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Special Thanks 

Domin8 has been a very long labour of love, angst, frustration, and great pleasure (I 
could write a book on writing this book!). It is the second book I wrote, but the fourth to see 
the light of day, which gives an idea of the work that’s gone into it after that fist draft. With 
each re-write and editing stage it has grown not only legs but extra feet and I would be very 

remiss if I didn’t thank some people who helped me enormously along the long road that this 
has been. 

My wife Jacqui puts up with a lot from me when I’m in the zone. She gets embarrassed 
when I complement her, but she is a woman by which other women should be measured. My 
daughter Tania has provided endless support and tireless patience and she was the first person 
to read that initial draft of Domin8, and while she gave great objective criticisms, she loved 

the story and pushed and cajoled me to write more. 
I’ve worked in the motor trade for many years, and met lots of people who unknowingly 

gave inspiration for Dave and others in this book, far too many to thank individually. And 
while the central characters are amalgamations of people I’ve known and worked with, any 

direct similarities to people alive or dead, is purely coincidental, trust me – I’m a car 
salesman. 

On the technical side of things, I must thank two amazing people: My editor Alex 
Moore for fixing up the manuscript and making it readable, and web site and book cover 

designer Katrina Wall for bring my imagination to life. Alex put body and soul into telling me 
all the things wrong I’d written, and made some incredible suggestions where things could be 

improved, and this book would not be what it is without her input. Thank you Alex. 
Any mistakes left are my own, email me, please if you find any I missed. 
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Available at: http://www.stephen-b-king.com 
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BOOK ONE 

“Be sure your sin will find you out” 
The Bible 
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Chapter 1 – Melanie – Starsky and Hutch 
Day One of the Nightmare 

When the doorbell rang for the third time Melanie was desperate for me to permit her 
to reach orgasm. She was on her knees, naked, and positioned directly in front of her webcam. 
She was in her late thirties, thin, with short straight blonde hair and and was a vision of pure 
eroticism.  

Melanie was a deeply submissive woman that I had met online and this was our third 
meeting. She had been begging for two or three minutes. As much as I wanted to help her 
finish what we had started forty-five minutes ago, whoever was at the front door was clearly 
not going away.  

Making a decision, I said, “Melanie, please stop. Turn the vibrator off. NOW! 
Melanie.”  

She could tell by the tone of my voice I was serious. Her need was strong, but her 
desire to submit was stronger. With a tiny whimper she obediently ceased and settled back on 
her knelt haunches. She bowed her head and breathlessly replied, “yes, Master.” 

“Kitten, there is someone at the door who isn’t going to go away. I will call you back 
as soon as I can. In the meantime, you must wait for me. No more playing; do you 
understand?” 

“Yes, Sir. I will wait. May I please get up until you call back?” 
“You may. Be good.”  I broke the connection to the private chat room we used and 

closed the laptop, feeling very annoyed at the interruption. I stood up from my study desk and 
went to see who was at the door, just as the bell rang for the fourth time. 

I opened the door. Two men stood there, both wearing suits and ties. One was holding 
a large folder. It was after 8:30 on a Tuesday night. “Too late for Jehovah’s Witnesses,” I 
thought. 

“Mr. David Barndon?” The older and darkhaired of the two held out an identity card at 
arm’s length for me which I couldn’t read by the rather dim light above their heads and added, 
“I’m Detective Sergeant Milanski. This is Detective Collins. May we come in?” 

Probably because one was gruff-looking with brown but greying hair, and the younger 
and more fit looking one was blonde, I immediately thought of Starsky and Hutch. I never 
really liked the TV show back in the day, but Dianne, my wife of twenty-six years, used to 
suffer a serious case of fan love for David Soul, who played Hutch, so I used to watch the 
show with her.   
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 I found myself smiling at the thought that two TV cops from the seventies were calling 
on me. In fact, I found it so humorous I had to stifle a laugh. 

 “Sure,” I replied. “Don’t tell me the dealership’s been broken into again?” 
I was General Manager of a large Toyota car sales dealership near the city, which did get 
burgled from time to time, but a personal visit from two detectives at night was unusual. 
 “No, sir. It’s a bit more serious than that, I’m afraid,” he replied as we walked through 
the passage to the living area. I stopped dead in my tracks and turned back to them. 
 “What’s happened to my wife? Is she hurt? Or is it one of the kids?”  

 I was suddenly worried. Dianne, my wife, was at work. She worked as a nurse and did 
three night shifts a week, which she preferred to days. It was quieter then. Our three children 
had all left home. Police only visit if it’s bad news: they never come around to deliver good 
news. 

 “No, sir. It’s got nothing to do with your family, but it’s perhaps a good thing your 
wife isn’t here. We need to ask you some questions.”  

 For some reason he winked at me conspiratorially, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I 
turned back around, continued walking and sat at the dining table while they seated 
themselves opposite me. Blondie placed the folder in front of him and took out a notebook and 
pen. 

 “My wife is a nurse and works nights. Tonight she is on shift. So, ok. You’ve got my 
attention. What’s up?” 

 “Mr. Barndon, do you know a Patricia White?”  
 They both stared at me while I thought about the name without success. I shook my 
head as I couldn’t ever remember meeting anyone by the rather old-fashioned name of 
Patricia. I am sure I would have remembered if I had. 

 “No. I’m sorry. The name doesn’t ring a bell. Why?”  
 The man with the folder took out a small black and white picture and placed it on the 
table between us. With a slightly sarcastic tone, he asked, “does her picture ring any bells for 
you?”  

 I felt the colour drain from my face, and my heart suddenly pounded hard in my chest. 
I looked up from the picture to them, in total shock. The photo was a head shot of a woman 
with closed eyes and extremely pale skin. She looked dead. “How could that be?” I thought. 
But there was no mistaking who it was. 

 “Oh, I think he knows her. Let’s just arrest him now,” Detective Collins said. As he 
started to stand, his boss stopped him, “settle down, Sam. Let’s give Mr. Barndon a few 
seconds to gather his thoughts. He looks like he’s had a bit of a shock. Do you mind if I call 
you Dave, Dave?” He asked.  I nodded slowly, thinking, deep in shock.  He then said “Forgive 
my colleague, Dave: the exuberance of youth.”  
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He raised his eyes quite comically. I had seen enough TV to realize they were doing 
the good cop, bad cop routine on me. That in itself was worrying, but the picture staring up at 
me was even more so.  

He went on, “Make no mistake, Dave. This is a very serious matter. How you answer 
these next questions could mean the difference between being arrested or us leaving you in 
peace. You see, we know quite a bit about what you’ve been doing, so if you are anything less 
than totally honest with us…”  

He let the silence hang in the air like a dark cloud. 

I realized I had been holding my breath and let it out with a whoosh. I shook my head 
to clear it and once again looked at the picture. This was bad. Very, very bad. It could mean 
the end of my life as I knew it. It was one of those times when your whole past flashed before 
your eyes. If this went south, Dianne, my wife, would be devastated. The woman in the 
picture must have made some sort of complaint against me, but that sounded bizarre. “She 
couldn’t possibly have said I raped her, surely?” I thought. 

“Do I need a lawyer here?”  I asked quietly. I was still trying to marshal my thoughts 
and stay calm as I looked Milanski in the eyes. 

“Well, Dave, that depends on whether you have something to hide, wouldn’t you say? 
Certainly if you want one present, that is your right, of course. We can leave and give you 
time to arrange that, no worries whatsoever. In the meantime, we could probably get a search 
warrant and serve it while he is here. How does that sound? Or, maybe, if you prefer, you can 
be honest with us now and possibly we could leave you alone, if we think you can’t help us 
further with our inquiries.”  

He stared back at me with eyebrows raised, waiting for my response. He had me, and 
he knew it. I had no choice but to tell the truth and find out what the fuck this was all about. I 
took a deep, very nervous breath and began. 

“I only know her as Patsy. I didn’t know her name was Patricia and I never knew her 
last name. She told me she was divorced, bi-sexual and seemed to be a very happy-go-lucky, 
free spirited woman. We met via an online sex dating site. She emailed me to make contact 
and said she wanted to try being submissive for a change. We hooked up twice—once at a bar 
in town for half an hour or so to see if we liked each other and wanted to take it to the next 
step. The second time was when we had sex in a motel in Redcliffe on Saturday night.”  

I admitted it all, feeling very much like a naughty schoolboy in front of the headmaster. 
I could feel my face glowing red. 

“I see, thank you for being so candid. Can we assume your wife doesn’t know of your 
secret life of online dating, Dave?”  

I shook my head and wished he wouldn’t call me Dave. It felt more intimidating than if 
he used my surname, but of course I didn’t want to anger him by asking him to stop after 
giving him permission when he asked me before. My head was spinning, and it was hard to 
think straight. I could feel my face burning with embarrassment. 
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“No, she doesn’t know about it, and obviously, I’d like to keep it that way, please, 
guys. We’ve been married 26 years, and this is just a bit of fun for me, really. It’s just a 
distraction to pass the time while she works nights: nothing more serious than that. The kids 
have left home, and my wife works night shifts three, sometimes four, times a week, and let’s 
say the spark went out of our sex life years ago. It’s nothing serious, no long term affairs. It’s 
just no strings attached sex, and I love my wife deeply. What has Patsy accused me of?” 

“Well, Dave, she hasn’t accused you of anything, as such. When did you last see her?” 
“I left her in bed at the Great Eastern Lodge Motel on the highway about eight-thirty or 

so on Saturday night.”  
The younger blonde detective was writing everything down in his notebook, Milanski 

nodded. “Are you sure about the time, Dave? And also, how was she when you left her?” 
“Umm, let me think about this for a mo. Yes, I’m pretty sure that was about right. I met 

my brother at the Crown Casino just before nine as we had arranged, in the sports bar. I got 
there in time for the start of the second half of the Eagles’ game. As for Patsy, she was 
absolutely fine, glowing in fact, but she was tired.” I gave a crooked smile because it was, 
after all, my fault she was tired. The men didn’t smile back. My weak attempt at humour went 
over their heads, so I hurried on.  

“She thanked me for an amazing time and said she would stay a bit longer and have a 
sleep. The room was paid for, and she had nothing else planned for the night, she said. We 
arranged to meet at the same motel, at the same time next week. Really, Sergeant, what’s all 
this about? What am I supposed to have done? The last I heard adultery wasn’t against the 
law.”  

He totally ignored my question, “Dave, we will try to be discreet, but we are going to 
have to confirm this with your brother, because the timing is important, and the matter is 
extremely serious. What are his details? Also, can you think of anyone else who can verify 
what time you got to the Crown? It will help your cause a lot if you can.”  

My heart sank even deeper, which a few moments prior, I wouldn’t have thought 
possible. My brother was a devout Eagles fan, but he was also one of the biggest prudes in the 
world. As Vice Principal for a Catholic School I suppose he had to be. He had always been the 
white sheep of the family. I had most definitely been the black one. I searched my memory for 
the night at the crown. 

“I parked in the new multi-story car park so I assume they have CCTV that will prove I 
was there well before nine. Oh, hang on, I paid with my credit card so that should be time 
stamped, too. I went straight to the bar and bought my brother a Gin and Tonic. He prefers 
Bombay Sapphire, which the girl who served me might remember—it being such a girlie 
drink. I asked her what the score was, and she said she was more of a rugby girl and didn’t 
have a clue. I ordered a beer for myself, an Asahi. The girl’s name who served me was…Julie, 
Jackie, Justine, something like that. It definitely started with a ‘J.’ She had short blonde hair 
with a fringe: kind of a bob cut.”  

I felt relieved and thankful for being able to be so coherent, because I felt far from that. 
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“Well, Dave, here’s how this is going to work. You are going to call in at the station 
tomorrow and make a recorded statement in line with what you’ve told us and answer some 
more questions we may have for you. We are going to do you a favour and not talk to your 
brother just yet and possibly, if you’ve told the truth, not at all. We will check the CCTV and 
this ‘J’ woman at the Crown. If we can prove that you were there before nine, you may be 
very, very lucky and escape this ordeal with your marriage intact. But, if you don’t mind a tip 
from a personal point of view, from someone who has been married thirty-seven years: stop 
the secret life. If your marriage is not working for you, fine. That happens to people all the 
time, but then leave her and play around as much as you want. Do you think she deserves 
this?” 

I hung my head in shame. He was right, of course. I know I am a self-centred prick and 
really, I always have been. There was no argument there. But I still didn’t know why an 
officer was giving me marriage guidance in the first place. 

“If she hasn’t complained about me…and realistically, I don’t think she would have, as 
she was the one who initiated contact…she was the one who wanted to try it out and from 
what I could tell she loved our time together…but if she hasn’t complained, other than being a 
complete bastard to my wife of twenty-six years, what have I done wrong? Please tell me 
what’s going on.”  

They looked at each other, and some signal passed between them. The younger one 
sighed.  “I’m sorry, Mr. Barndon for my earlier aggression, that’s just how we roll. We are 
investigating a very serious incident. For myself, I’m a man of the world—and what you are 
doing, well, is not necessarily my cup of tea—but I’ve also had the occasional stray affair 
when I was married. Some of us cops do, just like ‘normal’ people, and maybe that’s why I’m 
no longer married now. So, I’m pretty cool with the whole online dating thing for married 
people, and according to the papers, everyone is at it these days. But the old man here...”  He 
pointed at his partner. “Well, he is perhaps not quite as forgiving, but he has his own reasons 
for that. We know she initiated contact with you and we also know what kind of relationship 
she was looking for with you. We’ve read all of her emails, not just to you, and they are pretty 
hot, let me tell you, so I can understand why you might want to meet up with her for a bit of 
fun.” 

“Oh my God,” I thought. “Will the embarrassment of tonight never end? They had read 
my emails?” I must have turned an even deeper shade of red, because he smiled and chuckled, 
“Oh, don’t worry. You weren’t the only one. Let’s just say she enjoyed being single and had a 
very uninhibited lifestyle. Your emails were kind of tame compared to some of the other men, 
and women, she dated. But the fact is that on Saturday night, so far as we know, you were the 
last person to see her alive. She died sometime between nine and ten, so forensics tell us.” 

I sat there, open mouthed, and couldn’t speak. After some time, which could have been 
seconds but may have been minutes, I became aware they had been watching me closely, 
obviously to watch my reaction. “But she was in her late thirties or early forties and pretty fit.  
What killed her? Was it a heart attack or something?” 
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“No, Mr. Barndon. Someone bashed her head in with a piece of scaffolding pipe in 
your motel room. There was a mess everywhere. I’ve never seen so much blood and brains 
splattered everywhere in my life.” 

The shock and the thought of what it must have looked like was too much. I threw up. I 
only just turned my head in time; otherwise, I would have hit them with the projectile vomit. 
My early dinner came up, and my stomach continued to empty until I was dry retching. 
Through the fog, I heard a voice asking, “Are you OK? Would you like me to call your wife, 
Mr. Barndon?” 
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