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“We inflame wild beasts with the smell of blood, and then innocently wonder at the wave of brutal appetite that sweeps the land as a consequence.” 
— Mark Twain


 

“Your pain is no credential here.” 
— Leonard Cohen


 

“No one here gets out alive.” 
— Jim Morrison



 



 


 



Maria unlocked the door to her room and was greeted by Abraham Lincoln. 



The poster was yellowed with age, the edges tattered, and it hung directly over the queen-sized bed where the headboard would normally be. The adjoining walls were papered with postcards, all of them boasting various pictures and portraits of Lincoln. The single light in the room came from a floor lamp, the shade decorated with a collage of faded newspaper clippings, all featuring—big surprise—Lincoln.


So that’s why the crazy old proprietor called it the Lincoln Bedroom.


Maria pulled her suitcase in behind her, placed the room key on a scarred, old dresser, and turned the deadbolt. The door, like the lock, was heavy, solid. As reassuring as that was, this room still gave her the creeps. In fact, everything about this bed and breakfast gave her the creeps, from its remote and impossible-to-find location, to its run-down facade, to its eccentric decorations and menagerie of odd odors. But Maria didn’t have a choice. The hotel in town had overbooked, and this seemed to be the last room available in the entire state of West Virginia.


Iron Woman had become quite the popular event, with worldwide media coverage, and apparently they'd given her room reservation to some reporter. Which was ironic, because Maria was a registered contestant, and without contestants, there wouldn't be any need for reporters. The reporter was the one who should have been staying in the Lincoln Bedroom, with its bizarre decor and its strange smell of sandalwood mixed with spoiled milk.


Maria sighed. It didn't matter. All that mattered was a good night's sleep after more than twelve hours on the road. She'd missed her late night workout—this inn didn't have an exercise room—so the best she could hope for was a five mile run in the morning before getting back to the event hotel, which assured her it would have a room available tomorrow. 



Actually, the hotel room will be ready later today.


A glance at the Lincoln clock on the nightstand showed it was past two in the morning.


She had promised to let Felix know when she got in, and pulled her cell phone out of her jeans, her thumbs a blur on the keyboard.


F — U R probably asleep. I M @ a creepy B&B, not the hotel. Long story, but it’s free. That = more $$$ to spend on our honeymoon. J WTL8R. TTFN, H2CUS, luv U — M.


Maria circled the room, holding her cell over her head, trying to find a signal while the floorboards creaked underfoot. When a single bar appeared, she sent the text message and walked to the poster. She placed her cell on the nightstand as a reminder to charge it before she went to sleep, hefted her suitcase onto the bed, and dug inside, freeing her make-up bag and taking it to the bathroom. She flipped on the light switch and was rewarded with the sight of President Lincoln's face on the toilet seat cover. 


 “I’ll never look at a five dollar bill the same again,” she said, but her tone was without mirth. Rather than amusing, she was finding this whole Lincoln thing creepy.


Maria shut the door behind her—more out of habit than modesty—lifted the lid, undid her jeans, and sat down, the cold seat raising goosebumps on her tan thighs. She yawned, big and wide, as the long day caught up with her.


The bathroom, like the bedroom, was tiny. The sink was crowded next to the shower stall, and if Maria were a few inches taller her knees would touch the opposing wall. Hanging on that wall was a framed painting of Lincoln. A head and shoulders portrait of his younger years, before he had the famous beard. His ultra-realistic eyes seemed to be staring right at her.

 “Pervert,” Maria whispered.


Lincoln didn't reply.


Voices came through the wall. The same two men Maria had heard while checking in, arguing about some sports game, repeating the same points over and over. She listened to the floorboards creak and wondered if they'd keep it up all night, disturbing her sleep. The thought was quickly dismissed. At that moment, Maria was so tired she could have dozed through a Metallica concert.


She finished peeing, flushed, then turned on the faucet. The water was rust-colored. Last week Maria had read an article about water-borne bacteria, and she elected to brush her teeth with something safer. She turned off the water and set her toothbrush on the sink. Then she opened the bathroom door, picked her suitcase up off the floor, and placed it on the bed. Maria pulled out a half-empty bottle of Evian and was two steps to the bathroom when she froze.


Didn't I already put the suitcase on the bed?


A flush of adrenalin made Maria turn, her heart racing. She stared at the suitcase like it was a hostile creature, and then she hurried to the front door and eyed the knob.


Still locked. The key was where she'd left it, on the dresser.


Maria spun around, taking everything in. A small desk and chair were tucked in the corner of the room. The bed had a beige comforter and a matching dust ruffle, and it seemed undisturbed. The closet door was open, revealing an empty space. Tan curtains covered the window on the adjacent wall.


The curtains were fluttering. 



Almost like someone is hiding behind them.


Her first instinct was to run, but common sense kicked in. She was on the second floor. It was doubtful someone had come in through the window and moved her luggage. A more likely explanation was she'd put the suitcase on the floor herself and was too tired to remember it. The curtains probably jerked because the window was open and a breeze was blowing in.


"You're exhausted," she said aloud. "You’re imagining things."


But Maria was sure she put the suitcase on the bed. She’d put it on its side and unzipped it to get her make-up bag. She was sure of it. 



Maybe it fell off?


But how could it fall and land perfectly on its wheels? And why didn't I hear it fall?


She stared at the suitcase again. It was heavy; packed alongside her clothes was an entire case of bottled water, a result of her recent germ phobia. The suitcase would have made noise hitting the floor. But all Maria heard from the bathroom was those men arguing, and...

 “The creaking,” she said aloud. “I heard the floors creaking.”


What if the creaking didn’t come from the room next door?


What if the creaking came from her room—from someone walking around?


Maria felt goosebumps break out on her arms.


What if that someone is still here?


She paused, unsure of what to do next. Her feet felt heavy. Her mouth became so dry her tongue stuck to her teeth. Maria knew the odds were high that her paranoia was the result of exhaustion. She also knew there was practically a zero likelihood someone had come into her room just to move her suitcase.


And yet...


Maria clenched and unclenched her hands, eyes locking on the curtains. She made a decision.


I need to check.


She took a deep breath, let it out slow. Then she crept toward the window. The curtains were still, and Maria wondered if she'd imagined the fluttering. No light came through them even though they were thin. Not surprising—the inn was way out in the boonies, not another building for miles, and the tall pine trees obscured the moon and stars.


Either that, or someone is crouching on the window sill, blocking the light.


Maria swallowed, knowing she was psyching herself out, feeling the same kind of adrenaline tingles she got before a race.


Upstairs, the arguing abruptly ceased, mid-word. The room became deathly quiet, the only sound Maria's timid footfalls, creaking on the hardwood floor. The smell of rot in the room got stronger the closer she got to the window.


Could someone really be behind the curtains, ready to pounce?


Maria felt like she was nine-years-old again, playing hide and seek with her younger brother, Cameron. He loved to jump out and scream Boo! at her, making her scream. For an absurd moment, she could picture Cam behind that curtain, hands raised, ready to leap out and grab her. One of her few pleasant childhood memories of Cam.


Then she pictured something else grabbing her. A filthy, hairy, insane maniac with a rusty knife.


Maria shook her head, trying to dispel the thought.


The thought wouldn't leave.

 “Get a grip,” she whispered. “There's nothing there.”


She was two feet away when the curtains moved again.


And again.


Like someone was poking them from the other side.




Maria flinched, jerking backward.


It’s just the wind.


It’s got to be.


Right?

 “It’s the wind,” she said through her clenched jaw.


The wind. Nothing more. Certainly not some creep climbing into my room.


But, what if...?


She thought about the pepper spray in her suitcase. Then she thought about just getting the hell out of there. Maria wished Felix was here with her. He'd find this whole situation ridiculously funny. 



You compete in triathlons and you're too chicken to check a window?


No. I'm not chicken. I'm not afraid of anything.


But she got the pepper spray anyway, holding it out ahead of her like a talisman to ward off evil. She paused in front of the window, the curtains still.

 “Do it.”


Maria didn’t move.

 “Just do it.”


Maria set her jaw and in one quick motion swept back the curtains—

 —revealing bricks where the glass should have been.


She stared for a moment, confused, then felt a cool breeze on her arm.


There. In the corner. A hole in the mortar, letting the air in.


Maria let out an abrupt laugh. It sounded hollow in the tiny room. She gave the bricks a tentative push, just to make sure they were real and didn’t swing on hinges or anything. They were cold to the touch, as hard as stone could be.


Only a ghost could have gotten through that. And Maria didn’t believe in ghosts. Life had enough scary things in it without having to make stuff up.


She let the curtain fall, and thought of Cameron again. About the things he’d gone through. That was real horror. Not the wind blowing some curtains in a run-down, hillbilly bed and breakfast. 



Maria hadn’t seen Cam in a few weeks, because of her training regimen. She promised herself she would visit the hospital, right after the event. Maybe Felix would come with, even though Cam seemed to creep him out.


He’ll do it anyway. Because he loves me.


Again, she wished Felix were here. He promised to be at the race on Saturday. Promised to rub her sore muscles afterward.


She glanced down at her left hand, at the pear-shaped diamond on her ring finger. Yellow, her favorite color. Sometimes hours would go by and she’d forget it was there, even though she’d only been wearing it for less than a week. Looking at it never failed to bring a smile.


Maria walked past the bed, glanced at the knob on the front door to make sure it was still locked, and mused about how she’d gotten herself all worked up over nothing.


She was heading back to the bathroom when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye.


The dust ruffle on the bed was fluttering. 



Like something had disturbed it. 



Something that had just crawled underneath.


Maria paused, standing stock-still. The fear kicked in again like an energy drink, and she could feel her heart in her neck as she tried to swallow.


There is NOT some man under my bed.


And yet...


Far-fetched as it may be, there was probably enough room for someone to fit under there. The bed was high up off the floor on its frame, with plenty of space for a man to slip underneath.


A filthy man with a rusty knife? 



Maria gave her head a shake.


It’s the wind again.


No, it can’t be. This side of the bed isn’t facing the window.


A rat?


Could be a rat.

 “I came in fourth in Iron Woman last year. I’m not afraid of a little rat.”


Maria got on her hands and knees and began to crawl over to the bed.


What if there’s a man under there?


There won’t be.


But what if there is? What if he grabs me when I lift the dust ruffle?

 “Then I’ll squirt him in the eyes and kick his ass,” she said to herself.


Maria reached for the fabric, aiming her pepper spray with her other hand. 



I’ll do it on three.


One...


Two...


Three!


Maria jerked up the dust ruffle.


No one grabbed her. The space under the bed was vacant, except for a small plume of dust that she waved away. Maria let the ruffle drop, and her shoulders drooped in a big sigh.

 “I really need to get some rest.”


Maria got to her feet, wondering when she’d last slept. She quickly calculated she’d been awake for over twenty hours. That was probably enough to make anyone a little jumpy.


She padded back to the bathroom, reaching for her toothbrush on the sink, picturing her head on the pillow, the covers all around her.


Her toothbrush was gone.


Maria checked under the sink, and in her make-up bag.


It was nowhere to be found.


She stared at the Lincoln poster. He stared back, his expression grim.


This isn’t exhaustion. Someone is messing with me.

 “Screw the free room,” she said, picking up the bag. “I’m out of here.”


Maria rushed to the bed, reaching for her cell phone on the nightstand.


Her phone wasn’t there.


In its place was something else. Something small and brownish.


Maria let out a squeal, jumping back. 



This can’t actually be happening. It all has to be some sort of joke.


She stared at the brown thing like it would jump up and grab her.


Is it real? It looks shriveled and old. 



Some stupid Halloween prop?


Then she smelled it. An odor of decay that invaded her nose and mouth and made her gag.

 “It’s real. Oh my god... it’s real.”


Someone put a severed human ear in my room.


She ran to the door, and the knob twisted without her unlocking it. Maria tugged it inward, raising her pepper spray to dose anyone standing there.


The hallway was empty. Dark and quiet. 



She hurried to the stairs, passing doors with the names Theodore Roosevelt, Harry S. Truman, and Millard Fillmore. Over the winding staircase was a gigantic poster of Mount Rushmore. Maria took the stairs two at a time, sprinting as soon as her feet hit the ground floor. She flew past the dining room, and the living room with its artificial fireplace, and ran up to the front door, turning the knob and throwing her weight against it.


Her shoulder bounced off, painfully. Maria twisted the knob the other way, giving it a second push.


No good. The door won’t budge.


She tried pulling, with equal results.


Swearing, Maria searched for a deadbolt, a latch, a door stop, or some other clue why it wasn’t opening. The only lock on the door was on the knob, and that spun freely. She ground her molars together and gave it another firm shoulder-butt. 



It was like slamming into concrete. The door didn’t even shake in its jamb.

 “Hey! Girly!”


The words shook Maria like a blow. A male voice, coming from somewhere behind her. She spun around, her muscles all bunching up. 


 “Yeah, I’m talkin’ to y’all, ya pretty thang. We gonna have some fun, we are.”


The voice was raspy and mean, dripping with country twang. But she couldn’t spot where it was coming from. The foyer, and the living room to the right, looked empty except for the furniture. The overhead chandelier, made from dusty deer antlers, cast crazy, crooked shadows over everything. The shadows undulated, due to the artificial fireplace, a plastic log flickering electric orange.

 “Who’s there?” Maria demanded, her pepper spray held out at arm’s length, her index finger on the spray button and ready to press.


No one answered.


There were many places he could be hiding. Behind the sofa. Around any number of corners. Tucked next to the large bookcase. Behind the larger-than-life-size statue of George Washington, holding a sign that said Welcome to the Rushmore Inn. Or even up the stairs, beyond her line of sight. 



Maria kept her back to the wall and moved slowly to the right, her eyes sweeping the area, scanning for any kind of movement. She yearned to run, to hide, but there was nowhere to go. Behind her, she felt the drapes of one of the windows. She quickly turned around, parting the fabric, seeking out the window latch.


But like the Lincoln bedroom, there was no glass there. Only bricks, hidden from view on the outside by closed wooden shutters that she’d thought quaint when she first pulled in.


This house is like a prison.


That thought was followed by one even more distressing.


I’m not their first victim. They’ve done this before. 



Oh, Jesus, they’ve done this before.


Maria clutched the pepper spray in both hands, but she couldn’t keep it steady. She was so terrified her legs were trembling—a first for her. A nervous giggle escaped her lips, but it came out more like a whimper. Taking a big breath, she screamed, “Help me!”


The house carried her plea, bounced it around, then swallowed it up.


A moment later she heard, “Help me!” 



But it wasn’t her echo. It was a male falsetto, mocking her voice. 



Coming from the stairs.

 “Help me!” Another voice. Coming from the living room.

 “Help me!” This one even closer, from a closet door less than ten feet away.

 “Help me.” The last one was low pitched. Quiet. 



Coming from right next to her.


The statue of Washington. 



It smiled at her, its crooked teeth announcing it wasn’t a statue at all. 



The incredibly large man dropped the Welcome sign and lunged, both arms outstretched.


Maria pressed the button on pepper spray. 



The jet missed him by several feet, and his hand brushed her shirt.


She danced away from his grasp, and then barreled toward the stairs as the closet door crashed open and someone burst out. Someone big and fat and...


Sweet lord, what was wrong with his body?


Maria pulled her eyes away and attacked the stairs with every bit of her energy. The hundreds of hours she spent training paid off, and she climbed so quickly the man—don’t look at his horrible face—on the second floor couldn’t react in time to grab her. She ducked past, inhaling a stench of body odor and rot, heading for the only other room she knew to be occupied, the two men arguing sports.


And they were still arguing, behind the door labeled Theodore Roosevelt. Maria threw herself into the room without knocking, slamming and locking the door behind her.

 “You’ve got to help—”


The lights were on, but the room was empty. Maria looked for the voices, which hadn’t abated, and quickly focused on the nightstand next to the bed. Setting on top was an old reel-to-reel tape recorder. The voices of the arguing men droned through its speakers in an endless loop. 



A trick. To distract her. Make her feel like she wasn’t alone.


Or maybe the purpose of the recording was to lure her into this room.


Then the tape recorder, and the lights, abruptly went off.


Maria froze. She heard someone crying, and with no small surprise realized the sound was coming from her. Dropping onto all fours, she crawled toward the bed. This room was laid out the same way as the Lincoln room, and she quickly bumped against the dust ruffle, brought her legs in front of her, and eased underneath on her belly, feet first, keeping her head poking out so she could listen.


At first she couldn’t hear anything above her heart hammering in her ears and her own shallow panting. She forced her breathing to slow down, sucking in air through her nose, blowing it out softly through her puffed cheeks. 



Then she heard the footsteps. From the hallway. Getting closer. First one set, slow and deliberate, each footfall sounding like a thunderclap. Then another set, equally heavy, running up fast.


Both of them stopped at the door.

 “I think the girly is in here.”

 “That’s Teddy’s room. We can’t go in.”

 “But she’s in there. It’s bleedin’ time.”


Maria heard the doorknob turn. She scooted further under the bed, the dust ruffle covering her hair.

 “You shouldn’t do that. You really shouldn’t do that.”


The door creaked, inching open. Maria saw a beam of light sliver through the crack. It widened until she could see two huge figures silhouetted in the doorway. They each held flashlights.

 “The one that catches her, bleeds her first. Them’s the rules.”

 “I ain’t goin’ in. You shouldn’t neither.”

 “Shuddup. This girlie is mine.”

 “It’s Teddy’s room.”

 “Shuddup!”


The man dressed in the George Washington outfit shone his light on the other man’s face. Maria put her hand in her mouth and bit down so she didn’t scream. His face was... dear God... it was...

 “Watch my eyes!”

 “I said shuddup!”

 “I’m tellin’ on you!”

 “Hey! Don’t!”


The door abruptly closed, and both sets of footsteps retreated up the hall, down the stairs.


Maria’s whole body shivered like she was freezing to death. Terror locked her muscles and she couldn’t move. But she had to move. She had to find some kind of way out of there. 



Were all the windows bricked-over? Maybe some of them weren’t. Maybe she could get out of a window, climb down somehow. Or get up on the roof. The roof sounded a lot better than waiting around for those freaks to come back.


Maria heard something soft. Faint. Nearby.


Some kind of scratching sound.


She concentrated on listening, but couldn’t hear anything above her own labored gasping. She took a deep breath, held it in.


And could still hear the breathing.


Raspy, wet breathing.


Right next to her.


Someone else is under the bed.

 “I’m Teddy.”


His voice was deep, rough, and hearing it that close scared Maria so badly her bladder let loose. 


 “I’m gonna bleed you, girly girl. Bleed you nice and long.”


Then something grabbed Maria’s legs, and she screamed louder than she’d ever screamed in her life, screamed louder than she’d ever thought possible, kicking and clawing as she was dragged down through the trap-door in the floor.



  
 


 


 


 


 


 



One Year Later



 


 


 “Why don’t you go with your grandmother,” Mom said, wiping the sweat from her forehead and replacing it with a streak of grime. “Take JD for a walk.”


Kelly Pillsbury frowned at her mother, who’d been trying to change the flat tire for more than ten minutes now. The last nut refused to come off. Each of the women had taken a turn with the tire iron, but it was rusted on tight. Grandma was the one who suggested a squirt of WD-40. Now they were all waiting around for the lubricant to soak in, loosen the nut up, so they could get back on the road.

 “I’m cool,” Kelly said.


She took a furtive glance at the wilderness around her. More trees than she’d ever seen, covering the hills and mountains in every direction. It was gorgeous, and being out here made Kelly forget her established role as a sullen tween. Make that teen. She was turning thirteen in only three days.


Something caught her eye at the tree line, alongside the winding road. A quick streak that looked like a man.


A man darting behind some bushes. 



But it had been too big for a man. A bear, maybe?


No. Bears don’t wear overalls.


Kelly squinted into the woods, but the figure didn’t reappear. She listened for a moment, and heard only the faint click click click of the wind spinning the rear wheels of their three bikes, bolted to the rack on the Audi’s roof. After a moment, Kelly believed she’d imagined the figure, that her eyes were playing tricks on her after such a long road trip.


Who would be way out here in the middle of nowhere anyway? We left modern civilization two hours ago, the last time we stopped for gas.


She looked back at her iPod and unpaused her game, Zombie Apocalypse, on level 64, with only ¼ of her health left. Kelly had never beaten level 65, and she’d been playing the game for more than a month.

 “Kelly?” her mom said.

 “Huh?”

 “That wasn’t a suggestion.”

 “What?” Mom was seriously breaking her concentration.

 “Go help Florence walk the dog.”


Kelly flicked the touch screen, pausing again. Mom had her bare arms folded, her muscles popping up like a man’s. Kelly subconsciously checked her own arms. She prided herself in being strong, but she never wanted to look like that. Never. Muscles on women were gross.

 “Grandma’s doing fine.”


The women both looked at Grandma. The sixty-five year old was tugging on JD’s leash. JD was sitting on the road, licking himself between his legs. At over a hundred pounds, the German Shepherd weighed about as much as Grandma did.

 “Kelly. Don’t make me say it again.” Mom lowered her voice. “Give her a chance. Please. For me.”


Kelly sighed loudly and rolled her eyes, even though Mom never said please. Then she tucked her iPod into her fanny pack and stalked over to Grandma and the dog. It was bad enough that Grandma was coming to live with them after the Iron Woman race, but Mom had also insisted Kelly give up her room and move into the much smaller third bedroom. 



Totally unfair. 



Kelly didn’t understand why Grandma was moving in anyway. She and Mom had some kind of falling out years ago, after dad died, and Kelly hadn’t seen her grandmother since she was six. She had no idea why they’d been out of touch for so long, but now here they were, pretending to care about each other. One big happy.

 “Stubborn, isn’t he?” Grandma let the leash go slack. Like Kelly, she was dressed in jogging shorts and a loose tee, though even at her ancient age, Grandma filled the clothes out better. “I don’t think he likes me.”

 “He only walks for me and Mom. If he didn’t like you, you’d know. He’d be growling and the hair would stand up on his back. C’mere, JD.”


At the command, JD’s ears pricked up and he pranced over to Kelly, the leash pulling out of Grandma’s hand. He bumped his massive head into Kelly’s hip, and gave her arm a lick. He then switched to licking the scab on her knee—a training injury from a few days ago.


Grandma walked up to them. She wasn’t as muscular as Mom, and just a bit shorter, but the resemblance was amazing. When the three of them stood next to each other, it was like looking at the same woman at different stages of her life. Each of them also wore their blond hair the same way, in a ponytail, though Grandma’s was mostly gray.

 “Want to go north?” Grandma said, pointing her chin over Kelly’s shoulder. “I hear a waterfall. We could go check it out.”

 “I don’t hear anything.”

 “You will, as we get closer. Come on.”


Grandma moved at an easy jog, cutting across the road, into the thick trees. Kelly lived her whole life in southern Illinois, flat as a bowling alley with no flora taller than corn stalks. West Virginia, with its mountains and forests, seemed like a different country. It was beautiful, but Kelly refused to admit it aloud, sticking her nose back in her iPod whenever Mom or Grandma pointed out something pretty during the long drive. She didn’t want to give either of them the satisfaction, still sore about the bedroom thing, which Mom sprung on her when they picked Grandma up at the airport yesterday.


Why didn’t Mom give up her room to Grandma? It was all a bunch of BS. 



No, not BS. It was straight-up bullshit. 



Just thinking about the swear word made Kelly feel older. She frowned, then followed her grandmother.


Ten steps into the woods, Kelly felt like she’d been swallowed. The trees were everywhere, and she lost all sense of direction. Grandma weaved through the forest like a jackrabbit, her pace increasing, and Kelly began to fall behind.

 “Slow down! JD can’t keep up!”


In fact, JD was doing fine. Kelly was also doing fine, at least in the stamina department. She’d trained for seven months for the triathlon, and was enormously proud to be the youngest contestant this year. But Kelly was used to running on asphalt, not rocky wilderness. Her steps alternated between jagged outcroppings and soft dirt that sucked at her gym shoes. Kelly spent so much time watching her footing she was afraid Grandma would get too far ahead and disappear. 


 “Don’t look at your feet.”


Kelly startled, coming to a stop. Somehow Grandma had materialized right in front of her.

 “I’m gonna break my ankle.”

 “Look into my eyes, Kelly.”


Kelly did as instructed, Grandma’s eyes were blue, like hers and mom’s, but set in a valley of deep wrinkles. Kelly couldn’t remember Grandma ever smiling. Not that she was a mean woman. But she was serious all the time. 


 “Can you see my hand?” Grandma asked.


Kelly glanced down at Grandma’s wriggling fingers.

 “No, Kelly. Keep looking at me while you do it.”


Kelly sighed, then stared at Grandma again.

 “Keeping your eyes on mine, can you see my hand?”


Kelly couldn’t see it, at least not clearly. But she could make out an indistinct blur.

 “I guess.”

 “What am I doing?”

 “Wiggling your fingers.”

 “Good. Now watch me.”


Grandma took a step back and stood with her legs apart, her hands at waist-level, one in front of the other. She quickly raised her arms up over her head, then brought each hand around in a circle. They met again at her belt-line, palms out. The entire time, her gaze was locked onto Kelly.

 “What’s that?” Kelly asked.

 “The beginning of a kata called Kushan Ku. It helps improve your peripheral vision. The goal is to be able to see your hands while looking straight ahead.”

 “What’s the point?”

 “To be aware of everything around you, and not just what’s in front of you.”

 “So?”

 “So then you’ll know if someone does this.”


Kelly felt wind on her cheek. She looked, and saw Grandma’s palm an inch away from slapping her ear. Kelly hadn’t seen Grandma’s hand move at all.


JD growled, baring his teeth.

 “Shush,” Grandma said. “Be nice.”


The dog whined, then sat down and began licking himself again.

 “Can you teach me how to do that?” Kelly asked. “To hit that fast?”

 “It’s up to your mother. She never really warmed up to the martial arts.”

 “Show me that kata thing again.”

 “Kushan Ku.”


Grandma repeated the move. Kelly handed over the leash and tried it. She could just barely make out her hands at the very edge of sight.

 “I can see them.”


She also thought she saw something else. Something moving in the woods. Kelly remembered the man she’d seen earlier, but kept her eyes on Grandma, as instructed. Besides, if there was a man in the forest, JD would be barking.


That is, if JD could keep his snout out of his own crotch for more than ten seconds. 


 “Good. Now use your peripheral vision when you’re running over the rocks, so you don’t have to keep your head down. Keep your eyes ahead of you, but not your entire focus.”

 “I can try.”


Grandma took off, JD running alongside her. Kelly trailed behind, doing as Grandma said, and found she could move much quicker. She looked around for the man in the overalls, but only saw foliage. 



Kelly smiled, relaxing a little. The summer breeze smelled like pine trees and wild flowers, and she enjoyed the stretch and pull in her hamstrings and quads. It was a brief run, barely even a warm-up, before Kelly caught up to Grandma on a crest.

 “Hey,” Kelly said. “JD let you walk him.”


Grandma wasn’t even out of breath. “Can you hear it now?”

 “What?”

 “Listen.”


Kelly heard it. A hissing, splashing sound.

 “The waterfall?”


Grandma nodded. “Which direction is it in?”

 “I can’t tell.”

 “Close your eyes. Open your ears.”


Kelly shut her eyes and listened. The sound seemed to be coming from no particular direction.

 “Try turning around. Tune out everything else.”


Kelly shifted slightly. She spun in a slow circle, eventually locking in on the direction of the water. When she opened her eyes, she was grinning.

 “It’s this way,” Kelly said, bounding off into the woods.


She jogged down a hill, around a bend, and then to a clearing, skidding to a stop because the ground simply ended. Kelly felt her stomach sink, staring down off the side of a sheer cliff. She wasn’t good with heights, and even though she could swim three hundred laps in the school pool she was terrified of diving boards. Standing on ledges just wasn’t her thing. 



Then she saw the waterfall.


It was gigantic, at least fifty feet high. The vertigo made her back up two steps.

 “Lovely,” Grandma said.


Kelly hadn’t even heard the old woman come up beside her.

 “I don’t really like heights.”

 “Your eyes can make you afraid of things you shouldn’t be afraid of. Are you standing on solid ground?”

 “Yeah.”

 “What do you think you should trust more, your eyes, or the solid ground?”

 “The ground.”

 “So trust the ground and let your eyes enjoy the view.”


Kelly trusted the ground and stared at the waterfall. A fine mist hovered overhead and made a double rainbow in the rays of the setting sun. It was prettier than a postcard, and not so scary anymore.

 “Is this what Vietnam looked like?” Kelly asked. Then she immediately regretted it. According to Mom, Grandma never talked about the war. Kelly knew she was there for four years as a combat nurse, but that was all.

 “Parts of it. Parts if it were so beautiful it hurt.”

 “Is that where you learned that kung fu stuff?”

 “It’s karate. And no, I learned that after my tour ended. Let’s go back, see how Letti is doing with that tire. Can you find the way?”

 “I dunno. I don’t think so.”

 “Try it. Maybe you’ll surprise yourself. If you get confused, see if you can spot any of our footprints. The ground is soft and we made quite a few.”


Grandma’s eyes were serious, but kind.

 “How come you never smile?” Kelly asked. She watched Grandma’s eyes get hard again, and regretted the question.

 “It happened during the war,” Grandma said. “They shot my smile off.”


What? They shot her smile off?”


Then Grandma winked.


Kelly grinned, took a final, unsteady glance at the waterfall, then bounded back into the woods. Nothing looked particularly familiar, but she managed to spot a footprint so she knew she was on the right track, even though the footprint seemed rather large. Then she recognized a big tree she’d passed earlier, and she altered her course, picking up speed and growing more confident. 



Abruptly, something snagged her shoulder, pulling her off her feet. Kelly landed on her butt, hard, and someone covered her mouth before she could yell out.

 “Shh.” Grandma was kneeling next to her, her hand over Kelly’s face. “Stay calm.”


Kelly didn’t understand what was happening, and she was about to protest, when she noticed JD. The dog was crouching down, ready to pounce, his teeth bared. All the hair on the dog’s neck stood out like spikes. Kelly followed the animal’s gaze and saw—

 —trees. Nothing but trees.


Then something moved. Ever so slightly, but enough for Kelly to distinguish the body from the surrounding foliage.


It was a man, hiding behind a giant oak. The one in the overalls she’d seen earlier. He was incredibly tall, wearing a plaid shirt and a baseball cap. There was something wrong—something horribly wrong—with his face. And his eyes...


His eyes look red.


The man stared right at Kelly, and she’d never been more frightened in her life.


JD barked, making Kelly jerk in surprise.

 “Hello,” Grandma said to the stranger. “We were looking at the waterfall. I hope we’re not trespassing on your property. If so, we’re sorry.”


Grandma didn’t sound sorry. She sounded tough as a barrel of hammers.


The man continued to stare. He didn’t move. He didn’t even blink. 



What happened to his face?

 “We’ll be on our way.”


JD barked again, then began to growl.

 “Easy, boy. We don’t want you biting any more strangers.”


JD had never bit anyone. But Kelly understood why Grandma said that; it might scare the man off. 



But the man didn’t look scared. He simply shifted from one leg to the other, revealing something he was holding in his hand.


Oh, shit.


That’s a shotgun.

 “Let’s go,” Grandma whispered. “Fast.”


Kelly didn’t have to be told twice. The two of them sprinted, JD alongside, down the hill in a zigzag pattern. Kelly kept expecting to hear a gunshot, and could almost feel a cold area between her shoulder blades where she was sure the bullet would hit. Mom had what she called a varmint gun, a small .22 she used to scare off the raccoons who liked to get into the garbage cans. Kelly knew the damage that could do.


This man’s gun was a lot bigger.


Not soon enough, they broke through the tree line and were back on the road. Kelly looked left, then right, and couldn’t see their car.


Had the man gotten Mom?

 “This way,” Grandma said. “Over the crest.”


Grandma’s strides were long, and Kelly matched her. On the asphalt she had a lot more confidence, the hard road under her feet solid and familiar. She sprinted ahead, feeling her muscles stretch, JD easily matching pace as he galloped alongside. The hill was a gradual incline, tough on the shins, and after two hundred meters her breath came faster.


Is this the right way? What if Grandma is wrong? What if Mom isn’t over the crest?


She took a quick glance over her shoulder, but the strange man wasn’t behind them.


What was wrong with his face? It was all messed up.


They were almost to the top of the hill now. Ten steps. Five steps. Kelly willed her mom to be there. Not only there, but with the tire already fixed so they could get the hell away from here. Kelly pulled even further in front, reaching the crest, staring down on the winding road and—


Nothing. Mom and the car weren’t there.


Then JD took off, pulling the leash out of Kelly’s hand, jerking her forward and almost making her fall. He tore ahead, running around the bend, out of sight.


Kelly glanced at Grandma, who was matching her pace. The old woman stared back, her face solemn.

 “The car...” Kelly sputtered.

 “It’s ahead.”

 “JD...”

 “Ahead.”


Kelly felt like crying. “I’m… scared.”

 “Use it. Everyone gets scared. Don’t let it paralyze you. Your body, or your mind.”


Kelly lengthened her stride again; a dangerous move since they were going downhill. If she hit some loose gravel, or stumbled somehow at this speed, it would cause more damage than just a skinned knee.

 “Kelly. Slow down.”


But Kelly didn’t slow down. Her feet pressed against the street faster and faster, and Kelly became off-balance on the decline. She pitched forward, envisioning her chin cracking against the pavement, her face scraping down to the teeth and cheekbones, her knees breaking and head bursting—

 “Kelly!”


Grandma caught Kelly’s shirt, steadying her. Kelly took a few more unsteady steps and then slowed down enough to keep her balance.


They pushed through the turn, Kelly hoping she’d see Mom and the car and JD, fearing she’d see the strange man with the gun.


But there was nothing ahead but empty road.

 “We went... the wrong... way,” Kelly said between pants. She began to slow down even more.

 “Keep running.”


Kelly wished she’d paid more attention on the car ride up. None of this seemed familiar. The road. The woods. The mountains. It all looked the same. 


 “Is this...” she gasped, “the right road?”

 “Yes.”

 “But...”

 “Don’t talk. Run.”


Grandma pulled in front. Kelly fell back five paces, thinking Grandma was wrong, thinking about turning around and going the other way.


Then they rounded another turn and Kelly saw their car.


JD left Mom’s side and came sprinting over to Kelly. He knew not to jump on her, and instead doubled back and ran with her until they reached the car.

 “I changed the tire. Did you and Grandma enjoy—” Mom squinted at Kelly. “Babe, are you okay?”

 “There was a man,” Kelly huffed and puffed. “His face was messed up. He had a gun.”


Grandma coasted to a stop alongside them.

 “Florence? What happened?”


Mom hadn’t called Grandma Mom since Dad died.


Grandma blew out a deep breath. “I’m not sure. Could have been a hunter. Could have been some hillbilly protecting his whiskey still. Scary-looking fellow, wasn’t he, Kelly?”

 “Did he threaten you?” Mom asked.


Grandma shook her head. “Kept his gun down. Didn’t say a word. Might not be used to talking, though. He had a severe harelip, probably a cleft palate. Talking would be difficult.”

 “Should we call the police?”

 “For having a gun in West Virginia? They’d laugh us off the phone.”

 “Are you okay, Kelly?”


Kelly felt like crying, and Mom showing concern made the emotion even stronger. But she sucked it in, got her breathing under control.


I’m almost a teenager. Teenagers don’t cry.

 “I’m fine.”

 “Are you sure?”


Grandma folded her arms. “She said she’s fine, Letti. Kelly’s almost a teenager. Quit treating her like a child.”


Kelly matched Grandma’s pose, taking strength from it. “Yeah, Mom. Now can we get going?”


Mom made a face, then looked at her watch. “We’ve got another forty minutes before we get to the bed and breakfast. Do you need to pee?”


Kelly rolled her eyes. “No.”

 “Are you sure?”

 “Geez, Mom.” She walked over to the car and climbed into the backseat.


Surprisingly, Grandma got in next to her.

 “Let’s let JD ride shotgun. I’d like to see that game you’re playing on your iPod.”

 “Uh, sure.”


As Mom pulled back onto the road, Kelly showed Grandma Zombie Apocalypse.

 “It’s really hard. I can’t get past level 65.”

 “Sure you can,” Grandma said. “You just haven’t yet.”


Kelly attacked the level with a frenzy. For some reason, more than anything, she wanted to prove Grandma right.

 



# # #

 


 “I’m sorry, Miss Novachek. All of our rooms are booked.”


Deb Novachek kept her anger in check. She was an expert at that.

 “But I have a reservation. I confirmed it yesterday.”


The concierge looked pained. He was a tall, pasty man with a bad hairpiece that looked like an animal was perched on his head. His nametag read Franklin. “I realize that. And I humbly apologize for the inconvenience. We overbooked. Your room will be available tomorrow morning, and we’ll upgrade you to a suite at no extra cost.”

 “That’s not good enough. Tomorrow is the pre-event briefing. I have to be there early.”


Deb fleetingly considered playing the special needs card, but she knew she’d sleep in her car before she did that. Hell, she’d sleep on the street with a newspaper blanket before she asked for preferential treatment.

 “I really wish there was something I could do. I’m very sorry.”

 “I’d like to speak to the manager.”

 “Miss Novachek, I am the manager. I’ll not only upgrade to a suite tomorrow, but we’d be happy to pay for it to make up for the inconvenience.”

 “That doesn’t do me any good tonight.”


Deb felt like crossing her arms, but resisted. It messed with her balance.

 “Unfortunately, this seems to happen every year at triathlon time. Every hotel and motel in town is filled to capacity.”


Deb frowned. “Could I room with another contestant staying here?”


Franklin reached for the phone. “That would be up to them. If you give me a name, I can connect you.”

 “I don’t know anyone here. This is my first time at Iron Woman.”

 “I’m sorry. I can’t just start randomly calling guests.” He put the receiver down and tapped his pale chin, apparently thinking. “You know, there is a bed and breakfast, forty miles out of town. It’s so out of the way, it probably has some rooms available. Would you like me to check for you?”


Deb took a deep breath, let it our slow. “Yes. Please.”

 “I’ll need to find the number. I’ll be right back.”


Franklin waddled off. Deb turned away from the check-in counter and faced the lobby. It was crammed full of people. Some of them spectators. Several of them reporters, complete with video cameras and microphones. A few of the women were obviously athletes, and Deb considered approaching some of them, asking if they’d like to share a room. But she didn’t move.


Deb valued her privacy. Social situations were painfully awkward for her.


Which is why she quickly turned away when she saw the man staring.


Men stared at her all the time. So did women. And kids. Even animals did, somehow able to sense something was wrong with her.


But this man wasn’t gawking. He had a playful smile on his face, and his eyes crinkled when she caught him looking.


This wasn’t a gawker. This was a flirt.


Deb preferred the gawkers. She unconsciously glanced down at her cosmetic legs. They were covered by sweatpants. Unless someone was paying close attention, they couldn’t tell, even when she was walking.

 “Hello.”


The voice startled her, and she turned around. Mr. Flirt was in her personal space, less than a foot away from her, a sly grin on his face. Deb noted his breath smelled like cinnamon, and he was even cuter up close. Strong chin with a bit of stubble. A roman nose. Neatly cut hair, dark and parted on the side. Sort of like a younger George Clooney.

 “Can I help you?” Deb’s voice came out clipped, and a bit squeaky.

 “Are you Debra Novachek?”

 “Who wants to know?”

 “Mal Deiter. Sporting Digest. My office has been in touch.”


He offered his hand. 



So he’s not a flirt. He’s a reporter. Which means he knows about my legs.


Deb didn’t know if that made it less awkward, or more awkward. For some reason, she had pictured a woman interviewing her. Or some pudgy old man. Not someone good-looking. 



Good-looking guys made her nervous.

 “Nice to meet you, Mr. Deiter.” She took his hand and shook it hard, businesslike, then quickly pulled away. “They seem to be having some trouble finding me a room here.”

 “I’m sorry to hear that.”

 “If you’re really sorry, you can give me your room.”

 “I would, Ms. Novachek, if I had one. But I’m already doubled up with my photographer.” He pointed to a portly man with a very large camera in his hands, shooting people in the lobby. “That’s Rudy. Great talent, but a terrible roommate. He snores so loudly he can loosen your fillings. I’m going to wind up on the lobby sofa if I want to get any rest tonight.”


He smiled, and it was a dynamite smile. Deb wondered why he worked for a magazine when he had a face for TV. She decided against asking, not wanting to compliment him and risk it sounding like a come-on. 



Not that Deb could even remember what it was like coming on to a guy.


The manager returned. “The Rushmore Inn does have a few rooms left for tonight. I took the liberty of making you a reservation and drawing you a map. We’re also covering the cost of your room there. It will be free of charge.”


Deb bit back thanking him, instead saying, “I have a GPS. I don’t need a map.”


He pushed the paper toward her. “It’s really out of the way. I doubt the Inn, or even the road, is on the GPS.” 


 “How long will it take to get there?”

 “An hour. Maybe an hour and a half at the most.”


Deb clenched her jaw. Her mood worsened when she saw the cute reporter furtively eyeing her legs.


She slapped her hand on the map and picked it up. 


 “Again, we really apologize for this inconvenience.” The manager smiled, but this time it seemed more cruel than sympathetic. “I hope to see y’all tomorrow, Miss Novachek.”


Deb raised an eye at the manager’s sarcastic tone. She let it slide, instead turning to the reporter.

 “I’m sorry, Mr. Deiter. This isn’t going to work.”

 “Call me Mal.”

 “Mal, I know we were going to do the interview tonight over dinner, but I won’t have time. It seems I just lost three hours.”

 “You still have to eat, don’t you?”

 “Hopefully I can pick something up on the way to the inn. I didn’t figure on an extra ninety minute drive tonight.”


The fat photographer, Rudy, had come over and was snapping Deb’s picture. This annoyed her. She hadn’t checked her hair, or her make-up.


Not that they want pictures of my face. My face isn’t the reason for the interview.

 “Ms. Novachek, this is Rudy.”

 “Ma’am.” Rudy held out a chubby hand. It was moist when Deb shook it.

 “Nice to meet you, Rudy, but it looks like you guys will have to find some other subject for your story.”

 “We’ve got other subjects,” Rudy said. “But you’re the big one. You came first in your age group in the Denver Triathlon, and third overall. You’re a tremendous athlete, Ms. Novachek. Especially considering the loss of your legs. I’ve heard you have different prosthetic legs for each part of the event. Do you have some with fins for the swimming portion?”


Rudy was talking loud enough to attract the attention of others in the room. Deb felt every eye on her, but managed to keep her voice steady.

 “I don’t wear my legs for the swimming portion. I wouldn’t want anyone to think I had an unfair advantage. And now if you’ll excuse me.”


Deb shoved the map into her fanny pack and began to walk away from the counter.

 “But we want you for the cover...” Rudy said.


She willed herself not to run. These weren’t her running legs, and it was easy to catch her toes on things. The thought of the fat guy snapping her photo when she was flat on her face was too much to bear.

 “Ms. Novachek... please...”


The reporter was next to her, his expression concerned.

 “I’m sorry, Mr. Deiter—”

 “Mal.”

 “—I’m simply not going to have time.”

 “I could ride with you to the inn. He said the Rushmore, right? I was actually going to take a cab there, anyway. That’s where the Pillsburys are staying. They’re my other interview.”

 “I only have a two seater.”

 “It would just be me. Rudy will stay here. He’s actually a nice guy. A bit blunt, but not a mean bone in his body. I hope he didn’t offend you.”

 “Not at all.”


That was the truth. Nothing offended Deb these days. And she prided herself that she was also beyond embarrassment. Since she lost her legs, Deb had gotten so accustomed to her condition that she was mostly oblivious to other people’s reaction to her. Hell, when she jogged around town, she often stopped to let kids touch her running prosthetics.


So why am I so anxious to get away right now?


She knew the reason.


It’s because he’s attractive. Talking to handsome guys makes me feel inferior, inadequate.


Incomplete.


But am I strong enough to deal with it?


Deb took a calming breath, let it out slow.


Yes. Yes I am.

 “Please, Ms. Novachek. I feel like we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot...”


Deb stopped and shot him a look. He seemed confused for a moment, and then he turned such a bright shade of red she thought he might pop.

 “Oh... jeez... look, I really didn’t mean to say foot...”


She let him squirm for a moment, because he was cute doing so. Then she let him off the hook.

 “It’s okay. I put my foot in my mouth all the time. Want to see me take it off and do it right now?”


He looked mortified, then noticed her grin and burst out laughing. 



Deb allowed herself a small smile. It felt pretty good.

 “Ms. Novachek, I have a feeling this is going to be a great interview.”


Deb had that feeling too. “Call me Deb.”

 “Thank you, Deb.” He offered his hand again.


This time, when she took it, she didn’t squeeze as hard. Or pull away as fast.

 “Look, Deb, I don’t want to impose, but the desk clerk said they had several rooms, and since all of my interviews are at the same inn, it makes sense for me to stay there as well. Do you mind if I grab my suitcase from my room? I know you’re in a hurry but I haven’t even unpacked yet. It’ll just take a second.”

 “Sure, Mal. I’m parked right outside the lobby. It’s the red Corvette.”

 “Thanks. I’ll be two minutes, tops.”


He gently disengaged his hand, then quickly walked over to Rudy and exchanged a few words. Deb turned to go to her car and caught a glimpse of the manager again. He was looking straight at her, and seemed to be saying something.


To me?


No. He was talking on the phone. He smiled at her, then shot her with his thumb and index finger.


Asshole.


Deb turned, slow and easy, and headed through the lobby, to the revolving doors.


Revolving doors were tough to navigate in her cosmetic legs. So were stairs and ramps. Ladders were the worst of all, and the one time she tried to climb one, she fell and sprained her wrist. 



There are no handicaps. Only challenges.


But why does every simple thing have to be a challenge?


Back when she was still doing the Internet dating thing, one of her prospects actually had the guts to ask what it felt like, trying to walk on prosthetics.

 “Ever have your foot fall asleep then try to walk?” she’d responded.


It was a good analogy, but not perfect. It explained the lack of sensation, and how taking away that sensation made it very hard to judge where to place your feet. But it didn’t cover the balance difficulties. Deb spent over a year in thrice-daily physical therapy to get to where she could walk again, and another two years to be able to run, which required a whole new set of challenges.


She approached the revolving door warily, timed it right, then took some awkward little hops to get in, holding the door for support. When she made it through she let out a little sigh of relief—falling in a revolving door was the worst.




Her Vette was where she’d parked it, in the drop-off zone. Deb fished out the keys and hit the alarm, unlocking the doors. Then she maneuvered into the front seat, adjusted her fanny pack so she wasn’t sitting against it, and took the portable GPS out of the glove compartment.


The creepy manager was right. Her Garmin couldn’t find the name of the inn, or the road it was on. She programmed in the spot where it was supposed to be and stuck the unit up on the dashboard, then fought the urge to check herself in the mirror.


After ten seconds she gave in, flipping down the sun visor, meeting her own gaze.


No crud in the eyes. Her brown hair, with red and blond streaks, was a bit poofy and windblown from the ride up, but the layers looked natural and were hassle-free, just like a three hundred dollar haircut should be. The touch of blush and pink eye-shadow—applied at home in D.C. on the off-chance the reporter spotted her in the lobby—were still in place. Deb touched up her lip gloss with just a dab of wet red, and judged herself okay. 



Deb knew she was pretty. She just wished she was whole.


She fidgeted, waiting for Mal. He looked to be late twenties, maybe early thirties. Only a few years older than her. Deb hadn’t seen a wedding ring on his finger, but that didn’t mean much. At their age, all the good-looking ones were either spoken for, or gay.


Not that it mattered. The only man Deb had been with since the accident was Scott, and it had been awful with him and not something she ever cared to repeat.


Another minute crawled by, and Deb began to wonder if Mal had changed his mind. She’d gone on a blind date last year, and the guy had gotten up to go to the bathroom at the restaurant and never came back. It was right after he’d gotten a little frisky with his flirting and had cupped her knee, feeling the prosthetic leg below it. 



This isn’t a date. It’s an interview. And he already knows you have no legs.


She wondered if Mal, or Rudy, would want to see her bare stumps for the article. That would be a no way. The only one who had ever seen them was her doctor, and the only other person who would ever see them would be her undertaker.


Someone knocked on the hood, startling her. Mal leaned over the driver side door.

 “Can you pop the trunk?”


Deb hit the button, then had a moment of panic realizing what he’d see.


It doesn’t matter. He’ll see your prosthetic legs during the competition anyway.


She braced herself for his comments when he sat down next to her, but all he said was, “Thanks again for the ride, and the interview. Please let me pay for gas.”

 “If you insist. But this beast doesn’t get very good mileage.”

 “I can imagine. I drive a Prius. But I always wanted a Corvette.”

 “Me too.” She smiled. “Buckle up for safety.”


Deb started the car, engaging the hand clutch on the gear shift, and squeezed the gas lever on the steering wheel. The tires squealed, pinning Mal into his seat, and the car peeled away from the lobby entrance and onto the main road.


Almost immediately Deb squeezed the brakes, skidding to a stop as someone darted into the street ahead of her—


THWAK!

 —the dark figure slapped the hood of her car, spun, then scurried away in a limping crouch. He disappeared into the bushes alongside the road, into the woods.

 “Holy shit,” Mal said.


Deb blew out her cheeks, the adrenalin making her hands shake.

 “Did I hit him?”

 “I dunno. He was huge.”

 “All I saw was long, white hair. But an old man couldn’t move that fast.”

 “Did you see his eyes?”


Deb nodded, then shuddered.

 “They were red,” Mal said. “I swear they were red.”


After taking a few more seconds to compose herself, Deb pulled onto the side of the road and parked the car.

 “It wasn’t your fault,” Mal said. “He jumped out of the bushes right in front of you.”

 “If I hit him, it’s my fault. I have to check.”

 “I’ll go with you.”


Deb undid her seatbelt and pulled herself out of the Vette. It was dusk, but looked even darker because the sun had dipped below the tree line. The town of Monk Creek wasn’t exactly a town, per se. It was more like a collection of a few motels, some scattered stores, and a loose group of homes interspersed along the mountainside and woods in a thirty-square-mile area. The hotel was packed, but once you stepped off the property you were smack dab in the middle of the wilderness.


Deb squinted into the brush just off the shoulder of the road, where the man had disappeared. If he’d been hurt, he couldn’t have gotten far.

 “Hello?” she called.


No one answered. A strong breeze kicked up, blowing Deb’s hair into her eyes and making her widen her stance so she didn’t tip over.

 “Anyone there? Are you okay?”


She watched the breeze make the bushes sway, back and forth, like they were waving at her.


Deb peered at the ground, at the slight slope leading into the woods. In her Cheetah-Flex sprinting legs she could bounce down there, no problem. In her cosmetic legs, chances were high she’d be on her ass after a few steps.

 “I’ll go check,” Mal said, a penlight in his hand.


Deb frowned, began to protest, but he was already halfway down the embankment, pushing into the brush.


She waited, feeling her stomach go sour.


What if I hurt him? What if he’s badly hurt?


What if he’s dead? 



The thought of killing another human being—it would be too much to live with. She cursed herself for showing off in the car, accelerating so fast. Since her accident, Deb prided herself in paying extra attention, avoiding mistakes and screw-ups, because she realized how precious, and precarious, life was. 



Deb walked over to the front of the Vette, checking the fender for dings. Or blood.


All she found was a decent dent in the hood, from when the man slapped it.


Had he slapped it out of anger? Or to steady himself because I hit him?


Then she noticed the blood. Hard to discern against the red paint job, but it was there.


Quite a bit of it.


Deb felt herself getting ready to vomit, when someone yelled, “Uh!”


Mal? 



She went back to the shoulder, squinting into the gathering darkness. No sign at all of Mal, or the man. The wind continued to blow the bushes to and fro, to and fro.

 “Mal?” she called.


Mal didn’t answer.


Deb tried louder. “Mal!”


A faint sound caught on the breeze. Something high-pitched.


Is that giggling?


Deb considered going to the trunk, putting on her running legs to make it easier, and then decided screw it and began to make her way down the slope.


Just as she reached the bottom, something lunged out of the bushes at her. Deb couldn’t react quickly enough, and her balance was thrown off. She landed hard on her backside.

 “Mal!”


Mal’s eyes were wide. And his pants—


They were covered in blood.


Deb positioned herself onto her knees. Getting up off the ground in her cosmetic legs was difficult, so she reached for Mal, wrapping her fingers in his belt to steady herself.

 “Deb...”

 “Call an ambulance, Mal,” she said, grabbing his penlight and pushing into the bushes.

 “Deb, don’t go in there. It’s—”


Deb didn’t hear the next thing he said. Once past the bush, her senses were overloaded with the stench, and the sight, of blood. 



A ridiculous amount of blood. 



It soaked the ground, and drenched the surrounding foliage.


But it was more than just blood. It was bits of tissue. Sinew. Organs.


The spectacle overtook her, and she stumbled forward, losing her footing on something slippery, falling forward into a wet loop of intestines.


Deb recoiled, squealing, pushing herself away, bumping into a severed head with...


Antlers. 



It’s a deer.


Jesus Christ, it’s just a deer.


Then someone grasped her shoulder. 



Deb turned around, the scream building in her chest, and saw Mal above her.

 “Looks like we both need a dry cleaner. I slipped, too.”


He offered his hands, and she used them to pull herself up.

 “I didn’t hit a deer. I’m sure of it.”


Mal’s face was kind. “I know.”

 “It was a man.”

 “I know. We both saw it.”


Deb played the light over the carnage. Deer parts were everywhere. 


 “Did that guy do this?”


Mal nodded. “I think he killed the deer, and was skinning it.”

 “There’s blood on the hood of my car.”

 “Deer blood, probably. Maybe he didn’t have a hunting license, heard you pulling up, thought it was the game warden. Hell, it might not even be hunting season, for all I know.”

 “So I didn’t hurt him?”

 “I don’t see him anywhere. If you hurt him, he’d be nearby, don’t you think?”


Deb shined the light on the deer head, wincing as she did.

 “When skinning a buck, is it normal to cut the eyes out?”

 “No. It’s not. Let me see the light.” Mal took it, moved in closer. “The ears are gone, too. So’s the tongue.”

 “That’s disgusting.”


Mal pointed the light at her. “I think we should go. Right now.”


Deb didn’t like his tone. He sounded scared. When he took her arm, she didn’t protest, and when he put his hands on her hips to help her up the embankment she cared more about haste than dignity or modesty.

 “I’ve got water in the trunk. We can clean up.”


Mal shook his head. “Not here. Not now. Let’s get out of here.”

 “What’s going on, Mal? You’re freaking me out a little. And it’s not like this situation isn’t already freaky enough.”

 “It’s Monk Creek. It has a history. When I was researching this article, I read up on it. Things have happened in this town. Bad things.”

 “Like what?”


Mal looked over his shoulder into the darkness, then back at Deb. “I’ll tell you in the car. Please. Let’s go.”


The breeze kicked up, and Deb heard it again, faint but unmistakable.


Giggling.


It took less than ten seconds for them to get into the car, lock the doors, and get the hell out of there.

 



# # #

 


 “Buck and a half.”


The bartender was overweight, unshaven, and his apron bore stains from days before, stains that were easy to see even in the low lighting of the smoky, shitkicker bar.


Felix Richter slapped a ten next to the can of Miller High Life. The bartender reached for it, but Felix’s finger kept it pressed to the bar counter top.

 “I’m looking for a bed and breakfast in these parts.”


The bartender spit tobacco juice into an ashtray. “Then get yourself a map, boy.”

 “This one isn’t on any maps. It’s called the Rushmore Inn.”


The man sitting next to Felix—stereotypical redneck hunter-type—leaned closer. Felix ignored him, watching the bartender, searching his eyes for any sign of recognition.

 “Never heard of it.”


If the bartender was lying, he was good at it. Felix had become pretty good at spotting liars. He’d talked to more people in the last year than he had in his previous twenty-six. 



Still keeping his finger on the bill, Felix tugged a worn photo from the breast pocket of his flannel shirt. He held it up.

 “Seen her before?”

 “Can’t say that I have.”

 “Maybe it would help if you looked at the goddamn picture.”


The bartender’s eyes flitted to the photo, then back to Felix. “Don’t recall,” he said, spitting again.

 “I’ll pay for the information.” Felix dropped his voice. “I have a lot more money.”

 “Then buy yourself some swabs to clean out your ears. I never saw the girl before.”


Felix let him take the ten. Then he flipped the picture around and stared at it.


Like always, seeing her face made his jaw get tight. Her voice played in his head, even though her last words to him had been an acronym-filled text.


Felix – you’re probably asleep. I’m at a creepy B&B, not the hotel. Long story, but it’s free. That equals more money to spend on our honeymoon. We’ll talk later. Ta-ta for now, hope to see you soon, love you, Maria.


He thought about looking at his phone to read the message again, for the ten thousandth time. Then he thought about calling her, just to hear her voicemail message. He kept paying her monthly cell bill even though the account hadn’t been used in twelve months. 



The barkeep brought back his change. Felix took it, left the beer untouched, and got up to leave.


How many bars had it been so far? Fifty? Sixty? Add in the restaurants, the gas stations, the motels, the homes, and it was well over a hundred he’d visited.


Not too many left.


And then what? Give up? Finally have her declared dead and give her the funeral her parents have been pleading for since Christmas?


No. Felix wasn’t going to give up on Maria. Ever. When he’d asked questions at every shop and residence within a hundred square miles, he’d start over at the top of the list.


Someone had to know where the Rushmore Inn was.


If the Rushmore Inn even exists.


Felix stepped out into the night, rolling his head on his neck, loosening up the tension in his shoulders. The bar parking lot wasn’t paved, and the gravel crunched underfoot like freshly fallen snow. 



He looked out over the road, into the dark forest. 



The women I love is in there. Somewhere. 



After Maria went missing, he’d tried all the conventional methods of getting her back. The police. The FBI. Hanging fliers. Offering a reward for information. Even hiring a private detective.


The only thing he’d accomplished was getting fired from his job, which turned out to be a good thing. It freed him up to investigate full time.


Unfortunately, his unemployment checks were just about ready to run out, and the only lead he’d uncovered in all of his searching and questioning was a vague reference by an old drunk to a bed and breakfast called the Rushmore Inn.

 “Supposedly it’s been in these parts forever, but no one knows where it actually is. Or those that know, don’t tell. It’s like one of them roach motels. People check in, but they don’t check out.”


Felix questioned him further, but his answers became increasingly incoherent. Drunken mumblings of strange rituals and birth defects. The old woman who lived in a shoe. Something to do with blood types. He eventually passed out in mid-ramble, right at the bar. When Felix went to visit him the next day, having written down his address from his driver’s license, the old man wasn’t there.


He turned up that afternoon. The state trooper said it was a car accident. But Felix had seen the supposed crash site. The blood trail went on for almost a quarter of a mile. Like someone had tied a rope around the old guy and took him for a drag.


Felix took a big gulp of West Virginia air. It smelled clean and fresh, but there was a sour note beneath it. Felix hated the country. He hated the trees, and the mountains, and the clear sky, and the beautiful sunsets. If he ever found Maria, he’d never leave the city again.


When, he corrected himself. When I find Maria. Not if.


He climbed into his pick-up; a purchase meant to help him blend in with the locals, like his flannel shirts and work boots and unshaven face. Digging out the area map, he drew an X through Mel’s Tavern. The map contained so many Xs it was getting tough to see the roads.


A knock on the driver’s side window startled Felix. He looked up, saw a man standing next to his truck. The hunter from the bar.


He was older than Felix, maybe mid-thirties, and in no danger of ever winning a beauty pageant. Tall and pudgy, like he’d never lost his baby fat, sporting a plump, almost feminine face, which had a strange appearance to it that Felix realized was a complete lack of facial hair. No stubble. No eyebrows. Not even eyelashes. In contrast, the black hair on his head looked like a wig.


Felix unrolled the window with one hand. The other he stuck under his seat, finding his nine millimeter Beretta.

 “Heard you talkin’ ‘bout the Rushmore Inn,” the hairless guy said. “You payin’ for information?”

 “Top dollar.”


The man looked around, uneasy. His denim overalls were splotched with brown stains. “This ain’t a good place to talk. You stayin’ nearby?”


Felix considered what to say. He decided on the truth, since the chance of learning something outweighed the potential danger.

 “Place called the Cozynook Motel. Outside of Slatyfork.”

 “What room?”


Did he really want the hunter to know his room number? What about Cameron?


The hell with Cameron. 


 “One ten.”

 “I can come by, hour or so.”


Felix tried to play it cool. Maybe the hunter knew something. Or maybe he just wanted to round up some buddies, drop by, and rob him. In these parts, apparently strangers weren’t missed.

 “I’m looking for this woman,” he said, flashing Maria’s picture. “Have you seen her?”


The hunter studied the picture. Felix studied his eyes.

 “She one of them try-atha-leets?”

 “You’ve seen her?”


The hunter shrugged. “All kinda look the same. But if she was at the Rushmore, she probably got in some deep shit. I’ll come by later, we talk some more.”


If he did have information, Felix didn’t plan on leaving him out of his sight. He’d done that once before, and the guy wound up a thousand yard smear on Highway 39.

 “I was planning on checking out tonight,” Felix lied. “If you have something to tell me, we could take a walk in the woods.”


The hunter shook his head. “Woods ain’t safe ‘round here.”

 “How about we take a ride, then? Drive around for a bit?”

 “Maybe. What’s your blood type?”


Felix blinked. “Excuse me?”

 “Blood type. You know. Type A, type B, type O.”


What the hell kind of question is that?


Then he remembered the old drunk said something about blood types.


Was there a connection?

 “I’m A. A positive.”


John sucked on his lower lip, then blew it out. “Okay. We can take a ride.”


The big man walked around the front of the truck, and Felix noted the large hunting knife strapped to his leg. When he climbed in, the cab bounced from his weight.


All of the sudden this seemed like a very bad idea. 


 “We drivin’ or what?” 



Felix had to let go of the gun to turn the ignition. His initial feeling of hope was replaced by uneasiness. This guy was so big his head touched the ceiling. 


 “What’s your name?” Felix asked.


The hunter grunted. “I’m John.”

 “Do you know where the Rushmore Inn is, John?”

 “Not here. I’ll tell you when we’re moving.”

 “Why? Are you afraid?”


John leaned over, his brown eyes slightly crossing. His breath was warm and smelled like decay. “Damn right I’m afraid. And you should be, too.” Then he smiled, revealing brown, crooked teeth and gums that looked like raw hamburger. “Y’all should be scared as hell.”

 



# # #

 



She has the dream. Again.


In it, the man has two heads and three arms. His second head is smaller, misshapen, with a mouth crammed full of crooked teeth.


He climbs on top of her, one head giggling, the other drooling.


Others watch.


Other monsters.


A man whose fingers are fused together, like flippers.
The bushy unibrow dividing his oversized forehead makes him look Neanderthal. He has a tiny nose and tiny ears, out of proportion with his large face. He claps his flippers, applauding the show.


Another man with a pointed head, thin on the top and bulbous on the bottom, like an eggplant. He hops from foot to foot, anxiously awaiting his turn.


One man has a split down the middle of his face, as if someone hit him in the nose and mouth with an ax. He snorts through the combined nose/mouth opening, spit and snot spraying.


Another man, naked and disgustingly obese, is propped up in an old, rusty wheelchair. Instead of knees, he has tiny, baby feet attached to his thighs. His right arm is also no larger than a baby’s. It’s waving at her as he smiles. 



There are others. Many others. Many that are even worse.


She doesn’t scream. They like it when she screams.


Instead, clenches her fists, her fingernails digging into her palms, her teeth biting her own tongue, willing herself to wake up.


Her eyes open wide.


The creatures are still there.


This isn’t a dream. 



She’s been awake all along.

 



# # #

 



Letti Pillsbury glanced in the rearview mirror at her mother and daughter in the backseat, huddled over the videogame. It made her feel both happy and sad, and more than a little dishonest. But she and Florence had agreed not to tell Kelly until after the Iron Woman event.


One thing at a time.


She shifted her eyes back to the road, and then to the map. It wasn’t a real map. In fact, it looked like a photocopy of a hand drawing, and a poorly done one at that. Letti had called the inn yesterday and spoken to the female proprietor to get better directions.

 “Ten point six miles southwest down 219 once you pass 55. The road isn’t marked, so use your odometer. It’s on the right. We’re so looking forward to having y’all.”


The odometer was creeping up on ten point five, but there was nothing out here but hills and forest, and it was getting increasingly more difficult to see as the sun went down. Letti questioned, not for the first time, her decision to stay this far away from the competition, instead of at the event hotel. But money was tight and would only get tighter, and when the Rushmore Inn brochure arrived in the mail, stating they’d won free rooms, she couldn’t pass it up. Letti didn’t even remember entering the contest, but apparently she’d checked some box while filling out the extensive paperwork for the competition. The inn was really out of the way, but even if it had the worst amenities in the history of bed and breakfasts, it was still a lifesaver. 



Letti slowed down, squinting into the trees, looking for the road. At first, the endless forest and jutting mountains had taken her breath away with their beauty. But after hours of the spectacular view, she began to feel intimidated. Letti hoped the race course was clearly marked, because if one of them got lost in this wilderness, they’d be lost forever.


When the odometer hit the magic number, Letti rolled onto the narrow shoulder and coasted to a stop.

 “Are we here?” Kelly said, poking her head up through the space in the front seats and giving JD a pat.


Letti checked the numbers again. Then she rechecked the map.

 “According to this, yes. But there’s nothing here.”

 “There.” Kelly pointed. “See the tire tracks?”


Letti followed her daughter’s finger, and saw two barely visible tracks, almost completely hidden by weeds, leading into the forest between a small gap in the trees. 


 “That’s not a road,” Florence said. “That’s not even a trail.”

 “It matches up to the map. And look.”


Letti pointed to a tiny sign, hanging from a tree. It read RUSHMORE INN.

 “Why would they paint the sign green?” Florence asked. “It blends into the trees. And it’s so small.”


Letti turned the wheel and pressed the gas.

 “Letti, you can’t be serious. What if we get stuck?”

 “We’re driving an Audi. It’s all-wheel drive.”


Florence clucked her tongue—something she did when she was displeased. “Let’s go back into town. I’m sure there are other rooms available. I’ll pay for it.”


Letti bristled at her mother’s words, and any doubts she had about this road vanished, replaced by anger. Pay for it? Now Letti was determined to see this through, even if they had to drive over a log jam to do it.


The Audi’s tires dug in and performed as advertised, traversing the bumps, divots, and rocks without getting stuck. But the suspension left something to be desired, the shocks bouncing them around like a carnival ride. Twenty yards into the woods the sun disappeared, forcing Letti to flick on her brights. Though overgrown, the path was relatively straight, and no trees or large obstacles got in their way.


Boy, it’s dark.


In southern Illinois, on the Great Plains, even a moonless night was starlit. But this was like swimming in ink. Letti had the window cracked open, and she could practically feel the darkness seeping in. 



Then the car jolted, the front end tilting downward. Letti whacked her head against the steering wheel, causing the horn to honk, and JD bounced against the dashboard, uttering a surprised yelp.


Letti pushed herself back into her seat, but the car still canted on an angle, like they were driving down a steep hill.

 “Mom?”

 “We went into a hole, or a ditch, or something. Are you both okay?”


JD hopped onto Letti’s seat, his big paws between her legs. He growled at the driver’s side window.

 “JD! Down!”


The growl became a sharp bark, and the dog’s entire body tensed. Letti stared where JD was looking, out into the woods. She saw only blackness. 


 “JD? What’s wrong, boy?”


Kelly patted his head, her voice full of concern. “There’s something out there, Mom. He senses it.”


Letti put a hand on his collar. JD was baring his teeth, and he stood rigid as a statue, his hackles up. The last time she’d seen the dog act this way was a few months ago, when someone tried to break into their house at three am. It turned out to be their drunken neighbor, mistaking their house for his. JD had gone Cujo at the intrusion, leaping at the door with such force he’d knocked out the security window.


She certainly didn’t want a repeat of that right now.


Letti pressed the brake and shifted the Audi into reverse, giving it a little gas.


The wheels whirred, but they remained stuck.

 “I can’t see anything out there,” Florence said, her nose pressed to the glass. “It’s like staring into a grave at midnight.”


Letti gave it a little more gas, shouldering JD aside and watching the RPM gage jump.


The car still didn’t move. She wondered if the Audi was on its undercarriage, the wheels off the ground. She would have to go check, see if she could—


JD barked again, clipped and loud, surprising the shit out of her.

 “JD! Down!”


Letti gave the dog a rough shove, pushing him off her lap and back into his seat. Then she reached for the door handle.

 ”Letti!” Florence yelled in her ear. “Don’t get out of the car!”


Her mother never raised her voice. Ever. Not even when Letti was a child. So hearing it now felt like a slap. Letti recovered quickly, turning around in her seat to look at her.

 “What’s the problem, Florence?”

 “There’s something out there,” Florence said.

 “JD has never been in the woods before. It’s probably a rabbit. Or a deer.”

 “Or a bear.” Florence looked solemn.

 “You’re being ridiculous.”

 “Indulge an old woman. Turn off the car and the headlights for a minute.”


Letti sighed. “Florence...”

 “Please. What can it hurt?”


Kelly leaned forward. “What if it’s that guy with the gun, Mom?”

 “We’re a long way from him, Kelly.”

 “What if it is a bear?”

 “Then hopefully he’ll help us get unstuck.”


No one laughed. Sighing, Letti flipped off the ignition and killed the lights.


It seemed even darker now. Darker, and unnaturally quiet. Letti couldn’t see her hand in front of her face.


Then a light came on in the backseat.


Kelly. Holding up her iPod, its screen bright white.

 “Turn that off, dear. With no light, our eyes can adjust to the darkness.”


Dear? Florence never called me dear.


Letti chided herself. She wasn’t in competition with her daughter.


The light went off. Everyone waited. Letti wasn’t scared. She never got scared. It was a useless emotion, like guilt, and worry. Even if there was a bear out there, the thing to do was deal with it, not hide from it like frightened children. 


 “Have we waited long enough, Florence?”

 “Shh. I hear something.”

 “What?”

 “Right next to the car.”


Letti felt the gooseflesh rise on her arms.

 “Are the doors locked?” Florence whispered.


Against all common sense, Letti lowered her voice as well. “Why? A bear is going to pull open the door?”

 “I don’t think it’s a bear,” Florence said. “I think it’s something else.”


Letti found the lock button, flicked it twice to make sure. Then she pressed her face to the window, trying to peer outside. Slowly, her eyes began to adapt, and she could see her breath fogging up the glass.


Letti wiped it off with her palm.


It didn’t wipe off.


She rubbed harder, her flesh squeaking on the window.


The condensation stayed there. And as she squinted at it, she watched the fog get bigger.


Hold on... it’s not on the inside.


It’s on the outside.


Someone has their face against my window.


JD went crazy, jumping fully on top of Letti, his claws digging into her thighs, barking and scratching at the glass in full-on attack mode. Letti’s face was buried in his muzzle, fur getting up her nose. She gave the dog a rough shove, turned the ignition, threw it into gear, and jammed on the accelerator.


The engine whined, then the wheels found purchase and the Audi lurched forward, climbing out of the ditch, bouncing its occupants against the ceiling, JD falling into the passenger seat. Letti cut the wheel hard to the right so the rear didn’t get stuck, and all four tires bit into the dirt as she fishtailed. She flipped on the brights, gasping as something darted behind a tree only a few feet away from them.


A man?


Pretty big for a man.

 “Mom!”


Letti saw it too; a tree, dead ahead. She wrestled with the wheel, guiding the Audi back onto the trail, the tree trunk banging against the side mirror and shearing it off.


Twenty yards later, the woods suddenly opened up into a clearing. Letti hit the brakes, skidding to avoid smashing into the front porch of the large house that seemed to appear out of nowhere.


Then there was a massive BANG! as the front tire popped.

 



# # #

 



After five miles of driving, the stench of blood began to make Deb sick, and she pulled the Vette over on the side of the road to clean up.

 “I have bottled water, some towels, in the trunk,” she said, the first words spoken since they’d left the butchered deer. “I also have some plastic garbage bags.”

 “You come equipped,” Mal said.

 “It’s a triathlete thing. Never know when you’ll be swimming, or have to hydrate.”


They got out of the car, walked around to the rear. Mal pulled out his suitcase, and Deb pulled hers. She was thinking the same thing he probably was; in the darkness, the only way to change clothes was next to the light from the trunk. She watched him struggle for a moment with what to do, and then she pulled her bloody tee shirt up over her head, revealing her neon sports bra.

 “Would you like some privacy?” he asked. 



Deb loosened the drawstring on her sweatpants. “I wear a bikini when I compete. There’s nothing you’ll see here that you won’t see there.”


She rested her butt against the bumper, then tugged down her pants. Removing them from her legs was awkward, but Deb favored flared cuffs, making the process easier. When she was finished, she stood in her bra and panties, expecting Mal to be staring at her prosthetic legs.


Instead, Deb caught him staring at her breasts, which made her feel wonderfully normal. She tried not to smirk, reaching into the trunk for a water bottle and a towel as he began to unbutton his shirt. Deb cleaned herself off as best she could. When she glanced at Mal again, he was in his boxer briefs. It was obvious he worked out.

 “Can you toss me a water bottle?”


Deb thought, staring at his chiseled abs, about asking him if he needed help. But that was totally inappropriate, especially after what they’d just been through. Instead, she went with something banal.

 “Do you run?”

 “Yeah. Not like you, though. Never competed in anything. After five miles I feel like puking.”

 “Everyone feels like puking after five miles. It’s called hitting the wall. You have to run through it.”

 “That’s why you’re the athlete, and I’m the reporter. Once I hit the wall, I curl up and start crying.”

 “I do that too. But only after the race.”


Deb took a long pull from the water bottle, then dumped the remainder on her prosthetics. Her cosmetic legs, as opposed to her sports legs, were flesh-colored and shaped like real calves, the outer skin latex. Inside each was a titanium bar, which attached to a complicated spring/joint mechanism that functioned as ankles. Her high-top Nikes were specially made to snap onto the ends. Every so often, Deb toyed with the idea of getting a custom pair of stiletto boots. She missed high heels. But walking was enough of a challenge without an extra three inches.


Except for the flesh-colored Velcro straps just below her knees where the prosthetics began, the legs looked real, even close up. But they got dirty very easily, and were a pain to clean. The dried-on blood was proving especially tough, and Deb was worried if she rubbed too hard, she’d rip the latex.

 “Maybe this will help.” Mal tugged a bottle out of his suitcase and held it up. Grey Goose vodka.

 “Apparently you come equipped, too.”

 “I travel a lot, and hate paying twelve dollars for martinis at the hotel bar.”

 “I’m not sure getting drunk will help get the blood stains out.”


He shook his head and walked over, kneeling down between Deb’s legs. “Do you mind?” he asked.


Deb didn’t mind at all. She watched as he poured some alcohol onto a clean part of his towel, and then rubbed her prosthetics with it. For the briefest of moments, Deb could almost feel his touch on her missing legs, her brain linking his actions with remembered sensations. She shivered, and told herself it was because of the night breeze and not anything else.

 “I think I can take it from here,” she said, holding her hand out for the vodka.


He looked up like a guy ready to propose marriage, which was something Deb knew she’d never see. The tiny flirtatious spark she’d felt a moment ago became resentment. At herself. At her legs. And at Mal, for daring to treat her like a normal person. 



Scott, her boyfriend once-upon-a-time, didn’t react well to the loss of her legs. It freaked him out, and he didn’t act the same after the amputations. He alternated between treating her like a fragile China doll that might break, and acting like she was deformed. The one time they tried to have sex, and the comments he made, was so upsetting she dumped him right there, and hadn’t been with a man since.


She’d dated again, eventually, after getting through rehab on her own. But in Deb’s experience, all men were in one of two groups. Those that wished she had legs, and those freakazoids who had a thing for women without legs. Deb made the mistake of joining an amputee forum on the internet, and later an online dating service. In both cases, the only men she attracted were weirdoes with a stump fetish. 



Mal, treating her like she was 100% normal, was messing with her head.


Deb wasn’t normal. She never would be. And if he didn’t stop staring at her with that sly grin, she was going to smack him.

 “I said I got it, Mal. Back off.”


He raised his hands in supplication and quickly retreated.


Deb took a big swig from the bottle, feeling it burn down her throat, coming to rest like a hot coal in her belly. 



Damn him for being cute, and damn him for being nice.


She poured more vodka on her towel and began swabbing her legs again. The alcohol worked fine at dissolving the blood. It also got rid of the blood caked under her fingernails, which was important considering she paid a hundred bucks to get them done. Still, she couldn’t wait to find this stupid inn and get into a bathtub.


Deb hoped it had bathtubs. She wasn’t good with showers. 



Mal seemed to take the rejection in stride, hopping on one foot to get his fresh jeans on. Deb went with a pair of nylon snap pants, the kind basketball players used. They had snap-on buttons along the outside and inside of each leg, so they could be torn off quickly. That was a nice function, but Deb preferred them for the opposite reason; she could put them on by using the snaps rather than stepping into them. 


 “Have you done any climbing since the accident?”


She shot him a look. “Speaking of non-sequitors. Are we starting the interview now?”


Mal was buttoning up his shirt, another light blue one. “I figured we have three things we could be talking about. The deer.”


Deb shook her head. “I’m not sure I’m ready for that yet.”

 “Me neither. That leaves the interview, and getting personal. And I assume, by the way you told me to back off, you aren’t all that interested in getting personal.”


Deb capped the bottle and tossed it to him, perhaps a bit too hard. “No, I haven’t done any rock climbing since I lost my legs.”


She shivered again, and this time she was positive it was the night air. Deb pulled a hoodie out of her suitcase and wrestled that over her head.

 “Is the accident too difficult to talk about?”


His voice had a hint of challenge. Deb relaxed a notch.

 “Not at all.” The only thing that scares me is flirting.


She threw the wet, bloody towel and the empty water bottle into the trunk, and watched Mal muscle his suitcase up and place it next to her sports legs.

 “You’ve got three pairs of prosthetics in here,” Mal said. “What are each of them for?”


An easy question. Deb got asked a lot about her various legs.

 “The ones that look like skis bent into question marks, those are my Cheetah Flex-Sprints. They’re made of carbon fiber, curved backward the same way the legs of a gazelle are curved, which transfers energy better than a human knee and ankle.”


He reached for one and asked, “May I?”

 “Sure.”


He picked up the Cheetah. “Wow, they’re light.”

 “Try to bend it.”


Mal placed the rubber tread attached to the curved bottom in one hand, and the stump cup in the other. It really did resemble an upside-down question mark, and when Deb wore them she thought she looked like a satyr—a woman with the legs of a goat.


Mal flexed, and the leg bent slightly.

 “Strong,” he said. “And springy.”

 “Very springy. With a running start, I can jump high enough to slam dunk a basketball.”

 “What about these?” he said, replacing the Cheetah with a titanium bar with a clip on the end.

 “I call those my Long John Silvers.”

 “Because they’re sliver?”

 “That, and they look like old pirate peg legs. The clip onto the bottom of the pylon hooks on my bike pedals. They’re shit to walk in, but function the same way as a tibia does, without any spring. Direct energy transfer from my thigh to the pedal.”

 “Now you said you don’t wear your prosthetics while swimming.”

 “I actually have a pair for swimming, with fins on the feet, but they’re for training and recreation and I left them at home.”

 “So what are these?”


He picked up another leg. Like the Cheetah, it was a thin band, wide as a ski. But it wasn’t as curvy. Rather than a question mark, it looked more like the letter L. And instead of a rubber tread foot, this one ended in a rubber knob with small metal spikes. Sort of like the bottom toe of the L had a sea urchin on the tip.


Mal touched a spike. “Let me guess. These are what you use when you’re fighting in gladiator tournaments?”

 “Rock climbing legs. Specially made.”


Mal raised an eyebrow. “I thought you don’t climb rocks anymore.”


Deb stared over his shoulder. She couldn’t be sure, but she thought she caught some kind of movement behind him, down the embankment. 



Something big and dark. 


 “Let’s get out of here,” Deb said.


Mal put the leg back, and shut the trunk. Deb climbed back into the driver’s seat and started the car, peeling out back onto the highway.

 “I’m a reporter, so I have to ask these questions,” Mal said. “But I don’t want to overstep my bounds.”


Deb checked her rearview mirror. Nothing there. “Go ahead. No question is off limits.”

 “Do you mind if I record this?”

 “Not at all.”


Mal flipped on the overhead light and dug a mini-recorder out of his pocket. It was about the size of a cell phone.

 “Okay. Why have climbing legs if you don’t climb anymore?”


Deb felt the goose bumps on her arms, but she managed to shrug convincingly. “Because I’ll climb again. Someday. I just haven’t fit it into my schedule yet.”

 “Are you scared?”


She glanced at him. He wasn’t mocking her, wasn’t judging her, and he had a notepad in his hand, jotting things down.

 “How much do you know about my accident?” Deb asked.


Mal flipped to an earlier page in his notebook. “You were solo climbing in the New River Gorge in Fayetteville, West Virginia. Not too far from here. The rock you were hanging on came loose, and you fell thirty feet, shattering both your legs. You had to crawl three miles to safety.”


Mal’s facts were actually wrong, on several points. But Deb only chose to correct him on a few, and keep the most important one to herself.

 “I crawled 2.7 miles, not three. I went back and measured it. And I actually fell closer to sixty feet, but the first thirty were a gradual slide down an angled rock face. That first part probably only took five or six seconds. But it felt a lot longer.”

 “I can imagine.”


Deb looked at him. “Can you? Can you really? I was on my belly, face pressed against the mountain, arms and legs spread out, trying to find some sort of grip, some kind of toe hold, so I wouldn’t slide over the edge. But the rock face was shear. As flat and smooth as glass. I skidded down it slowly—even slower than a child on a park slide. But I couldn’t slow down, couldn’t stop my gradual descent. You know, six seconds is usually nothing. Hell, I’ve been talking longer than six seconds. But as I was sliding, heading toward the edge, I had time to think. I had time to actually think about my own death. About what it would mean.”


Mal leaned in closer. “What would it mean?”


Deb stared ahead, into the blackness of the open road, and felt herself shiver.

 “It would mean nothing. I was going to die for no reason at all.” She let out a clipped, humorless laugh. “The whole point of my life was to be a cautionary tale for other rock climbers to make sure you use pinions.”

 “You weren’t using pinions?”

 “I was hammering my first pinion in when… the rock gave way.”


Mal wrote something down.

 “Can you talk about what happened after the fall?”


The memory was hazy, like trying to recall a dream, or a hallucination. But parts of it stuck out. Parts of it felt like they’d been burned into her head with a branding iron.

 “It didn’t hurt at first. I remember waking up, confused about where I was. Then I saw my legs, both of them bent backwards. It looked like I had two extra knees, and the bones were jutting out the front of my shins. You know, I actually tried to pull one out? I thought I’d landed on a stick, and it was poking out of me. Instead, it was my tibia. I tried to yank out my own tibia.”


Mal cleared his throat. “That’s… horrible.”

 “I was in shock, and I still wasn’t feeling any pain. But then I started crawling. That’s when it really got horrible.”

 “Because the pain hit?”

 “It hit. Hard. As I was pulling myself to my car, dragging my legs behind me, I kept catching my tibia bones on things. Rocks. Branches. I actually got snagged on a dead squirrel, and pulled that along with me for about a hundred yards.”


Deb could remember the crawling. The pain. The horror. The desperation. Because she knew, if she got to the car, the worst was yet to come. She hoped he wouldn’t ask about that part.

 “I was also losing blood, getting dizzy. I’d tied my shirt around my knees to stop the bleeding, but I was still leaving a trail. And some local wildlife took notice.”


Mal looked up from his notepad. “A coyote? Bear?”


Deb shivered again. It was really getting cold. “Cougar.”

 “I didn’t think there were mountain lions in West Virginia.”

 “It followed me. I saw it up close. At first I thought I was hallucinating. But I wasn’t. Had to be close to two hundred pounds.”


Deb could remember how it stared at her. How it snarled. How it smelled. She would never forget its musky, pungent scent. Or its broken tail, bent in several places like a zigzag.

 “Did it attack?”


She subconsciously touched the scars on her side. The cat had pounced on her, batting her with its massive paw, the claws hooking into her flesh. It did this several times. Playing with her. Taking its time. It even lazily groomed itself between strikes, its merciless yellow eyes following her as she tried to scrabble away.

 “It treated me like I was a mouse. I would crawl a few feet, and it would drag me back. Like it was all a game.”

 “How did you get away?”

 “It was futile. Eventually I stopped trying, and just closed my eyes and waited for it to kill me. But it didn’t. Maybe it had already eaten. When I looked for it, it was gone. Then I continued on, to the car.”

 “How did you drive? I mean, you couldn’t use your legs, right?”


So much for him not asking.

 “Cell phones don’t always work in the mountains. Mine didn’t. And I couldn’t put any weight at all on my legs, but I couldn’t press the pedals with my hands and still see where I was going. So...” Deb let her voice trail off.

 “So?”

 “What would you have done?”

 “I dunno. Looked for a tree branch, something long to press the gas.”

 “There was a mountain lion outside the car.”

 “Tire iron?”

 “In the trunk. I could barely get myself into the driver’s seat. I couldn’t have pulled myself into my trunk.”

 “I give up. What did you do?”

 “I put my foot over the gas, grabbed my tibia, and pressed down on it.”


Mal set his writing pad in his lap. “That’s... that’s just...”

 “Disgusting? Repulsive? The most terrible thing you’ve ever heard?”

 “That’s the bravest thing I’ve ever heard. You’re one helluva woman, Deb Novachek.”


Deb looked at Mal. He was beaming at her. Then she opened her window a crack, because it had gotten kind of warm in the car.

 “Look for a dirt road, on your right,” she said, happy to change the subject. “According to my GPS, it should be coming up.”


After a few hundred yards, Mal said, “Is that it?”


Deb squeezed the brake bar and peered where Mal was pointing. Rather than a road, there were two faint tire tracks that led into the woods.

 “It can’t be.”

 “There’s a sign. On that tree.”


The sign was half the size of a pizza box, painted green with a large white arrow. It read RUSHMORE INN ¼ MILE. Deb didn’t mind quaint and rustic. But backwoods and hidden weren’t a good match.

 “You’re kidding me.” She frowned. “How is anyone supposed to see that?”

 “Maybe they like their privacy.”

 “Maybe they don’t like guests. It’s not even permanent. It’s hanging on a rope.”


And it was swinging, even though the wind had stopped.


Almost like it was hung there just a moment ago.

 “The weeds are tamped down,” Mal said. “Looks like someone drove down there recently.”

 “Never to be seen again.”

 “Are you actually nervous about this?”


Deb didn’t answer.

 “Come on. How bad can it be?”

 “You’re asking the wrong girl.”


Mal shrugged. “Well, I’m tired and I need a shower, and there’s no place else to go, so let’s give it a shot. What do you say?”


Deb didn’t like it. She didn’t like the fact that it wasn’t on the map. She didn’t like the creepy manager who suggested the place. And she didn’t like Mal’s sudden enthusiasm for driving off the main road and into the woods.


What do I know about Mal anyway? 



She hadn’t asked him for ID or credentials. He smooth-talked his way into her car, and now he had her out here, all alone, in the middle of bumblefuck. Hell, maybe there was no inn at all. Maybe this was some scheme Mal cooked up with that manager guy. 



Then a very bad thought hit her. 



What if that strange man who slapped the hood hadn’t done that to the deer?


What if Mal had done it?


Mal was covered in blood. And he had a few minutes from the time he left the car to the time she saw him...

 “You look freaked out,” Mal said. He reached out to touch her arm, and she flinched away.

 “Let’s keep our hands to ourselves, okay?”


He backed off, fast. “No problem. Do you want me to hike over there, check it out first?”


If this was all part of his plan to abduct her, what was to stop him from lying and saying everything was fine?


She stared at him. Hard. He was cute, charming, and seemed to be bending over backwards to accommodate her.


Of course, all of those same things could have been said about Ted Bundy.

 “Let’s go back to the hotel, Deb. I’ll grab Rudy, and you can have our room. That’s what I should have done in the first place. Then I could have interviewed you over dinner, and we wouldn’t have almost hit that guy, gotten soaked in deer blood, and then wound up here, on the set of Texas Chainsaw Massacre 8.”


It was funny, but she kept a straight face without much difficulty. “Do you have a press pass?”

 “Sure.”

 “Can I see it?”


Mal seemed to study her, then he reached for his back pocket. He pursed his lips.

 “My wallet is in the trunk. In my other pants. Look, if you’re still mad about me touching your prosthetic legs, I was just trying to be friendly. I knew I was going to ask some hard questions, and I didn’t want you to think I was a jerk.”


So he hadn’t been flirting. He’d been softening her up before the interrogation.


Deb went from paranoid to hurt.


That’s when the rear tire exploded with the sound of a thunderclap.


Deb’s eyes went wide as Mal lunged at her, his expression crazed as his fingers wrapped around her neck.

 



# # #

 



Felix hadn’t ever dwelt on the necessity of good hygiene, but its importance overwhelmed him when John climbed into his truck.


The hunter reeked.


It was a pungent stench; body odor, sour milk, and some sort of perfume that smelled like the soap his father used. Sandalwood. Felix tried breathing through his mouth, but it left a lingering taste on his tongue, so he opened his window and inhaled the air coming in.

 “Am I going the right way?” he asked quickly before turning back to the window.


John didn’t answer. Felix flipped on the interior light. John’s eyelids were drooping, and his jaw hung slack as he stared straight ahead.

 “John? Are we going in the right direction?”

 “Huh?”

 “The Rushmore Inn. Is this the right road?”


John scratched his hairless cheek with dirty fingernails. “Yeah. It’s right up here. Pull over.”

 “Where? Here?”

 “Yeah.”


There were no crossroads. No buildings. It was just highway and forest.

 “There’s nothing here, John.”

 “Driveway is hard to see.”


John still had that vacant look on his face. Felix wondered if the guy was crazy. Or taking some sort of drugs. But on the off-chance that John was telling the truth, Felix pulled the Chevy off the road and onto the grass.

 “Okay, now what do—”


The hunting knife was at Felix’s throat so fast he felt it before he saw it, the blade pressing against his Adam’s apple, forcing him against the headrest.

 “Here’s what we gonna do, Mr. Type A. You gonna climb out, slow and easy, and then we takin’ a little walk in the woods. Your blood ain’t no good, so I won’t have no problem spillin’ it.”


The knife was incredibly sharp. Felix could feel the sting when it lightly broke his skin. Like a long paper-cut. John’s other massive hand was tangled in Felix’s hair, cupping his head like a basketball.


Fear smothered Felix like a wet blanket.


When Felix was able to speak, his voice was hoarse, barely audible. “My money is in my wallet. In my back pocket.”

 “This ain’t about money, shit-brain. This is about poking your nose in what’s none of your goddamn business. Now get out of the truck.”


The knife sawed forward, giving Felix another, deeper cut. He thought about his Beretta, just under his seat. It might as well have been a hundred miles away. There was no way for him to reach it without his throat being slit.


Every system in Felix’s body went haywire. He got very hot, which was incongruous with his shivering. His bladder seemed to get smaller, tighter. His stomach churned, and his bowels were ready to burst. His breath came out in quick pants, making him even more light-headed.


This isn’t happening. It’s not happening. 



Please don’t let this be happening.


He felt around for the door handle, thinking that maybe he’d have a chance to run when he stepped out of the truck, depending on how tight a grip John kept on him.


John kept his grip tight as a vice. He pulled on Felix’s head, keeping it at waist-level, as he followed Felix out the door.

 “Let’s mosey on into the middle of the road. Won’t no one mind a big pool of blood there. It’ll look like a deer got hisself hit.”


John tugged him away from the car. Felix’s heart was pounding so hard it hurt, and at the same time he was finding it difficult to walk. Mixed in with the terror was a sense of detachment. Like it was happening to someone else.


Am I really about to die?


He’d never thought much about death before, and certainly never thought this was how his life would end. He wondered if he should be concentrating on something important. Or praying. Or looking back over his life and trying, in his very last seconds, to make sense of it all.


But all he could focus on was the knife.

 “Unlike some of my kin, I don’t take no pleasure in killin’. Momma says it’s on account I’m too soft. But I done some bad things. And right now, I reckon I’m gonna do some of those bad things to you.”


Felix heard someone say, “Please, don’t,” and realized it was coming from him.

 “I gotta. Maybe Momma won’t think I’m no softy no more if’n I bring her your head. But heads don’t come off easy. Takes lots of cuttin’ and hackin’. I ‘spect you’ll feel most of it.”

 “Please...”

 “On your knees, boy.”


Felix was forced down in the headlight beams. He stared at John’s waist, smelled his body odor, and realized these were the last sensations he’d ever experience.


Except for pain.


How will it feel when he cuts into my throat? Will it hurt a lot? Will I choke on blood?


Will John slit my neck, or dig the tip of the blade in? 



What’s in a throat, anyway?


Jugular vein. 



Carotid artery. 



Adam’s apple. 



The cartilage part. What was that called?


The trachea.


How will it feel when he pokes through the trachea?


How about when he goes even deeper?


Will the pain stop when he severs my spine?


Felix felt like sobbing. He didn’t want his last thought to be about the pain to come. He wanted it to be about something more important. He wanted it to be about Maria.


He pictured her face. Her eyes. Her smile.


He wanted so badly to see her, one last time.


I’m so, so sorry, baby. I failed you.

 “What happened to her?” Felix croaked.

 “Them questions is what got you into trouble, boy. You still asking ‘em?”

 “I have to know.” Felix swallowed. “Please.”


John snorted and spat. “We bled her. Same as the others. Nice and slow. Not fast, like you’re gonna be. Just try not to splash any on my new truck.” 



Rage overtook Felix, burning away the blanket of fear, filling his veins with electricity.

 “If’n you take a deep breath, maybe you’ll be able to look ‘round for a bit after I get your head off.”


Felix lashed out with his fist, connecting with John’s crotch, feeling his hand sink in while simultaneously trying to twist away from the knife.


John grunted, jerking to the side, dragging the tip of the blade across Felix’s chin and cutting to the bone. Felix flinched away, but John’s hand was too big, his hold too tight. He cut again, the jagged back of the hunting knife catching Felix across his scalp. Felix reached out with both hands, his fingers wrapping around the cruel, sharp steel.


John bent down and pulled. Felix felt it cut into his fingers, but he refused to let go. He swung his head upward, fast. His scalp rammed into John’s chin, snapping the larger man’s head backward.


John jerked up to his full height, did a half-turn, then fell like a redwood, banging his forehead into the asphalt when he hit the road, his knife clattering beside him. 



The pain hit Felix all at once. His neck. His head. His fingers.


Oh, Christ, my fingers.


He held them up but couldn’t see much in the dark except for blood. Then he reverted back to self-preservation and scurried over to the knife. He was able to pick it up, albeit painfully, and then slowly approached John.


The giant’s eyes were closed. Felix heard a low, rumbling sound, and he realized John was snoring.


Is he faking it?


Felix placed a foot on the hunter’s shoulder, shoved him from his side onto his back. In the high beams, he could make out the growing knot on John’s forehead.


Felix could also make out the injuries to his hands. It looked like he’d stuck them in a blender.


Seeing the cuts made them hurt even more. Felix hurried to the car, threw the knife in the back seat, tucked the 9mm into his waistband, and then dug the first aid kit out of the rear compartment where he kept his car jack and toolbox. He slathered his hands with a full tube of Neosporin, then began to wind them with gauze. Halfway into wrapping his right hand he had to stop and redo it, leaving his index finger free so he could still shoot the gun if needed. 



Then Felix yanked out his toolbox, searching through it until he found the handcuffs. An impulse purchase he’d made at the same time he’d bought the gun, on the off-chance he might run into whoever had done Maria harm.


He stuck the keys in his front pocket and rolled the big man onto his belly—a difficult task with someone so heavy. The cuffs just barely fit around his thick wrists. Then Felix managed, with even more difficulty, to pull his cell phone out of his pocket. 



Felix used his index finger to dial 9 and 1. Then he paused.


John hadn’t said Maria was dead.


What if she was still alive? 



And what if John could take him to her?
“It’s a police matter,” Felix said aloud.


But what if the cops couldn’t get John to talk? What if they weren’t persuasive enough?


Felix stared at the snoring giant. 



The man who knows what happened to Maria. The man who sliced up my face and fingers. The man who almost cut off my head. 



Felix hit the end call button and tucked the phone away.


I’ll get him to talk.


Felix walked over to John and gave him a hard kick in the ribs to make sure he was still out. The hunter didn’t so much as flinch. Then Felix collapsed into the driver’s seat and adjusted the mirror to look at his injuries. 



It was ugly.


His shirt was soaked to the skin with blood. His head looked like he’d dunked it in the stuff, and his hair was plastered to his scalp. Not quite as bad as Sissy Spacek at the end of Carrie, but damn close.


Felix mopped away the blood with a stack of paper napkins acquired during his last trip to McDonald’s, paying special attention to wiping off his eyes, where the blood stung like chlorine. 



His chin seemed to be the more serious injury; gentle manipulation revealed the jaw bone in the slit. Stitches were needed, but Felix could barely hold the gun, much less a suture. Luckily, in his toolbox was a tube of cyanoacrylate. Superglue. Felix pinched the ends of the wound together and ran a seam of glue across it. The gel set immediately, knitting the edges, forming a tough scab.


The scalp was more complicated, both hard to see and reach. Not worrying about the mess he was making of his hair, Felix alternated between a napkin compress and dabs of glue until the bleeding got under control.


Now what to do about John?


The Cozynook Motel was the best bet. Even though it was full occupancy, each of the rooms had a back patio, facing the woods. Felix could pull the truck around, load John into the room without anyone seeing.


And what about Cameron?


Felix buried the thought. Maria’s brother would either go along with this or he wouldn’t. But he wouldn’t tell anyone. Not after what Felix had done for him.


All that was left to do was figure out how to load John into Felix’s truck. He walked over and grabbed the man’s leg, attempting to drag him.


No good. John had to weigh three hundred pounds. Felix was strong, and he maintained his exercise regimen even during his obsession with finding Maria. But unless he had a ramp and a dolly, or a block and tackle, there was no way he could get John into the flatbed.


That left one alternative. John had to get in himself.


Felix knelt next to the big man’s head, a gun in one hand, a vial of ammonium carbonate from the first aid kit in the other. He held the smelling salts under John’s nostrils until the man’s eyes popped open and he twisted away from the fumes.

 “Momma?” he moaned.

 “I’m not your momma, asshole.”


John blinked, then sucked in his lower lip. The fear displayed on his round, hairless face made him look like an overgrown child. 


 “Am I bleedin’? Sweet Jezus, am I cut anywheres?”


Something caught Felix’s attention. Up on the crest of the hill, on the road leading up the mountain.


Headlights.


Someone was coming. Fast.

 “Get up. You’re coming with me.”

 “My head hurts. Is my head cut?”


Felix’s gaze flitted back to the approaching car. Thirty seconds until it arrived. Maybe less.

 “You’re not bleeding.”

 “You sure?”


Felix brought the gun up. “You have five seconds to get to your feet, or you will be bleeding. I’ll blow your fucking knee off.”

 “Don’t! Aw gawd, please don’t...”

 “Get up.”


John tried to get his legs under him, but he was too big and heavy.


The car zoomed within a few hundred yards of them.


Felix shoved the gun in his waistband and winced as he pulled on John’s armpit, helping the man get to his knees.

 “Into the back of the truck. Move your ass.”


The car almost upon them now. In just a few seconds they would be in the driver’s headlights. Felix rushed back to his truck and killed his own headlights and the interior light, and then hurried back to John, who was standing in the middle of the road with his mouth open, looking terrified.

 “In the fucking truck!” Felix jammed the gun into the hunter’s ribs, prodding him toward the back end. He pulled down the tailgate door, climbing onto the flatbed with John.

 “Stay down! Don’t fucking move!”


Felix held his breath. John shook next to him.


The giant was sobbing.


The headlights approached. Felix could make out the shape of the car. A sedan. Square headlights. Something on the roof of it. 



A hunting rack?


No. Sirens.


It’s a police car.


And it’s slowing down.


Felix tightened his grip on the Beretta, wondering what he would do if it stopped. He could tell the truth, say he was trying to dial 911 but couldn’t get a cell phone signal.


But then the cops would have John. What if they couldn’t make him talk? Where would that leave Maria?


Or worse, what if they knew John? What if all the townies were drinking buddies? Maybe Felix was the one who’d wind up in jail.


Felix listened to the car slow down and watched the cop’s headlights throw shadows over the flatbed. He placed his finger on the trigger of the Beretta.


They’re not going to take John.


The police car cruised by, then sped off down the highway, into the distance.


Felix breathed again. He climbed out of the bed, going around to the cab to get a bungee cord.

 “What’re you gonna do to me?” John whimpered.

 “Shut up.”

 “You sure I ain’t bleedin’?”

 “I said shut up!”


Felix whipped John in the head with the bungee. Then he wound it around John’s legs and threw a tarp over him. 



Next Felix spent a few minutes cleaning himself off, stripping off his shirt and using the melted ice from the extra large cup of cola he’d bought hours ago to pour over his face and neck. The blood had begun to dry, and wasn’t coming off easily, but with a new shirt and a baseball cap he wouldn’t get a second look from any other drivers he passed.

 “Where you takin’ me?” John said, his voice quavering.

 “We’re going to have a nice, long talk about Maria.”

 “You better let me go. Or you’re gonna get in big trouble.”

 “You’re the one who’s in trouble, asshole.”

 “If’n you hurt me, you’ll never get your girl back.”


Felix’s heart leapt up to his throat.


Is Maria really still alive? Or is this inbred son of a bitch just saying that to save his own neck?


I’ll find out the truth. So help me, I’ll find out everything this redneck has ever done going all the way back to his toddler years.


Felix cracked an ugly, hysterical smile, uttered a noise somewhere between a chortle and a sob, and then pulled onto the highway.

 



# # #

 



She doesn’t know what day it is. Or what month it is.


By how long her hair has grown, she knows she’s been here a long time. Ten months? A year?


Longer?


The depression is impossible to overcome. It’s even worse than the fear. Even worse than the abuse. Even worse than the—


She doesn’t want to think about that last thing. But it will happen again. Soon. Very soon. She’s due.


Escape is impossible. The door is solid iron, set in concrete. She isn’t allowed anything that can be used as a weapon. Not a pencil. Not even a spoon.


She once tried to hide a chicken bone in her cell. She was going to sharpen it, use it against them.


It was discovered. The consequences were horrible.


Resistance is met with punishment. Beatings. Food being withheld. 



And worse. Much worse.


She used to have nightmares. Of them. A few in particular. The crueller ones. The sicker ones. 



Now it’s all one big nightmare.


For a while she stopped eating. Wanted to die.


They tied her to a chair, stuck a tube down her throat, one end attached to a meat grinder, and force-fed her. Along with the grain and hamburger, they ground up a rat in there as well.


A live rat. Blood, fur, bones, squeals and all. From the grinder, straight to her belly.


She ate her meals after that.


Her cell has a dirt floor. A metal door. A mattress. A hand pump for water, though the water tastes strange. An aluminum chamber pot. And books. They let her have books. Some old paperbacks. And a lot of non-fiction. About Presidents. It’s tough to read, because the single overhead bulb is only 25 watts, but she makes due.


She exercises every day. It helps pass the time. Help keeps her sane.


But she isn’t sure how much longer she’ll be able to cling to sanity.


She’s lost weight, and isn’t quite sure how she’s still alive. How she’s been able to survive what they keep doing to her.


There are others down there with her. Other prisoners. She isn’t sure of the amount. At least three. Possibly more. Talking is met with swift punishment. Whenever she’s taken from the cell, it’s with a hood over her head so she can’t see.


But she knows there are others. She’s whispered to a few. Befriended some without ever seeing their faces. Men and women in nearby cells.


But they never stay for long.


Maybe they were moved. Maybe they even escaped.


But she knows what really happened to them.


This place is a slaughterhouse. And no one gets out alive.


Once, she heard a baby crying. The sound made her weep.


Weep for the child. Weep for its poor mother.


Weep for herself.


She had resigned herself to never having kids. Spat her condition in their ugly faces.


They tried anyway. They keep trying.


In the beginning, she was grateful for not being able to conceive.


Now, she almost wishes she could. Just to connect with another human being. 



To hold a baby, just for a moment. To hold anyone at all.


She wants so to see her family. Hell, to see herself. She hasn’t looked in a mirror for so very long.


And the sun. She’d give anything to see the sun again.


She tries to maintain hygiene. They give her soap. She washes herself with the cold well water from the pump. Washes the few articles of clothing she has. They give her toothpaste but no toothbrush. She uses her finger.


Escape is impossible. Resistance is met with violence.


But there’s always the possibility of rescue. 



Her hope has dimmed as the months have dragged by. But it isn’t fully dead yet. There’s still a tiny flicker of hope left. 



Because she knows that he’s looking for her. She knows he’ll never give up.


And when he comes, she wants to be ready.


So she tries to stay healthy. Tries to hang on. Tries to endure it all. 



But she realizes, deep down, she won’t last much longer.


There aren’t as many prisoners. That means they’re using her, more and more.


It won’t be long before they use her all up. The scars on her arms attest to that.


She does another set of push-ups, her fingernails filthy from the dirt floor. Drinks some water, wincing at the taste. It makes her light-headed. Dizzy.


Then she hears the footsteps.


They’re coming. Again.


She tries not to cry. She needs to save her strength. There’s nothing she can do to stop it.


The tears come anyway.


Then her cell door opens, and the endless nightmare is about to get horribly worse.

 



# # #

 



JD was going nuts, scratching at the front windshield and barking so fast and loud Florence wondered how the animal was able to breathe. The older woman reached forward into the front seat and grabbed his collar.

 “Down, boy!”


The German Shepherd whined, then sat. The night was dark and quiet and seemed to press down on their car.

 “What happened, Grandma?” 



Florence patted Kelly’s leg. “Front tire blew out.”

 “How? Did we hit something?”

 “I’m not sure, dear.”


It was an odd blowout, for sure. Their previous flat was the result of running over a nail, causing a slow leak. This was more like an explosion. 



Almost as if...


The knock on their window made all three women jump. A flashlight beam hit Florence in the eyes, forcing her to squint. The dog went supernova, pouncing toward the beam and the figure who controlled it, slobber splattering all over the passenger-side window. 


 “Are y’all okay in there?”


Letti hit the interior light, and Florence stared out at the woman who asked the question. The stranger was tall, easily over six feet, built like a linebacker. It was too dark and she stood too far away to make out anything else.

 “JD, shush!” Letti said.


JD kept barking.


Florence tapped the dog on the head. “JD!”


The dog shut up, but its lips remained curled in a snarl. Letti hit the power window, opening it a crack.

 “Welcome to the Rushmore Inn,” the large woman said. Her voice was unusually high for someone so big. “Y’all must be the Pillsburys. We been expecting you. I’m the owner. Can I help with any of your luggage?”


The woman put her round face near the window and smiled, revealing a set of gigantic dentures. It looked like she had a mouth full of Chiclets. This close, Florence saw the crow’s feet, the neck waddle, and guessed her to be mid-sixties. She wore a blue floral print dress that had a lace collar and looked antique. Her gray hair couldn’t be described as a beehive, but it was twisted and piled up on top of her head pretty high, hairsprayed into a helmet. Perched on top, of all things, was a pillbox hat, the kind made famous by Jackie O.


But the thing that really caught Florence’s attention was the woman’s eyes. Big and brown and bulging like a frog’s. The mouth might have been smiling wide, but the eyes seemed vacant.


Letti turned around and looked at Florence, both women exchanging an expression of doubt. But before Florence could say anything, Letti told Kelly to put on JD’s leash, and then she opened the door.


Florence got out of the car, and found herself standing face-to-face with the innkeeper. Well, face-to-bust anyway. The woman had at least six inches on Florence.

 “I’m Eleanor Roosevelt,” she said in a sing-song, southern belle voice. “My grandfather was second cousin to Theodore Roosevelt, the twenty-sixth president of the United States. But, of course, I was named after Mrs. Franklin Delano Roosevelt. FDR was the only President to serve three terms in the White House.”


Her bug eyes blinked, and she offered a fake smile and her hand. Florence shook it, and found herself in a power struggle of who could squeeze harder. Eleanor’s hand was large, meaty, and she had formidable strength. But Florence had been sticking to a strict exercise routine for more than forty years, and could knock off a hundred fingertip push-ups without breaking a sweat. Though she didn’t have leverage on her side, her fingers had the power to crush a soup can.


The two women remained locked like that for several seconds, neither of them betraying anything in their faces.

 “And you are?” Eleanor asked, her voice steady as her grip increased.

 “Florence. I’m not named after anybody. I find it refreshing to be my own person.”


Eleanor tilted her head to the side. “You look to be about my age, Florence. Are you certain you’re fit enough to compete in Iron Woman? It would be a shame if you keeled over from a heart attack. Do you remember when President Dwight D. Eisenhower had a heart attack in 1955?”

 “I never liked Ike.”


Eleanor’s eyes narrowed, and she released Florence’s hand, wiping it on her bulging stomach. “Yes. Well then. It’s certainly a pleasure to meet you.” She turned. “And you must be Letti. I spoke with you on the phone. I’m Eleanor Roosevelt. My grandfather was second cousin to Theodore Roosevelt, the twenty-sixth president of the United States.”

 “I caught that earlier. Nice to meet you, Eleanor.”


Florence watched as Eleanor tried to mash Letti’s hand, and was pleased when Eleanor let out a yelp at her daughter’s strength.


That-a-girl, Letti.


Eleanor couldn’t pull her hand away quickly enough. 


 “We seem to have run over something in your driveway and gotten a flat tire,” Letti said, her face betraying nothing.


Eleanor clucked her tongue. “Yes. It happens a lot out here. We try to keep the driveway clear, but there are sharp rocks everywhere.”


Letti folded her arms—her victory pose. “We lost our spare on the trip up. Do you have the number of a garage around here? Someone who sells tires?”

 “Absolutely. But no one will come out here this late. It will have to wait until tomorrow.”

 “We have to check in at the race tomorrow morning,” Letti said.

 “Not a problem. I can have one of my boys take you into town.”

 “We have three bikes we need to take with.”

 “We have a truck. It will be fine.”


Florence thought she saw something—a shadow—over Eleanor’s shoulder. It disappeared behind the inn. 


 “Do you have many animals in these parts?” Florence asked.


Eleanor lowered her voice an octave. “All sorts of nasty things run around in these woods. Bear. Wild boar. Even mountain lions. All the more reason for us to go inside. Come on, now. Y’all must be exhausted after your long trip. From Illinois, isn’t it? The Land of Lincoln? Just follow me.”


Eleanor walked off, taking big strides. Florence shot her daughter a look and saw Letti grin. Her daughter was amused by Eleanor. Florence wasn’t amused so much as disturbed. Something wasn’t right about that woman. Something that went beyond mere eccentricity. 



They unpacked the trunk, Eleanor not making good on her promise to help them. Florence shouldered hers and Kelly’s backpacks, then stared into the woods. While the foliage and scent were different, the atmosphere eerily mirrored the jungles of Vietnam. The quiet. The stillness. The darkness that seemed to seep into your very pores. After a lifetime of traveling and missionary work, Florence still wasn’t comfortable in the wilderness. She’d borne witness to countless cases of man’s inhumanity to his fellow man. But that was a known danger. The woods whispered of the unknown. Of unseen things that wanted to eat you.


Letti and Florence hefted their gear over to the inn, Kelly in tow with JD. Eleanor stood on the porch with her creepy smile, holding the door open. The building itself was three stories, made of logs. Wooden shutters covered the windows. The roof was hard to see, as not a single exterior lamp was on.

 “Welcome to the Rushmore Inn,” Eleanor said again. The woman apparently liked to repeat herself.


Upon stepping inside, all the creepy feelings Florence had toward Eleanor tripled. The interior—lit by murky, low-watt bulbs—was a cross between a museum and a junk shop. Presidential memorabilia decorated the walls and furniture in a most haphazard way. Paintings. Posters. Newspapers. Photos. Election signs and buttons. Rather than charming, the effect was overwhelming. Florence tried to find something, anything, that didn't have a President's name or image on it. Her eyes fixed on a plain white ashtray. Being curious, she looked closer. Inside were the smiling faces of Richard and Pat Nixon.

 “This just went from quirk to fetish,” she whispered to Letti.

 “She’s way past fetish. This is full-blown psychosis.”


Florence also noted a strange odor in the house. Beneath the strong scent of incense were notes of body odor, and something else. A rotting smell, like carnations gone bad.

 “I see you admiring the decorations,” Eleanor said, her arms making grand, sweeping gestures. 


 “It’s very presidential.” Letti barely containing her smirk.

 “Indeed.” Eleanor’s face took on a solemn cast. “Presidents are the most important people in the world. They're like royalty. After all, what could be more important than running a country? All that power. All that responsibility. As Americans, we should proudly revere our Presidents, for they're so much better than we are.”

 “Didn’t Jefferson say all men are created equal?” Florence asked.

 “Presidents are more than mere men. They’re born to lead. Did you know all forty-three Presidents have carried European royal bloodlines? Thirty-four of them are genetic descendants of the French ruler, Charlemagne. Nineteen are related to England’s Edward the Third.” 



Eleanor produced a handkerchief from the cuff of her long-sleeved dress and mopped at the sweat on her neck. 


 “If you go back far enough, everyone is descended from the same people,” Letti said.

 “Of course they are, dear. Adam and Eve. But only a small minority of these descendants have carried the royal bloodline and were fit enough to lead nations. I have to ask... is Letti short for Leticia?”

 “Loretta.”

 “Too bad. Leticia Tyler was married to our tenth President, John Tyler. Not a very dynamic first lady, and a cripple at the end of her years. But she had eight children. Only seven survived. How many have you had?”

 “Just Kelly.”


Eleanor fanned her face with the handkerchief, a dainty movement incongruous with her massive frame. “Only one child? Such a shame. God told us to be fruitful and multiply. Did you know there was a woman in the eighteenth century who had sixty-nine children? She gave birth to sixteen pairs of twins, seven sets of triplets and four sets of quadruplets. How blessed her family must have been.” 


 “I’m surprised her uterus didn’t run off and hide,” Letti said.


Eleanor turned to Florence. “How sad that both of us are past our child bearing years, isn't it Florence? It would be so lovely to have a few more.”

 “I only needed one because I did it right the first time,” Florence said. Out of the corner of her eye she caught her daughter smiling.


Eleanor turned her attention to Kelly. 


 “But this young lady here. She has many children in her future. Her breasts are just coming in. I can picture them, swollen with milk. ready to suckle her young.”

 “Yuck,” Kelly said. “If I have kids, they’re getting formula.”


Florence didn’t like the woman talking to her granddaughter. Letti didn’t seem to like it either, and put a protective hand on Kelly’s shoulder. Eleanor apparently didn’t notice, and moved closer to the girl.

 “And what’s your name, precious one?”

 “I’m Kelly. This is JD.”


JD was staring at Eleanor like she was a rabbit he was ready to chase.

 “And what does JD stand for?”

 “Jack Daniels. Mom named him. We got him when my dad died.”

 “He looks very protective of you. How old is he?”

 “Eleven.”

 “Our thirty-fifth President, John F. Kennedy, had a German Shepherd named Clipper. Such a good-looking animal.” Eleanor tucked her handkerchief away and went tsk tsk tsk. “Too bad JD is near the end of his life. Shepherds don’t live much longer than eleven years.”


Kelly’s eyes got wide.

 “We really do appreciate the free rooms,” Letti said, stepping between Kelly and Eleanor. Florence noted the forced smile on her daughter’s face. “We’re very tired, so if you could please show them to us.”


Eleanor raised up her nose, as if she just smelled something she didn’t like. “Of course. Please follow me.”


The large woman strolled past the living room and up the stairs, moving at a quick clip. Florence and Letti, hauling the bags, had to march double-time to catch up. Like the walls, the stairs were made of naked wood, the banisters iron. There was a gap between the opposing flights, so it was possible to look straight up between them and see the roof. The stairway was slathered with more Presidential stuff, including a large poster of Mt. Rushmore. When they reached the second floor, Eleanor was standing in front of a closed door, tapping her foot. Her boots were vintage like her dress, black leather with hooks for the laces.

 “This is the Abraham Lincoln Bedroom. It will be perfect for Kelly. You other ladies are on the third floor.” She handed Kelly a key, then began walking back to the stairs.


Letti voiced her objection before Florence could. “We’d like to all stay on the same floor, if possible,” she called to Eleanor’s back.


Eleanor turned and offered a mirthless smile. “That’s impossible. I’m afraid I haven’t made up any of the other rooms.”

 “I’ll take this one,” Florence offered.


Kelly already had the key in the door and had opened it. The light was on, and as expected, Lincoln memorabilia was the dominating motif. 


 “This room is cool! I did a school report on Lincoln. Remember, Mom?”

 “I’d feel better if you stayed in a room next to me or Grandma.”

 “Aw, c’mon. I’ll be fine. JD will be with me.”

 “I’m a fan of Lincoln too, dear,” Florence said. “I was actually at Ford’s Theater when he was shot. Other than that, it was a pretty good play.”


Kelly pouted. Florence considered correcting her on her pouting—pouting wasn’t a useful habit to pick up—but she wasn’t going to usurp Letti’s authority and start making rules. That had been one of many conditions Florence had agreed to when she asked to move in with them. In truth, if Letti had asked that Florence wear a bag on her head and never speak again, she would have agreed to that as well. Repairing her relationship with her daughter, and building one with her granddaughter, were the most important things in her life. 



Funny how priorities change when circumstances change.

 “You should room next to Mom,” Kelly told her. “It will give you a chance to patch things up.” 



Florence gave Letti a look that said, Did you tell her? and Letti gave her the same look right back.

 “I’m not stupid,” Kelly said, putting her hands on her hips. “I don’t know what the deal is between both of you, but now is a good time to work it out. I’ll be in here with JD, eating granola bars and playing with my iPod. G’night.”


Kelly smiled brightly, stepped into the Lincoln bedroom with the dog, and shut the door behind her. Florence heard the lock turn.

 “She takes after you,” Florence said. 



Letti folded her arms. “Meaning she never listens?”

 “Meaning she’s strong willed and a smart observer.”

 “I don’t have all day.” This from Eleanor, still waiting at the stairs. 



Letti pursed her lips and walked after the woman. Florence followed.


After another flight of stairs, and another poster of Mt. Rushmore, the women arrived on the third floor. More low-lighting. More odd memorabilia on the walls. 



This woman must spend all of her free time on eBay.

 “Letti, this is the Grover Cleveland room. I believe you’ll find it quite comfortable. And for you, Florence, the Ulysses S. Grant room, right next door.”

 “Thank you, Eleanor.”


Eleanor handed her the key, but hung onto the key ring.

 “If you’re hungry tonight, the kitchen is on the first floor. There’s food in the icebox. I made cupcakes earlier. But be careful walking the halls. Rumor has it the inn is haunted. This property used to be a tobacco plantation. The owners had six slaves, and they treated them harshly. Lashings. Thumb screws. Are you familiar with strappado? They would tie a rope around a slave’s wrists, fasten it to this iron banister right here. It’s actually a gate. See?”


Eleanor touched the railing, unlatching it. It swung inward on hinges, revealing the twenty-five foot drop to the first floor.

 “When the slave fell, the rope would pull taut and dislocate his shoulders.”

 “Charming,” Florence said, her voice flat.

 “Legend says one slave, after his fifth drop, lost both of his arms when they ripped from his sockets. He’s said to roam the hallways at night, looking for his missing limbs. One wonders what infraction he committed to deserve such treatment. Or why his owner would risk the loss. After all, slaves cost money.” Eleanor closed the gate. “Did you know twelve of our Presidents were slave owners?”

 “Thank you again,” Florence said, giving the key a hard tug and freeing it from Eleanor’s grasp. “We need to be in town at eight a.m. for the race sign-in and walkthrough. Are you sure your son won’t mind giving us a ride? I’m guessing we’ll need to leave by seven.”


Eleanor offered a big-toothed smile. “He won’t mind at all. I can have breakfast ready for y’all at six-thirty.”

 “Are there other guests?” Letti asked.

 “At the moment, no. But we’re expecting more later tonight.”


Florence couldn’t understand how this place stayed in business. “Is it the slow season?”


Eleanor’s bug eyes became wide. “Not at all. We’re just very particular when it comes to who we invite into our little inn.”

 “You must get a lot of repeat business, then.”

 “You wouldn’t believe it. After their first night, some of the guests never want to leave.” She winked, then performed a clumsy curtsey. “Goodnight, ladies. See you soon.”


The innkeeper waddled off. They watched her descend the stairs, giving the iron railing an affectionate pat.

 “I don’t like that woman, this inn, or the surrounding area,” Florence said.

 “But you can’t beat the price.” Letti put her key in the lock.

 “Tell me again how you found this place?”

 “They mailed me a letter, saying all of us won a free three-night stay.”


Florence shook her head. “But how do they benefit from that? It’s not like all the other guests here are making up for it. This place is dead as a tomb.”


Letti swung her door open. “We discussed this already. No matter how crummy the place was, we were going to stay. It’s saving us a lot of money, Florence. And you know we need the money for—”

 “For me. I know, Letti.” Florence put a hand on her daughter’s, which was resting on the doorknob. She lowered her voice. “We really need to talk about your husband...”


Letti pulled her hand away. “One of the rules is we’re not going to talk about that.”


 “Kelly is right. If we don’t discuss it, if you don’t understand me, how will you ever forgive me?”

 “Where in our deal does it say I have to forgive you?”


Letti pushed the door open and went into her room, slamming it in Florence’s face.


Do I deserve that?


I don’t know. Maybe I do. Maybe Letti has been right all along.


But that doesn’t mean I would have done things any differently.


Or would I have?


Florence sighed. She’d raised a girl who was just as hard-headed as she was. Hopefully Letti wouldn’t make the same mistakes with Kelly that Florence had made with her. 



Florence padded to the Grant bedroom, opened the door, and stepped inside, feeling the space.


It didn’t feel right.


The lights were already on, illuminating the expected Ulysses S. Grant decorations plastered everywhere. Somehow Eleanor had managed to find President Grant curtains, and a bed spread that looked like a giant fifty dollar bill. But it wasn’t the Grant motif that gave Florence pause.


It was the sense that she wasn’t alone in the room.


Florence believed, and had been proven correct on dozens of occasions, that she could sense when others were nearby. It wasn’t any ESP baloney, or any supernatural trick. Many animals had some sort of proximity sense, alerting them to when prey or predators were close. Bats. Sharks. Whales and dolphins. Dogs. It was well within the scope of nature to sense other living creatures near you, without sight, sound, or touch. The same way you could sense when someone was looking at you from across a room, or sense that the door was about to open. 



Everyone had this ability, to one degree or another. Florence felt that she honed hers through a lifetime of travelling to different environments, coupled with her interest in meditation and the martial arts.


Different places felt different, in a way beyond what the five senses could report.


And in this room, Florence felt like she was being watched. 



But they weren’t friendly eyes watching her. 



They feel more like hunter’s eyes.


The last time she’d had this feeling was during the war. She’d been with the third field hospital, 85th Evac, in Qui Nhon. The conditions had been primitive. Surgery in tents. Not enough equipment. Always low on medicine. After a full morning of plucking slugs out of a boy’s legs without antiseptic or rubber gloves, she’d gone to the latrine to wash the blood out from under her fingernails, and some instinct made her duck. A second later, a sniper’s bullet passed over her head, killing the nurse in line ahead of her. 



Florence had felt him. 



Just like she felt someone now.


She took in the room, her eyes sweeping over it slowly. It was small, tidy, smelled strange like the rest of the house. There was a bed. Dresser. Bathroom. Window. Door.


A closet door.


Is that what I’m feeling? Someone in the closet?


Florence moved to the door, slow and cautious. Her left hand reached for the knob. Her right hand drew back in a fist.


She hesitated.


What if there is someone in there?


For all of her adult life, Florence took pride from her ability to take care of herself. No matter the situation, she could handle it.


But now? At my age? In my condition?


Running earlier with Kelly had been difficult, and hiding her pain had been impossible. The only reason Kelly didn’t notice was because she’d been so scared. 



Florence let her fist open. If there was someone in the closet, she wanted something with a little more heft than her fist. The lamp next to the bed would pack a bigger wallop.


Florence picked it up. It was a standard ceramic table lamp, maybe five pounds, the cylindrical shade boasting a glued-on picture of Grant’s face.


Then she raised the lamp up with one hand, and grabbed the knob with the other.


Ready or not...


She yanked the door open and stared. 



Staring back was nothing but empty clothes hangers.


Florence blew out a deep breath and set the lamp back down.


But she still felt like she was in someone’s crosshairs. 



Under the bed?


Florence eyed it. Queen size. A large frame, up off the floor on casters.


She watched it for a moment, looking for movement.


It remained absolutely still.


Maybe it’s paranoia. Maybe my proximity sense is just one more thing that’s failing on me.


Or maybe there is someone under there.


Florence swallowed, then took a deep breath.


Only one way to find out.


She slowly crouched down, reaching for the dust ruffle on the bed.

 “Florence?”


Florence jerked her head around, saw her daughter standing in the doorway.

 “Letti?”


Letti folded her arms and leaned against the jamb. “Okay. Let’s talk.”

 



# # #

 



Deb lashed out, striking Mal in the chin as his hands locked around her throat. 


 “Down!” he yelled.


He pulled her head toward him, toward his lap, his arms incredibly strong. The seatbelt gave some slack then locked up, keeping her in her seat. She made another fist, chopping at his balls, missing and whacking his thigh.

 “Someone is shooting at us!” Mal said, catching her wrists.


She paused for a moment. Mal released her, pressing the catch on his seatbelt, kneeling down on the floor mat and then reaching for her again. Deb processed what he said.


The tire blowout. Did someone shoot the tire?


Deb killed the engine and the headlights. Then she hit the seatbelt button, draping herself over the armrest, the gearshift digging into her belly.

 “Are you sure?”


His voice was low, harsh. “I used to be a cop. That was gunfire. Someone took out our wheel. Stay below the window.”


Deb tried to press herself into the bucket seats. Mal opened the passenger door and spilled out onto the road. 


 “Come out this way.” Mal beckoned for her. “He’s on your side.”


Deb pulled herself toward him, and he grabbed her hands. She moved a few inches, then stopped cold.


My leg is stuck on something.


She wiggled her pelvis, trying to turn her knee. But without being able to feel her foot, she had no way to know what it was stuck on, or how to free it.


Mal tugged harder, wrenching her shoulders.

 “Hold on,” she ordered. “Let go a sec...”


He complied, and she tore at her snap pants, her fingers ripping at the Velcro strap. Then she hit the release nozzle, breaking the suction between her stump and the prosthetic’s socket. She reached for Mal again, and he tugged her roughly, yanking her out of the car and into his arms. They fell, Mal onto his back, Deb landing on top, her chest crushing into his, their faces inches from each other.

 “What do we do?” she whispered.

 “I don’t know where the shot came from. I’m going to wait for him to fire again, then try to flank him.”


Deb pulled away, trying to get off of him, and her empty pant cuff caught on something. To keep from falling over, she straddled his waist.

 “I thought you didn’t like me,” Mal said.

 “Are you always such a smart ass in life-or-death situations?”

 “Your hair smells nice.”

 “Jesus.” Deb shook her head and twisted around, freeing the cuff from the hinge of the car door. Then she rolled off of Mal and sat with her back to the fender.


Mal eased the car door closed and sat next to her. The night was dark and silent. Even the crickets had ceased their song. 



A minute passed. Then another. Deb’s eyes slowly adjusted. The orange hunter’s moon overhead, pinned in a sky of stars, made it easier to see. 


 “Think he’s still there?” Deb asked.

 “I dunno.”

 “Can’t he circle around and shoot us?” 


 “Yes.”


Deb frowned. “Weren’t we safer in the car?”

 “Probably.” Mal leaned closer. “But now I’m wondering why he didn’t shoot us instead of the tire.”


They waited for another minute. Doubt took root in Deb’s head, then began to grow.

 “Are you sure that was a gunshot, and not just a blowout?” she asked.

 “Yes. Pretty sure.”

 “Pretty sure?”

 “Mostly sure.”


Deb squinted at him. “Have you ever had a blowout before?”

 “No. But I know a gunshot when I hear it.”

 “How do you know a tire blowing up doesn’t sound like a gunshot?”

 “I know.” Mal rubbed his chin. “I think.”


Another minute ticked by. Deb was listening so hard she could make out the sounds of the night. The crickets returned. A frog croaked. Miles away, an owl announced itself.

 “How sure are you now?” Deb asked.

 “Sort of sure.”


Deb sighed. Her mistrust of Mal’s intentions morphed into mistrust of his instincts. While she no longer felt he was a threat, she did think he was wrong about the gunshot. Deb began to crawl around the back of the car.

 “Hey!” Mal caught her remaining prosthetic leg. “Where are you going?”

 “To search the tire for bullet holes.”

 “That’s probably not a good idea.”

 “So we just sit here all night?”

 “Good point. I’ll come with.”


Mal crawled up alongside her, their sides touching. The temperature outside had dropped at least ten degrees since the sun went down, and his body heat felt good.


At the rear bumper they both got down on their bellies. Mal produced his pen light and shined it on the tire, revealing a tangle of rubber strips and twisted steel belted radials.

 “Do you see a bullet hole?” Deb asked.

 “I can’t tell.”

 “So it could have been just a regular blowout?”

 “I guess that’s a possibility.”


Great. 


 “So, what now?” Deb asked, her irritation coming through.


Mal dug out his cell phone. “No bars. Want to try your phone?”


Deb got onto her knees, then used the bumper to lift herself up onto one leg.

 “What are you doing?” he asked.


Without answering, she hopped up to the driver’s side door, opened it up, and hit the trunk release. As she expected, no one took a shot at her. She hopped back, feeling smug, foolish, and irritated all at once. Her side was still warm where Mal had lain next to her.

 “You putting on the spare?” Mal asked. He was also standing up, scanning the trees.

 “It’s a Corvette. There is no spare.”

 “What? Why not?”

 “Each tire has unique treads. They aren’t interchangeable. So no spares.”


Deb reached into the trunk for her Cheetah prosthetics. They were easier to walk in than her cosmetic legs. Especially if they were going into the woods to look for the Inn.


She could guess how hard it would be to find a tow truck in this area at this time of night. That was if her cell phone even worked. Reception out here was spotty at best.

 “Look, Deb, maybe I was wrong. About the gun thing.”

 “You think?”

 “I’m sorry if I freaked you out.”

 “Apology not accepted.”

 “Okay, how can I make it up to you?”

 “You can carry my suitcase.”


She adjusted the silicone end pad in the gel sheath on her stump, then fit it into the custom cup of the running prosthetic. A few presses of the vacuum button and it was form-fitted and tight. Then she took off her cosmetic leg and repeated the process. With her Cheetahs on, walking was much easier. She waited for Mal to stare at them. How could he help it? She looked like the Greek god Pan, prancing around on his goat legs. All she needed were horns and a lute.


But Mal was staring at her chest again.

 “See anything you like?” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

 “Sorry. It’s just...”

 “Just what?”


He shrugged. “I know it isn’t professional, me being a reporter. But you’re an attractive woman, and I like you.”


Deb didn’t appreciate how that made her feel. “You’re right. That’s not professional.”

 “You think I’m a doofus, don’t you?”

 “A doofus? How old are we, twelve?”


Mal grabbed their luggage. Deb went to close the trunk, but paused. She didn’t want to leave her prosthetics. If the car were towed, she wouldn’t be able to compete in Iron Woman without them. So she shoved them all in a duffle bag, then went into the car and grabbed her cosmetic leg, which was caught on the wire pulley system that activated the brake pedal. After putting on the hazard blinkers and locking the door, she was ready to go. 


 “Let me have the light. I need it to see where I step.”


Mal handed it over. They walked off the highway and onto the dirt. Deb flashed the beam at the RUSHMORE INN sign, with its arrow pointing ahead.


I don’t like this. I don’t like this at all. 



But she knew they had to try it out, or else spend an uncomfortable night in the Vette and face exactly the same problem in the morning. That was out of the question. If Deb missed the check-in, she missed the race.

 “So what exactly is it about me that you don’t like?” Mal asked.

 “Insecure much?”

 “That’s the thing. I’m not insecure at all. But people usually like me.”


Mal shined the light on the forest floor, side-stepping a dead branch. The trail was easy to follow, even though it couldn’t be called a road. 


 “Cockiness isn’t attractive,” she said.

 “Am I cocky? I thought I was just confident. Maybe not as confident as you...”


Deb stopped and hit him with the light. “And what is that supposed to mean?”

 “I’m just surprised you’re letting me carry your suitcase.”

 “Are you saying I can’t accept help?”

 “I’m saying you’re superwoman. I expected you to strap the car to your shoulders and run it back into town.”
“That’s a pretty insensit—”


Deb stopped mid-sentence. An odor had penetrated her nose and tongue. A distinctive odor, rank and musky. 



It awoke a deep-seated fear in Deb. A primeval fear.


A familiar fear.


I know that smell.


Deb swept the beam around them, frantically looking for the source.

 “What’s wrong?”


She opened her mouth, but the words stuck in her throat. 



Can it be? Jesus, no...

 “Deb? What is it?”


With great effort she managed to get the two words out.

 “Mountain lion,” Deb whispered as her light came to rest on a bush, reflecting off a pair of deadly yellow eyes.

 



# # #

 



The ride to the Cozynook Motel was nerve-jangling. Felix spent most of the trip looking in the review mirror. Checking to make sure John stayed under the tarp. Checking to see if the cop car was following him. Checking his own reflection to verify this was all really happening. His mind kept flitting between the fear of getting caught, and the hope that maybe fate would intervene and stop him from doing what he was planning on doing.


Whenever he became too distracted, he tried to focus on Maria. The chance that she was alive meant he had to take this risk. Felix swore he’d do anything to get her back. Including going to jail. Including hurting someone who had something to do with her disappearance.

 “We bled her. Same as the others. Nice and slow.”


Felix glanced at the Beretta on the dashboard. He would make John talk. He’d make that big son of a bitch talk until his lips fell off. 



The motel parking lot was full, probably the only time a year that happened. The one-story building was laid out in an L-shape, its twelve rooms all side by side, guests’ parking spaces by their front doors. Earlier that day, Felix and Cameron had visited everyone staying there, showing Maria’s picture, asking questions. No one knew anything. But unlike most of the townies, the visitors were at least sympathetic. 



The people who lived in the area were another story. Not that they were mean, or even particularly cold. A better word for them was distant. Over the past twelve months, Felix had talked to dozens of Monk Creek residents. He was usually met with a warm smile or a nod, but once he started asking questions their demeanor would change. Felix originally thought it was because small towns were private, wary of talking to strangers.


But now he suspected differently. Now he saw a big conspiracy of silence. There was something going on in Monk Creek no one wanted to discuss.


And John had something to do with it.


Felix drove past the parking lot, onto the unkempt grass alongside the building. He pulled the truck around the back, into a copse of trees behind his room. Once parked, Felix turned off the ignition, wincing as his ruined fingers removed the keys. Then he waited in the darkness, listening to the night, second-guessing himself for the last time.


I can still go to the cops, turn him in. John tried to kill me. I haven’t broken any laws. 



Yet.


Felix considered starting the truck again. Taking John to the police was the only legal, and moral, course of action. The police had more resources, more manpower. Maybe trying to get John to talk would endanger Maria.


But what if the cops don’t believe me? What if John’s lawyer tells him not to say anything? What if John is well-known in the community? What if he’s friends with the police?


Felix couldn’t risk John not talking.


The only way to know the truth is to get it from John myself.


Felix grabbed the gun on the dash, opened the door, and climbed out of the truck. He walked around to the flatbed and rapped John on the heel with the butt of his Beretta. John squealed in fright.

 “Out. Now.”

 “Please don’ hurt me.”


Felix hit him again, harder. John moaned and began to inchworm backwards out of the truck on his knees and chest. Felix grabbed the large man’s cuffed wrists and helped him off the tailgate, onto his feet. 



The night had gotten colder, the cool breeze pinching Felix’s wounds. John’s face was glossy with sweat, reflecting the light from Felix’s bathroom window. Felix removed the bungee cords wrapped around John’s legs and led him to the back porch; a poured slab of concrete with two weathered resin chairs facing the woods. He tried the patio door.


Locked.


Felix squinted through the split in the curtains, saw Cameron lying on the made bed, watching TV. He knocked lightly, and whispered. “Cam, it’s me. Open up.”


Cam’s head jerked at the sound, and a moment later he sprang off the mattress and opened the door. The younger man was dressed for bed, in boxer shorts and a tee shirt, but he still wore those black leather gloves. Felix had never seen Cam take the gloves off, even in the sweltering West Virginia summer when temperatures peaked at a hundred and three. 


 “You got one,” Cam said, his eyes getting big when he noticed John. Cam’s voice was high and raspy, as if he’d never finished the last few weeks of puberty, even though he’d just turned twenty. “Christ, Felix. You’re covered with blood.”

 “Get the rope,” Felix said. 



Cam did as instructed, and Felix lead a docile John to a battered desk chair, which creaked under his weight as he sat down. When Cam brought the nylon clothesline, he secured John’s body and feet while Felix covered him with the gun.

 “You don’ wanna do this,” John said.


Cam stepped away, looking startled.

 “Cam...” Felix said. He knew Cam’s history, knew that he might not be able to handle what was about to happen. “Maybe you should wait in the—”


Cam’s hand shot out, slapping John across the face. It sounded like a firecracker going off in the small room.

 “Where’s my sister, you son of a bitch!”


Cam raised his hand again, but Felix grabbed his arm, wincing at the pain in his injured fingers. He looked into Cam’s eyes, saw them crackling with fire.


This is a bad, bad idea.

 “Easy, kid,” Felix said, trying to keep his voice even. “John wants to cooperate. Don’t you, John?”


John eyed the floor, saying nothing.

 “Does he know where Maria is?” Cam caught Felix’s forearm and squeezed. He was strong for his slight build.

 “Maybe.” Felix tugged his arm away. “I’m not sure.”


Cam grabbed John’s ears, forcing his head up. “Where is she? Where’s my sister?”

 “You better let me go.” John looked close to crying again. “Y’all be in big trouble if’n you don’t let me go.”


Cam stared hard, and something flashed across his face.


Is that a smile?

 “Can you count, you big, fat redneck?” Cam asked. “Because I’m going to count to ten. And if you don’t tell me where Maria is, I’m going to kill you.”


Felix felt like he swallowed a bucket of ice. He knew why Cam was in the hospital. Knew what Cam was accused of doing.


Accused of. Never proven.


Still, it was enough to get him committed.

 “Cam,” Felix cleared his throat. “Let’s go in the other room, talk this over.”


Cam ignored him, walking around to the back of John’s chair. “I bet you’re so slow and dumb you count on your fingers, don’t you? Here, let me help you count.”


John’s lips began to tremble.

 “Cam...” Felix said. This situation was spiraling way out of control.

 “One,” Cam counted.


CRACK.


It sounded like a branch snapping. But it wasn’t wood. Felix knew that Cam had just broken one of John’s fingers.


John’s face turned bright red, and Felix saw the scream building up in his throat. He managed to grab a dirty sock from the floor and shove it into John’s open mouth a second after the howl began. The sound went on and on, and Felix had never heard anything so pitiable, so awful, in his entire life. It made him sick, all the way down to a cellular level. Like Felix’s entire body had become rotten, making him want to crawl out of his skin and go hide.


But Cam wasn’t finished.

 “Two.”


Another snap. John thrashed his head back and forth, the tendons in his neck sticking out, his throat vibrating with muffled cries.


Felix’s stomach clenched like a fist. He stumbled into the bathroom, dropping the gun in the sink, vomit spewing up and spraying the toilet. He sunk to his knees and held the bowl, trembling. The steely resolve of a year-long search seeped out of Felix’s body, replaced by pain, fear, and regret over what was happening.


I have to stop this. Now.


But John’s a killer. He had something to do with Maria’s disappearance.


He’s also a human being.


A human being who tried to kill me.


So that means we can torture him?


He may still have Maria.


That last thought gave Felix the strength to stand up and return the bedroom, albeit on wobbly legs. John was thrashing back and forth, his muffled screams making the hair on Felix’s neck stand up. Cam hyperextended another one of the man’s fingers, twirling it around and around like he was stirring a cookie batter.

 “Cam.” The spectacle before Felix was surreal. 


 “I got this, Felix.” Cam grinned at him. “Least I can do, since you busted me out of the loony bin.”


Cam grabbed another finger, and Felix yelled, “Enough!”


Cam’s head shot up, looking like a teenager scolded for bad grades. 


 “Back off,” Felix ordered. His voice was shaky, but he held Cam’s gaze until the younger man slunk away.


Felix glanced quickly at John’s hands—most of his fingers were stuck out at odd angles—and walked around to face him. John was bright red, his face wet with tears. Felix yanked the sock out of his mouth and was rewarded with a soul-wrenching moan.

 “Am... am I bleedin’?” John said.


Felix swallowed. “Not yet. But if you don’t answer my questions, my partner is going to start cutting off your fingers. Do you understand?”


John nodded, his chin trembling. Felix leaned down over him.

 “Tell me, John. Is Maria alive?”


John stared, but stayed quiet. Drool leaked out of the corner of his mouth. Felix had once jammed a finger catching a football, and it hurt like hell. To have five broken fingers, misshapen and manhandled, must have been unbearable.

 “Answer me. Is Maria alive?”

 “You... hurt me bad,” John cried.


Felix felt his stomach turning again. But he managed to keep it under control when he said, “Cam, go out to the truck and get this bastard’s hunting knife.”


Cam nodded and hurried off. Felix considered his prisoner. Maybe John didn’t want to talk, because he thought if he did, he’d be killed. Killed because he was no longer useful. Or killed in retribution for the things he’d done to Maria.

 “I’m not going to kill you,” Felix said. He knew it sounded hollow. Lame. But the alternative was letting Cam start slicing off fingers; something Cam seemed disturbingly eager to do. This was a slippery slope, and unless Felix could convince John he’d live through this, the situation would get a lot messier.


Could I allow Cam to keep hurting John?


Felix closed his eyes. He saw Maria’s face. If John had something to do with her disappearance, Felix would let Cam roast the guy over hot coals in order to get answers. Felix could have a crisis of conscious after John talked.


If John talked.

 “Got it,” Felix said, hurrying back in. “Man, this knife is wicked.”


John began to blubber uncontrollably at the sight of Cam, and Felix felt ready to do the same.


Be strong. It’s for Maria.


Cam positioned himself behind John.

 “Don’t cut me... please don’t cut me.”


e knew it sounded hollow,

 


 “I just want to know what happened to my fiancé,” Felix said. He forced himself to maintain eye contact.

 “He’s... he’s gonna cut my fingers off.”

 “Not if you tell me the truth. If you tell me the truth, I promise he won’t cut you. We won’t hurt you any more if you tell me.” He crouched down, staring into John’s face. “Is Maria still alive?”


John’s lips trembled, but he stayed silent.


Anger surged up in Felix like the vomit had moments ago, and the last vestiges of sanity left him as he reared back and slapped John across the face, hard as he could.

 “Goddammit, tell me!”


John’s whispered answer was the most important thing anyone had ever said to Felix.

 “Your woman is... alive.” 


 



# # #

 



Maria allows herself to be led out of her cell by George. He’s one of the largest of her captors, close to seven feet tall, and among the most sadistic. He’s not as deformed as the others, though his head is a little too big for his body, and his arms are too long, like a gorilla. The cattle prod he has in his hand is used for amusement as much as persuasion.


But today George seems distant. He straps on her ball gag without saying a word, and the nudge he gives her with the stick lacks electricity.


He puts the black cloth bag over her head, grabs her elbow, and leads her through the underground tunnels. As usual, Maria counts her steps. The first dozen times, they’d been clever, having her walk in circles. All the better to keep her disoriented. But lately they’d slipped into a routine. At exactly a hundred and fifteen paces, they come to the door to the Room.


She hears it open, feels George push her from behind. Maria’s legs lock. As terrible as her captivity has been, her times in the Room were the low points. What happens in the Room goes beyond pain, beyond sickness, beyond desperation. 



What happens in the Room is an abomination.


George nudges her, but she still refuses to enter. She braces herself, expecting the jolt, anticipating the hurt.


But it doesn’t come. Instead, she’s shoved inside, many hands grabbing her, pulling her to the chair, strapping her down. Then the bag is pulled off her head, and Maria stares into the bulging eyes of Eleanor Roosevelt. She’s surrounded by a menagerie of freaks. Practically all of them. Deformed, twisted, grotesque, some half-naked, some fully nude. They form a large circle around Maria, smiling, drooling, grunting. 



Eleanor holds a cupcake in her hand, a lit candle jabbed into the pink frosting.

 “Happy anniversary, child. Today, you’ve been with us a whole year.”


As the words sink in, Eleanor blows out the candle. The freaks—those who have two normal hands—begin to clap. There are hoots. Howls. Giggles. 



Maria sobs. She fights her bonds. Fights with every last bit of her strength, even as she realizes that Felix will never save her, that she’ll never get out of this hell alive, that these sub-human monstrosities are going to use her all up until there’s nothing left.


Maria watches George sit in the opposing chair. It’s his turn today; the apparent reason for his lethargy. She watches Jimmy—his eyes crossed and the pale hump on his back protruding through the split in his filthy lab coat—wheel the machine forward.


Maria screams when the needle goes in. 


 



# # #

 



Kelly’s fascination with the Lincoln bedroom lasted all of six minutes, and then she was lying in bed, tackling Zombie Apocalypse on her iPod. With Grandma watching, she’d finally beaten level 65, though it had taken up all of her shotgun ammo. Now she was on level 70, fighting a boss who was three times her character’s size, with a stomach so fat it looked like he’d eaten ten other fat guys.


Kelly strafed him with the machine gun, circling his rotund body while dodging the green acid he kept puking at her. She got his health down to only a few red bars, and then one of his lumbering minions grabbed her, turning her into a pile of ash.


Retry? the game asked. 


 “Hell, yeah.”


She adjusted the pillow she was on, took the last bite of a chocolate chip granola bar, and prepared to kick some fat zombie ass. 



Then JD growled.


Kelly glanced at her dog. The hair on his muzzle was sticking straight out, and his lips were raised in a snarl. His defensive stance. But he wasn’t focused on her. He wasn’t focused on the front door, either. 



JD was staring at the closet.


That’s strange.

 “JD. Come.” 



Kelly patted the mattress beside her. At home, the German Shepherd wasn’t allowed on the bed, but Mom couldn’t bitch about what she didn’t know.


JD didn’t move. He growled again, hunkering down like he was ready to pounce.


Kelly studied the closet door. She’d checked inside earlier, while exploring the room, and had found it empty. But the way JD was snarling, he obviously didn’t think it was empty anymore.


Could there be something in the closet?


The thought of it was creepy, and made Kelly shiver.

 “What is it, boy?” she asked. A pointless question—it wasn’t like JD was going to answer.


But he did answer, in his way. He stared at her and whined.


The only time Kelly ever heard JD whine was when she accidentally slammed his tail in the patio door. That’s what he looked like now—eyes wide, ears flat, tail drooping under his hind legs. Like he was hurt.


Or scared.


That’s stupid. Dogs don’t get scared.


Do they?


Kelly stared at the closet door again. She’d been pretty engrossed by her game. Could someone have snuck past her and gotten into the closet?


No. JD would have noticed.


Maybe it wasn’t a person. Maybe an animal had crawled in there, through the walls. They’d had a racoon in the house before, up in the attic. JD used to bark like crazy when he heard it.


But JD wasn’t barking now. He was growling and whining. 



Some other type of animal, maybe?


A few seconds ago, the closet had been just a boring, old closet. But now, with how JD was acting, it was actually beginning to freak her out.


She thought about the hunter by the waterfall, the one with the messed-up face. After beating Level 65, she’d used her iPod to Google cleft palate. That lead her to a site about birth defects, and some of the images were among the most horrible Kelly had ever seen. On one hand, it must have been awful for the poor people who had to live with those deformities. On the other hand, there was something so instantly repulsive about those images, Kelly had to stop looking at them.


Could that hunter guy be in my closet?


Kelly pictured him standing behind the door, waiting silently for her to go to sleep. So he could sneak up on her and kiss her with that disgusting mouth. 



Kiss her, and worse.


Kelly had never kissed a guy. Not even on the cheek. She didn’t want her first to be that awful man.


I’m imagining things. He’s not in the closet.


He can’t be.


Right?

 “Come here, JD.” Kelly said it softly.


JD didn’t come. He looked at her, then back at the closet. 



Kelly set her iPod on the nightstand and swung her feet over the edge of the bed. She held her breath, listening for any sounds that could be coming from the closet—

 —and heard someone cough.


JD barked once and lunged at the closet door, scratching at the knob. Kelly quickly stood up and backed away, to the bathroom. The wooden floor was cool under her bare feet, and she felt nearly naked in her sleep tee shirt, even though it had three-quarter sleeves and hung past her knees. 



The Shepherd continued his attack on the doorknob, even biting it, and though JD had never been able to open a door before Kelly had an unrealistic belief that he might this time.

 “JD, come.”


The dog glanced at her.
“Come. Now.”


He trotted over, tongue hanging out, tail wagging. Kelly patted his head, surprised by how reassuring it felt. Then she knelt down and hugged his neck, both of them eyeing the door.


The seconds ticked by. Kelly began to wonder if she’d imaged the cough. 



Could it have been something else? 



Old houses made noises. There were water pipes, and furnaces, and any number of things that made sound. At home, when Mom flushed the toilet, Kelly could hear it from the basement.


Maybe it wasn’t a cough. Maybe someone upstairs had turned on the shower. 



Or maybe someone did cough, but it came from the room next door, not the closet.


JD pressed his cold nose into Kelly’s neck, making her flinch. She stood up.


I should open the door to check.


While Kelly didn’t consider herself a tomboy, she was far from a sissy. Kelly preferred SlipKnot to Hannah Montana, and would much rather watch the Saw movies than High School Musical. She could pick up snakes and frogs without screaming, unlike other girls in her class, and during a sleepover was the only one who could spend a full two minutes in the pitch-dark bathroom with the Ouiji board Sue Ellen Wilcox’s brother swore was possessed by Satan. The only irrational thing that scared Kelly was heights.


Is being afraid of the closet irrational? Or common sense?

 “It’s irrational,” Kelly said. Her mother loved the word irrational. And if she were there right now, she’d march over to the closet and show Kelly how irrational her fears were.


Drawing on that, Kelly walked toward the door.


The floor creaked under her feet. Though only a few yards separated her from the closet, it seemed like it took a very long time for her to get there. Each step closer increased Kelly’s apprehension. When she finally reached out and touched the knob, her throat felt like there was a walnut stuck in it she was unable to swallow.


Just open the door.


She tightened her grip, but still hesitated.


What if I open it, and the hunter is standing there?


Kelly looked back at JD. He’d stayed next to the bathroom, still as a picture.


Maybe I should listen to the door first.


The girl carefully placed her ear against the cool, rough wood. Again she held her breath, listening for sounds.


A few seconds passed.


Kelly heard nothing.


Mom’s voice appeared in Kelly’s head, like it did whenever she stepped onto a diving board. “You’re being irrational, Kelly. What’s the worst that can happen?”


Crack my head open and drown?


Or in this case, get attacked by a crazy, birth-defected redneck?


Maybe pushing a chair up against the door was a better idea than opening it. Kelly saw a small desk and chair, tucked into the corner of the room. She could brace the chair up under the knob, so nothing could get out of the closet.


No. I’ll never get to sleep unless I check. It’s a big day tomorrow. I can’t spend the night with one eye open, waiting for a monster man to break out and attack me.


Kelly turned the knob—

 —yanked the door open—

 —and saw—

 “Nothing,” Kelly said, blowing out a big breath. She turned around to glare at her dog. “JD, you’re one dumb—”


A creaking noise came from inside the closet, so close Kelly could practically touch it. She startled, jumping backwards, eyes focusing on...


An empty closet.


So what made that noise?


Curiosity won out over fear, and Kelly crept back toward the closet. It was a small space, no more than five feet wide and deep. At eye-level, bisecting the space, was a metal bar, where two wire hangers hung.


Is one of the hangers swinging?


Kelly couldn’t tell. If there was movement, it was slight, and might have happened when she opened the door. She stepped closer, sticking her head inside the closet. There was no overhead light, and it was tough to make out any details beyond the three walls. Kelly went back to the bed, picked up her iPod, and switched it on. One of her apps was simply a bright white screen that functioned as a nightlight. She shined it all over the closet, not exactly sure what she was looking for, but finding something unusual on the floor.


A straw of hay.


Not unusual by itself. But the odd thing was its position. The hay seemed to be stuck under the back wall of the closet. Almost like it was caught in a door.


Kelly tentatively pressed her palm against the wooden wall and pushed. The wall didn’t budge. She gave it a quick rap with her knuckles.


Hollow. But that might be the room next door.


Kelly crouched down, grasped the straw between her thumb and index finger, and tugged. The hay broke in half, still wedged beneath the wall.


WTF?


Then something nudged her from behind.


Kelly yelped, scrambling forward, turning around to face JD.

 “Bad dog,” she said, though he really didn’t do anything worthy of scolding.


The comment didn’t seem to bother the canine. He brushed past Kelly, sniffing the floor, and his nose locked onto the corner of the closet. He whined and pawed at the wall, finding something that interested him.


Kelly nudged the Shepherd aside and pointed her iPod at the space he’d been clawing at. The white screen illuminated a small, wooden knob on the floor. It looked like the top of a broomstick, no taller than two inches. Kelly tried to pick it up, but it was stuck. Instead of pulling, she tried to push.


There was a clicking sound, and the wall Kelly had her shoulder against suddenly moved.


A secret passage.


Before Kelly had a chance to process what was happening, JD darted past her, scratching the wall, pushing it open on an unseen hinge like a big door. Then he charged into the blackness behind the wall, disappearing into the darkness.

 “JD!” she yelled after him.


Kelly heard the click click click of his toenails on the wooden floor echo away into silence. She squinted into the gap. It was a thin hallway, no more than two feet wide. Unlit, though the iPod allowed her to see that the hall stretched for several yards.


She turned to go tell her mother, then stopped, imagining Mom’s lecture.

 “You let JD run off? How irresponsible, Kelly.”


Mom liked the word irresponsible almost as much as irrational.


I should still go get her.


But why? I’m almost a teenager. I don’t need to go to Mom for everything.


What if someone is in there?


JD barked. He didn’t sound very far. 


 “JD!” she called again.


He barked once more.


Then he yelped.


The yelp was the deciding factor. Kelly had raised JD since he was a pup. Mom bought him right after Dad died, and Kelly had had quite enough of losing loved ones, thank you very much. If her dog was hurt, she had to go get him. No other way about it.


Kelly quickly put on her jogging pants and her gym shoes and stepped into the gap. It was just wide enough for her to walk normally, rather than sideways, though her shoulders did brush the walls. She moved quickly, her iPod bobbing up and down so she could alternate between watching her footing and looking ahead. The corridor smelled like mildew and dust, with notes of something else beneath it—something that reeked like really bad body odor. 



The corridor ended at a right turn. Kelly paused. The iPod light wasn’t strong enough to illuminate more than a few feet.

 “JD?”


No answer.


I should go get Mom. 



Then she heard another yelp. Closer this time.

 “I’m coming, JD!”


Kelly rounded the corner, picking up her pace. She held out her free hand and touched the wall, her fingers trailing along rough, unfinished wood, and stopped when she touched something that moved.


Kelly flashed the iPod light at the object. It was a small, square piece of plywood, swinging on a single nail like a picture frame. She touched the bottom and swivelled it upside down, revealing...


A hole. It’s a hole in the wall.


The hole was perhaps the size of a quarter, and there was a faint light coming from it. Kelly’s finger probed the outside. She got ready to stick her finger in, then halted.


Bad idea. It could be a rat hole.


But what if it’s another secret door?


She poked the tip of her index finger inside, ready to pull it back if she felt anything sharp. Her finger went in to the first knuckle...


The second knuckle...


And then it touched something cold and flat.


Glass?


I guess I have to look.


The hole was high enough for Kelly to have to stand tippy-toed to see through it. She pressed her nose against the wall, the wood smelling really foul, and squinted into the opening.


Kelly saw a toilet. She gasped when she noticed the toilet seat had Lincoln’s face on it.


It’s the toilet in my room.


Kelly backed away from the peep hole, turning to run back to the room. This was bad. This was really bad. That creepy old lady was spying on them, and Kelly had to tell Mom and Grandma.

 “Help me.”


Kelly paused in mid-step. The voice belonged to a girl. A young girl, from the sound of it. Coming from the same direction she’d heard JD yelp.

 “Please help me. My name is Alice and I’m scared.”


Kelly peered over her shoulder, into the dark. She knew she couldn’t leave a little girl behind. Fighting panic, she managed to sound calm when she said, “Where are you, Alice?”

 “I’m here. There’s a doggy with me. He’s hurt.”

 “How is he hurt, Alice? What happened to my dog?”

 “He’s limping. His foot is all twisted up.”


JD cried out, a pitiful sound that made Kelly want to scream.

 “I’ll be right there, Alice,” she said, racing ahead, frantic with fear and adrenalin, coming to another turn, thinking about poor JD with his paw broken, and then coming to...


A dead end.


Kelly stared at the wall, wondering what to do next, and noticed another hanging square of plywood.

 “Alice?”

 “I’m stuck in here. Please help me.”


The voice was coming from directly behind the wall.


Kelly sidled up to the wall and stretched to look through the peep hole. She saw only darkness.

 “I can’t see you, Alice. Is my dog in there?”


JD yelped again. 



Kelly pushed on the wall, but it didn’t budge.

 “You need to pull it,” Alice said. 



Kelly had no idea how to pull a flat wall forward, then decided to stick her finger in the hole and try tugging on that. She put it in carefully, gripped the side, and then...

 “Uhhhhn....”


The pain was so sudden, so shocking, that it literally took Kelly’s breath away. She tried to yell, but nothing came out, and at the same time she tried to free her finger from the hole and only succeeded in making the pain worse.


Something had her finger. Something sharp and tight that wouldn’t let go.


Kelly dropped her iPod. It landed face-up, its gel case working as advertised and absorbing the shock. In the dim light it emitted, Kelly could see that there was blood leaking down her hand. She pulled again, determined to rip her finger off if it would free her, but the agony made her cry out. Kelly beat against the wall with her fist, then kicked it, filling her lungs to unleash the mother of all screams.


Then she abruptly stopped when she heard something behind her in the corridor.


Is it JD? Please let it be my dog.


It wasn’t her dog.

 “I told a lie,” Alice said, walking closer. “A bad lie.”


Kelly buried the scream, instead starting to cry. “You have to help me, Alice. My finger is stuck.”

 “My name isn’t Alice,” the approaching figure said. “It’s Grover.”

 “I don’t care what your name is,” Kelly said, anger joining up with her pain.

 “Alice was Theodore Roosevelt’s first daughter,” Grover said. “She had pretty hair.”


Then Grover stepped into the faint light of the iPod. He stood over six feet tall, and was wearing stained overalls and a faded plaid shirt. His eyes were tiny, too close together. His jaw was big, and it stuck out like Popeye’s, but his head got thinner toward the forehead, almost like a Halloween gourd. Perched crookedly on his head was a curly, blonde wig.

 “Do you think I have pretty hair?” the grown man said, still using the voice of a little girl. He touched one of the curls.


Then he yelped like a hurt dog.


Kelly began to scream, but Grover put a big, rough hand over her mouth and nose, holding it there and giggling hehehehe like a five-year old.


Kelly kicked and punched and struggled to take a breath. 



But he wouldn’t let her.

 



# # #

 



Mal gripped Deb’s arm, first pushing her off balance, then steadying her. The darkness felt like a weight pressing down on Deb, threatening to push her into the earth.

 “Where is it?” he whispered. 


 “Bushes,” Deb said. 



She’d seen the deadly, gold eyes of the cougar a second ago, but they’d retreated into the black.

 “You sure?” Mal asked. “I don’t see anything.”

 “Smell that?”


Mal sniffed the air. “Rank.”


It was an odor Deb would never forget. “Big cat smell. Back up slowly. And let go of my arm—you’re gonna knock me over.”


Mal released her. Deb had no problem walking backwards in the Cheetah prosthetics on flat land, but the wooded terrain proved difficult. All she could think of was being batted around like a ball of yarn, each swipe of the cat’s hooked claws digging into her skin and sending her rolling across the ground. She had scars all over her body from such an experience. In a way, it was even worse than shattering her legs.


Deb was so worried about the mountain lion springing on her, she wasn’t paying close enough attention to her footing. Two steps later she was tipping backward, her arms pinwheeling to regain balance.


Mal caught her shoulders, held her steady until she could get her feet under her.

 “Thanks,” she managed.

 “You sure there’s a cougar?” 


 “I’m sure.”

 “How sure?”


Deb didn’t like his doubt. She’d seen the lion’s eyes. Seen them as clearly as she was looking into Mal’s.


But then, Mal had been pretty sure their tire had been shot out, and he’d apparently been wrong there. So his questioning was no more than...

 “You must be Deborah Novachek, and that reporter fellow.”


The voice came from the same bushes Deb had seen the cat. It was a female voice, friendly enough.

 “You don’t happen to see a mountain lion around, do you?” Mal asked.


Deb frowned at him. Mal shrugged.

 “A mountain lion?” the woman said. “Heavens, no. Though they are known to hunt in these parts. Y’all had better come inside. I’m Eleanor Roosevelt, the owner of the inn.”


Eleanor stepped through the bushes, and Deb played the pen light across her. She was a large woman, and carried herself in a strong, sturdy way that belied her advanced age. 


 “Nice to meet you, Eleanor,” Deb began. “Are you sure you—”

 “My goodness, young lady. What happened to your legs?”


Mal squeezed her shoulders a bit tighter, as if in reassurance. Deb shrugged him off. 


 “I lost them in a climbing accident,” Deb said. “And I saw a mountain lion just a—”

 “Are you sick?” Eleanor interrupted. “We can’t allow you inside the Inn if you’re diseased.”

 “Rude much?” Mal asked.


Being impolite didn’t matter to Deb, especially with a cougar nearby. But now she began to question if she’d seen the cat at all. She took pride in her inner strength, but being in these mountains again brought back some pretty terrible memories. And since no cats seemed to be pouncing on them, perhaps she’d imagined those eyes. The smell might have been something else. A badger, maybe. 


 “I compete in triathlons,” Deb said, her eyes darting around the woods, looking for movement. “And I haven’t had so much as a cold in over five years.”


The large woman cocked her head to the side, as if considering her. Then her face split into a big-toothed smile. “Well, then, let’s get you people inside. Welcome to the Rushmore Inn.”


Mal picked up the bags he’d dropped, and Deb followed him through the bushes, one eye on her footing and the other on the forest. The animal smell was gone.


Once past the bushes, a clearing opened up in the woods, revealing a massive, three story log house. There weren’t any lights on the outside, and no light coming through any of the shuttered windows. It was as dark and quiet as the mountains surrounding them.

 “Welcome to the Rushmore Inn,” Eleanor said again, pulling open the door and holding it while they entered.


The smell inside wasn’t bad, exactly, but it wasn’t pleasant. Sort of a sour, antiseptic odor mingled with sandalwood incense. But unique as that was, it paled compared to the decor. 


 “As you can plainly see,” Eleanor Roosevelt said, closing and locking the door behind them, “I greatly admire our nation’s leaders. They’re such important men. You might say I’m a bit obsessed with the subject.”

 “Yes,” Mal nodded, looking around. “You might say that.”


He gave Deb a sideways glance, his smirk barely concealed. 


 “My grandfather was second cousin to Theodore Roosevelt. There’s presidential blood in my family. It’s a fact I’m particularly proud of, though it isn’t without its… challenges.”


Like turning your house into a flea market, Deb thought. But instead of speaking it aloud, she said, “Mrs. Roosevelt, my car is out on the road. It seems we’ve gotten a flat tire.”


Eleanor clucked her tongue. “You’d be surprised how often that happens around here. In the morning we can call the auto repair shop.”

 “I need to be at the hotel early to...”

 “My son will take you,” Eleanor interrupted. “He has a truck for your bike.”

 “Already shipped the bike ahead. But the ride would be terrific.”

 “He’ll be leaving early, so be sure to get some rest tonight. Might not be a bad idea to go straight to bed.”

 “An excellent suggestion,” Mal said, raising his eyebrows at Deb.


She ignored him. “Is there any chance we could get something to eat?” Deb asked. “We missed dinner on the ride up.”

 “The kitchen is back there, down the hall. The icebox is stocked, and you’re welcome to help yourselves. I made cupcakes earlier today, and there are a few left. But let me show you to your rooms, first.”


Eleanor plodded up the wooden staircase. Deb wasn’t a big fan of stairs, but the iron railing looked solid. She followed Mal up, stopping only to admire his trim backside as they ascended. Deb found it amusing that he continued to flirt despite several rebuffs. For a millisecond she entertained what it might be like to date Mal. The fantasy disintegrated when she caught the toe of her Cheetah prosthetic on the top stair. Luckily, she managed to make it to the second floor without a face-plant. 


 “Deborah, this is the Theodore Roosevelt room,” Eleanor said, holding out a key. “One of the finest rooms in the Inn.”


Deb didn’t suppose that meant very much. “Does it have a bath tub?”

 “Indeed it does. And for you—I didn’t catch your name.”

 “Mal. Mal Deiter.”

 “Next door over, Mr. Deiter, is the Harry S. Truman room. While it doesn’t have a bathtub, I believe you’ll find the walk-in shower most agreeable. And necessary, considering your current appearance.”

 “We ran into one of the locals, making venison headcheese,” Mal said, taking the key. “Is it currently hunting season?”


Eleanor smiled. “There’s always something in season around these parts.” 


 “Have the Pillsburys arrived yet? I didn’t see any other cars around. I’m a reporter, and I’m supposed to interview them.”

 “They have, but I’m afraid they turned in for the evening.”

 “Perhaps I’ll get to see them at breakfast.”

 “Perhaps. If you’ll indulge an old woman’s fancy, might I ask you a question?”

 “Of course.”

 “I pride myself in being able to guess blood types. You strike me as a type O. Am I correct?”

 “Yes, you are.”


Eleanor’s bulbous eyes lit up. “Would that be positive or negative?”

 “Positive.”

 “You’re sure about that?”


Mal winked. “I’m positive.”


Eleanor nodded politely. “Thank you, Mr. Deiter.” The old lady curtsied. “I trust you’ll both have a pleasant night.”


Then she waddled off, leaving the two of them befuddled.

 “Blood type?” Deb finally asked when the old woman had descended the stairs.

 “Maybe she’s a vampire,” Mal said. “She might have been the creature you saw in the bushes.”

 “I saw a cougar, Mal. Not an old woman.”

 “Was it wearing a pillbox hat?”


Deb allowed herself to smile. “Maybe it was. I think it also had a rifle. Perhaps it shot out my tire.”

 “Touché. I’m going to unpack and grab some food. Meet you in the kitchen in a few?”

 “Sure.”


Mal handed Deb her bags, then unlocked his door. “See you in a bit.”


In keeping with the theme of the Inn, the Teddy Roosevelt room was chockfull of creepy presidential memorabilia. Every wall boasted pictures and banners, the lamp shades were collage pastiches, and not a single stick of furniture was without a Roosevelt stamp of some sort. Eleanor had even managed to find Teddy Roosevelt bed sheets, his cherubic face five feet wide and grinning like the Cheshire cat.


Deb placed her two suitcases in the closet, next to an old reel-to-reel tape deck. Since she wouldn’t be here for more than a few hours, it didn’t make sense to unpack. She’d pull out a change of clothes in the morning.


A trip to the bathroom found her appearance to be considerably less than stellar. She applied a bit of lip gloss from her fanny back, a bit of mousse to her hair, and used the hand soap on the sink to get the last of the deer blood out from her expensive manicured fingernails. A life-size poster of Roosevelt hung next to the toilet, his eyes seeming to follow her. Deb didn’t mind—the old-fashioned clawfoot bathtub more than made up for the bizarre decorations. She was aching to have a soak. And if she’d been alone, she would have put off dinner and done just that.


And yet, she found herself leaving the bathroom, and her room, in order to meet Mal in the kitchen.


Why am I so anxious to see him again? And why am I hurrying?


He’s probably not even there yet.


She still descended the stairs quicker than safety warranted.


To get to the kitchen, she walked through the living room, getting a startle when she saw the large man standing in the middle of the room.


No, that’s not a man.




It was the statue of George Washington, larger than life and dressed in period clothing. Deb found it oppressive, and gave it a wide berth as she passed. 



The walls of the kitchen were lined with ephemera; magazine covers, newspapers, brochures, campaign signs. On the running board near the ceiling was a line of dinner plates, each bearing faces and quotes of Presidents. Unlike the unusual odor pervading the rest of the house, this room smelled delightfully like baked goods. Deb’s enthusiasm sank when she failed to see Mal.


Maybe he’s not coming. Maybe he just went to bed.


Then she noticed him peering into the refrigerator, and had to suppress her smile.

 “There are enough cupcakes in here to feed the entire state of West Virginia,” Mal said. “There’s also a mystery meat sandwich. Interested?”

 “I love meat in all of its permutations.”


Mal stacked a plate of cupcakes and the plate with the sandwich on one hand, and grabbed a glass carafe of milk and two apples with the other. He bumped the refrigerator door closed with his hip, and laid everything out on the dining room table.

 “Pretty good balance,” Deb said, easing into a chair.

 “I waited tables in college. Would madam care to split the sandwich?”

 “Madam would like to eat the whole thing. But since you carried up my bags, I guess I’m willing to share.”


Mal went to the cupboard and found an extra plate and two glasses. While Deb poured the milk, Mal searched drawers for utensils.

 “So you never got around to telling me about the history of Monk Creek,” she said, licking the pink frosting on a cupcake. It was buttercream, and very good. “You said you were researching it and discovered some interesting things.”

 “Indeed I did. You want to hear something really interesting? This woman has dozens of forks and spoons, but not a single knife.”

 “Not even a butter knife?”

 “Not one. I guess you get the whole sandwich after all.”


Deb reached into her fanny pack, took out her Benchmade folding knife. She flicked the five inch blade open with her thumb and cut the sandwich in half. The meat was whitish, piled on high. The lettuce and tomato were still crisp. Eleanor had made this recently.

 “Nice piece of cutlery,” Mal said, sitting across from Deb.

 “I won’t be trapped in the woods without a weapon ever again,” Deb said, wiping it on her pants.


They each tore into their halves. Deb was surprised by how hungry she was. She was also surprised by the taste of the meat. It wasn’t unpleasant. Just unusual. 


 “Is this chicken?” she asked.


Mal shook his head. “Pheasant.”

 “You sure?”

 “Pretty sure. Dad used to take me hunting, when I was a kid.”

 “You still go?”

 “No. Lost my taste for it.”

 “Pheasant?”

 “Killing animals. I’m not a hypocrite, though. I still a voracious carnivore. But not enough to go after it on my own.”


Deb took another bite, then sliced into one of the apples. The crisp fruit was a nice compliment to the gaminess of the meat.

 “So, Monk Creek,” she said. “What did you discover in your investigative reporting?”


Mal finished chewing, and swallowed. “The thing I liked best about being a cop was figuring things out. I didn’t like the violence, which is why I left the force to study journalism. So while researching this assignment, I wanted to learn about the history of the region, to use as a background for the interviews. And I found out some pretty strange things.”


Deb cut off another hunk of apple. “Such as?”


Mal polished his apple on his shirt and took a bite. “A lot of people disappear in these parts.”


When Deb finished chewing she said, “Quantify a lot.”

 “In the past forty years, more than five hundred people.”


Deb did the math in her head. “That’s only about one a month. Doesn’t seem like too many.”

 “Considering Monk Creek’s small population, that’s more than ten times the national average.”


She wiped some mayo from the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. “I’ve climbed the mountains here. It’s easy to get lost.”

 “But the majority of lost people get found. Either alive or dead. These people are gone. Vanished, without a trace. You’d think some of them would have been discovered.”

 “Odd,” Deb agreed. “Does anyone have any theories?”

 “That’s also strange. No one seems to think it means anything. Because most of the missing people are from different states, there’s no joint task force treating this like a single problem. The only unifying factor is the sheriff of Monk Creek. And he’s... interesting.”

 “In what way?”

 “I spoke with him on the phone. Let’s just say I’m not convinced all of his cylinders are firing.”

 “Why would the town hire him?”

 “Maybe that’s why the town hired him.”


Deb finished off her sandwich. “So it’s a big conspiracy?”


Mal shrugged. “Could be. Could be just a coincidence.”

 “You come up with anything else?”

 “Just one thing. The disappearances began after a specific event in the town’s history. There was a pharmaceutical plant that employed almost everyone in the area. It was closed down by the government in the early 60s, and the town began to die out. As the population dropped, the number of missing persons rose dramatically.”


Deb set the apple core aside, and went back to the cupcake she’d been licking. She peeled off the paper, thinking about five hundred people missing in this area. Missing, presumed dead.


How does something like that happen? Don’t these people have families? Didn’t the families know where they were going?


And yet, Deb herself never told anyone she was going mountain climbing that fateful day. One of many rookie mistakes she’d made. If she’d told someone, and had been overdue, maybe they could have sent help.


Deb felt a stab of adrenaline kick up her heart rate.


No one knows where I am now.


Last year, Deb had lost her parents. Mom, to cancer. Dad, to grief over Mom. The tough exterior Deb wore like armor kept anyone from getting close. 



So here she was, making the same rookie mistakes all over again.


I’m not mountain climbing, though.


No, I’m at a creepy inn, out in the middle of nowhere.


But this time, there is someone who knows where I am.


She glanced at Mal, who’d taken their plates and was dumping the apple cores and bread crust into the garbage can in the corner of the room. He lifted the can’s lid, peered inside, then made a face.

 “You okay?” Deb asked.

 “Remember when I said the meat was pheasant?” Mal asked.


Deb’s stomach turned a slow somersault. “What are you saying?” 


 “I think I was wrong.” Mal said. “It wasn’t pheasant at all.”

 



# # #

 



Maria’s alive.


The thought stunned Felix. After a year of hoping, despairing, and wondering, to finally have this confirmed was so overpowering he didn’t know whether to cheer, laugh, or weep.

 “What have you done to her, you son of a bitch?”


Cam pushed Felix aside and grabbed John by his flabby neck. He raised the hunting knife.

 “Answer me or I’ll scalp you.”


Felix reached out, ready to intervene, but John began to babble. It was a rant, mostly incoherent, but obviously sincere.

 “Blue blood. It’s blue. We all got blue blood. Me ‘n my brothers. Direct line to Charlemagne. Like the Presidents. Ma says it’s too pure. Too presidential ‘n strong. We get sick. We need mixin’.”

 “We bled her. Same as the others. Nice and slow.”

 “What the hell are you talking about?” Cam said.


But Felix thought he got it. “You need her blood.”


Cam looked at him. “Huh?”

 “Transfusions,” Felix said. He stared at John. “Is that why you’re so worried about bleeding?”

 “If’n I get cut, it don’t stop. Takes too long to heal up.”


Cameron shook his head. “No way. I don’t believe it.”

 “It’s true,” John implored. “We don’t hurt her none. We just use her for bleedin’. And...” John’s voice trailed off.

 “And, what?” Cam said.


John pursed his lips. Cam pointed the hunting knife at Jon’s face. An inch from his nose.

 “What!”

 “And makin’ babies,” John whispered.


Felix sank to his knees, feeling like someone had punched him. He’d been overwhelmed by emotion after hearing Maria was alive. Now, hearing why Maria had been taken—to be bled and raped by a family of psychos—it was too much to handle. 


 “Bullshit,” Cam said, shaking his head. “You’re lying.”

 “I ain’t. I ain’t lyin’.”

 “We’ll see.”


And then Cam stuck him with the knife. In his right arm, just below the shoulder. 



John screamed. High-pitched and loud, like a girl. Cam jammed the sock back into the hunter’s mouth, while Felix watched, slack-jawed, as blood began to soak John’s shirt.


The giant thrashed, breaking the chair, crashing to the floor. Landing on his broken fingers made him scream even louder, and he rolled onto his side, kicking to get the rope off his legs.


Felix tore off John’s sleeve to assess the injury. The knife wound did more than bleed. It gushed with John’s heartbeat, pumping out of his body with a lub-dub rhythm.

 “Wild,” Cam said. His face twisted into a grin.


Felix pressed his ruined hands to John’s wound, then spat out at Cam, “You asshole! If he dies we won’t find Maria!”


Cam stuck out his lower lip. “What do I do?”

 “My tool kit! In the truck! Get the superglue!”


Cam ran off. John flipped, onto his belly, knocking Felix away. Blood soaked the carpet beneath him. He pulled the sock out of John’s mouth and implored, “Where is she?”

 “Stop the bleedin’... gotta... stop the bleedin’”

 “Tell me where Maria is, and I’ll stop the blood.”

 “Turn...” John mumbled. 


 “Turn? Turn where?”

 “Turnikit...”


Shit. John’s going to die without giving up where she is.


They’d used all of the rope to tie John up. Felix could have cut off a length, used that, but John was too big to be able to control. Felix’s eyes wandered the room, frantic. They locked on the closet.


Hurrying to it, he grabbed a metal clothes hanger and stretched it in his hands, wincing as he bent back the hook on top. When the wire opened up, he tucked one end under John’s armpit. Then Felix brought the two ends together and began to twist the hanger around John’s biceps. It was easy at first. But once the wire began to meet with resistance, Felix didn’t have enough strength in his mangled fingers to make it tight.


Dammit, where’s Cam?


Felix picked up a broken chair leg and jammed that under the wire. He began to turn the leg, like a propeller, cinching the wire tight against John’s skin.


John moaned.


The wound still bled.


Gritting his teeth, Felix jammed the sock back into John’s mouth and twisted the leg even harder. 



The hanger pressed deep into John’s flabby arm, then broke the skin. More blood poured out, covering the wire. Felix tried to twist the wire off, and the blood dripped out of the split flesh like a towel being wrung out. 



No. No no no no...

 “John. Listen to me.” Felix grabbed John’s cheeks, which had grown sickly pale. “You need to tell me where she is.”

 “Help... me.”

 “I’ll help you. But I need to you tell me.”


John’s eyes glazed over, and he seemed to be looking far away. “Help... me... Dwight...”


Dwight?


Felix felt the gun press against the back of his head. He knew who Dwight was. The Sheriff of Monk Creek had been of no help to Felix during his quest, refusing even the simplest of requests. 


 “Stand up. Hands over your head. Slow and easy, or I’ll have to use force, like I did with your friend outside.”


Felix felt his entire world crumbling. He lifted up his hands.

 “This man tried to kill me, Sheriff. He’s got my fiancé. The one I told you about.”

 “Is that so?” 



The Sheriff grabbed Felix’s wrist, twisting his arm and forcing him face-first into the blood-soaked carpet. He felt the Sheriff put a foot on his back, and the handcuff go on.

 “You have to believe me,” Felix said, his words blowing a bubble of John’s blood. “Please.”

 “We’ll get to the truth of this whole situation.” The Sheriff gave his arm another rough twist, then slapped on the second cuff. “That’s for damn sure.”

 “Help me, Dwight,” John said again. His voice had gotten very weak.

 “You don’t look so good, Johnny. Where’s your styptic?”

 “I dunno, Dwight. In my truck.”

 “Shit lot of good it’s doin’ you there.”


Felix turned and looked up at the Sheriff. Though not as big as John, Dwight was a large, portly man, with a doughy face and a bald head. He was wearing a brown shirt and green slacks, his badge handing on his belt next to his gun. The Sheriff knelt next to John, and unwound the coat hanger.

 “Don’t move, dummy. I got to open the wound for this to work.”


The Sheriff unclipped a knife from his belt and brought the blade next to John’s arm.

 “Don’t... move.”


With a quick motion, the sheriff jammed the tip into the original wound and cut sideways. John howled, jerking his whole body sideways.

 “Goddamn it, John! I almost nicked my finger!”

 “It hurts! They broke my fingers, Dwight! They broke all my digits!”

 “I gotta expose the goddamn artery.”


The blood was really gushing now, almost like a water fountain. Felix watched the Sheriff pull a tan package out of his breast pocket. It had QuikClot printed on the paper. He tore off a corner and poured white powder into John’s wound. John yelped.

 “Shush, now. Stop being a baby.”

 “It burns, Dwight. B-burns bad.”

 “Hold still. I need to see if I got it all.”


John twitched. Felix stared at John’s arm. The powder indeed stopped all the bleeding. But there seemed to be another problem.

 “Jesus, Dwight! Hurts even worse!”


Felix could see why. The hemostatic agent apparently had stopped the blood from leaking out, but it hadn’t stopped the internal bleeding. John’s triceps began to expand, like a balloon.

 “I’m gonna have to open you up again, John. Hold on, I got more styptic in the car.”

 “No! Please, Dwight!”


Without provocation, the Sheriff kicked Felix in the side, so hard he actually saw red.

 “Now don’t you move none, or I’ll make it worse for you,” he told Felix. Then he lumbered off. 



My gun. It’s in the sink.


Felix pressed his head into the sopping carpet, then pulled his knees up under him. He got to his feet, unsteady, feeling like puking again, and staggered into the bathroom. The Beretta was still there. He backed up against the sink, reaching his cuffed hands behind him, seeking the gun.


The sink was deep, the bowl curved, and every time he touched it, the weapon slid away from him. His fingers, wrapped in bandages, had no feeling in them, and he couldn’t see what he was doing over his shoulder.


He felt fresh sweat break out on his forehead, stinging his scalp wound. 



Slow and easy, Felix. You can do it.


Nudge.


Miss.


Nudge.


Miss.


He eyed the door, expecting the Sheriff to come in any second.


Wait... I’ve got handcuff keys in my front pocket...


He’d put them there after cuffing John on the highway. Felix tried to bring his hands around, but he couldn’t even get a finger in his pocket, let along reach for the keys.


No time. Go for the gun.


He backed up to the sink again, stretching his arms.


Concentrate. Reach your hands in deeper.


Felix blinked back tears, held his breath, and locked his right hand around the butt of the gun.


Now what? 



He tried to bring the gun around, and shoot forward from the hip, but there wasn’t enough play in the cuffs. The best he could aim was sideways. Felix wasn’t a very good shot in ideal conditions. He doubted, with the stance, he could even hit the wall while standing up against it. 


 “Now, what do we have here?”


Startled, Felix spun around, pressing the trigger.


The shot missed the Sheriff by a good five feet.


However, it didn’t miss John. The hunter’s head jerked back, and the back of his skull popped off. Brains spilled out like a dropped bowl of oatmeal.


The Sheriff was on Felix in three steps, punching him in the jaw, stepping on his neck when he fell and yanking the gun from his hand.

 “Looks like you just went from assault to homicide, boy.”

 “Sheriff, you have to listen. John has my fiancé. He and his brothers have her someplace.”


The Sheriff didn’t seem to be paying attention. He got on one knee next to John, and closed the man’s staring eyes.

 “Styptic won’t fix this one, hoss.” He blew out a breath. “Look at all that blood.”

 “Sheriff... listen to me!”


The Sheriff’s eyes centered on Felix. Felix saw no mercy there.

 “No, you listen to me. You’re going to get into my car and not speak one more peep, or I’m going to shoot out both your knees. You got that, boy?”


Felix nodded.


The Sheriff manhandled Felix to his feet, and roughly pulled him out the front door. The squad car was there, and there were several motel guests with their doors open.

 “Everyone back inside,” the Sheriff ordered. “The situation has been taken care of.”


The Sheriff opened the rear door of his car and shoved Felix into the back seat, next to Cam. Cam’s nose was bleeding freely, and his face was the epitome of sullen. He had his hands behind his back; apparently handcuffed like Felix.

 “Asshole snuck up on me. Probably gonna take me back to the nuthouse. You find out where they’re keeping Maria?”


Felix gave his head one quick, brief shake. “John’s dead.”

 “Shouldn’t be too hard to find out where he lives.”

 “What does it matter, Cam? We’re fucked.”


The car bounced on its shocks as the Sheriff climbed in. He adjusted his rear-view mirror, looked Felix square in the eyes, and started the car.


When he pulled out onto the road, Felix was confused. He whispered to Cam, “This isn’t the way to the police station.”

 “What are you two hens cluckin’ about?” the Sheriff demanded.


Felix slunk back in his seat. “Town. It’s the other direction.” 


 “I ain’t takin’ you to town.” The Sheriff grinned, showing his crooked brown teeth, and Felix felt his mouth go dry. “I got other plans for you boys.”

 



# # #

 



The machine whirs and clicks, spins and pumps. The IV drains blood out of Maria’s right arm, passing it through the siphoning mechanism, and pumping into George. He also has an IV sucking blood out of him, feeding it back into Maria’s left arm.


A trade. Blood in, blood out.


This has been done to Maria dozens of times, and it never fails to revolt her. Exchanging blood with these monsters—she thinks of them as monsters rather than human beings—is almost worse than when they climb on top of her. But the revulsion goes beyond the awareness that their diseased blood is in her body. Their blood actually causes her to feel sick. 



These freaks are ill. Seriously ill. They bleed from the slightest injury, and the bleeding doesn’t stop on its own. If they don’t get a transfusion every few weeks, they die.


Maria isn’t sure why she’s still alive. Apparently whatever disease they have isn’t fatal to her. Perhaps she’s immune. Perhaps it can’t be passed on. Perhaps her body cleans their dirty blood, like some sort of human dialysis machine. However it works, Maria knows that she, and other captives like her, are keeping these mistakes of nature alive.


The process takes a few hours, and it’s nearly done. Afterward, the monsters line up, eager for a chance to impregnate her. Maria has tried to tell Eleanor that she can’t have children, that her ovaries don’t work, but that hasn’t stalled their efforts. Eleanor endlessly prattles on about the presidential blood line, about having heirs, and she has some grotesque, grandiose delusions about her legacy. So convinced of her own importance, Eleanor often lies down alongside Maria, and has sex with her own monstrous children and grandchildren in some twisted attempt to produce more monsters.


Though not deformed, Eleanor is the biggest monster of all.


Maria looks around. The freaks are huddled together, grunting at one another. They don’t talk much. Some are mentally retarded, from either inbreeding or birth defects or both, and unable to converse. They’re missing limbs, or have too many, or their appendages are under-developed or in the wrong place. Some have heads that are too large, some too small. Many have harelips. Few of them have hair, and they’re all sickly pale and smell sour. 


 “All done,” Eleanor says. She’s lifting her dress up over her head. “Let’s line up, children. It’s time to make babies.”


George pulls the transfusion needles from his arms, quickly sealing his wounds with a white powder. He turns to Maria and says, “Me first.”


Maria forces down the gorge rising in her throat; vomiting while wearing a ball gag could cause her to choke to death. 



George presses the cattle prod to her stomach, then unstraps her feet and hands.


She closes her eyes and thinks of Felix. She imagines him bursting in right now, killing all of the monsters, and taking her away from here. 



Will he still want me, after all I’ve been through?


Of course he will. 



It’s been a year since she’s seen him. Felt his touch. Heard his voice. A long, agonizing, nightmarish year.


George frees her hands, then paws at her pants.


She imagines being with Felix. They’re sitting on a porch, drinking lemonade, holding hands. The sun is out. The breeze smells like cut grass.


And since it’s a fantasy, she also imagines the child they can’t have. A toddler, roaming the lawn, chasing a butterfly, or a dog. 



She can even imagine the dog barking.


Maria hears it again, and opens her eyes.

 “elpDog! There’s a dog!”


Maria watches as Calvin bursts into the room. He’s the one with the unibrow and the flipper hands, one of which is being nipped at by a German Shepherd. Maria is overjoyed to see the animal. She’s even more elated when the dog snarls and barks at Eleanor and her monstrous brood, forcing them to back away.


The freaks are terrified. And they should be. A single bite could kill them. And this dog is big and looks eager to bite.


George, his broad face a mask of fear, pokes at the animal with the cattle prod. The dog takes a quick zap in the muzzle, then darts away. Its lips curl back, exposing long, sharp teeth, and it attacks in a frenzy, biting George’s hand five or six times in the blink of an eye.


George screams, dropping the prod. The new blood he’s just received bursts out of his hand in all directions, like a 4th of July firework. He turns, running for Eleanor, dropping to his knees.

 “The styptic, Ma! The styptic!”


The dog lunges again, biting at the back of George’s thigh, clamping down tight and shaking its head back and forth.


The freaks are in a panic, a wall of misshapen bodies climbing all over each other in an effort to get away. They’re flooding out the exit. Some of them are being trampled. Eleanor looks at George, then at Maria, radiating hate.

 “Get the girl!” she yells at her brood.


Maria knows she’s terribly outnumbered, and there’s a mad dog loose, but she decides then and there to die before she lets them take her back to her cell. She reaches for the dropped cattle prod.


Most of the monsters ignore Eleanor, but a few form a circle around her. Maria swings the prod, keeping them at bay, turning this way and that way so none can sneak up behind her. With her free hand she unbuckles the ball gag, lets it fall to the floor. She’s light-headed, and the nausea is starting to take hold. Normally, after an ordeal in the Room, she sleeps for a long time. Maria fights the feeling, keeping on the balls of her feet, determined to stay alert. 



Someone grabs at her, and she sticks him with the cattle prod. The burst of light and the accompanying sizzle and scream give her strength. She whirls around, stabbing the prod into a creature’s bloated face. Then an avalanche of sour flesh rams into her, forcing her to the floor, pinning her under its weight. She twists the prod around, zaps whoever is on top of her. There’s a cry, but she’s still trapped. There are too many freaks on top of her. She can’t move.


She can’t even breathe.


Maria grunts, pushing with all of her strength. She’s not going to smother. Not now. Not this close to escape. But the fetid, shifting mass of flesh atop her is too heavy to move. Her hair is yanked. A filthy, malformed baby’s arm with seven fingers tugs at the corner of her mouth as her face is pressed into the dirt floor.


She tries to suck in some air, but the weight is too much.


I’m sorry, Felix. I tried.


And then, miraculously, the mass shifts. One monster rolls off, screaming. Then another. Maria pushes herself onto her side, gasping for oxygen. She watches as the dog—the beautiful, terrifying dog—tears into another freak, pulling him off of her.


They’re all scrambling for the door now, dragging their wounded, of which there are many. The dog is on top of the last freak, one with a blockish, Frankenstein head and hands that look like pincers. It’s tearing at the monster’s throat. Maria looks at the door, trades a hateful glance with Eleanor as she abandons her child and closes it shut.


Maria sits up, clutching the prod in both hands. The dog bites the freak until it stops moving, until a good portion of its neck is hanging limp from the dog’s jaws.


The dog shakes its head, releasing its prize. Then it looks at Maria and snarls.

 “Good boy,” Maria manages to say. Her voice is raspy. She can’t remember the last time she’s spoken.


The dog hunkers down, the hair on its back standing up. It growls, low and deep, its lips raised and bearing teeth.

 “Sit,” Maria orders.


The dog stalks forward. It’s not looking at Maria. It’s looking at the cattle prod.


Maria sets it down. “Sit!” she says again.


Incredibly, the dog sits. Its tongue lolls out of its mouth.

 “Good dog! Come.”


The dog bounds forward, and Maria almost screams when it pounces on her.


But it’s a happy pounce, tail wagging. The dog’s bloody tongue is warm on Maria’s cheek. She grabs its muzzle and hugs it tight. The feeling is so good, so pure, she can’t stop the tears from coming.

 “Good dog. Can you shake?”


The dog offers its paw. Maria shakes it gladly.

 “What’s your name, boy?” She fumbles for his collar while he licks her. “JD. I swear to God, JD, if we get out of this, I’m buying you steak every day for the rest of your life.”


JD approves of this, wagging his tail even more.


Maria stands up. She knows Eleanor and her boys will be back, with weapons. Maybe even guns. 



She goes to the door, tries the knob. Locked.


Maria slams her shoulder into it. The door is solid. It won’t budge.


I can’t give up. Not now. Not when I’m this close.


But as Maria looks around the room, she has no clue how they can escape.

 



# # #


Letti Pillsbury stood in the doorway of the Ulysses S. Grant room, looking at her mother crouch on the floor.

 “Do you normally check under the bed every place you sleep?” Letti asked.

 “Hmm? No, of course not.” Florence stood up, smoothing some imaginary wrinkles from her pants. She looked perturbed, which wasn’t something Letti could ever recall seeing.

 “Okay, then. You wanted to talk. Let’s talk.”


The older woman seemed confused, and for a moment Letti questioned her mother’s health. After all, her health was the reason she was moving in with her and Kelly.

 “I want you to understand, Letti.”

 “Understand what, Florence?” Letti crossed her arms, determined not to make it easy for her.

 “Why I didn’t come to your husband’s funeral.”

 “I know why you didn’t come, Florence. You were off in Bosnia or Ethiopia or one of your other causes.”

 “I was in Mumbai. Doing volunteer work, Letti, during the floods. We were saving lives. Peter, bless your husband’s heart, was already dead. There wasn’t anything I could do for him.”


She doesn’t get it. Maybe she never will.

 “Peter didn’t need you, Florence. I did.”


Florence raised an eyebrow. “So you’re saying your grief is more important than building a dam that saved three hundred lives?”


Letti refused to let her eyes tear up. “I was devastated. I needed my mother.”

 “I raised you so you wouldn’t need me.”

 “You’re impossible,” Letti turned to leave. She felt Florence’s hand on her shoulder.

 “What do you want me to say, Letti? That I made the wrong choice? You’re strong. Always were. Peter’s death was a terrible tragedy, but I knew you could handle it. Mumbai needed me more.”


This is a waste of time. She’ll die before she apologizes.


But she’s right. I am strong. And I will not cry. 



Letti spun around, feeling the scowl take over her face. “If Mumbai is so goddamn important, why didn’t you go running there when you were diagnosed with cancer?”


Florence flinched. Letti immediately felt bad for saying it, but she was on a roll.

 “You didn’t, though. You came to me, Florence. Me and Kelly. I thought it was because you wanted to mend fences. To get to know your granddaughter. But money is the real reason, isn’t it? You gave away all of yours, helping strangers. Now you need a place to die, and my house is a free hospice.”


Florence kept her face calm, but Letti saw something behind it crack. “Oh... Letti... is that what you think?”


Letti bit her lower lip. She felt the tears coming, but refused to blink. “We needed you, Florence. Kelly and I. And you weren’t there. But now you need us, and here we are. Maybe Mumbai built a big stature to Saint Florence for saving their village. But I never wanted to be raised by a saint. I wanted a Mom.”

 “And I wasn’t a mother to you.” Florence said it as a statement.

 “Mothers nurture.” Letti said. She felt the tear roll down her cheek. “Mothers support. Mothers show up at the goddamn funeral when their daughters lose their husbands.”


Florence said nothing. She just stood there, stoic as ever.


I might as well be talking to a statue.

 “It’s so important to me for you to understand why I did it, Letti.”

 “I know why you did it, Florence. But I’ll never understand it. And I’ll never forgive you for it.”


Florence opened her mouth, but no sound came out.


Point. Match. Game.


So why did it still feel like losing?


Letti walked out of the room, shutting the door behind her. She went down the hall to the Grover Cleveland room and let herself in. For a moment, she felt like giving in to the tears, crying her eyes out. But she pushed the feeling down. The last time she cried was at Peter’s funeral. She’d lost two people that day. Her husband, and her mother. 



Letti wouldn’t allow herself to cry over her mother again.


She took a deep breath through her nose, let it out slow through her mouth. Like she’d been taught. All during her youth, Florence had subjected Letti to countless instructors, coaches, and senseis, in countless sports, martial arts, and disciplines. Florence thought dropping Letti off at a dojo or a yoga class was a substitute for parenting. But none of her many teachers could fill the void Letti felt, and none could teach her how to deal with her resentment.


Letti took another slower, deeper breath, letting her heart rate slow down. The room smelled strange, and the decorations were even more so. 



Damn, this is one creepy place.


If Letti hadn’t known what Grover Cleveland looked like before coming to this room, she certainly did now. Everywhere she looked, there were pictures and drawings and photos of the chubby, moustached President. He was on the curtains, the walls, the bedspread, the doors, and even the lampshades. 



That Eleanor Roosevelt has some issues. Hell, she has a whole subscription.


Letti undressed down to her panties, letting her clothes stay where they fell. She was exhausted, bone weary, but her mind refused to shut off. Sleep would be elusive. 



She considered taking a shower, but standing up for those few extra minutes seemed like a tremendous chore. And, for some strange reason, she didn’t feel comfortable being naked.


Letti crossed her arms across her breasts, considering the feeling. It wasn’t shame. Letti had toned her body to be all it could be, and was proud of her efforts. 



No, what Letti felt was something closer to fear.


What am I afraid of? I’m alone.


Still, she opened her suitcase next to the bed, and quickly tugged on a tee shirt. After a quick look around the room, checking for leering boogeymen, she took her toiletry bag into the bathroom and began to brush her teeth.


The bathroom was also funky, both in odor and in decor. The large poster of Grover Cleveland facing the toilet seemed to stare right at her. Letti had an irrational urge to hang a towel over its eyes.


The water from the sink was off-color, and tasted funny, so Letti brushed without swallowing any. She finished quickly and crawled into bed, wrapping herself up in Grover Cleveland sheets. Letti automatically reached for the remote control on the night stand next to the bed, but didn’t see it. And there was an obvious reason why; the room had no TV. 



Annoyed, Letti wondered how she’d ever be able to fall asleep. Her normal ritual involved talk shows and infomercials until she couldn’t keep her eyes open anymore. The silence in this room was much too loud.


She thought about getting up, going to Kelly’s room. Maybe her daughter had a TV. Or maybe she’d let Letti borrow her iPod. YouTube was a sorry substitute for Leno, but it would have to do.


Letti was peeling back the covers when her eyes caught on something setting on the dresser.


A book.


Been a while since I read a book. 



She padded over to it, and realized it wasn’t a regular book at all. It was a hardbound journal. On its cover, in detailed script, were the words The Rushmore Inn.


Letti immediately knew what it was. She’d stayed in bed and breakfasts before. The proprietors often left journals in the rooms, so people could document their stay. Curious as to what guests would say about this odd little Inn, Letti picked up the journal and climbed back into bed. 



The first page was written in deliberate, ornate cursive. 


 



10/23/1975


The Inn is practically hidden out here in the woods, but Henry and I find the accommodations and the proprietor quite charming. Henry hasn’t returned from hunting yet. While I hope he had fun, I also hope he doesn’t bring any of those ghastly birds home. They’re such a mess to prepare. Our vows said nothing about “plucking.”


I hear someone downstairs. Maybe it’s him. Maybe I’ll surprise him by being naked when he comes to bed.


He’s walking up the hall now. I’m going take off my

 



The last sentence just ended there, without punctuation. Letti turned to the next page, and found it was ripped out. She began reading the next entry, done in a different hand.

 



May 19, 1979


My second night here. I don’t like it. There are strange smells, and right now I hear something moving in the walls. It’s another two days before Blake and the other men come back from their mountain climbing, and I almost wish I went with them. Marcus’s wife has come down with something. She’s slurring her speech like she’s drunk, but she swears she hasn’t touched any liquor, and her breath doesn’t smell. I hope Blake comes back soon.

 



Again, more missing pages. 



This is pretty creepy stuff.


Letti listened, to see if she heard anything in the walls. There was nothing but silence. Though she knew the journal was getting to her, Letti moved on to the next entry.

 



July 24, 1984


I can’t believe we found this place. It’s so deep in the woods I don’t know how it stays in business. Especially since our room was free, and we seem to be the only ones here. My wife thinks it’s all incredibly kitschy. I think it’s just weird. If this new job pans out, I’ll make some real money and take her on a proper honeymoon. But I love her, so it doesn’t matter where we are, as long as there’s a bed. Though last night, I could have sworn I heard something UNDER the bed. 


 



Feeling foolish, but also a bit freaked out, Letti peeked over the side of the bed. She grabbed the dust ruffle with her hand, set her jaw, and lifted it up.


Nothing. 



Florence would find my paranoia amusing. I need to get a grip.


Letti considered putting the journal down, but that would have proved it was scaring her. Instead, she skipped ahead, skimming bits and pieces. It stayed true to the theme. Brief, spooky paragraphs, followed by missing pages. 


 



August 14, 1991


Paula is still upset about the “monster” she said she saw in the woods. Something with two heads. I think she’s seeing things. We both seem to have the flu, though neither of us has a fever. Can’t wait to get out of this place.

 



Two pages missing.

 



June 1998


Barry hasn’t returned yet. I’m getting worried. I hear noises. I hope we get the car fixed soon so we can leave.

 



Page missing.

 



9/19/02


It’s the middle of nowhere. There’s no place to run. What am I supposed to do?

 



Another page torn out.

 



6/2005


This place is really fucked up. I think we’re gonna die here.

 



More missing pages. Letti turned to the most recent entry.

 



June 12, 2007


Exhausted. Iron Woman training is both the hardest and the most rewarding thing I’ve ever done. I wish I was at the event hotel, but this isn’t a bad substitute. And you can’t beat the price, even though this place is sort of scary. I___

 



The “I” trailed off, making a pen mark that went all the way down to the bottom of the page. Like someone bumped the writer. And on the bottom of the page...


Brown stains. Like blood drops.


Letti looked around the room, feeling goosebumps raise up on her arms. This had to be some sort of prank. A gag journal, to amuse the guests.


But Letti wasn’t amused. She was seriously weirded out. 



I need to check on Kelly.


She was getting ready to toss the journal aside and hop out of bed when a mark on the page caught her eye. A black mark.


Letti turned the page past the final entry, and saw a child’s handwriting, written in black crayon.

 


Letti scratched at the printing with her fingernail, getting black wax underneath. The familiar smell of crayon wafted up at her, reminding Letti of when Kelly was younger. But Kelly’s childhood printing never looked so... creepy.


Letti turned to the next page.

 


Letti’s head shot up. She scanned the room, listening for strange sounds, feeling like someone was indeed watching her, and at the same time knowing it was crazy to be thinking that.


It’s a joke. A dumb, sick joke. When I see Eleanor again, I’m going to tell that crazy old hag what I think of her stupid little Inn.


Letti stared down at the journal again. She touched the top corner of the page, ready to turn it.


Do I really want to keep reading this BS?


No. I should go check on my daughter. 



Letti began to close the book, and stopped.


They’re only words on paper. I don’t need to be afraid of them.


So why am I?


Letti chewed her lower lip, undecided what to do next.


Florence would think I’m a real chicken. She was in a war zone for four years, and I can’t even read a silly journal.


Letti turned the page, feeling her breath catch.

 


Letti sprang out of bed, backpedalling to the opposite side of the room, her eyes glued to the closet.


There’s no one in there.


But how do they know my name?


Letti wondered if Kelly somehow had fabricated this, had put the journal in her room. She loved scary movies.


But Kelly hasn’t been in this room.


Could she have snuck in while I was talking to Florence?


That seemed a lot more plausible than someone named Grover hiding in the closet. 



And if Grover really is in the closet, why would he tell me?


Letti set her jaw.


It’s a joke. Stop being a baby.


She marched over to the closet, grabbed the knob, and with no hesitation pulled the door open, staring up at the tall, deformed man with the bloodshot eyes and the crazy smile on his face.

 “You’re pretty,” Grover said in a high voice. “Like Kelly.”


Letti froze in shock. As the scream welled up in her throat, Grover grabbed Letti around the back of the head with one huge hand and pressed a wet towel to her face with another. 



Letti got over her surprise quickly, and her body went on autopilot, executing the self-defense moves Florence drilled into her head years ago. First came a fist to the throat, followed by a heel grind to the instep.


She hit fast and hard, holding her breath, waiting for him to stagger back.


Grover didn’t stagger. The punch to his neck missed his Adam’s apple, because it wasn’t where it should have been. Her hand sunk into doughy neck fat, and bounced off harmlessly. Letti’s kick was similarly ineffective. Her bare heel bounced off what seemed like steel-toed boots.


She quickly followed up with a knee to the groin, putting her weight behind it.


Her knee connected with... nothing.


Along with his other defects, Grover didn’t seem to have genitals.


Letti didn’t give up yet. Still refusing to breathe in, she cupped her hands and slapped them against Grover’s ears, trying to burst his eardrums. 



This time Grover did react. He stuck his lower lip out and started to cry, the tears running down his misshapen face. But he didn’t let go. Instead, he pulled Letti tight to his body. She continued to punch and kick, but she didn’t have any room to swing, and her blows did little damage.


Finally, no longer having a choice, Letti inhaled.


The liquid soaking the towel burned her nose and throat when she sucked it in, and for a moment Letti felt like everything was okay, that she was completely safe, and it was perfectly reasonable to fall asleep right now.


A bit of panic-fueled realization got through—I’m being drugged—and she lashed out one more time, reaching for Grover’s eyes, smearing the tears on his cheeks.


But before she could gouge them out, the darkness took her.

 



# # #

 



Mal Deiter stared into the garbage can at the severed head. He debated picking it up, showing it to Deb, but rightfully decided that wasn’t in good taste.

 “What did I just eat, Mal?” Deb asked, an edge to her voice.

 “It wasn’t pheasant,” Mal replied, eyeing the small beak. “It was partridge.”

 “You mean like in a pear tree?”

 “His pear tree days are over.”


Mal discarded the remnants of their snack, then closed the lid. He faced Deb and saw she wasn’t amused. 



Too bad. Deb was an attractive woman, but when she smiled, she was dazzling. So far, Mal hadn’t been able to make her smile more than a few times, even though he was trying his damnedest. Deb was too guarded which was a shame. If she relaxed a bit, Mal knew he could really fall for her. But he doubted Deb would let him get close enough for that to happen.


For the time being, he tried to reign in his feelings and keep things professional. Even guarded, Deb was an interesting person, and he liked being around her. He was already trying to think up some good excuse to call her after the interview ended.

 “So what’s your impression of our hostess?” Mal said, taking his seat. “I’m thinking about calling The Addams Family, seeing if one of them is missing.”


Deb’s mouth curled in the faintest smirk, and the lines on her forehead smoothed out. 


 “You might want to call the White House instead. These decorations are mind-blowing.”

 “They’re unpresidented.”


This time Deb actually did smile, full wattage, and it lit up the room.

 “Thanks for splitting a partridge sandwich with me, Mal. I think I’m going to turn in. Long day.”


Mal wracked his brain to come up with some reason to keep talking. Another interview question? Something more personal? A joke?


Then he saw Deb stifle a yawn with the back of her hand, and realized the proper thing to do was let her get some sleep. She was, after all, competing in a triathlon.

 “I’ll walk you up.”


They took the stairs slowly, silently, but the silence wasn’t awkward. When they arrived at Deb’s room, Mal felt a tinge of uncertainty, like he’d just been on a date and was unsure if he should try for the kiss.


Deb unlocked her door, then turned and looked up at him. For the briefest of moments, Mal saw in her eyes the same desire he felt.


Should I try it?


Then Deb stuck out her hand.


The goodnight handshake. Ugh. That’s even worse than the goodnight peck on the cheek.

 “It’s been a pleasure meeting you, Mr. Deiter.”


He folded her hand into his. “The pleasure has been all mine, Ms. Novachek. See you in the morning.”


Mal let the touch linger. So did Deb. Her eyes were big and her chin was titled up and all the signals were there, so Mal went for it. He leaned down, parting his lips, and got a faceful of hair when she abruptly turned around.


Deb slipped into her room and closed the door behind her, leaving Mal standing there like a dork. He recalled what Deb told him earlier.

 “How old are we, twelve?”


He sure felt like it. 



Mal let himself into his room. Several dozen Harry S. Trumans stared at him, and they all seemed to be thinking what Mal was thinking.


Smooth move, Casanova.


Mal padded into the bathroom, stripped off his shirt and pants, and took a leak. Then he turned his attention to the shower. Unlike the rest of the room, which was decorated in late 60s Norman Bates, the shower stood apart by appearing modern. It was a walk-in, with a floor-to-ceiling glass door, and the shower head was big and chrome and new. 



Mal turned the knob to scald and stepped inside. The water was rust-colored, and smelled medicinal, but the stream was strong and felt good on his body. He opened the little box of soap in the soap dish and worked up a lather. Also in the soap dish was a mini bottle of shampoo. Mal unscrewed the top, dumped the brown contents into his hand, and raised it to his head.


That’s when the smell hit him.


A foul, rotten smell, like meat gone bad. He brought his hand to his face, sniffed the shampoo, and almost puked.


It’s not shampoo. It’s blood. Old, decaying blood.


Revolted, he pawed at his head, trying to get the gunk off. He could feel little pieces—clots—become tangled in his hair. Mal felt his stomach twist again, the partridge sandwich struggling to get out like it still had fluttering wings. Doubling over, Mal took deep breaths, watching gunky, brown blood swirl down the drain. He put a hand on the glass door to steady himself, wiping off a streak of steam—

 —and saw someone standing in the bathroom.


Startled, Mal backed into the corner of the shower, watching the figure approach. Once he got over the initial shock, his mind tried to make sense of what was happening.


Deb? Coming back for that good night kiss?


Another guest, who walked into the wrong room?


Eleanor Roosevelt’s son, the one with the truck who was supposed to take them back into town?


Someone trying to do me harm?


Mal hollered above the water spray, “Who’s there?”


The person didn’t answer. He came up to the door and stood there.


Christ, he’s huge.

 “Who the hell are you?”


The giant didn’t reply.


Mal’s heart went into overdrive. This whole situation felt like it was happening to someone else, and it was so far removed from reality that he wasn’t sure how to react. That he was naked made the vulnerability even more intense. 


 “What do you want?”


The man stayed silent, continuing to stare.

 “Get the fuck out of here, asshole!”


More silence. More staring.


Mal felt like his legs couldn’t support him anymore. He’d been in confrontations before. Shoving matches in bars with men who’d had a few too many. Once, a fist fight in high school, that resulted in a black eye. 



But this was something different. Something very bad.


This isn’t someone in the wrong room. This is someone who wants to hurt me.


Mal reached up, wiping his palm across the glass so he could see the man’s face.


Holy shit! What’s wrong with his—


The door jerked open, the giant’s hand reaching for Mal’s neck. Mal danced under the grab, making a fist, letting it fly.


His fist hit the man in the face—

 —and sunk in to the gaping hole between his upper lip and his nose.


Mal’s knuckles were engulfed in something warm and wet; snot, saliva, or both. He recoiled, pulling his hand out of the giant’s harelip, and got shoved back against the shower wall.


Then a wet towel was pushed over Mal’s face. When he tried to breathe, his lungs filled with an acrid stench that Mal knew all too well. From his cop days, busting huffers—kids who inhaled chemicals to get high.


Ether. He’s trying to knock me...


That was Mal’s last thought before he spun into unconsciousness.

 



# # #

 



I should have kissed him.


Deb sat on the Teddy Roosevelt bedspread, staring at the door, willing Mal to knock on it. She had wanted to kiss him. She had really wanted it. But when he went for it she chickened out, no doubt humiliating him. 



He’s not going to knock. He’s not ever going to try it again.


Deb closed her eyes and fell back onto the bed, sighing deeply.


I can run triathlons, but I don’t have the guts to kiss a guy I like. Pathetic.


She thought back to Scott, her last boyfriend. He patiently waited during her months of recovery, and when they finally tried to have sex again for the first time since her accident, he couldn’t get it up. Her cheeks burned at the memory.

 “I’m sorry, Deb. I can’t.”

 “Why, Scott? I’m the same woman.”

 “You’re... grotesque.”


Mal didn’t seem to find her grotesque. And Deb doubted he’d have any sort of problems in bed.


But Deb knew she had problems. Body image problems. Mobility problems. Self-confidence problems. 



She wasn’t comfortable letting another human being see her bare stumps. How was she supposed to get completely naked with somebody?


I’m so sick of hating myself.


Deb opened her eyes, struck by an intriguing thought.


I could go to his room.


Not to sleep with him. Deb knew she wasn’t ready for that. But she could at least kiss the guy good night.


It had been so long since she’d kissed a guy.


Deb pushed herself off the bed, and walked to the door. When her hand rested on the knob, she paused.


Now I’ve gone from being a chicken to being needy.


She thought about what was worse, cowardice or insecurity, and decided cowardice was worse.


Deb stepped into the hall and walked over to Mal’s room. Surprisingly, his door was open a crack.


Is he expecting me?


Deb hesitated again. 



Knock? Go back? Or go in?


She knocked lightly.


No answer.


Deb lightly bounced up and down on her Cheetahs, trying to decide her next move. If he left the door open by accident, going in would be a bad move. 



But who leaves their door open accidentally?


Deb went inside. Immediately, she realized why he didn’t respond when she knocked. She heard the shower, and saw steam coming out from under the bathroom door.


He isn’t expecting me.


For a moment she debated walking into the bathroom and joining him in the shower. It was purely fantasy—she just wasn’t the type to do that, legs or no legs.
But she let herself imagine how it would unfold. Maybe she could say something clever, like, “Is there room for two?” Or maybe she’d just slip in behind him, and start washing his back.


Damn it, I should have just kissed him.


The shower cut off. 



I could wait here. Surprise him when he walks out. “Your door was open. I thought maybe we could give that kiss another try.”


The bathroom door creaked, pushing outward.


Deb turned fast and got out of there. Heart pounding, she slunk back into her room and locked the door behind her.

 “Nice, Deb,” she said to herself. “Real mature.”


Annoyed with herself, she hobbled into the bathroom to check out the clawfoot tub. Earlier, all she wanted to do was take a nice, hot bubblebath. Deb loved bubblebaths. She loved being weightless while immersed in water, and getting the suds high enough to imagine that under them, her body was whole.


But looking at it now, she saw how steep and high the bathtub’s edges were. Unlike modern hotels, there was no hand bar or railing next to the tub. That meant getting in and out would involve flopping over the edge. The tile floor was probably cold, and there weren’t enough towels to cover it. Then, afterward, Deb would have to put her prosthetics back on to get into bed.


A whole lot of work for a bit of relaxation. Besides, she didn’t like that gigantic framed poster of Theodore Roosevelt that faced the toilet. 



It seems to be looking right at me.


Deb decided against the bath. She’d get up early, deal with it then. Right now, she just wanted to sleep and try to forget this day ever happened. She took off her fanny pack, placed it on the sink, and pulled out her toothbrush and toothpaste. The water was gross, but she made do. Afterward, she picked up a hand towel and left the bathroom. Then she sat on the edge of the bed and undressed down to her underwear.


I really hate this part.


Deb hit the release valves on her prosthetics, breaking the suction. She eased them off and set the Cheetahs on the floor, next to the bed. Then she rolled down the gel sock, sheathing the vestige of her left calf. A day’s worth of accumulated sweat dripped onto the floor. Deb wiped the sheath with the towel and gave it a tentative sniff. 



Not too funky. I can get another wear out of it.


She pulled the silicone end pad out of the bottom, dried it off, and repeated the process with the other side, setting the sheaths on the night stand. Then Deb finally looked at her legs.


The amputations were transtibial; below the knee. Her left leg was three inches longer than her right, and both came to tapered ends. Deb hated that they were uneven—it made her feel even more deformed. To make the complete package reach eleven on the hideous scale, each leg had raised, ugly scars, from her surgery, and from her cougar injuries. On top of all that, she needed to shave.


Yuck, Deb thought. I’m a monster.


She always thought that when she looked at her stumps.


Her skin below each knee was pruned and red. The gel sheet provided cushioning, but Deb sweat so much she got heat rash. The alternative was to wear stump socks, which would wick away sweat just like regular socks did. Unfortunately, the suction of the prosthetics weren’t as tight when she wore socks, and Deb didn’t want to risk having a leg fall off while in motion. Still, she’d eventually have to come up with some sort of compromise. Even the strongest antiperspirants didn’t do much to help. 



She draped the towel over her legs, then began to dry her stumps, massaging the muscles. 



For half a second she pictured someone else doing the massage. Mal.


The fantasy ended with Mal gagging and running away. 



You’re... grotesque.


Yes. Yes I am. And it’s my own stupid fault.


Deb considered jumping into the self-pity pool and wallowing around, but she was presently too tired to hate herself. Instead she yawned, then flicked off the light switch next to the bed. The room went dark, and Deb buried her face in the Roosevelt pillowcase, letting her mind blank out.


Less than a minute later, she heard something creak.


Like someone is walking toward the bed.


Deb’s eyelids snapped open, and she fumbled for the light switch.


The room was empty.


She waited, riding out the adrenaline, her heart dancing a rhumba. But there were no more noises. No one around.


Okay. Old houses creak. No need to get paranoid about it. The door is locked. I’m alone. I need to go back to sleep. 



She hit the switch, adjusted the pillow, and rested her head.


Creak, creak, creak.


Closer this time.


The light on once again, Deb sat up in bed. No one was in the room. She wondered if there was some reasonable explanation for this. Maybe the creaks were coming from the floor below. Or next door. Or maybe she was hearing something else that she mistook for footsteps. 



But it didn’t sound nearby. It sounded like it was coming from in the room.


She waited longer this time. Waited for the creaking to come back. 



There was only silence. 



Deb put her head back down, but she left the light on. If there was another creaking noise, she wanted to be able to see what was causing it. 



Is someone messing with me?


Who? I’m alone in here.


After another long minute, she closed her eyes. She let her mind wander, and it found its way back to Mal. Cute guy. Obviously interested. All Deb needed to do was get out of her own way, and let things develop. If she stopped second-guessing everything, stopped thinking ten steps ahead, maybe she could actually—


Creak.


Deb opened her eyes, wide.


The creak came from right under my bed.


Moving slowly, she peeked over the edge, half-expecting to see some masked psychopath lying on the floor, waiting to spring.


She saw nothing. And that scared the living hell out of her.


My prosthetics are gone.


Deb left them alongside the bed. She was sure of it. She checked the nightstand, saw the gel sheaths were still there.


Maybe I’m brain dead. Maybe I put them on the other side.


Rolling over, Deb peered over the other end of the mattress.


All she saw was bare floor.


Someone took my legs.


Then the bed moved. Just a bit, but enough for Deb to realize what was happening.


The person who took my legs is under the bed.


Deb stared at the closet. She had her cosmetic legs in her case. If she could get to them, strap them on, she’d at least have a chance at getting away.


But how? Ease onto the floor and crawl there? That’s at least five yards away. I’ll never get there in time.


The bed jerked again. Harder this time. Whoever was under there lifted up the box spring and let it drop.


Then she heard him chuckle. Soft and low.


The fear that overtook Deb was the worst thing she ever felt. Worse than when she was falling off the mountain. Worse than when she was being stalked by the cougar.


This isn’t a mistake. This isn’t mother nature.


This is a human being deliberately intending to do me harm.


Her mind flashed back to the blowout. Maybe Mal had been right. Maybe someone had shot out the tire, to make sure they couldn’t get away.


And maybe that someone was under her bed right now.


What am I supposed to do? Any other person would be able to run away.


Maybe I can talk to him


Deb’s voice was shaking when she said, “Who’s there?”


After a terrible silence, a voice directly beneath Deb said, “I’m Teddy.”


It hit Deb like a slap to the face. She was so frightened she began to shiver. He was right beneath her.

 “What... what do you want, Teddy?”


No answer.

 “Teddy...?”

 “I wanna watch you bleed, girl.”


Deb put her fist in her mouth, biting on her knuckles so she didn’t scream. She cast a frantic glance around the room, looking for some kind of weapon. There was nothing. And she’d left her fanny pack—and her knife—on the bathroom sink.

 “I got yer legs.” Teddy said. “You can’t get away.”


The fear was overwhelming. What could she do, other than wait there, unable to escape, while this crazy man crept up the side of the bed and climbed on top of her? She might as well have been tied up. Or paralyzed.


How do I run from someone when I can’t even stand up?


Mal, Deb thought. He’s right next door.

 “Mal!” she screamed, banging on the wall behind her. “Mal, help!”

 “Help me, Mal!” Teddy joined in, using a falsetto. “Please help me!”


Deb filled her lungs and yelled as loud as she could. “MAAAAAAL!”



Mal didn’t answer. 


 “Your little boyfriend ain’t gonna help you, Debbie. Harry already took care a’ him.”


Teddy pushed the mattress up, so hard and violent that Deb almost rolled off.

 “Ready ‘er not, here I come.”


She heard a palm slap the wood floor. Summoning up some dregs of courage, Deb peeked over the edge and saw Teddy’s hand, sticking out from under the bed. It was large and grimy, the fingernails long and yellowed. Teddy’s thumb was actually two thumbs; at the knuckle it split into a Y shape.


Deb thought about reaching down, grabbing it, trying to break a finger, but she was too scared to move. 



Another hand came appeared, also with a bifurcated thumb. Then Teddy slowly eased himself out. His hair was brown, matted, a bird’s nest of tangles. He turned and stared up at Deb. His face was just as ugly as his hands. Bushy eyebrows. A scraggly beard. One eye bigger than the other, the lens gray with a cataract, the other so deeply bloodshot it looked like a maraschino cherry. Teddy smiled, showing stained, rotten teeth, and Deb caught his pungent odor—stale sweat and sour milk.

 “Ain’t you a pretty one. Ol’ Teddy may get hisself a taste ‘fore we get to bleedin’ you.”


Then Teddy pulled himself the rest of the way out from under the bed, and Deb got another shock.


He doesn’t have legs. 



No, wait. He does.


His overalls ended just below the buttocks, and jutting out of them were two tiny, underdeveloped feet. Like those of a baby. 



I have a chance.


I can get away.


Fear gave way to action, and Deb rolled to the opposite side of the bed. She slid off the end, face-first, landing on her hands and knees. Then she peeked under the dust ruffle to see where Teddy was—

 —and stared directly into his gray eye, only inches away.


Teddy’s hand shot out, grabbing Deb by her hair before she had a chance to flinch. Deb made her fingers stiff and poked at his good eye, jabbing hard. Teddy howled, releasing her, and Deb crawled like crazy around the bed.


Hall or closet? Hall or closet?


Closet. I can’t get away without my legs.


Deb beelined for the closet, her bare knees beating a painful staccato against the hardwood floor. Teddy slid out from under the bed, pushing himself along on his belly, cutting off her route. Then he headed for her, efficiently dragging himself forward in a serpentine manner, like a fish swimming on land. 



Deb spun around, scurrying past as his hand reached out. His fingers brushed her thigh, but he couldn’t grab on. She frantically tried to figure out where to go next. The closet was blocked. So was the hallway. And Teddy was slithering toward her at a quick clip, a grotesque, hairy snake.


The bathroom? Go for the knife?


No. I’d be trapped in there.


So what the hell can I do?


My Cheetahs. He took them. 



Maybe they’re under the bed.


She grabbed the post, sliding under the bed, immediately seeing the displaced boards and the hole in the floor. Teddy was reaching for her again, fingers grazing her stump. She caught a quick glimpse of his wide, brown grin, and then Deb pulled herself, face-first, through the trap-door.


Then she was falling—a sick, familiar feeling that was worse than any pain in the world. Her fear was short-lived, and she quickly banged her arms and head into a recessed floor, only a few feet lower than the one she’d just fallen from. Trying to catch her breath, Deb squinted at her surroundings.


I’m in a crawlspace between the first and second levels. 



A few yards away was a dim, flickering light. 



A candle.


Deb felt around, finding one of her Cheetahs, then the other, and then Teddy was dropping through the trap-door, landing next to Deb with a huge thump.


She swung her prosthetic like a scythe, hard as she could, trying to catch Teddy’s face with the blade edge. The blow hit home, the leg vibrating in Deb’s hands. Teddy howled, covering up his head. She followed up with two more strikes, trying to pound his face into hamburger. But the Cheetahs were lightweight, not much heft to them, causing only superficial injuries.


Tucking the legs under her arm, Deb crawled toward the candle. It was awkward, and she had to switch from crawling to a sideways shuffle. She sucked in dust and cobwebs, trying to avoid banging her head on various support posts.


Teddy began to chuckle. “Oooo, y’all gonna pay for hittin’ me, little girl. Y’all gonna pay dearly.”


Deb reached the candle and smacked her palm on top, snuffing out the flame. The blackness was stifling, and the enormity of her situation hit her like a sledgehammer. 



I’m trapped in a dark crawlspace with a psychotic freak. 



She began to hyperventilate, unable to get enough oxygen. That led to wheezing.


I’m too loud. He’ll find me.


Deb clamped a hand over her mouth, trying to silence herself. When she was sure she wouldn’t pass out, she scooted away from her position, moving quietly. It was slow going. She didn’t want to bump into anything, or make the floor creak.


After she got some distance between herself and the candle, she began to put on her Cheetahs. Even though her hands were shaking, her years of competing in races paid off and Deb was able to get them on in less than thirty seconds.


Now I need to find an exit.


Deb raised her hands up over her head, feeling above her. She found a beam, and began to follow it along its length, crawling as silently as she could.

 “Where you goin’, Debbie?”


Teddy was close. Very close. To her right. Deb paused, holding her breath, listening for movement.


She didn’t hear anything.


He’s either sitting still, moving toward me, or moving away from me.


So what’s my best option?


Keep going. Don’t wait for him to find me.


Deb softly blew out her breath, then continued her trek.

 “I get it. Y’all wanna play a game.” Teddy had gotten even closer. Almost near enough to reach out and touch. “A little hide ‘n seek.”


She moved faster, feeling a sob well up in her chest.


I can’t cry. I need to stay quiet.

 “I looooove games, girly girly.”


She froze.


Oh, sweet Jesus, he’s right in front of me. 


 “I know all sorts of games. ‘Cept I never played none of ‘em with a cripple before. You got no legs, just like me. I won’t even gotta tie you up to make babies.”


He got even nearer. She couldn’t see him, but she could sense his mass, feel his body heat.


Can he sense me as well?

 “Maybe Momma will even let us get married. She’ll make us a big ol’ wedding cake.”


He’s so close. 



Deb could actually feel his warm breath. It washed across her face like a foul summer wind blowing across a garbage dump. She tilted away, turning her head, crazy with fear that the floor would creak and he’d find her.


I can’t see him. That means he can’t see me. Stay calm.

 “Will y’all marry me, Debbie girl?”


Teddy was close enough to kiss. He had to know she was there. Sweat rolled down Deb’s forehead, stinging her eyes. She closed them, willing, praying, for Teddy to go away.

 “Teddy and Debbie, sittin’ in a tree. K...... I...... S...... S...... I...... N…...”


Deb lashed out before he could say G, making her hand into a claw and raking her hundred dollar manicure across his face. He screeched, and she scampered past him, crawling as fast as she could. She smacked her forehead into a joist, didn’t stop to assess the damage, and continued hurrying until she felt a cool breeze. Air flow potentially meant an exit. Deb paused, trying to sense its direction, and adjusted her course.

 “The wedding is off, bitch!”


He was right behind her again. Deb plowed ahead, reaching a wall. She tried to go left, then right. Each way was blocked off. 



Dead end. I’m dead. I...


Then her hand touched something solid and familiar.


A ladder rung. This is a ladder.


Ladders were Deb’s nemesis, and a large part of the reason she never tried to mountain climb again. If she couldn’t take ten vertical steps, how was she supposed to scale a sheer cliff face?


Previous ladder experiences—even with small step ladders—tended to end badly. And out of all her prosthetics, the Cheetah’s were the most ill-suited for ladders. The backwards curve meant she had to push her legs out behind her to take a step, which was awkward and threw off her balance.

 “Gotcha!”


Teddy grabbed her around the thigh. His grip was iron, and his fingers palpated her quadriceps, stroking intimately.


Deb screamed, bringing her arm forward, then jamming her elbow back. It connected with his face.


Teddy grunted, releasing his grip. Deb kicked out backwards, felt her Cheetah bounce off of him. He knocked her prosthetic aside, so hard it almost came off.


He’s too fast. Too strong. There’s no place to escape.


I need to try the ladder.


Using only her upper body, Deb lifted herself up the first four steps. The darkness was absolute, and she had to work by feel. Grabbing a rung with both hands, she did a chin up. Then, holding it with one arm, she stretched up her other arm for the next rung.


Pull. 



Reach.


Grab.


Pull.


Reach.


Grab.


Once she got the rhythm, she ascended quickly. And she no longer heard Teddy behind her. Maybe he—


He’s got my leg!


Deb pulled, her arms shaking, but she didn’t move an inch.


He’s going to drag me down. How long can I hold on for?


Deb hooked her elbow over the rung, waiting for him to tug.


Teddy didn’t tug.


Why isn’t he pulling?


Deb almost laughed hysterically when she figured it out.


It’s not Teddy. My Cheetah is caught on the rung.


The curve of the prosthetics acted like a hook, and it had apparently snagged onto the ladder. Deb lowered herself down a few inches, arched her back, and freed her leg.


But now her adrenalin had run out, and her arms were shaking from the strain. Going up any farther was impossible. She needed to get a foothold, rest for a moment, or else she’d lose her grip.


Deb prodded around with the tips of her Cheetah’s, trying to feel for a rung. Her leg found purchase. She tested it, easing herself down. It bore her weight. She stood there on one leg in the darkness, getting her strength back, straining to hear any sound of Teddy.


Where is he? 



Maybe he can’t climb ladders. Maybe he isn’t strong enough.


Maybe he—


Deb almost fell when her foothold moved. 



Oh, fuck.


I’m standing on him.


She scrambled to get a better grip on the rungs, and then began to ascend again, her tired muscles be damned. Fear gave her speed and strength, and after seven more rungs she reached up for the next and met with a ceiling.


A dead end?


Can’t be. Why have a ladder that takes you nowhere?


Holding on with one hand, her chin resting on the top rung, she pushed up with her free palm.


The ceiling moved, because it wasn’t a ceiling at all. It was another secret entrance. 



Deb pushed it aside, then chinned-up into the open space. There was a thin strip of light at face-level, and Deb realized she was looking under a door. She hoisted herself up, pulling herself into this new room. Then she moved the board back and stood on top of it, her head brushing against something.


Coat hangers. I’m in a closet.


Then the door flew open, and Deb was hit in the face so hard it knocked her down.

 



# # #

 



Felix stared out the rear window of the police cruiser. A tow truck hauling a Corvette passed them going in the opposite direction. It was the only other vehicle he’d seen in the last thirty minutes. 


 “Where are you taking us?” Cam asked the Sheriff. 



He’d asked that same question at least a dozen times. The Sheriff had yet to answer.


Felix wondered what was happening. Was this going to be some sort of backwoods justice? Take them deep into the woods and beat the shit out of them?


No. The Sheriff would have done it already. Why drive for this long? There were plenty of woods around here where no one would here the screams.


So what does he want?


Felix’s mind switched back to Maria. His brief elation that she was still alive had turned into a deep-rooted, sick feeling.


They’re raping and bleeding her. They’ve been doing this for a whole year.


The enormity of the horror she had endured made Felix want to scream.


I have to save her. I have to. I can’t let them do this to her for one more day.


But alongside the outrage and the pain, Felix felt a twinge of something shameful. Something he had a hard time facing.


Is she even Maria anymore? 



He couldn’t shake the image of her, gaunt and gibbering, her mind completely fried because of her ordeal.


What if, when I finally find her, she’s a vegetable? What if she’s so traumatized she can no longer take care of herself.


Felix clenched his jaw.


Then I learn to change diapers.


I love her. I’m going to save her. Both her body and her mind.


But Felix didn’t see how he was going to save anybody, handcuffed in a squad car being taken someplace other than the police station.


He glanced at Cam. The younger man didn’t seem scared. If anything, he seemed hyper.


Not for the first time, Felix questioned whether bringing Cam along was the right decision. On one hand, Cam loved Maria just as much as he did. To leave him languish unjustly in a psychiatric institution was wrong, especially when Felix needed help looking for his sister.


On the other hand, Cam had been in the institution for a reason. 



For ninety-five percent of the time, Cam seemed entirely normal. But every so often Felix would catch him talking to himself, and saying some pretty bizarre shit. And several times over the last few months, Cam seemed to zone out completely, even when Felix was yelling in his face.


Then again, if I had his history, maybe I’d zone out too.


Still, the enthusiasm he showed while breaking John’s fingers was definitely not normal. Willingly hurting another human being—even if that person was a kidnapper and a rapist—was really dark stuff. 


 “We’ll be okay,” Felix said, more to reassure himself than Cam.

 “I don’t think so,” Cam said. “I think he’s taking us somewhere to kill us.”


The matter-of-fact way Cam said it was chilling.

 “He’s a police officer. He won’t do that.”

 “He didn’t call it in,” Cam said. “Didn’t report back.”

 “It’s a small town. There’s no one to report to.”


Cam shook his head. “He’s not the only cop in the county. There are others. Murder is still a big deal. But he didn’t call anyone. Base. The coroner. Paramedics. That means he’s going to get rid of us.”


Felix felt himself get very cold. He was mentally and physically a wreck, hurting in a dozen places, his mind alternately torturing and tantalizing him with thoughts of Maria. To think that he was going to die soon was almost too much to handle.

 “Don’t worry,” Cam said. “It’s not so bad.”


Felix let out a half-insane chuckle. “What’s not so bad?”

 “Dying,” Cam said.


Cam would know.


The police cruiser began to slow down. Felix looked around. Nothing but woods and darkness. A lump formed in his throat.


The lump got even bigger when the cruiser pulled onto the shoulder, into a copse of trees.

 “Sheriff,” Felix said. “Please. Don’t do this.”

 “Son, I can’t begin to describe what a pain in the rear you’ve been these last few months. Botherin’ the locals. Stickin’ your nose where it don’t belong. All for one little woman.” The Sheriff stared in the rear view mirror, looking at Felix. “There are other fish in the sea, boy. Didn’t your mama ever tell you that?”

 “She’s alive?”

 “Hell, ‘course she’s alive. I saw ‘er just a few weeks ago. Got my transfusion, and dipped my wick in ‘er honey pot. I tell you, she’s one sorry piece of tail. Does nothing but lay there and cry. I don’t see why you’re so damn anxious to get ‘er back.”


Rage replaced fear. Felix tried to get at the Sheriff by ramming his head through the Plexiglas partition between the front and back seats. The only damage he caused was to himself, opening up the cut on his head.

 “Careful there, son. Y’all oughta save your strength. Fine looking young buck like yourself. I don’t personally care for none of that sodomite behavior, but to some of my brothers a hole is a hole is a hole. You keep acting so impetuous, you won’t last a week with my kin.”


Felix sank back in his seat. Of the countless nightmare scenarios he’d dreamed up to explain Maria’s disappearance, none were this bad.


The car hit a hump, bouncing Felix and Cam. If only Cam had been on his right side, maybe he could have reached Felix’s handcuff keys in his jeans pocket. But Cam was on the left—the wrong side—and he wouldn’t be able to dig them out, not with the Sheriff eyeballing them every few seconds. And Felix had been stretching since the moment he got into the car, and his hands hadn’t even come close.


Not that it mattered. Even if the cuffs were off, the Sheriff was still armed. Assuming he and Cam could somehow get out of the cruiser, they wouldn’t get far. 



The police car stopped. Felix’s brain popped and sizzled, trying to figure some way out of this mess. He glanced at Cam. Incredibly, the kid appeared peaceful, like he was going for a ride in the country.


What the hell is wrong with him?

 “We’re here, fellas. Don’t give me no trouble. I get angry, I start breakin’ things on y’all. You hear?”


The Sheriff got out of the car, gun in hand, and opened the door. Felix got out first, staring into woods so dark he felt like her was being swallowed. There was nothing around, far as he could see. When Cam exited the vehicle, the Sheriff took out a flashlight and marched them forward. 



Out of nowhere, a gigantic house appeared. Made of logs, surround by tall trees on all sides. Not a single light was on.


Is this the Rushmore Inn?

 “The forest rangers don’t even know this place exits,” the Sheriff said. “Got some trees on the roof, so it can’t be seen flyin’ overhead. Every so often, hunter’ll stumble on it. We take care of ‘em.” 



He marched them inside the heavy front door, closed it behind him, and yelled, “Ma! I’m home!”


Felix looked around the room, awed by the decor. U.S. Presidents were everywhere. He was so floored by how odd it was that he almost failed to notice the large old woman lumbering toward them.

 “Good evening. I’m Eleanor Roosevelt. Welcome, gentlemen, to the Rushmore Inn.” She fussed with her hair, held in place by a white hairnet, then turned to the Sheriff. “Dwight? Why didn’t you tell me you were bringing guests?” 


 “Sorry, Ma. This was last minute.” Dwight took off his cowboy hat and held it by the brim, looking solemn. “I’m afraid I got some bad news. These fellas here killed John.”


Eleanor blinked her bulbous eyes. “John? My John?”

 “’Fraid so. These are the ones I told you about a while ago. The ones looking for the girl. They shot John in the head. Like a dog, Ma. Nuthin’ I could do.”

 “Better than he deserved,” Cam said. “You people are scum.”


Sheriff Dwight hit Cam in the stomach, dropping him to his knees. 


 “Mind my momma, boy.”


Eleanor placed a hand on her chest. She moaned, a low, keening sound that grew higher and higher in pitch, like a fog horn.

 “There there, Ma.” The Sheriff patted her shoulder.


Eleanor stopped howling long enough to pull a handkerchief out of her robe pocket. She dabbed her eyes, but as far as Felix could tell they were already dry.

 “Get me some water to calm my nerves, Dwight. There’s a pitcher on the table.”


Dwight nodded, heading for the pitcher. Felix flexed his legs.


If he turns his back on me, I’ll run at the old woman and...


The next thing he knew, Felix was on his knees, teeth clenched in agony. It felt like a pick axe hit him in the stomach. He stared up at Eleanor, who was now holding a stick she must have had hidden in her robe.


She touched the stick to Felix’s arm, and it hurt worse than if she’d branded it with a hot iron.


It’s a cattle prod. But Felix was much more interested in the hand that held it. On Eleanor’s pinky.


A yellow diamond ring. Pear shaped.


Maria’s engagement ring.


She’s here! Maria is here!

 “Shame on you,” Eleanor said. “Shame on both of you. John was a good boy. A special boy. He wasn’t the brightest bulb in the chandelier, but he loved his momma, and I had big plans for him.”

 “He was a rapist and a murderer,” Cam said.


Eleanor juiced him with the prod, and Cam cried out.

 “Not another word out of you, boy. Dwight! Where’s my water?”

 “Here it is, Ma.”


The Sheriff handed her a glass of rust-colored liquid, and she drank the whole thing, smacking her lips at the end.

 “Not much in the taste department, but wonderful for the nerves. Get my blood kit, Dwight.”

 “Got it already, Ma.”

 “Test ‘em.”


The Sheriff knelt down, poking Felix in the hip with something that stung. He did the same thing to Cam. Then he opened up a leather satchel and pulled out some vials of fluid.


He just took our blood samples. He’s going to test if we... 



Jesus, who’s that?


A giant had come down the stairs. A giant with a gaping split in his face. He walked up to them and stared at Felix, flicking his tongue out through the hole in his nasal cavity.

 “Did you take care of the reporter, Harry?” Eleanor asked.


The giant nodded.

 “Where is he?”

 “Immmby av imm.”

 “Jimmy has him?”


He nodded again.

 “Good boy. You done your momma proud. Have you heard from Teddy yet?”


Harry shook his head. Eleanor sighed. “He’s probably fooling around again. Teddy is a lot like your father. That man was a rascal, never satisfied. Sometimes, your father would mount me four, five times a day.” Eleanor fanned her face with her palm. 



The Sheriff walked over, holding two test tubes.

 “The older one, no,” he said. “But the younger one’s a match.”


Eleanor pointed at Cam. “Harry, show that one to his new room.”

 “Shouldn’t he take them both down, Ma?” The Sheriff crouched down on his haunches, staring at Felix. “I thought my kin could have a bit of fun with this one.”

 “There ain’t any place for him, Dwight. We’re overbooked as it is. Past capacity.”

 “We could double-up.”


Eleanor shook her head. “Not safe. When the guests are allowed to mingle, they get ideas about escapin’.”


The Sheriff grinned, and it was an ugly thing. Felix hadn’t noticed before that he had the tiny, rounded teeth of a child.

 “I’ll cut out his tongue,” The Sheriff said. “He won’t be minglin’ with nobody.”


Eleanor waggled a finger. “Don’t you dare get any blood on my Richard Nixon rug.”

 “So what do we do with him? Should I just take him out back, put one in the back of his head?”


The Sheriff made his hand into a gun, and pointed his index finger at Felix.

 “No. Give him to Ronald. He ain’t been fed proper in a while.”

 “Yes, Ma.”


The Sheriff hooked a hand under Felix’s armpit, pulling him to his feet.

 “And when you’re finished up, Dwight, help Grover up in the Grant bedroom. The old woman in there is the only one left.”


The Sheriff made a pouty face. “Aw, c’mon, Ma. I gotta get back to the office. I’m working tonight. Can’t Ulysses do it?” 


 “Ulysses is towing a guest’s car.”

 “How about Millard or George?”

 “Millard is cleaning up a mess in the transfusion room. One of our permanent guests is holed up in there. She’s with a dog that bit George, pretty bad. Millard’s going to take care of it, soon as he gets dressed.”


Permanent guests?

 “You’re talking about Maria,” Felix said.


Eleanor cocked her head at Felix, then zapped him with the prod. Felix fell onto his knees again.

 “I wasn’t speaking to you,” Eleanor said. “But yes, I was talking about Maria. Big disappointment, that one. I had hopes for grandchildren, but the girl is barren as the Sahara Desert. But don’t you get your hopes up, young man. Millard is going to put the poor girl out of my misery. He’s very good at that. And it’s no loss for us. We have enough new blood to last us for the year.”

 “You... monster,” Felix said, bracing himself for another jolt.


But Eleanor didn’t prod him again. She just smiled.

 “Sometimes, people in power have to do distasteful things for the greater good. Throughout our nation’s history, our Presidents have had to do many things that could be considered unsavory. And before them, the kings that passed on their sacred blood line, often made sacrifices for the greater good. Being born to rule is a huge responsibility, and royalty has no need for morality.”


Then Eleanor stuck the cattle prod on Felix’s chest, pressing him to the floor, holding him there until his entire world was reduced to a blazing, pinpoint of pain.

 “Get him off my rug and feed him to Ronald,” Eleanor said. “Then go help Grover with the old woman.”


The Sheriff scratched his head. “Shit, Ma, it’s just an old lady. Grover can handle—”


Eleanor’s hand shot out, fast as a rattlesnake, slapping Sheriff Dwight across the face.

 “Dwight D. Eisenhower Roosevelt, don’t you swear in this house.”


The Sheriff looked at his shoes. “Sorry, Ma.”

 “Besides, you should never underestimate women of later years. They’re a lot stronger than you think.”

 “Yes, Ma.” The Sheriff hauled Felix to his feet once again. “This is the one that did John. You want to give him a horse whippin’? I can fetch it for you.”

 “It’s been a frightfully busy day, Dwight. I’m too gosh darn tired to horse whip anyone right now. Besides, Ronald will deliver a right proper punishment without me.”


The Sheriff nodded. “As you wish, Ma. And remind me before I go I got somethin’ for you in the car.” 



Eleanor beamed. “Is it the Reagan/Bush ’88 banner I’ve been asking for?”

 “It sure is. Found one on Craigslist. Practically brand new.”


She touched the Sheriff’s red cheek. “Y’all are such a dear boy. When you get off work tonight, come knock on Momma’s door. She’ll show you how grateful she is.”


Eleanor ran her liver-colored tongue over her lower lip.


Felix winced. I didn’t think this could get any more repugnant, and it just did.


The Sheriff set his cowboy hat on a cabinet, opened a drawer, and took out a mining hat. He perched that on his head, turned on the light.

 “Move it, boy. Lest I horse whip you myself.”


He prodded Felix out the front door, walking him into the woods. After being inside the house, the forest seemed even darker. Felix eyed the treeline, wondering how far he’d get if he made a run for it. 



Best case scenario, I escape, return, and save Maria and Cam. 



Worst case, I get shot. Which sounds preferable to being eaten by Ronald, whoever that is.


Then Felix felt the Sheriff grab the chain linking his wrists. Escape was no longer an option.

 “Straight ahead. Keep a’moving.”


He marched Felix through the trees. They walked for several minutes, not following any particular path Felix could make out. The Sheriff’s head lamp constantly scanned the foliage in all directions. Like he was afraid of something sneaking up on him. And maybe he was.


They eventually reached an open clearing. The Sheriff’s light focused on…


A cave. With a metal pole sticking into the ground in front of the entrance. 



And scattered around the pole...

 “Jesus Christ,” Felix said.


There were bones. Human bones. Dozens and dozens of them, littered about like the aftermath of a plane crash. Skulls and rib cages and pelvises. Femurs and spines. Some dark with age. Some still with strips of bloody flesh clinging to them.

 “Shh,” the Sheriff whispered. “If Ronald is sleeping, you don’t wanna to wake him up.”


The Sheriff tapped Felix on the back of the head with his gun, trying to get him to move forward. Felix didn’t budge. 


 “Move it, boy.”

 “No fucking way.”


Then Felix felt the Sheriff’s hand on his, grabbing three of his mangled fingers.


Oh, please no...


Felix heard the bones break before he felt them. 



Snap snap snap. 



Then the pain hit, making everything Felix had experienced that night pale by comparison.


He opened his mouth to scream, and just as it was leaving his throat the Sheriff forced something into his mouth.


A ball gag.

 “That’s what you did to my brother, John,” the Sheriff said. “How’s it feel, boy? How’s it feel to break a man’s fingers when he can’t fight back?”


He grabbed Felix’s right hand and repeated the process.


Christ, no…


Snap snap snap.


Felix’s stomach was empty, but he dry-heaved anyway, bile coming up through his nose.


Using Felix’s fingers like a steering wheel, the Sheriff guided Felix to the metal pole. He quickly uncuffed his left hand, made Felix hug the pole, and cuffed him again.

 “Have fun with Ronald, you sonofabitch.”


The Sheriff reared back and punched Felix in the gut. Felix dropped to his knees, sobbing, watching as the Sheriff scurried off, leaving him alone in the darkness. 



Then Felix manuevered around to face the cave. Though the full moon was shining through the break in the canopy, Felix’s eyes hadn’t fully adjusted to the dark, and he couldn’t see anything. But he could smell it. A rank, foul odor. Spoiled meat and blood and feces and musk.


The smell of a predator.


The handcuff keys were still in Felix’s pocket. And with his hands now cuffed in front of him, they were within his reach.


Felix brought his right hand in front of his face. He didn’t want to look at it, but he had to assess the damage. Felix squinted in the darkness, saw his ring finger, middle finger, and index finger, all bent backwards at forty-five degree angles. The bloody bandages he’d put on earlier had begin to drip. Felix tried to move his hand, and a ripple of agony coursed through him, making him want to die to end the pain. 



I’ll never be able to get those keys out of his pocket.


Then Felix looked up, and saw the dim silhouette of something coming out of the cave.

 



# # #

 



When Kelly opened her eyes, she was lying on dirt.


Am I outside? What’s going on?


It all rushed back to her in a flood of images. Going into the closet. Chasing JD. Talking to Alice.


No, not Alice. Alice was really a crazy, freaky man named Grover. He caught me because my finger was...


Then the pain hit. Kelly stared at her index finger, saw an ugly, serrated cut around the knuckle. She’d seen an injury like that once before. Back home, one of her classmate was helping his father set fox traps, and one snapped down on him. Kelly figured when she stuck her finger in the peep hole, Grover had put a fox trap on it to hold her there.


She bent the digit, wincing, feeling the tears well up but biting them back.


I’ll cry later. I need to figure out what’s going on.


She tore her eyes away from the injury and studied her surroundings.


Even though Kelly was on dirt, she wasn’t outside. She was in some kind of tiny, dark room. The walls were concrete. The door was metal. The only furnishings were a bucket and a water pump.

 “Mom! Grandma!”


Her voice echoed around in the enclosed space. She got up and went to the door.


Locked.

 “Mom!” Kelly yelled with all of her lung power.

 “Who’s there?” someone said back. A man. Not far away.

 “Help me! I’m locked in here!”


Kelly put her ear to the door.

 “I’m locked in, too” the man answered. He didn’t sound like he was standing outside. More like he was from a room to the left. She walked over to the wall and cupped her hands together, putting them against her mouth as if she were about to shout. Then she pressed her hands to the wall and said, “Can you hear me?”


Kelly held her ear against the cold concrete and waited for a response.

 “Yeah, I can hear you.” The man’s voice was quiet, but clear.

 “Where are we?” she asked.

 “We’re under the Rushmore Inn, being held in slave cells.”

 “What do they want with us?”

 “They’re sick. They want to use our blood for transfusions. And...”


Kelly didn’t like the way his voice trailed off, like he was about to tell her something and then changed his mind.

 “And what?”

 “What’s your name?”

 “I’m Kelly. You?”

 “Cam. I came here with my sister’s fiancée, Felix. We’ve been looking for her for a year. We think she’s here.”


A year? They’ve been looking for a year?


Kelly shook her head.


No way. I couldn’t last a year here. 


 “Have you seen my mom or grandmother?” she asked, her voice getting higher as panic set in. “Letti and Florence Pillsbury?”

 “I haven’t seen anyone. Just the guy who brought me down here. Ugly bastard with a split in his face. They need our blood because theirs is bad, or something like that.”


Kelly was horrified. “Our blood?”

 “I’m O negative. So is my sister. It’s pretty rare.”


Kelly closed her eyes. She was O negative, too. So were Mom and Grandma.

 “What else do they want us for?” she asked.


Cam didn’t answer.

 “Cam, please, if you know something, tell me. I can handle it.”

 “They... they kidnap women to make babies.”


Kelly knew she had to be brave. Mom told her that the best way to overcome bad situations was to fight the fear and keep a clear head. Emotions weren’t useful.


But Kelly felt the tears coming on anyway.

 “Kelly? You okay?”

 “I’m only twelve years old!” Kelly wailed.

 “Jesus. Look, it will all be okay. We’ll get out of this. I promise.”

 “How? What if they’ve already got Mom and Grandma? No one knows we’re here.”

 “I’ve been in bad situations before, Kelly. We’ll make it.”


Kelly lost herself to tears, crying so hard her nose began to run. All the while she heard Cam saying, “It’s okay. It’ll be okay.” Over and over again.


She thought of Mom, who’d given the same lecture to Kelly since she was four years old and skinned her knee.

 “Be strong. You won’t help your situation by crying. Focus on what you need to do to fix it.”


Mom was right. I can cry about the pain. Or I can deal with it. 



Kelly blew her nose on her sleeve, then asked Cam, “What situations?”

 “What?”

 “You said you’ve been in bad situations before.”

 “It’s… tough to talk about.”


Kelly pressed her ear to the wall. “Please, Cam. I feel like I’m going to crack up. Tell me something hopeful.”


Cam didn’t answer.

 “Please.”

 “It happened when I was a kid. I was playing in an abandoned house up the street, with my best friend. A man, a drifter, he grabbed us. I was locked in a closet. My friend... the man hurt him. Bad. For a long time. It was so bad, he died. I heard everything. But I managed to get away. I escaped back then, Kelly. I’ll escape again. We both will.”

 “That’s... awful, Cam.”

 “Nietzsche said what doesn’t kill us makes us stronger. I’m strong, Kelly. And I bet you are too. We’re going to get out of this.”

 “Be quiet!”


It was a new voice. A woman. Coming from the opposite wall.

 “Who’s there?” Kelly yelled.

 “Shut up!” the woman said. “We aren’t allowed to talk! They do things to us when we talk!”

 “Who are you?” Kelly asked. “What’s your name?”


There was a clanging noise, followed by the woman saying, “No! I wasn’t talking! I was telling them not to talk! Please don’t hurt me! I’m carrying a baby!”


It was followed by a scream so raw, so horrifying, that it was the single most frightening thing Kelly had ever heard in her life.


What could make someone scream like that?


Kelly hugged her knees and watched the door. Her nose was running again, but she didn’t dare sniffle. She wasn’t going to make even the slightest sound.


Please, don’t come in. 



Please go away. 



Please please please go away...

 



# # #

 



When Mal opened his eyes, he was lying naked on a cold, stainless steel table. He recognized the type from his cop days. It was sturdy, able to hold up to five hundred pounds, and had gutters along the edges to catch bodily fluids.


A mortician’s table. 



He tried to sit up, but there was a strap around his neck. His wrists and ankles were similarly bound, heavy leather and tight buckles.


Mal remembered the shower, the bloody shampoo, then someone grabbing him.


What the hell is going on?


He looked around the room. It was small, but brightly lit, with a large florescent lamp overhead. Concrete walls. Two doors. A TV and VCR, resting unevenly on a cardboard box. They were plugged into an extension cord that ran along the dirt floor under the closest door.


Next to the table was a cart, piled high with medical instruments, none of which looked clean. Knives. Saws. Scalpels. Drill bits. Clamps. Needles. And a bowl of white powder.

 “The time is ten fifty-two pm. We’ll begin the operation shortly.”


Mal followed the voice, saw a man standing at the foot of the table.


It’s an honest-to-Christ hunchback.


The hunchback wore a filthy white lab coat, his gnarled spine protruding up through a split in the back. The man also had clubbed feet, and one leg was several inches longer than the other, as judged by the high, clunky soles of his orthopedic shoes. His skull was bulbous, misshapen, hairless, and his cheekbones were uneven.

 “What’s going on?” Mal said. “Who are you?”


The hunchback raised a camcorder to his chest, pointing it at Mal. He smiled, revealing several missing teeth. “I’m Jimmy, your surgeon. It appears the patient is awake. Let’s make sure.”


Jimmy raised a scalpel in his free hand, and before Mal could protest, the hunchback poked him hard in the thigh. The pain was instant and awful.

 “Fuck! What the fuck are you doing?!”

 “Indeed, the patient is awake, and responsive to stimulus.”


Jimmy pulled the scalpel free. 


 “Let me up, you crazy fucker!”


Jimmy set down the camcorder between Mal’s legs, then hobbled over to the television. It was an old CRT model with a pull knob for an on switch. Snow appeared on the screen, with the accompanying static hiss.

 “I understand your concerns,” Jimmy said. “Surgery can be a traumatic experience. This tape should answer some of your questions.”


Jimmy pressed play on the VCR. After a few seconds of white noise and vertical flipping, an image came on.


It showed a woman, strapped to the very same table Mal was lying on. 



Jimmy was using a hacksaw to cut off her leg.


Though the sound was turned low, the woman’s screaming stabbed Mal in the ears.


The scene cut to a different angle of a different person. An older man. He was begging, beating his bound fists on the table, while Jimmy had a hand inside his stomach cavity.


Next came a close-up of a woman’s breast, being filleted off as she thrashed.

 “This next one is my favorite,” Jimmy said.


On the screen, he was using a spoon to pluck out a man’s eyeball.

 “Did you hear the pop sound when it came out? I can rewind it if you didn’t.”


Mal squeezed his own eyes closed.


This isn’t happening. This can’t be happening.

 “It’s not over yet!” Jimmy whined. He stuck Mal with the scalpel again. “Keep watching!”


Mal forced his eyes open, one nightmarish image after another searing itself onto his brain. Amputations. Organ removals. Procedures that weren’t even remotely medical, like the one involving a power sander.

 “Dermabrasion,” Jimmy said. “It removes acne.”

 “You’re insane,” Mal said. “You’re fucking insane.”


Jimmy switched off the TV, then stared over Mal’s head.

 “You have a potty mouth, Mr. Deiter.” 



Mal looked up, saw Eleanor had walked into the room. She was wearing a robe and a hairnet, a frown creasing her ugly face.

 “Eleanor, what the hell—”


Eleanor clamped a hand over his mouth. “Any more foul language and I’ll have Jimmy sew your lips together. Understand?”


Mal saw she was serious, and he nodded. Eleanor let her eyes, and her hand, trail down his naked body.

 “I see that you keep in shape,” she said, drawing a circle around his belly button with her finger. “That’s good.” Then her hand brushed over his penis, which was almost as awful as being stabbed with the scalpel. 



Mal swallowed, biting back fear. “If you want money...”

 “We have all the money we need, Mr. Deiter. But thank you for offering.”

 “Applying styptic to control bleeding,” Jimmy said. Mal watched him take a pinch of white powder and press it into his thigh wounds.


He uttered, “Son of a...” but managed to stop himself before bitch came out.

 “Self-control,” Eleanor said, tying a medical face mask across her mouth and nose. “I admire that in a man.”

 “What do you want?” Mal said through gritted teeth.

 “What I want, Mr. Deiter, is the same thing I’ve wanted for forty years, from the first time I felt my eldest child George kick inside my womb.” She leaned in closer. “I want one of my sons to become President of the United States.” 



Mal realized this wasn’t some sort of kidnapping scheme, or an attempt to frighten him. Eleanor wasn’t just eccentric. She was truly out of her goddamn mind.

 “All forty-three of our Presidents carry the royal bloodline.” Eleanor said. “My family has the very same bloodline, Mr. Deiter. We’re Roosevelts. And one day, another Roosevelt will sit in the Oval Office.”


Mal pulled at his straps, hard as he could. They didn’t give an inch. 


 “Did you know the term blue blood was applied to nobility because those of royal descent tended to have fairer skin, which allowed blue veins to show through?” Eleanor asked. “While having royal blood makes someone like me genetically superior to someone like you, such purity does come with its particular challenges. Anemia and hemophilia are two of them. Phocomelia. Amelia. Porphyria. Achromia. Scoliosis. Alopecia. Thrombocytopenia.”


Insanity, Mal mentally added.

 “These have plagued royal families for generations. My sons bear these burdens heroically, as nobility should. But they require regular transfusions in order to remain healthy. Y’all can’t buy blood at the corner market, Mr. Deiter. Especially not the rare type we need. When one of my boys becomes President, we’ll no doubt have unlimited access to the nation’s blood banks. In the meantime, the only way for me to get a regular supply of fresh blood is to acquire it myself.”

 “You want my blood,” Mal stated.

 “Goodness no, Mr. Deiter. Your lady friend, Deborah, has the type we require. Yours is no good to us. But you can still be useful. My son Jimmy doesn’t have any political aspirations, unfortunately. But he does hope to one day become a doctor. That’s a noble calling in itself. And for that, he needs a lot of practice.”


Jimmy stuck his face next to Mal’s. The whites of his eyes were bloodshot.

 “Today I’m going to be practicing amputation. I’m gonna start with your left hand.”


For the first time in his adult life, Mal felt like whimpering. He managed to get out, “Please, don’t.”

 “You’re a strong man, Mr. Deiter,” Eleanor said. “Jimmy’s patients don’t normally last for more than four or five operations. The record is nine. I bet a healthy young specimen such as you can beat that record.”


Jimmy picked up the bone saw from the cart of instruments. “I’m sorry, but we don’t have any anesthetic.”


Jimmy pulled the face mask up over his nose. Then he put something in his ears. Eleanor did the same.


Ear plugs. To block out my screaming.

 “Please,” Mal said, even though he wasn’t heard. “Please don’t.”

 “Don’t forget your gloves, Jimmy!” Eleanor yelled. “We don’t want you accidentally cutting yourself!”


Jimmy nodded, putting on a pair of blood-stained oven mitts. Then he picked up a scalpel, barely able to grip it. Eleanor held the camcorder.

 “Please...”


The blade touched Mal’s arm.

 “Knock me out,” Mal said. “For god’s sake, knock me—”


Then the cutting began, and Mal didn’t say anything else coherent.

 



# # #

 



When Letti opened her eyes, she heard a man screaming.


What’s going on?


She looked around, saw she was in some sort of cell. Bare, concrete walls, like a basement. Dirt floor. Completely empty, except for a water pump and a filthy plastic bucket.


Letti sat up. “Kelly! Florence! Are you there!”

 “Mom!”

 “Kelly!”


Letti rushed to the metal door. Locked. 


 “Kelly! Are you okay?”

 “Mom, we have to be quiet.”

 “Kelly, what’s—”

 “Please, Mom! Don’t talk anymore! They hurt you if you talk!”


Her daughter sounded terrified. And rightfully so, if she was locked up like Letti was.


The man’s screaming rose in pitch, until it became a single high note that Letti felt in her molars.


What are they doing to him?

 “Kelly, hang in there, baby. I’m coming.”


Letti took a step back from the door. It looked formidable, but it also looked old. Letti could squat lift over five hundred pounds, and she had no doubt she could squat double that with her daughter in danger. She reared back, letting the urgency of the situation take her, and drove her bare foot into the door.


It clanged, and she felt the reverberation all the way to her coccyx. 



Letti kicked it again.


And again.


And again.


And again.


And again.


And again.


The door wasn’t giving up, but neither was she. Letti took a few steps back, giving her leg a rest, getting ready to charge it with her shoulder.


Then the door swung open.


Standing there, in some kind of padded armor, was the biggest man Letti had ever seen. He was more than a foot taller than she was. Strands of long gray hair hung around his shoulders, and poked through the grill of the football helmet he wore.


Letti lowered her shoulder and charged him, aiming at the giant’s waist, grunting in satisfaction when she pushed him back several steps.


Just a bit more, and I’ll be out of the cell. Then—


Letti felt a knife stick her between the shoulder blades.


She dropped onto her face, crying out in agony. Then the pain stopped, and she realized it wasn’t a knife at all. The giant was pinning her down with something.


Letti craned her neck around. Saw the stick he held, blue electric sparks crackling at the tip.


A cattle prod.

 “Youse a fighter,” the man said. He had a voice like steak sizzling on a hot pan. “I likes fighters.”


He juiced her again, and Letti clenched her teeth, refusing to cry out, refusing to let Kelly hear her pain.


Finally, mercifully, the current stopped. Letti could feel the burn mark on her spine. The giant bent down, resting his knee on her neck, forcing her face into the dirt.

 “Now y’all better be quiet,” he said, “else I’ll stick this prod someplace you won’t like.”


Letti was hurt, but more angry than scared.

 “I’ll kill you if you so much as touch my daughter...”


The giant laughed. “Touch your daughter? Little lady, I’m gonna use up both you and your daughter ‘till there ain’t nothin’ left. Ol’ Millard is gonna show you things you never done dreamed of. And you both gonna be mommas to some a’ my babies.”


With his free hand, the man scooped up dirt and forced it between Letti’s lips.

 “I own y’all now,” he said. “’N I can do whatever I want with that which is my property. Now keep yer trap shut. I gotta go deal with somethin’.”


Millard got off her neck and walked out, so confident in his superiority he showed Letti his back. He locked the door when he left.


Letti sat up, spitting out dirt, clenching and unclenching her fists.

 “One more chance, asshole,” she said to the empty cell. “Give me one more chance. You won’t knock me down again.”

 



# # #

 



When Maria opened her eyes, she was hugging the German Shepherd, burying her face in his muzzle. For the first time in a year, she had a sliver of hope.


However, the hope was fading fast. The door was the same as the one in her cell; solid metal with a heavy lock. Even if she had all day and a sledgehammer, she wouldn’t be able to get through it. Eleanor had once mentioned these underground rooms were once the slave quarters for a tobacco farm.

 “Not a single slave ever escaped in the decades it operated. Those that tried were beaten, or punished with strappado.” 



No, rather than focus on escaping, Maria needed to prepare herself when they came back for her. And they had to come back, eventually. They needed the transfusion machine to survive.


The machine. 



Without it, they’ll die.


Maria let go of JD and stood up, staring at the infernal device. She unplugged it from the extension cord snaking under the door, then squatted down and grabbed the bottom. With a quick lift, she upended the device, grinning as the casing split open.


But she wasn’t finished. She pulled off the case and tore into its innards, pulling out parts and wires. Picking up a piece of the housing, she used it as a club, smashing and smashing until every single part was broken. Then she turned her fury on the chair, the one they strapped her and countless others onto in order to bleed them. Maria broke that into bits as well, half-crying and half-laughing and entirely hysterical.


When she finished, and it lay in ruins around her, she collapsed, hugging her knees, grinning even as the tears streamed down her face.


JD came over, offered his paw.


She held him again, the act of petting an animal allowing her to calm down, to come back to reality.


Then she heard the door lock snick open.


JD pulled from her arms, launching himself at the man as the door opened. Maria crab-walked backwards, looking for the cattle prod, hoping that the person at the door wasn’t—


Millard.


He was the biggest, and meanest, of all Eleanor’s children. At least seven feet tall, with broad shoulders and thick wrists. His hair was white, shoulder length, scraggly. And like the others, his eyes were bloodshot all the time, a symptom of one of his many conditions.


Millard went far beyond the casual sadism of George, Dwight, and Teddy, or the simple-minded brutishness of Harry, Grover, and Calvin. Millard was a psychotic animal. He enjoyed hurting things. He lived for it. So much so, that his brothers were all afraid of him. Maria had heard that Millard hunted deer with a knife, and then cut off their legs, one at a time, to see how far they could run. He was the only son Eleanor wouldn’t sleep with.


Maria had scars from Millard. She’d only given him three transfusions, and each time he’d come up with new ways to inflict pain during the procedure. Thumbtacks and witch hazel. Matches. A cheese grater and a salt shaker. Nothing that would harm her seriously, but would hurt worse than anything in the world.


As Millard stomped into the room, JD threw himself at the gigantic man, aiming for the cattle prod clenched in Millard’s hand. But Millard seemed fatter than usual, and Maria quickly spotted why.


He’s wearing the Ronald suit.


The Ronald suit was made of thick bands of foam. It was used when Millard was dealing with Ronald—no one else had the guts to. There was no way JD would be able to bite through the padding. Even Millard’s head was protected, in a black football helmet with a metal grid faceplate, crude white skulls painted on each side. 



Maria glanced at her cattle prod, knowing it would be ineffective.


I can’t fight him. I have to run.


Millard lifted up his arm, and a hundred and twenty pounds of dog hung from his padded wrist, refusing to let go. The giant punched the Shepherd in the ribs, once, and again. But JD hung on like a champion.


Maria ran at them, holding the cattle prod in front of her like a fencing sword. She thrust it up high, connecting with Millard’s faceplate. 



Sparks flew. Millard yanked the prod from her but stumbled to the side, allowing an open path to the doorway.

 “JD! Come!”


On command JD released the giant’s arm. He shot through the door just as she was slamming it on Millard. Incredibly, the key was on a key ring and still in the lock—Millard must not have had any pockets in the Ronald suit. Maria turned the key, locking him in, and then backed away from the door.


It shook, but didn’t open. Millard was trapped.

 “Nice job, JD. JD?”


Maria looked around. The dog had taken off.

 “JD!” she called. “Come!”


Frantic thoughts invaded her mind.


Did I leave him in there with Millard?


No. He got out. I know he got out.


So where is he?

 “JD!”


Maria had never seen the hallways down here; they always put a hood on her when she was out of her cell. The corridor walls were stone and concrete, crumbling with age. The floors were dirt. Light came from bare bulbs, hanging from the ceiling by extension cords. The hallway itself was actually more like a tunnel, curving left and right with no logical direction.

 “JD!” Maria yelled again. She knew she was due for a complete mental breakdown. A physical one as well—having that freak blood in her always made her woozy afterward. But she had to stay strong, had to keep going. Had to capitalize on the opportunity.

 “JD!” she implored, begging the universe for the dog to respond. 


 “Who’s calling for my dog?”


It was a woman’s voice, coming from farther down the hall. Maria moved slowly, listening for noises and constantly checking behind her. When she rounded a bend, she saw JD, scratching away at a cell door.

 “JD! Good boy!” She patted him on the head.

 “Who’s there?”

 “I’m Maria,” she told the woman in the cell. “Is JD your dog?”

 “Yeah. Who are you?”

 “I’m a prisoner here. Like you. Hold on, let me find the right key.”


Maria fussed with Millard’s key ring, finding the one for the cell on the third try. Upon opening the door, the dog rushed in, licking at the woman’s legs.


She was tall, muscular. A bit dirty, but not a long-time guest.

 “I owe your dog several steaks. He saved my—”

 “Are those keys?”


Maria nodded. The woman pulled them from Maria’s hands and rushed past.

 “Hold on,” Maria said, hurrying after her. “We need to talk.”

 “I need to find my daughter. She’s locked up in one of these rooms.”

 “We’ll find her,” Maria said. “But you need to know what we’re dealing with here.”

 “I know what we’re dealing with. Some real sicko freaks. Kelly! Can you hear me?”

 “Mom!”


Kelly’s mother rushed to the next cell door, fussing with the lock.

 “Which key is it? Which goddamn key?”


Maria put a hand on the woman’s shoulder. “Lady, you need to calm down a bit.”

 “Calm down? Do you know what these people have done to us?”


Maria rested her hand on the keys. “Look at me. I’ve been here a year. I know what these people can do. And if you don’t listen to me, we aren’t going to get out of here alive.”


The woman looked like she was about ready to throw a punch, and Maria wondered if she just should get the hell out of there, leave them behind.


But the punch didn’t come. Instead, the woman managed to calm herself down. “I’m Letti. Thank you for opening my door. Can you help me with this one?”
Maria nodded, finding the right key. When she unlocked it, there was an intense mother/daughter/dog reunion. Maria was touched. She hadn’t seen a normal person since she’d been abducted, and certainly hadn’t felt love like she was currently witnessing. But they needed to get going. There were other prisoners. And Eleanor had guns, and more psycho children.


A lot more.

 “We need to go,” she said.


Letti seemed reluctant to break the embrace with her daughter, but she did so. “Kelly, this is Maria. She just saved out asses.”

 “After JD saved mine,” Maria said.


Kelly offered Maria her hand. She looked a lot like her mother.

 “There are others down here,” Kelly said. “A pregnant woman, and a boy named Cam. I think he’s your brother.”


Maria’s breath caught. “Did... did you say Cam?” Without waiting for an answer, Maria cupped her hands to her mouth and yelled, “Cam!”

 “Maria!”


Sprinting across the hall, Maria unlocked the next cell door she came to. Seeing Cam—her brother Cam—standing there with a lopsided grin on his face, turned her tear ducts into faucets. 



When she hugged him, it was so tight he yelped. Maria threatened to fall apart, the sensation was so overwhelming. For a moment this living nightmare faded away, replaced by happy, childhood memories of safety, security, and love.

 “We found you,” Cam said. “Me and Felix. We’ve been looking all year.”


Maria held Cam at arm’s length, her eyes getting wide. “Felix? He’s here?”

 “They took him to see a guy named Ronald.”


Ronald? Oh, no...

 “Ronald’s not a guy,” Maria said. “He’s a—”

 “Someone help me!”


The female voice came from one cell over. Maria reluctantly let go of Cam and hurried to the next door. The cell’s occupant was older, late thirties, dressed in a tattered house dress. Her hair was long, and just as matted as Maria guessed her own hair to be. The bump on her belly was large enough for her to be in her last trimester.

 “Oh, thank God,” the woman said, falling to her knees and weeping. “I’ve been praying for so long to get rescued.”


But Maria wasn’t paying attention. She was thinking of Felix, with Ronald.


I need to get out of here. I need to help him.

 “What’s your name?” Letti asked the woman. 


 “Sue Corall.”

 “Are you alone, Sue? Are there other people with you?”

 “My husband, Larry.”

 “Is your husband here?”


Sue didn’t answer, but her eyes glazed over. 


 “Sue?”

 “I... I think he’s in the next cell. Jimmy... the hunchback... he... he keeps...”


Letti took the keys from Maria, who was staring at the cell door across the hallway.


I know that one. That’s my cell. 



I’ll die before I’ll let them put me in there again.

 “Oh... Christ.” Letti turned away from the door she just opened. Sue came waddling over, but Letti grabbed her shoulders, refusing to let her see.

 “He’s my husband!” Sue implored.

 “Sue... you really don’t...”

 “Let me go!”


Letti allowed the woman to pass, and Maria made the mistake of following her into the room. The odor hit her first; feces and urine and rot.


But seeing was worse than smelling.

 “Whoa,” Cam said.


Sue’s husband was lying on the dirt floor.


At least, what was left of him was.


The man was missing one leg, his left hand, half of his right arm, an ear and an eye. Badly stitched wounds on his torso spoke of other missing parts. His shoulders were also dislocated, cocked out at odd angles.


Strappado. This poor bastard. 



Sue shrieked, falling on her knees next to her husband, cradling his head. He moaned at the tender action.


His teeth are gone, too.


Larry said something. Even without teeth, Maria got the gist of it.

 “Kill... me. Please... kill... me.”

 “Help him,” Sue cried. “Someone help him.”


Maria felt terrible for both of them, but she didn’t see how they’d be able to get him out of there. Larry was in too much pain to even turn his head. Besides, Maria had to find Felix, and fast. It could already be too late.

 “He wants to die.” Everyone looked at Cam, who had come into the room. He had an oddly serene look on his face.


Sue shook her head. “No. No no no.”

 “Please... kill... me.” 


 “We can get you help,” Sue implored. “We can get out of here, and get you help. Get you doctors.” Sue patted her belly. “This is your baby, Larry. Yours. They think it’s theirs, but I was pregnant when we came here.”

 “I... want... to... die. Please...”


Sue clenched her fists and beat them against her thighs, moaning.


Cam knelt next to Sue. “You love your husband.”


Sue could barely speak through her sobbing. “More... more than anything.”

 “Then you have to let him go.” 


 “No. God, no.”


Letti put her arm around Sue’s shoulders. Cam stared down at the man. “You want to die?”


Larry nodded.


Maria’s stomach bottomed out. She didn’t like the direction this was heading.


She said, “Cam...?”


Cam touched Larry’s cheek, gave it a gentle caress. And then, with a quick, violent motion, Cam grabbed the man’s head and twisted it around 180 degrees.


The crack was so loud Maria could taste it.


Sue let out a wretched sound, somewhere between a scream and a sob. Kelly buried her face in Letti’s shoulder. JD hunkered down, his muzzle hair standing on edge, baring his teeth at Cam.


Maria was awestruck.


She thought about Cam’s past, his ordeal years ago when he and his friend were abducted by a pedophile. Cam hadn’t been the most stable child in the world before then, but afterwards he’d become withdrawn, and quite literally a danger to himself and others. He was committed into a psychiatric institution, given therapy and various drugs, but his condition never seemed to improve. While locked up, he was even accused of doing something unspeakable to another patient, even though it was never proven.


Could Cam—my dear, sweet, little brother Cam—be more disturbed than I ever imagined?


Or was he just being merciful when he snapped that poor man’s neck?

 “We have to find Felix,” Cam said, standing up. “Sis, do you know how to get out of here?”


Maria simply stared at him, unable to reconcile his actions.

 “Sis? We need to move before they come for us.”

 “How many of them are there?” Letti asked.


Maria spoke in a monotone, keeping her eyes on Cam. “A lot. Eleanor, she names each one after a President.”


Kelly said, “There have been forty-three presidents, Mom.”


Letti put her hands on her hips. “Are you saying that crazy old bitch has forty-three crazy mutant children running around here?”


Maria thought of that old nursery rhyme, the one Eleanor was fond of repeating.


There was an old woman who lived in a shoe.


She had so many children, she didn’t know what to do.

 “I think she’s only had around twenty,” Maria said. “But she brings women in here. Gets them pregnant. Some of the babies don’t survive. Birth defects. And she kills the baby girls. Says no girl will ever be president.”


Letti gripped Maria’s arms. “How many are we talking here, Maria?”

 “Including the children?” Maria said. 


 “Yes. Including the children.”


Maria closed her eyes, doing a mental count. “From what I’ve seen, there are more than fifty.”

 



# # #

 



Florence stared at the woman sitting on the floor of her closet—the women she’d just hit in the face—and instantly recognized who it was.

 “You’re Deborah Novacek.”


Florence knew her because she was perhaps the most famous athlete competing in Iron Woman. 



Deb looked like hell, filthy and frazzled, and now bleeding from her nose. She stared up at Florence, and then kicked out one of her prosthetic legs.


Florence side-stepped the kick and spread out her palms.

 “Easy. Take it easy. I didn’t mean to hit you, but I didn’t expect you to be in my closet. My name is Florence Pillsbury. I’m a triathlete, too. Are you in trouble?”


Florence watched as Deb processed this. The poor girl was shaking all over. “Trap doors. Secret passages. Someone got into my room. A freak, with red eyes. He’s chasing me.”


Florence immediately helped the girl up.

 “Are you hurt? Who got into your room, dear?”

 “We’ve got to get out of here. We’ve got to—”


The knock at the door cut Deb off. Both women stared at it.


Florence asked, “Who is it?”

 “This is Sheriff Dwight, of the Monk Creek Police Department. Can you open up for a moment, ma’am?”

 “Sher—”


Florence clamped her hand over Deb’s mouth, cutting her off. This didn’t feel right.

 “Just a second,” Florence called. Then she whispered to Deb, “I’ve got a weird feeling. Go hide under the bed.”


Deb shook her head. “No way in hell.”

 “The bathroom then.”

 “He’s the Sheriff.”

 “There’s something in his voice I don’t like. Please hide while I talk to him.”


Deb chewed her lower lip. Then she nodded and walked to the bathroom, bouncing on her curved prosthetics.

 “Mrs. Pillsbury?” The Sheriff said, knocking again. “Please open the door. It’s about your granddaughter.”


When Florence saw Deb was locked in the bathroom, she went to answer her door.


The Sheriff was a tall man, plump, pasty, wearing an ill-fitting police uniform. His hat was askew on his head. There was also something funny about his eyes. The edges were bright red.


They’re bloodshot. He’s wearing contact lenses to hide it.

 “What about my granddaughter, Sheriff?” Florence only opened the door a few inches, and kept her foot planted behind it, like a doorstop.

 “You need to come with us.”


Us? But he’s alone. Unless...


Florence craned her neck back, trying to see around the Sheriff. She caught a glimpse of a man behind him. A tall man, in overalls. He had a large jaw, and a rounded forehead that came to a point. Having done missionary work around the world and seen countless impoverished and disabled people, Florence recognized the man’s condition as microcephaly. He was what circus sideshows called a pinhead.


Not a person normally associated with law enforcement.


Florence’s uneasy feeling about this inn quadrupled when Deb showed up in her closet, but now it was off the charts. She realized her whole family was in danger.


Okay, now that I know the threat, I can deal with it.


Florence took a deep breath, centered herself, then stepped away from the door.


The men burst in. The microcephalac clapped his hands together and giggled, and the Sheriff offered a mean grin, showing that dental hygiene wasn’t one of his top priorities.

 “Granny, that was a big mistake.”


He hitched up his belt and rested his hand on the butt of his gun, striking a rehearsed pose that was probably meant to intimidate.


Florence wasn’t intimidated. With her right hand, she struck the Sheriff’s jaw, driving his head upward. With her left, she shoved his wrist away from his holster and snagged his gun.

 “Don’t move,” she said, backing away. “Don’t either of you—”

 “Get her, Grover!” the Sheriff yelled.


Grover either always followed orders, or he was mentally impaired and didn’t recognize the threat of a gun. It didn’t matter either way to Florence. The microcephalac was twice her weight, and if he grabbed her it was over.


She shot him twice in the chest, and he fell like a redwood, crashing into the floor with a thump almost as loud as the gunfire.


Then she turned the revolver on the Sheriff.

 “Where’s my family?”


The Sheriff’s eyes got wide, revealing more of their red-rimmed edges. 


 “Granny, put down the gun.”

 “My family. Or I shoot you like I shot him.”


The Sheriff cast a quick glance at his fallen partner.

 “We got ‘em. Ain’t no way you gettin’ ‘em back.”

 “How many people are holding them?”


He stayed silent. She pulled back the hammer on the revolver.

 “How many?”

 “A lot more than the four bullets you got left, Granny. You got no idea what’s goin’ on.”


From the bathroom, Deb screamed.


Then Grover grabbed Florence’s ankle.

 



# # #

 



Felix stared, slack-jawed, at the figure slinking out of the cave. Its golden eyes caught the moonlight and glinted.


Ronald isn’t a man. He’s a mountain lion.


A surge of adrenaline temporarily overrode the pain in Felix’s tortured fingers, and he pawed at his pocket, trying to get at the handcuff keys. He slipped his shattered index finger into his jeans, pushed down, and screamed when it bent the wrong way.


He withdrew the finger, his whole body shaking in raw agony.


Ronald cocked his head to the side and padded closer, in no obvious hurry. Felix knew he needed to focus on the keys, but he was transfixed by the cat as it approached. The musk smell got stronger, and Ronald’s tail—broken in several places and shaped like a jagged lightning bolt—swished back and forth. It was strangely beautiful, almost hypnotic.


Then the cougar hissed, revealing three inch fangs, snapping Felix back into reality.


Handcuffs. Focus on my handcuffs.


Felix tried his unbroken pinky. Wincing, he slid it into his pocket, but couldn’t get down deep enough to grab the keys. He could just barely touch the metal ring with his fingertip, but couldn’t hook his pinky around them.


Ronald stalked closer to Felix, head down, eyes shining. The beast was huge, easily over two hundred pounds. Each paw was bigger than Felix’s face. 



Ignore the pain. Get the keys.


Grunting, Felix forced his pinky in deeper, bending his ring finger back, the broken phalange bones grinding against one another, his previous knife wound splitting open.


Almost… almost…


Too much. The pain overtook him, and the world swirled away. Felix’s vision dimmed at the edges, the darkness forming a tunnel that got smaller and smaller until he blacked out.


Felix awoke on his knees, hugging the pole, his face warm. He opened his eyes—

 —and saw Ronald only inches away, his hot, feline breath blowing onto Felix’s face.


Felix felt the scream welling up, and then the cat’s massive paw shot out, catching his pelvis, spinning Felix around the pole by his cuffed wrists.


This seemed to amuse the cougar, because he batted Felix in the other direction, like a tetherball. Felix felt the rents in his hips, where the claws hooked flesh through the denim.


My hips? 



Oh, no... my pocket...


He chanced a look down at his bloody, ripped jeans.


Are the keys still in there?


Felix patted the material, feeling warm blood and torn fabric. The pain was twofold, both his ruined fingers and the gouges in his hip seemed to be in a contest for which hurt more. But there, under the heel of his hand—


The keys. And they’re poking through the denim.


Using his pinky and his thumb, he pinched the protruding handcuff key—

 —and Ronald bit into Felix’s foot.


The bite wasn’t full force, the cat’s teeth not even penetrating the shoe. But the pressure caused a muscle cramp.


He’s playing with me.


The cougar tugged Felix, pulling him across the ground, forcing his hand away from his pocket as his body extended.


Did I get the keys? 



I can’t tell! I can’t see!


And then Felix was fully stretched out, his cuffs around the pole, his body pulled taught by Ronald’s grip. 



Do I have the goddamn keys?!?!


He squinted into the darkness, saw the key ring wrapped around his thumb.


Ronald continued to pull. The cuffs cut into Felix’s wrists. The pressure on his foot got worse, twisting Felix’s ankle. His spine screamed, joints reaching their limits, sockets beginning to separate, cartilage threatening to tear.


He’s pulling me in half.


I’m so sorry, Maria. I tried. I love you so very much.


And then the cat released him.


Not stopping to celebrate his luck, Felix scrambled back to the pole, getting it between him and the mountain lion. Then, using his teeth and his lips and his two unbroken fingers, he managed to fit the key into handcuff lock—

 —just as Ronald swiped at him again with his huge paw.


Felix’s world spun, and he rolled and rolled and came to rest on his back, staring up at the orange hunter’s moon. He wiped his sleeve across his face, clearing some blood from his eyes. 



The cuffs. They’re off.


I’m free!


Felix didn’t bother to look for Ronald. He got to his feet, fighting ten different kinds of pain, and scrambled into the woods. When he left the clearing, the tree canopy covered the moon, making it impossible to see. Felix ran blind, his mangled fingers bumping off of trees, continuing forge ahead until he saw a light in the distance, a light coming up exceedingly fast.


It’s a tow truck.


That was Felix’s last thought before the truck plowed into him.

 



# # #

 



Mal stared at his hand. Jimmy was dangling it up over Mal’s face.

 “The operation has been a success,” Jimmy said. “The patient has survived.”


Mal turned his head to see the stump of his wrist, one of the pointy bones still sticking out through the flesh. It wasn’t bleeding anymore—a quick dip in the white powder clotted the wound within seconds. But the pain was still there.


The pain went deeper than just Mal’s nerve endings firing off signals. The pain was also mental. The memory of what this monster had done to him—cutting the skin, snipping the muscles with scissors, using a hammer and chisel to get through the bone—that would haunt him for as long as he survived. Mal’s begging and pleading had devolved to incoherent bawling. Staring at the monster who had done this to him, the monster who gleefully held up his severed hand like a prize fish he’d just caught, was almost more agonizing than the physical hurt.

 “Excellent work, my boy,” Eleanor said, setting down the camcorder. “Momma has to go check on the guests upstairs. But you might want to give your patient another examination.” Eleanor looked at Mal and smiled. “I think he may have some cancer in his feet.”


Eleanor patted Mal on the cheek, then waddled off, leaving through one of the operating room’s two doors.

 “Foot cancer?” Jimmy said, his expression grim. “That’s a very serious condition. We’ll have to begin treatment immediately.”


Jimmy went to the instrument table, gripping a hacksaw in his oven mitt.


Mal cringed away, starting to babble again, knowing it wouldn’t do any good.


And then his arm, bloody and missing a hand, slipped out of the leather strap binding his wrist.


Without thinking, Mal thrust his traumatized arm at Jimmy as he inspected his saw, jabbing his protruding unla bone into the hunchback’s neck.


The pain was otherworldly. But the bone—sharp as a splinter from the chisel—cut deep into Jimmy’s flesh.


Jimmy grunted, stumbling backward, pressing both mitts to his wound. The blood gushed right through them.

 “Laceration... to the... internal jugular vein... Need... QuikClot... to stop the bleeding...”


Jimmy reached for the bowl of powder on the instrument cart. Mal, his vision red with agony, thrust out and knocked the bowl away, upending it onto the floor. A plume of white dust hung in the air, then settled.

 “Gone...” Jimmy’s red eyes grew wide. He stared at Mal. “You... knocked it over... The styptic…”


One of the hunchback’s hands stayed pressed to his pumping neck wound. The other picked up a scalpel.


Mal watched him stagger forward, the scalpel raised. 


 “You’re a doctor!” Mal managed to say. “You can stitch yourself up!”


Jimmy halted his advance. “Stitch...?”

 “You can do it! You can sew up your wound! There’s a needle on the cart!”


Jimmy looked at the scalpel again, and Mal was sure the crazy son of a bitch was going to plunge it right into his heart.


But Jimmy didn’t. He dropped the scalpel, shook off the oven mitts, and grabbed the large, curved, surgical suture. He lifted the needle up, the thread dangling down, and stared at it.

 “Do it,” Mal said. “Stitch up your neck. You can fix it. You’re a doctor.”


Jimmy nodded several times. “I’m... a doctor.”


Then he pinched the wound closed with his free hand and gouged the needle into his skin.

 “Keep going,” Mal said. “You can do it. In and out, just like that.”


Jimmy pierced his flesh, again and again, showing a fair amount of enthusiasm. But enthusiasm didn’t replace skill, and after six stitches the wound was still gushing. 



He’d also sewn his fingers to his neck.

 “That’s it!” Mal said. He felt both ready to laugh hysterically and sob at the same time. He shook away both emotions, forcing himself to stay in the moment. “You’re doing it, Dr. Jimmy! A few more stitches and you’re done!”


Jimmy lasted one more stitch. Then he dropped onto his face.


Mal let out a breath, his head resting back onto the table. He closed his eyes.


It’s over.


Now I need to get out of here.


Maybe I can escape. 



Maybe I can even find a doctor to reattach my hand.


It’s over. 



The worst is over.


Then his eyes went wide with panic when he heard the door open.

 



# # #

 



Deb stole a glance at the framed poster of Ulysses S. Grant facing the toilet as she hid in Florence’s bathroom. Like the poster in the Roosevelt room, it seemed to be looking right at her.


Then she stared at the door, straining to hear what was happening. 


 “Granny, that was a big mistake.”


Florence was in trouble.


What do I do? Go out there and try to help?


Anything is better than waiting in here for them to find me.


Deb flinched when she heard the gunshots. Two, in rapid succession.


Jesus, did they kill her?

 “Hi there, girly girly.”


Deb spun around.


The poster of Grant was yawing open on hinges, and Teddy was slinking out into the bathroom through a hole in the wall. 



He flopped onto the floor, reaching his hideous, double-thumbed hands for her, grabbing her prosthetics.


Deb cast a frantic look around, seek some kind of weapon. There was nothing. Just a sink, a toilet, and a shower. She lashed out at the poster, trying to break the glass.


Plastic. The covering is plastic.


Teddy began to pull himself up her artificial legs, groping at her underwear.

 “How ‘bout you ‘n Teddy get familiar on the floor right here, girly?”


Deb felt herself losing balance, tipping forward. She reached for the toilet to steady herself, her hands slipping on the cistern cover.


The heavy, porcelain cistern cover.


She snatched it off the toilet tank, a flat slab of stone that weighed at least eight pounds. Without thinking, she slammed it down onto Teddy’s head.


Once.


Twice.


Three times.


One the fourth strike, the cover cracked in half. Deb raised the broken piece, ready to bring it down again.


She didn’t have to. Teddy’s skull looked like a kicked pumpkin. His bloodshot eyes—popping from their sockets from the beating—stared at her accusingly. Deb pushed him aside, sliding his body across the spreading lake of blood, reaching for the door behind her, stumbling out of the bathroom to see—


BANG!

 —a third gunshot, Florence shooting a man on the floor in the head—


BANG!

 —the older woman fluidly bringing the pistol around and pulling the trigger as the Sheriff lunged at her, shooting him in the stomach. He dropped to his knees, clutching his gut.

 “Deborah? Are you okay?” Florence asked, keeping her eyes on the Sheriff.

 “Teddy... he got into the bathroom. He crawled through the walls. There are secret passages everywhere.”

 “Come over here. I’ve got some jogging shorts and a sweater in my suitcase. Put them on.”


Deb looked at herself, half naked, and sought out the suitcase next to the bed, making sure she kept far away from the dust ruffle.


The Sheriff groaned. “Lordy, you got me good, granny.”

 “The next one goes through your head, Sheriff. If you don’t want to end up like Grover here, tell me where my family is, and how many people are guarding them.”


The Sheriff shook his head. “Don’ matter none. I’m dead anyway. Wasted all my styptic on John.”

 “That’s not a fatal wound.”


The Sheriff grinned. “It is for me. So you can take that gun and shove it up your ass, old woman. I ain’t tellin’ you shit.”


Deb sat on the floor, fighting to get the shorts up over her Cheetahs. 



When she heard the Sheriff yelp, she looked up and saw Florence grinding her heel into the man’s stomach wound.

 “Let’s get something straight right now,” Florence said. “I’ve seen some terrible things in my life. Things I promised I’d never do, no matter how desperate I got. But if you keep me from my family, I’ll break that promise and make your last moments on earth absolutely unbearable. Now I’ll ask you once more, and then I’m going to stick my finger in that bullet hole and pull your guts out. Where is my family and how many people are guarding them?”


The Sheriff made a grunting noise. Wincing, he said, “Rot in hell, you old bag.”


Deb’s mouth fell open as she watched Florence drop to one knee and jab her index finger into the Sheriff’s stomach.


The Sheriff thrashed for a moment, and then made good on both of his promises; he refused to talk, and he died.


Florence’s eyes went wide. She felt his neck. “He shouldn’t be dead. I was a combat nurse. It wasn’t a fatal wound.”

 “Look at all the blood,” Deb said, pointing.


There was a large pool of red on the floor around the Sheriff. Pints of the stuff. A similar amount surrounded Grover.

 “Styptic,” Florence said. “That stops bleeding.” She wiped her finger off on the Sheriff’s sleeve. “They’re hemopheliacs. Their blood doesn’t clot on its own.”

 “Teddy said something about needing my blood.”


Florence shot her a look. “Are you O negative?”


Deb nodded.

 “So am I. So are my daughter and granddaughter. Did you get the room for free?”

 “Yeah.”


Florence wiped her finger off on the Sheriff’s sleeve. “So did we. When we filled out the applications for Iron Woman, we listed our blood types. O negative is rare. Less than seven percent of the population has it.”

 “What are you saying?”

 “They lured us here for our blood.”


It was so ghastly, so unreal, Deb didn’t want to believe it.


Florence touched one of the Sheriff’s open eyes. She plucked off a contact lens, exposing an eyeball as bloodshot as Teddy’s.

 “Besides hemophilia, they’re also anemic. They may have other blood disorders as well. Without regular transfusions, they’ll die.”

 “That’s fine by me.” Deb tugged on a sweater. “Does he have any more bullets?”


Florence checked his belt. “No. But he’s got a knife.” Florence offered the switchblade to Deb.

 “I’ve got one in my room. I need to go back upstairs to look for my friend, Mal.”

 “I’m looking for my daughter and her daughter. Letti and Kelly. I’ll start on this floor, you start upstairs. If you find anything, yell.”


Deb nodded. “You do the same.”


Florence stood up. “Both of these men were big, strong. I’m guessing there are others. But a deep cut ought to stop them, even kill them.”

 “Shouldn’t we call someone?”


Florence pointed at the Sheriff. “Who? The police?”


Deb had no answer for that. “Do you have a car?”

 “No. Flat tire. But now I’m thinking they shot the tire out. It sounded like a gunshot.”

 “Us too. That’s what Mal said. A gunshot.”

 “When you find him, get out to the road, see if you can flag down a car for help. But be careful. We don’t know how many of them there are. Talking to Eleanor, I get the feeling there might be a lot. And she obviously has outside help, if she was able to see our triathlon applications.”


Deb nodded. “I know one of them. An asshole desk clerk back at the event hotel. He’s the one who sent me here.”


Florence frowned. “Maybe we should stick together.”

 “We can cover more ground by splitting up. And we may not have a lot of time.”


Florence seemed to consider it, then held out her hand. “Good luck.”


Deb shook it. “You too.”


They held their grip for a moment, and Deb sensed a finality there. She wondered if she’d ever see the older woman again. 



Then Deb walked out of Florence’s room. The hallway was empty, silent. She took the stairs slowly, holding the handrail. Previously, the inn had seemed kitschy and somewhat amusing. Now it was downright ominous. The floors, the walls, the ceilings—Deb could imagine secret passages and trap doors everywhere she looked. This entire building was a funhouse straight out of hell. Mal’s words of the many disappearances over the years kept echoing in Deb’s mind. Five hundred people had gone missing in this area, and this place was no doubt the reason why. 



Eleanor and her family have been operating with impunity for decades. 



How big has her clan become?

 “So big it needed the blood of five hundred people,” Deb whispered to herself.


She made it down the stairs without any freaks popping out at her, and approached the Theodore Roosevelt room.


Will it be locked? I left my key inside.


The knob turned. She hesitated.


Is someone in my room?


Deb considered going back upstairs, asking Florence for help. 



Just run in, grab the knife. It will only take three seconds.


Deb braced herself, bending her knees, leaning slightly forward.


I’ll go on three.


One...


Two...


Three!


She shoved open the door—the room looked empty—took four quick steps and ran to the bathroom—also empty—reached for her fanny pack on the sink—dug out her knife—flicked open the blade.


So far so good.


Next stop, the closet. Deb wasn’t going to leave her prosthetics in there. It would take weeks to get replacements made, and she needed to have spares on her in case something happened to the Cheetahs.


The closet door was closed. She approached it slowly, tightening her grip on the folding knife. Placing her ear against the door, she held her breath, listening for any sounds.


There was only silence.


She shifted from one leg to the other. Without her gel socks, the sockets on the prosthetics were starting to chafe, because they no longer had a perfect fit.


I’ll snag them after I grab my legs.


Deb opened the closet door.


Two naked men were sitting on the closet floor, going through her suitcase, throwing her clothes everywhere. They had bulbous, bald heads, and crooked mouths. One had three nostrils. The other had an empty hole where his nose should be. The whites of their eyes were stop-light red.


Before Deb was even able to gasp, three hands reached out at her, grabbing her Cheetahs, pulling them out from under her so she fell onto her ass.


Deb kicked out, trying to pull away, but the two men were already crawling on her, pawing at her thighs, her hips, her chest.


And that’s when Deb realized, to her horror, that it wasn’t two bodies on top of her.


It’s one body with two different heads.

 



# # #

 



Kelly felt sick. Sick and scared and hurt and overwhelmed and most of all, young. She felt more like a first-grader than a teenager.


She looked at Mom, who was in a heated conversation with Maria about which way to go. The pregnant woman, Sue, stood there like a zombie, completely zoned out. JD was sniffing around, waiting for someone to tell him what to do. The only one who seemed to be okay was Cam. He leaned against the wall, arms crossed, looking vaguely bored.


I wish I could act more like him.


Kelly was wracked with worry. Even though she was out of that horrible cell, they were still trapped in these tunnels. And according to Maria, there were a lot of bad people who lived here. Kelly knew that even if they got away, they wouldn’t have anywhere to go. They were in the middle of the woods. The car didn’t work. Maria and Sue and Larry had been here for a long time, and hadn’t been able to escape.


What if we’re trapped here forever?

 “Mom?” Kelly said.

 “In a second, Kelly.”


Kelly wished Grandma was with them. Mom was strong, but Grandma was strong in a different kind of way. She was calmer, more rational. Though Kelly didn’t know her grandmother very well, she knew that if anyone could get them out of this situation, Grandma could.

 “You okay?”


Kelly glanced up at Cam, who had moved next to her. 


 “Yeah,” she managed.

 “You’re very brave,” Cam said.

 “You think so?” Kelly hugged herself. “I’m scared out of my freakin’ mind.”

 “We’re all scared, Kelly.”

 “Even you?”


Cam nodded.

 “Even when you... broke that man’s neck?”


Cam glanced away. “Yeah. That was scary. But he was hurting bad and wanted to die, so I did him a favor. Besides, death isn’t so bad.”

 “How do you know?”


Cam took off one of his leather gloves and showed Kelly his wrist. It was covered with scars.

 “After my friend died, I killed myself.”

 “You mean you tried to kill yourself,” Kelly corrected.

 “No. I succeeded. I was actually dead for two and a half minutes before they revived me.”


Cam held out his arm, so Kelly could touch it. They scars were creepy, but kind of cool, too. She ran a finger across one, surprised by how bumpy it was.

 “What did it feel like?” she asked. “To die?”


Cam shrugged, tugging his glove back on. “It was like going to sleep.”

 “It wasn’t scary?”

 “There are a lot scarier things than dying, Kelly.”

 “Like what?”


Cam stared at her. “Like living.”


Kelly decided she liked Cam. She liked his straight talk, and how open he was.


He’s also kind of cute.

 “We’re going this way,” Mom said. “C’mon, Kelly.”


Kelly began to follow.


Cam thinks I’m brave. How do brave girls act around cute guys?


Without second-guessing herself, she reached out and took Cam’s hand.


When she felt him squeeze it back, Kelly wasn’t as scared as she was before.

 



# # #

 



As expected, Letti’s room was empty. Florence found the secret entrance in the back of Letti’s closet, and considered going in.


Not yet. I should check all the other rooms first.


Florence was still shaken up by what she’d done to the Sheriff. After witnessing suffering, misery, and man’s inhumanity to man on six continents, Florence would have bet her life she’d never do something so atrocious.


And yet, she’d done it without even hesitating.


Because they have my family.


It put things into perspective. In a big way.


If I’m ready to throw out my ideals and morals for the people I love, why did I spend so much of my life helping strangers?


For the first time ever, she understood why Letti was so mad at her for missing her husband’s funeral. The realization was like a splash of ice water in the face.


I blew it. I’m so sorry, Letti. I’ll make it up to you. I swear I will.


Exiting the Grover Cleveland room, she crept quietly down the hallway and moved one door over to Lyndon B. Johnson.


Never did care for LBJ. Let’s see if anyone is home.


She put her hand on the knob, and found it to be unlocked. Moments ago she’d double-checked the Sheriff’s Colt revolver, and made sure there were two bullets left, one under the hammer. Florence held it at her side and went into the room fast, putting both hands on the gun so it couldn’t be knocked away.


There wasn’t a bed. No desk or dresser, either. The room had an eerie, pink glow to it, coming from three china cabinets along the rear wall.


Florence had seen some things in her day. Some terrible things.


This was one of the worst. 



Back when she was a child, a travelling carnival came to town. Her father paid a nickel extra so they could get into the freakshow tent. Florence cringed at the sight of deformed people, some of them real, some fake. A human torso. A woman with bird feathers. An ape man. A fellow who stuck skewers through his cheek and tongue. A woman who ate glass. But the thing that stood out the most in her juvenile brain—the thing that scared her more than anything else—was a jar.

 “It’s a pickled punk,” her father had said.


Florence later learned that was a carny term for a baby with birth defects, preserved in formaldehyde. That particular child had four legs and a harelip. 



Florence now faced an entire wall of deformed babies in jars, lit from behind. Traces of blood in the preservation fluid made the jars give off a soft, red glow.


My God. There are dozens of them.


Babies with multiple limbs. Babies with no limbs. Some had organs on the outside. Some had feet where the arms should be. Some had flippers like seals. Some were completely covered in fine hair. Some were tiny, their umbilical cords still attached, no more than embryos. Others filled their jars completely, their malformed little bodies crammed inside.


There were misshapen heads, distended bellies, twisted spines, shrunken limbs. Every way the human genome could be perverted was on display.


There were even a few that looked perfectly healthy.


Before Florence tore her eyes away, she noticed a commonality among them all. The overwhelming majority were females. Each jar had a handwritten label, listing names and birthdays. 



They’re all named after First Ladies. 



You poor, poor things.


Florence wondered how many of them died naturally and how many were killed on purpose. She brushed a tear from her eye, then left the room quietly, as if she might disturb them.


After taking a moment to compose herself, Florence pressed onward. The Warren G. Harding bedroom was next. Again, the door was open. Florence went in fast, entering a dark room. She paused, listening.


Snoring. Loud snoring.


Florence felt for the light switch along the wall, flipping it on.

 “Ma?”


The man on the bed was massive. His head—double normal size—looked eerily similar to the Elephant Man’s from that black and white movie, his forehead bulging out in large bumps, his cheekbones uneven and making his mouth crooked. His torso and legs were also malformed, twisted and lumpy, as round as tree trunks. 



Proteus Syndrome, Florence knew.
She’d seen it in South Africa. His body won’t stop growing.


But unlike gigantism, where a person grew in relative proportion, Proteus meant that different parts grew at different speeds. The overall effect was like making a figure out of clay, then squeezing some parts and adding more clay to others.

 “You ain’t Ma.”


Warren—Florence assumed that was his name—rolled out of bed with surprising speed. His bare feet, swollen as big as Thanksgiving turkeys, slammed onto the floor.


He had to weigh over four hundred pounds, and his gigantic head lolled to the side when he stood up. But Warren was able to walk.


And he was walking toward Florence.


She raised her pistol. “I need to know where my family is.”


He moved closer. With each step, the floor shook. He wore a bed sheet wrapped over his shoulder like a toga.

 “Youse pretty.”


Warren stuck out his tongue, licking his huge, flabby lips. A line of drool slid down his crooked chin.

 “Don’t come any closer.”

 “Youse wanna make babies with Warren?”


Florence aimed at his head.

 “One more step, I’ll shoot.”


Warren took one more step.


Florence made good on her threat.


The two shots hit him in his oversized forehead.


Warren lunged at her, moving so fast Florence barely had time to dive to the side.


His skull is too thick. The bullets bounced off the bone.


The giant turned around and faced her. 


 “Warren’s head hurts,” he said. Then his eyes got narrow. “Now Warren gonna make you hurt, too.”

 



# # #

 



Mal placed the pointed end of his exposed ulna against his throat, ready to kill himself before he let any more freaks operate on him.


But when the door opened, it wasn’t Eleanor or her monstrous brood.


It’s a dog.


A German Shepherd, tail wagging. It put its front paws on the embalming table and licked Mal’s face.

 “JD! Oh, Jesus...”


Mal watched a blonde woman enter the room, followed by several others. The blonde wore a tee shirt, but no pants or shoes. A younger version of her—obviously her daughter—followed, holding hands with a boy wearing black leather gloves. A pregnant woman followed, clutching her belly with a thousand yard stare. The last person in was a woman in a tattered jogging outfit. She had limp hair and hollow eyes and looked like she’d lived through a war.


They immediately went about unstrapping him, bombarding him with multiple questions.

 “Who are you?” “What happened?” “Are you okay?” “Where’s Eleanor?” “Where’s the exit?” “What’s your name?”

 “I’m Mal,” he said. The pain in his wrist was bad, but bearable. He sat up, and the movement made him woozy. The older blonde put a hand on his shoulder to steady him.

 “Do you know how to get out of here, Mal?”

 “I think so. But I need a favor first.”

 “What?”

 “Your dog has something that belongs to me.”


The woman snapped her head around and pointed. “JD! Drop it!”


The German Shepherd opened his jaws, and Mal’s hand flopped onto the ground. The blonde picked it up without hesitation.

 “I’m so sorry.”

 “Pleased to meet you,” Mal said, “since we already seem to be shaking hands.”


The woman set the hand down next to Mal. Then she took a roll of gauze from the instrument tray and began to wrap it around Mal’s stump. “I’m Letti.”

 “I know. I was supposed to interview you and your family.” Mal blinked twice, trying to keep it together. “Where’s Florence?”

 “I don’t know.”

 “Have you seen a woman with no legs? Her name is Deb?”


Letti shook her head. Mal eyed the other people in the room. He recognized the girl, Letti’s daughter, and the thin woman. She was also an Iron Woman triathlete, a high-ranked contender who vanished last year before the competition. Maria somebody.


Apparently, I’ve discovered the reason for all the disappearances in the area.


Though close to being in shock, Mal was still enough of a reporter to recognize what a terrific story this would make.


If we get out of here alive.

 “I think my clothes are in a pile over there.”


Kelly turned away while Letti and Maria helped him get off the table and dress. Mal’s cell phone was still in his pants pocket. He tried it.


No signal. And why would there be? We’re underground.


Letti found a plastic bag for his hand. She placed his severed appendage inside, and tied the bag to his belt.

 “Thanks. There’s another door,” Mal said. “Far end of the room. That’s where Eleanor went. I think it’s the way out.” 



Everyone loaded up on surgical tools—scalpels, knives, saws, cannulas—filling hands and pockets. Then they walked to the door, giving the corpse of Jimmy a wide berth. Letti let JD go through first.

 “Clear,” she said.


They shuffled through the doorway, one by one. Rather than the exit, this was another room. It was large, a few hundred square feet. Concrete walls. Dirt floor, but muddy in parts. In the corner was a hole in the ground, several pipes leading into it. A pump and two water heaters stood next to the hole.


The rest of the room was packed, floor to ceiling, with cardboard boxes. Dozens and dozens of them, many of them crumbling and moldy.


Mal squinted at the nearest box.


DruTech Pharmaceuticals - Contergan.


He touched the cardboard and his finger went right through it, like tissue paper. Powder spilled out. Mal stared at the floor, and saw a great deal of the powder mixing with the dirt. Near the water pump, there was so much powder it had turned the mud a lighter color.

 “What’s Distoval?” Kelly said, staring at a box.

 “Distoval is another name for Contergan,” Mal said. He’d just read about this very subject when researching the history of Monk Creek. “It was a sedative, developed in the 1950s in Germany. They thought it was a wonder drug. DruTech was the company set to manufacture it in the US. But the FDA didn’t approve it. DruTech lost a fortune, and closed up their factory in town. They were supposed to dispose of their supply. I guess they paid off Eleanor, and it ended up here.”

 “Why wasn’t it approved?” Letti asked.

 “You probably know it by its other name. Billy Joel even mentioned it in a song.”

 “Thalidomide,” Sue whispered.


Mal nodded, which made him slightly dizzy. He knew he was rambling, but it helped him feel grounded. “It caused massive birth defects. Real freaky stuff. Pregnant women taking it gave birth to children with some pretty terrible deformities.” Mal pointed to the well. “And it’s apparently gotten into the Inn’s water supply. The drugs have seeped into the ground. Anyone pregnant drinking from that well will... oh, shit.”


Mal’s addled brain remembered the woman who very obviously was with child.

 “Are you saying,” the woman was gently rubbing her belly, “that my baby...”

 “We don’t know that,” Letti went over to her. “We don’t know for sure, Sue. We’ll get you to a doctor when we get out of here.”

 “But… this is Larry’s baby. It’s supposed to be normal.”


Letti patted Sue’s hair. “There’s nothing we can do about it now, Sue. Let’s focus on getting out of here.”

 “I can’t have one of those freaks growing inside me. I can’t.”


Mal had been feeling pretty terrible before, but now he felt like curling up into a ball and dying.

 “There’s the door,” Cam said. “Maybe that’s the way out.”


Cam led Kelly, by the hand, to the exit. Letti and JD followed.

 “I’m so sorry,” Mal said to Sue.

 “They did things to me,” Sue said. “Horrible things. I can’t have my baby be like that.”

 “I’m sure it will be okay,” Mal lied. 



Sue nodded. She and Mal walked toward the door, and then Sue broke off, heading for the well.

 “Wait! Don’t!”


The pregnant woman gave him a sad, backward glance, then jumped into the hole. Two seconds later, there was a splash.

 “Help!” Mal shouted. “Help us!”


Letti and Maria hurried over. 


 “She jumped in. She just jumped in.”


The three of them formed a ring around the well, staring down into the blackness.

 “Sue!” Letti called.


Sue didn’t reply. There were no splashing noises. No sounds of struggling.


Just bubbles. 



The bubbles of someone letting all the air out of her lungs and sinking.


Aw, Jesus, what have I done?

 “It’s not your fault,” Letti said. “She would have found out eventually.”


Mal continued to stare into the well. Jumping in didn’t seem like a bad idea, actually.

 “We need you,” Letti said, taking his good arm. “I know you’ve been through a lot, but we need to stick together to get out of here.”

 “We can’t,” Mal said. “We can’t get away.”

 “Yes we can.”


Mal pulled away. “They’ve been killing people for over forty years. More than five hundred people. No one has ever escaped to tell the world about it.”

 “Then we’ll be the first.”


Mal stared into Letti’s eyes. They were strong, determined. Like Deb’s eyes.


Deb. 



I have to find Deb.

 “I guess I could lend a hand,” Mal said. “One, at least.”


He allowed Letti and Maria to lead him to the door. The next room was another storage area, thalidomide boxes stacked everywhere. There were three other doors, not including the one they came through.

 “Kelly?” Letti said, looking around. “Kelly!”


But Kelly, the dog, and the boy were gone.

 



# # #

 



Felix opened his eyes to blurry, swirling lights. He took a breath and winced—add several broken ribs to his grocery list of things that hurt. Blinking, he realized he was on his back, lying in the woods. The two lights he saw were headlights, coming from a vehicle a dozen yards away.


The memories came to him in snippets.


...accidentally shooting John in the head...


...being taken here in a police car...


...the cougar attack...


...getting hit by the tow truck...


The tow truck.


Felix knew the tow truck was part of this whole nightmare. He needed to get away from it. Far away.


Biting his lower lip so the whimpering wasn’t too loud, Felix managed to turn onto his side. There wasn’t a single part of his body that didn’t throb. 



A stick broke, nearby. Someone walking through the underbrush.


Ronald? Or the tow truck driver, Ulysses?


Felix looked around, saw he was near a depression in the ground filled with dead leaves and pine needles. He rolled to it, squeezing his eyes shut against the pain, coming to a rest on his back because he couldn’t breathe while on his stomach with his ribs hurting so badly. Then he put a stick in his mouth to bite down on, and used his mangled hands to scoop dirt and dead foliage onto himself, trying to cover his body completely. 



The sound got closer. It was steady, rhythmic.


Footsteps.


If Felix had any doubt it was Ulysses coming for him, those doubts were laid to rest when he heard, “Don’ make me come find you, little man. You make me hunt around, it’ll be worse on ya.”


If Felix had any sense of humor left, he might have laughed at the irony.


Like things could get worse.


The footsteps got closer. Felix peeked up through the pine needles on his face, waiting for Ulysses to approach.


That’s when he noticed his cell phone.


He’d had it in his jeans pocket. It must have come out when he was hit by the truck, or when he was rolling. The tiny green light, indicating the phone was on, blinked like a homing beacon.


If Ulysses sees that phone...


Just then, Ulysses walked into the clearing.


He was big, every bit as big as John. Thick in the shoulders and the chest. A head as massive as a tree stump. Felix could only make out his silhouette in the moonlight, but he could see Ulysses was carrying something long and curved. 



A crowbar.


Felix quickly reached out his hand, slapping his palm over his cell phone, covering the green light.


Then there was a burst of red. Ulysses had lit a flare.


The red glow illuminated the large man’s facial deformity. The right side of his face bulged out like he had a baseball under his skin. This stretched out his mouth, making it almost twice as wide as normal. Ulysses looked like he could swallow an orange, whole.


Felix stared, impotent, as the man stalked closer. Soon he was three steps away...


Two steps...


One step.


Please no oh please don’t step on...


MY HAND!


Ulysses’s work boot crunched down on Felix’s broken hand, prompting a pain so intense Felix had to gnash his teeth so he didn’t scream.

 “Y’all put a dent in my truck,” Ulysses said, staring into the woods.


Get off my hand! Get off!

 “When I find you, I’m gonna beat out that dent with your skull.”


GETOFFGETOFFGETOFF!!!


Ulysses hacked and spat, hitting Felix on the cheek. Felix squeezed his eyes shut, feeling it slide down into his ear, knowing he couldn’t hold the scream in any longer.


Then Ulysses abruptly walked on, into the forest, the red flare growing dimmer and eventually disappearing.


With tremendous effort, Felix got up onto his knees, and shoved the cell phone back into his pocket using his thumb and pinky.


The Inn. I need to go back to the Inn and find Maria.


But with his mangled hands, he knew he was practically useless. He couldn’t hold a weapon. He couldn’t even open a door.


Are my fingers broken? Or just dislocated?


Squinting in the moonlight, he studied his bent digits. The bends and twists were primarily around the knuckles. But, incredibly, the two of the fingers Ulysses had steeped on looked better than before.


Maybe I can bend them all back.


He brought his right hand up to his mouth, ready to stick his finger inside.


Just bite down, and let gravity do the rest.


But Felix didn’t bite down. On the list of things he didn’t want to do, trying to fix his fingers ranked slightly above pouring gasoline on his head and setting his hair on fire.


Just do it.


Felix didn’t move.


Do it! For Maria!



He clamped his teeth down, hard, and then quickly dropped his wrist.


SNAP!


A sob escaped him, and his whole body shook. But his index finger did seem to be better. Even semi-functional.


Three more to go.


He switched hands, raising the left one to his face, when he noticed a firefly in the bushes, glinting yellow. The firefly also had a mate, a few inches away.


Then the fireflies blinked, and Felix realized he wasn’t staring at fireflies.


He was looking into the eyes of the mountain lion.

 



# # #

 



Deb didn’t hesitate. With her folding knife in a death grip, she hacked away at the throat of the nearest Siamese twin, cutting and slashing until she hit bone and they crawled off of her, spraying geysers of blood.


When they got to the bed, the twins sat up. The duo shared the same two legs, but at the chest they forked into two halves. A single, underdeveloped arm jutted out of their sternum just below the split. The head on the left-hand side was limp, nodding forward, eyes rolled up. The left arm was similarly slack.

 “Andrew?” the other head said, staring at his dead twin. “What’s wrong, Andrew?”


He slapped the slack head, repeatedly. Deb gawked, the horrible image too much for her to handle. She scooted away from them, snagging the bag with her prosthetic legs from the closet.

 “You killed Andrew!” the other twin cried. He attempted to lunge at Deb, but only half of his body worked. As he pathetically tried to drag himself forward, Deb crawled to the nearest wall and pulled herself up. 



The blood soaking her sweater was warm, and the stench was making her sick. She stripped it off, down to her tee shirt and shorts, and headed into the hallway. More than anything else, she wanted to run outside, get as far away from this awful house as possible. But she wasn’t going to leave Mal behind. Somehow, she knew he’d give her the same consideration if the roles were reversed.


The next room over had Abraham Lincoln stencilled on the door. Brandishing the knife, Deb went in quick, feeling along the wall for the light switch. When she flipped it on, all she saw was lots of creepy Lincoln decor. But it was empty of people.


Next came Calvin Coolidge. Like every door so far, it was unlocked, making Deb wonder if any of the locks actually worked. Testing her theory, she turned the lock on the knob and then twisted it.


It doesn’t lock at all.


Again she stepped into a dark room, reaching for the light switch next to the doorway—

 —touching the man who was standing there.


Deb recoiled, pulling away, backpedalling into the hall. Her ass hit the banister, and for a crazy moment she thought she was going to flip over it and tumble down to the first floor. She lowered her center of gravity by doing the splits, her Cheetah prosthetics splaying out as she sat on her ass.


Whomever she accidentally touched walked out of the dark room, into the light of the hallway. He had a large brow ridge, bisected with a single bushy eyebrow, on a head that was big and flatish on top. His arms were longer than they should have been, and his fingers were fused together in a triangle shape, like the flippers of a walrus. His other hand had a bloody bandage wrapped around it.


But the most repulsive thing of all was his torso. He had no shirt, and his pale, hairless chest was pocked with dozens of—


Nipples. He’s covered with nipples.


The freak opened his mouth and made a noise that was a lot like the honking of a Canadian goose. Then he lunged.


Deb thrust her blade at him, but he batted it aside with his bandaged hand, sending it skittering across the floor. She tried to scurry after the knife, but the curved fiberglass of her Cheetahs slipped across the wood floor. The only traction on her prosthetics were the rubber treads, but in a sitting position the bottoms were bent upward like the ends of a W. 



Calvin honked again, getting his arms around her, nipples poking at her face and eyes. Deb tried to turn, to get onto her hands and knees, but his grip was too strong.


Behind her, the banister creaked, then shifted.


Calvin backed up, apparently afraid of breaking it and falling over. Deb took the opportunity to lunge for the knife, tapping it with her fingertips, sending it spinning toward the railing.


Don’t fall! Don’t fall!


The knife handle teeter-tottered over the ledge then righted itself. Deb stretched farther, trying to snag it, and then her head was yanked back by her hair. But it felt more than just pulling. It also felt wet.


She turned her head, trying to see what was happening peripherally.


He’s biting my hair.


Deb tried to push against the floor, but her prosthetics couldn’t get a purchase. Then her eyes flitted to her bag, the strap still around her shoulder. She reached for it.


Calvin’s hands moved down, encircling her neck, and Deb thought he was going to strangle her. But the pervert lowered his hands, reaching for her breasts instead.


Bad move.


Deb tugged down the zipper on her suitcase and freed one of her prosthetic mountain climbing legs—the one with the spikes on the toe.


Calvin got the spiked end in the eye. 



He honked again, rolling off of her, slapping both hands to his face. 



Deb grabbed the knife and pulled herself upright, ready to fight back. But the strange, heaving sounds Calvin made had a familiar, rhythmic pattern that made her pause.


He’s crying. Like a little kid.


While Deb was deciding what to do next, Calvin let out a mighty roar and tackled her, both of them flying over the railing, crashing to the floor twelve feet below.

 



# # #

 



Florence spent a lifetime studying the martial arts to become more in touch with her body, her surroundings, and her spirituality. But along the path to enlightenment, she also learned how to fight.


The two shots to the head didn’t even slow down the monstrous Warren, with his massive skull and elephantine legs. But Florence also had a knife. She moved easily and fluidly toward the stampeding giant, dropped her left shoulder, and rolled up to him, thrusting the Sheriff’s blade deep into his inner thigh. Florence twisted the knife, intending to sever the body’s largest artery, the femoral. Battlefield triage in Vietnam had shown her how quickly an injury like that proved fatal.


Incredibly, Warren swatted her aside, like she was a pesky fly. Florence moved with the blow, deflecting most of its force, and faced him on all fours, still clutching the knife. She waited for him to drop.


He didn’t. His leg was bleeding, but not gushing like she’d expected.


His thigh is so thick I missed the artery.

 “You stabbed Warren,” Warren said. 


 “And I’ll do it again unless Warren leaves me alone.”


Florence eyed the door. She probably had a chance to get away. But Warren would no doubt follow, and alert others to what was going on. 



It’s self-defense, Florence told herself. I’m not actively trying to kill a man.


But Florence knew Warren had to die if she was going to find Letti and Kelly.


Strangely, she was okay with that.

 “How many brothers do you have, Warren?”


Warren plodded over to the dresser, picking up a packet. He tore it open and slapped white powder onto his thigh and forehead. The bleeding stopped almost immediately.


The styptic the Sheriff mentioned.

 “Warren has lots of brothers.”

 “How many is lots?”


He turned to face her. “Lots.”

 “Your brothers have my daughter and granddaughter. I want to know where they are.”


Warren took a step toward her, spreading out his arms. “In the slave cellar. Where y’all ‘r gonna be.”

 “Warren, if you go back to bed, and promise not to tell anyone, I won’t kill you.”


Warren made a low, throaty sound, that Florence figured out was laughter.

 “Warren is big ‘n strong. You ain’t gonna kill Warren.”


He reached out his hands. They were so swollen and distorted they looked less like hands, and more like balloons with sausages sticking out of them. Florence gracefully sidestepped his attempted grab, clutched one of his fingers, and drew the blade across the underside of his wrist, cutting as deep as she could.


The blood came out like a lawn sprinkler turned on. Warren howled, turning to reach for the styptic. Florence changed her grip on the knife and stabbed him through his grossly deformed big toe, pinning his foot to the floor. Then she backed out of his range.


Warren tried to reach for the knife handle, but his stomach was so distended he couldn’t bend down low enough. It took him less than a minute to bleed to death, and Florence was surprised by how detached she felt watching him.


Then she stumbled into the bathroom and puked her guts out into the sink.


Good. For a second I thought I’d stopped being human.


Still queasy, Florence retrieved the knife and crept out of the room and into the hallway, almost bumping into a man with no arms. Her mind flashed back to Eleanor’s words.

 “Legend says one slave, after his fifth drop, lost both of his arms when they ripped from his sockets. He’s said to roam the hallways at night, looking for his missing limbs.”


But this was no ghost of a slave. This was another of Eleanor’s perverted brood. And while he didn’t have arms, he did have hands. Underdeveloped baby hands, sticking directly out of his shoulders.


He lumbered toward Florence with a bowlegged gait, and his mouth seemed too small for his overabundance of teeth, which jutted crookedly from his lips in all directions.

 “Don’t come any closer,” Florence said.


Like Warren, this one didn’t heed her warning. He came up fast, kicking at her chest, knocking Florence onto her back. One of his filthy feet pinned her wrist to the floor, and he actually gripped the knife with his toes, trying to wrestle it away from Florence.


She made a fist and punched upward, connecting between his legs. He groaned, doubling over, giving Florence easy access to his neck. She raised the knife.


The red sluiced down like hot, sticky rain.


Getting out from under him, Florence heard a thump. She crawled to the railing and looked down. 



Deb, and a man, were sprawled out on the first floor. There was a growing pool of blood, and neither one was moving.


Then Florence heard a door open. Followed by a few others.


She did a slow turn, taking everything in, and saw she was surrounded by freaks.

 



# # #

 



When JD took off through the open door, Kelly followed. The smell hit her first. A rotten, putrid smell. It reminded her of the time she was taking out the garbage and one of the bags broke open, spilling out the remains of a chicken dinner from a week ago.


There’s something dead in this room.


But Kelly couldn’t see what it was. Unlike the other rooms in these underground tunnels, this one had no overhead light bulbs. 



Then the door behind her slammed shut, cutting of the little light that had been filtering in.

 “JD?”


The dog didn’t come. Kelly took a few steps forward, hands out in front of her so she didn’t run into anything in the darkness.


Her fingers brushed something.


Something moist.


She recoiled, and strong arms grabbed her from behind. Before she had a chance to scream, the man clutching her said, “Kelly?”

 “Cam?”


Kelly was still afraid, but he kept his hands on her shoulders, and that felt kind of nice. She felt her face get warm.


He’s way too old for me. He’s got to be at least nineteen or twenty.


Still, he is cute. And I am almost a teenager.

 “I can’t find JD,” Kelly said, trying to keep her voice strong.

 “Hold on. I have a lighter in my pocket.”


A flame appeared in front of Kelly, illuminating Cam’s outstretched arm, along with—

 “Oh, wow…”


The room was filled with suitcases. A maze of suitcases, stacked floor to ceiling. Some of them looked really old, and were moldering in the dampness. Others looked so new they could have been purchased yesterday.

 “How many do you think there are?” Kelly asked.

 “I dunno. Hundreds.”

 “Do you think…?” Kelly let the sentence trail off, not wanting to speak her thoughts out loud.

 “Yeah. I think each one came from a person these psychos murdered.”


Kelly shivered. “I don’t like this place. We need to find my dog. He ran in here.”

 “I know. I saw you and followed…”


The flame went off. Kelly pressed herself tighter against Cam.

 “Sorry,” he said, flicking the lighter back on. “Thumb slipped. Let’s see what’s around that stack.”


Cam walked around Kelly, taking the lead, and she was sort of sorry he wasn’t holding her anymore. She followed close, a single step behind him. The lighter flame cast wild, flickering shadows, making the heaps of luggage seem like they were swaying. 



They rounded the corner, and the smell got worse. Kelly put her hand over her mouth and nose.

 “What’s that awful—”


The light went out again.

 “Kelly,” Cam said. “I want you to do me a favor, okay?”


Kelly didn’t like his tone. He sounded scared. “What?”

 “Take my hand, and close your eyes.”

 “Why, Cam? What’s—”

 “Trust me. You don’t want to see this. Just keep them closed until I say it’s okay.”

 “Cam, you’re freaking me out.”

 “Just do it. Please.”


Kelly believed after everything she’d already been through today, there was nothing else that could scare her. But when Cam said please, she gave in.


Besides, I get to hold his hand.

 “Okay.”


Kelly closed her eyes, and Cam’s gloved hand encircled hers. They walked slowly, the smell getting almost unbearable. Cam made a gagging sound, and Kelly had to press her shirt against her face.


What could possibly smell this bad?

 “We should go back for my mom,” Kelly said. She instantly regretted speaking, because the rotten stench got on her tongue.

 “We will. But I feel a draft up ahead. I think it’s a way out. Unh!”


Cam’s hand pulled from hers, and she was left standing there alone. Her eyes sprung open.

 “Cam?”

 “I tripped, Kelly. Keep your eyes closed.”


But she didn’t. And when the light went on, she saw what Cam had tripped over.


A dead body. 



The whole room was filled with dead people.

 



# # #

 


 “Kelly!” Letti called out.


Three doors. Which one did she go through?


Letti hurried to the first door, knocking over a soggy cardboard box, spilling pills onto the dirt floor. She tugged open the door and gasped.


There were a bunch of people standing in the room.


But her brain told her something was amiss, that these weren’t people. She stared a moment longer, and saw that they were all elaborately dressed, some in period clothing. And none of them were moving.


Even stranger, most of them were recognizable.

 “Wax figures,” Mal said. “I guess there’s no room for them in the house.”


Naturally, each wax figure depicted a U.S. President. They looked old, and far from pristine. Most were covered in dust and cobwebs. Some had broken limbs and cracked faces. The Richard Nixon closest to Letti was missing his nose.

 “Kelly!” Letti yelled again. She took a step forward, toward a particularly ugly statue of George Washington in colonial dress, but someone held her back.

 “Hold on,” Maria said, easing in front of her. She held up a scalpel she’d taken from the operating room, and whispered in Letti’s ear, “I’ve seen this trick before.”


Moving quickly, Maria stuck the scalpel into Washington’s belly.


The statue—which wasn’t a statue at all—howled and lashed out at her.


Four other statues followed suit, coming to life and closing in. Maria backed up, bumping into Letti, and they both high-tailed it out the door they’d come in, slamming it behind them. Letti braced her shoulder against the wood.

 “Check the other doors! We have to get out of here!”


Mal opened the one on the right. “It’s dark. I can’t see anything.”


The door shuddered. Letti removed the cannula—a large, sharp metal tube she’d grabbed from the instrument cart—from her back pocket and speared it into the door jamb like a deadbolt. It wouldn’t hold for long. 



Maria checked the far door. “There’s a ladder. Come on!”


The trio ran to the ladder. It was made of metal bars, old and rusty, ascending into darkness. Mal went up first, moving damn quick for a man with only one hand. Maria followed. 



The door to the statue room burst open, and a bleeding, pissed-off George Washington stumbled through. He was followed by a large, stout woman wearing a pillbox hat.

 “You can’t get away, Loretta,” Eleanor said. “No guests ever leave.”


Letti considered running at the woman, perhaps taking her as some kind of hostage. But four of her large brood filed out of the room behind her, so Letti turned and climbed up the ladder. At each rung, she expected someone to grab her ankles, pull her back down. But it didn’t happen. No one even seemed to be chasing her.


When she reached the top, she understood why. The ladder led to another doorway, which opened up into the main floor of the Rushmore Inn, where there were more than a dozen freaks waiting for her.

 



# # #

 



Felix didn’t move. He didn’t dare breathe. The mountain lion was less than a foot away, its golden eyes staring Felix right in the face. The cat’s ears flattened against its head and the beast roared in unmistakeable wildcat style, baring its sharp, thick fangs.


I’m about to die, and there’s not a thing I can do about it.


But Ronald wasn’t ready to kill Felix. Not yet.


Ronald wanted to play with his food first.


A paw shot out, clipping Felix in the head, the blow dizzying. Felix rolled, crying out, not caring anymore if he was heard or not. He had no idea how much punishment a man could take and still survive, but he knew he was near his limit.


The cougar pounced, landing next to Felix, and gave him another swat. It tore Felix’s shirt, and the skin underneath.


Felix tried to feebly scramble away, and Ronald’s claw hooked into his leg, pulling him back. He tried once more, and the cat did the same thing.


Enough. I’m done. It’s finished.


Felix rolled onto his back, staring up at the full moon peeking through the trees. He realized it would be the last thing he ever saw.


Such a shame. He wanted his last sight to be the woman he’d fought so desperately to save.


I love you, Maria.


And then Ronald’s warm mouth closed around Felix’s neck.

 



# # #

 



The first thing Deb saw when she opened her eyes was a swirling, spinning jumble of motes. They danced in her vision, making it hard to focus.


She shook her head, trying to get her bearings, and realized four things in rapid succession.


I fell on top of Calvin, and he’s bloody and completely still, and I think he’s dead.


My nose hurts, and I have a headache, but I don’t think I sustained any major damage.


I lost my knife, but I still have my prosthetic leg bag around my shoulder.


I’m surrounded by freaks.


The last thought jolted her back to the here and now. Deb pushed herself up off of Calvin, struggling to get her Cheetahs under her. The bottom skids kept slipping on the widening spread of blood.


Coming at her from the left side were; a man with one long arm and a very short arm, his skull so misshapen and massive he wore a neck brace to support it; a set of parasitic twins, the smaller, deformed brother’s head and hands sticking out of the hip of his host; a morbidly obese man with two extra hands jutting from his chest; and a man without a shirt, exposing lumpy growths all over his body that looked a lot like pink coral. 



On her right side, Deb was confronted by; a man with a spine so twisted he walked on all fours; a tall, long-limbed teenager whose eyes were too close together, bloody acne covering his face like a crust, two more men like Grover, with flippers for hands and deformed skulls, and a gigantic, muscular hulk who didn’t appear to have any neck.


Deb grabbed her dropped mountain climbing leg, which was lying next to her. Then she crawled out of the blood pool. Her prosthetics were still too slippery to stand up. She assumed a kneeling position, raising the artificial leg like a weapon, realizing she had no chance at all of getting away.


The pimply teenager reached for her, his hands stained with dried blood—probably from picking at his face. His reach was so long Deb was unable to hit him even as his spidery fingers encircled her throat.


And then the teen’s head jerked to the side. His eyes—mere millimeters apart—crossed. He flopped to the side, his head bouncing off the floor.


Coming in behind him, someone else reached out for Deb.


Florence.

 “Give me your hand,” she said.


With the older woman’s help, Deb was able to stand up. Once Deb was vertical, Florence lashed out her foot, catching a freak in the jaw, knocking him away.


Deb followed Florence through the hole she’d made in the wall of attackers, walking carefully because her treads were wet. The tiny burst of optimism spurred by Florence’s rescue attempt faded quickly when Deb realized there was no place to run.


We can’t get away. There are too many of them.




Florence didn’t seem deterred by this. She kicked and punched like Jackie Chan’s grandmother, and for the moment the freaks gave her a wide berth.

 “We should try for the front door,” Deb said. They were now standing back to back, both of them swinging at the surrounding horde. 


 “I’m not leaving without my family.”


Someone crawled up to Deb, someone with stunted legs like Teddy. He grabbed Deb’s Cheetah, pulling her off balance. Deb smacked him in the face with her mountain climbing leg, the spiked end flaying off a few layers of skin.

 “Deb!”


She looked up, at a door that opened behind the staircase.


Mal!


He looked like hell, and was missing his left hand, and they were both probably doomed, but damned if he didn’t smile when she met his eyes.


Following him through the door were two women. One looked like a younger version of Florence. The other was thin and dishevelled but brandishing a scalpel like she wanted to cut the whole world’s throat.


Our odds just got a tiny bit better.


Mal pushed his way through Eleanor’s children, reaching Deb, giving her a quick, gentle caress on her cheek before he wielded a scalpel of his own and began slashing at the oncoming wave of freaks.


For a moment they held their own, and Deb thought they might actually have a chance.


But more of the brood came down the stairs, shuffling toward them like zombies. And even more came through the door under the staircase, dressed in antique clothing. 



How many of them can there be?


Then Deb saw something that could be the game-changer.


Eleanor is here.


The matriarch stood next to the stairs, arms folded, looking smug.


It’s like chess. If you capture the king, the rest of the pieces stop attacking.


Deb headed for Eleanor, swinging her mountain climbing leg like a club, clearing a path. Eleanor saw Deb approach, and must have sensed her intent, because she hurried up the stairs. Deb wasn’t good on stairs, but she got ready to follow, to hunt down the old woman and an end to this madness.


Apparently, someone else had the same idea. Shoving Deb aside, the thin woman with the scalpel tore upstairs after Eleanor. Deb fell over, and found herself being pawed and groped on all sides by losers in the genetic lottery.

 “We have to go back to the basement!” Mal yelled. “We can’t hold them off up here!”


Someone pulled Deb’s arm—Florence again. She dragged Deb across the floor, to the doorway under the staircase. Mal and Florence’s daughter followed. The door led to a small room the size of a closet, an iron ladder descending into the floor. Deb’s hopes sank even lower.


I’m even worse on ladders than I am on stairs. 


 “You go first,” she told Florence.


Florence hesitated. “Can you manage?”

 “If I don’t, gravity will.”


Florence sped down the ladder. Her daughter was next, leaving Deb alone with Mal. The freaks closed in, shuffling en masse like a giant wave about to wash up against them. 


 “Ladies first,” Mal said.

 “You go.”

 “No time to argue.”

 “I... I can’t.”


Deb knew she would need to scoot down backwards, feel around for the rungs. It was dark, and she had no idea how high the ladder was. Mal could go faster, even with one hand. He should—


And then Mal shoved her. Deb teetered, stepping backward, her leg missing the floor and dropping into the hole.


She fell, crying out, insane with panic, and then something snagged her hand and stopped her.


Mal. Holding onto me from above.

 “Catch her!” Mal yelled.


Then he let go of Deb’s hand, and once again the crazy panic feeling took over, staying with her even as four strong arms broke her fall.


Rather than feeling relief at still being alive, Deb stared up at the ladder above her, willing for Mal to come down.


He didn’t.

 “Mal!” she yelled. “MAL!”


There was an unbearable silence. 



Then Mal began to scream.

 



# # #

 



Kelly couldn’t quite comprehend what she was seeing. The dead were stacked around her like cords of firewood, almost as high as the ceiling. Most were dishevelled, their skin shrunken and mummified. Others were practically skeletal. They towered on either side, threatening to topple over and bury Kelly in an avalanche of corpses.


Cam got to his feet and kicked something aside. The object rolled away into the darkness, but not before Deb could make out its long hair and two hollowed-out eye sockets.


He just kicked a human head.

 “The flame is blowing toward me,” Cam said. “There’s a way out.”

 “We need to get Mom.”

 “I think I see your dog.”


Cam hurried ahead. Kelly had to follow, or else be left in total darkness. She reached her arms out in front of her, not wanting to bump into anything while chasing Cam, and then felt a sharp pain in her heel just above her gym shoe, like she’d caught it in something.


She immediately lifted her leg up, reaching for her calf—

 —touching something greasy and furry. Something that squirmed when her fingers touched its pointy nose.


Oh my god it’s a rat!


Kelly had held rats before; one of her friends had a rat as a pet. But that one was tame and cute, and this one was biting her ankle.


She stabbed at the creature with her scalpel. It dropped off, squealing, just as Kelly felt another one run up her other leg. She jabbed that one as well, but then there were more of them, running over her feet, bumping into her from all directions. The scalpel wasn’t enough.

 “Cam!”


Kelly ran forward, wanting more than anything to get the hell away from there, and then she was pressed up against the pile of corpses, her face mashing into someone long dead. Thick dust—dead flesh?—rained down on Kelly, getting in her eyes and nose.

 “Cam!” she said, and then bent over and vomited when a flake of something putrescent landed in her mouth.


More squealing, and then there was light again and Cam appeared, stomping on rats, breaking their backs and kicking them aside. He took Kelly under the arm and said, “Hurry! I found your dog!”


They stumbled through the corpse maze, rats on their heels, and then Kelly felt a fresh, clean breeze on her face. The smell was glorious. She glimpsed the full moon in the distance, through a barred iron gateway which was pushed open. There, next to a tree—

 “JD!”


The dog didn’t look at her. He was hunched down, his teeth bared, staring at something in the dark.


Kelly began to run to him, but Cam caught her shirt, holding her back.

 “Wait,” Cam whispered.


A moment later, Kelly understood Cam’s caution. 



Slinking out of the woods, approaching her dog, was a mountain lion.

 



# # #

 



If it’s the last thing I do in my life, I’m going to kill that bitch.


Maria headed for the staircase after Eleanor, but a familiar figure blocked her way.


George.


His powdered wig was on crooked, and the Revolutionary War uniform he wore was stained with blood splotches and gunky styptic.

 “I din’t get to stick it to y’all earlier. But you ain’t gettin’ away this time.”


He reached for her, his lips curled in a snarl. Maria let him grab her, pull her close.


How about I stick it to you instead, asshole?


And then she rammed the scalpel so far into his bloodshot eyeball the tip touched the back of his skull.


George crumpled to the floor. Maria pulled out the scalpel, which came free with a sucking/slurping sound, then darted up the stairs. For a fat old lady, Eleanor could move like a gazelle. Though Maria had done her best to maintain an exercise regimen in captivity, she knew she was malnourished, and the transfused blood in her system zapped her energy even further. By the time Maria got to the third floor, she was winded, and Eleanor had disappeared into one of the rooms. 



Maria began with the closest one, Zachary Taylor.


Immediately on entering, Maria was gut-punched by emotion.


Cribs. There are half a dozen baby cribs.


And some of the babies are cooing.


Maria’s mind flashed back to when she first realized she was serious about Felix. She hadn’t ever planned a future with a man before, and for the first time she had to share an intimate, personal, and ultimately shameful admission.

 “I want to have kids with you. But I can’t. I have this medical condition. I’ll never be able to bear children.”


Felix’s response was one of the best things anyone ever said to her.

 “Then after we get married, we’ll adopt, and some lucky kid will get to have the best mother in the world.”


Seeing all of these cradles made Maria’s heart catch in her throat. How many times, lying on the dirt floor of her cell, had she dreamed of one day holding a baby? Of playing peek-a-book? Of changing its little diapers and tickling its little chin?


Slowly, reverently, Maria approached the nearest crib, peeking over the side.


She immediately recoiled. The child had bug eyes and an obscenely large mouth, which was currently wrapped around a piece of raw chicken. It looked up at Maria and hissed, baring pointed teeth.


Unable to stop herself, she checked the next crib. The child had something on its face that looked like a beak, and it was gnawing on its own foot, drawing blood. 



The next one was a set of Siamese twins, joined at the face and sharing the same center eye. They saw her and made a sound like a cat being stepped on/


The next one—


Perfect. This baby is absolutely perfect. 



Fine, brown hair. Wide, expressive eyes. The cutest little nose. The child saw Maria and cooed, reaching out a chubby hand. She held out her finger, letting the baby grasp it, and for a moment Maria forget where she was, and who she was, and all the horrors of the past year, along with her current situation, vanished from her mind. 



You’re so precious. 



Then, from behind her, Maria heard the unmistakeable sound of a shotgun racking. Without even thinking, Maria snatched up the baby and spun around.


Eleanor had the gun pointed at her. Maria raised the scalpel.

 “Drop it, or I’ll kill the baby,” she lied.


Eleanor smiled. “Go ahead. She ain’t one of mine. Came with a couple who stayed here a few weeks back. Her parents didn’t properly adjust to our accommodations, and they’re no longer with us. But that little girl is the right blood type. Plannin’ on bleedin’ her when she gets a wee bit older. Then let my boys have some fun. But I can live with the loss.” 



Someone came in the room behind Eleanor. Harry, whose harelip was so severe it practically reached his eyebrows.


What do I do?


What can I do?


Nothing. I can’t do a damn thing.

 “Either kill the child or set ‘er down,” Eleanor said. “Either way, you ain’t goin’ nowhere.”


Maria took a deep breath, then let it out slow. She went to put the girl back in its crib, but the infant clung to Maria’s shirt collar, refusing to be put down. When Maria disentangled her perfect little fingers and laid her on her back, the baby began to cry.

 “Shh,” Maria said, tears welling up. “It’s okay, little one. It’s going to be okay.”


But Maria knew it wouldn’t be.


Then Eleanor stomped over and hit Maria in the stomach with the butt of the shotgun. Maria crumpled to the floor.

 “I saw what you did to my transfuser machine,” Eleanor said. “It’ll take me a week to get another one delivered. You’re gonna pay for that, little lady. Pay dearly. I’m gonna punish you the old-fashioned way.”


But Maria wasn’t listening. She was looking up at the crib, realizing that was the last time in her life she’d ever get to hold a baby.


Then Harry grabbed her.

 



# # #

 



Letti shoved the woman with the artificial legs aside, reaching out her arms to catch Mal, who was screaming as he fell. He came down face-first, but Letti was ready for it, keeping her back straight, bending her knees, grasping him tight just inches before his head cracked against the ground.

 “We have to go,” Florence said. “Now.”


She was right. Eleanor’s brood was coming down the ladder.


The four of them hurried into the next room, shutting the door behind them. Letti, Florence, and the legless woman—Letti remembered that Mal called her Deb—began to stack boxes against the door, moving as fast as they could.

 “Where’s Kelly?” Florence asked.

 “She disappeared with JD and Cam.”

 “They must have gone through here,” Mal said, poking his head into the room with the suitcases. “Maybe they found an exit.”


Letti hefted a particularly heavy box of pills, dropping it on the pile. “Okay, let’s go. Right now. Come on, Florence.”

 “No,” Florence said.


Letti stopped and stared at her mother. “What do you mean, no?”


Florence came up to Letti, and did something completely out of character. She held her daughter’s hands.


She hasn’t done that since I was a kid.

 “Someone has to stay here and hold them off so you can get away,” Florence said.


Letti shook her head. “No way. We don’t have time for this. You’re coming with us.”


Florence smiled, but it was a sad smile.


Oh, no. This isn’t happening. She isn’t going to do what I think she’s going to do.

 “I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry, Letti. I was stubborn. I thought I knew better. But the fact is, you’re more important to me than anyone else on the planet. I wish I realized that sooner.”

 “We can do this later, Florence.”

 “There’s not going to be a later, Letti. Not for me.”


Letti took her hands back, folding her arms across her chest. “If you stay here, then I’m staying with you.”


Florence shook her head. “You need to be there for your daughter, Letti. Like I should have been there for you. I’m sorry I wasn’t at your husband’s funeral. It’s my biggest regret.”


A lump grew in Letti’s throat.


I waited so long to hear her say those words. But not here. Not now.

 “Florence...”

 “Tell Kelly I’m sorry I wasn’t a bigger part of her childhood. And I’m sorry I won’t get to see her grow up into the amazing woman I know she’s going to become, because she has you as a mother.”


Letti’s eyes got glassy. “No. You can tell her that yourself, when we all get out of here.”


The door shook, toppling some of the boxes.

 “I’m not going to get out of here, Letti.” Florence said. “But you are. And you’re going to live a long, wonderful life, taking care of my granddaughter.”


She’s not doing this. Don’t let her be doing this.

 “Florence... please...”


Florence touched Letti’s cheek, wiped away a tear.

 “Of all the things I’ve done, Letti. All the soldiers I helped to heal. All the hungry I helped to feed. The vaccines I gave. The dams I built. The villages I helped to save. Of all the things I’m proud of, the thing I’m proudest of most of all is you. You’re the best thing I’ve ever done with my life, Letti.” 



The tears came fast now.

 “Oh… Mom…”

 “I love you so much.”

 “I love you too, Mom.” 



They hugged. A final, desperate, loving hug.

 “I always wanted to grow up to be just like you,” Letti said, sniffling.

 “You grew up to be even better.”


More boxes toppled, and the door opened a crack.

 “Let’s go!” Deb implored.


Mal shook his head in agreement. “We really gotta get out of here.”


Letti tried one more time. “Mom... please... don’t do this.”


Florence gently pushed her away. Then she winked.

 “It beats dying of cancer. Now go find Kelly, and let your old mother kick some ass.”


The door opened halfway, and the freaks began to slide through. Letti watched Mom turn around and face them, knife in hand, standing tall and proud. 



Then Letti followed Mal and Deb through the door, not looking back, not able to see even if she did because her eyes were blurred with tears.

 



# # #

 



Kelly had seen big cats before, at the zoo. Lions and tigers and cheetahs. But she’d never seen one in the open, without some sort of barrier to protect her.


JD was a large dog, over a hundred pounds. But he was friendly, and never killed a single thing, not even the rabbits and ducks that hung around their house.


The cougar was almost twice as big as her German Shepherd. Big and muscular and wild. It looked like it could bite JD’s head off. 


 “We need to run,” Cam said, taking Kelly’s arm.

 “Not without my dog. JD!”


Cam put his hand over Kelly’s mouth. He whispered, “Do you want that thing chasing us? Let’s go.”


Cam pulled on Kelly, but she resisted.


I won’t leave JD behind.


The mountain slunk closer to the dog, ears flat against its head. JD growled, then charged, biting the cat on the paw.


The cat rolled, cuffing JD across the muzzle, sending him rolling into the woods. The German Shepherd whimpered, and the cat stared at Kelly, right in the eyes. It made Kelly’s stomach do flip-flops.


Cam’s right. We should run.


She and Cam took off, sprinting away from the creature, heading for a copse of trees. When they reached them, Kelly hid behind a thick one, sneaking a glance behind her.


The mountain lion was bounding toward them.


Kelly gasped, feeling just an instant jolt of terror that she couldn’t move. Then, out of the bushes—


JD!


The dog slammed into the cat’s side, clamping its jaws onto the larger animal’s neck. They rolled in a tangle of limbs, teeth, and claws, JD growling, the cougar roaring. 



Then JD yelped, and was still.


JD! Oh, no...


The cat shook its head, then once again looked in Kelly’s direction.


Kelly took Cam’s hand, and they ran like hell.


It was dark, and they couldn’t see where they were going. Kelly’s feet kept slipping, and branches whipped at her face and hands. She stumbled a lot, and fell twice. Her finger still hurt. So did her heel, where the rat bit her. But she ignored the pain. She ignored everything except the overwhelming desire to get as far away as possible.


Kelly wasn’t sure how far or how long they ran, but Cam got winded before she did. Then Kelly took the lead, urging him on. They darted through the trees, plowed through bushes, traversed a deep ditch, and eventually the ground became rockier and they began to run uphill. 


 “I can’t,” Cam finally said, heaving. “I need to rest.”

 “It might still be behind us.”


Kelly knew Cheetah’s could run over sixty miles per hour. She didn’t know the land speed of cougars, but she knew they were faster than humans.

 “Just gimme a minute,” Cam said. “My lungs are gonna pop.”


Kelly stared into the forest, listening for movement. She closed her eyes to tune in better. There were normal forest sounds. Crickets. An owl. Some kind of night bird, chirping. And something else.


Running water. A brook, or a maybe a river.

 “Do cougars track by scent?” she asked.

 “What? I dunno.”

 “Come on.”


Taking Cam’s hand, she dragged him toward the sound. It wasn’t easy to pinpoint, and she had to stop often to listen. Eventually, they made it to the bank of a brook. The water was black, maybe fifteen feet wide. She had no idea how deep it was, but it didn’t seem to be moving very fast.

 “We need to get across,” Kelly said.

 “It’s probably freezing. It’s coming down from the mountains.”

 “It will wash off our scent. And I don’t think cougars can swim. Right?”

 “I thought they could, but they just don’t like water. But you’re right. We’ll be safer on the other side.”


Pleased that Cam agreed with her, they made their way down the slippery bank. Kelly thought about taking off her gym shoes so they wouldn’t get wet, but there could be sharp rocks at the bottom of the creek. She chose to keep them on and plunged her foot into the dark water.


The temperature made her gasp. The weather was nice, probably around seventy, and Kelly wasn’t chilly even though she only wore jogging pants and an oversized tee shirt. But the stream felt like stepping into a bucket of ice.

 “Is it cold?” Cam asked.

 “Real cold.”

 “Then let’s move fast. The less time in the water, the better.”


Once again Cam grabbed her hand, and he led her into the water. Each step she took, the water climbed a few inches, and each inch made Kelly catch her breath. By the middle of the stream she was waist-deep and starting to shiver.

 “Almost there,” Cam said. “You can do it.”


The bottom was muddy, and sucked at her shoes. The current was also much stronger than it looked, and Kelly could feel it beginning to push her away from Cam. She clung tightly to his glove, afraid she was going to lose her grip. If Cam let go, she’d get washed away. 



There are waterfalls around. I saw one. I’m a strong swimmer, but how long would I last trying to swim upstream? What if—


Then her footing slipped, and she fell forward in the water, dunking her face, dropping her scalpel, sure she was going to be carried off. 



But Cam held on. He pulled her past the deep part, and Kelly managed to stand up again. Cam continued to guide her along until they were climbing up the opposite bank.


They sat down on the dirt. Wet. Shaking. Exhausted. 


 “Thanks,” she managed.


As pumped up as Kelly was, she still yawned. She had no idea what time it was, but it had to be getting close to dawn.

 “We need to keep going,” Cam said. 


 “I’m freezing.”

 “Come on.”


They trudged another hundred yards into the woods, but Kelly was getting colder rather than warmer. Her teeth began to chatter.

 “I’ll build a fire,” Cam said.


Kelly shook her head. “Those men might see it. Or the cougar.”

 “We need to warm up or we’ll get hypothermia. Come here.”


She went to Cam, and they sat down next to a large boulder. Cam put his arm around her, holding her close. 



It warmed Kelly up. But it did more than that. For the first time in hours, she felt safe.

 “What about my family?” she asked, her face against Cam’s neck.

 “We’ll find them in the morning.”

 “And JD?”

 “I dunno. Maybe he’s okay. Did you see the cat kill him?”

 “No.”

 “Then maybe he got away. He saved our lives, Kelly.”


She hoped Cam was right. And then, on a wild impulse, she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.


The first boy I ever kissed.

 “What’s that for?” Cam asked.

 “For keeping me safe.”


Then Kelly closed her eyes. She was cold, frightened, hurt, worried out of her mind for those she loved. But resting on Cam’s shoulder, his strong arm around her, Kelly somehow was able to fall asleep.

 



# # #

 



Florence Pillsbury had seen death. She’d seen it up close and personal. Messy, terrible death. Quiet, peaceful death. Death by war and disease and famine and disaster. 



She didn’t fear death. Death was part of life. 



Florence knew she’d had a good life. She’d seen things. Done things. Raised a terrific daughter. Lived to the fullest, and cherished every day.


Now, it had all come down to this. All of her years of work, and wisdom, and experience, were reduced to this one, penultimate moment.


I will not let any of these bastards get my family.


The first freak lurched forward, waving his arms, howling through a deformed mouth.


Florence drove her knife into his throat.


Two more came. 



She slashed at their faces, their hands. Kicked one away. Stabbed the other in the heart.


Three more came.


Another jab in the throat. A punch in the face. A kick between the legs. Two more swipes of the blade.


Three more came.


Florence backed up. She bent down, took a handful of dirt, threw it in their faces. Slashed one. Punched one. Kicked one. Stabbed another that had gotten back up.


Four more came.


Florence hacked and poked and pushed, and their precious blood poured from their wounds. 



You won’t get my family.


The freaks formed a half-circle around Florence, closing in. Some had weapons. Knives. Sticks. A pitchfork.


Florence advanced, hyper-focused, letting one of them stab her in the arm so she could slash his throat and take his knife. With blades in both hands, she backed them up, cutting off the fingers that reached for her, poking at them superficially, hoping their hemophelia would prove fatal.


And the bodies began to pile up. Five. Seven. Ten.


But more kept coming. A seemingly endless army of mutants. Florence was finding it harder to lift her injured arm. She chanced a look and saw the wound was bad.


Then the pitchfork hit her in the stomach.


Florence dropped both knives, grabbing the handle of the pitchfork, pulling it away from its owner. She spun it around, jabbing everything that moved. The horde backed away, staying out of range. There were still at least a dozen left.


Florence advanced again, but felt something rip in her belly. She knew what it meant.


My injury is fatal. 



I’m dead.


I don’t have long left.


The old woman ground her teeth together.


But you still won’t get my family.


More freaks came in. With more weapons.


Florence limped into the fray. She kicked until she had no energy to kick anymore. She jabbed at everything that moved, jabbed as her insides burned and twisted, jabbed until her entire universe was reduced to one overpowering thought:


YOU! WILL! NOT! GET! MY! FAMILY!


And they fell. One by one they fell. Eleanor’s terrible progeny. The killers of countless innocents. Florence stabbed and stabbed and stabbed, and then she upgraded the pitchfork to a machete and chopped at the monsters until there was nothing left but a gigantic pile of lifeless, misshapen flesh.


Then, clutching her stomach, Florence collapsed onto the ground.


She was light-headed. And cold. So cold.


The first symptoms of shock. 



But it’s okay. I did it.


They’re safe.


My family is safe.


Goodbye, Letti.


Goodbye, Kelly.


I love you both so very much.

 “Well, lookee what we got here.”


Florence glanced up. The man who spoke was massive, wearing some sort of padded body suit. Long gray hair poked through the football helmet on his head.

 “Y’all do this by yourself, old lady? Shee-it. Momma gonna be upset. Now she gonna have to start all over again.”


The man reached down and took the machete from Florence. She didn’t have the strength to fight him.

 “You must be one tough ole bird. Y’all know what we do to old birds ‘round these parts? We cut off their heads ‘n cook ‘em up in a soup.”


The man cackled, raising the machete.

 “What’s your name?” Florence asked. It took practically the last of her energy to speak.

 “Millard Fillmore Roosevelt,” he said proudly.

 “Well, Millard Fillmore Roosevelt. I have a daughter. Her name is Letti.” Florence smiled at the man. “And my Letti is going to fuck you up so bad your momma won’t recognize your dead body.”


And then Florence laughed. She laughed so deeply and heartily that she didn’t feel a thing when Millard chopped off her head.

 



# # #

 



Letti was torn between worrying about her mother, worrying about her daughter, and worrying about herself.


Mal led the way through the luggage maze, using his cell phone’s screen to illuminate the pathway. The smell started off bad, and then got worse. Letti held her nose and stepped carefully; she didn’t have shoes on. 



Kelly got away. And any second now, Mom will be coming up behind us.


Irrational as it was, she kept repeating it in her head, over and over.

 “Are you okay?” Deb, the one with the artificial legs, whispered to Letti.

 “I’ll manage.”

 “You’re Letti, right? I’m Deb. Your mother was a very brave woman.”


Letti noted Deb’s use of the past tense, but she didn’t contradict it.

 “I have to find my daughter.”

 “We’ll find her.”


We’ll find her any second now.

 “Oh, shit.” Mal called back to them. “Ladies, we’ve got a lot of dead bodies up here. And some rats.”


Letti looked down at her bare feet. 


 “How many rats?” Letti asked.


She found out a moment later. They stampeded her way, covering the ground like a moving, squealing blanket. Letti tried to stay calm, but once the first one ran over her naked toes she freaked out and began to run forward. Within seconds, she caught up to Mal, who was so startled by her he dropped his phone. 



The room blinked into darkness. A rat hopped onto Letti’s calf, and she flung it off, backing away, stepping on—

 “Jesus!”


The pain rocketed up through Letti’s foot, making her fall onto her butt.


The rats swarmed on her.


Little feet and greasy fur and rubbery tails soon covered every inch of her body. They climbed up her shirt. They got in her hair. Letti squeezed her eyes and mouth closed and kept absolutely still, even though her every nerve told her to start screaming and slapping them off.


Don’t attack them, and they won’t bite. 



It seemed like an eternity, but the rats eventually climbed off, continuing on their way. Except for the one tangled in her hair. Letti bit her lower lip and grabbed it behind the head. Then she gently pulled it free and tossed it into the darkness.


The cell phone light came back on, and Mal knelt next to her.

 “Oh, shit.”

 “I’ve got something in my foot,” Letti said.


He shined the phone’s screen at her legs, and Letti saw what she’d stepped on.


A skeletal hand.
One of the finger bones is sticking through my arch.

 “I got it,” Deb said. Without warning, she yanked the old bone free.


Letti bled like wine being poured.

 “Can you make it?” Deb asked.

 “Do I have a choice?”

 “Bring the light over here, Mal.”


Mal came over, pointing his phone at the wall of suitcases.


But they weren’t suitcases anymore.


They were corpses. Stacked up everywhere. A wall of decaying human beings. 



Letti flexed her toes, and winced. It felt like there was something still stuck in there. The thought that a fingernail, or part of a bone, was still in her foot was worse than being trampled by rats. 



How strange the rodents just ran past like that. Almost as if something were chasing them...


Deb found an older body—a man dressed in a moldering suit—and began to untie the laces on his shoes. When she tried to pull off the shoe, the foot came with it.


Letti appreciated her efforts, but, yuck.


Deb managed to empty out the shoe and she threw it, and a holey, smelly sock, at Letti’s feet. Letti tied the sock around her wound. The old leather shoe was big enough to fit over the makeshift bandage, but when she tied it the laces broke off. She managed to make a good knot, and then Deb tossed her its partner.

 “Come on,” Deb said.


She and Mal helped Letti up. When she took her first step, she felt like crying. It hurt worse than childbirth. Letti thought about telling them to go on ahead of her, but then remembered Kelly and willingly bore the pain.

 “There’s a gate,” Mal said. “Right up ahead.”


Letti limped forward. A gate meant Kelly got out. Maybe she was nearby. Maybe she was—

 “Oh, shit.”


That’s apparently Mal’s catch phrase.

 “What is—?”

 “Shh!” Mal hissed. “We need to go back. Fast.”


Letti shook her head. She wasn’t going back in that house, ever. She was going to find her daughter. Pushing past Mal, she shoved the wrought iron gate, welcoming the cool night air.


That’s when she saw it.


A mountain lion.


It was big, and in the moonlight Deb could see the blood on its face.


That must be what the rats were running from.


Letti backed up, but the lion had already noticed her. It dropped low to the ground, stalking forward, taking its time. Letti tried to close the gate, but it had no latch. The cat was going to get in and slaughter them all.

 “Hold this” Mal said, handing Letti the cell and pushing her aside. Then he reached for something on his belt.


The plastic bag with his severed hand in it.

 “Here, kitty kitty kitty,” Mal said. “I’ve got a treat for you.”


Then he threw the bag into the woods.


Incredibly, the cat bounded after it, vanishing into the underbrush. 


 “Well,” Mal said. “I guess that came in handy.”


Then the trio ran like crazy in the opposite direction, blending into the forest, dodging trees and rocks and bushes. Each step was agony for Letti. Pain, compounded by uncertainty for Kelly.


The cougar had blood on its face. Had it gotten my little girl?


They ran until Deb tripped, falling onto her suitcase. Letti helped her up.

 “Can you make it?’ Letti asked.

 “Do I have a choice?”


They trekked onward. Letti knew that she might be getting close to Kelly, or might be getting farther away from her. She had to know which.

 “Hold up,” she told Mal and Deb. “I have to call for my daughter.”

 “We’ll help,” Mal said.


Even though Letti was exhausted, frazzled, and in pain, the gesture touched her.

 “If you do, it will give away our position.”

 “Then we fight,” Deb said. “Your mother gave us a chance. The least we can do is help you.”


Letti nodded her thanks. Then she cupped her hands to the side of her mouth and yelled, “Kelly!”


Mal and Deb joined in. They yelled and yelled and yelled into the woods until their voices were raw.


The woods didn’t answer.

 



# # #

 



Maria woke up when her cell door opened. She’d spent the last few hours lying on the dirt floor, drifting in and out of troubled sleep. Because she anticipated what was coming, she’d been weighing the pros and cons of suicide. But even if she had a way to end her own life, Maria ultimately knew she wouldn’t take it.


I’m a fighter. I’m going to fight to the very end.


Maria looked up as Harry and Eleanor entered. Harry had a cattle prod. Eleanor had a shotgun. 


 “It’s punishment time,” Eleanor said. She was wearing another one of her ridiculous Jackie O style outfits, with a matching pink hat, and appeared positively jubilant. “You’ve caused quite a bit of trouble, little missy. It’s gonna take years for us to recover. But us Roosevelts are survivors. We’ll make do. Unlike this fella.”


Eleanor tossed something at her. Something brown and squarish.


A wallet.


If it were possible for Maria’s heart to sink even lower, it did. She reached for it, hands shaking, and flipped it open, seeing Felix’s driver’s licence picture staring back at her.

 “Ronald et’ him up. That was all he left.”


The tears came, fast and hard.

 “Millard’s gone out after your brother. Should be bringin’ him back soon. You know those fellas spent a whole year lookin’ for you? Year of their lives, just to find your sorry soul. What a waste.”


Harry bent down to grab her, giggling wetly. Slobber and snot ran out the triangular hole in his face. Maria backed away, and got the cattle prod jammed into her ribs for her resistence. She doubled over, falling to her knees. 


 “Now y’all are gonna walk nice and quiet like a proper lady, or Harry is gonna break your knees and carry you.”


Do I want to be complicit in this? Maybe I should let him break my knees.


No. What’s coming is horrible enough.


Maria stood up. She walked, stoically, out of her cell, through the hall. The room with the thalidomide boxes was littered with the bodies of Eleanor’s children. It smelled like blood, offal, and shit. Swarms of buzzing flies hung in the air like a black cloud. Maria stared at the faces of the dead, recognizing each of her tormentors, but found no joy or peace in their destruction.


They got what they deserved. But it won’t bring Felix back, and it won’t save me.


At the thought of Felix, she began to cry again.


They led Maria up the ladder, and through the house, where even more of the dead were strewn about. She marched up the stairs slowly, as if she were on her way to the gallows.


But this is even worse than a hangman’s noose.


Maria was frightened. More frightened than she’d been any time in the last year. Of all the horrible things they’d done to her, this would be the worst. But she refused to show Eleanor any fear. She wouldn’t beg. She wouldn’t bargain or plead. When the time came, she’d spit right in that bitch’s face.


Finally, they reached the third floor. Maria saw the long chains, with the cuffs, attached to the metal banister.


Strappado. 



They were going to attach the chains to her arms, then drop her twenty feet. It would dislocate her shoulders, arms, and wrists, tearing muscles, ripping tendons. Maria remembered when they did this to poor Larry, Sue’s husband. He screamed for weeks afterward.

 “I’m thinking of a number from one to ten,” Eleanor said, her bug eyes glinting. “Guess what it is?”


Maria said nothing, refusing to play Eleanor’s sick game.

 “It’s ten,” Eleanor said. “That’s how many times we’re going to drop you. You’re a thin girl, so it shouldn’t be fatal. But I bet dollars to donuts that after the second drop, y’all will wish it was.”


Maria cleared her throat, and hocked a good one right into Eleanor’s eyes.


Eleanor pawed at her face, wiping the spit away. “Let’s make it eleven,” she said. “Harry, put the chains on her.”


The harelip stuck his tongue through his nostril hole and nodded. Maria made a fist and punched Eleanor in the nose, grabbing onto the shotgun’s barrel. Before she could wrestle it away, Harry was behind her, grasping Maria in a suffocating bear hug.


Eleanor touched her nose, saw blood on her fingers. She quickly removed a packet of QuikClot from her pocket and shoved some of the powder up her nostrils. When the bleeding had stopped, she got in Maria’s face.

 “For that, your last drop will be from your ankles.”


Then Eleanor reached down for the chains.

 



# # #

 



Kelly woke up and saw the sun peeking through the trees. She was cold and damp and in the forest, and her ankle and finger hurt like crazy, but her first thought was a positive one.


I’m still alive.


That brief moment of elation was wiped away by panic when she saw Cam was missing. Kelly looked around the woods, but he wasn’t anywhere around.

 “Cam!” she yelled.


She stood up, her vertebra crackling, and did a slow three hundred and sixty degree turn.


Maybe he went to find water. Kelly couldn’t remember ever being so thirsty.


Or maybe...


Maybe they got him.


That thought made her skin crawl. She didn’t want to be out here, all alone.

 “Cam! Where are you!”

 “Hey, Kelly.”


Startled, Kelly spun around toward the voice. It was Cam. He had a weird look on his face, one that made him seem like a completely different person.

 “I was scared,” she said, walking toward him.

 “Me, too.”


And then his shoulders drooped and he began to cry. Kelly went to him, giving him a hug, feeling his whole body shake with his sobs.

 “We’re going to get out of this,” she said, patting his back. “We’ll find my family, we’ll find your sister, and we’ll get to a road. It’s all going to be okay.”


Cam put his arms around her. “I keep hearing the screaming.”


Kelly wasn’t sure what he meant, but there had been a lot of screaming lately.

 “It’s over now.”


Cam shoved her away. “No it’s not! I still hear it!”


Kelly was a bit shocked by how hard he pushed her. He almost knocked her over.

 “Take it easy, Cam. There’s no one screaming right now.”


He put his face in his hands. “Yes there is.”


Kelly listened. She heard normal forest sounds, but no screaming.

 “Cam, there’s really nobody screaming.”


Cam squatted, hugging his knees. He began to rock back and forth.

 “I hear it,” he said. “I know it’s not real, but I hear it anyway. I just want to make it stop.”
“What are you talking about?”


Cam got a far-away look in his eyes.

 “We were fourteen,” he said. “Me and my friend. When we went into that abandoned house. The autopsy report stated he was stabbed more than a hundred and thirty times. None of them were fatal. My best friend died of blood loss. I... I can hear his screams sometimes. Not just in my dreams. But when I’m awake. Like now. Sometimes I hear him. Screaming. Begging to be let go.”


He’s losing it. The poor guy is losing it.


She walked up to Cam, softly put her hand on his shoulder. “It wasn’t your fault. You were locked in the closet.”


His face drained of color. He appeared terrified. “Do you know what it’s like to hear screaming all the time, Kelly?”

 “You can’t blame yourself, Cam.” She rubbed his back.

 “Sure I can. I could have done something. I could have stopped it.”


Kelly squatted down next to him. “You were just a kid. What were you supposed to do?”

 “I can hear the screaming right now.” Cam cast a frantic glance into the woods. “I can hear him, like he’s right next to me. Begging to live. And then, after a while, begging to die.” He put his knuckle in his mouth. “It took him such a long time to die.”


Kelly wasn’t sure what to do. He was supposed to be the adult, not her. Lost in the woods, being chased by freaks and a mountain lion, wasn’t a good time to have a nervous breakdown.

 “That’s over, Cam. Now you’re here with me. You need to be strong. And we need to go find help.”


Cam looked at Kelly like he hadn’t realized she’d been there. “There’s no help. Not for him.” A darkness came over his face. “And not for you.”

 “Stop it, Cam. You’re scaring me.”

 “That’s what my best friend said.” Cam said. “After I tied him up.”


Kelly felt the world start to spin. She thought Cam was just stressed, freaking out because of everything that had happened. Maybe having some kind of flashback.


But now she knew different.

 “You killed him,” she whispered.


Cam didn’t say anything.

 “Did you kill your friend, Cam?”

 “I blamed it on a stranger. Said I was locked in the closet. I think the police suspected me, but no one could prove anything. I wore gloves. Brought along an extra set of clothes.”

 “Why?” Kelly asked, backing away. She really didn’t want to know. She just wanted some time to get some distance between them.

 “To see if I could get away with it. And I did. But even after he died, I could still hear his screams. They were so loud, I couldn’t sleep. I tried to kill myself, but the screaming still wouldn’t go away. So I did it again, with someone else. In the institution. I thought maybe if I killed another person, my friend would have some company, and finally shut the fuck up. But that didn’t work either. So now I’m thinking something else.”


He’s a psycho. e’sHwI need to run.


But Kelly was too frightened to move.



 “What are you thinking, Cam?” Kelly asked, her voice cracking.


Cam pulled a scalpel from his back pocket. “I’m thinking third time is a charm.”


He lunged at her, grabbing Kelly’s arm, poking her in the shoulder with the blade.


Kelly screamed like she’d never screamed before in her life.

 “That’s how he screamed,” Cam said.


Then he poked her again.

 



# # #

 



Deb, who’d been in a dozen triathlons and three marathons, had never been so tired. They’d spent the entire night calling for Letti’s daughter, and she was practically hoarse. Each step she took was agonizing. Without the gel socks, her prosthetics chafed at her skin. It felt like everything below her pelvis was one giant blister, getting rubbed with sand.


Mal looked equally dishevelled. She knew how traumatic losing a limb was, both physically and emotionally. That he’d managed to keep going, and even retain a sense of humor, showed Deb what a hell of a guy he really was. 



He’d noticed her grimacing earlier, and had offered to shoulder her suitcase with her extra legs in it. 


 “I don’t need you to give me a hand,” Deb had told him.


Mal had laughed at that, and when Deb realized what she said, she was mortified.

 “It’s okay. It makes up for my gotten off on the wrong foot comment when we met.”


And he took her bag. Just lost a limb, and he took her bag.


If we get out of this alive, I may have to rethink my no dating rule


Letti was the one who appeared most distraught of all. She continued pushing forward, even with a drastic limp, stopping every minute to shout her daughter’s name.


Deb knew it was counterproductive at this point. Kelly wasn’t answering. And undoubtedly both that cougar, and the remainder of Eleanor’s wacko family, could locate them without much difficulty. But neither she nor Mal told Letti to stop.


If it was my kid, I wouldn’t stop either.


Deb had no idea how far they’d travelled, because the woods all looked the same. It became a little easier as the sun came up, but after so many trees and rocks it all just blended together. 


 “At least it’s a pretty view,” Mal said, coming up beside Deb.
“Check out those mountains.”


Deb rolled her eyes. “If you’ve seen one mountain, you’ve seen... oh my God.”

 “What?”

 “I have seen this mountain. I’ve seen this mountain, from this very spot.”


Deb stopped, looking around. She knew, as long as she lived, she’d always remember this spot.


This is where the mountain lion attacked me. I crawled through this area, with two broken legs.

 “What are you saying, Deb?”

 “Up ahead, just around that bend. The cliff.”

 “The one you...?”

 “Yeah.”

 “So there’s a road around here. Right?”


Deb shook her head. “I had a Jeep. I’d taken it down a trail. The trail is two miles away, but the main road is five more miles.”

 “Seven miles? That’s a long hike. Do you think you can still find the trail?”

 “I don’t have to. After my accident, the county built a lookout platform on top of the mountain I fell from. There might be someone there right now. If not, they for sure have a radio. Direct line to the ranger station.”


Mal was nodding enthusiastically. “We could contact them, they’d pick us up.”


They’d tried using Mal’s phone to call for help, but had led nowhere. Even though they found a cell signal and managed to contact the authorities, no one knew where the Rushmore Inn was. Apparently, triangulating a cell phone signal only worked when there were multiple cell towers. Out here, there was only one, and no way to pinpoint their location.


Mal had argued with various people, and managed to get the forest rangers to agree to send out a helicopter and look for them.


They hadn’t seen any helicopter. And shortly after that conversation, Mal’s battery died.


He attempted it once more, digging the phone out of his pocket. It wouldn’t even power on. Deb tried taking out the battery, rubbing some saliva on the contact points—a trick that often worked on flashlight batteries. It didn’t work on cell phones.

 “No problem,” Mal said. “We’ll just get to the lookout tower.”


That’s when they heard the scream. 



It was so far away, it echoed. But Deb could tell it was from a girl.

 “It’s Kelly,” Letti said, limping up to them. “Kelly! Kelly, it’s Mom!”


If that was Kelly, she didn’t respond.

 “KELLY!”

 “Letti,” Mal said, touching her arm. “We’re near a ranger lookout station. We can get help.”


If Letti heard him, she didn’t show it. Instead, she went limping off into the woods.

 “Letti!” Mal yelled after her. “We can get help!”


The forest swallowed her up.

 “Should we go after her?” Mal asked.


Deb shook her head. “We know our location. There’s a ranger station nearby. The best way we can help her is to get to the authorities.” 


 “How far is this station?” 


 “Maybe a few hundred yards. But...”

 “But what?”

 “It’s about seventy feet up the mountain, Mal.”

 “It’s a lookout tower, right? Maybe if we get to the base of the mountain, they’ll see us.”


Deb agreed it was their best shot. “Okay. Let’s go.”


Having a plan reenergized Deb, and she was able to ignore the pain in her legs. But when they finally reached the mountain, she was hit by a wave of vertigo and had to sit down. 



It was massive. A giant shelf of solid, grayish-tan rock. There were some outcroppings, a few seams, a patch of dirt here and there where some bushes managed to take root. But it was steeper than she remembered, and bigger. 



The old memories came stomping back. She could see the sheer place she slipped off of. The spot where she landed. The mountain bent and tilted in her vision like it was falling on top of Deb, about to bury her forever.

 “There’s the base,” Mal said, pointing at a tiny cabin perched on a shelf of the mountainside. “Hey! We’re down here!”


He waved his arms, trying to get a response.


No response came.


Mal walked to the mountainside, where the rock met the soil. He placed a foot on the stone, tried for a handhold, and got up about eight inches before slipping back down.


It was impossible to mountain climb in the leather dress shoes he wore. And it was doubly impossible to climb with only one hand.


Mal came back over to her, his expression grim. She knew what he was thinking.

 “I know,” Deb said. “But I can’t.”

 “You’re superwoman, remember? You’ve even got your mountain climbing legs.”


Mal patted the suitcase. Deb rubbed her face with her hands.

 “You don’t understand, Mal.”

 “Deb, it’s okay to be scared. But you can do this. I’ve seen how you can handle yourself.”

 “Mal...”

 “The other time, it was just a fluke. A freak accident. You can make it this time. You can—”

 “It wasn’t an accident!” Deb said, harsher than she meant to. “It was my fault!”


Mal waited. Deb took a big breath, and sighed.


Time to tell the truth.

 “I was cocky,” she began. “I knew I was a good climber. I knew I could climb this mountain with my eyes closed. So I thought I’d challenge myself. Remember I told you I was hammering in my first pinion when I started to slide?”


Mal nodded.

 “Look up there.” She pointed at the mountain. “See that angled shelf? That’s where I fell from. I should have used two or three pinions just to get up to that point. But I was cocky.”

 “So when you tried to hammer in your first pinion the rock gave way...”

 “Don’t you get it, Mal? I didn’t use any pinions. No ropes. No harnesses. No helmet. I tried to free climb. And I did it without a partner, and without telling anyone where I was. I came here alone, with no gear. It was my own goddamn fault I fell. Not an accident. The rock didn’t give way. I just slipped. It was pure stupidity. I was a fucking fool.”


She waited for Mal’s reaction. His judgement. His disapproval. 



He’s got to think I’m as big of an idiot as I think I am.


But Mal’s expression didn’t change. And he didn’t say anything. He simply kneeled down and opened up her suitcase.


Deb shook her head. “I can’t do it, Mal.”


He took out her mountain climbing legs. The ones she’d never used, except to bash Eleanor’s freaks in the face.

 “Mal, I fell off with two good legs. I can’t climb that as a cripple.”

 “You’re the strongest person I ever met, Deb.”

 “I’m an idiot who ruined my life.”

 “You’re an amazing woman. And you’re going to climb that mountain, get that radio, and save the day.”


He handed her one of the legs. She threw it back at him.

 “Don’t you see I can’t do this!”

 “I’m a writer,” Mal said. “You’re an athlete. If I can learn to type one-handed, you can climb this mountain with no legs.”

 “And what if I fall off again?”

 “Then I’ll catch you.” Mal winked. “This time you didn’t come alone.”


Deb didn’t know whether to cry, scream, or kiss him. She settled for saying, “Gimme the damn legs.” 



When she pulled off the Cheetahs they were filled with sweat. Her skin was mottled and blistered and bleeding in some places. But, oddly enough, she didn’t care that Mal saw. After laying her soul bare, him seeing her stumps wasn’t that big a deal.


Besides, he wasn’t looking at her legs. He was looking at her chest again.

 “If I make it, you owe me dinner,” she said.

 “When you make it, I’ll take you to Rome. I’ll even spring for two rooms so you won’t have to share one with me.”


Deb looked into his eyes, saw trust and acceptance and obvious affection, and decided that he wouldn’t need a separate room.

 “Deal,” she said.


Then she put on the mountain climbing legs. Unlike the Cheetah’s, which were curved, these were L shaped, more like a regular leg and foot. But at the toe were rubber balls with tiny metal spikes sticking out of them. Supposedly for good grip and traction. She didn’t know for sure, because the only time she’d ever worn them was during her fitting.


Deb pressed the suction button, sucking out the air from the stump cups so they adhered to her skin. It hurt, but better dealing with pain than dealing with one slipping off.


Mal held out his hand and helped her up. When she found her balance he continued to hold her.

 “You can do it,” he said. 



She nodded, let out a slow breath, and stared at the mountain.


It seemed to have gotten even bigger.


Deb gently disengaged from Mal, then hobbled over to the mountainside. The legs were crap to walk in, but one she got her first toehold they performed as advertised.


She hugged the mountain closely, embracing it, becoming a part of it. She didn’t look down. Didn’t look up. She looked in the moment, for the next hand grip, the next foot position, the next stable rest point. After a dozen feet up, she found the seam she’d used to get to the shelf, and climbed it just as well as she did when she had legs.


It was all so automatic, all so comfortable, that Deb almost forgot her fear.


Then she reached the angled face. The one she slid off of. And Deb froze.


I remember sliding down this. I remember the terror. I remember the certainty I’d die. I remember hating myself for making such a stupid mistake. 



But most of all, I remember the pain when I fell.

 “You can do it!” Mal called from below.




Can I? Can I really?


Maybe I can.


Gritting her teeth, Deb hoisted herself onto the sheer face. The angle didn’t seem very steep. That’s why she’d been so cocksure before. 



Deb reached up, found a tiny protruding nub, and latched her fingers onto it.


One inch at a time, she pulled herself up that shelf. She always made sure at least two limbs had good grips. It was slow going, but effective. She was getting close to reaching a bunch of bushes jutting from the rockface. Once there, she could rest for a minute. Then it would be a pretty easy climb up to the ranger station.


Two feet away now.


Eighteen inches.


A foot.


Deb reached up, ready to grasp a crooked branch, to test to see if it would hold her weight.


The crooked branch moved.


Deb’s jaw dropped.


That’s not a branch.


I know what that is.


It’s a tail.


A crooked tail.


The tail swished, and then moved away. It was replaced by a triangular head and two golden eyes.


The cougar.


The cougar with the zigzag tail.


The same one that almost killed me when I fell.


She gasped.


Jesus Christ. It’s come back to finish the job.


And then Deb lost her grip and began to slide down the face of the mountain.

 



# # #

 


 “Hey! Boy! Y’all think you a squirrel, hidin’ up in that tree?”


Felix opened his eyes to a world of pain.


His fingers. His head. His ribs. His hips. His back. Just about every square inch of him hurt. Breathing hurt. Moving hurt. Even thinking hurt.


Plus, he was in a tree.


He looked around, saw he was wedged in the V of a big oak. It was bright outside, the morning sun blinding, and Felix’s memories of last night were hazy. But he did recall the cougar, tugging him by his shirt collar, pulling until Felix couldn’t breathe anymore.


I must have passed out, and he stashed me in this tree.


Felix knew that other big cats often dragged their prey into trees to keep it from other predators and scavengers. Apparently mountain lions did too.

 “I’m talkin’ to ya, boy!”


The tree shook. Felix chanced a look down. Though he’d only seen him before in silhouette, he recognized Ulysses, the tow truck driver. The large man was prettier in the dark. His large, squarish head had a nose that was crooked by about forty-five degrees, making it look like it wasn’t completely screwed on. His eyes were also uneven, one higher than the other. He resembled a Picasso. 



Ulysses beat the tree trunk with his crowbar once more.

 “I been looking all god dang night for y’all. Getcher ass down here, boy.”


Felix didn’t think that was a good idea. In fact, he was content to stay up here for the rest of his life. Felix was at least ten feet high, and Ulysses was far too big to climb up after him.

 “’Kay. You asked for it.”


The big man waddled off. Felix wondered what he was going to do.


Light the tree on fire? Chop it down?


The giant returned with a long length of chain. He wrapped it around the tree trunk and secured it with a heavy padlock.

 “Tim-ber, asshole.”


Then Felix watched him walk over to his truck.


Oh, no.


Felix stared down at the ground. A painful drop if he was completely healthy. In his current condition, the fall would be intolerable.


But it beats being dragged behind a tow truck.


Ulysses gunned his engine. Felix realized that the longer he waited, the less courage he would have, so he pressed his mangled hands against the branch, whimpered at the pain in his ribs as he unwedged himself, and then plummeted to earth.


Hitting the ground was like falling into hell. The pain reached such dizzying heights that it was all he could think about, the only sensation he felt.


Then there was a tremendous cracking sound, like the world was breaking in half, and Felix opened his bleary eyes and saw the tree splitting at the base, dropping down on top of him.


His last remnants of survival instinct kicked in, and Felix rolled away before he was crushed, momentum taking him down into a ditch filled with high grass as the tree was tugged past.


Made it. They haven’t killed me yet.


He was dimly aware of the fallen tree slowing down and coming to a stop, and a truck door slamming shut. Ulysses was coming to inspect his work. 



Gotta get up. Gotta get away.


Miraculously, Felix made it to his feet. He kept low, stumbling past Ulysses as the large man assessed the damage he’d done.

 “Where in the heck are ya, boy?”


You want to know where I am? I’m getting into your truck, asshole.




The door handle gave Felix some trouble. The gearshift was even harder. But he was so used to being in pain at this point that a little more didn’t matter.


He hit the accelerator and slammed the tow truck into reverse, backing over Ulysses before the giant even had a chance to turn around. Felix’s head bounced against the top of the cab as the rear tire rolled over the bastard’s body. Not willing to take any chances, Felix stomped on the clutch, shifted into first gear, and ran Ulysses over again, dragging him a dozen yards. Then he tugged on the emergency brake and got out to see the carnage.


And carnage there was. All that was left of Ulysses was a mashed leg and an impressive length of intestines, stretching out at least twenty feet. 



Felix then turned his attention to the Rushmore Inn, crouching like some prehistoric monster in the forest, waiting to pounce. He half-walked/half-stumbled to the front entrance, trying to get the knob to work. The door wouldn’t budge.


But that didn’t deter Felix. He knew how to get inside.


And once inside, he was going to kill every son of a bitch he saw.

 



# # #

 


 “Kelly!”




Letti’s throat was so raw from yelling that she was perilously close to losing her voice. But beyond that initial scream, she hadn’t heard anything else from her daughter.


Terrible thoughts fuelled Letti forward.


Was Kelly hurt? Dying? Dead?


Had they caught her?


What if I don’t get there in time?


What if I don’t find her at all?

 “Kelly!”


Letti limped up a gradual incline. Her foot hadn’t stopped bleeding since she’d stepped on that finger bone, and the ill-fitting dead man’s shoes had scraped her heels raw. She tried to keep an eye on the ground, looking for some sort of footprints or trail, but the woods all looked the same to her. Maybe Kelly had gone this way. Maybe she was in an entirely different direction.

 “Kelly!”

 “Dang, yer a loud one.”


Letti jerked her head around.


Millard.


He wasn’t wearing the football helmet or padded suit anymore. Now he was dressed pure redneck, in bibs and a plaid flannel shirt. His eyes were fire engine red, and his long gray hair blew crazily around his twisted face.

 “Someone wants to say howdy,” Millard said. He raised up a blood-soaked pillow case, and dumped the contents on the ground.


Oh... Jesus... no!


Florence’s head bounced in the dirt.

 “Mom...” Letti whispered.


Millard raised a cattle prod. “And that ain’t nuthin’ compared to what I gonna—”


Letti pivoted her hips, whipped her leg around, and kicked the tall man in the chin. Millard staggered back, and Letti followed up with a punt between his legs that must have knocked his balls up into his skull.


She didn’t stop there. The years of martial arts training her mother had subjected her to were unleashed in an explosion of raw fury. She broke the giant’s nose. His cheek bone. His nose again. Ruptured an ear drum. Knocked out two teeth. Knocked out three more teeth. Broke his nose again. Hit his eye so hard it instantly swelled shut.


But the sick son of a bitch didn’t go down. 



In fact, he seemed to be enjoying it. 



I’m going to beat this man to death. I’m going to keep hitting him until my hands and feet are broken. I’m going to—


Millard trapped her leg between his arm and his side on her last kick, and then pulled Letti onto her back.


She squirmed. She twisted. But this man was too big, too strong. And he was still holding the cattle prod. 



He zapped her in the belly, making Letti curl up into a fetal position.

 “Ain’t you a wildcat?” Millard said. He smiled, blood leaking through the gaps in his missing teeth. “Old Millard’s good at tamin’ wildcats.”


He raised the cattle prod like a club, aiming for Letti’s head. She got her arm up in time.


At first she thought the snap! she heard was the prod breaking in half.


Then the pain hit, and she realized it wasn’t the prod at all.


Letti clutched her broken arm to her chest, feeling both sick and unable to breathe.

 “All this violence done got me excited,” Millard said.


He spit out some blood, tossed the cattle prod aside, and then began unbuttoning his overalls. 


 



# # #

 



The second time Cam stabbed her with the scalpel, Kelly turned and ran. The terrain was rough and rocky, and the woods were thick. She could hear Cam only a few steps behind her, following the path she made through the underbrush, making a sound that was part giggling, part crying.


The woods are too thick. The ground is too uneven. I can’t get away from him.


She misstepped, tripping over a tree root, and Cam swooped on top of her, poking her a third time, in the thigh. Then he let her up, let her keep running.


Kelly realized he wasn’t trying to kill her. Not right away. He was just going to keep jabbing her with that scalpel. 


 “The autopsy report stated he was stabbed more than a hundred and thirty times. None of them were fatal. My best friend died of blood loss.”


This scared Kelly even more, made her even more frantic. She tried to watch her footing so she didn’t trip again, but she didn’t move fast enough and Cam came up behind her, poking her in the back.


It hurt. Every stab hurt worse than a bee sting.


I’m not going to get away. He’s going to keep doing this until my whole body is bleeding. 



Kelly didn’t know where to focus her attention, on her footing, or on Cam. She stumbled again.


He jabbed her a fifth time.


Kelly didn’t see how she could get away. He was stronger. He had a weapon. It was too hard to run in the forest. Cam would just keep stabbing her and stabbing her until—

 “Be aware of everything around you, and not just what’s in front of you.”


It was Grandma’s voice. The thought was so strong that Kelly felt like Grandma was right next to her, reminding her of what she’d said earlier.

 “Use your peripheral vision when you’re running over the rocks, so you don’t have to keep your head down. Keep your eyes ahead of you, but not your entire focus.”


Kelly forced herself to take everything in, not just the ground in front of her. She remembered the trick Grandma taught her, how to see using the whole eye.


Incredibly, the running became easier. She found her footing without having to slow down, and each step was solid and sure. Listening behind her, Kelly could tell she was pulling ahead of Cam, gaining distance.


Kelly lengthened her strides, letting her feet find their own way. The incline became steeper, but she didn’t slow down. Along with hearing Cam clomp through the forest, Kelly heard something else in the distance. Something familiar.


A waterfall.


She opened her ears, sensing its location, and headed toward it. Within two dozen steps the woods broke into a clearing, and Kelly stopped abruptly, staring over the edge of a steep cliff. Her eyes dropped, seeing the waterfall in the distance, the double rainbow floating in the mist it created. Then her eyes dropped further, staring at the rocks below, a drop of forty or fifty feet.


Kelly felt like she did while standing on a diving board. Her knees got weak. Her mouth became dry. She hated heights.


But Grandma came to the rescue again.

 “What do you think you should trust more, your eyes, or the solid ground?”


The ground. I trust the ground.


Kelly saw a rock ledge, maybe three feet below her. Narrow, but enough to stand on. It looked solid enough to hold her.


She turned when she heard Cam come up behind her. 


 “You can run pretty fast, Kelly,” he said, out of breath.


Kelly took a small step back, feeling her heels teeter over the edge of the cliff.

 “But now you don’t have anywhere else to go.”


You’re wrong. I do have a place to go.

 “I think, this time, I can finally make the screaming stop.”


Cam moved forward, slow and easy, swishing the scalpel in the air. Kelly waited until he was within striking distance.


I trust the ground, Grandma.


She looked down, then stepped backwards off the cliff.

 



# # #

 



The cuffs were thick leather, brown and stiff with dried blood. Maria fought while Eleanor buckled them on, kicking and punching, enduring jolt after jolt from the cattle prod from Harry as he giggled and drooled. She finally fell to her knees, weak and shaking, unable to resist anymore.


Eleanor opened the latch on the banister, swinging the gate open.

 “So feisty,” Eleanor said, her bug eyes glinting. “But I think this first drop will take the fight right out of you.”


Eleanor began to shove her toward the edge. Maria spread out her feet, grasping at Eleanor’s ankles, but the old woman was too powerful and continued to push.


A foot away.


Six inches.


I’m going to drop. I’m going to drop, and the fall will rip my shoulders from my sockets.


Maria closed her eyes and set her jaw, trying to prepare herself for the oncoming agony.


Then there was a crash. A gigantic crash that shook the entire house.

 “Go check!” Eleanor ordered Harry. 



He loped off, and while Eleanor was distracted, Maria grasped her chains and whipped them straight at the bitch’s head.


Eleanor staggered back, and Maria scrambled away, heading for the shotgun propped up against the wall.


The old woman recovered quickly, grabbing Maria’s chain, yanking her to a stop. The shotgun was almost within reach. Maria strained for it, kicking out her foot, knocking it onto the floor.


But then she was being yanked back to the railing. Eleanor reeled in the chain, hand over hand, like a longshoreman pulling in a net. Maria stood up, pulling back, putting her whole body into it. But there was no way she’d win this tug of war. Eleanor was too strong. Too heavy. 



Inch by inch, Maria lost ground. She tried to shake the chains, but it had no effect. She changed positions, draping the chains over her shoulder, leaning in the opposite direction. But inch by terrible inch, Eleanor brought Maria back to the banister.

 “I have royal blood!” Eleanor grunted, grabbing Maria by the wrists. “You can’t defy me!”


And then she shoved Maria off the edge

 



# # #

 



Kelly dropped down off the ledge of the cliff, landing on the ledge a few feet below.


She didn’t look down. She had no need to.


I trust the ground is solid. I trust my feet. I’m not going to fall.


She hugged the cliff face, knees slightly bent, and waited for Cam.

 “Kelly?” she heard him say, giggling. “You did not just jump down there.”


A moment later, she saw Cam’s face peer over the edge.

 “Whoa. We’re pretty high.”


Then Kelly started screaming. She screamed loud and long. Over and over. 


 “Shut up!”


Cam slapped his hands to his ears. Kelly screamed even louder.

 “Why did you kill me, Cam! Why didn’t you let me go! I’m your best friend!”

 “Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!”


Cam got on his knees, scalpel in hand, obviously desperate to silence her.


Kelly jumped up, snatching Cam’s hair, holding on while trusting her feet would find the ledge again.


Momentum took him off the edge of the cliff and right over her head. Kelly’s feet landed solidly.


Kelly didn’t bother watching him smash into the rocks below. But she heard it. A long, fading wail, ending in a sound like a belly-flop. 



I did it. 



I’m alive. 



I’m alive!


Then Kelly chinned-up to level ground and then ran into the woods, anxious to find Mom.

 



# # #

 



Felix climbed out of the truck. Driving through the front door of the Inn had done quite a bit of damage to both the vehicle, and the building. He also could add whiplash to his shopping list of injuries.


He looked around the room, and felt his heart skip a beat.


This place is a slaughterhouse.


The dead were strewn about everywhere, and a large cloud of flies buzzed about, hopping from one bloody treat to the next.


Is Maria one of them? What happened here?


Most of them looked deformed. Felix wondered if he should start searching corpses. Then he had something more pressing to deal with.


Harry.


The harelipped man jogged down the stairs, running right at him. Felix backpedalled, but Harry was too fast. His huge hands wrapped around Felix’s throat, completely encircling it. Harry giggled, spit and snot dripping through the split in his face, and then began to squeeze. 



Felix instantly saw stars. He swatted ineffectively at Harry’s face, then made a half-hearted attempt to scratch at the giant’s eyes. Harry began to shake him, and Felix felt the edges of his vision begin to dim.


Weapon. Need a weapon.


But he had no weapons. The only thing he had on him was his cell phone. The phone he’d carried with him every day since Maria disappeared. The phone with her last text message to him on it, that he’d read over a thousand times.


The phone.


Felix fumbled for his ripped pocket, digging out the phone with his thumb and pinky.


Choke on it, asshole.


Then he shoved it right down the massive hole in Harry’s face. Felix pushed past his squirming tongue, fitting his whole hand inside the split palate, jamming the phone into Harry’s throat.


Harry’s reaction was instant. He dropped Felix and clawed at his own face, digging his fingers into his mouth. But his fingers were too large, and the phone was down too deep.


Felix picked himself up off the floor than stared up at Harry as his face turned red enough to match his eyes. 



And then Felix saw something else. Something above Harry. A woman, hanging from the railing up on the third floor, her feet dangling down.


Maria?


Maria!


Felix ran around Harry as the giant keeled over, ignoring all of the pain in his body, bounding up the stairs with energy driven by love, flying up the first flight, the second flight, desperate to reach her before she fell.


Save her. Got to save her. Got to—

 “Sorry, lover boy. Y’all don’t get to be the hero.”


Felix stared at Eleanor. Stared at the shotgun in her hands.


The sound was thunderous.


The shot slammed Felix into the wall.


For a moment, he felt a stabbing, white-hot pain.


Then he didn’t feel anything at all.

 



# # #

 



Millard dropped his overalls to his ankles, revealing a pair of filthy tighty-whities. His head was leaking blood like a sieve, but it didn’t stop him from smiling. He tugged a packet out of his breast pocket and dusted powder all over his face, making him look like a ghost.


Letti’s broken arm hurt like crazy, but she wasn’t thinking about herself. She was thinking about Kelly. And Mom.


I’ll get him for you, Mom. Maybe not today. Maybe not next month. But I will kill this son of a bitch.


Millard spat out pink clumps of styptic.

 “You like eatin’ dirt before, whore? Maybe I give you a bit more to snack on.”


Millard bent down, reaching for the earth, and then he doubled over in a blur of blood and fur.


JD!


The German Shepherd locked his jaws right between Millard’s legs, shaking his muzzle back and forth, trying to rip his manhood free.


Two tugs later, the dog did.


Millard rolled around on the ground, holding his crotch with both hands, swearing and moaning. JD went for his throat, but Letti called him back.

 “JD, sit! I got this one.”


It took Letti a minute to find a suitable rock. Big enough to do the job, but not so big she couldn’t lift it one-handed. Once she made her selection, she stood over Millard, whose red eyes were as wide as dinner plates.

 “Eat dirt?” Letti asked. “Eat this.”


She smashed the rock down onto Millard’s screaming face. Over and over and over.


After the tenth or eleventh blow, his head split like a cleaved watermelon.


Letti dropped the bloody rock and spat on his corpse.


JD limped over to her. She could see a gash in his leg. It looked pretty ugly, but Letti vowed right there to get him the best vet in the country.

 “Good dog,” Letti said, patting his head. “You are one really good dog.


He wagged his tail and licked her face. Then his ears pricked up, and he bounded off into the woods.

 “JD!” she yelled.



 “Mom!”


Kelly!


Letti hurried after the dog, and found him running circles around her daughter. Kelly hurried over to Letti, embracing her, and Letti hugged her back despite her broken arm. Love was the best pain reliever in the world. 


 “I followed your footsteps, Mom! That’s how I found you!”

 “I love you, Kelly. I love you so, so much.”


Kelly buried her face in Letti’s neck. “I love you too, Mom. Where’s Grandma?”


Letti gripped her daughter tighter. “Grandma didn’t make it, honey.”


Kelly pulled away. She looked older. Much older. And Letti saw a glimpse of what her mother told her. Of the amazing woman Kelly would grow up to become.

 “She saved me, Mom,” Kelly said. “Grandma saved my life.”


Letti blinked back the tears. Tears of pain. Tears of loss. But mostly, tears of pride. Pride in her daughter, and pride in her mother.

 “She saved us all, baby. Your Grandma saved us all.”

 



# # #

 



Hanging from the banister, Maria heard the shotgun blast. And she knew whom Eleanor had shot.


Felix. My Felix.


He came for me.


And she killed him.


The anger in Maria took over, like a monster invaded her body. It worked into every pore, every cell, filling her with such all-encompassing rage that Maria felt like she could put her fist through a brick wall.


Maria hooked a leg up on the bottom of the railing, pulling herself onto the third floor. Eleanor swung the gun around, but Maria was already running at her, the chain wrapped tight around her fist.


She punched Eleanor in the nose again, doing even more damage this time. Eleanor moaned, and Maria tore the double barrel shotgun from the old woman’s hands. She aimed at the bitch’s diseased head and pulled both triggers.


Nothing happened. The gun was empty.


Changing her grip, Maria brought the gun back like a baseball bat, swinging with everything she had, cracking Eleanor across the head so hard it could be heard in neighboring states. Eleanor collapsed, but Maria’s attention was already on Felix, the blood spreading across his chest.


Maria tore at the buckles on her wrist cuffs, using her teeth, pulled her hands free. She patted down Eleanor’s body and found a packet of QuikClot. Hurrying to Felix, she lifted up his blood-soaked shirt, dumping the powder on him, pressing it into the jagged buckshot wounds on his chest and shoulder.

 “Please,” she said. “I’ve waited so long for you. Please don’t leave me, Felix.”


She put her fingers on his neck, trying to find a pulse, but her hands were shaking too badly.

 “You can’t die, honey. You can’t. Not now. Not after all of this.”


She put her ear to his chest, couldn’t hear a damn thing. Not knowing what else to do, she wrapped her arms around him, pressing his cheek to hers, rocking him back and forth.

 “I love you, Felix. I love you so much.”


This isn’t how it’s supposed to end. After all of this, it’s supposed to end happily.


A whole year I dreamed, prayed, for this moment.


This can’t be the end.


And then Felix mumbled something.

 “Felix? Oh my god, Felix? What did you say?

 “I love you too, babe,” he said. “God, you’re so beautiful.”

 “I missed you so much.”

 “I missed you too. You think you can get me an aspirin?”


Maria began to laugh so hard she wept.

 



# # #

 



Deb splayed out her arms, trying to palm the sheer face of the rock, but she kept sliding. The metal spikes of her prosthetics skipped across the surface of the shelf, not any better at traction than the climbing shoes she wore years ago when she was in this very same situation.


Above her, the cougar watched her slow descent with narrow, evil eyes, swishing his broken tail back and forth.


It’s happening again. I’m reliving my worst nightmare.


And Deb knew, from past experience, that she only had six seconds left. Then she’d be over the edge, and even Mal with all of his good intentions wouldn’t be able to catch her when she fell.


Strangely, mixed in with the terror was a bit of melancholy.


Is this what I was meant to do in life? Make the same mistakes?

 “Use your leg!” Mal yelled up at her.


I can’t use my leg, you moron. They keep slipping. What I need is longer arms to grab onto that outcropping just out of my reach.


Oh, son of a bitch!


Suddenly understanding Mal’s advice, Deb reached down and hit the button on her right stump cup. The air hissed out, breaking the suction, and she tugged off her leg.


Only a few seconds left! I only have one shot!


She stretched, using her leg like a climbing pick, holding onto the cup and swinging the foot upward at the outcropping.


It caught!


Deb stopped sliding. She hung there, gripping her prosthetic, the metal barbs in the toe hooked around the protruding rock. 



Okay. Now I just need to get to it.


There were no other handholds or footholds, so Deb had to slowly chin herself up. Her prosthetic wasn’t secure enough to hang from, but it was enough to hold her on this incline. She raised herself gradually, bit by bit, until she was able to get her fingers on the outcropping. 



From there, it was only a few inches to the seam. Once she had a solid grip, she put her leg back on, pressing the button for suction.


This route was trickier than the other one. Steeper. Fewer decent holds. But this route didn’t have a cougar waiting for her, so Deb followed the seam, keeping away from the shelf where the creature perched.


After five minutes, she found her rhythm. Hand hold. Toe hold. Hand hold. Toe hold. 



After ten minutes, the lookout station was in sight. Deb kept her emotions in check, but she was secretly astonished that she was actually going to make it.

 “Deb!” Mal yelled.


Deb looked down. The cougar was a few feet below her, legs splayed out, clinging to the rock face. It thrust its entire body upward, its massive claws batting her artificial leg.


Of course it can climb. That’s why they’re called mountain lions.


Deb stuck her hand deep in a crevice, gripping the stone inside, waiting for the next lunge.


The lion jumped again, coming up another two feet, its fierce jaws locking around Deb’s stump cup.


Deb quickly reached down, hitting the release. Her leg came off. 



The cougar, losing its balance, fell from the rock face. It landed a few feet below, on the angled, sheer face where Deb had slid off all those years ago.


Like Deb, the cougar couldn’t get a grip on the sheer rock. It spread out all four legs, claws scraping against stone, but couldn’t stop its inevitable slide.

 “How do you like it?” Deb shouted at the lion.


It roared once—an angry, futile roar—and then the monster that had haunted Deb’s dreams for so long slipped right off the edge of the mountain, falling thirty long feet, smashing to the unforgiving ground below in a brilliant explosion of blood.


And it felt pretty goddamn good.

 “You okay!” Mal called to her.

 “Yeah! Are you!”

 “I am! But it’s raining cats and dogs down here!”


Deb smiled.


Next time I have a chance, I’m going to kiss that guy.


The rest of the climb, even with only one leg, was uneventful. Maria made it to the shelf, and crawled to the lookout post. It was unoccupied, but the rangers were kind enough to leave a door open for her, and a fully charged radio.

 “Hello, hello? This is Deb Novachek. I’m with Mal Deiter. We called earlier, and there’s a helicopter looking for us. Can anyone hear me?”

 “This is ranger base three. We read you, Deb. Over.”


Deb practically wept.

 “I’m at a lookout station. The number on the radio is six-four-eight-seven-two.”

 “Roger that. We’ll send the chopper your way.”


Deb found a stash of water bottles next to the radio. She twisted the top off one, drank the whole thing in a few gulps, and let out the biggest sigh of her life.


Then she closed her eyes and waited to be rescued.

 



# # #

 



Eleanor Roosevelt’s head hurt. She felt someone patting her cheek, and she opened her eyes, ready to tell whichever son it was to leave her alone.


But it wasn’t one of her sons.

 “I’m thinking of a number from one to ten,” Maria said, staring at her. “Guess what it is?”


Eleanor looked at her wrists. The strappado cuffs were on her.


No. Not this.


I’m royalty. I have presidential blood in my veins.


They can’t do this to me.

 “The answer,” Maria said, “Is fuck you.”


Then the man, Felix, kicked Eleanor in the face.


Eleanor fell backwards, through the gate, off the edge.


The next thing she knew, her head was hurting again.


She looked around, saw she was on the first floor.


Those fools. They must not have put the chains on correctly.


My head still hurts. But other than that, I’m perfectly fine.


Eleanor reached up a hand to rub her temple. 



It didn’t work, for some reason.


She tried with the other hand, and that didn’t work either.


Then she felt something drip onto her face.


Looking up, Eleanor saw Maria and Felix, staring down at her. She also saw the two lengths of chain.


Each chain had an arm attached to it. Each arm trailed veins and arteries and tendons and torn muscles that stretched down and were still tenuously attached to the torn sockets of Eleanor’s shoulders.


Oh, lordy. Those are my arms.


Then there was pain. There was amazing, excruciating, unbearable pain.


Eleanor screamed through the pain for the entire four and a half minutes it took her to bleed to death. But to her it felt a lot longer.

 



# # #

 



Felix pulled his eyes away from Eleanor’s death throes and turned to look at Maria, but she was gone. Before he had a chance to panic, she walked out of one of the bedrooms, a baby in her arms.

 “Her parents are dead,” Maria said. For someone who had been through hell, she looked positively radiant. “I want to keep her.”


The baby was adorable. And Maria was beaming.


But this isn’t right.


Felix shook his head sadly. “Don’t you think we need to do something else first?”


Maria’s smile vanished. “What do you mean?”


Felix took her hand, which hurt like hell for him. Using his thumb and pinky, he placed Maria’s pear-shaped engagement ring on her finger, the one he took off of Eleanor when he was cuffing her wrists.

 “There,” he said. “Now we’re ready to start a family.”


They kissed, lightly because they were both so injured. Then the three of them held each other until the helicopter arrived.



 


 


 


 


 


 



One Year Later



 


 



Deb had never been so terrified in her life. 



A sea of eyes watched her, judged her. Deb turned and looked at Letti, who gave her an intense stare and a nod. Beside Letti was Maria, who mimicked Letti’s gesture.


Deb’s throat was dry. Her heart was beating so fast she felt ready to faint. The oppressive silence hurt her ears. 



Then someone sneezed. A child. Deb glanced at the audience, saw it was the baby Maria and Felix had adopted, sitting on Felix’s lap. Next to them, Kelly was leaning forward in the pew. Kelly spoke silently, urgently, mouthing the words so Deb could read her lips.

 “Say it!”


Deb looked down at her ridiculously expensive dress, the long train covering her prosthetics, making her appear completely normal. She looked at the minister, who was smiling patiently at her. Then she looked at Mal. So handsome in his tuxedo. So much love in his eyes.


And suddenly, Deb wasn’t scared anymore. With him by her side, she didn’t think she’d ever be scared again.

 “I do,” she said.


Then she kissed him before the minister even had a chance to pronounce them man and wife.

 



# # #

 



Franklin Delano Roosevelt sat in the talking booth at West Virginia’s Northern Correctional Facility, waiting for his visitor. Franklin missed life on the outside. He missed the food. He missed sex with women. He even missed his job as hotel manager in Monk Creek. But most of all, he missed his Momma, and his kinfolk.


Prison life wasn’t so bad. The state gave him monthly transfusions, though they weren’t nearly as much fun as the ones he used to get at the Rushmore Inn. Franklin ran a tiny black market store within the walls, selling cigarettes, drugs, tattoo supplies, candy bars. After the Rushmore Massacre, as the papers had called it, Franklin inherited a tidy bit of money from his many dead siblings. And that didn’t count all the money Momma had stashed away. It was enough to hire a hotshot lawyer, who got his charges reduced from Murder to multiple counts of Accessory. Franklin got eight years, but would be out in four for good behavior.


Franklin’s mood brightened when Chester walked over and sat across from him. Chester B. Arthur Roosevelt was one of only five brothers still alive. The other four were wanted by the police, and had to stay in hiding. But Chester had bought hisself a swell fake ID, and the law couldn’t touch him.

 “You find a place?” Franklin asked.

 “Boardin’ house. Southern Georgia. Deep in the woods, outta the way. Big ole basement. Perfect for us.”


A boarding house? That would be easier to run than a bed and breakfast. Franklin never really warmed up to Momma’s plan for making the next President. All he really cared about was the fun he had with the women they caught.


At the prison, Franklin learned there was some newfangled chemical enzyme that turned regular blood into type O negative. That meant they didn’t have to be so picky and choosy. Now they could grab whoever they wanted.

 “You buy it yet?” Franklin asked.

 “Got the deed this week. Should have ‘er up ‘n runnin’ real soon. Be all ready for you when you get outta here. Have a nice bunch of sweet honeys all tied up and waitin’ for you.”


Franklin smiled. He’d already done a year of his sentence.


With this to look forward to, the next three would just fly on by.




AFTERWORD by Joe Konrath

 


 



In 2007 I wrote a horror novel called AFRAID under the pen name Jack Kilborn, and that landed me a two-book deal. My publishers wanted a book similar in tone to AFRAID, so I pitched them the idea for a book called TRAPPED and wrote the first few thousand words. They placed an excerpt for TRAPPED in the back of copies of AFRAID, hoping to release the book in the winter of 2009.


Unfortunately (for me), my editors hated TRAPPED when they read the whole thing.


Personally, I liked it. The novel was more intense than AFRAID, and probably a little meaner and gorier (maybe more than just a little), but I believed it kept to the same theme and tone of the first Kilborn book. Namely, regular people in a dark, confined setting, confronted with an overpowering, horrible threat.


Since I wanted to get paid, I rewrote TRAPPED according to the editorial notes I’d been given. I don’t believe it made the book better, but it did make it different. I toned down a bit of violence and sex, added a bit more violence in other areas, changed a few characters, cut a sub plot, and wrote a new ending. 



My editors hated the new version as well. So I put TRAPPED away, figuring it would find readers eventually, and instead wrote ENDURANCE, the third Jack Kilborn book in my two-book contract. My editors liked ENDURANCE, but wanted me to make some significant cuts. Having been down that road before, I told them no, and I pulled ENDURANCE from publication.


So now I had two intense horror novels, ready to publish. All I had to figure out is what to do with them.


During the 18 months I’d been working on TRAPPED and ENDURANCE, I’d turned some of my older books (written under my real name, J.A. Konrath) into ebooks. To my surprise, they sold like crazy. Rather than pursue traditional print publication, I decided to do it alone and release TRAPPED and ENDURANCE myself. 



I like ENDURANCE. So much, that I didn’t want to see it diminished by what I felt were unnecessary edits. Though it isn’t as horrific as TRAPPED (I don’t know if I’ll ever write anything as horrific as TRAPPED ever again) there were certain creepy elements to this book that weirded me out. In fact, the whole reason I wrote this book was because of an idea I had while on vacation.


We were renting a cabin in the woods in northern Wisconsin, and I was sitting on the bed when a disturbing thought hit me. What if the cabin’s owners were watching us, right now?


In fact, if you were a psychotic voyeur, it would be pretty easy to rig your house with hidden passages and peep holes, and then rent it out to unsuspecting guests.


I immediately became paranoid, and looked at the closet, the bathroom, the stairs, wondering if I was being spied on.


Then I heard something creak under the bed.


Could someone actually be under there?


No one actually was. But I kept thinking about awful it would be to stay in someone else’s house and suddenly realize someone was under your bed. 



Of course, what could be even worse than that?


Someone under your bed, and you don’t have legs so you can’t run away.


I hope you had as much fun reading ENDURANCE as I had writing it. If you did, I encourage you to check out AFRAID, TRAPPED, and my J.A. Konrath books, which also have some good scares in them. 



And if you’d like to see a sequel, email me. I may not listen to my publishers, but I always listen to my readers… 
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Excerpt from AFRAID by Jack Kilborn

 


The hunter’s moon, a shade of orange so dark it appeared to be filled with blood, hung fat and low over the mirror surface of Big Lake McDonald. Sal Morton took in a lungful of crisp Wisconsin air, shifted on his seat cushion, and cast his Lucky 13 over the stern. The night of fishing had been uneventful; a few small bass earlier in the evening, half a dozen Northern Pike—none bigger than a pickle—and then, nothing. The zip of his baitcaster unspooling and the plop of the bait hitting the water were the only sounds he’d heard for the last hour.


Until the helicopter exploded.


It was already over the water before Sal noticed it. Black, without any lights, silhouetted by the moon. And quiet. Twenty years ago Sal had taken his wife Maggie on a helicopter ride at the Dells, both of them forced to ride with their hands clamped over their ears to muffle the sound. This one made a fraction of that noise. It hummed, like a refrigerator.


The chopper came over the lake on the east side, low enough that its downdraft produced large eddies and waves. So close to the water Sal wondered if its wake might overturn his twelve foot aluminum boat. He ducked as it passed over him, knocking off his Packers baseball cap, scattering lures, lifting several empty Schmidt beer cans and tossing them overboard.


Sal dropped his pole next to his feet and gripped the sides of the boat, moving his body against the pitch and yaw. When capsizing ceased to be a fear, Sal squinted at the helicopter for a tag, a marking, some sort of ID, but it lacked both writing and numbers. It might as well have been a black ghost.


Three heartbeats later the helicopter had crossed the thousand yard expanse of lake and dipped down over the tree line on the opposite shore. What was a helicopter doing in Safe Haven? Especially at night? Why was it flying so low? And why did it appear to have landed near his house?


Then came the explosion.


He felt it a moment after he saw it. A vibration in his feet, as if someone had hit the bow with a bat. Then a soft warm breeze on his face, carrying mingling scents of burning wood and gasoline. The cloud of flames and smoke went up at least fifty feet.


After watching for a moment, Sal retrieved his pole and reeled in his lure, then pulled the starter cord on his 7.5 horsepower Evinrude. The motor didn’t turn over. The second and third yank yielded similar results. Sal swore and began to play with the choke, wondering if Maggie was scared by the crash, hoping she was all right.

 


Maggie Morton awoke to what she thought was thunder. Storms in upper Wisconsin could be as mean as anywhere on earth, and in the twenty-six years they’d owned this house she and Sal had to replace several cracked windows and half the roof due to weather damage.


She opened her eyes, listened for the dual accompaniment of wind and rain. Strangely, she heard neither.


Maggie squinted at the red blur next to the bed, groped for her glasses, pushed them on her face. The blur focused and became the time: 10:46

 “Sal?” she called. She repeated it, louder, in case he was downstairs.


No answer. Sal usually fished until midnight, so his absence didn’t alarm her. She considered flipping on the light, but investigating the noise that woke her held much less appeal than the soft down pillow and the warm flannel sheets tucked under her chin. Maggie removed her glasses, returned them to the night stand, and went back to sleep.


The sound of the front door opening roused her sometime later. 


 “Sal?” 



She listened to the footfalls below her, the wooden floors creaking. First in the hallway, and then into the kitchen. 


 “Sal!” Louder this time. After thirty-five years of marriage, her husband’s ears were just one of many body parts that seemed to be petering out on him. Maggie had talked to him about getting a hearing aid, but whenever she brought up the topic he smiled broadly and pretended not to hear her, and they both wound up giggling. Funny, when they were in the same room. Not funny when they were on different floors and Maggie needed his attention.

 “Sal!”


No answer.


Maggie considered banging on the floor, and wondered what the point would be. She knew the man downstairs was Sal. Who else could it be?


Right?


Their lake house was the last one on Gold Star Road, and their nearest neighbor, the Kinsels, resided over half a mile down the shore and had left for the season. The solitude was one of the reasons the Mortons bought this property. Unless she went to town to shop, Maggie would often go days without seeing another human being, not counting her husband. The thought of someone else being in their home was ridiculous. 



Reassured by that thought, Maggie closed her eyes. 



She opened them a moment later, when the sound of the microwave carried up the stairs. Then came the muffled machine-gun report of popcorn popping. Sal shouldn’t be eating at this hour. The doctor had warned him about that, and how it aggravated his acid reflux disease, which in turn aggravated Maggie with his constant tossing and turning all night.


She sighed, annoyed, and sat up in bed.

 “Sal! The doctor said no late night snacks!”


No answer. Maggie wondered if Sal indeed had a hearing problem, or if he simply used that as an excuse for not listening to her. This time she did swing a foot off the bed and stomp on the floor, three times, with her heel.


She waited for his response. 



Got none. 



Maggie did it again, and followed it up with yelling, “Sal!” loud as she could. 



Ten seconds passed. 



Ten more. 



Then she heard the sound of the downstairs toilet flush. 



Anger coursed through Maggie. Her husband had obviously heard her, and was ignoring her. That wasn’t like Sal at all. 



Then, almost like a blush, a wave of doubt overtook her. What if the person downstairs wasn’t Sal? 



It has to be, she told herself. She hadn’t heard any boats coming up to the dock, or cars pulling onto their property. Besides, Maggie was a city girl, born and raised in Chicago. Twenty-some years in the Northwoods hadn’t broken her of the habit of locking doors before going to sleep.


The anger returned. Sal was deliberately ignoring her. When he came upstairs, she was going to give him a lecture to end all lectures. Or perhaps she’d ignore himfor a while. Turnabout was fair play. 



Comforted by the thought, she closed her eyes. The familiar sound of Sal’s outboard motor drifted in through the window, getting closer. That Evinrude was older than Sal was. Why he didn’t buy a newer, faster motor was beyond her understanding. One of the reasons she hated going out on the lake with him was because it stalled all the time and—


Maggie jack-knifed to a sitting position, panic spiking through her body. If Sal was still out on the boat, then who was in her house?


She fumbled for her glasses, then picked up the phone next to her clock. No dial tone. She pressed buttons, but the phone just wouldn’t work.


Maggie’s breath became shallow, almost a pant. Sal’s boat drew closer, but he was still several minutes away from docking. And even when he got home, what then? Sal was an old man. What could he do against an intruder?


She held her breath, trying to listen to noises from downstairs. Maggie did hear something, but the sound wasn’t coming from the lower level. It was coming from the hallway right outside her bedroom. 



The sound of someone chewing popcorn.


Maggie wondered what she should do. Say something? Maybe this was all some sort of mistake, some confused tourist who had walked into the wrong house. Or perhaps this was a robber, looking for money or drugs. Give him what he wanted, and he’d leave. No need for anyone to get hurt.

 “Who’s there?”


More munching. Closer. He was practically in the room. She could smell the popcorn now, the butter and salt, and the odor made her stomach do flip-flops.

 “My...medication is in the bathroom cabinet. And my purse is on the chair by the door. Take it.”


The ruffling of a paper bag, and more chewing. Open-mouthed chewing. Loud, like someone smacking gum. Why wouldn’t he say anything?

 “What do you want?”


No answer.


Maggie was shivering now. The tourist scenario was gone from her head, the robber scenario fading fast. A new scenario entered Maggie’s mind. The scenario of campfire stories and horror movies. The boogeyman, hiding under the bed. The escaped lunatic, searching for someone to hurt, to kill.


Maggie needed to get out of there, to get away. She could run to the car, or meet Sal on the dock and get into his boat, or even hide out in the woods. She could hurry to the guest bedroom, lock the door, open up the window, climb down— 



Chewing, right next to the bed. Maggie gasped, pulling the flannel sheets to her chest. She squinted into the darkness, could barely make out the dark figure of a man standing a few feet away.


The bag rustled. Something touched Maggie’s face and she gasped. A tiny pat on her cheek. It happened again, on her forehead, making her flinch. Again, and she swatted out with her hand, finding the object on the pillow. 



Popcorn. He was throwing popcorn at her. 



Maggie’s voice came out in a whisper. “What...what are you going to do?” 



The springs creaked as he sat on the edge of the bed. 


 “Everything,” he said. 





Excerpt from TRAPPED by Jack Kilborn

 



He couldn’t move. 



The table he laid on was cold against his naked back. There were no ropes binding his arms, no belts securing his legs. But he was immobile, paralyzed. 



Yet he was still able to feel.


Panicked thoughts swirled through his brain. Where am I? Was I in an accident? I can’t open my eyes. Am I blind? Am I dead? I can still think, so I must be alive. But I can’t move. Can’t talk. What’s happening to me? 



He concentrated, hard as he could, trying to move his hands and touch his face.


Nothing happened.


Noise, from the right. Footsteps. His body didn’t seem to work, but thankfully, his ears did.


Someone’s in the room.


He felt a hand touch his face, and then saw painful bright light.


A doctor in a green smock stared down at him. 



He just pried my eyelids open. 


 “Good morning. You’re disoriented, I bet. Confused. Probably can’t even remember how you got here.” The doctor’s voice was scratchy, strained, as if he wasn’t accustomed to using it.


Please, tell me what’s going on…

 “You can’t move because you’ve been given a paralytic.” He was an older man, bald, his scrubs stained. “Unfortunately, you have to remain conscious for this procedure to work.”


The doctor walked off, out of sight. The man’s eyes remained open, unblinking, gazing into the light overhead. Am I in an operating room? What procedure? Who was that doctor?


It was bright, but it didn’t seem bright enough to be a hospital. The light was yellowish, dingy, coming from a naked bulb hanging from the ceiling. And there was a smell. Not an antiseptic, care-facility smell. A smell of rot and decay. 


 “The drug immobilizes the skeletomuscular system.” The doctor was somewhere near his feet. The man couldn’t move his eyes to see him. “You’re completely helpless. One more dose and you’d stop breathing altogether.”


The doctor rested a hand on the man’s knee, gave it a pat.

 “You’ve lost your reflexes, your ability to flinch. But other vital functions remain active.”


A sudden pressure, between his legs. The doctor was squeezing his testicles. The agony bloomed, white hot and inescapable. His vision went blurry. He tried to pull away, tried with all of his might, but he didn’t budge an inch.

 “You can still feel pain, as I’m sure you notice. Lacrimation is normal, for now. Your pupils can dilate. And, of course, your pulse and heart rate just shot up considerably. The drug keeps you from moving so I can do the procedure, but it doesn’t shut you down completely.”


The man felt the tears flow down the sides of his head, the throb still lingering after the doctor released his grip. 



This wasn’t a hospital. It couldn’t be. A doctor wouldn’t do that to me. What the hell was going on?


Then he heard the most agonizing scream of his life.


It didn’t come from the room, but from someplace else in the building. Nearby, maybe a room or two over. The scream was so shrill it didn’t sound human at first. Then it lost pitch and was replaced by shouting.

 “NO! PLEASE NO! STOP IT! JESUS NOOOOOO!”




What are they doing to that poor guy? 



And what are they going to do to me?

 “That’s one of Lester’s guests,” the doctor said. “Lester has been with him for a few hours now. I’m surprised he still has a voice left. I shudder to think what’s being done to make him cry out like that. Do you recognize who it is?”


And then, all at once, the man knew who was screaming. He remembered how they got there. The strange noises. Being chased. Hunted. Running terrified. And then being caught. Caught by…

 “No need to worry.” The doctor leaned over him, smiling. Crumbs wedged in the corners of his thin lips, on his chin, and a small streak of something brown—blood?—smeared across his age-spotted forehead. “You won’t end up like that. You’re being given a gift. An invaluable, extraordinary gift. The world is full of lambs. But very few get to be wolves. Lester’s playmate, sadly for him, is a lamb. But you, you, my lucky fellow—you’re about to become a wolf.”


The doctor raised a gigantic syringe.

 “This is going to hurt. Quite a bit, in fact.”


The man couldn’t move, couldn’t turn away, and he was forced to watch and feel as the needle descended and plunged into his unblinking eye.




Sara Randhurst felt her stomach roll starboard as the boat yawed port, and she put both hands on the railing and took a big gulp of fresh, lake air. She wasn’t anywhere near Cindy’s level of discomfort—that poor girl had been heaving non-stop since they left land—but she was a long way from feeling her best. 



Strangely enough, Jack seemed to be enjoying it. The three-month-old baby in the sling around Sara’s chest had a grin on his face and was drooling happily. Sara pulled a tissue from the sling’s pocket and wiped off her son’s chin, wondering how anyone, especially someone so small and fragile, could actually like this awful motion. Even though she was feeling ill, she smiled at the sight of him. Just like she did every time.


Sara closed her eyes, bending her knees slightly to absorb some of the pitch and roll. The nausea reminded Sara of her honeymoon. She and Martin had booked a Caribbean cruise, and their first full day as a married couple found both of them vomiting veal picata and wedding cake into the Pacific. Lake Huron was smaller than the ocean, the wave crests not as high and troughs not as low. But they came faster and choppier, which made it almost as bad.


Sara opened her eyes, searching for Martin. The only one on deck was Cindy Welp, still perched over the railing. Sara approached the teen on wobbly footing, then rubbed her back. Cindy’s blonde hair looked perpetually greasy, and her eyes were sunken and her skin colorless; more a trait of her addiction to meth than the seasickness. 


 “How are you doing?” Sara asked.


Cindy wiped her mouth on her sleeve. “Better. I don’t think there’s anything left in me.”


Cindy proved herself a liar a moment later, pulling away and retching once again. Sara gave her one last reassuring pat, then padded her way carefully up to the bow. The charter boat looked deceptively smaller before they’d gotten on. But there was a lot of space onboard; both a foredeck and an aft deck, a raised bow, plus two levels below boasting six rooms. Though they’d been sailing for more than two hours, Sara had only run into four of their eight-person party. Martin wasn’t one of them. It was almost like he was hiding.


Which, she supposed, he had reason to do. 



A swell slapped the boat sideways, spritzing Sara with water. It tasted clean, just like the air. A seagull cried out overhead, a wide white M against the shocking blue of sky. She wondered, fleetingly, what if be like to feel so free, so alive like that.


In the distance, a green dot against the expanse of dark water, was Rock Island. Even from this far away, Sara noticed its wedge shape, the north side of it several times the height of the south, dropping off at a sharp cliff.


Sara shivered, protectively cupping her hands around Jack.


There was a soft thump, next to her. Sara jumped at the sound.


Another gull. It had hopped onto the deck, and was staring at her with tiny black eyes. Sara touched her chest, feeling her heart bounce against her fingers.


Just a bird. No need to be so jumpy.


Sara squinted west, toward the sun. It was getting low over the lake, turning the clouds pink and orange, hinting at a spectacular sunset to come. A month ago, when she and Martin had planned this trip, staring at such a sun would have made her feel energized. Watching it now made Sara sad. A final bow before the curtain closed for good.


Sara continued to move forward, her gym shoes slippery, the warm summer breeze already drying the spray on her face. At the prow, Sara saw Tom Gransee, bending down like he was trying to touch the water rushing beneath them.

 “Tom! Back in the boat please.”


Tom spun around, saw Sara, and grinned. Then he took three quick steps and skidded across the wet deck like a skateboarder. Tom’s medication didn’t quite control his ADHD, and the teenager was constantly in motion. He even twitched when he slept.

 “No running!” Sara called after him, but he was already on the other side of the cabin, heading below. 



Sara peeked at the sun once more, retied the flapping floral print shirttails across her flat belly, and headed after Tom.


She stopped at the top of the stairs. The stairwell was tight, and the sunlight didn’t penetrate it.

 “Tom?” she called down after him.


He didn’t respond. Sara hesitated, adjusted the knit cap on Jack’s head, then took the first step down.


As she descended the staircase, the mechanical roar of the engine overtook the calm tempo of the waves. The hallway was dark, cramped. Sara didn’t like it, and she picked up her pace, her palms on the walls searching for a light switch and not finding any. Her breath quickened, and her fingers finally grazed some protuberance which she grasped like it was a life preserver. She flipped it up and an overhead light came on.


Sara sighed, then chided herself for feeling so relieved. She tried to remember the Captain’s name.


Captain Prendick. A peculiar name, but a familiar one; Sara recalled it from an old H.G. Wells horror novel.


Prendick was the ninth person on the boat, and Sara hadn’t seen him lately either. Her only meeting with the man was during their brief but intense negotiation when they arrived at the dock. He was grizzled, tanned, and wrinkled, with a personality to match, and he argued with Sara about their destination, insisting on taking them someplace closer than Rock Island. He only relented after they agreed to bring his extra handheld marine radio along, in case of emergencies.


Sara wondered where the captain was now. She assumed he was on the bridge, but didn’t know where to find it. Maybe Martin was with him. Sara wasn’t sure if her desire to speak with Martin was to console him or persuade him. Perhaps both. Or maybe they could simply spend a few moments together without talking. Sara could remember when silence between them was a healthy thing.


A skinny door flew open, and Meadowlark Purcell burst out. Meadow had a pink scar across the bridge of his flattened nose, a disfigurement from when he was blooded in to a Detroit street gang. The boy narrowed his dark brown eyes at Sara, then smiled in recognition.

 “Hey, Sara. I was you, I wouldn’t go in there for a while.” He fanned his palm in front of his nose.

 “I’m looking for Martin. Seen him?”


Meadow shook his head. “I be hangin’ with Laneesha and Tyrone, playin’ cards. We gonna be there soon?”

 “Captain said two hours, and we’re getting near that point.”

 “True dat?”

 “Yes.”

 “Cool.”


Meadow wandered off. Sara closed the bathroom door, made her way up another cramped flight of stairs, and found the bridge. Captain Prendick was at the wheel, his potbelly pressed against it, one hand scratching the stubble on his chin. He noticed Sara and gave her a brief nod.

 “Have you seen Martin?” Sara asked. 



Prendick motioned with his chin. Sara followed the gesture and saw her husband folded up in a chair, legs crossed out in front of him and his eyes closed, chin touching his chest. Sara momentarily forgot everything she wanted to tell him, everything she wanted to say. 


 “Martin…”

 “I’m not up for talking right now, Sara.”


He kept his eyes closed. Jack, hearing his father’s voice, wiggled and cooed.


Sara glanced at Prendick.

 “I’m running to the head,” the captain said to Sara as he flipped a switch on the panel, next to a picture of him and an elderly woman. “We’re on autopilot.”


Captain Prendick slid past her, his expression dour. Sara moved closer to Martin, put a hand on his shoulder.

 “Don’t,” he said.

 “Martin, maybe if we talked about—”


Her husband’s eyelids flipped open. They looked unbelievably sad.

 “I love you, Sara.”


Sara felt her chest get heavy. “Martin…”

 “Do you know I love you? That I love you and Jack?”


She nodded, unable to answer because of the lump in her throat.

 “Then we don’t have anything to talk about.”


Martin held her gaze until his eyes became glassy, and then he closed them again.


Sara wanted to touch his cheek, cup his chin and tell him it was all going to be okay even though it wasn’t. Then she left the bridge and made her way back into the bowels of the boat. She opened the first door she came to. In the darkness she made out the shape of a chubby girl asleep on a narrow bed. Georgia. Sara tried the next door. Another cabin, this one empty. After a brief hesitation, Sara went into the room, pulled the folding bed away from the wall, and sat down, making sure she left the door open.


The waves weren’t as pronounced down here, and the rocking motion was gentler. Sara again thought of her honeymoon with Martin. How, once they got their sea legs, they spent all of their time on the ship, in their tiny little cabin, skipping exotic ports to instead order room service and make love. After a rough beginning, it turned out to be a perfect trip. 



Sara checked the door again, rubbed Jack’s back, and closed her eyes, wishing it could be like that again.

 



It was a night exactly like tonight, a few years ago,” Martin said. “Late summer. Full moon. Just before midnight. The woods were quiet. Quiet, but not completely silent. It’s never completely silent in the woods. It seems like it is, because we’re all used to the city. But there are always night sounds. Sounds that only exist when the sun goes down and the dark takes over. Everyone shut your eyes and listen for a moment.”


Sara indulged her husband, letting her eyelids close. Gone were the noises so common in Detroit; cars honking, police sirens, arguing drunks and cheering Tigers fans and bursts of live music when bar doors swung open. Instead, here on the island, there were crickets. A breeze whistling through the pines. An owl. The gentle snaps and crackles of the campfire they sat around. Jack’s breath on her neck, slow and steady from sleep.


After a few seconds someone belched. 


 “My bad,” Tyrone said, raising his hand. 



This prompted laughter from almost everyone, Sara included. Martin kept his expression solemn, not breaking character. Seeing Martin like that made Sara remember why she fell in love with him. Her husband had always been passionate about life, and gave everything his all, whether it was painting the garage, starting a business, or telling silly campfire stories to scare their kids.


Her smile faded. They won’t be their kids for very much longer.

 “It happened on an island,” Martin continued. “Just like this one. In fact, now that I think about it, this might actually be the island where it all happened.”


Tyrone snorted. “This better not be the same island, dog, or my black ass is jumping in that mofo lake ‘n swimming back to civilization.”


More laughter, but this time it was clipped. Uneasy. These teenagers had never been this far from an urban environment, and weren’t sure how to act.


Sara shivered, tucking the blanket in around her baby. All the things she wanted to say to Martin earlier were still bottled up inside because she hadn’t had the chance. Since the boat dropped them off, it had been all about hiking and setting up camp and eating dinner, and Sara hadn’t been able to catch him alone. He’d been intentionally avoiding her, staying busy, keeping that smile on his face like it had been sculpted there. 


 “Was it really this island?” Laneesha asked. Her voice was condescending, almost defiant. But there was a bit of edge to it, a tiny hint of fear.

 “No, it wasn’t,” Sara said. “Martin, tell her it wasn’t.”


Martin didn’t say anything, but he did give Laneesha a sly wink.

 “So where was it?” Georgia asked, though her face showed zero curiosity.

 “It wasn’t anywhere, Georgia.” Sara slapped at a mosquito that had been biting her neck, then wiped the tiny splot of blood onto her jeans. “This is a campfire story. It’s made up, to try to scare you.”

 “It’s fake?” Georgia sneered. “Pretend?”


Sara nodded. “Yes, it’s pretend. Right, Martin?”


Martin shrugged, still not looking at Sara. 


 “So what pretend-happened?” Laneesha asked.

 “There were eight people.” Martin was sitting on an old log, higher up than everyone else. “Camping just like we are. On a night like tonight. On what might be this very island. They vanished, these eight, never to be seen again. But some folks who live around here claim to know what happened. Some say those unfortunate eight people were subjected to things worse than death.”


Meadow folded his arms. “Ain’t nothin’ worse than death.”


Martin stared hard at the teenager. “There are plenty of things worse.”


No one spoke for a moment. Sara felt a chill. Maybe it was the cool night breeze, whistling through the woods. Or maybe it was Martin’s story, which she had to admit was getting sort of creepy. But Sara knew the chill actually went deeper. As normal as everyone seemed right now, it was only an illusion. Their little family was breaking apart. 



But she didn’t want to think about that. Now, she wanted to enjoy this final camping trip, to make some good memories. 



Sara scooted a tiny bit closer to the campfire and put her arms around Jack. The night sky was clear, the stars bright against the blackness of space, the hunter’s moon huge and tinged red. Beyond the smoke Sara could smell the pine trees from the surrounding woods, and the big water of Huron, a few hundred yards to the west. As goodbyes went, this was a lovely setting for one.


She let her eyes wander over the group. Tyrone Morrow, seventeen, abandoned by a mother who could no longer control him, running with one of Motor City’s worst street gangs for more than two years. Dressed in a hoodie and jeans so baggy they’d fall around his ankles without the belt. 



Meadow was on Tyrone’s right. He was from a rival Detroit club. That they were sitting next to each other was a commitment from each on how much they wanted out of the gangsta life.


On Meadow’s side, holding his hand, Laneesha Simms. Her hair was cropped almost as short as the boys’, but her make-up and curves didn’t allow anyone to mistake her for a man. 



Georgia Dailey sat beside Laneesha. Sixteen, white, brunette, pudgy. She held a long stick and was poking at something on the ground; a dead frog, belly-up with its legs jutting out. Sara thought about saying something, decided to let it go.


Behind Georgia, Tom Gransee predictably paced around the fire, tugging at his wifebeater T like it was an extra skin he wanted to shed. 



These were kids society had given up on, sentenced into their care by the courts. But Martin—and by extension, Sara—hadn’t given up on them. That was why they created the Second Chance Center. 



Sara finally rested her gaze on Martin. The fire flickered across his handsome features, glinted in his blue eyes. He had aged remarkably well, looking closer to twenty than thirty, as athletic as the day she met him in that graduate psych class. She looked down at her son in the baby sling—a miniature version of Martin—and absently rubbed his back.

 “On this dark night six years ago,” Martin continued, “this group of eight people took a boat onto Lake Huron. The SS Minnow.”


Sara smiled, knowing she was the only one old enough to have caught the Gilligan’s Island reference, the boat the castaways had taken on their three hour tour.

 “They had some beer with them,” Martin said. “Some pot…”

 “Hells yeah.” Tyrone and Meadow bumped fists.

 “…and were set to have a big party. But one of the women—there were four men and four women, just like us—got seasick on the lake.”

 “I hear that.” In her oversized jersey and sweatpants, Cindy looked tiny, shapeless. But Sara noted she’d gotten a little bit of her color back.

 “So they decided,” Martin raised his voice, “to beach the boat on a nearby island, continue the party there. But they didn’t know the island’s history.”


Tom had stopped his pacing and was standing still, rare for him. “What history, Martin?”


Martin smiled. An evil smile, his chin down and his eyes hooded, the shadows drawing out his features and making him look like an angry wolf. 


 “In 1862, done in secret, Rock Island Prison was built here to house captured Confederate soldiers. Like many civil war prisons, the conditions were horrible. But this one was worse than most. It was run by a war profiteer named Mordecai Plincer. He stole the money that was supposed to be used to feed the prisoners, and ordered his guards to beat them so they wouldn’t stage an uprising while they starved to death. He didn’t issue blankets, even during the winter months, giving them nothing more to wear than burlap sacks with arm and leg holes cut out, even when temperatures dropped to below freezing.”


Sara wasn’t a history buff, but she was pretty sure there was never a civil war prison on an island in Lake Huron. She wondered if Martin is using Camp Douglas as the source of this tall tale. It was located in Chicago near Lake Michigan and considered the northern counterpart to the horrors committed at the Confederate prison, Andersonville. 



Yes, Martin has to be making this up. Though that name, Plincer, does sound familiar.


Martin tossed one of the branches they’d gathered earlier onto the fire. It made a whump sound, throwing sparks and cinders. 


 “But those starving, tortured prisoners staged a rebellion anyway, killing all of the guards, driving Plincer from the island. The Union, desperate to cover up their mistake, stopped sending supplies. But the strongest and craziest of the prisoners survived. Even though the food ran out.”

 “How?” Tom asked. “You said there are no animals on this island.”


Martin smiled, wickedly. “They survived… by eating each other.”

 “Oh, snap.” Tyrone shook his head. “That shit is sick.”


Sara raised an eyebrow at her husband. “Cannibalism, Martin?” 



Martin looked at her, for the first time in hours. She searched for some softness, some love, but he was all wrapped up in his menace act.

 “Some were cooked. Some were eaten raw. And during the summer months, when meat would spoil, some were kept alive so they could be eaten one piece at a time.”


Sara did a quick group check, wondering if this story was getting too intense. Everyone appeared deadly serious, their eyes laser-focused on Martin. No one seemed upset. A little scared, maybe, but these were tough kids. She decided to let Martin keep going.


Martin stood up, spreading out his hands. “Over the last five decades, more than a hundred people have vanished on this part of Lake Huron. Including those eight men and women. What happened to them was truly horrible.”


The crickets picked that eerie moment to stop chirping. Sara noticed a brief flash in her peripheral vision. Lightening? No, the weather was fine. Besides, this seemed to have come from the woods. She scanned the woods, waiting for it to happen again. They stayed dark.


Cindy eventually broke the silence. “What happened to them?”

 “It’s said that these war prisoners became more animal than human, feeding on each other and on those men unlucky enough to visit. Unfortunately for this group of eight partiers, they were all doomed the minute they set foot onto Plincer’s Island. When their partying died down, and everyone was drunk and stoned and passing out, the prisoners built a gridiron.”


The word gridiron hung in the air like a crooked painting, blending into the forest sounds. 



Tyrone whispered, “They built a football field?”


Martin shook his head. “The term gridiron is used for football these days, but it’s a much older word. It was a form of execution in ancient Rome. Coals are spread over the ground, stoked until they’re red hot. Then the victim is put in a special iron cage, sort of like a grill, and placed on top of the coals, roasting him alive. Unlike being burned at the stake, which is over in a few minutes, it takes hours to die on the gridiron. They say the liquid in your eyes gets so hot, it boils.”


Sara stood up. Martin should have known not to go there with the gore. “I think that’s enough, Martin. You’ve succeeded in freaking everyone out.” She forced joviality. “Now who wants to roast some marshmallows?”

 “I want to hear what happened to those people,” Tom said.

 “And I want to be able to sleep tonight,” Sara replied. 



Sara’s eyes met Martin’s. She saw intensity there, but also resignation, and something else. Something soft and happy. Eventually his lips curled into a grin.

 “But we haven’t gotten to the part where I pretend to be dragged off into the woods, kicking and screaming. That’s the best part.”


Sara placed her hands on her hips, feeling herself smile. “I’m sure we would have all been terrified.”


Martin sat back down. “You’re the boss. And if the boss wants to do marshmallows, who am I to argue?”

 “I thought you’re the one who created the Center,” Laneesha asked.


Martin glanced at Sara. There was kindness in his eyes, and maybe some resignation, too. 


 “Sara and I created it together. We wanted to make a difference. The system takes kids who are basically good but made a few mistakes, sticks them into juvee hall, and they come out full blown crooks. The Center is aimed at giving these kids positive direction and helping them to change.” Martin smiled sadly. “Well, that was its purpose.” 


 “It’s bullshit the man cut your program, Martin.” Meadow tossed a stick onto the fire.

 “It sucks,” Cindy added.


There were nods of agreement. Martin shrugged. “Things like this happen all the time. I’m sorry I couldn’t do more for you kids. Sara, Jack, and I are a small family, but you guys are like our—”


Martin screamed in mid-sentence, then fell backward off the log, rolling into the bushes and the darkness.




Excerpt from LOCKED DOORS by Blake Crouch


 





THE headline on the Arts and Leisure page read: “Publisher to Reissue Five Thrillers by Alleged Murderer, Andrew Z. Thomas.”



All it took was seeing his name. 




Karen Prescott dropped The New York Times and walked over to the window. 




Morning light streamed across the clutter of her cramped office—query letters and sample chapters stacked in two piles on the floor beside the desk, a box of galleys shoved under the credenza. She peered out the window and saw the fog dissolving, the microscopic crawl of traffic now materializing on Broadway through the cloud below.



Leaning against a bookcase that housed many of the hardcovers she’d guided to publication, Karen shivered. The mention of Andrew’s name always unglued her. 




For two years she’d been romantically involved with the suspense novelist and had even lived with him during the writing of Blue Murder at the same lake house in North Carolina where many of his victims were found. 




She considered it a latent character defect that she’d failed to notice anything sinister in Andy beyond a slight reclusive tendency. 




My God, I almost married him.



She pictured Andy reading to the crowd in that Boston bookshop the first time they met. In a bathrobe writing in his office as she brought him fresh coffee (French roast of course). Andy making love to her in a flimsy rowboat in the middle of Lake Norman. 




She thought of his dead mother. 




The exhumed bodies from his lakefront property. 




His face on the FBI website. 




They’d used his most recent jacket photo, a black and white of Andy in a sports jacket sitting broodingly at the end of his pier. 




During the last few years she’d stopped thinking of him as Andy. He was Andrew Thomas now and embodied all the horrible images the cadence of those four syllables invoked.



There was a knock.



Scott Boylin, publisher of Ice Blink’s literary imprint, stood in the doorway dressed in his best bib and tucker. Karen suspected he was gussied up for the Doubleday party.



He smiled, waved with his fingers.



She crossed her arms, leveled her gaze. 




God he looked streamlined today—very tall, fit, crowned by thick black hair with dignified intimations of silver. 




He made her feel little. In a good way. Because Karen stood nearly six feet tall, few men towered over her. She loved having to look up at Scott.



They’d been dating clandestinely for the last four months. She’d even given him a key to her apartment where they spent countless Sundays in bed reading manuscripts, the coffeestained pages scattered across the sheets. 




But last night she’d seen him at a bar in SoHo with one of the cute interns. Their rendezvous did not look work-related. 



 “Come to the party with me,” he said. “Then we’ll go to Il Piazza. Talk this out. It’s not what you—”


 “I’ve got tons of reading to catch up—” 



 “Don’t be like that, Karen, come on.”


 “I don’t think it’s appropriate to have this conversation here, so…”



He exhaled sharply through his nose and the door closed hard behind him. 



 





Joe Mack was stuffing his pink round face with a gyro when his cell phone started ringing to the tune of “Staying Alive.”



He answered, cheeks exploding with food, “This Joe.”


 “Hi, yes, um, I’ve got a bit of an interesting problem.”


 “Whath?”


 “Well, I’m in my apartment but I can’t get the deadbolt to turn from the inside.”



Joe Mack choked down a huge mouthful, said, “So you’re locked in.”


 “Exactly.”


 “Which apartment?” He didn’t even try to mask the annoyance in his voice.


 “Twenty-two eleven.”


 “Name?”


 “Um…I’m not the tenet. I’m Karen Prescott’s friend. She’s the—”


 “Yeah, I get it. You need to leave any time soon?”


 “Well, yeah, I don’t want to—”



Joe Mack sighed, closed the cell phone, and devoured the last of the gyro. 




Wiping his hands on his shirt he heaved himself from a debilitated swivel chair and lumbered out of the office, locking the door behind him. 




The lobby was quiet for midday and the elevator doors spread as soon as he pressed the button. He rode up wishing he’d bought three gyros for lunch instead of two.



The doors opened again and he walked onto the twenty-second floor, fishing the key ring containing the master from the pocket of his enormous overalls.



He belched. 




It echoed down the empty corridor.



Man was he hungry.



He stopped at 2211, knocked, yelled through the door, “It’s the super!”



No one answered. 




Joe Mack inserted the master into the deadbolt. It turned easily enough. 




He pushed the door open. 



 “Hello?” he said, standing in the threshold, admiring the apartment—roomy, flat-screen television, lush deepblue carpet, an antique desk, great view of SoHo, probably loads of food in the fridge.


 “Anybody home?”



He turned the deadbolt four times. It worked perfectly. 




Another door opened somewhere in the hallway and approaching footsteps reverberated off the hardwood floor. Joe Mack glanced down the corridor at the tall man with black hair in a black overcoat strolling toward him from the stairwell.


 “Hey, pal, were you the one who just called me?” Joe Mack asked.



The man with black hair stopped at the open doorway of 2211.



He smelled strange, of Windex and lemons.


 “Yes, I was the one.”


 “Oh. You get the lock to work?”


 “I’ve never been in this apartment.”


 “What the fuck did you call me for—”



Glint of a blade. The man held an ivory-hilted bowie. He swept its shimmering point across Joe Mack’s swollen belly, cleaving denim, cotton, several layers of skin.


 “No, just wait just a second—” 




The man raised his right leg and booted Joe Mack through the threshold. 




The super toppled backward as the man followed him into the apartment, slammed the door, and shot the deadbolt home.


 





Karen left Ice Blink Press at 6:30 p.m. and emerged into a manic Manhattan evening, the sliver of sky between the buildings smoldering with dying sunlight, gilding glass and steel. It was the fourth Friday of October, the terminal brilliance of autumn fullblown upon the city, and as she walked the fifteen blocks to her apartment in SoHo, Karen decided that she wouldn’t start the manuscript in her leather satchel tonight. 




Instead she’d slip into satin pajamas, have a glass of that organic chardonnay she’d purchased at Whole Foods Market, and watch wonderful mindless television.



It had been a bad week.



Pampering was in order. 



 





At 7:55 she walked out of her bedroom in black satin pajamas that rubbed coolly against her skin. Her chaotic blond hair was twisted into a bun and held up by chopsticks from the Chinese food she’d ordered. Two unopened food cartons and a bottle of wine sat on the glass coffee table between the couch and the flat-screen television. Her apartment smelled of spicysweet sesame beef. 




She plopped down and uncorked the wine. 




Ashley Chambliss’s CD Nakedsongs had ended and in the perfect stillness of her apartment Karen conceded how alone she was. 




Thirty-seven. 




Single again. 




Childless. 




But I’m not lonely, she thought, turning on the television and pouring a healthy glass of chardonnay. 




I’m just alone. 




There is a difference.




 





After watching Dirty Dancing, Karen treated herself to a soak. She’d closed the bathroom door and a Yankee candle that smelled of cookie dough sat burning in a glass jar on the sink, the projection of its restless flame flickering on the sweaty plaster walls. 




Karen rubbed her long muscular legs together, slippery with bath oil. Imagining another pair of legs sliding between her own, she shut her eyes, moved her hands over her breasts, nipples swelling, then up and down her thighs.



The phone was ringing in the living room. 




She wondered if Scott Boylin were calling to apologize. Wine encouraged irrational forgiveness in Karen. She even wished Scott were in the bathtub with her. She could feel the memory of his water-softened feet gliding up her smooth shinbones. Maybe she’d call and invite him over. Give him that chance to explain. He’d be back from the Doubleday party.



Now someone was knocking at the front door.



Karen sat up, blew back the bubbles that had amassed around her head. 




Lifting her wineglass by the stem she finished it off. Then she rose out of the water, took her white terrycloth bathrobe that lay draped across the toilet seat, and stepped unsteadily from the tub onto the mosaic tile. She’d nearly polished off the entire bottle of chardonnay and a warm and pleasant gale was raging in her head.



Karen crossed the living room heading toward the front door. 




She failed to notice that the cartons of steamed rice and sesame beef were gone, or that a large gray trashcan now stood between the television and the antique desk she’d inherited from her grandmother.



She peeked through the peephole. 




A young man stood in the hallway holding an enormous bouquet of rubyred roses.



She smiled, turned the deadbolt, opened the door.


 “I have a delivery for Karen Prescott.”


 “That’s me.”



The delivery man handed over the gigantic vase.


 “Wait here, I’ll get you your tip.” She slurred her words a little.


 “No ma’am, it’s been taken care of.” He gave her a small salute and left.



She relocked the door and carried the roses over to the kitchen counter. They were magnificent and they burgeoned from the cut-glass vase. She plucked the small card taped to the glass and opened it. The note read simply:


 





Look in the coat closet


 





Karen giggled. Scott was one hundred percent forgiven. Maybe she’d even do that thing he always asked for tonight. 




She buried her nose in a rose, inhaled the dampsweet perfume. Then she cinched the belt of her bathrobe and walked over to the closet behind the couch, pulling open the door with a big smile that instantly died.



A naked man with black hair and a pale face peered down at her. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and swallowed.



The cartons of leftover Chinese food stood between his feet.



She stared into his black eyes, a strange coldness spreading through her.


 “What do you think you’re doing?” she said.



The man grinned, his member rising.



Karen bolted for the front door but as she reached to unhook the chain he snatched a handful of her wet hair and swung her back into a mirror that shattered on the adjacent wall.


 “Please,” she whimpered. 




He punched her in the face. 




Karen sank down onto the floor in bits of glass, anesthetized by wine and fear. Watching his bare feet, she wondered where her body would be found and by whom and in what condition.



He grabbed her hair into a ball with one hand and lifted her face out of the glass, the tiniest shards having already embedded themselves in her cheek. 




He swung down. 




She felt the dull thud of his knuckles crack her jaw, decided to feign unconsciousness. 




He hit her again. 




She didn’t have to.
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