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Ways to Break a Good Man, #1

Norris King woke up. His tongue felt dry, swollen, about two sizes too big for his mouth.

His eyelids scraped over his eyeball like sandpaper as he opened his eyes. The lines of the

ceiling swayed and blurred above him, as if he was looking at a projection onto a swirling pool

of water rather than solid architecture. By concentrating he was able to bring the lines and

angles back into sharp focus, but only while maintaining concentration. The moment he stopped

focusing, his vision started to blur and shift.

His head felt awful. He felt like he’d gone on the mother of all benders the night before.

He knew that couldn’t be the case. He’d never picked up a taste for alcohol and a drunken prank

gone wrong during his university days had convinced him drink was not going to feature in his

future in any shape or form.

He heard car horns and the sound of traffic. They sounded a long way down. Was he in

a hotel room?

It looked like a hotel room. His head felt heavy—slow and sluggish—like someone had

poured concrete in his ears. He moved it enough for the walls to swim murkily into focus. The

wallpaper was a bland print with lines of fleur-de-lis as a pattern. An equally bland painting of a

bowl of fruit was hung on one of the walls.

Definitely a hotel room.

There were two other people in the room. An attractive girl with long, wavy red hair sat

on a chair in the center of the room. Behind her stood a fat man in an expensive suit with a

bloated pale moon of a face.

King knew that face. It was pasty, with fleshy jowls and thick rubbery lips turned up in a

smirk. The eyes were hidden behind rose-tinted spectacles as if their owner was pretending to be

a flower-child refugee from the sixties.

Pretend was the operative word. This was the face of a man King had been trying to put

behind bars for the last five years.

“Good evening, Governor King.”



James Koontz.

King had held the post of Attorney General before being elected Governor. During his

time in office he’d rigorously gone after organized crime, successfully for the most part. Koontz

was one of his failures.

He’d first encountered Koontz during a lavish function at the man’s mansion. The party

had been a throwback to the days of prohibition—politicians, celebrities, city aristocracy and

suspected gangsters all rubbing shoulders. King hadn’t thought much of Koontz at the time. The

man had some game—a little vice and prostitution hidden behind a facade of legal adult

entertainment. King could see Koontz was trying to set out his credentials as a player, but he

looked too soft, too eccentric—a wannabe Hefner or Flynt dabbling in the darker spheres of city

life for kicks. A clown.

King had been wrong on that part.

‘You start off thinking you’re tracking a shark,’ he’d explained to his successor, ‘and

then you glimpse something moving in the depths below and realize there’s a gigantic squid

lurking down there in the darkness.’

Koontz was that gigantic squid. He had tentacles everywhere, and yet King had been

unable to track them conclusively to their owner to a degree that would satisfy a court of law.

King recalled where he was. This was the Cressner Hotel. He’d been in one of the

ballrooms for a charity function when a sudden, inexplicable feeling of faintness had come over

him. Drugs. Koontz must have had one of his drinks spiked and then brought him up here after

he’d collapsed. They hadn’t known Koontz had any influence over the Cressner. Another damn

tentacle missed.

“What do you want, Koontz,” King said. It was difficult to speak with his mouth dry and

his tongue swollen.

“Me, why nothing.” Koontz feigned innocence. “I saw you had a giddy turn at the party

and had you brought up here to recover. Discreetly of course, it wouldn’t do to give those

tattletales in the media anything to chatter about.”

King glowered at the fat man.

“Actually, while you’re here, I was wondering if you could aid my companion and I in a

little discussion we were having,” Koontz said, glancing down at the girl in the chair, “a purely

hypothetical conundrum.”



King ignored him and glanced around the room. He was looking for a clock. How long

had he been out?

“Let’s imagine you were a businessman with a loose sense of moral propriety,” Koontz

said. “What would you do about a ‘good’ man who acts against your interests?”

That caught King’s attention. His gaze snapped back to the fat man.

“You murder him and make him go away,” King said.

He stared right back at Koontz’s ridiculous rose-tinted spectacles. He knew what the

mob boss was implying and refused to be intimidated by it.

Koontz wagged a pudgy finger and shook his head.

“That’s the thinking of a common street thug,” he admonished. “All now now now and

no thought for tomorrow. These are civilized times, we have rules to follow.”

King was content to let Koontz monologue on. While the fat man talked he couldn’t do

anything that endangered King’s health. It gave King’s bodyguards longer to find him.

“Look at yourself,” Koontz continued. “You are a powerful, highly influential man in

this city. I’m sure you would like to lock me away in prison for the many crimes you believe me

guilty of. And yet you can’t. Why? Because you follow the law and in this country the laws are

founded upon a presumption of innocence.”

King glowered at Koontz.

“The same is true for people on the other side, the businessmen with loose senses of

moral propriety,” Koontz said. “They also have their own rules to obey. They might not be

written down and pored over by lawyers, but they exist nonetheless. Oh, some people can be

disappeared—common hoodlums, naive students, even the occasional corrupt official—but a

good man . . . a popular, respected, well-liked man . . . why, a man like yourself even . . .”

Koontz shook a finger. “Such crude methods have a tendency to backfire . . . to create martyrs . .

. to lend spine to the previously spineless. They seldom solve the problem without spawning a

bigger problem for the future. No, a businessman, if he values his business, is better served

seeking alternate solutions.”

It sounded like Koontz had calculated killing him would cause more problems than solve,

but in that case why kidnap him like this? Surely the line had already been crossed.

“There are other approaches,” Koontz said.

efficacious as a fist. We are all flawed creatures.”



“A hand bearing gifts can be just as



So that was Koontz’s intention, King thought.

“We all have our weaknesses—money, power, drugs . . . girls.”

Koontz placed a pudgy hand on the shoulder of the girl sitting in the chair. King resisted

the temptation to laugh. The mobster’s intel must be way off if he thought King could be

tempted by that. He already had a wife and beautiful daughter. He wasn’t about to throw that

away for a few moments of in-and-out with a common floozy.

Even if she was an attractive floozy, and King had to concede she was very attractive

indeed. She must be one of Koontz’s higher quality escorts. Wavy red hair cascaded down on

either side of a doll-perfect face. Her face had the perfect, unblemished contours of a fairytale

princess . . . combined with eyes and full lips that glimmered with the prospect of less-thaninnocent mischief. He thought it a shame such a pretty face had been squeezed into a ridiculous

Vegas-style showgirl costume. The neckline of her shiny top plunged down to her navel and

revealed enough flesh to shame a ten-dollar whore. He presumed it must be some kind of fancydress devil costume as she was also wearing a pair of fake horns.

“What if your ‘good’ man has no interest in any of the gifts you’re offering,” King said.

“That’s the problem with good men,” Koontz conceded. “They have no vices to tempt

them with . . . and no vices means no skeletons in their closets to blackmail them with either.”

King wondered where all this was leading. He hadn’t seen a clock to let him know how

long he’d been held. His men mustn’t be far away.

“If the man himself is untouchable, then what about the people close to him . . . his loved

ones,” Koontz said. “You have a wife and daughter, don’t you, Governor King . . .”

King could not let that pass. “Do not even think it,” he said, his voice quiet and

simmering with compressed rage. “If anything happens to Stephanie or Marcia I will make it my

life’s work to end you.”

“Calm down, Governor King,” Koontz said, holding out his hands in a placatory fashion.

“It’s not all about you. We’re talking about a hypothetical situation.”

Koontz’s pudgy lips turned up in a toad-like smile.

“Your response highlights the problem with this solution. Sure, sometimes it will break a

man, smash him into tiny fragments. But other times it will unleash a monster, an implacable

and dangerous foe no longer willing to play by any rules. It’s too unpredictable and dangerous.”

King let his anger simmer down. “Then it would appear your hypothetical conundrum



has no solution,” he said.

“Oh, I wouldn’t be so hasty, Governor King,” Koontz said. “There are other ways to

break a good man.”



He placed a hand on the hooker sitting in the chair.



“Ms.



Ceptophthorié . . .”

The girl stared at King with an expression of sultry amusement. “Mr. McMillan, could

you be so kind to come in,” she called out without breaking eye contact with King.

Her voice surprised him. Refined, articulate . . . almost regal; it wasn’t how he’d

expected a hooker to talk at all. Her accent was hard to place. Not English. He knew English

people and this wasn’t the same. Definitely one of Koontz’s higher class escorts. He wondered

which blue-blooded tree she’d fallen out of.

He was even more surprised by the man that entered the room.

“I take it you recognize Mr. McMillan,” Koontz said.

King did. Bob McMillan had been a highly respected member of the city police force . . .

until he’d been photographed snorting coke with a hooker in the backroom of one of Koontz’s

clubs. It had come as a blow to King. He’d had plans to move the man into a higher profile

position and they’d all fallen apart when the media revelations had precipitated McMillan’s

calamitous plummet from grace. And now the man was working for Koontz. King’s mouth

turned up in disgust. What a waste.

“Ah, there you are, dear.” The girl in the chair batted long eyelashes. “Could you do a

little favor for me.”

“Anything you desire,” McMillan said.

There was an emptiness about the other man’s smile King found a little creepy.

“Are you a Christian, Governor King?” Koontz asked. “I know all public figures claim

to be, it is a requirement in this country of ours, but do you believe, really?”

King looked from Koontz to the whore in the chair, and then to the disgraced former

police officer. His skin prickled. Something was not right here. He didn’t know what, not

exactly, but he felt it through a mounting sense of unease.

“What do you see here, Governor King?” Koontz asked.

He held out his arms as if showing off the hooker in the chair. The girl tilted her head,

batted her eyelashes and gave King a smile brimming with secrets.

“A hooker in fancy dress,” King said. He wanted to sound disdainful, but his voice



lacked conviction. That growing sense of something being badly badly wrong was gnawing at

his nerve endings.

Koontz and the girl, Ceptophthorié, shared a smile. Ceptophthorié turned to McMillan.

“Mr. McMillan, did you bring the knife?”

“Yes mistress.”

McMillan held up a large machete with a wide blade. King sprang back on the bed and

his head banged against the backboard. What the hell was happening here? He looked for an

object to defend himself with. The lamp?

“Good,” the girl said. “Now I’d like you to cut off the fingers of your left hand.”

McMillan placed his left hand flat on the table between the bed and the TV screen. He

placed the point of the blade on the table and angled the blade across his hand like a guillotine.

“Not too much,” the girl said. “The first knuckle will suffice.”

This had to be a trick, King thought, some kind of sick intimidation. Even if they’d

managed to hypnotize McMillan, he wasn’t about to mutilate himself. The instinct for selfpreservation was too strong, stronger even than the strongest hypnotic suggestion. There was no

way McMillan was about to—

McMillan flexed the muscles in his right hand and brought the blade down with all his

weight behind it, neatly chopping off his fingers just below the second knuckle. Glistening

blood welled out and surrounded the severed pink digits in a growing crimson pool.

The blood drained from King’s face. He felt queasy. In contrast, McMillan’s face

showed no expression at all. He still wore the same blank smile even though he’d just cut off the

fingers of his left hand.

“Now eat them.”

“As you wish, mistress.”

McMillan scooped up his bloody severed fingers and put them into his mouth with no

more thought than a man scooping up a handful of popcorn. King watched the man’s jaw work

up and down as he chewed. He heard horrid granching sounds as the man’s teeth came up

against bone.

“Are they tasty?” the girl asked.

McMillan smiled and nodded his head. He continued to chew on his own knuckles while

King watched on, aghast.



The girl looked down at McMillan’s mutilated left hand. Blood continued to run from

the stumps in livid red spurts.

“You’d better go and have that looked at,” Ceptophthorié said. “You’re getting blood

everywhere.”

“Yes mistress,” McMillan said in between chewing on the bones of his fingers.

He turned and walked to the door, leaving a red trail across the peach-colored carpet. He

paused at the door while he tried to turn the brass handle with fingers that didn’t exist anymore.

His oozing stumps left bloody smears all over the handle. Even this didn’t shake him from his

trance. After a brief moment of puzzlement he opened the door with his right hand and exited

the room.

King’s gorge heaved. He fought the urge to vomit.

The girl turned and stared right at King. He saw her eyes had changed color. They were

red now, red like the color of freshly-spilled blood. It could have been a special effect, make-up.

King knew it wasn’t.

“I take it you’ve heard some of the stories about me,” Koontz said, “about the forces I

command.”

King had. Some of the street punks swore Koontz had occult powers, that he had demons

from hell at his beck and call. King hadn’t paid much attention to those stories . . . until now.

“Ceptophthorié is a succubus,” Koontz said. “Succubi are demons from hell. They tempt

humans into sexual congress and then feast on their souls. Ceptophthorié is an exceptional

example of her kind—a veritable princess of hell, if you will—and very expensive to contract, I

might add.”

“Oh, but I am worth it,” Ceptophthorié said while continuing to stare at King.

Her gaze simmered with perverse sexual desires. It felt like a physical force enveloping

him and contracting like vacuum-wrapped plastic.

“Yes, you are,” Koontz said, smiling down at her. “You see, Governor King, in answer

to our little conundrum before, in order to break a good man you must first destroy the things

that make him a good man.

untouchable.



While a good man has his standing—his reputation—he is



However, peel that reputation away—destroy it—and you expose the naked,



vulnerable man underneath.”

“My people are turning this hotel upside down as we speak,” King said, trying to regain



composure, authority. “They will find me. And you.”

“Tut tut, Governor King. You didn’t think Ceptophthorié was the only demon I have

working for me . . .” The fat man grinned like a toad before turning away. “Enjoy your time

with Ceptophthorié. She’ll give your fall a soft landing.”

He tittered as he left the room.

That left King alone . . . with the demon. He sat up on the bed and his gaze flicked back

and forth between her and the lamp sitting on the bedside table. He was ready to pick it up and

hurl it at her should she make an aggressive move in his direction.

The girl didn’t move. She sat on her chair and her full lips curled up in amusement.

“You look very tense. Would you like me to give you a massage?” she asked.

“No thanks.” King’s gaze flicked back and forth between her and the lamp. “I’m not

going to let you do to me whatever you did to McMillan.”

“That’s not how it works,” Ceptophthorié said. “You have to do me.”

King’s brow furrowed.

“Like McMillan,” Ceptophthorié said. “He shoved his big prick inside me and filled my

gorgeous pussy with his cum. Then I made him into my little toy. Those are the rules—the man

must instigate sexual intercourse of his own free choice.”

“Then I won’t,” King said.

“No?” Ceptophthorié arched a pencil-thin eyebrow.

“No,” King said, his voice flecked with ice. “I have a wife and daughter I love very

much. I’m not interested in a common whore.”

Ceptophthorié smiled at his insult.

“I could make you,” she said. “I could use my magic to pin you to the bed, climb on top,

swallow up that gorgeous prick with my luscious pussy and ride you until you melted inside me.

Or I could entangle you in a web of seduction so potent the merest pluck of a thread would bring

you to me on your knees like a faithful little dog.”

For a moment King felt that oppressive force of her presence wrapped around him like a

velvet glove. He feared her words were no idle boasts.

“Do it,” he challenged.

Ceptophthorié smiled. “Where would be the sport in that? There’s no fun in taking a

man as if he were a common beast. It’s not what I want.”



“What do you want?” King asked. The more he kept her talking the more time it gave

the others to find him.

“I want to play a game,” she said. “Would you like to play a game with me?” she asked

with a coquettish expression of wide-eyed innocence.

“What if I say no?” King asked. “What’s to stop me walking out of that door right now?”

Ceptophthorié pushed her lower lip out in a disappointed pout.

“That would upset me. I don’t like it when my games are spoiled. And when I’m upset I

take it out on the loved ones of the person who upset me. McMillan is not my only toy. Would

you like your wife and daughter brutally gang-raped?”

The furious intensity of King’s glare was broken as he stared into the demon’s burning

red eyes and realized she wasn’t bluffing. It felt like ice-cold water poured down his spine.

“Now for the rules of the game.” Ceptophthorié switched back to coquettish playfulness.

“It’s a challenge—your resolve versus my erotic temptations. At sunrise I must depart this

plane. If you can resist my seductions until then you win and get to keep your soul. I’ll even

make it easier. I won’t use my demonic abilities to entrance or otherwise compel you into

having sexual intercourse with me. I won’t even touch you . . .”

The corner of her full lips turned up in a suggestive smile.

“. . . unless you ask me to. How does that sound?”

“It sounds very easy. I don’t want to have sex with you.”

“Really?” Ceptophthorié said with a teasing smile. “It seems your body has other ideas.”

She glanced at the obvious erection tenting the front of his underwear. “He seems eager to greet

me, to feel the warmth of my flesh wrapped around him.”

King reddened and shielded the embarrassing protrusion with his hands. It was an

automatic response, that was all.

Ceptophthorié giggled.

“If I decide to play, what guarantee is there that you’ll stick to the rules?” King asked.

“If your . . . demonic—”

It still felt wrong to use the word even though he’d accepted the impossibility of what she

was.

“—abilities are as powerful as you claim, what’s to stop you using them once it gets close

to sunrise and I’m about to win?”
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