for the event. With this popular
DJ at the helm, they knew that the rave was
sure to be a night to remember, and they
were determined to make it a big hit.

Later that evening, as preparations for

the upcoming rave continued, Jade found
herself in conversation with DJ Dave behind
the turntables. The air was charged with
excitement as they discussed the details

of the event, but Jade couldn’t shake the
feeling that something was off.

“So, is Amber going to be working the rave
too?” Jade asked casually, her tone light as
she sipped on her drink.
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Dave’s response was immediate, but there
was a hint of nervousness in his voice as he
replied, “Uh, yeah, she’ll be there. Why do
you ask?”

Jade couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but
there was something in Dave’s demean-
or that set off alarm bells in her mind. He
seemed edgy, his eyes darting around the
room as if he was looking for an escape
route.

“Just curious,” Jade replied, trying to keep
her tone light despite the unease gnawing
at her. “| know we’ve all been looking for-
ward to the rave, and | was hoping to catch
up with her while we’re working.”

Dave nodded, but there was a tightness in
his expression that didn’t go unnoticed by
Jade. “Yeah, she’ll be there,” he repeated,
his voice strained. “But I've got to go check
on something. I'll catch up with you later,
okay?”

With that, Dave hurried off, leaving Jade

to ponder his strange behavior. Something
wasn’t right, she realized, and she couldn’t
shake the feeling that there was more to the
situation than met the eye.
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As she watched Dave disappear into the
crowd, a sense of unease settled over her.
She knew that she would have to keep a
close eye on him in the hours leading up to
the rave, determined to uncover the truth
behind his sudden nervousness. Whatever
secrets he was hiding, Jade was deter-
mined to uncover them before it was too
late.

After a night filled with high energy danc-
ing and excitement, the shift at Animations
came to a close without any incidents. Re-
lieved and exhilarated from the successful
preparations for the upcoming rave, Albert,
Jade, DJ Dave, Amber, Wendy, and a few
other staff members decided to celebrate
with a late-night breakfast at Jerry’s Restau-
rant, a local favorite known for its hearty
fare and friendly atmosphere.

As they entered the bustling diner, the scent
of sizzling bacon and freshly brewed cof-
fee greeted them, warming their spirits and
invigorating their appetites. They crowded
into a cozy booth for eight near the window,
their laughter and chatter mingling with the
sounds of clinking dishes and other animat-
ed conversations throughout the restaurant.
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“Ah, nothing like a late-night breakfast after
a long shift,” Albert remarked with a con-
tented sigh as he perused the menu, his
stomach growling in anticipation.

Jade nodded in agreement, a smile playing
at the corners of her lips as she scanned
the array of options before her. “I'll take the
Belgian waffles with extra whipped cream,
please,” she said, her voice tinged with
excitement.

Dave and Amber joined in the festivities,
their laughter filling the air as they remi-

nisced about past events at the club and
shared stories of their experiences in the
nightlife scene.

Wendy, the waitress from Animations,
chimed in with a grin, her eyes sparkling
with mischief as she teased Dave about his
upcoming DJ set at the rave. “Better make
sure you’ve got some killer beats lined up,”
she said, her voice playful. “We can’t have
the party dying on your watch.”

Dave chuckled good-naturedly, his eyes
alight with excitement as he replied, “Don’t
worry, I've got it covered. This rave will be
remembered for the ages.”
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As they bantered back and forth, the restau-
rant staff bustled about, delivering steaming
plates of food and refilling coffee mugs with
mad skills. The atmosphere was lively and
convivial, a celebration of friendship and
camaraderie in the wee hours of the early
morning.

And as they dug into their meals with gusto,
savoring every bite and enjoying each oth-
er’'s company, Albert, Jade, DJ Dave, Am-
ber, Wendy, and the rest of the staff knew
that they were more than just colleagues

- they were a family, bound together by their
shared passion for music, nightlife, and the
thrill of the party. And as they toasted to

the success of the upcoming rave and the
bonds that held them together, they knew
that whatever challenges lay ahead, they
would face them together, united in their
pursuit of adventure and excitement in the
vibrant city they called home.

As the late-night breakfast unfolded at Jer-
ry’s Restaurant, the lively chatter and laugh-
ter filled the air, creating an atmosphere

of warmth and camaraderie. Amidst the
clinking of utensils and the sizzle of the grill,
Wendy leaned across the table to address
Amber, her eyes bright with anticipation.
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“‘Hey Amber, are you going to be working
this Saturday for the big rave?” Wendy
asked eagerly, her excitement palpable.

Amber hesitated for a moment, her brow
furrowing with uncertainty before she shook
her head slowly. “No, | don’t think so,” she
replied, her tone hesitant. “I've got some
other plans with my mom.”

But before Amber could finish her sentence,
Dave interjected, his voice eager as he
spoke up on her behalf. “Actually, Amber
will be there,” he said, his tone confident.
“She has a shift scheduled, right Amber?”

Amber’s eyes widened in surprise at Dave’s
sudden assertion, and for a moment, con-
fusion flickered across her features as she
exchanged a puzzled glance with him. “Uh,
yeah, sure,” she stammered, her voice un-
steady. “I'll be there.”

Their exchange was met with a moment

of awkward silence, the atmosphere at

the table growing tense as Jade and the
others looked on, sensing the underlying
tension between Dave and Amber. Because
of the discomfort in the air, Wendy quickly
changed the subject, diverting the conver-
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sation to a much lighter topic.

Jade watched the exchange with keen
interest, her sharp eyes taking in the subtle
nuances of their interaction. Though she
didn’t say anything at the moment, a nag-
ging sense of suspicion lingered in the back
of her mind, a feeling that there was more
to the situation than met the eye.

As the conversation shifted and the mood at
the table lightened once more, Jade made
a mental note to keep an eye on Dave and
Amber. Whatever secrets they were hiding,
she was determined to uncover them before
it was too late.

After a satisfying meal and more lightheart-
ed conversation, the late-night breakfast

at Jerry’s Restaurant drew to a close, and
one by one, the staff members bid each
other farewell and headed home for some
much-needed rest.

As the night settled over the city, Jade and
Albert returned to their room at Dave and
Amber’s place, their footsteps quiet as they
made their way down the dimly lit hallway.
Once inside their bedroom, they lowered
their voices to a gentle whisper, their ex-
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pressions grave as they discussed the
events of the evening.

‘I don’t know, Albert,” Jade murmured, her
voice barely above a squeak as she paced
back and forth across the room. “Something
just doesn’t add up about Dave and Amber.”

Albert frowned, his brow bent with concern
as he listened to Jade’s words. “What do
you mean?” he asked, his voice tinged with
worry.

Jade paused, her mind racing as she tried
to piece together the puzzle that had been
nagging at her since before their late-night
breakfast. “It's just... the way they were
acting,” she explained, her tone troubled.
“‘Amber said she wasn’t working the rave,
but then Dave insisted she was. And then
they both got all weird when Wendy asked
about it.”

Albert’s expression darkened as he consid-
ered Jade’s words, the pieces of the puzzle
beginning to fall into place. “You think...
Dave might be the copycat killer?” he
asked, his voice barely a whisper.

Jade nodded, her stomach churning with
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unease at the thought. “It’s starting to seem
that way,” she admitted, her voice heavy
with apprehension. “I mean, it would explain
why he’s been acting so strange lately.”

As they huddled together in the dimly lit
room, the weight of their suspicions hang-
ing heavy in the air, Jade and Albert knew
that they had stumbled upon something

far more sinister than they could have ever
imagined. Now, they were determined more
than ever to uncover the truth behind Dave
and Amber’s strange behavior before it was
too late. Whatever secrets they were hiding,
Jade and Albert were determined to bring
them to light and put an end to those who
would steal their own victims.

The next morning, after Dave and Amber
had left to run errands, Jade and Albert
exchanged a devious glance, their determi-
nation unwavering as they set out to search
the house for clues. They moved quietly
and methodically, their hearts pounding with
anticipation as they combed through Dave’s
belongings, searching for any evidence that
might confirm their suspicions.

In Dave’s closet, hidden among a pile of
clothes, they made a chilling discovery: a
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hoodie with a crimson letter “A” embroi-
dered on the front. Jade’s breath caught in
her throat as she reached out to touch the
fabric, her fingers trembling with disbelief.

“This is it,” she whispered, her voice barely
audible as she held up the hoodie for Albert
to see. “This is the proof we’ve been looking
for.”

Albert’s eyes widened in shock as he took
in the damning evidence before him. “Dave
is the copycat killer,” he said, his voice filled
with certainty. “There’s no other explana-
tion.”

With the truth laid bare before them, Jade
and Albert wasted no time in formulating a
plan to trap Dave and bring him to justice.
They knew that they couldn’t confront him
directly - not without risking their own safe-
ty - but they were determined to stop him
before he could claim any more victims.

“We’ll have to be careful,” Jade said, her
voice tinged with urgency. “We need to
catch him in the act without him suspecting
anything.”

Albert nodded in agreement, his mind al-
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ready racing with ideas. “We'll set a trap,”
he said, his tone resolute. “We’ll lure him
with a potential victim and then take him to
be our own.”

As they plotted their next move, Jade and
Albert knew that they were embarking on

a dangerous path. But they were willing to
risk everything to put an end to Dave’s reign
as the baddest serial killer on the block.
With the hoodie as their key piece of evi-
dence, they were one step closer to achiev-
ing their goal - and they were determined to
see it through to the end.

As Jade and Albert hurriedly made their
way through the house, their hearts raced
with adrenaline, their minds consumed with
thoughts of the damning evidence they had
just discovered. They moved quickly, their
footsteps echoing in the empty hallway as
they reached their destination just in time
to hear the sound of Dave and Amber’s car
pulling into the driveway outside.

With a sense of urgency, they rushed to tidy
up the evidence they had just uncovered,
their movements swift but clumsy in their
haste. In their rush, they didn’t have time

to ensure that everything was back in its
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proper place, leaving behind subtle signs of
their intrusion.

As they settled into the couch watching TV,
the tension in the air was palpable, their
hearts pounding in their chests as they wait-
ed for Dave and Amber to enter the house.
Every moment of silence, heightening their
sense of apprehension.

Finally, the door swung open, and Dave and
Amber stepped inside, their voices echoing
through the house as they greeted each
other with tired smiles. Amber’s keen eyes
scanned the room, taking in the subtle signs
of disturbance, but she said nothing, her ex-
pression unreadable as she followed Dave
into their bedroom.

Jade and Albert exchanged a wary glance,
their hearts pounding with uncertainty as
they listened to the muffled sounds of con-
versation drifting through the walls. They
knew that their discovery had put them on
a dangerous path, one that could have dire
consequences if they weren’t careful.

With Dave and Amber now in their sights,
they knew that they were closer than ever
to having their next taste of blood.
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As Albert and Jade sat in the living room,
their ears strained to catch any snippet of
conversation drifting from Dave and Am-
ber’s room. Despite their best efforts, the
soundproofing of the walls dampened most
of the dialogue, leaving them only able to
discern the muffled tones of an argument.

Frustration gnawed at them as they strained
to make out the words, but it was futile. All
they could gather were hushed murmurs
and the occasional rise in volume indicating
escalating tension.

Suddenly, the door to Dave and Amber’s
room burst open with a resounding slam,
jolting Albert and Jade from their tense
reverie. Dave stormed out, his expression
twisted with anger, the door rattling on its
hinges as he left.

“Fine! | guess she’s not fucking working
tomorrow night then!” Dave’s voice echoed
through the hallway, his words dripping with
venom and frustration.

Albert and Jade exchanged a glance, their
hearts sinking at the realization of what
they had just overheard. It was clear that
tensions between Dave and Amber had
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reached a boiling point, and whatever plans
they had made for the rave were now in
jeopardy.

But amidst the turmoil, a spark of hope
flickered in Jade’s eyes. If Amber wasn’t
working the rave, it meant that Dave would
be there alone - vulnerable and exposed. It
was the perfect opportunity to set their trap
and catch him in the act.

With a silent nod of determination, Albert
and Jade began to finalize their plans,
knowing that they were one step closer to
bringing the copycat killer to an end.
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Chapter 28: The Big Night

The pulsating beats of electronic music
filled the air, reverberating through the
packed dance floor of Animations as the
night of the big rave unfolded. The club was
alive with energy, the air thick with anticipa-
tion as partygoers from all walks of life and
hundreds of miles away came together to
dance the night away to the blissful beats of
DJ Baby Amie.

On the stage, DJ Dave and DJ Jade stood
side by side, their fingers flying across the
decks as they dueled back and forth, each
one eager to pump up the crowd and set
the stage for the headliner.

The lights flashed and swirled, casting ka-
leidoscopic patterns across the faces of the
ecstatic crowd as they danced and cheered,
caught up in the electrifying energy of the
music.

Jade grinned as she felt the energy of the
crowd surge through her, her heart pound-
ing in time with the pulsating beats as she
worked her magic on the decks. Beside
her, Dave matched her move for move, his
expression fierce with determination as he
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battled for control of the crowd’s attention.

As the night wore on, the tension between
them mounted, each one pushing them-
selves to their limits in a bid to outshine the
other. But beneath the surface, there was a
mutual respect and camaraderie, born from
their shared love of music and the thrill of
performing for a captivated audience.

And then, as the clock struck midnight, it
was time for the moment they had all been
waiting for - the arrival of DJ Baby Amie.
The crowd erupted into cheers and ap-
plause as she took the stage, her presence
commanding and powerful as she launched
into her set with gusto.

Jade and Dave stepped aside, their hearts
pounding with excitement as they watched
the crowd come alive in response to Baby
Amie’s infectious beats. The energy was
electric, the atmosphere charged with antic-
ipation as the rave reached its crescendo.

Inside the rave, the undercover agents
moved through the crowd with practiced
ease, their eyes scanning the sea of faces
for any sign of suspicious activity. Dressed
in rave attire that blended seamlessly with
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the partygoers around them, they worked
diligently to keep a low profile as they min-
gled among the revelers.

In a discreet corner of the club, two of the
agents huddled together, their expressions
serious as they conferred in hushed tones.
‘Remember, the serial killer likes to target
guys in red hats,” one of them whispered,
his voice barely audible over the pounding
bass of the music. “We need to keep an eye
out for anyone who fits that description.”

His partner nodded in agreement, her eyes
darting around the room as she scanned
the crowd for any potential victims. “Got it,”
she replied, her voice determined. “Let’s
stay close and keep our eyes peeled. We
can’t afford to let our guard down for a sec-
ond.”

Meanwhile, back in the surveillance van
parked outside the club, the lead agent
monitored the situation closely, her eyes
fixed on the live feed from the hidden cam-
eras inside. With a sense of urgency, she
relayed instructions to her team, reminding
them of the importance of their mission and
the need to remain vigilant at all times.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



“We’ve got several guys in red hats in the
building tonight,” she said, her voice crack-
ling over the radio. “Stay close, but don’t
draw attention to yourselves. We need to
catch this killer before he strikes again, and
we can’t afford to let him slip through our
fingers.”

As the night wore on and the tension
mounted, the undercover agents worked
tirelessly to fulfill their mission, their sens-
es heightened and their focus unwavering.
With the fate of innocent lives hanging in
the balance, they knew that failure was not
an option.

As the rave continued to pulse with energy
and excitement, Dave approached Jade
with a sense of urgency in his stride. He
leaned in close, his voice low and urgent as
he spoke to her.

“‘Hey Jade, | need to step away for a min-
ute,” he said, his tone clipped. “I've got to
make a quick call on the payphone.”

Jade nodded in understanding, her brow
showing concern as she watched him go.
There was something in Dave’s demeanor
that again set off alarm bells in her mind,
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a sense of tension and frustration that was
palpable even from a distance.

As Dave made his way to the payphone,
Jade kept a watchful eye on him, her gaze
never wavering as she observed his ev-
ery move. She could tell from the way he
clenched his jaw and his fists that the call
was not going well, but she couldn’t hear
what was being said.

With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stom-
ach, Jade watched as Dave’s anger boiled
over, his fists clenching tightly at his sides
as he slammed down the receiver in frustra-
tion. Without a word, he stormed off into the
back office, disappearing from sight.

Jade’s mind raced with questions, but she
knew that now was not the time to confront
Dave about whatever had just transpired.
Instead, she resolved to keep a close eye
on him and remain vigilant for any signs of
trouble.

As she watched him disappear into the
shadows, a sense of unease settled over
her, the weight of uncertainty hanging
heavy in the air. Whatever was going on
with Dave, Jade knew that she needed to
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stay on high alert and be ready to act at a
moment’s notice.

As DJ Baby Amie commanded the stage,
her beats electrifying the crowd and send-
ing them into a frenzy, the rave reached its
peak. The dance floor pulsed with energy,
bodies moving in synchrony to the pounding
rhythm, and the air was thick with lust and
sweat.

Amidst the chaos, Albert worked tirelessly
behind the bar, clearing empty drinks, grab-
bing ice and keeping the bar fully stocked.
But even as he worked, his senses were on
high alert, his eyes scanning the crowd for
any sign of the copycat Killer.

In the midst of the pulsating music and
flashing lights, Albert caught sight of Dave
storming off into the office, his expression
dark and troubled. Without hesitation, Albert
followed, his footsteps quick and deter-
mined as he pursued his colleague into the
tightly cramped space.

“‘Dave, what’s going on?” Albert asked, his
voice filled with concern as he approached.

Dave turned to face him, his features twist-
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ed with anger and frustration. “None of your
damn business,” he snapped, his voice
sharp and defensive. “Just stay out of it,
okay?”

Albert’s brow furrowed with confusion, but
before he could press the issue further,
Dave turned on his heel and stormed back
out into the crowd, disappearing into the
sea of dancing bodies.

Left standing alone in the small office,
Albert’s mind raced with questions, but he
knew that now was not the time to dwell on
them. With the rave reaching its peak and
the threat of the copycat killer still looming
large, he resolved to stay vigilant and keep
a close eye on Dave - whatever secrets he
was hiding, Albert was determined to un-
cover them before it was too late.

In the midst of the pulsating music and
swirling lights, a sudden commotion erupted
on the crowded dance floor. A heated ex-
change escalated into a physical altercation
as two guys clashed in the center of the
room, their fists flying in a flurry of angry
blows.

The crowd around them surged and part-
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ed, creating a ring of onlookers as the fight
unfolded. Amidst the chaos, one of the
combatants stood out - a guy wearing a
distinctive red hat, the bright color a stark
contrast to the neon green and orange lit
surroundings.

Security moved swiftly to intervene, their
trained eyes honing in on the source of the
disturbance. With strength, they waded into
the fray, their firm but gentle hands working
to separate the brawlers and defuse the
tension.

“Break it up, guys! Break it up!” one of the
security guards shouted above the din, his
voice commanding and authoritative as he
moved to restore order.

With a final shove, the brawlers were pulled
apart, their adrenaline-fueled struggle com-
ing to an abrupt end. Breathing heavily and
still seething with anger, they were escort-
ed to the door by the security team, their
protests drowned out by the pulsating beat
of the music.

As the crowd around them dispersed and
returned to the rhythm of the dance floor,
a sense of calm descended over the club
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once more. But the incident served as a
stark reminder of the potential for chaos
that lurked beneath the surface, a reminder
that even in the midst of celebration, danger
could rear its head at any moment.

As the chaos on the dance floor subsided
and the crowd began to settle, DJ Baby
Amie’s voice rang out over the speakers,
her words carrying a message of peace and
unity.

“Alright, everyone, let’s spread some peace
and love tonight,” she called out over the
mic, her voice commanding and soothing
at the same time. “We’re all here to have a
good time, so let’s leave the drama at the
door and just vibe together.”

Her words resonated with the crowd, their
cheers and applause filling the air as they
responded to her message of positivity. And
as the music shifted into a new thread of
beats, a sense of calm descended over the
dance floor, the pulsating rhythm entrancing
the crowd into a peaceful lull.

Meanwhile, Jade’s attention was drawn to
Dave once again as she noticed him on
the payphone, his expression tense and
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agitated. Determined to uncover the truth
behind his mysterious behavior, she moved
in closer, straining to catch any snippet of
conversation.

But despite her efforts, she couldn’t make
out much over the noise of the club, only
catching the tail end of Dave’s heated ex-
change before he slammed down the phone
in frustration.

“Fuck you too, Amber!” his voice rang out,
his words dripping with anger and resent-
ment.

Jade’s heart sank at the revelation, her
suspicions confirmed by Dave’s outburst.
Whatever was going on between him and
Amber, it was clear that tensions were run-
ning high, and the situation was reaching a
breaking point.

With a sense of urgency, Jade knew that
she needed to act fast. As Dave stormed
off into the crowd once again, disappearing
from sight, she resolved to find Albert and
tell him about what was going on.

As the rave continued to pulse with energy
around them, Albert and Jade found a quiet
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corner to confer, their expressions grave as
they discussed the events of the evening.

“Did you see Dave on the phone again?”
Albert asked, his voice low and tinged with
concern.

Jade nodded grimly, her brow furrowed with
worry. “Yeah, | saw,” she replied. “And did
you hear what he said? Something about

‘Fuck you too, Amber’.

Albert’s eyes widened in surprise at the
revelation, his mind racing with possibili-
ties. “That’s strange,” he mused, his voice
thoughtful. “I wonder what’s going on be-
tween them.”

Jade shrugged, her expression troubled. “I
don’t know, but it can’t be good,” she said.
“And it’s not just that - Dave’s been acting
weird all night. Did you see how he stormed
off into the office earlier?”

Albert nodded, his mind whirling with ques-
tions. “Yeah, | noticed,” he admitted. “It’s
like he’s hiding something, but | can’t figure
out what. | asked him what’s up and he bit
my head off.”
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The two of them lapsed into a thoughtful
silence, the weight of their suspicions hang-
ing heavy in the air. In the midst of the pul-
sating music and flashing lights, they knew
that they were facing a dangerous situation,
one that threatened not only their safety but
the safety of everyone around them.

But amidst the uncertainty, one thing was
clear - they couldn’t ignore Dave’s strange
behavior any longer. With the truth tantaliz-
ingly close, Albert and Jade knew that they
had to keep a close eye on him and uncov-
er the secrets he was hiding, no matter the
cost.

As the night wore on and the final beats

of DJ Baby Amie’s set faded into the early
hours of the morning, the big rave came to
a close without any further incidents. The
crowd dispersed, their spirits high and their
hearts full from a night of music and cele-
bration.

With the club now empty save for the staff,
the team set to work on cleaning up the
aftermath of the event. Amidst the chaos of
dismantling equipment and clearing away
debris, there was a sense of camaraderie
and shared purpose as they worked togeth-
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er to restore order to the club.

Once the cleanup was complete, the ex-
hausted but satisfied staff members gath-
ered together, their laughter and chatter
filling the air as they made plans to unwind
and relax after a long night’s work. It was
then that Dave, still acting strangely, insist-
ed that everyone go on without him and that
he would catch up later.

Jade and Albert exchanged a wary glance,
their suspicions about Dave’s behavior
deepening with each passing moment. But
despite their misgivings, they knew that
they couldn’t let their guard down now - not
when the threat of the copycat killer still
loomed large.

With a sense of unease gnawing at their
insides, Jade and Albert reluctantly agreed
to join the rest of the crew for breakfast at
Jerry’s, their minds never straying far from
Dave as they made their way to the diner.

As they settled into their seats and the
conversation flowed around them, Jade
and Albert couldn’t shake the feeling of
unease that lingered in the air. But amidst
the laughter and camaraderie of their fellow
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staff members, they found a small measure
of comfort.

As Jade and Albert sat at the table with the
rest of the crew, their minds weighed down
by the events of the night, they found it diffi-
cult to fully immerse themselves in the jovial
atmosphere. Despite the friendly banter and
laughter that surrounded them, an under-
current of tension lingered beneath the
surface, a constant reminder of the dangers
they still faced.

With each passing moment, their unease
grew, fueled by the nagging feeling that
they were being watched, that danger
lurked just beyond the edges of their per-
ception. And as they forced themselves to
eat, their movements mechanical and their
appetites diminished, they knew that they
couldn’t linger here any longer.

With a shared glance, Jade and Albert
silently agreed that it was time to leave.
Excusing themselves from the table with
hurried apologies, they made a swift exit
from the diner, the cool night air washing
over them like a welcome reprieve from the
stifling atmosphere inside.
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As they stepped out onto the deserted
street, their senses heightened and their
hearts pounding with adrenaline, they knew
that they had to get home - to find out what
Dave was up to if nothing else. And with
each step they took, the distance between
them and the copycat killer grew smaller.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



Chapter 29: Darkness Falls

As Albert and Jade stepped through the
threshold of the house they shared with
Dave and Amber, a heavy silence greeted
them, shrouding the familiar surroundings in
an eerie stillness. The darkness seemed to
cling to the walls, enveloping everything in
its suffocating embrace, and the absence of
light sent a shiver down their spines.

‘Dave? Amber?” Jade called out, her voice
trembling with unease as she flicked the
light switch, only to be met with stubborn
darkness. The lights remained unrespon-
sive, casting the house into an impenetrable
gloom.

Albert’s heart quickened with apprehension
as he scanned the room, his eyes search-
ing for any sign of their roommates. And
then, in the dim glow of the moonlight filter-
ing through the curtains, he spotted Dave
sitting tied up in a chair, his figure eerily still
and unmoving.

“‘D-Dave?” Albert stammered, his voice
barely above a whisper as he approached
cautiously. But there was no response, no
flicker of recognition in Dave’s vacant gaze.
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As they drew closer, a sense of dread
settled over them like a heavy cloak, weigh-
ing down their every step. Something was
terribly wrong, and the darkness seemed to
whisper secrets that they dared not hear.

With trembling hands, Jade reached out to
touch Dave’s shoulder, her fingers brush-
ing against his skin like a ghostly caress.
But there was no warmth, no sign of life in
his still form, and a cold chill ran down her
spine at the realization of his plight.

“‘He... he’s dead,” she whispered, her voice
barely audible in the oppressive silence of
the room. “What the fuck is going on?”

Albert nodded, his jaw set with determi-
nation as he knelt beside Dave, his hands
gently probing for any sign of injury. But
there was nothing - no wounds, no bruis-
es, only the cold, unyielding stiffness of his
limbs.

As they struggled to make sense of the in-
explicable situation before them, a sense of
foreboding washed over them, its icy fingers
tightening around their throats and squeez-
ing the air from their lungs. In the darkness
of the house, surrounded by shadows and
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secrets, they knew that they were facing a
danger unlike any they had ever known -
and that they were powerless to escape its
grasp.

As Amber emerged from the shadows, her
presence casting a sinister pall over the
already tense atmosphere, a chill ran down
Albert and Jade’s spines. Her words hung
in the air like a heavy fog, fiercely raising
the hair on their skin.

“Hello, Alice. Hello, Emily,” Amber greeted
them with a chilling calmness, her voice
dripping with malice.

Albert and Jade exchanged a bewildered
glance, their minds reeling with shock and
confusion. How did she know their real
identities? And what did she want with
them?

Before they could gather their wits to re-
spond, Albert’s voice cut through the si-
lence, his tone laced with urgency and
apprehension. “Who are you?” he demand-
ed, his words echoing in the darkness. “And
how do you know our other names?”

Amber’s lips curled into a sinister smile, her
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eyes gleaming with a malevolent light. “Oh,
Alice,” she purred, her voice dripping with
disdain. “You have no idea, do you? But
don’t worry, all will be revealed in due time.”

With a sense of mounting dread, Albert and
Jade watched as Amber’s form stepped
closer and out of the shadows, revealing
the sweatshirt they spotted in Dave’s be-
longings, the one with a crimson letter A.

As Amber’s words echoed through the dark-
ness, a knot formed in Alice’s stomach, her
mind racing to make sense of the chilling
revelation.

Amber’s voice cut through the silence once
more, her words dripping with venomous
contempt. “So you don’t know who | am,”
she taunted, “but you most certainly re-
member my brother Casey Jones, don'’t
you? You married him, didn’t you?”

The realization hit her like a punch to the
gut - Casey Jones, her former husband, the
man who took her captive and tortured her
until she married him. The man who killed
her grandmother and sister Sarah. The man
who was buried under the basement in the
ruins of her grandparent’s home.
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Alice’s heart pounded in her chest as the
weight of Amber’s revelation settled over
her like a heavy shroud. She had thought
she had left that part of her life behind,
buried beneath layers of secrecy and de-
ceit. But now, confronted with the truth, she
knew that there was no escaping the con-
sequences of her past.

With a heavy heart and a sense of resig-
nation, Albert met Amber’s gaze, his voice
barely above a whisper. “Yes,” he admitted,
his words heavy with regret. “| remember
Casey. | remember everything. | remember
how he tortured me, how he murdered the
priest, my family, everything!”

As the truth hung in the air between them,
Amber’s eyes flashed with anger, her lips
curling into a bitter smile. “Good,” she
hissed, her voice dripping with malice. “Be-
cause now the real fun can begin.”

With those ominous words, Amber pulled
out a small knife and slowly started walking
towards Albert.

“What’s wrong Alice? A little blade like this
shouldn’t scare a big bad serial kKiller like
you. | know everything. I've been watching
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you both. Tonight, | will get revenge for Ca-
sey. Tomorrow, | will keep up the bloodbath
and turn Detroit upside down.”

As Amber lunged forward, her movements
swift and predatory, Albert braced himself
for the impending attack. But before he
could react, Emily sprang into action, her
instincts taking over as she intercepted Am-
ber’s advance.

With lightning speed, Emily knocked the
weapon out of Amber’s hand, sending it
clattering to the ground with a resounding
clatter. The room erupted into chaos as Al-
bert and Jade fought to defend themselves
against their assailant, their movements
fueled by a desperate need to survive.

But even as they struggled to gain the up-
per hand, Amber proved to be a formidable
opponent, her strength and agility matching
their own blow for blow. With each passing
moment, the tension in the room grew thick-
er, the air heavy with the stench of violence
and fear.

Then, in a sudden burst of adrenaline-fu-
eled energy, Amber broke free from the
fray, her eyes gleaming with a feral intensity
as she made a run for the door. Albert and
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Jade lunged forward, their hands out-
stretched in a desperate attempt to catch
her, but it was too late - Amber slipped
through their grasp like smoke, disappear-
ing into the night without a trace.

As the adrenaline faded and the reality of
what had just transpired sank in, Albert

and Jade exchanged a weary glance, their
hearts heavy with the weight of their narrow
escape from the hands of the copycat killer.
The danger may have passed for now, but
they knew that their ordeal was far from
over - and that they would need to stay vig-
ilant if they hoped to survive the darkness
that still lurked just beyond the edge of their
perception.

As the adrenaline of the encounter with
Amber began to ebb away, Albert and Jade
found themselves sitting in the dimly lit liv-
ing room, the weight of their shared ordeal
hanging heavy in the air. With a weary sigh,
Albert turned to his sister, with great con-
cern.

“We need to figure out what to do next,”

he said, his voice heavy with urgency. “We
can’t let Amber get away with this.”
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Jade nodded in agreement, her expression
grim as she considered their options. I
know,” she replied, her voice steady de-
spite the turmoil churning inside her. “But
we can’t call the police - not yet. If they find
Amber first, we’ll never be able to exact our
revenge.”

Albert’s jaw clenched with frustration, but he
knew that Jade was right. They couldn’t risk
putting themselves or anyone else in dan-
ger by involving the authorities too soon.
They needed to handle this carefully, with
precision and discretion.

“Okay,” he said finally, his tone resigned but
determined. “So what’s our plan?”

Jade’s eyes flickered with a steely resolve
as she outlined their next steps. “First,

we need to clean up this mess,” she said,
gesturing to the scattered debris littering the
room. “We’ll make it look like nothing ever
happened here. Then, we’ll bury Dave and
dig into Amber’s past - see if we can find
anything that might lead us to her.”

Albert nodded in agreement, his mind already
racing with possibilities. “Sounds like a plan,”
he said, his voice firm. “Let’s get to work.”
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With renewed determination, Albert and
Jade set to work, their hands moving with
purpose as they began the task of restoring
order to the chaos that had engulfed the
house. And as they worked tirelessly into
the morning hours, they knew that their
journey wasn’t over.

The following day, with a sense of trepida-
tion weighing heavily on their minds, Albert
and Jade made their way to the office to
speak with Michelle. As they entered, they
found her behind her desk as she sifted
through a stack of papers.

“‘Michelle,” Albert began, his voice tinged
with unease. “We need to talk to you about
something.”

Michelle looked up, her eyes narrowing with
curiosity. “What is it?” she asked, her tone
cautious.

Jade stepped forward, her expression grave
as she spoke. “It's about Dave and Amber,”
she explained. “They didn't come home

last night, and we’re starting to get worried.
They didn’t call us either, and that’s not like
them.”
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Michelle’s eyes widened in concern, her
lips pressing into a thin line as she con-
sidered their words. “That is strange,” she
mused, her voice tinged with apprehension.
“They’re usually so reliable.”

Albert nodded in agreement, his mind
racing with possibilities. “We tried beeping
them, but there was no reply,” he added.
“We’re not sure what to do.”

Michelle sighed, her expression troubled.
“I'll keep an eye out for them and make
some calls,” she promised. “And if they still
haven’t shown up by the end of the day,
we’ll figure out our next steps.”

Albert and Jade thanked Michelle before
making their way back to their respective
duties. But even as they began their work,
the worry gnawed at them, a constant
reminder of the uncertainty that lay ahead.
And as the hours ticked by, they knew that
they would need to stay vigilant - for the
truth behind Amber’s disappearance re-
mained shrouded in mystery, and the dan-
ger she posed was beyond comprehension.

As the night wore on, a sense of unease
settled over Animations, the whispers of
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concern and speculation spreading like
wildfire among the staff and patrons alike.
The absence of Dave and Amber hung
heavy in the air, casting a pall over the usu-
ally lively atmosphere of the club.

Albert watched from behind the bar as
hushed conversations unfolded around
him, snippets of gossip and conjecture
drifting through the crowd like a haunting
refrain. Everyone seemed to have their own
theories about what had happened to the
missing couple, but no one had any solid
answers.

Frustrated by the lack of progress, Albert
seized an opportunity to slip away unno-
ticed, making his way stealthily into the
office under the cover of the hustle and
bustle of the evening’s duties. With trem-
bling hands, he rifled through the personnel
files, his heart racing as he searched for
any clue that might shed light on Amber’s
whereabouts.

It was then that he stumbled upon Amber’s
file, his eyes scanning the pages with grow-
ing intensity. And there, in black and white,
was a revelation that sent a chill down his
spine - Amber had grown up in Troy, a sub-
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urb of Detroit, and her mother still lived in
the childhood home she shared with Casey.
She was her emergency contact.

With a newfound sense of determination,
Albert resolved to delve deeper into Am-
ber’s past, knowing that the answers he
sought might lie within the walls of her
childhood home. But as he ventured further
down the rabbit hole of intrigue and deceit,
he knew that the truth he sought might
come at a price far greater than he could
have ever imagined.
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Chapter 30: Shadows of Silence

A week had passed since the mysterious
disappearance of Dave and Amber, and
Animations remained cloaked in an uneasy
silence. Despite the passage of time, there
had been no sign of the missing couple,
their absence casting a long shadow over
the club’s staff and its patrons.

As the days stretched into nights and the
whispers of speculation grew louder, a
sense of apprehension settled over the staff
and patrons alike. The mystery of Dave and
Amber’s disappearance loomed large in
everyone’s minds, a dark cloud that refused
to dissipate.

Meanwhile, the FBI agent leading the inves-
tigation into the Crimson Shadow case had
returned to the bar for further questioning.
With a steely determination in her eyes, she
sought answers to the lingering questions
that had plagued her since the beginning of
her investigation.

As she entered the brightly lit interior of An-
imations, the agent’s gaze swept over the
familiar surroundings, her senses keenly
attuned to any signs of deception or deceit.
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She knew that the key to unlocking the truth
lay hidden within the walls of this club, and
she was determined to leave no stone un-
turned in her pursuit of justice.

With each passing moment, the tension

in the air grew thicker, the weight of unan-
swered questions pressing down on every-
one in the bar. But amidst the uncertainty
and fear, there was a glimmer of hope -
hope that, with the agent’s relentless deter-
mination and unwavering resolve, the truth
behind Dave and Amber’s disappearance
would finally be brought to light.

And as the agent embarked on her investi-
gation once more, she knew that she was
on the brink of uncovering secrets that had
long been buried beneath layers of deceit
and betrayal. But whether those secrets
would lead to redemption or ruin remained
to be seen, as the shadows of silence con-
tinued to loom large over Animations and all
who dwelled within its walls.

When the FBI agent prepared to leave the
back office, her conversation with Michelle
having come to an end, Albert’s gaze fell
upon the file clutched in her hands. His
heart skipped a beat as he recognized it as
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Amber’s employee file, his mind racing with
a sense of urgency.

With a quick glance at Jade, Albert knew
that they needed to act fast. The thought
of the police getting to Amber before they
could was too much to bear, and he was
determined to do whatever it took to kill her
themselves.

“Jade,” he murmured, his voice low but
urgent. “We need to visit Amber’s mom. We
can’t let the police find her first.”

Jade’s eyes widened in alarm as she re-
alized the gravity of the situation. Without
another word, they moved quickly to gather
their thoughts and discreetly slipped out of
the bar, their hearts pounding with a sense
of impending danger.

Outside, they spotted the FBI agent mak-
ing her way down the street, her footsteps
echoing in the quiet of the night. With a
silent nod to each other, Albert and Jade
fell into step behind her, their movements
careful and deliberate as they shadowed
her from a distance.

As they trailed the agent through the dark-
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ened streets, Albert’'s mind raced with pos-
sibilities. They needed to find Amber before
the police did, before it was too late. And
with every passing moment, the sense of
urgency grew stronger, driving them forward
with a single-minded determination.

As the FBI agent slipped into her car and
drove away into the night, Albert and Jade
watched her disappear into the distance,
their hearts heavy with the weight of uncer-
tainty. With their trail gone cold, they knew
that they would need to regroup and come
up with a new plan.

“We've lost her,” Jade murmured, her voice
tinged with frustration.

Albert nodded in agreement, his mind al-
ready racing with possibilities. “We’ll have
to get to Amber before the police do,” he
replied, his tone resolute.

With a shared sense of purpose, they
turned and began to make their way back to
their car, their footsteps echoing in the quiet
of the night. As they walked, they discussed
their next steps, their voices low but deter-
mined.
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“We need to pay a visit to Amber’'s mom in
Troy,” Albert suggested. “Maybe she can
give us some answers.”

Jade nodded in agreement, her expression
grim. “Agreed. But first, we need to change
our identities. We don’t want to draw any
attention to ourselves.”

With a plan in place, they quickened their
pace, eager to get home and set their plan
into motion. The night was far from over,
and they knew that they had a long road
ahead of them. But with their determina-
tion and resourcefulness, they were confi-
dent that they would find the answers they
sought - and bring Amber’s life to an end,
just as they once did her brother, Casey
Jones.

Once they arrived home, Albert and Jade
wasted no time in transforming themselves
into their alter egos, Mark and Dani Haw-
thorne. With skilled efficiency, they set to
work, their movements quick and purpose-
ful as they donned their disguises.

Jade carefully applied makeup to alter her
features, concealing her true identity be-
hind a mask of carefully crafted illusion.
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With each brushstroke, she transformed
herself into Mark Hawthorne, the confident
and enigmatic persona she had adopted for
their clandestine operations.

Meanwhile, Albert worked to change his
appearance, his hands deftly styling his
hair and adjusting his clothing to embody
the persona of Dani Hawthorne. With each
adjustment, he shed his old identity and
embraced the new, stepping into the role of
the suave and beautiful partner in crime.

As they gazed at their reflections in the
mirror, Billy and Emily couldn’t help but feel
a sense of satisfaction at the transformation
they had achieved. Gone were the faces of
Albert and Jade, replaced by the polished
facade of Mark and Dani Hawthorne.

With their disguises in place, they knew that
they were ready to make their way to the
home of Mrs. Ralphetta Jones.

As Dani and Mark Hawthorne parked their car
down the street from the Jones residence in
Troy, they sat in silence, watching the scene
unfold before them. The darkness of the night
enveloped them, shrouding their presence as
they observed from afar.
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Their eyes were drawn to the figure of the
FBI agent standing at the front door, en-
gaged in conversation with Mrs. Jones.
From their vantage point, they could see the
tension in the air, the unease palpable even
from a distance.

With a shared glance, Dani and Mark knew
that they needed to get closer, to hear what
Mrs. Jones was telling the agent. Turning
off their lights, they stepped out of the car
and began to walk down the sidewalk, their
movements slow and deliberate as they
approached the area in front of the house.

As they drew nearer, they could hear the
raised voices drifting through the stillness
of the night. Mrs. Jones was angry, her
words laced with bitterness and grief as she
spoke.

“Alice! She’s the one who killed my boy!”
Mrs. Jones exclaimed, her voice trembling
with emotion. “That’s who you should be
searching for, not my Amber!”

Dani and Mark exchanged a look of shock
and disbelief. The revelation hit them like
a punch to the gut - Mrs. Jones knew that
Alice was responsible for Casey’s death. It
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was a startling revelation, to know that she
was so well informed of their evil deeds.

But there was no time to dwell on the impli-
cations of Mrs. Jones’s words. With a sense
of urgency, Dani and Mark circled back
around the block to their car, their minds
racing with the newfound knowledge they
had gained.

As the FBI agent finally departed from the
Jones residence, Mark and Dani exchanged
a silent nod, their resolve unshaken despite
the tension that lingered in the air. With the
coast clear, they knew that it was time to
make their move.

Approaching the front door with measured
steps, they rang the bell, their hearts
pounding in anticipation. Moments later, the
door swung open, revealing Mrs. Jones'’s
form silhouetted against the dim light of the
entryway.

Expecting to see law enforcement once
more, Mrs. Jones opened the door angrily,
her features contorted with frustration. But
her expression quickly shifted to one of
surprise and confusion as she laid eyes on
Mark and Dani standing before her.
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“Who are you?” she demanded, her voice
sharp with suspicion.

Mark stepped forward, their demeanor calm
and collected despite the tension that crack-
led in the air. “Mrs. Jones, we’re here look-
ing for Amber,” they explained, their tone
earnest. “We’'re friends of hers, and we’re
worried about her.”

Dani nodded in agreement, her gaze steady
as she met Mrs. Jones’s eyes. “We heard
that she’s been missing, and we wanted

to make sure she’s okay,” she added, her
voice gentle but firm.

Mrs. Jones’s expression softened slight-

ly, her features thawing as she took in the
sincerity of their words. “Amber’s not here,”
she replied, her voice tinged with sadness.
“And | don’t know where she is.”

Mark and Dani exchanged a glance, their
hearts sinking at the realization that their
search for Amber had hit yet another dead
end. But even as disappointment threat-
ened to overwhelm them, they knew that
they couldn’t give up hope.

“Thank you, Mrs. Jones,” Mark said, their
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voice filled with gratitude. “If you hear from
Amber, please let us know. We just want to
make sure she’s safe.”

With a final nod of acknowledgement, they
bid Mrs. Jones farewell and made their way
back to their car, their minds already racing
with plans for their next move. The night
was far from over, and they knew that they
still had a long road ahead of them. But with
their determination and unwavering resolve,
they were ready to face whatever the late
evening might have in store.

As Mark and Dani sat quietly in their car,
the minutes stretched into hours, each
passing moment filled with a palpable
sense of anticipation. Their eyes remained
fixed on the Jones residence, watching and
waiting for any sign of movement.

Then, suddenly, a figure emerged from the
shadows and slipped through the back door
of the house. Mark and Dani exchanged a
startled glance, their hearts pounding with
excitement and trepidation.

“That’'s Amber,” Dani whispered, her voice
barely audible above the sound of their
racing hearts.
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Mark nodded in agreement, their gaze fixed
on the figure disappearing into the dark-
ness. “Let’s follow her,” they replied, their
voice tinged with determination.

With silent determination, they slipped out
of the car and made their way towards the
back of the house, their movements careful,
quiet, and deliberate as they approached
the door.

With bated breath, they pushed open the
door and stepped inside, the darkness en-
veloping them like a cloak as they ventured
further into the unknown. Each step brought
them closer to the truth they sought, their
hearts racing with anticipation as they fol-
lowed in the footsteps of the elusive Amber.

And as they ventured deeper into the heart
of the house, they knew that they were on
the brink of uncovering secrets that had
long been buried beneath the surface. With
every passing moment they stood on the
threshold of the truth - ready to confront
whatever awaited them on the other side.

As Mark and Dani cautiously entered the
house, they found themselves eavesdrop-
ping on an intense conversation between
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Amber and her mother. The air was thick
with tension as they strained to hear every
word.

“What have you done?” Mrs. Jones cried
out, her voice trembling with a mixture of
anger and fear.

Amber’s expression hardened, her eyes
flashing with defiance as she met her
mother’s gaze. “l did what | had to do,” she
replied, her voice steely with determination.

“Why are the FBI and your friends coming
to my house looking for you?” Mrs. Jones
demanded, her voice rising with despera-
tion.

Amber’s jaw clenched as she considered
her mother’s question. “What friends?” she
asked sharply, her tone tinged with suspi-
cion.

Mark and Dani exchanged a glance, realiz-
ing that Amber was unaware of their pres-
ence. They remained hidden in the shad-
ows, listening intently as the conversation
unfolded.

“They said they were your friends,” Mrs.
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Jones replied, her voice trembling with
emotion. “They seemed worried about you,
Amber. They wanted to make sure you
were safe.”

Amber’s expression softened slightly, a
flicker of uncertainty crossing her features.
‘I don’t have any friends,” she muttered, her
voice barely audible.

Mark and Dani exchanged a look of con-
cern, realizing that Amber was deeply trou-
bled by the situation. They knew that they
needed to tread carefully, to find a way to
capture her without giving away their pres-
ence.

But as they continued to listen, they couldn’t
shake the feeling that there was more to
Amber’s story than met the eye. And as
they braced themselves for the revelations
that lay ahead, they knew that they were on
the brink of uncovering secrets that would
change everything they thought they knew
about the enigmatic young woman known
as Amber Jones.

As Amber began to pack her bags, her
mother’s eyes filled with tears, her voice
trembling with emotion. “Amber, please
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don’t go,” she pleaded, her words choked
with sorrow. “You can’t just run away like
this.”

But Amber remained resolute, her jaw set
with determination as she continued to
gather her belongings. “I have to do this,
Mom,” she replied, her voice firm but tinged
with sadness. “| can’t stay here anymore.
It's not safe for me. Alice knows I'm on to
her.”

Mrs. Jones reached out to her daughter, her
hands trembling as she tried to grasp onto
her fleeting resolve. “But where will you go?
What will you do?” she asked, her voice
pleading for answers.

Amber hesitated for a moment, her gaze
flickering with uncertainty. “I'll figure some-
thing out,” she replied, her voice barely
above a whisper. “But you can’t tell anyone
that | was here. It's too dangerous.”

Before Mrs. Jones could respond, a sud-
den movement in the shadows caught
both women off guard. As Dani and Mark
stepped out into the dim light of the room,
their presence casting a pall over the som-
ber scene, the air crackled with tension.
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Amber’s eyes widened in shock, her heart
pounding in her chest as she realized that
they had been discovered. “Who are you?”
she demanded, her voice laced with suspi-
cion.

Mark raised his hands in a placating ges-
ture, his expression earnest as he tried to
reassure her. “You don’t recognize us,” he
said, his voice calm and easy. “Surely you
remember us from Cleveland?”

Amber remained wary, her eyes darting
between the intruders and her mother. “How
did you find me?” she asked, her voice
tinged with fear.

Dani, also known as Alice stepped forward,
her gaze steady as she met Amber’s eyes.
“We’ve been looking for you too,” she re-
plied, her voice gentle but firm. “We were
worried you were killing all of our potential
victims, Amber. We just want to make sure
you understand who the real serial killers
are.”

As the truth of their words began to sink in,
Amber’s resolve wavered, her heart heavy
with the weight of uncertainty. And as she
stood on the precipice of a decision that
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would change the course of her life forever,
she knew that she would have to choose
carefully - for the choices she made in this
moment would shape her destiny in ways
she could never have imagined.

As Amber made a desperate dash towards
the front door, her heart pounding in her
chest, she collided with the unexpected
figure of the FBI agent who had been ques-
tioning her mother earlier. The collision sent
them both stumbling backward, their bodies
crashing against the sidewalk in a chaotic
flurry of movement.

In the chaos that ensued, there was a brief
scuffle as the agent attempted to restrain
Amber, her hands moving quickly as she
sought to bring the young woman under
control. With a swift motion, she managed
to subdue Amber and take her into custody,
her grip firm as she led her away from the
scene.

Meanwhile, Mark and Dani, recognizing the
danger of the situation, wasted no time in
making their escape. With a shared glance,
they hurried out the back door and down
the street, their footsteps echoing in the
silence of the night as they fled to safety.
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As they reached their car and sped away
into the darkness, they knew that they had
narrowly avoided a confrontation with the
authorities. But even as they left the scene
behind them, the memory of the events
that had transpired lingered in their minds,
a constant reminder of the dangers that
lurked just beneath the surface.

Back at the Jones residence, Mrs. Jones
watched in disbelief as the police arrived to
take her statement. As she recounted the
events of the evening, her words filled with
urgency and fear, she knew that she was
fighting an uphill battle to convince them of
the truth.

But despite her best efforts, the police
remained skeptical, their expressions hard-
ened with suspicion as they listened to her
account. To them, it seemed like nothing
more than the ramblings of a distraught
mother, desperate to protect her daughter
at any cost.

And as they left the scene, their doubts linger-
ing in the air like a heavy fog, Mrs. Jones was
left to wonder if anyone would ever believe the
truth - or if her daughter would ever find the
justice she so desperately sought.
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Chapter 31: The Truth Revealed

Amber sat in the stark interrogation room of
the police station, her hands trembling with
nervous energy as she awaited the arrival
of the FBI agent. She knew that she had to
tell the truth, no matter the consequences. It
was time to confess everything - the killings,
the motives, the lies.

As the door swung open, the FBI agent
entered the room, her expression unread-
able as she took a seat opposite Amber.
“‘Ms. Jones,” she began, her voice calm but
authoritative. “ need you to tell me every-
thing.”

Amber nodded, her heart pounding in her
chest as she prepared to unburden herself
of the secrets she had carried for so long.
With a deep breath, she began to speak,
her words pouring forth in a rush of emo-
tion.

“| killed them,” she confessed, her voice
barely above a whisper. “All of them. And
it's because of Alice.”

The FBI agent leaned forward, her eyes
narrowing with interest as she listened
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intently to Amber’s words. “Alice who?” she
asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.

Amber’s eyes filled with pain as she re-
counted the events that had led her down
this dark path. “She killed my brother,” she
explained, her voice thick with emotion.
“Casey. She murdered him in cold blood,
and | swore that | would make her pay.”

As she spoke, Amber felt a weight lifting
from her shoulders, the truth of her words
setting her free in a way she had never
imagined. And as she continued to confess,
she knew that there was no turning back -
she had to see this through to the end.

“‘And Albert and Jade?” the FBI agent
pressed, her voice sharp with curiosity.

Amber hesitated for a moment, her gaze
faltering as she considered her next words.
“They’re the real serial killers,” she admit-
ted, her voice barely audible. “They’re the
ones responsible for Casey’s death, Albert
IS Alice and Jade is his sister Emily. They
also go by Mark and Dani Hawthorne.”

The FBI agent’s eyes widened in surprise,
her expression filled with disbelief. But as
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she listened to Amber’s story, she began to
see the pieces falling into place - the truth
hidden beneath layers of deception and
lies.

And as the confession drew to a close, the
FBI agent knew that she had a duty to pur-
sue the truth, no matter where it led. With

a nod of acknowledgment, she rose from
her seat and made her way out of the room,
leaving Amber alone with her thoughts.

As she sat in the silence of the interrogation
room, Amber felt a sense of relief wash over
her. The truth was out, and now it was up

to the authorities to uncover the rest of the
story. And as she waited for the inevitable
consequences of her actions, she knew
that she had done what she had to do - no
matter the cost.

Billy and Emily sat in the dimly lit living
room of their safe house, their minds racing
with the events that had transpired. The
weight of Amber’s capture hung heavy in
the air, a stark reminder of the dangers that
lurked just beyond their own doorstep.

“We need to figure out our next move,” Billy
said, his voice low and urgent. “We can't let
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Amber’s deeds go unpunished.”

Emily nodded in agreement, her eyes flash-
ing with determination. “We need to make
her pay,” she replied, her voice tinged with
resolve. “We can't let her get away.”

With a shared glance, they knew that they
had to act fast. With blood on their lips and
vengeance in their hearts, they made their
way back to Amber’s mother’s house, their
footsteps silent as they slipped through the
darkness like ghosts in the night.

As they reached the familiar surroundings
of the Jones residence, they paused for a
moment, taking in the scene before them.
The house was quiet, the only sound was
the soft rustling of the leaves in the cool
night breeze.

With a sense of purpose, they made their
way to the back door and slipped inside,
their movements swift and silent as they
navigated the familiar corridors with prac-
ticed ease. The darkness enveloped them
like a cloak as they ventured further into the
heart of the house, their senses alert for
any sign of danger.
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And as they reached their destination, they
knew that they were on the brink of deliv-
ering their vengeance - no matter the cost.
With Amber’s betrayal fresh in their minds,
they steeled themselves for the confron-
tation that lay ahead. Amber’s mother lay
quietly sleeping in her chair in front of the
television. With the familiar end of the night
national anthem playing with a waving flag
emitting from the TV, Billy and Emily, still
dressed as Mark and Dani gently nudged
Mrs. Jones foot until she awoke startled by
the intruders looming over her.

As Mrs. Jones stirred from her sleep, her
eyes fluttering open in the dim light of the
room, she was startled to find Dani and
Mark standing before her once again. Her
heart pounded in her chest as she struggled
to make sense of their unexpected pres-
ence.

“What are you doing here?” she demanded,
her voice trembling with fear and confusion.

Dani stepped forward, her gaze steady as
she met Mrs. Jones’s eyes. “We’re here

to set the record straight,” she replied, her
voice firm but tinged with a hint of menace.
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Mrs. Jones’s eyes widened in shock as
Dani’s words sank in, the weight of their
implications hanging heavy in the air. “What
do you mean?” she asked, her voice barely
above a whisper.

Dani’s expression hardened, her features
twisted with anger as she spoke. “I'm Al-
ice,” she declared, her voice filled with cold
determination. “And Casey got what he
deserved. He was a monster, just like his
sister.”

Mrs. Jones recoiled in horror at Dani’s
words, her mind reeling with disbelief. “You
killed him?” she whispered, her voice trem-
bling with fear.

Dani nodded, her gaze unwavering as she
met Mrs. Jones’s eyes. “He hurt me,” she
admitted, her voice thick with emotion.
“And he would have hurt others if given the
chance. | did what | had to do to protect
myself.”

Mrs. Jones’s breath caught in her throat
as she struggled to comprehend the mag-
nitude of Dani’s confession. “And Amber?”
she asked, her voice barely a whisper.
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Dani’s expression softened slightly, a flicker
of sympathy crossing her features. “She’s a
murderer too,” she replied, her voice tinged
with regret. “She kills with impunity, just to
exact revenge. Not for all the right reasons
like me and Emily do. And now, you and her
are going to pay for your son’s sins.”

As the truth of Dani’s words sank in, Mrs.
Jones felt a chill run down her spine. She
had been unwittingly drawn into a web of
deceit and violence, and now she was pow-
erless to stop it.

Dani and Mark proceeded to tie up Mrs.
Jones to her chair. They set the room up, lit
a few candles and they proceeded to head
towards the kitchen where Emily turned the
gas on, but didn’t light the burner.

As Mark and Dani made their way towards
the back door, Mrs. Jones’s voice rose in
a cacophony of curses and angry rants,
echoing through the silent darkness of the
house. Her words were filled with venom
and frustration, a torrent of emotions un-
leashed in the wake of Alice’s chilling con-
fession.

“You’re monsters!” she screamed, her voice
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trembling with rage. “You'll pay for what
you've done!”

But Mark and Dani paid her threats no heed
as they slipped out into the night, their foot-
steps echoing in the stillness of the dark-
ness. They knew that they had crossed a
line from which there was no turning back,
and they knew it was time to move on.
Detroit would no longer be a safe place for
them. It was time to find a new place, and a
new face put on.

As they disappeared into the shadows, Mrs.
Jones’s tirade continued, her words falling
on deaf ears as she railed against the injus-
tice of it all. Eventually the house was en-
gulfed in a huge explosion. Intense flames
burned the house to the ground along with
Amber and Casey’s mother. They didn’t

get Amber’s blood but they did get revenge
against her.

In the bustling headquarters of the FBI, the
agent in charge of the Crimson Shadow
case sat at her desk, her brow furrowed in
deep concentration as she reviewed the lat-
est developments in the investigation. The
room buzzed with activity as agents hurried
to and fro, their voices hushed in the tense

402



atmosphere of the command center.

With a sense of urgency, the agent picked
up the phone and dialed the number for
the local police department. As she waited
for the call to connect, her mind raced with
the implications of the information she was
about to share.

“Hello, this is Special Agent Bennett,” she
said, her voice steady and authoritative. “I
need you to put out an APB on Mark and
Dani Hawthorne. They’re wanted for ques-
tioning in connection with a series of mur-
ders and arson incidents spanning the past
few years.”

As she spoke, the agent’s words were
measured and precise, her tone leaving no
room for doubt. She was convinced that
Mark and Dani were the ones responsible
for the reign of terror that had plagued the
city of Detroit as well as the midwest for far
too long, and she was determined to bring
them to justice no matter what it took.

As the call came to an end, the agent felt

a surge of adrenaline coursing through her
veins. The hunt was on, and she would stop
at nothing to track down the elusive Haw-

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



thornes and bring them to justice once and
for all.

As Billy and Emily Jenkins pulled into the
parking lot of the Holiday Inn in Litchfield,
lllinois, exhaustion weighed heavily upon
them after their long journey on the road.
The soft glow of the hotel’s sign offered a
beacon of respite in the darkness of the

night, and they felt a sense of relief wash
over them as they finally came to a stop.

With weary limbs and heavy hearts, they
made their way inside the hotel, the cool air
of the lobby enveloping them like a comfort-
ing embrace. The gentle hum of conversa-
tion filled the air as guests bustled about,
their footsteps echoing in the cavernous
space.

Approaching the front desk, Billy and Emily
exchanged tired smiles with the reception-
ist as they checked in for the night. The
thought of a hot shower and a soft bed
beckoned to them like a distant dream, and
they couldn’t wait to rest their weary bodies
after the long drive.

As they made their way to their room, the
weight of their recent experiences hung
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heavy in the air between them. They knew
that they were far from out of danger, and
that they would need to remain vigilant if
they were to stay one step ahead of the
authorities.

But for now, all they could do was seek so-
lace in the simple comforts of the present,
and allow themselves a moment of respite
before the next leg of their murderous
journey began. And as they settled into their
room for the night, the promise of a new
day filled with endless possibilities lay just
beyond the horizon, waiting to be unrav-
eled.
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Chapter 32: Memories

The rain beat a relentless rhythm against
the motel window, blurring the neon sign
outside into a hazy smear. Billy pressed his
forehead against the cold glass, his breath
fogging the pane. His eyes were fixed on
the scene unfolding below, a grotesque
tableau illuminated by the flashing lights of
police cruisers.

Emily stood framed in the doorway of the
laundry room, her silhouette stark against
the harsh glare. Her arms were pinned
behind her back, her head bowed in defeat.
Two officers flanked her, their faces grim
masks of triumph.

Billy’s breath caught in his throat. A cold
dread settled in the pit of his stomach,

a sickening realization of the inevitable.
They’d been careless, overconfident. The
thrill of the chase, the intoxicating rush of
power, had blinded them to the danger lurk-
ing in the shadows.

He watched, transfixed, as Emily was led
towards a waiting squad car. Her move-
ments were slow, deliberate, as if she were
walking towards her own execution.
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A sob rose in Billy’s throat, but he choked it
back. He couldn’t risk giving himself away.
Not now. Not when Emily’s life hung in the
balance.

He clenched his fists, his nails digging into
his palms. A wave of helpless fury washed
over him, a primal urge to lash out, to fight
back. But he knew it was futile. He was out-
numbered, outgunned.

He watched as Emily was shoved into the
back of the cruiser, the door slamming shut
with a finality that echoed in the stiliness

of the night. The car pulled away, its red
taillights fading into the distance like dying
embers.

Billy remained at the window, his gaze fixed
on the empty space where Emily had stood.
The rain continued to fall, washing away the
last vestiges of her presence.

A hollow emptiness filled the room, a void
that mirrored the desolation in Billy’s heart.
He had failed her, abandoned her to the
wolves. And now, he was all alone.

He turned away from the window, his shoul-
ders slumping in defeat. He had to get out
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of there, disappear before the cops turned
their attention to him.

But as he reached for the door handle,

a new resolve hardened in his eyes. He
would not let Emily’s sacrifice be in vain.
He would honor her memory by embracing
the darkness within him, by becoming the
monster they’d always feared.

Billy Jenkins vanished into the night, leaving
behind the shattered remnants of his past.
And one day, when the time was right, he
would return. Not as Billy, the scared and
broken boy, but as Alice, the vengeful spec-
ter, ready to unleash a reign of terror upon
those who had wronged them.

As Billy’s story fades from the past to the
present, Billy also added, “And so, | fled

to Quincy. | made a life there and patiently
waited to see you again.” his head hung low
with sadness as he told Emily of the last
day he saw her some 33 years ago.

“It's okay Billy,” said Emily, her tone caring

and understanding as an older sister would
be. “We are back together now, and that

is all that matters. Let’s get settled into our

new identities and we can catch up on lost
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time as we go.”
Billy and Emily embraced with a prolonged

hug, a tender and long awaited moment
that warmed both of their icy hearts.
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Chapter 33: The Reunion

The old farmhouse stood sentinel on a
windswept hill, its weathered facade a tes-
tament to the passage of time. Surrounded
by acres of overgrown fields and gnarled
oak trees, it was a place of solitude, a
sanctuary for those seeking refuge from the
prying eyes of the world.

Inside, the atmosphere was one of cozy
seclusion. A crackling fire danced in the
hearth, casting flickering shadows on the
walls adorned with framed book covers and
antique maps. The scent of woodsmoke
mingled with the aroma of freshly brewed
coffee, creating a comforting ambiance that
permeated every corner of the house.

Susan, formerly known as Billy, sat curled
up in a plush armchair, her gaze fixed on
the flames. Her fingers traced the delicate
lines of a leather-bound journal, a gift from
Jack, her beloved sister-in-crime.

Jack, who had once been Emily, paced
restlessly across the room, his boots thud-
ding softly against the worn wooden floor-
boards. His eyes darted from window to
window, as if searching for some unseen
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threat lurking in the darkness beyond.

“Relax, Jack,” Susan said, her voice a
soothing balm. “We’re safe here. No one
knows who we are or what we’ve done.”

Jack paused, his gaze settling on Susan’s
serene face. “I know, | know. It’s just...old
habits die hard, | suppose. | was in the
clink for so long, | just always feel I'm being
watched. We don’t want to slip up again like
we did way back when.”

He crossed the room and sank into the
armchair opposite Susan, his long legs
stretched out before them. A sigh escaped
his lips as he leaned back, his head resting
against the worn leather.

“It's strange, isn’t it?” he mused, his voice
barely a whisper. “To finally have a place
to call home again. A place where we can
be ourselves, without fear of judgment or
persecution.”

Susan smiled, reaching out to take Jack’s
hand. “It is strange. But it's also wonderful.
I've been running for so long, always look-
ing over my shoulders. It's time we finally
stopped and enjoyed the fruits of our labor.”
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Jack squeezed Susan’s hand, a warmth
spreading through her chest. “You’re right.
We deserve this. We've earned it.”

They fell silent then, each lost in their own
thoughts. The only sound was the crackling
of the fire and the soft ticking of the grand-
father clock in the hallway.

After a while, Susan broke the silence.
“What do you want to do now, Jack? We
have all the time in the world.”

Jack’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well,
for starters, | wouldn’t mind exploring our
new surroundings. This old farmhouse

seems to have plenty of secrets to uncov-

er.

Susan chuckled. “And I'm sure you’ll find
them all, my dear. After all, you always were
the curious one.”

They rose from their armchairs, their hands
still intertwined. As they walked towards the
door, a sense of anticipation filled the air.
The reunion had only just begun, and the
possibilities were endless.
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The farmhouse, seemingly quaint and un-
assuming, revealed its true nature as they
ventured deeper. A hidden door, cleverly
disguised as a bookcase, swung open with
a groan, revealing a dimly lit staircase lead-
ing down into the depths of the house.

Jack, ever the intrepid explorer, eagerly
led the way, his hand brushing against the
rough stone walls. The air grew cooler, the
scent of damp earth and old paper filling
their nostrils.

At the bottom of the stairs, they found
themselves in a sprawling cellar, its walls
lined with shelves overflowing with canned
goods, bottled water, and other non-perish-
able supplies. Stacks of firewood reached
towards the ceiling, promising warmth and
comfort even in the harshest of winters.

But it was the far corner of the cellar that
truly captured their attention. A heavy met-
al door, secured with a combination lock,
stood as a silent guardian. Jack, his curios-
ity piqued, quickly deciphered the code, his
fingers dancing over the dial with practiced
ease. ‘| did pick up a few skills in prison
thankfully,” he said with a mischievous grin
on his face.
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With a resounding click, the door swung
open, revealing a treasure trove beyond
their wildest dreams. A dazzling array of
weapons gleamed in the dim light — rifles,
handguns, knives, even a crossbow. Ammu-
nition boxes were stacked neatly alongside,
promising a seemingly endless supply of
firepower.

Beyond the arsenal, they found rows of
heavy-duty safes, their contents unknown.
Jack, his heart pounding with excitement,
worked his magic on the locks, one after
another, revealing stacks of cash, gold bars,
and silver coins.

“It's like something out of a movie,” Susan
whispered, her eyes wide with wonder.

Jack grinned, her fingers tracing the cool
metal of a revolver. “The Harpers were
clearly prepared for anything. And now, so
are we.”

They spent hours exploring the hidden
depths of the cellar, marveling at the sheer
abundance of resources at their disposal.
It was as if the Harpers had anticipated
their arrival, leaving behind everything they
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needed to survive and thrive in their new
lives.

As they emerged from the cellar, their arms
laden with supplies, a sense of exhilaration
filled the air. They were no longer just fugi-

tives on the run. They were now the inher-

itors of a legacy, a dark and twisted legacy
that promised both danger and delight.

The farmhouse, once a place of solitude,
had become their fortress, their arsenal,
their playground. And as they settled in for
the night, nestled together beneath a patch-
work quilt, they knew that their new future
was only just beginning.

The following morning, a restless energy
buzzed through Jack. He paced the length
of the farmhouse’s cozy kitchen, the floor-
boards creaking beneath his heavy boots.

“I'm going stir crazy, Sue,” he grumbled,
running a hand through his short, dark
hair. “We've been holed up here for days. |
need...a release.”

Susan glanced up from her book, a wry
smile playing on her lips. “Oh? And what
kind of release did you have in mind?”
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Jack’s eyes gleamed with a predatory light.
“A hunt. I'm craving the thrill of the chase,
the adrenaline rush of the kill.”

Susan chuckled, a low, throaty sound. “Al-
ways the eager one, aren’t you, Jack?”

Jack shrugged, a sly grin spreading across
his face. “It's in our nature, Sue. We'’re
predators, after all.”

He paused, his gaze drifting out the window
towards the rolling hills beyond. “I've been
thinking,” he said slowly, “about our next
victim.”

Susan raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh?”

‘I want someone special,” Jack continued,
his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whis-
per. “Someone who deserves our...atten-
tion.”

He tapped his finger against his chin, deep
in thought. “A man in a red hat,” he finally
declared. “Someone rude, obnoxious, a
bully. Someone who enjoys inflicting pain
on others.”

Susan nodded slowly, a thoughtful expres-
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sion on her face. “Interesting choice. But
how do you propose we find such a speci-
men?”

Jack’s grin widened. “Simple. We will go
out for a drink. There’s a pub in town, just
a short drive from here. I’'m sure we’ll find
plenty of potential targets there.”

Susan closed her book, a spark of excite-
ment in her eyes. “Lead the way, Jack. I'm
all yours.”

As they made their preparations, a palpable
tension filled the air. The old farmhouse,
once a haven of peace and quiet, now
hummed with the anticipation of the hunt.
The predator and prey were about to em-
bark on a deadly dance, and the night was
still young.

“Here’s Alice!” Billy proclaimed, his voice

a delighted purr as he carefully blotted his
freshly painted lips with a tissue. The fiery
red lipstick, a stark contrast against his pale
skin and blonde hair, transformed him into
the woman he felt he truly was. A mis-
chievous glint sparkled in her eyes as she
admired her reflection in the antique vanity
mirror.
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Emily, now impeccably dressed in a tailored
suit and crisp white shirt, chuckled softly.
“You never cease to amaze me, Alice,” she
said, her voice a warm baritone. “You al-
ways know how to make an entrance.”

“Well, one must look one’s best when on
the prowl, darling,” Alice retorted, batting
her eyelashes playfully. She rose from the
vanity stool, smoothing down the skirt of her
little black dress. “What do you think, Jack?
Am | ready to paint the town red?”

Emily, or rather Jack for the night, circled
Alice, his eyes taking in every detail of her
appearance. He nodded approvingly, a hint
of pride in his gaze. “You look absolutely
stunning, my dear,” he declared, offering his
arm. “Shall we?”

Alice looped her arm through his, a thrill
of excitement coursing through her veins.
“Let’s go find us a red hat, shall we,” she
purred, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

They descended the creaky staircase, their
footsteps echoing through the silent farm-
house. The night air was crisp and cool
against their skin as they stepped outside, the
moon casting long shadows across the fields.
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A sleek black SUV, polished to a mirror
shine, awaited them in the driveway. Jack
opened the passenger door for Alice, a gen-
tlemanly gesture that never failed to make
her heart flutter.

As they drove towards town, the headlights
cutting through the darkness, a sense of an-
ticipation filled the air. The hunt was on, and
the predator and prey were about to embark
on a deadly dance once again.
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Chapter 34: The Hunter’s Call

The sleek black SUV purred along the wind-
ing country road, its headlights piercing the
veil of darkness that shrouded the coun-
tryside. Inside, the air crackled with antic-
ipation, a shared excitement that pulsed
between Jack and Susan.

“So, where to go first, my dear?” Susan
asked, her voice a melodic purr that belied
the darkness lurking beneath. She adjusted
the fur stole draped over her shoulders, a
sly smile playing on her lips.

Jack, his eyes fixed on the road ahead,
tapped a rhythmic beat on the steering
wheel. “| was thinking, perhaps The Hunt-
er's Inn?” he mused, a hint of mischief in
his voice. “Seems fitting, wouldn’t you say?”

Susan chuckled, a low, throaty sound that
sent shivers down Jack’s spine. “Indeed,
my darling. A most appropriate choice for a
pair of hunters like ourselves.”

“Or,” Jack continued, his voice rising in
pitch, “we could try The 7 Irish Lads Bar &
Grill. | hear they have quite the selection of
imported ales.”
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Susan tilted her head, considering the op-
tions. “Hmm, a tempting proposition. But |
must confess, The Hunter’s Inn holds a cer-
tain allure. The name alone evokes images
of wild game and...other pursuits.”

Jack grinned, his teeth flashing white in the
dim light of the car. “Precisely my thoughts,
my dear. Besides,” he added, his voice
dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “I
have a feeling we're more likely to find our
red-hatted friend at The Hunter’s Inn.”

Susan’s eyes sparkled with predatory
amusement. “Oh, Jack, you always know
how to pique my interest.”

She leaned closer, her breath ghosting
across his cheek. “Let’s go bag us a trophy,
shall we?”

Jack’s heart quickened, a surge of adrena-
line coursing through his veins. He pressed
his foot on the accelerator, the car surging
forward with a growl. The Hunter’s Inn, a
rustic pub nestled on the edge of West La-
fayette, beckoned them like a siren song.

As they approached, the warm glow of the
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pub’s windows spilled out onto the street,
promising a haven from the cool night air.
A hand-painted sign swung gently in the
breeze, depicting a stag with majestic ant-
lers, a symbol of both strength and vulnera-
bility.

Jack pulled the car into the gravel parking
lot, the crunch of tires signaling their arrival.
He turned to Susan, a wicked grin spread-
ing across his face. “Ready for the hunt, my
dear?”

Susan’s eyes gleamed with a predatory
light. “Oh, Jack,” she purred, “I| was born
ready.”

The Hunter’s Inn lived up to its name.
Stuffed animal heads adorned the walls, the
scent of ale and woodsmoke hung heavy in
the air, and the boisterous laughter of burly
men filled the room. Red hats were indeed
abundant, perched atop heads of vari-

ous shapes and sizes. Jack and Susan, a
striking pair in their contrasting attire, made
quite the entrance.

Jack, tall and imposing in his tailored suit,
exuded an air of quiet confidence as he
held the door open for Susan. Susan, in
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turn, glided through the threshold, her red
dress a splash of color against the muted
tones of the pub. Her every movement was
a calculated seduction, her eyes scanning
the room with a predatory glint.

Heads turned as they made their way to

the bar, a few whistles and appreciative
murmurs rising above the din. A grizzled old
hunter, his face weathered by years in the
elements, tipped his hat towards Susan with
a respectful nod. “Evening, ma’am. You and
your husband are new in town?”

Jack, ever the charmer, flashed a disarming
smile. “Just passing through,” he replied
smoothly. “Thought we’d stop in for a drink
and soak up the local atmosphere.”

The hunter chuckled, a gravelly sound that
rumbled deep in his chest. “Well, you've
come to the right place. Best ale in the
county, right here at The Hunter’s Inn.”

As they settled onto the barstools, the bar-
tender, a burly man with a bushy mustache,
approached with a questioning look.

“What can | get for you folks?” he asked, his
eyes lingering on Susan’s curves.
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“I'll have a whiskey sour, neat,” Susan
purred, her voice a smoky caress.

“And for me,” Jack added, his voice a
smooth baritone, “a pint of your finest
stout.”

As the bartender turned to fulfill their order,
a voice from the end of the bar cut through
the air, thick with disdain. “Well, well, what
have we here? A couple of city slickers
slumming it in our neck of the woods.”

Jack and Susan exchanged a knowing
glance. Their prey had revealed itself.

The man, a portly fellow with a ruddy com-
plexion and a prominent beer belly, leered
at them from beneath a stained baseball
cap. “You two don'’t look like the hunting
type,” he sneered. “More like the hunted, if
you ask me.”

His companions erupted in laughter, their
crude jokes and insults bouncing off the
walls of the pub. Jack and Susan remained
unfazed, their smiles unwavering. They had
found their red-hatted target, and the hunt
was about to begin.

The man’s beady eyes raked over Susan,
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lingering on her curves with undisguised
lust. “Well, butter my biscuits,” he drawled,
a sneer twisting his lips. “Looks like we got
ourselves a real live Barbie doll here.”

A chorus of snickers and guffaws erupted
from his companions, their faces flushed
with alcohol and malice. Jack’s hand tight-
ened around his glass, his knuckles turning
white.

Susan, however, remained unfazed. She
leaned forward, her gaze locking with the
man’s. “And you, sir,” she purred, her voice
dripping with venom, “are a prime example
of why evolution should have weeded out
Neanderthals long ago.”

The man sputtered, his face turning a deep
shade of crimson. “What did you say, you
little—"

Jack cut him off, his voice a chilling bari-
tone. “| believe my wife was making an ob-
servation about your...intellectual capacity.”

The man’s companions fell silent, sensing a
shift in the atmosphere. The room crackled
with tension, the unspoken threat of vio-
lence hanging heavy in the air.
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Susan raised her glass in a mocking toast.
“To the missing link,” she said, her smile a
razor-sharp crescent.

The man, his pride wounded, opened his

mouth to retort, but Jack cut him off again.
“Perhaps you should stick to grunting, my
good man,” he said coolly. “It seems to

be the only form of communication you're
capable of.”

With that, Jack and Susan turned their
backs on the man and his cronies, their
shoulders squared in defiance. They made
their way to a secluded table in the corner,
leaving a stunned silence in their wake.

As they settled into their seats, Jack let out
a low chuckle. “Well, that was certainly en-
tertaining,” he remarked, his eyes twinkling
with amusement.

Susan took a sip of her whiskey sour, a
satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Indeed,
my dear. Our friend certainly lived up to his
reputation.”

“He’s perfect,” Jack declared, his voice
laced with predatory excitement. “Rude,
arrogant, and completely oblivious to the

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



danger he’s in.”

Susan nodded in agreement. “He’s practi-
cally begging to be our next victim.”

They leaned closer, their heads bent togeth-
er as they whispered their plans. The Hunt-
er’s Inn, once a haven of boisterous cama-
raderie, had become a hunting ground, a
stage for a deadly game of cat and mouse.

The man, his face flushed with a mixture

of anger and embarrassment, slammed

his pint down on the bar, sloshing ale onto
the worn wood. He cast a venomous glare
towards Jack and Susan, his eyes nar-
rowed into slits. His companions, sensing a
brewing storm, quieted down, their laughter
replaced by nervous murmurs.

With a growl, the man pushed himself off
the barstool, his bulk swaying slightly as he
made his way towards the secluded table
where Jack and Susan sat. He loomed over
them, his shadow casting a pall over their
drinks.

“You should be careful who you talk to like that,”
he snarled, his voice low and menacing. “You
never know who could be a serial killer.”
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Jack and Susan exchanged a smile and

a glance, a silent communication passing
between them. Then, they erupted into
laughter, their amusement echoing through
the hushed pub.

“Oh, my dear,” Susan said, dabbing at the
corner of her eye with a napkin, “you’re ab-
solutely right. One should always exercise
caution when dealing with strangers.”

Jack leaned forward, his eyes twinkling with
amusement. “But what are the odds,” he
drawled, “of three serial killers being in the
same room at the same time?”

The man’s eyes widened in confusion, his
anger momentarily forgotten. “What?” he
stammered, his voice thick with alcohol.

Susan raised her glass in a mocking toast.
“To improbable encounters,” she said, her
smile a razor-sharp crescent.

The man, his ego bruised and his confi-
dence shaken, sputtered incoherently. He
knew he’d been bested, outwitted by this
seemingly harmless couple. With a final
glare, he turned and stumbled back to his
friends, his face a mask of impotent rage.
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Jack and Susan finished their drinks, their
laughter a symphony of shared secrets and
dark desires. They paid their tab, leaving a
generous tip for the bewildered bartender,
and made their way outside.

The night air was crisp and cool, a welcome
relief from the stifling atmosphere of the
pub. They stood in the shadows, their eyes
scanning the dimly lit parking lot.

“‘He’ll be out soon,” Jack whispered, his
voice barely audible above the screaming
of the cicadas.

‘I know,” Susan replied, her gaze fixed on
the pub door. “Let’s give him a reason to
follow us.”

With a sly smile, they walked towards their
car at the edge of the parking lot, their arms
linked. They moved slowly, deliberately,
their every step a silent invitation to the
predator lurking within. The hunt was on,
and the stakes had never been higher.
Suddenly, the pub door swung open, spill-
ing a wave of raucous laughter and the
smell of stale beer into the cool night air.
The red-faced, red-hat wearing man stum-
bled out, his eyes scanning the parking lot
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for Jack and Susan.

Spotting them near their car, he bellowed,
“Hey! You think you're real funny, huh?” His
voice, slurred and thick with anger, echoed
through the quiet night.

Jack and Susan turned, their faces illumi-
nated by the dim glow of the parking lot
lights. A sly smile played on Susan’s lips as
she replied, “We certainly had a good laugh
at your expense, didn’t we, darling?”

Jack chuckled, his voice a low rumble. “Per-
haps you should try harder next time, friend.
Your insults lack a certain...finesse.”

The man’s face contorted in rage, his fists
clenched at his sides. “Why you-" he sput-
tered, unable to form a coherent sentence.

Susan raised a delicate hand, silencing him
with a gesture. “Don’t strain yourself, dear,”
she purred. “We wouldn’t want you to have
a stroke.”

With a final mocking wave, Jack and Susan
slipped into their car and drove off, leaving

the man sputtering in their wake.

The man, fueled by a potent mix of alcohol
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and indignation, stomped over to his mo-
torcycle. He roared out of the parking lot,
his engine’s growl a declaration of war. He
weaved through the darkened streets, his
anger propelling him forward.

Meanwhile, Jack and Susan cruised along
the winding country roads, their laughter
echoing through the car’s interior. They
knew the man was following them, his
headlights visible in the distance. It was all
part of the plan.

As they approached their secluded farm-
house, they slowed down, allowing the man
to catch up. He pulled up beside them in the
driveway, his engine revving menacingly.

Jack and Susan stepped out of the car, their
faces masks of serene amusement. The
man dismounted from his motorcycle, his
eyes blazing with fury.

“You think you can mess with me and get away
with it?” he snarled, his voice thick with menace.
Jack tilted his head, a sardonic smile play-
ing on his lips. “Oh, but we already have,
haven’t we?”

The man lunged forward, his fist raised to
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strike. But Jack was faster. He sidestepped
the clumsy attack, his hand darting out to
grab the man’s wrist. With a swift twist, he
brought the man to his knees, his face con-
torted in pain.

“It seems you’ve fallen into our trap,” Susan
purred, her voice a silken whisper in the
night air. The hunt was over, and the prey
was about to become the victim.

A cruel smile twisted Susan’s lips as she
withdrew a small pocket knife from the folds
of her dress. Its blade, honed to a razor’s
edge, gleamed in the moonlight. The man’s
eyes widened in terror as he realized his
folly.

“‘Please,” he whimpered, his bravado evap-
orating in the face of impending doom. ‘I
didn’t mean anything by it. It was just a
joke.”

Susan leaned close, her breath hot against
his ear. “A joke?” she hissed. “Your words
were weapons, aimed to wound and humil-
iate. Now, you'll learn the true meaning of
pain.”

With three swift jabs, she plunged the knife
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into his throat, each thrust precise and
deliberate. The man’s cries were cut short,
replaced by a gurgling gasp as the life
drained from his body.

Jack watched, a mixture of disgust and fas-
cination on his face. “Quick and efficient, as
always,” he commented, his voice devoid of
emotion.

Susan wiped the blade clean on the man’s
shirt, a chillingly methodical gesture. “He
won’t be bothering anyone else,” she said
simply, her voice a calm whisper in the night
air.

They stood in silence for a moment, the
only sound the rustling of leaves in the
wind. Then, Jack spoke, his voice tinged
with practicality. “We need to dispose of the
body. And this motorcycle.”

Susan nodded, her mind already racing
through the possibilities. “The old well in
the back field,” she suggested. “It's deep
enough to conceal both.”

Jack agreed, a grim satisfaction in his eyes.
“Let’s get to work, then. We wouldn’t want
our new neighbor to become an eyesore.”
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Together, they dragged the lifeless body
towards the well, their movements swift and
efficient. They hoisted the motorcycle along-
side, its chrome gleaming in the moonlight
one last time before disappearing into the
darkness.

As they covered the well with a heavy
wooden hatch, a sense of accomplishment
settled over them. The hunt had been suc-
cessful, their thirst for vengeance temporar-
ily quenched.

“One down, many more to go,” Jack said,
his voice a chilling promise.

Susan nodded, her eyes gleaming with an-
ticipation. “Indeed, my dear. The world is full
of red hats waiting to be collected.”

The fire crackled and danced in the hearth,
casting a warm glow on the antique furni-
ture and Persian rug that adorned the living
room. Jack and Susan, their adrenaline-fu-
eled task complete, settled into plush arm-
chairs, crystal wine glasses glinting in their
hands.

The rich, velvety liquid swirled in their glass-
es, its aroma mingling with the scent of
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woodsmoke and old leather. A comfortable
silence settled between them, a shared un-
derstanding that transcended words.

After a while, Susan, a contemplative look
on her face, broke the silence. “It's been
a long time, hasn'’t it?” she murmured, her
gaze fixed on the dancing flames.

Jack nodded, a wistful smile playing on his
lips. “Thirty-three years, to be exact,” he
replied, his voice a soft baritone. “A lifetime
ago, it seems.”

“We were just kids then,” Susan mused, a
faraway look in her eyes. “So young and
foolish.”

“And yet, so full of passion,” Jack added,
a mischievous glint in his eyes. “We were
unstoppable, a force of nature.”

A shared chuckle filled the room, a reminder
of their shared history, their twisted bond.
They were not Jack and Susan Harper, the
wealthy, reclusive writers. They were Bil-

ly and Emily Jenkins, a brother and sister
united by blood and a shared thirst for
vengeance.
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‘I missed you, Em,” Billy confessed, his
voice barely a whisper.

Emily reached out, her hand gently clasping
his. “I missed you too, Billy,” she replied,
her voice thick with emotion.

They sat in silence for a moment, the
weight of their shared past hanging heavy
in the air. They had been separated for de-
cades, each living their own twisted version
of the American Dream. But now, reunited
in their new identities, they were ready to
embark on a new chapter, a chapter filled
with darkness and danger.

“To new beginnings,” Emily said, raising her
glass in a toast.

“To new beginnings,” Billy echoed, his eyes
locking with hers.

Their glasses clinked together, a crys-
tal-clear sound that resonated with the
promise of untold horrors yet to come. The
fire crackled and popped, casting dancing
shadows on the walls, as the brother and
sister serial killers settled in for a long and
most certainly bloody reunion.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



Chapter 35: The Hunter
Becomes the Hunted

A few days of blissful solitude passed within
the farmhouse walls. Jack and Susan
reveled in their shared secret, their bond
strengthened by the thrill of the hunt and
the weight of their gruesome past. However,
their tranquility was shattered by an unex-
pected visitor.

A crisp knock echoed through the house,

its sharp staccato rhythm sending a jolt of
adrenaline through both of them. Jack, ever
vigilant, peered through the peephole, his
eyes widening as he recognized the figure
on the other side.

“It's a sheriff’'s deputy,” he whispered, his
voice a low growl.

Susan’s hand flew to her mouth, stifling a
gasp. “How did they find us?”

Jack shook his head, his mind racing
through the possibilities. “I don’t know,” he
admitted, “but we need to get rid of him.
Fast.”

He opened the door, a forced smile plas-
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tered on his face. “Deputy,” he greeted,
feigning surprise. “What can we do for
you?”

The deputy, a lanky man with a weathered
face and a suspicious glint in his eye, tipped
his hat. “Mr. Harper, | presume?”

“Indeed,” Jack replied, his voice a smooth
baritone. “And you are?”

“Deputy Martin,” the officer introduced
himself. “I'm here investigating the disap-
pearance of a local man. He was last seen
leaving The Hunter’s Inn a few nights ago,
after having a bit of a disagreement with a
couple matching your description.”

Jack feigned concern. “Disappearance?
How dreadful. I'm afraid we can’t be of
much help, Deputy. We were only in town
for a drink and then we came home.”

The deputy narrowed his eyes, his gaze
unwavering. “| understand you’re the author
Jack Harper?”

Jack nodded, his smile faltering slightly.
“Yes, that’s correct.”
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“I've read a few of your books,” the deputy
admitted, a hint of admiration in his voice.
“Quite the talent you have, Mr. Harper.”

Jack’s heart sank. He knew the deputy was
on to them. The man’s words were a veiled
threat, a reminder that their carefully con-
structed facade was crumbling.

“Thank you, Deputy,” Jack replied, his voice
barely a whisper.

The deputy tipped his hat once more, a
predatory glint in his eye. “I'll be in touch,
Mr. Harper,” he said, his voice dripping with
insinuation.

As the deputy retreated to his patrol car,
Jack and Susan watched from the window,
their minds racing. They knew they couldn’t
stay here any longer. The game was up.

With a shared look of grim determination,
they grabbed their pre-packed bags, filled
with cash, food, and weapons. They de-
scended into the hidden cellar, their foot-
steps echoing through the empty house.

They navigated the labyrinthine tunnels,
their hearts pounding with adrenaline. The
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sound of the helicopter’s rotors grew loud-
er, the beam of its searchlight scanning the
surrounding fields.

They emerged from the tunnel into a dense
thicket of trees, their breath coming in rag-
ged gasps. The helicopter hovered over-
head, its spotlight illuminating their hiding
place. They were trapped, cornered like
animals.

Jack and Susan exchanged a desperate
look, their eyes filled with a mixture of fear
and defiance. They knew they were facing
their most dangerous adversary yet - the
relentless pursuit of justice.

The rotor blades thrummed overhead, a
menacing reminder of the danger closing in.
Billy and Emily, their backs pressed against
a towering oak tree, shared a look of grim
resignation.

“We have to split up,” Billy whispered, his
voice barely audible above the din. “It’s our
only chance.”

Emily nodded, her eyes shimmering with unshed
tears. “l know,” she choked out, her voice thick
with emotion. “But where will we go?”
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Billy’s gaze drifted towards the horizon, his
thoughts returning to the familiar comfort of
their childhood home. “The old farmhouse,”
he said, his voice filled with determination.
“‘Near Hannibal. We’ll meet there.”

Emily’s eyes widened with hope. “The farm-
house,” she repeated, a small smile playing
on her lips. “It's the perfect hiding place.”

They embraced, a fierce, desperate hug
that conveyed a lifetime of shared secrets
and unspoken fears. “I love you, Em,” Billy
whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

“I love you too, Billy,” Emily replied, her
voice barely a whisper.

They pulled apart, their eyes locked in a
silent farewell. Then, with a final squeeze of
each other’s hands, they turned and fled in
opposite directions.

Billy, his heart pounding in his chest, raced
through the dense undergrowth, his move-
ments swift and silent. He heard the shouts
of law enforcement officers behind him,
their footsteps crunching on the dry leaves.
But he was faster, more agile, fueled by
adrenaline and desperation.
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Emily, however, chose a different path. She
burst from the cover of the trees, her arms
outstretched, her voice raised in a defiant
cry. “Come and get me, you bastards!” she
screamed, her laughter echoing through the
night.

The officers, caught off guard by her sud-
den appearance, hesitated for a moment.
But their training kicked in, and a hail of
bullets filled the air. Emily, her body riddled
with wounds, collapsed onto the ground, a
final defiant smile on her lips.

Billy, hearing the gunshots, paused for a
moment, his heart clenching in his chest.
But he knew he couldn’t go back. He had to
survive, to carry on their legacy.

With a final glance back at the scene of
his sister’s demise, Billy turned and disap-
peared into the darkness. The hunt was
over for now, but the game was far from
finished.

The forest became Billy’s new refuge, a
familiar embrace that harkened back to his
troubled youth. He moved like a phantom
through the dense undergrowth, his foot-
steps silent, his senses heightened. The
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skills he’d honed during his years of soli-
tude and survival now served him well.

He foraged for edible plants, his knowledge
of wild herbs and berries ensuring he didn’t
starve. He built makeshift shelters from fall-
en branches and leaves, finding solace in
the solitude of the woods. He bathed in icy
streams, the shock of the cold water a stark
reminder of his harsh reality.

Days turned into nights, and still Billy re-
mained hidden, his mind a maelstrom of
conflicting emotions. Grief for his lost sister
warred with a burning desire for revenge.
He knew he couldn’t stay in the woods for-
ever, but he wasn’t ready to face the world
as Billy Jenkins, the hunted fugitive.

After two weeks of living rough, Billy
emerged from the woods, his clothes tat-
tered and his face covered in grime. He
stumbled upon a small farming town, its
streets deserted in the early morning light.
He crept into a laundromat, his eyes darting
nervously as he stole a set of clean clothes
from a dryer.

Thus began Billy’s transformation back into
Alice. He shed the remnants of his past like
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a snake shedding its skin, embracing the
persona that had always felt more authen-
tic, more true to his inner self.

He made his way to the train station, his
movements purposeful now, his eyes fixed
on a new destination. New York City, the
sprawling metropolis where he had once
found acceptance and camaraderie among
the vibrant LGBTQ+ community.

He boarded a train, his heart pounding with
a mixture of fear and excitement. He was
leaving behind the ghosts of his past, the
pain and the loss. He was starting anew
once again, as Alice, the woman he was
always meant to be.

As the train pulled out of the station, Billy
closed his eyes, a bittersweet smile playing
on his lips. He knew the road ahead would
be dangerous, but he was ready to face it.
He had nothing left to lose, and everything
to gain.

The grimy streets of New York City teemed
with life as Alice stepped out of the train
station, her heart pounding with a mixture of
anxiety and anticipation. She clutched her
meager belongings, a worn duffel bag slung
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over her shoulder, her eyes scanning the
bustling crowd.

She made her way towards the LGBTQ
community center, a familiar beacon of
hope amidst the urban chaos. The cen-
ter had been a lifeline for her more than a
year ago, providing support and resources
during another particularly dark period in
her life. Now, she returned, seeking refuge
once more.

As she entered the center, a wave of
warmth washed over her. Familiar faces
smiled and nodded in greeting, their expres-
sions a mixture of surprise and concern.

“Alice!” a voice called out. “We haven’t seen
you in months! Where have you been?”

Alice forced a weak smile, her voice trem-
bling slightly. “I...I had a bit of trouble,” she
stammered, her eyes darting nervously.
“A...a deranged cop from lllinois. He at-
tacked me, accused me of murder and held
me hostage in his basement.”

A hush fell over the room, the air thick with
shock and disbelief. Alice continued, her
voice gaining strength as she recounted her
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harrowing tale. She spoke of her escape,
of her desperate flight across the country,
of the fear that had gnawed at her every
waking moment.

The people at the center listened intently,
their faces etched with sympathy and out-
rage. When Alice finished her story, a cho-
rus of voices rose in support.

“We have to help her,” someone declared.

“We can'’t let her be found again by that
monster,” another added.

Dawn, the director of the center, a compas-
sionate woman with a warm smile, stepped
forward. “Alice,” she said, her voice gentle
yet firm, “you’re safe here. We’'ll do every-
thing we can to protect you.”

Arrangements were quickly made. A new
identity was forged, a passport procured, a
plane ticket purchased. Alice, now reborn
as Elizabeth Smith, was to be sent to Lon-
don, where a network of LGBTQ+ friends
and family awaited her.

“Thank you,” Alice whispered, her voice
choked with emotion. “I don’t know what |
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would have done without you.”

The director smiled, her eyes filled with
warmth. “We’re family, Alice. And family
takes care of each other.”

As Alice boarded the plane, a sense of relief
washed over her. She was leaving behind
the pain and the fear, the ghosts of her
past. She was embarking on a new adven-
ture, a chance to start over.

As the plane taxied down the runway, Alice
closed her eyes, a bittersweet smile playing
on her lips. She knew the road ahead would
be long and not easy, but she was deter-
mined to make the most of it. After all, she
was Alice, the survivor, the fighter. And she
wasn’t about to let anyone, not even a cop
on the chase, stand in her way.

As the plane soared above the clouds,
Alice, now Elizabeth Smith, settled into
her window seat, her mind racing with a
whirlwind of emotions. She had narrowly
escaped capture, witnessed her sister’s
tragic demise, and was now embarking on
a journey into the unknown.

Just as she was about to close her eyes
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and try to forget the harrowing events of the
past few days, a cheerful voice interrupted
her thoughts. “Well, hello there! I'm Jimi.”

Alice opened her eyes to see a man wear-
ing a black baseball cap and a friendly
smile sitting next to her. He extended his
hand, his grip firm and confident.

“Elizabeth,” she replied, returning his smile
with a polite nod.

Jimi wasted no time in launching into a
conversation, his words tumbling out in

a rapid-fire stream. He told her about his
work as an author and artist, his passion for
travel, and his current project: a book about
a transgender serial killer.

Alice listened with a mixture of fascina-
tion and dread. A transgender serial killer?
Could he possibly be talking about her?
She studied Jimi’s face, searching for any
sign of suspicion or malice. But all she saw
was genuine enthusiasm and a thirst for
knowledge.

As Jimi continued to talk, Alice found her-
self drawn into his world. He spoke of his
research, his interviews with experts, his
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desire to understand the motivations behind
such heinous crimes.

Despite her initial apprehension, Alice found
herself enjoying Jimi’s company. He was
kind, intelligent, and genuinely interested in
her life. He wasn’t her typical red hat-wear-
ing victim, the kind of person she would
normally target.

As the plane began its descent, Jimi
reached into his bag and pulled out a book.
“This is my latest novel,” he said, handing
it to Alice. “It's called Time Raiders. I'd be
honored if you'd accept it as a gift.”

Alice took the book, her fingers tracing the
embossed title. “Thank you,” she said, a
genuine smile spreading across her face.

Jimi grinned, then slipped a business card
inside the book. “If you ever want to chat
about my research,” he said, “don’t hesitate
to call.”

Alice nodded, a warmth spreading through
her chest. She had been prepared to Kkill
this man, to silence him before he could
uncover her secret. But in the end, she
couldn’t bring herself to do it.
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As the plane touched down on British soil,
Alice knew that she had made the right
decision. She had spared a life, a life that
had touched her own in an unexpected way.
And as she stepped off the plane, a new-
found sense of hope filled her heart. Per-
haps, just perhaps, there was a chance for
redemption after all.
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Chapter 36: In the
Shadow of the Tower

The labyrinthine corridors of Heathrow Air-
port buzzed with a frantic energy as Eliza-
beth, her passport clutched tightly in hand,
navigated the maze of signs and bustling
crowds. With the help of kind strangers and
a tattered London Underground map, she
found her way to the Piccadilly line, her
heart pounding with a mixture of excitement
and trepidation.

The Tube rattled and swayed beneath her
feet, its rhythmic clatter a soothing coun-
terpoint to the chaos above. As the train
snaked through the city’s subterranean ar-
teries, Elizabeth’s mind raced, her thoughts
a jumble of memories and plans.

Emerging from the depths of Tower Hill sta-
tion, she found herself in the shadow of the
iconic Tower of London, its imposing stone
walls a stark reminder of the city’s bloody
past. A short walk led her to the Tower Ho-
tel, its modern facade a stark contrast to the
ancient fortress looming nearby.

“Welcome to the Tower Hotel, Ms. Smith,”
the receptionist greeted her with a warm
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smile. “May | see your passport, please?”

Elizabeth handed over the document, her
fingers trembling slightly. The receptionist
glanced at the photo, then back at Eliz-
abeth, her smile widening. “Everything
seems to be in order. You’re in room 337,
on the third floor. Enjoy your stay.”

Elizabeth thanked her, her heart still racing.
She made her way to the elevator, her eyes
scanning the lobby for any sign of unwant-
ed attention. As the elevator ascended, her
gaze drifted towards a large window over-
looking the street and the River Thames.

There, huddled beneath a makeshift tent,
was a homeless man surrounded by two
mangy dogs. A red woolen hat, faded

and worn, rested atop his head. Curiosity
piqued, Elizabeth decided to approach him
after checking in.

“Excuse me,” she said, her voice soft and
tentative. “Could | offer you some change?”

The man looked up, his eyes bloodshot and
filled with disdain. “What’s it to you, foreign-
er?” he spat, his breath reeking of alcohol.
“Go back to where you came from.”
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Elizabeth, taken aback by his hostility, fum-
bled in her pocket for a few coins. “I'm just
trying to help,” she mumbled, dropping the
coins into his outstretched cup.

The man snatched the coins, his eyes
narrowing. “Don’t think this makes you any
better than me,” he sneered. “You're all the
same, you rich tourists. You come here and
think you own the place.”

Elizabeth, her patience wearing thin, turned
to leave. “You're welcome,” she muttered
under her breath, her voice dripping with
sarcasm.

As she walked away, she couldn’t help but
feel a pang of disappointment. This man,
with his red hat and his venomous words,
was the perfect target. But something held
her back, a flicker of empathy that she
couldn’t quite extinguish.

She made her way back to the hotel, her
mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.
She had not come to London to hunt, or to
seek revenge for her sister’s death. For per-
haps, just perhaps, there was more to life
than blood and vengeance. Perhaps there
was a chance for redemption, a chance to
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find peace in the chaos.

The morning sun streamed through the
hotel room window, casting a warm glow on
Elizabeth’s face. She stretched, her mus-
cles aching from the long journey and the
stress of recent events. A hot shower and

a good night’s rest had worked wonders,
leaving her feeling refreshed and invigorat-
ed.

Today was the day she would start her new
life in London. A clean slate, a fresh start, a
chance to leave the past behind. With a re-
newed sense of purpose, she picked up the
phone and dialed the number her contact in
New York had given her.

“Hello?” a cheerful voice answered.

“Hello, is this Victoria?” Elizabeth inquired,
her voice a touch hesitant.

“Speaking,” the voice replied. “Elizabeth, is
that you?”

“Yes, it's me,” Elizabeth confirmed, a wave

of relief washing over her. “l just arrived in
London. | was hoping we could meet.”
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“Of course, darling,” Victoria said with her
distinguished British accent. “How about
we meet for lunch at Spitalfields Market?
There’s a lovely little cafe near there that |
just adore.”

“That sounds perfect,” Elizabeth replied, her
spirits lifting.

They agreed on a time and place, and Eliz-
abeth hung up the phone, a smile playing
on her lips. Victoria’s warm welcome had
eased her anxieties, replacing them with a
sense of hope and anticipation.

After a quick toastie in the nearby coffee
shop, Elizabeth ventured out into the bus-
tling streets of London. The city thrummed
with a vibrant energy, its eclectic mix of
cultures and styles a feast for the senses.

Using the maze of subway trains and bus-
es, she arrived at Spitalfields Market a few
minutes early, taking a moment to admire
the colorful stalls and the lively atmosphere.
Victoria, a stylish lesbian woman with short
blonde hair and a twinkle in her eye, spot-
ted her almost immediately.

“Elizabeth, darling!” she exclaimed, embrac-
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ing her warmly. “Welcome to London!”

They settled into a cozy corner of the mar-
ket seating space, their conversation flow-
ing easily. Victoria, a longtime friend of the
LGBTQ community center in New York, had
been instrumental in arranging Elizabeth’s
escape and relocation.

“So, tell me, darling,” Victoria inquired, her
voice brimming with curiosity, “what are
your plans now?”

Elizabeth took a sip of her tea, her mind
racing. “l need to find a place to live,” she
began, “and a job. | can’t stay at the hotel
forever.”

Victoria nodded in agreement. “Leave that
to me, darling. | have a few contacts who
might be able to help. In the meantime,
enjoy your first day in London. It’s a city full
of surprises.”

As they chatted, Elizabeth couldn’t help but
feel a sense of gratitude for Victoria’s kind-
ness and support. She knew that her new life
in London wouldn’t be easy, but with Victoria
by her side, she felt confident that she could
overcome any issues that might arise.
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“So, Elizabeth,” Victoria began, her eyes
sparkling with excitement, “have you giv-
en any thought to where you’d like to live?
London has so much to offer, it can be quite
overwhelming.”

Elizabeth took a sip of her tea, a thoughtful
expression on her face. “I'm not quite sure
yet,” she admitted. “I'd like to explore a bit
before making a decision.”

Victoria nodded in agreement. “Excellent
idea! There are so many fascinating neigh-
borhoods to discover. If you’re looking for
something a bit edgy and artistic, you might
enjoy Camden Town. It's a vibrant hub of
creativity, with a lively music scene and a
plethora of quirky shops.”

“Camden sounds interesting,” Elizabeth
replied, her curiosity piqued. “I've always
been drawn to places with a bit of an alter-
native vibe.”

“Oh, you’d absolutely love it!” Victoria ex-
claimed, her enthusiasm contagious. “And
if you're looking for something a bit more
historic, you could consider Whitechapel.
It's steeped in history, with a fascinating
connection to Jack the Ripper.”
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A shiver ran down Elizabeth’s spine. “Jack
the Ripper,” she echoed, a dark fascination
in her eyes. “That does sound intriguing.”

“Or,” Victoria continued, her voice dropping
to a conspiratorial whisper, “if you're feeling
adventurous, you could venture into Soho’s
back alleys. They say all sorts of interesting
characters lurk in the shadows there.”

Elizabeth’s lips curled into a sly smile. Il
might just do that,” she said, her voice a low
purr.

“Of course,” Victoria added, a twinkle in her
eye, “if you're looking for a bit of peace and
quiet, you could always escape to High-
gate Cemetery. It's a beautiful, atmospheric
place, perfect for contemplation and...reflec-
tion.”

Elizabeth’s smile widened, a predatory
glint in her eyes. “I'll be sure to keep that
in mind,” she said, her voice laced with a
hidden meaning.

As they continued to chat, Victoria shared
more suggestions, each location more
enticing than the last. Elizabeth listened
intently, her mind already weaving a tapes-
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try of potential victims and crime scenes.
The city of London, with its dark history and
shadowy corners, was a playground for her
twisted desires.

The hunt was on, and disguised as the
innocent Elizabeth Smith, Alice was ready
to stalk her prey once again. Her thirst for
more blood simmered inside as her mind
replayed that fateful moment her sister was
taken away once again, this time forever.

As their conversation continued, Victo-

ria noticed a subtle change in Elizabeth’s
demeanor. Her eyes, once bright and alert,
now seemed glazed over, her responses
growing more subdued.

“Darling,” Victoria said gently, reaching
across the table to touch Elizabeth’s hand.
“You seem a bit tired. Perhaps you should
go back to the hotel and rest.”

Elizabeth blinked, startled by the sudden
shift in attention. “Oh,” she murmured, a
faint blush creeping onto her cheeks. “I sup-
pose | am a bit jet-lagged.”

Victoria smiled warmly. “Don’t worry, my
dear. I'll take care of everything. I'll start
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making some inquiries about potential jobs
and housing options. You just focus on get-
ting settled and taking care of yourself.”

Elizabeth nodded gratefully, a wave of ex-
haustion washing over her. She bid farewell
to Victoria, promising to await her call, and
made her way back towards the Tower
Hotel.

The familiar sight of Tower Bridge, bathed in
the warm afternoon sun, brought a sense of
comfort and belonging. However, as Eliza-
beth neared the hotel, her gaze was drawn
to the familiar sight of the homeless man’s
tent.

A flicker of anger ignited within her as she
remembered his rude and ungrateful de-
meanor. She paused, debating whether to
approach him again. Curiosity, and perhaps
a darker impulse, won out.

“Hello again,” she said, her voice a touch
firmer this time. “I thought you might appre-
ciate a hot cup of coffee.” She held out a
steaming cup, her eyes searching his face
for any sign of gratitude.

The man snatched the cup, his eyes nar-
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rowed in suspicion. “What'’s the catch?” he
growled, his voice raspy and distrustful.

Elizabeth shrugged, her patience wearing
thin. “No catch,” she replied calmly. “Just a
simple act of kindness.”

The man grunted, taking a long gulp of
coffee. “Don’t expect me to thank you,” he
mumbled, his eyes fixed on the ground.

Elizabeth turned and walked away, a bitter
taste in her mouth. The man’s ungrateful-
ness had solidified her resolve. He was a
blight on this beautiful city, a festering sore
that needed to be excised.

Back in her hotel room, Elizabeth shed her
disguise, the gentle facade of Elizabeth
Smith melting away to reveal the ruthless
predator beneath. She paced the room, her
mind racing as she plotted the man’s de-
mise.

He had asked for it, after all. His rudeness,
his ingratitude, his sheer disdain for his
fellow human beings had sealed his fate.
Elizabeth would make him pay, in the most
gruesome way imaginable.
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Hours later, the moon cast an ethereal glow
upon the River Thames, its rippling waters
reflecting the twinkling lights of the city-
scape. Elizabeth, cloaked in the shadows
of the Tower Bridge, watched as the home-
less man stumbled around his makeshift
encampment, his curses and drunken slurs
echoing in the night air.

She observed him kicking at one of his
dogs, a whimper of pain escaping the
animal’s throat. A surge of anger coursed
through her veins. This man, with his cruelty
and disdain for life, deserved to be pun-
ished.

As the clock struck eleven, the foot traffic
along the riverbank dwindled to a trickle.
Elizabeth seized her opportunity. She ap-
proached the man, her footsteps muffled by
the cobblestones.

“Excuse me,” she said, her voice soft and
alluring. “I need your help.”

The man, startled by her sudden appear-
ance, squinted at her through bleary eyes.
“What do you want?” he grumbled, his tone
laced with suspicion.
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‘I have some heavy bags up on the bridge,”
Elizabeth explained, her voice dripping with
honey. “I'll pay you to help me carry them
down.”

The man’s eyes narrowed, a flicker of greed
replacing the initial hostility. “How much?”
he demanded, his voice raspy.

“Fifty pounds,” Elizabeth offered, watching
his reaction closely.

The man scoffed. “A hundred,” he coun-
tered, his eyes glinting in the moonlight.

Elizabeth feigned a moment of hesitation,
then nodded in agreement. “Very well,” she
said, her voice barely a whisper. “Follow

”

me.

She led him up the steps of Tower Bridge,
her heels clicking against the stone. The
bridge was deserted, the only sound was
the rhythmic lapping of the water against
the rocky shoreline below.

As they reached the center of the first part
of the bridge, Elizabeth turned to face the
man, a wicked smile playing on her lips.
Before he could react, she shoved him with
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all her might.

The man, caught off guard, stumbled back-
wards, his arms flailing wildly. He let out a
bloodcurdling scream as he toppled over
the railing, his body plummeting towards the
unforgiving iron spikes below.

A sickening thud echoed through the night,
followed by a deathly silence. Elizabeth, her
heart pounding in her chest, peered over
the edge. The man’s body was impaled on
the spikes, his red hat a grotesque splash
of color against the cold metal.

Without a backward glance, Elizabeth
slipped away into the darkness, her mission
accomplished.

The next morning, as joggers and tourists
began to fill the riverbank, the man’s body
was discovered. A crowd gathered, their
faces etched with horror and disbelief.

Elizabeth, sipping a coffee Americano white
in a nearby café, watched the scene unfold
from a distance. A sense of satisfaction
washed over her as she savored her vic-
tory. The red hat had been silenced, and
justice, however twisted, had been served.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



There was now an American serial killer
loose on the streets of London.
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Chapter 37: A New Path Unveiled

The shrill ringing of the hotel phone jolted
Alice, now Elizabeth from a fitful sleep. She
reached for the receiver, her voice groggy
with slumber. “Hello?”

“Elizabeth, darling!” Victoria’s cheerful voice
chirped through the line. “How are you feel-
ing today, did you get some rest?”

Alice rubbed her eyes, her mind still foggy
from the previous night’s events. “A bit tired,
but otherwise fine,” she replied, stifling a
yawn.

“Splendid!” Victoria exclaimed. “| have
some exciting news for you. Meet me at the
same café in Spitalfields Market as yester-
day. We’'ll discuss everything over lunch.”

Intrigued, Alice agreed and quickly fresh-
ened up. The market bustled with activity as
she arrived, the scent of fresh produce and
street food filling the air. Victoria, her blonde
hair shimmering in the sunlight, waved her
over to a table nestled in a quiet corner.

“So, what’s the good news?” Alice inquired,
her curiosity piqued.
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Victoria’s eyes sparkled with excitement.
“I've been making some inquiries, darling,”
she began, “and it seems there are a few
promising leads.”

Alice leaned in, eager to hear more.

“The hospital where | work is hiring for
several receptionist positions,” Victoria
explained. “And my girlfriend, who owns a
lovely little restaurant in Soho, is looking for
a hostess.”

Alice’s heart sank at the mention of the
hospital. The sterile environment and the
constant reminders of human frailty filled
her with unease. “A restaurant sounds more
appealing,” she admitted, her voice barely a
whisper.

Victoria nodded understandingly. “I thought
you might say that, darling. I'll put in a good
word for you with my girlfriend. I’'m sure
she’ll be delighted to have you on board.”

A wave of relief washed over Alice. A host-
ess position in a restaurant seemed like
the perfect cover, a way to blend in and
observe potential prey without arousing
suspicion.
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“That’s not all,” Victoria continued, a mis-
chievous glint in her eye. “I've also reached
out to some friends in the LGBTQ commu-
nity. They’re all looking for roommates, and
they’d be thrilled to have someone new join
their little family.”

Alice’s heart swelled with gratitude. “Vic-
toria, you're an angel,” she exclaimed, her
voice choked with emotion.

“‘Nonsense, darling,” Victoria replied, patting
her hand. “We’re all in this together. Now,
why don’t you finish your tea? We have a
flat viewing party to attend this evening.”

As they left the café, Alice couldn’t help but
feel a sense of optimism. London, with its
vibrant LGBTQ community and endless
possibilities, was starting to feel like home.
She had a new identity, a potential job, and
the prospect of a supportive network of
friends. The future, once shrouded in dark-
ness, was now beginning to shimmer with a
glimmer of hope.

With a few hours to spare before the flat
viewing party, Elizabeth, eager to explore
her new surroundings, decided to embark
on a London Street Art tour. The tour, led by
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a tall, lanky fellow named Thomas, prom-
ised to reveal the hidden gems of the city’s
vibrant street art scene.

As Elizabeth joined the small group of tour-
ists gathered at the meeting point, Thomas,
with his unruly mop of brown hair and infec-
tious enthusiasm, immediately captured her
attention. His voice, a rich baritone with a
hint of a Cockney accent, boomed through
the air as he introduced himself and out-
lined the itinerary for the afternoon.

The tour began in the heart of Shoreditch, a
neighborhood renowned for its ever-evolv-
ing tapestry of street art. Thomas led the
group through a maze of narrow alleyways
and bustling streets, his commentary pep-
pered with anecdotes and historical tidbits.

“This,” Thomas announced, pointing to

a stenciled image of a girl reaching for a
heart-shaped balloon, “is one of Banksy’s
most iconic works. It's a commentary on the
fleeting nature of love and the loss of inno-
cence.”

The group murmured in appreciation, their
eyes glued to the enigmatic artwork.
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“Banksy, as you may know, is a bit of a
mystery,” Thomas continued, a sly grin
spreading across his face. “No one knows
his true identity, but his work has become a
global phenomenon.”

He paused for a moment, his eyes twinkling
with mischief. “Now, this next piece,” he
said, gesturing towards a colorful mural de-
picting a cartoon character wielding a paint
roller, “is by another legendary street artist,
King Robbo.”

“‘Banksy and King Robbo had a bit of a
rivalry,” Thomas explained, his voice drop-
ping to a conspiratorial whisper. “They
would often paint over each other’s work,
their feud becoming a part of London street
art folklore.”

He pointed to a section of the mural where
a faint outline of a Banksy stencil could be

seen beneath King Robbo’s vibrant colors.
“This is where the battle lines were drawn,”
Thomas said, his voice filled with dramatic
flair. “It was a clash of titans, a war waged

with spray paint and stencils.”

Elizabeth listened intently, her mind racing
with a newfound appreciation for the sub-
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versive power of street art. The tour contin-
ued, each piece revealing a hidden story,

a commentary on society, politics, and the
human condition.

As the afternoon drew to a close, Elizabeth
found herself thoroughly captivated by the
world of street art. It was a world of rebel-
lion and creativity, a world where anything
was possible. And as she thanked Thomas
for the enlightening tour, a spark of inspira-
tion ignited within her.

Perhaps, she mused, she could use her
own artistic talents to leave her mark on
this city, to create a legacy that would both
terrify and inspire.

The street art tour had been a welcome
distraction, but the looming threat of discov-
ery still gnawed at Elizabeth’s mind. She
decided to return to the hotel to freshen up
before the meet and greet party, hoping a
quick rest would calm her nerves.

However, as she approached the Tower Ho-
tel, a scene of unexpected chaos unfolded
before her eyes. A cluster of police officers,
their faces grim and determined, occupied
the sidewalks along the Thames, showing
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photographs to everyone who walked by.

Elizabeth’s heart pounded in her chest as
she caught a distant glimpse of the photo.

It was her, or rather, the face she had worn
as Alice Jenkins. Panic surged through her
veins, threatening to overwhelm her careful-
ly constructed composure.

She instinctively lowered her head, using
her long hair as a curtain to shield her face.
With a quickened pace, she slipped through
the revolving door, her eyes darting ner-
vously as she made her way to the elevator.

Once safely inside her room, Elizabeth
locked the door and sank onto the bed,

her body trembling with adrenaline. She
had been so close to freedom, to a fresh
start. And now, it seemed, her actions were
catching up with her once again.

With trembling fingers, she dialed Victoria’s
number, her voice shaking as she relayed
the terrifying news.

“Victoria, it's me,” she whispered, her words

barely audible. “The deranged cop is at the
hotel. He’s looking for me.”
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A brief silence followed, then Victoria’s
voice, calm and reassuring, filled the line.
“‘Don’t panic, Elizabeth,” she said. “Just
grab your things and come straight to my
place. You can stay with me until we figure
out what to do.”

Relief washed over Elizabeth. Victoria was
a lifeline, a beacon of hope in this moment
of despair. She quickly gathered her be-
longings, stuffing them into her suitcase
with frantic haste.

Within minutes, she was back in the lobby,
her head lowered, her suitcase bumping
against her leg. She slipped past the offi-
cers still walking along the waterfront unno-
ticed, her heart pounding in her chest.

As she hailed a taxi, a silent prayer es-
caped her lips. She had escaped once
again, but for how long? The hunt was far
from over, and Elizabeth knew that she
would have to stay one step ahead of her
pursuers if she wanted to survive.

The taxi weaved through the labyrinthine
streets of London, its tires humming against
the wet asphalt. Elizabeth gazed out the
window, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts
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and emotions. The encounter with the
police had shaken her, reminding her of the
ever-present danger lurking in the shadows.
But Victoria’s reassuring words and the
promise of a new beginning offered a glim-
mer of hope.

After a seemingly endless journey through
rush hour traffic, the taxi pulled up outside
a charming brick building nestled in a quiet
Georgian style cul-de-sac. Elizabeth paid
the driver, adding a generous tip for his pa-
tience, and stepped onto the pavement.

As she crossed the manicured lawn to-
wards the entrance, her eyes fell upon a
familiar figure seated in the garden. It was
Jimi, the chatty author she had met on the
plane. He was cross-legged on a yoga mat,
his eyes closed, his hands resting gently on
his knees. A serene smile played on his lips
as he breathed deeply, his body swaying
rhythmically to an unheard melody.

A wave of surprise washed over Elizabeth.
She hadn’t expected to see him again, let
alone find him meditating in her friends gar-
den. A flicker of amusement danced in her
eyes as she imagined the conversation they
would have later.
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Shaking her head with a chuckle, Elizabeth
climbed the stairs and rang the doorbell. A
moment later, Victoria’s smiling face ap-
peared in the doorway.

“Elizabeth, darling!” she exclaimed, usher-
ing her inside. “Come in, come in. You must
be exhausted after your ordeal.”

Elizabeth stepped into the warm embrace
of Victoria’s flat, its eclectic decor and cozy
atmosphere instantly putting her at ease.
They settled onto a plush sofa, a pot of tea
steaming on the coffee table between them.

Victoria listened intently as Elizabeth falsely
recounted the events at the hotel, her face
etched with concern. “That’s absolutely
dreadful, darling,” she said, her voice filled
with sympathy. “But you’re safe now. You're
with family.”

They discussed the potential job opportuni-
ties and housing options, Elizabeth’s spirits
lifting with each passing moment. Victoria,
ever the optimist, assured her that every-
thing would work out.

“I've invited a few friends over this evening,”
Victoria explained, her eyes twinkling with
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excitement. “They’re all potential room-
mates, and they’re dying to meet you. Oh,
and my neighbor, Brian, will be there too.
He has a spare room in his flat that might
be perfect for you.”

Elizabeth smiled, her heart warming at the
thought of finding a new home and a sup-
portive community. She glanced out the
window towards the garden, where Jimi
was still deep in meditation.

“It seems you have a very interesting neigh-
bor,” she remarked, a hint of amusement in
her voice.

Victoria followed her gaze, a chuckle escap-
ing her lips. “Oh, that’s Jimi,” she explained.
“He’s a bit of an eccentric, but he’s a sweet-
heart. I’'m sure you’ll get along famously.”

Elizabeth nodded, her mind already racing
with possibilities. This evening promised to
be a turning point, a chance to forge new
connections and embrace a fresh start.

The evening air buzzed with anticipation
as Victoria’s flat transformed into a make-
shift social hub. Soft music played in the
background, mingling with the aroma of
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baked goods and the gentle clinking of wine
glasses. One by one, Victoria’s eclectic mix
of friends arrived, each bringing their own
unique energy to the gathering.

First came Marcus, a flamboyant fash-

ion designer with a penchant for dramatic
scarves and witty one-liners. He swept

into the room, his arms laden with brightly
colored fabrics, his laughter filling the space
like a burst of sunshine.

“Elizabeth, darling!” he exclaimed, embrac-
ing her with a theatrical flourish. “Victoria
has told us so much about you. Welcome to
our little family!”

Next arrived Anya, a quiet but fiercely intel-
ligent software engineer with a passion for
coding and cats. She greeted Elizabeth with
a shy smile, her eyes sparkling with curios-

ity.
“It's lovely to meet you, Elizabeth,” she said
softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I've heard so much about your adventur-
ous spirit.”

Then came Charlie, a boisterous trans-
gender actor with a booming voice and a

478



penchant for impromptu performances. He
greeted Elizabeth with a theatrical bow, his
eyes twinkling with mischief.

“Welcome to the madhouse, my dear!”
he declared, his voice echoing through
the room. “We’re a motley crew, but we
wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Finally, the doorbell rang once more, sig-
naling the arrival of the neighbor, Brian, and
his cousin from St. Louis, Jimi. Brian, a tall,
lanky man with a kind smile and a mop of
unruly hair, greeted Elizabeth warmly.

“Elizabeth, so good to finally meet you,” he
said, extending his hand. “Victoria has told
me so much about you. | hope you’ll con-
sider my spare room. It's not much, but it's
cozy and quiet.”

Jimi, his recently shaved head bouncing
with each step, grinned at Elizabeth, his
eyes filled with recognition. “Hey, Elizabeth!
Fancy seeing you here.”

Elizabeth smiled back, a sense of cama-

raderie blooming within her. “Jimi, what a
surprise! | didn’t know you were Victoria’s
neighbor.”
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Jimi chuckled, his voice warm and inviting.
“Small world, isn’t it? I'm actually Brian’s
cousin. Just visiting for a few weeks.”

As the evening progressed, laughter and
conversation filled the flat. Elizabeth found
herself drawn into the lively discussions,
sharing stories and experiences with her
newfound friends. The initial awkwardness
melted away, replaced by a sense of be-
longing and acceptance.

The flat viewing party, once a daunting
prospect, had turned into a delightful gath-
ering. Elizabeth, surrounded by warmth

and support, felt a glimmer of hope for the
future. Perhaps, in this vibrant city filled with
colorful characters and unexpected encoun-
ters, she could finally find a place to call
home.

A few hours later, the echoes of laughter
and lively conversation faded as the last
guests departed Victoria’s flat, leaving
behind a comfortable silence. Elizabeth
and Victoria, surrounded by discarded wine
glasses and half-empty plates, sank onto
the plush sofa, a sense of contentment
washing over them.
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“Well, that was quite the party,” Victoria
remarked, a contented sigh escaping her
lips. “I think you made quite the impression,
my dear.”

Elizabeth chuckled, her eyes sparkling with
amusement. “I certainly hope so. They all
seem like lovely people.”

“They are,” Victoria agreed. “And each of
them has offered you a room in their re-
spective abodes. So, tell me, Elizabeth,
who has caught your eye?”

Elizabeth pondered the question for a
moment, her gaze drifting towards the pile
of clothes they had been trying on earlier.
‘I must say, Brian’s offer is quite tempting,”
she admitted, twirling a strand of her hair
around her finger. “It would be nice to be
close to you, Victoria.”

Victoria beamed. “Oh, that would be won-
derful! Brian is a darling, and his flat is just
a stone’s throw away. Plus, you’d have Jimi
to chat with for a bit. He’s quite the charac-
ter, isn't he?”

Elizabeth’s cheeks flushed slightly. “He is
indeed,” she murmured, a shy smile play-
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ing on her lips. “I must confess, | find him
quite...intriguing.”

Victoria’s eyes widened in surprise. “Oh my,
Elizabeth! Are you developing a little crush
on our enigmatic author?”

Elizabeth giggled, a warmth spreading
through her chest. “Perhaps,” she admitted.
“There’s something about him, a certain...
aura of mystery.”

“Well, | can’t say | blame you,” Victoria said
with a wink. “He’s quite the catch, if you ask

me.

They spent the rest of the evening chatting
about Jimi, his books, and his intriguing
research on transgender serial killers. Eliza-
beth was fascinated by his insights and his
passion for the subject. She couldn’t help
but wonder if he had any inkling of the dark-
ness that lurked within her own soul.

As the night drew to a close, Elizabeth felt
a sense of peace settling over her. She had
found a new home, a new community, and
perhaps even a new love interest. The fu-
ture, once a bleak and uncertain landscape,
now seemed filled with endless possibilities.
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Chapter 38: A Taste of Soho

The morning sunlight filtered through the
stained-glass windows of The Velvet Fox,
casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the
polished wooden bar. Elizabeth, dressed in
a crisp white blouse and tailored black skirt,
stood at the entrance, her eyes taking in the
restaurant’s elegant decor.

A warm hand touched her shoulder, and
she turned to find a woman with a radiant
smile and a mop of fiery red hair. This was
Vivienne, Victoria’s girlfriend and the owner
of The Velvet Fox.

“Elizabeth, darling!” Vivienne exclaimed, her
voice a melodic purr. “Welcome to our hum-
ble abode. | must apologize for not being at
the party last night. The dinner rush can be

quite demanding.”

Elizabeth smiled warmly. “No worries at all,”
she replied. “Victoria filled me in on every-
thing. I’'m excited to start working here.”

Vivienne beamed, her eyes twinkling with

approval. “Wonderful! Let me show you
around.”

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



She led Elizabeth through the dining room,
her arm linked through hers. The space
was intimate and inviting, with plush velvet
booths and candlelit tables. Soft jazz music
played in the background, creating a so-
phisticated ambiance.

“We specialize in modern European cui-
sine with a touch of Asian fusion,” Vivienne
explained, her voice filled with passion.
“Our head chef, Pierre, is a culinary genius.
You'll adore his creations.”

She introduced Elizabeth to the staff — the
sommelier, a suave Frenchman with a
encyclopedic knowledge of wine; the maitre
d’, a tall, elegant woman with a command-
ing presence; and the waitstaff, a diverse
group of individuals who moved with balletic
grace through the dining room.

“This is your station,” Vivienne said, ges-
turing towards a podium near the entrance.
“You'll be responsible for greeting guests,
seating them, and managing reservations.”

Elizabeth nodded, her eyes scanning the
room. “It seems straightforward enough,”
she replied, a confident smile playing on
her lips.
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“Itis,” Vivienne agreed. “But remember, dar-
ling, first impressions are everything. You'’re
the face of The Velvet Fox. Make sure our
guests feel welcomed and valued.”

Elizabeth’s smile widened. “Don’t worry,
Vivienne,” she purred, her voice laced with
a hint of mischief. “I'll make sure they never
forget their experience here.”

As Vivienne continued the tour, Elizabeth’s
mind raced with possibilities. The Velvet
Fox was not just a restaurant; it was a
stage, a hunting ground. The clientele, a
mix of affluent socialites and discerning
foodies, presented a tantalizing array of
potential prey.

The night was still young, and Elizabeth, the
cunning predator disguised as a charming
hostess, was ready to feast.

The Velvet Fox buzzed with energy on Eliz-
abeth’s first night. As the hostess, she was
the initial point of contact for every patron
that walked through the door. With a warm
smile and practiced grace, she navigated
the bustling restaurant, guiding diners to
their tables, managing reservations, phone
calls, and ensuring a seamless dining expe-
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rience for everyone.

The evening flowed smoothly for the most
part. Elizabeth’s charm and efficiency
earned her approving nods from Vivienne
and the rest of the staff. However, one
particular customer tested her patience.

A Frenchman, his face hidden beneath a
jaunty red beret, grew increasingly impa-
tient as the wait time stretched longer than
expected.

“‘Mademoiselle,” he snapped, his voice drip-
ping with condescension, “this is unaccept-
able! | have been waiting for an eternity.”

Elizabeth’s smile wavered for a moment, a
flicker of annoyance flashing in her eyes.
She could feel Alice’s blood simmering
beneath the surface, the urge to lash out a
tempting whisper in her ear. But she took a
deep breath, reminding herself of her new
identity, her fresh start.

“‘Monsieur,” she replied calmly, her voice a
soothing balm, “I apologize for the delay.
We’'re experiencing a bit of a rush tonight.
Your table will be ready shortly.”

The Frenchman harrumphed, his arms
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crossed tightly over his chest. Elizabeth, her
composure regained, offered him a compli-
mentary glass of champagne as a gesture
of goodwill.

“Perhaps this will make the wait more bear-
able,” she said, her smile returning.

The Frenchman, mollified by the gesture,
begrudgingly accepted the champagne.
Elizabeth, her heart still pounding, moved
on to the next guest, a wave of relief wash-
ing over her.

As the night progressed, Elizabeth’s con-
fidence grew. She handled each customer
with professionalism and poise, her smile
never faltering. By the end of her shift, she
had earned the respect and admiration of
her colleagues.

“Well done, Elizabeth,” Vivienne said, her
voice filled with pride. “You handled that
difficult customer like a pro.”

Elizabeth smiled, accepting the compliment
with grace. “Thank you, Vivienne. I'm just

glad | could be of service. Thank you again
so much for this wonderful job opportunity.”
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As she stepped outside, the cool night air
a welcome relief after the warmth of the
restaurant, she saw Victoria waiting for her,
a warm smile on her face.

“‘How did it go, darling?” Victoria asked with
her distinct British accent, her eyes spar-
kling with curiosity.

“It went surprisingly well,” Elizabeth replied,
a hint of pride in her voice. “| even managed
to charm a grumpy old Frenchman.”

Victoria chuckled, her arm linking through
Elizabeth’s as they walked towards home.
‘I knew you’d be a natural,” she said. “You
have a way with people, Elizabeth. A way
that makes them feel special and appreciat-
ed.”

Elizabeth smiled, her heart swelling with
gratitude. She had found a new family in
London, a place where she could finally be
herself, free from the ghosts of her past.
And as she walked alongside Victoria, the
city lights twinkling around them, Elizabeth
knew that her new life was really just begin-
ning.

The cobblestone streets of Soho echoed
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with the rhythmic click-clack of Elizabeth
and Victoria’s heels as they made their way
home from The Velvet Fox. The cool night
air was a refreshing contrast to the warmth
of the restaurant, and the two women
chatted animatedly about the events of the
evening.

As they rounded a corner into a dimly lit
alleyway, their laughter was abruptly si-
lenced by the sound of shuffling footsteps
and heavy breathing. Two figures emerged
from the shadows, their faces obscured by
hoodies pulled low over their brows.

“Well, well, what have we here?” one of the
men sneered, his voice thick with menace.
“Two pretty ladies out for a stroll. Perhaps
we can show you a good time.”

Victoria’s hand instinctively tightened
around her purse, her eyes narrowing in
alarm. Elizabeth, however, remained eerily
calm, her gaze fixed on the two men with a
predatory glint.

Before the men could make another move,
Elizabeth and Victoria sprang into action. In
a blur of movement, they each drew a con-
cealed pocket knife from their purses, their
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blades flashing in the dim light.

With three swift jabs, Elizabeth plunged

her knife into the neck of the first man, her
movements precise and deadly. The man’s
eyes widened in shock as he stumbled
backwards, his hand clutching at the gaping
wound.

Victoria, mirroring Elizabeth’s actions, de-
livered three identical blows to the second
man, her face a mask of cold fury. The man
collapsed to the ground with a sickening
thud, his blood pooling on the cobblestones.

For a moment, an eerie silence descended
upon the alleyway. Elizabeth and Victoria
stood side by side, their breath coming in
ragged gasps, their hands slick with blood.
A wild energy crackled between them, a
shared exhilaration that bordered on mad-
ness.

“Let’s go!” Elizabeth hissed, grabbing Vic-
toria’s hand and pulling her towards the
safety of Victoria’s flat.

They burst through the door, their hearts
pounding in their chests. Without a word,
they rushed to the bathroom, their hands
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trembling as they washed away the evi-
dence of their crimes.

As the water swirled down the drain, car-
rying with it the crimson stains, a sense

of giddy excitement bubbled up within
them. They had faced danger head-on and
emerged victorious, their primal instincts
unleashed.

They collapsed onto the sofa, their bodies
shaking with adrenaline. Their eyes met, a
silent understanding passing between them.
They were no longer just friends; they were
sisters in arms, united by blood and dark-
ness.

The night was far from over, and the city
of London, with its labyrinthine alleys and
hidden secrets, awaited their next move.

The adrenaline haze began to dissipate,
leaving behind a thick layer of awkward-
ness. Elizabeth and Victoria, their faces
flushed and their clothes still damp from the
frantic cleanup, avoided each other’s gaze.

Elizabeth broke the silence, her voice bare-
ly a whisper. “I...I don’t know what came
over me,” she confessed, her hands trem-
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bling. “It was like something snapped inside
of me.”

Victoria reached out, her hand gently clasp-
ing Elizabeth’s. I felt it too,” she admitted,
her voice barely audible. “It was... exhilarat-
ing.”

A shared look of understanding passed be-
tween them, a silent acknowledgment of the
darkness that lurked beneath their carefully
constructed facades. They were both pred-
ators, drawn to danger and violence, their
instincts honed by years of survival.

“We’re not who we pretend to be,” Eliza-
beth said, her voice filled with a mixture of
shame and defiance.

Victoria squeezed her hand, a reassuring
smile playing on her lips. “Maybe not,” she
replied softly. “But maybe that’s not such a
bad thing. Maybe we’re better this way.”

A spark ignited in Elizabeth’s eyes, a flick-
er of recognition. She leaned closer to
Victoria, their faces inches apart. “Maybe
we are,” she murmured, her voice a husky
whisper.
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Their lips were almost touching when a
sharp knock at the door shattered the
intimate moment. Elizabeth and Victoria
jumped apart, their hearts pounding in their
chests.

“Who is it?” Victoria called out, her voice
strained.

“It's Brian and Jimi,” a familiar voice replied
from the other side of the door. “We heard a
commotion. Is everything alright?”

Elizabeth and Victoria exchanged a pan-
icked look. They hadn’t had time to dispose
of the evidence, to concoct a plausible alibi.

“Just a second!” Victoria called out, her
voice a nervous trill.

She turned to Elizabeth, her eyes wide with
alarm. “What are we going to do?”

“We have to come up with something,” Eliz-
abeth whispered, her voice barely audible
above the pounding of her heart. “Some-
thing believable.”

Victoria’'s eyes darted around the room,
her mind racing. “| know!” she exclaimed, a
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spark of inspiration igniting in her gaze. “We
were attacked by a dog. A vicious stray. We
ran all the way home.”

Elizabeth nodded, a relieved smile spread-
ing across her face. “It's perfect,” she
agreed. “Who would question two women
fleeing a rabid animal?”

With renewed determination, they quickly
freshened up, washing away the traces of
blood and composing themselves. They
took a deep breath, their eyes meeting in a
silent agreement.

As they opened the door, Brian and Jimi
stood on the doorstep, their faces etched
with concern.

“Are you alright?” Brian asked, his voice
filled with worry. “We heard a commotion
and came to check on you.”

Victoria, ever the actress, put on a convinc-
ing display of fear and distress. “Oh, Brian,
it was awful!” she exclaimed, her voice
trembling. “We were walking home when
this enormous dog lunged at us out of no-
where. We barely managed to escape.”
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Elizabeth chimed in, her voice shaking. “It
was terrifying. | thought we were going to
be mauled to death.”

Brian, his protective instincts kicking in, im-
mediately offered his assistance. “Are you
sure you’re okay? Do you need me to call
the police?”

“No, no,” Victoria reassured him. “We’re just
shaken up. A cup of tea would be lovely,
though.”

As Brian and Jimi stepped inside, Eliza-
beth’s eyes met Jimi’s for a fleeting mo-
ment. She saw a flicker of disbelief in his
gaze, a subtle narrowing of his eyes.

Unbeknownst to Elizabeth, Jimi had caught
a glimpse of something in her purse as
she’d rushed past him. A glint of metal, a
crimson stain on the leather. The sight had
sent a chill down his spine, a nagging suspi-
cion forming in his mind.

But he said nothing, his face a mask of
concern. He followed Brian into the kitchen,
his mind racing with questions. He couldn’t
shake the feeling that there was more to
this story than met the eye.
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Brian’s brow furrowed with concern as he
examined the scratches on Victoria’s arm.
“Are you sure you're okay?” he asked, his
voice laced with worry. “Those look pretty
deep.”

Jimi, meanwhile, busied himself with pour-
ing tea, his eyes darting between Elizabeth
and Victoria with barely concealed suspi-
cion. He noticed a slight tremor in Eliza-
beth’s hands as she accepted the steaming
cup.

“It was quite the ordeal,” Elizabeth said, her
voice a touch too bright. “I've never seen a
dog that aggressive before.”

“And in the middle of Soho?” Jimi interject-
ed, his tone skeptical. “That’s unusual.”

Victoria quickly intervened, her voice taking
on a defensive edge. “Well, it happened,
Jimi. And we’re lucky to be alive. Can we
please just forget about it and enjoy this
lovely tea?”

Brian, ever the peacemaker, nodded in
agreement. “Of course,” he said, raising his
cup in a toast. “To surviving canine encoun-
ters and new beginnings!”
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The conversation shifted to Elizabeth’s first

night at The Velvet Fox, her enthusiastic re-
counting of the evening’s events effectively

diverting attention from the earlier incident.

She spoke of the charming atmosphere, the
delicious food, and the eccentric clientele.

‘I must say,” Elizabeth concluded, her eyes
sparkling with amusement, “it was quite the
experience. I'm already looking forward to
my next shift.”

“That’s wonderful, darling!” Victoria ex-
claimed, her relief palpable. “I knew you'd
be a natural.”

A brief silence followed, broken only by the
clinking of teacups. Then, Elizabeth turned
to Brian, a thoughtful expression on her
face. “Brian,” she began, her voice hesitant,
“I know you offered me your spare room,
and I'm incredibly grateful. But I'm still un-
decided about which apartment to choose.”

A look of surprise flashed across Victoria’s
face. She had assumed Elizabeth had
already made up her mind. But before she
could voice her thoughts, Elizabeth contin-
ued.

The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



“I'm just so overwhelmed by all the options,”
Elizabeth explained, her voice a touch
apologetic. “l need some time to think it
through.”

Victoria nodded understandingly, her smile
returning. “Of course, darling,” she said.
“Take all the time you need. There’s no
rush.”

The conversation flowed smoothly from
there, the tension of the earlier incident
gradually dissipating. But beneath the sur-
face, a silent agreement had been forged.
Elizabeth and Victoria, bound by their
shared secret, would protect each other, no
matter the cost.
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Chapter 39: The Ghost
from the Past

The morning sun streamed through the
living room window, casting a warm glow on
the cozy interior of Victoria’s flat. Elizabeth,
curled up on the sofa with a cup of tea, idly
flipped through channels on the television.
The rhythmic ticking of the grandfather
clock in the corner provided a soothing
soundtrack to her quiet morning routine.

Suddenly, a news bulletin flashed across
the screen, jolting her out of her peaceful
reverie. A grainy image of Tower Bridge
filled the screen, followed by a som-
ber-faced news anchor.

“Scotland Yard is appealing for witness-

es after the body of a homeless man was
found impaled on the railings of Tower
Bridge earlier this week,” the anchor an-
nounced, her voice grave. “Police have
released a sketch of a woman seen in the
area by surveillance cameras at the time of
the incident.”

Elizabeth’s heart hammered in her chest as

the sketch appeared on screen. It was her —

her face, her hair, her distinctive features. A
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wave of nausea washed over her, threaten-
ing to spill the contents of her stomach onto
the pristine carpet.

She fumbled for the remote, her fingers
trembling as she turned up the volume. The
news anchor continued, her voice a chilling
reminder of the danger that now loomed
over Elizabeth.

“The woman is described as being in her
forties or fifties, with long blonde hair and
striking blue eyes. She was last seen wear-
ing a red dress and black heels. Police are
urging anyone with information to come
forward.”

Elizabeth’s mind raced, her thoughts a
jumble of fear and disbelief. How had they
found her so quickly? Had someone seen
her on the bridge? Was it Jimi, with his sus-
picious glances and probing questions? No,
it was the surveillance cameras. London
was covered with them and she must have
been seen leading the homeless man to the
bridge.

She jumped to her feet, her teacup clatter-
ing to the floor as she paced the room. She
had to get out of there, disappear before the
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police came knocking on Victoria’s door.

But where could she go? She had no mon-
ey, no resources, no one to turn to. The
weight of her isolation pressed down on her,
threatening to crush her spirit.

As the news anchor repeated the descrip-
tion of the wanted woman, Elizabeth caught
a glimpse of herself in the mirror. The
woman staring back at her was a stranger,
a ghost from her past. She was no longer
Elizabeth Smith, the hopeful newcomer
eager to start a new life. She was Alice
Jenkins, the hunted fugitive, the shadow of
death.

With a sinking heart, Elizabeth realized that
her time in London was quickly coming to
an end. The authorities had caught up with
her, and the hunt was on once more.

Elizabeth’s heart hammered in her chest
as a sharp rap echoed against the door.
She froze, her breath catching in her throat.
Could it be the police, already hot on her
trail? Or perhaps Victoria, returning earlier
than expected?

With trembling hands, she approached the
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door, her mind racing through possible sce-
narios. A voice filtered through the wood, a
voice she recognized with a mix of surprise
and apprehension.

“Elizabeth? It's Jimi. | need to talk to you.”

Elizabeth hesitated, her fingers tightening
around the doorknob. “Jimi? What are you
doing here?”

“l just saw the news,” Jimi’s voice was
hushed, urgent. “I know who you are, Eliza-
beth. And I'm here to help.”

A wave of conflicting emotions washed over
Elizabeth. Fear, confusion, a flicker of hope.
Could she trust this man, a stranger who
claimed to know her darkest secret?

She cautiously opened the door, a sliver

of light revealing Jimi’s anxious face. Be-
fore he could utter another word, Elizabeth
lunged forward, her hand darting out to
grab his wrist. With a swift movement, she
pressed a gleaming knife against his throat,
her eyes burning with a feral intensity.

“How did you know?” she hissed, her voice
barely a whisper. “What do you want?”
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Jimi, though startled by the sudden attack,

met her gaze with unwavering calmness. ‘I
saw the news, Elizabeth,” he repeated, his

voice steady. “And | saw something in your
purse the other night. Something that didn’t
belong.”

He paused, his eyes searching hers. “I'm

not here to judge you, Elizabeth,” he con-
tinued softly. “I'm here to help you escape.
You’re not safe here anymore.”

Elizabeth hesitated, the knife trembling
slightly in her hand. Jimi’s words, his sincer-
ity, struck a chord within her. Perhaps, just
perhaps, he was telling the truth.

With a hesitant motion, she lowered the
knife, her grip loosening. “What do you
suggest we do?” she asked, her voice a
mixture of suspicion and desperation.

Jimi, relieved by the change in her de-
meanor, outlined his plan. He would use his
connections in the literary world to create
another new identity for Elizabeth, a pseud-
onym that would allow her to disappear into
the anonymity of the city. He would also ar-
range for her to stay with a trusted friend, a
fellow writer who lived in a secluded cottage
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in the Cotswolds countryside.

Elizabeth listened intently, her mind racing
through the possibilities. Jimi’'s plan was
risky, but it was also her best chance for
survival.

With a deep breath, she nodded her agree-
ment. “Alright,” she said, her voice barely a
whisper. “| trust you, Jimi. For now.”

Jimi smiled, a genuine warmth radiating
from his eyes. “Don’t worry, Elizabeth,” he
assured her. “l won’t let you down.”

As they made plans for Elizabeth’s escape,
a sense of hope flickered in the air. Per-
haps, in the midst of darkness and danger,
a new alliance had been forged, an unlikely
bond between a hunted serial killer and a
curious author.

The bathroom of Victoria’s flat transformed
into a makeshift salon as Jimi, armed with
scissors and hair dye, carefully sectioned
Elizabeth’s long blonde locks. Elizabeth,
her heart pounding with a mixture of anxiety
and anticipation, watched her reflection in
the mirror as her familiar appearance began
to fade away.
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Jimi, with surprising dexterity, snipped and
shaped, his hands moving with a practiced
rhythm. Elizabeth’s hair fell in soft waves
around her shoulders, the golden hue
gradually replaced by a deep, inky black. A
dramatic transformation was taking place,
a shedding of the past, a rebirth into a new
identity.

“There you go,” Jimi announced, stepping
back to admire his handiwork. “A brand new
look for a brand new life.”

Elizabeth ran her fingers through her newly
shortened hair, a sense of wonder wash-
ing over her. She looked different, almost
unrecognizable. “It's perfect,” she breathed,
her eyes sparkling with gratitude.

As Jimi cleaned up the scattered hair clip-
pings, they began discussing possible
names for Elizabeth’s new persona. Jimi
suggested a few options, drawing inspi-
ration from his literary knowledge and his
penchant for the dramatic.

“What about Ophelia?” he suggested, his

voice filled with enthusiasm. “It's tragic and
romantic, with a touch of mystery.”
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Elizabeth shook her head, a wry smile play-
ing on her lips. “A bit too dramatic for my
taste,” she replied.

Jimi tried again. “How about Isolde? It's
strong, feminine, and evokes a sense of
adventure.”

Elizabeth considered the suggestion, but it
didn’t quite resonate with her. “It's not quite
right,” she said, her voice a touch hesitant.

Jimi, sensing her reluctance, took a differ-
ent approach. “Elizabeth,” he began, his
voice soft and serious, “I need to tell you
something.”

Elizabeth’s heart skipped a beat, a wave of
apprehension washing over her. “What is
it?” she asked, her eyes narrowing in suspi-
cion.

Jimi took a deep breath, his gaze unwav-

ering. “I know who you really are,” he con-
fessed, his voice barely a whisper. “You're
not Elizabeth Smith. You're Alice Jenkins.”

Elizabeth froze, her body tensing. Her hand
instinctively reached for the hidden knife in
her pocket. But Jimi continued, his voice
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steady and reassuring.

“I've been researching your case for
months,” he explained. “I've read every ar-
ticle, every police report. | know your story,
Alice. And | understand why you did what
you did.”

Elizabeth’s grip on the knife loosened, her
shoulders relaxing slightly. Jimi’s words, his
unexpected empathy, disarmed her.

“You're not afraid of me?” she asked, her
voice a mixture of disbelief and curiosity.

Jimi shook his head, a gentle smile playing
on his lips. “No, Alice,” he replied softly. “I'm
not afraid of you. In fact, | think | might be
falling in love with you.”

Elizabeth stared at him, her mind reeling.
Could this be true? Was Jimi, the charming
author and researcher, genuinely drawn to
her dark side?

A spark of excitement ignited within her.
She realized that she could use Jimi’s infat-
uation to her advantage. She could manipu-
late him, twist him around her finger, just as
she had done with so many others before.
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With a newfound sense of power, Eliza-
beth leaned in, her eyes locking with Jimi’s.
“Then help me, Jimi,” she whispered, her
voice a seductive purr. “Help me disappear.’

A magnetic pull drew Alice and Jimi togeth-
er, their lips meeting in a passionate em-
brace. The kiss was deep, intense, a fusion
of desire and desperation. For a fleeting
moment, the world outside faded away, re-
placed by the intoxicating sensation of their
intertwined bodies and the unspoken prom-
ise of forbidden pleasure.

But the moment was fleeting. A sharp
ringing of distant church bells shattered the
spell, reminding them of the danger lurking
beyond the walls. Reluctantly, they broke
apart, their breath coming in ragged gasps.

“We have to go,” Alice said, her voice a
husky whisper. “We can’t risk staying here
any longer.”

Jimi nodded, his eyes filled with a newfound
determination. “You’re right,” he agreed.
“Let’s get you out of here.”

They gathered their belongings, their move-
ments swift and efficient. They slipped out
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of Victoria’s flat, the door clicking shut be-
hind them with a soft finality.

As they stepped onto the rain-slicked
streets, a sense of foreboding washed over
Alice. She couldn’t shake the feeling that
they were being watched, that their every
move was being scrutinized.

Her suspicions were confirmed as they
neared the train station. A group of men,
their faces obscured by shadows, lingered
at a distance, their eyes following Alice’s
every move.

“They’re here,” Alice whispered, her voice
barely audible above the din of the city. “We
have to separate.”

Jimi, his heart pounding in his chest, nod-
ded in agreement. “Go,” he urged. “I'll
distract them.”

As they reached the entrance of the train
station, a swarm of police officers emerged
from the shadows, their badges glinting in
the dim light. Alice knew she had been be-
trayed, her trust in London shattered.

With a final, desperate kiss, she whispered,
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“Tell Victoria I'm sorry.”

Then, with a burst of adrenaline, she broke
free from an officer’s grasp and sprinted
towards the platform. The officers gave
chase, their shouts echoing through the
station.

Jimi, surrounded by the authorities,
watched helplessly as Alice disappeared
into the crowd. He knew he had failed her,
but he did not betray her trust. He had to
protect her, even if it meant sacrificing him-
self.

As the handcuffs clicked shut around his
wrists, Jimi’s thoughts turned to Alice. He
prayed that she would escape, that she
would find a way to survive in this cruel and
unforgiving world.

Adrenaline surged through Alice’s veins as
she burst through the train station doors,
her new jet-black bob bouncing with each
stride. She weaved through the throng

of commuters, her heart pounding in her
chest. But freedom was short-lived.

A sharp whistle pierced the air, followed by
a shout: “Stop! Police!”
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Alice’s blood ran cold as she glanced back
to see two uniformed officers sprinting
towards her, their faces grim with deter-
mination. She pushed through the crowd,
her suitcase bumping against her legs, her
lungs burning with each desperate gasp for
air.

The iconic clock face of Big Ben loomed
overhead, its chimes marking the hour with
a mournful toll. Alice raced past the Hous-
es of Parliament, her mind a whirlwind of
escape routes and contingency plans.

The majestic spires of Westminster Abbey
offered a momentary sanctuary as she
ducked into a side street, her footsteps
echoing against the ancient stone walls. But
her respite was short-lived.

A burly officer rounded the corner, his baton
drawn. “You’re not getting away this time!”
he roared, lunging towards her.

Alice dodged his clumsy swipe, her suitcase
swinging out to connect with his knee. The
officer yelped in pain, stumbling backwards.
She seized the opportunity, sprinting past
him and back onto the main thoroughfare.
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Tourists scattered as Alice weaved through
the crowds, her suitcase a battering ram
against those who dared to impede her
progress. A man in a matching Union Jack
hat and t-shirt cried out as she knocked
him to the ground, his souvenirs scattering
across the pavement.

She reached Parliament Square, the im-
posing statue of Winston Churchill casting
a long shadow in the fading sunlight. She
vaulted over a low fence, her legs pump-
ing as she raced towards the safety of St.
James’s Park.

But the officers were closing in, their radios
crackling with updates on her location. Alice
knew she couldn’t outrun them forever. She
needed a plan, a way to disappear into the
labyrinthine streets of London.

As she reached the edge of the park, she
spotted a group of street performers, their
faces painted in vibrant colors, their cos-
tumes a riot of feathers and sequins. A
spark of inspiration ignited in her mind.

With a mischievous grin, Alice ducked
behind a food stall, shedding her coat and
scarf. She emerged moments later, her
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appearance transformed. Her new bob was
hidden beneath a flamboyant wig, her face
adorned with a mask of theatrical makeup.

She blended seamlessly into the crowd of
performers, her laughter mingling with theirs
as she danced and twirled, her movements
a mesmerizing spectacle.

The police officers, their eyes scanning the
crowd for a woman in a red dress, passed
by without a second glance. Alice, her heart
still pounding, as she began to disappear
into the heart of London, a chameleon
blending into the vibrant tapestry of the city.
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Chapter 40: A Bloody
Performance at the Globe

Alice, fueled by adrenaline and desperation,
sprinted through the London streets, her
heart pounding in her chest. The thrill of the
chase, the familiar dance between hunter
and hunted, ignited a fire within her. She
weaved through alleyways, vaulted over
fences, and dodged startled pedestrians,
her mind focused on a single goal: escape.

As she approached the banks of the
Thames, the iconic silhouette of Shake-
speare’s Globe Theater emerged from the
dusk. The sight of the historic building, with
its open-air stage and thatched roof, offered
a glimmer of hope. Perhaps she could lose
her pursuers in the maze of narrow streets
and hidden courtyards surrounding the
theater.

But fate had other plans. Just as she
thought she had outpaced the police, a fa-
miliar voice echoed through the air, “There
she is!”

Alice whirled around to see a group of
officers charging towards her, their faces
contorted with determination. Panic surged
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through her veins, her legs pumping faster
as she sought refuge.

The Globe Theater’s open doors beckoned,
promising a momentary sanctuary. Alice
dove inside, the sounds of the play in prog-
ress washing over her as she stumbled into
the darkened interior.

On stage, a scene from Richard Ill unfold-
ed, the actors clad in elaborate costumes,
their voices booming through the amphithe-
ater. Alice’s eyes widened as she noticed

a chilling detail: Richard and his men, flush
with victory, were all wearing red hats.

A cold shiver ran down her spine as she
realized the irony of her situation. She had
sought refuge in a place where her darkest
fears were being played out on stage.

Suddenly, the sound of shouting and the
clatter of footsteps shattered the theatrical
illusion. The police officers, guns drawn,
burst into the theater, their eyes scanning
the crowd for their quarry.

Chaos erupted. The audience, initially
believing the commotion to be part of the
play, soon realized the danger they were in.
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Screams filled the air as people scrambled
for the exits, their panicked movements
creating a maelstrom of confusion.

On stage, the actors froze, their faces
pale with fear. Richard, his red hat askew,
dropped his sword and fled backstage, his
loyal men following suit.

Alice, taking advantage of the pandemoni-
um, darted towards a side exit. A gunshot
rang out, the bullet grazing her arm, send-
ing a searing pain through her body. She
stumbled, but managed to regain her foot-
ing, her eyes fixed on the exit.

She burst through the door, finding herself
in a narrow alleyway. A sign above a nearby
building caught her eye: “The Tate Modern.”
Desperate for cover, Alice lunged towards
the art gallery, disappearing through the
thick bushes just as the police officers
emerged from the theater.

Inside the gallery, Alice collapsed against

a wall, her breath coming in ragged gasps.
She was injured, alone, and surrounded

by enemies. But the thrill of the chase, the
knowledge that she had once again evaded
capture, fueled her determination to survive.
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The echoing footsteps of the police resonat-
ed through the gallery’s vast atrium, shat-
tering the tranquility of the art space. Alice,
again fueled by desperation and adrenaline,
raced through the maze-like corridors, her
wounded arm throbbing with each stride.

She dodged past startled patrons, her eyes
scanning the walls for a potential escape
route. A blur of vibrant colors and abstract
shapes assaulted her senses as she
weaved through the exhibits. A Rothko’s
melancholic expanse of crimson and black,
a Hockney’s vibrant Californian landscape,
a Lichtenstein’s comic-book-inspired pop
art — each masterpiece a fleeting distraction
from the relentless pursuit.

Her frantic gaze fell upon a Picasso, a stark
still life of pears in a bowl. Alice’s breath
hitched in her chest. A Picasso? This under-
whelming piece? Fury surged through her, a
mix of indignation and adrenaline. This was
the only Picasso in the entire museum?

Without hesitation, she ripped the canvas

from its frame, ignoring the gasps and

shouts of the approaching guards. A gun-

shot echoed through the gallery, the bul-

let piercing her leg, sending a jolt of pain
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through her body. But she pressed on, her
fingers tightening around the wooden frame
and canvas.

As she rounded a corner, she found herself
face to face with her pursuers. With a gut-
tural cry, she hurled the Picasso, the can-
vas flying through the air like a weaponized
shadow box. It struck one of the officers in
the face, momentarily blinding him.

Alice seized the opportunity, her limping
gait belying her fierce determination. She
pushed past the stunned officer, her es-
cape route leading her back to the familiar
ground of the Globe Theater.

She stumbled onto the stage, her blood
staining the worn wooden planks. The
trapdoor, a gaping maw in the center of the
stage, beckoned like a dark portal. But her
strength was waning, her vision blurring.

With a final defiant gesture, Alice raised her
bloodied hand, her eyes locking with those
of the police officers closing in. “Check-
mate,” she whispered, her voice a raspy
whisper.

As darkness enveloped her, she felt herself
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falling, her body tumbling into the unknown
depths below. The world faded to black, the
sound of applause morphing into the harsh
echo of handcuffs snapping shut. Alice
Jenkins, the notorious American serial Killer,
had finally been captured, her reign of terror
brought to an end on the very stage where
so many tragic tales had been told.

Minutes later, the once vibrant stage of the
Globe Theater was now a scene of somber
chaos. The bright costumes and dramatic
dialogue were replaced by the sterile white
of paramedic uniforms and the harsh glare
of police flashlights.

Alice, her face pale and streaked with
sweat, lay on a stretcher, her leg wound
hastily bandaged. Paramedics worked effi-
ciently, checking her vital signs and admin-
istering pain medication. Her stolen wig lay
discarded nearby, a stark reminder of her
shattered disguise.

Detective Inspector Thomas Scott, a sea-
soned veteran of Scotland Yard, stood over
Alice, his eyes narrowed in scrutiny. “Alice
Jenkins, | presume. Or should | say Billy?”
he asked, his voice a gravelly baritone.
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Alice, her eyes fluttering open, met his gaze
with a defiant glare. “Elizabeth Smith,” she
corrected, her voice barely a whisper.

Scott smirked, a knowing glint in his eye.
“We know who you are, Mr. Jenkins,” he

said, his tone laced with sarcasm. “We’ve
been expecting you.”

He gestured towards a nearby officer, who
held up a photograph of Alice’s face, her
long blonde hair and piercing blue eyes
unmistakable. “Quite the transformation,
wouldn’t you say?” Scott remarked, his
voice dripping with disdain.

Alice remained silent, her jaw clenched in
defiance. She knew the game was up, her
charade finally exposed. The adrenaline
that had fueled her escape had dissipated,
leaving behind a wave of exhaustion and
despair.

“You’re under arrest for the murder of a
homeless man in Tower Bridge,” Scott
announced, his voice booming through the
theater. “You have the right to remain silent,
but anything you say can and will be used
against you in a court of law.”
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Alice closed her eyes, a bitter smile playing
on her lips. She had known this moment
would come, had anticipated it with a mix-
ture of dread and anticipation. But now
that it was here, all she felt was a profound
sense of emptiness.

As the paramedics lifted her onto a gurney,
the flashing lights of police cars illuminating
her pale face, Alice knew that her reign of
terror was finally over. She had played her
part, danced her deadly dance, and now the
curtain was falling.

The Globe Theater, once a stage for Shake-

spearean tragedies, had become the final
scene in Alice Jenkins’ own twisted drama.
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Chapter 41: Behind the
Hospital Curtain

The siren’s walil sliced through the London
night as the ambulance carrying Alice sped
towards St Thomas’ Hospital. The city’s
iconic skyline blurred past the windows, a
chaotic tableau of light and shadow. Inside,
the air hung heavy with the metallic scent of
blood and antiseptic.

Alice, her body wracked with pain, drifted
in and out of consciousness. The morphine
coursing through her veins dulled the phys-
ical agony, but it did little to quell the emo-
tional turmoil swirling within her. She had
been captured, her carefully constructed
facade shattered, her freedom ripped away
once more.

The ambulance screeched to a halt, its
doors flung open to reveal a flurry of activi-
ty. Paramedics rushed Alice into the brightly
lit emergency room, their voices echoing
through the sterile corridors. A familiar face
appeared above her, a comforting presence
amidst the chaos.

“Victoria?” Alice murmured, her voice a
groggy whisper.
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Victoria, her eyes filled with a mixture of
concern and determination, squeezed Al-
ice’s hand. “Shh,” she whispered, her voice
a soothing balm. “You're safe now. We’'ll
take care of you.”

Alice, her vision blurring, clung to Victoria’s
hand like a lifeline. She felt herself being
lifted onto a gurney, wheeled into a brightly
lit operating room. The world faded to black
as the anesthetic took hold.

Hours later, Alice awoke to the sterile hum
of medical equipment and the antiseptic
smell of a hospital room. Her leg, encased
in a plaster cast, throbbed with a dull ache.
Her head swam with the remnants of the
morphine, her thoughts hazy and disjointed.

A tall, lanky figure in a white coat ap-
proached her bedside, his face a mask
of professional concern. “Mr. Jenkins,”

he said, his voice gentle, “I'm Dr. Harri-
son. You’ve had surgery to repair your leg
wound. You’re going to be fine.”

Alice nodded weakly, her throat dry and

scratchy. She tried to speak, but the words
caught in her Adam’s Apple.
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A police detective, his face stern and un-
yielding, stepped forward. “Mr. Jenkins,” he
began, his voice gruff, “| need to ask you
some questions.”

Alice’s heart sank. She knew what was
coming, the inevitable interrogation, the
relentless pursuit of justice. But for now,
she was safe, hidden behind the walls of
the hospital. She closed her eyes, a silent
prayer escaping her lips. She had survived
this long, against all odds. Perhaps, just
perhaps, she could survive this too.

Detective Inspector Thomas Scott settled
into the chair beside Alice’s bed, his note-
pad poised and a steely glint in his eyes.
“Mr. Jenkins,” he began, his voice a low
rumble, “we need to talk.”

Alice’s brow furrowed in confusion. “It's Ms.
Smith,” she corrected, her voice raspy from
the anesthesia.

Scott smirked, a knowing glint in his eye.
“We’re well aware of your various aliases,
Mr. Jenkins,” he said, his tone laced with
sarcasm. “But let’s not play games. We
both know who you are.”
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Alice remained silent, her gaze fixed on the
sterile white ceiling. She knew there was no
point in denying the truth any longer.

“We have a man in custody,” Scott contin-
ued, his voice hardening. “A certain Mr. Jimi
Bush. He claims to have been helping you
evade capture.”

Alice’s heart skipped a beat. Jimi. Had he
betrayed her? Or was he simply trying to
protect her, as he had promised?

“Jimi Bush?” Alice feigned ignorance, her
voice a mix of confusion and innocence. |
don’t know anyone by that name.”

Scott raised an eyebrow, unconvinced. “Re-
ally? He seems to know a great deal about
you, Mr. Jenkins. About your...past.”

Alice forced a chuckle, her voice dripping
with sarcasm. “Well, | suppose that’s the
price of fame, isn’t it, Inspector? Everyone
thinks they know you.”

She paused, gathering her thoughts. “Jimi
Bush,” she repeated, her voice thoughtful.
“Perhaps he’s one of those obsessive fans
who delves into the lives of notorious crimi-
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nals. You know the type.”

Scott leaned forward, his eyes boring into
hers. “Is that your story, Mr. Jenkins?”

Alice met his gaze unflinchingly. “It's the
truth, Inspector,” she said, her voice firm
and unwavering. “Jimi Bush is nothing more
than a pawn, a misguided soul and author
who got caught up in a game he didn’t un-
derstand.”

A tense silence filled the room, broken only
by the rhythmic beeping of the heart moni-
tor. Scott studied Alice’s face, searching for
any sign of deception. But all he saw was
a wounded animal, backed into a corner,
fighting for survival.

Finally, Scott rose to his feet, a resigned
sigh escaping his lips. “We’ll see about that,
Mr. Jenkins,” he said, his voice a low growl.
“We'll see.”

He turned and left the room, his footsteps
echoing down the corridor. Alice, left alone
with her thoughts, closed her eyes, a wave
of relief washing over her. She had bought
herself some time, a brief respite from the
inevitable. But she knew that her reprieve
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wouldn’t last long. She had to find a way to
escape, to disappear once more into the
anonymity of the city.

Exhaustion finally claimed Alice, and she
drifted into a fitful sleep, the events of the
day replaying in a grotesque ballet behind
her closed eyelids. But her respite was
short-lived.

A cold sensation on her arm jolted her
awake. Blearily, she opened her eyes to
see Victoria standing over her, a sinister
smile twisting her lips. In her hand, a sy-
ringe glinted ominously in the fluorescent
light.

“What...?” Alice croaked, her throat raw and
dry.

Victoria’s smile widened, revealing a row
of perfectly white teeth. “Shh, darling,”
she purred, her voice devoid of its usual
warmth. “I'm here to help.”

Alice’s eyes widened in alarm as realization
dawned. This wasn’t Victoria, the compas-
sionate friend who had offered her sanctu-
ary. This was a stranger, a predator wearing
a familiar mask.
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“What’s going on?” Alice demanded, her
voice a hoarse whisper.

Victoria’s smile faltered, replaced by a look
of cold calculation. “Let’s just say I'm an

old acquaintance of yours, Billy,” she re-
plied, her voice taking on a harsh, American
twang. “Or should | say, Albert? Or perhaps
Alice?”

Alice’s blood ran cold. This woman knew
her secret, her true identity. But how?

“You've been quite the chameleon over the
years, haven’t you, Billy?” Victoria contin-
ued, her voice dripping with venom. “The
abused son, the wandering drifter, the
mild-mannered postal worker. And now, the
charming Elizabeth Smith.”

She leaned closer, her breath hot against
Alice’s ear. “But | know who you really are,
Billy. | know about your father, the monster
who turned you into a monster yourself. |
know about your poor mother, the victim of
your uncontrollable rage.”

Alice flinched, the memories of her troubled
past flooding back. The drunken rages, the
brutal beatings, the accidental stabbing that
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had forever stained her hands with blood.

Victoria’s voice, a chilling whisper, contin-
ued to torment her. “| know about Casey
Jones, the serial killer you hunted down
and slaughtered. And | know about your
poor sister, the one you abandoned to rot in
prison.”

Alice’s body trembled with a mixture of fury
and despair. How could this woman know
so much about her? What did she want?

Victoria stepped back, her eyes gleaming
with a twisted satisfaction. “You’ve caused a
lot of pain, Billy,” she hissed. “A lot of suffer-
ing. And now, I’'m going to set you free.”

The sterile scent of antiseptic filled her
nostrils, the rhythmic beeping of the heart
monitor a stark reminder of her vulnerabili-
ty. A figure loomed over her, a familiar face
contorted into a grotesque mask of malice.

“Who... who are you?” Alice croaked, her
voice a mere whisper.

A cruel smile twisted Victoria’s lips as she
leaned closer, her breath hot against Alice’s
ear. “You don’t recognize me, darling?”
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she purred, her voice devoid of its usual
warmth. “I'm surprised. After all, I've been
following your career for quite some time.”

Alice’s mind raced, desperately trying to
piece together the fragments of her memo-
ry. The name Victoria...it tickled the edges
of her consciousness, but the connection
remained elusive.

“Lulu’s daughter,” Victoria continued, her
voice dripping with venom. “We’ve been
admiring your work for decades, Billy. Or
should I say, Emily? Or perhaps...Alice?”

Recognition flooded Alice’s eyes, a wave
of terror washing over her. Lulu. The name
resonated with a chilling familiarity, a ghost
from her past.

“You're...you’re her daughter?” Alice stam-
mered, her voice laced with desperation.
“But...but how?”

Victoria chuckled, a low, guttural sound that
sent shivers down Alice’s spine. “Let’s just
say | inherited my mother’s...talents,” she
replied, her eyes gleaming with a twisted
delight.
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She raised the syringe, its needle glinting
ominously in the dim light. “I'm not British,
darling,” she hissed. “I'm from California.
And there’s only room enough for one
American serial killer in London.”

Alice’s eyes widened in horror as she real-
ized the truth. Victoria, the woman who had
offered her sanctuary, was a predator in
disguise, a rival vying for the same bloody
throne.

“‘Please,” Alice begged, her voice choked
with fear. “Don’t do this.”

But Victoria was unmoved. She plunged the
needle into Alice’s arm, injecting a colorless
liquid into her bloodstream.

“This is for my mother,” Victoria whispered,
her voice a chilling caress. “And for all the
others you’ve hurt.”

Alice’s body convulsed, her muscles seizing
as the poison coursed through her veins.
Her vision blurred, her breath coming in
ragged gasps. With a final, desperate plea,
she reached out towards Victoria, her fin-
gers grasping at empty air.
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But it was too late. Alice’s eyes fluttered
closed, her body falling limp. The heart
monitor flatlined, its rhythmic beeping si-
lenced forever.

Victoria watched, a triumphant smile
spreading across her face. She had elim-
inated her competition and secured her
position as the reigning queen of London’s
underworld. Her reign had just begun but
she was now officially The American Serial
Killer in London...
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Chapter 42: A New Reign Begins

Victoria sat on her bed, the soft glow of a
bedside lamp casting long shadows across
her face. In her hands, she cradled a small,
ornate box, its worn velvet exterior hinting
at the treasures hidden within.

With a gentle click, she opened the box,
revealing a collection of macabre memen-
tos: locks of hair, each one carefully bound
with a ribbon and labeled with a name and
date. A chilling reminder of her victims, their
lives forever entwined with her own twisted
legacy.

Her fingers traced the delicate strands of
Alice’s hair, a newly acquired prize. A sense
of satisfaction washed over her as she
carefully placed the lock within the box, its
golden hue a stark contrast to the darker
shades surrounding it.

As she closed the lid, a soft knock echoed
through the apartment. Victoria’s eyes
narrowed, a flicker of annoyance flashing
across her face. Who could possibly be
disturbing her at this hour?

She rose from the bed, her movements fluid
The Dark Side of Alice Series Parts 1-4 by Jimi Bush



and graceful. As she opened the door, she
was greeted by the sight of Jimi, Brian’s
cousin from next door. He stood on the
threshold, his face etched with a mixture of
sadness and confusion.

“Victoria,” he began, his voice hesitant, “I
just wanted to say goodbye. I'm heading
back to St. Louis tomorrow.”

Victoria forced a smile, her voice a prac-
ticed mask of sympathy. “Oh, Jimi,” she
said, her voice dripping with feigned con-
cern. “I'm so sorry to hear about Elizabeth.
It's such a tragedy.”

Jimi nodded, his eyes downcast. “It is,” he
agreed, his voice thick with emotion. “| still
can’t believe she’s gone.”

“The police said it was a blood clot from
surgery,” Victoria offered, her tone carefully
neutral.

Jimi hesitated for a moment, his eyes dart-
ing towards the floor. “They did,” he said
quietly. “But...I'm not so sure.”

Victoria raised an eyebrow, feigning sur-
prise. “What do you mean?”
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Jimi took a deep breath, his gaze meet-
ing hers. “Elizabeth...she wasn’t who she
seemed,” he confessed, his voice barely a
whisper. “| think she was involved in some-
thing...dangerous.”

A cold shiver ran down Victoria’s spine, a
thrill of excitement coursing through her
veins. Jimi’s suspicions confirmed her dark-
est fears, her most twisted desires.

“‘Dangerous?” she echoed, her voice laced
with innocence. “What could you possibly
mean?”

Jimi hesitated, his eyes filled with a mixture
of fear and determination. “I think she was a
serial killer,” he whispered, his voice barely

audible.

Victoria gasped, her hand flying to her
mouth in a gesture of shock. “Oh my god,”
she breathed, her voice trembling. “How
could you possibly think such a thing?”

Jimi explained his suspicions, his words a

jumble of fragmented memories and unan-
swered questions. He spoke of Elizabeth’s
strange behavior, her secretive nature, the
glint of madness in her eyes.
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Victoria listened intently, her mind racing.
Jimi was a loose end, a potential threat to
her newfound reign. She had to eliminate
him, silence him before he could expose
her secrets.

As Jimi finished his story, Victoria placed a
comforting hand on his arm, her eyes filled
with feigned sympathy. “I'm so sorry, Jimi,”
she said, her voice a soothing balm. “This
must be so difficult for you.”

Jimi nodded, his eyes filled with gratitude.
“Itis,” he admitted, his voice thick with

emotion. “But | just had to tell someone. |
couldn’t keep it bottled up inside any lon-

”

ger.

Victoria smiled, her eyes gleaming with a
predatory light. “Of course, darling,” she
purred. “You can always confide in me. I'm
here for you.”

As Jimi turned to leave, Victoria’s smile wid-
ened, a sinister glint in her eyes. She had
found her next target, a new victim to add to
her collection. The hunt was on once more,
and this time, the stakes were even higher.

The morning sun peeked through the cur-
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tains, casting long shadows across Victo-
ria’s kitchen. The scent of freshly baked
banana nut muffins filled the air, a sweet
aroma masking a sinister purpose. Victoria,
dressed in a crisp white apron, carefully
arranged the poisoned treats on a plate, her
eyes gleaming with anticipation.

She glanced out the window just in time to
see a taxi pulling away from Brian’s flat. A
figure emerged from the building, waving
farewell. It was Jimi, his suitcase in tow, his
face alight with a carefree smile.

Victoria’s heart sank. She had missed her
opportunity. Jimi, the meddlesome writer
who knew too much, was escaping her
grasp and returning to America. A wave of
frustration washed over her, quickly re-
placed by a cold determination.

If Jimi was out of reach, then Brian would
have to do. He was a kind and trusting soul,
an easy target. And besides, he had wit-
nessed her transformation the night before,
his silence implying complicity.

With a determined stride, Victoria crossed
the hall and knocked on Brian’s door. He
answered moments later, his hair tousled
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and his eyes still heavy with sleep.

“Good morning, Victoria,” he greeted her,
his voice thick with sleep. “What can | do for
you?”

Victoria held out the plate of muffins, her
smile a carefully crafted mask of sweet-
ness. “I made these for you and Jimi,” she
explained. “| know you’re both busy pack-
ing, so | thought a little treat might brighten
your day.”

Brian’s eyes lit up with pleasure. “Oh, thank
you, Victoria. That’s very thoughtful of you.”

He took the plate, his fingers brushing
against hers. Victoria savored the contact,
a thrill of anticipation coursing through her
veins.

“You’re welcome, Brian,” she purred, her
voice a silken caress. “Enjoy.”

She turned and walked away, her smile wid-
ening as she heard the sound of the door
closing behind her.

Back in her own flat, Victoria poured herself
a cup of coffee and settled into her favorite
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armchair. She watched from her balcony
as Brian took a bite of one of the muffins, a
contented sigh escaping his lips.

A cold satisfaction settled over Victoria. Her
plan was in motion, her legacy secured.
She was the American serial killer in Lon-
don, and her reign had only just begun.

The End?
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