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  OCTOBER ROSES


  Chapter 1


  October 25, 2012


  “Dude, this is stupid,” Bryce grumbled as he followed Kurt through the dark cemetery. He kept his flashlight trained at his feet, illuminating only the ground directly in front of him, just as his friend had instructed.


  Somewhere in the dark up ahead, Kurt laughed. “You’re just a pussy, that’s all.”


  “Call me all the junior high school names you want, but it’s almost midnight, it’s cold as a witch’s tit, and if we get caught we could get into serious trouble.”


  “Well, we’re not going to get caught, not if you keep your damn voice down.”


  Bryce muttered under his breath and continued following after Kurt. They were somewhere near the middle of Oakland Cemetery. The graveyard had no lights on the property, meaning even aiming their flashlights straight at the ground would make them beacons in the darkness. However, chances were slim there would be many out and about on College Drive at this hour to notice.


  After five more minutes of wandering and backtracking, Bryce could keep his silence no longer. “Are you sure you know where you’re going?”


  “I don’t exactly have a treasure map or anything, but I know it’s in this general vicinity somewhere.”


  “Who is this guy again?”


  “Gavin Rochelle? He’s a local legend. Was a serial killer back in the 50s or 60s, strangled a half dozen or so women right here in Gaffney. Would even call a reporter from the local paper after each murder and tell her where he’d dumped the bodies. Real Seven kind of shit. Anyway, he eventually got caught, sent to prison, and hung himself in his cell.”


  “And they buried him here?”


  “Yep, in the Rochelle family plot. From what I understand, he’s got one of those little square plaques, not a full-on tombstone or anything. Should be easy enough for us to pry up.”


  Bryce grunted and shifted the bundle under his left arm. A shovel, a spade, and a crowbar, all wrapped in a blanket and tied with twine. “Don’t you think it’s a little morbid stealing the grave marker of a killer?”


  “Who gives a fuck about morbid? Steve Sanders from Student Services is offering a hundred bucks as prize for the best prop at the Halloween party Wednesday night. This will guarantee us the win.”


  “But don’t you think the fact that we committed a crime to get our prop just might disqualify us?”


  “Are you mental or what? Sanders is known around campus for buying booze for underclassmen. He’ll be totally cool with this. Hell, I only wish that Sierra dude was buried around here.”


  “Sierra? He’s the student that went nuts and killed a bunch of people a couple of years ago, right?”


  “Yeah, but unfortunately he was from up north so we can’t use his tombstone unless we go on a serious road trip.”


  “Dude, you’re sick.”


  “And you’re still a pussy. Now shut up and help me look for Rochelle’s grave.”


  It was another half hour before they finally located the Rochelle plot. It was enclosed by a waist-high wrought-iron fence, rusty with age. There was a gate, but when Kurt tried to open it, the thing came loose with a tortured squeak and fell over into the grass. “More a drawbridge than a gate,” he said with a chuckle, stepping into the plot. In the center was a large stone made of marble, the family name carved deep into it, surrounded by maybe a dozen flush-to-the-ground plaques. In the far right corner was a large rosebush, a wild explosion of thorns and blossoms so red they were startling even in the darkness.


  Bryce lingered just outside the plot, shifting from foot to foot as if his bladder was full. He glanced back over his shoulder toward the Limestone College campus, the lights of which seemed distant and dim even though Bryce knew it wasn’t really all that far.


  “Coming or not?” Kurt said.


  Bryce didn’t answer right away.


  “Jesus Christ, I promise I’ll protect you if any zombies burst up out of their graves, okay?”


  Bryce hesitated just a moment more then laughed. “Yeah, guess I am being silly.” He walked over the fallen gate then the two guys started on opposite sides of the plot, shining their lights on the markers, searching for Gavin Rochelle.


  “It’s not here,” Bryce said after they’d examined all the stones twice.


  “It has to be.”


  “Well, maybe there’s another Rochelle plot here somewhere.”


  “It’s not exactly a common name for this area. Fuck, I got to find that marker.”


  “Halloween is still six days away. Let’s just come back tomorrow and look for it in the daylight.”


  Kurt made a fist and rapped on his friend’s forehead, making a thock thock thock sound with his tongue. “Hey idiot, we can’t exactly pry up a gravestone and carry it away in the middle of the day.”


  “I didn’t say we’d take the marker during the day,” Bryce said, swatting Kurt’s hand away. “We’ll just locate it then come back after dark to get it.”


  This shut Kurt up for a minute, which wasn’t an easy task. “Wow, I’m impressed. Every now and then your brain actually works.”


  “Gee, thanks. Now can we get the hell back to the dorm?”


  “In a minute, help me gather up some of these roses first.”


  “What for?”


  “Caitlin’s pissed at me.”


  “Again? What’d you do this time?”


  “You know those red jeans she has? She asked me if her butt looked big in them.”


  “Oh man, tell me you didn’t.”


  “Hey, don’t ask me a question if you don’t want to hear the answer, that’s all I’m saying. Anyway, I need to smooth things over.”


  “And of course you don
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