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The alarm woke Sara Moon, blaring some
God-awful country song—“She thinks my tractor’s sexy.”

Outside her window, the grass was brown, the
air wavering in the heat, the sky a bright cloudless blue.

Am I in heaven?

Outside, it looked hot enough to fry an egg
on the sidewalk.

No,
hell.

But did hell have air conditioning? It was a
balmy 70 degrees, a perfect temperature.

Sara Moon’s eyes darted around. She was in
her apartment, in Grayson. She had always liked Grayson, Indiana,
but she didn’t want to spend the afterlife here.

“Sara! You ready?” Lauren’s voice stunned her
more than anything else, made her realize more than ever that
something wasn’t right, that her perception was off. “I need the
car today—I told you!”

Sara Moon stood up in a rush. How could this
all be? How could she be alive? A possessed man had shot her in the
back—shot her dead. And her cell phone—the one she’d thrown
away—was on her desk.

“Sara!” Her roommate sounded annoyed.

“Yeah, I heard you.” Sara’s voice was
somewhere between a squeak and a whimper. “Where am I going?”

“Are you kidding me?” Lauren’s annoyance had
reached its fever-pitch.

“Where do I work?”

That last comment sent Lauren to Sara’s
doorway. Lauren was glaring at her, now. “Don’t play games with me,
Sara. I know you don’t want to work at Bubba’s, but you have to pay
rent.” At the sight of Sara, Lauren’s irritation vanished like air,
replaced with a smirk.

“I love Bubba’s Chik’n Hut. I love it more
than anything in the world.”

Lauren laughed. “All right, weirdo. I’ll be
out in the car.”

With an eagerness she had never felt before,
she put on her blue shirt, her tan pants, her name tag. She
relished the thought of running the register, of seeing all the
Grayson, Indianans and out-of-towners who’d come for a bite of
chik’n. She had no idea how the nightmare had ended—at least, not
until she had finished putting on her Chik’n Hut uniform.

She had been a sacrifice—against her will her
destiny had caught up with her. With her death the link between the
nightmare-world and Earth had been severed—the nightmare world her
Father, through his madness, had created.

There were so many questions that she
might never answer. But somehow, everything had been reversed—all
the terrors she had experience were gone, like they’d never
happened. The Outsiders had brought about their own ruin—and
somewhere, somehow, against her will, Sara Moon had been the sacrifice, the scapegoat.

Everything was as it had been if the
Outsiders had never existed.

A car honked outside—Lauren.

Then the phone rang.

For some reason, Sara Moon’s heart began
beating faster, into a nervous flutter.

She ran over, grabbed the device as it rang,
opened it up
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