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“All men ever think about is sex” thought Allison as she coolly threw another shovel-full of dirt into the dark hole.  She was working hard; sweat rolled down her body and gave her chilled goose bumps in the half-moon of November’s cold night.  When she bent over to take another scoop of dirt, the moonlight shot across her back briefly revealing a half empty bag of barn lime and a glistening black puddle on the ground.  A .32 caliber snub-nose lay on the tailgate of her Yukon.  Coyote howls filled the night as muffled gunshots sounded throughout the countryside.  
Suddenly, an arm of a half-covered body in the hole twitched convulsively.  Allison giggled aloud with delight. She had always been amused by the lifeless twitches her victims made as they lay dying in the darkness.   She had no time to savor the comedy though; she needed to have him completely buried by sunup.  It was all part of the plan.  It was her own unique plan, and it was flawless.  
As Allison continued to shovel, she began to evaluate the night’s events.  She decided at the very beginning that she would assess each murder, and she believed this was one of her most important assets as a killer: the ability to use logic to her advantage.  As she heaved dirt into the hole, her mind systematically reviewed the prior ten hours.
***

As it stood, the night had been quite a success. There were really only three main constants in her whole system: a man’s ability to become instantly brainless the minute he saw a beautiful woman, taverns, and a river.  
Allison was a beautiful woman.  She had dark hair, perfect long legs, and other assets.  She knew it. She flaunted it.  It drove the boys crazy, including her husband at times.  Because of her looks, Allison almost always got her way.
 Everything started when she left for work the prior night. Allison kissed her husband goodbye and said she would see him in the morning. She winked at him right before she left.  This part was always easy, her husband never asked questions because she had been working the night shift ever since their marriage—about six years ago now.   She hopped in her black Yukon and drove away.  
From here, as usual, Allison would drive—sometimes for hours, sometimes not.  On this particular night it was just under a three hour drive.  When she got to the town, she waited outside a bar.  
Allison loved taverns because drunken men were particularly easy to abduct. She would wait in her vehicle until an obviously drunk man would stumble outside alone; she would roll down the window in the Yukon, and would work her sex appeal.  Drunk men were always horny men, and even if one turned her down, she just waited for the next.  The combination of her miniskirt and alcohol never failed.  Tonight’s victim was the first person that walked by as she began flirting.  
After casual introductions, Allison teased the man, “I’ve been looking for someone like you.  Wanna head down to the boat landing for a little more privacy?”

“Les’ go,” uttered the drunk, obviously thinking of the beautiful woman and her short skirt in the black Yukon.  He was in no condition to drive, but he boldly led the way to the landing for Allison on the calm, starlit night.  

When they got to the river, Allison rolled down her window and asked the man if he would like to have some fun in the back of her Yukon.  He slurred some guttural, horny, and obviously drunk stammering, and then stumbled from his car to the back of her Yukon.  

Allison got into the back of her vehicle with the man and told him she wanted to handcuff him, that it was a fantasy she had never had the chance to experience.  The drunk obliged.  She handcuffed him, began kissing him gently on the back of his neck, and in one swiping motion knocked her victim out with chloroform.  It was always this easy for Allison.  This man had only thought about sex from the moment they met. 

 Once again she thought—“All men ever think about is sex.”
She thought of the river next.  The river was always the most important factor in her plan.  For people who go missing along rivers at night, drowning is always an instant suspicion. The drowning becomes even more believable when alcohol is involved, and many witnesses would surely report to the police that their friend was drunk at the bar that night.  Allison knew all of this, and in fact, she exploited this assumption rather efficiently.  It was why she only picked up drunks near rivers.  Besides, anyone, even the most experienced swimmer, would have a hard time fighting off hypothermia in the frigid waters on this crisp November night.  
With her victim knocked out in the back of her car, Allison bound his feet, gagged him, and lastly blindfolded the man.  She never once touched his vehicle, which would be the only remaining piece of evidence the authorities would ever find.  Police would have nothing to work with: no body, motives, fingerprints, or DNA leads.  They had nothing but an empty vehicle, and her technique was flawless because of this.
As Allison drove the bound man to what would inevitably be his death, she calmly listened to the radio.  She crossed a bridge and looked out at the river.  She watched it wander through the crisp November moonlight.  It was beautiful.
***

At 2:13am, she had pulled the Yukon into a field near her home.  She drove to the southernmost tree line, backed the vehicle up to a hole she had dug the night before, and slammed the vehicle into park.  Adrenaline coursed through her veins.  She lived for this.

Allison grabbed the pistol she kept in her center console.  She walked to the rear of the Yukon, opened the back door, and yanked the groggy man from the back.  When he struggled, she unmercifully kicked him in the groin.  As he lay on the ground trying to scream in pain, she took off his blindfold.  

“I bet you weren’t expecting this,” the manslayer said to the defenseless drunk in the moony twilight.  When he saw the stainless steel gun glimmer in her hand he tried to scream through the mouth gag.  He struggled to escape.
Crack! Allison shot him in the back of the head. Her gunshot echoed throughout the surrounding valleys.  He still struggled. She fired three more times: 
Crack!

Crack!

Crack!


Allison’s ears rang with the reports of the pistol.  This was her seventh murder, but she still felt completely alive.  Killing was the only thing that made her feel this way, and it was this feeling she loved more than anything.   The man twitched repeatedly as life and blood leached slowly from his body onto the frozen ground, shining black in the moonlight. The killer giggled, took off the handcuffs, and rolled the dead man into the dark grave.  

In the distance, Allison could hear other gunshots, but she did not care.  They were the crackles from the guns of hunters, and because of them her shots were quickly lost in the night.  To the east, she could see the Mississippi River flowing gracefully below in the moonlight.  She loved rivers.
***


As Allison threw the final shovels of dirt on top of the grave, the sun began to rise above the horizon line, illuminating the great river in the valley below.  Her cell rang.  It was her husband.

“Hey honey, what’s up?” said Allison.

“Not much, just calling to see how work went,” her husband said.

“It was work, you should know that by now hun.”

“Yeah, I know.  I’m really calling…I’m really calling because I’m kinda horny.  You should hurry home; maybe we could have a quickie before church.  I can’t stop thinking about that wink you gave me last night.”

“Did you get the kids ready for church yet?” she asked.  

“Of course.”

“Well maybe.  We’ll see how much time we have when I get home, I’ll see you in a bit, ok?”  

“Alright babe, love you.”  

“Love you too hun, bye.”

“Bye.”

Allison hung up the phone, and hopped back into her vehicle.  As she started back home with the sun rising behind her, she thought again: 

“Damn, even the good men only think about sex.”
