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One
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Crunching leaves beneath my damp running shoes, and the gritty scent of cold dirt, fills me with excitement. I was not prepared for this sudden weather change. My pink plaid rubber boots are hiding in storage boxes, along with my fleece lined windbreaker. Way to go, Lana! You’re always one step behind the rest of the world! Yet I look forward to tonight: shopping for Halloween candy.

Dealing with shop mechanics and customers all day, have put me in a mood. All I want to do is warm my left-over lasagna and head to the drugstore for my favourite caramel-green-apple suckers. I can already taste the mixture of sweet and sour.

At 6:30pm, it’s surprising how dark it is. As much as I’d prefer to take the brighter path along the driveway, I know going between my house and the neighbors is faster. My stomach is growling, and I refuse to waste another minute going the longer way.

The streetlamp’s glow disappears, and I’m left to wander in complete darkness. I step into an invisible puddle, soaking my runners. Shit! It’s not cold, it’s warm.

“Stupid dog. Stop pissing in my yard!” I glare at the neighbor’s house. “Just wait, Diane. You and I will have words in the morning.” Her annoying, squeaky voice echoes in my mind. She’s always defending her knuckle-head sheep dog.

At last I reach my backyard, and the motion censored light flickers on, lighting my way. Each step on the paved pad sounds like a squishy sponge slapping. I growl at my damp jeans as they stick to my calves.

With the screen door propped open against my elbow, and my heavy purse hanging over my shoulder, I dig into my navy-blue hoodie. As I pull out my hand, the keys slip between my fingers and jingle to the pavement. Shit on a stick!

I glance at the star-filled sky, and take a deep, cleansing breath. As I kneel to grab my keys, I exhale. I see is red. Dark red. Smeared around me. A chill runs down my neck.

It’s paint! From Diane’s bathroom renovations that she’s been ranting about all week. I shake my head. “It’s always something with that woman!”

I stand, release the screen door, and drop my purse against the brick wall. There’s no way I’m tracking this crap through my house! I kick off my red-painted, once grey, worn-out running shoes. I hope no one’s watching. I unzip my jeans and push them off my hips. The cool night air chills my skin. I step out of my jeans and push them away. They may be ruined for good.

As I rest against the wall, I lift my legs, one at a time, and remove my drenched socks. The bottoms of my feet are stained red. An intense metallic, stale-meat scent wafts around me. My stomach lurches.

“What is that?” I burry my nose into my elbow. Barefoot and nauseous, I retrace my steps. Did someone dump expired meat on my lawn?

The leaf-covered grass is cold on my feet and it’s too dark to see anything. I rake my toes along the ground back and forth, feeling for the puddle. Near the front corner of my house, I step backwards, continuing my search closer to Diane’s.

My heel bumps into something and I fumble, falling backwards, banging my head against the brick wall then landing hard on my underwear-covered-ass. Everything spins and I struggle to catch my breath. My chest hurts, pained with anxiety. My skull throbs, and heart races.

Get up, Lana! I have to get up. What did I trip over? Darkness swirls around me as I sit up, trying to regain my focus. I pull away from the mass and pull out my cell phone, then turn on the flashlight. I should have used this sooner!

A silent scream swells in my throat as I see the familiar blonde hair, tangled around the back of the woman’s head. And the bright pink coat.

When I crawl closer, I hold my breath, and with trembling hands roll the body. Blood shines as it seeps from her sliced throat. I gasp. “Diane!”

There’s no response.

I dial 911.

“Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?” The man’s voice is calm.

“My neighbor, Diane. She’s... not moving.”

“Is she breathing?”

I lean over and lift her hair from her face. Her eyes are wide open, staring off into space. I hold my hand beneath her nose. “I don’t think so.”

“Can you check her pulse?”

“Yes.” I press my fingers against Diane's still-warm wrist. “There’s no pulse, I think she’s dead.” There’s a lump in my throat and I want to run.

“Ma'am, is her skin cold to the touch?”

“No, she's warm.” Tears threaten.

“What’s your name and address?”

As though in the Twilight Zone, I provide my information.

“Listen well, Lana. We have contacted the RCMP, they are on their way. The suspect may be in the area. Get inside your house and lock your doors.”

“Oh, my gosh. I’ve been in danger this whole time!” I hope he’s wrong. I scan the area. As I stand, there’s a glimmer in the grass. An object reflects the light from my phone. I rush over and kneel in the grass. A knife...  my kitchen knife... the killer was in my house!

A muffled voice yanks me from my shocked daze. My phone! “Hello?”

“Are you alright, ma'am?”

“Yes, but I found the knife. It's mine.”

The line becomes quiet.

“Sir, are you there? What do I do?”

“Yes, I'm here. Please stay where you are. An officer will be there shortly.”

“Thank you.” The killer was in my house. That’s my knife, one that I always use. It’s probably covered with fingerprints, and some of them are mine. “Wait, what if they think I did it?”

“Did you ma'am?”

“No, but what if the RCMP believe I did?”

“Just remain calm and stay where you are.”

My legs weaken and shake. A dog whimpers in my backyard. Sirens call out in the distance.

“Ma'am are you there?” The operator continues to call me, and I stare at the screen.

The knife. The body. The blood. I am numb, frozen in time. The phone slips from my hand, and I run into the backyard. The large white and grey sheep dog trembles as he walks to meet me.

“Hey knucklehead, it’ll be alright.” I pat his head. “Diane must have been looking for you when she...” His tongue is warm against my bare legs. He follows as I grab my purse and head towards the shed.

Footsteps strike the asphalt.

My heart pounds. I stop moving and drop my purse. The dog growls, and I squeeze my eyes shut. “Please, don't hurt me.”

Two more footsteps. They breathe heavily, as though they've been running.

“Turn around, miss.” His voice is strong, demanding.

Reluctant, I open my eyes and face him.

He glares as he scans my body, pausing at my bare legs. A gun barrel points at me.

“Are you Lana?”

I nod.

He lowers the gun and steps closer. “You're safe now, miss.”

The uniform... he’s an RCMP officer. The pain in my chest lighten as tears stream down my cheeks. “Thank God.” I rush towards the handsome officer and throw myself into his arms.

With gentle yet firm hands, he moves me back. “You're okay now.”

Knucklehead barks.

“Enough! Its fine.”

The dog paces back and forth, wining.

“The killer was in my kitchen!”

Together we face the house.

A silhouette walks past the kitchen window.

The killer is still inside!


Two
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“This is unit five requesting back up; ten-eighty-four in progress, a suspect may be armed.” The RCMP officer releases the talk button on his radio, his gun at the ready in his other hand.

Is this really happening? I glance at the bloodied footprints left by my runners. Diane is dead... the killer is in my house... this can’t be real.

Through the static a woman speaks. “Ten-four, unit five. ETA five minutes. Hold your position. Over.”

The officer shakes his head. “Too long.” He moves towards the back entrance.

I grab his arm. “I thought they said to wait.”

“Yup.”

“So, what are you doing?” My bare legs shiver.

His gaze meets my own. “He won’t wait ten minutes.” With his chin, he signals to the house. “If I don’t move now, we may never catch him. Stay with the dog.” He continues forward.

Knucklehead sits nearby, tilting his head back and forth as though trying to understand.

“I think you should wait. It’s not worth your life.”

He picks up the key chain, opens the screen door and shuffles for the right key.

“Let me help you.” I tiptoe towards him, sending a chill through my feet. A shadow moves across the dining-room window and I stop. It’s just the curtain, swaying from the vent beneath it. I continue walking. After I select the correct key, I unlock the door, and shove them into my sweater pocket.

“Step aside, miss.”

My teeth chatter, and throbs from banging it before. I lean on the wall.

He turns the knob, and the door creaks open. He shoots me a look of annoyance.

Seriously? I can’t control my door noises.

As the officer steps inside, I realize how alone I am. Knucklehead whimpers and takes off down the driveway. I’d call after him, but I’m afraid to make a sound. All that’s left is my bloodied clothes in a heap and the red footprints leading to the side of the house. And silence. My stomach churns.

Will the killer escape through the front and find me? I’m afraid to go inside... afraid to stay outside alone. But I felt safe with the RCMP officer. I’m cold and half-naked. Fuck it!

I enter the house.

Bang! Bang!

I drop to my knees. Gun shots? Someone runs through the hallway, and I catch a glimpse as he blows past, towards the front door. Dark blue jacket. Black cap.

The screen door slams shut, and he’s gone...

I hold my stomach as it churns. My arms vibrate. Did he just shoot the officer? Is he still alive?

Knucklehead barks like crazy. Bang! A whimper, then quiet.

No! Not the dog, too.

Everything becomes silent.

The scent of lavender air freshener reminds me I’m home. The killer is gone. As I stand, my legs wobble. I head upstairs to the kitchen and down the hallway. The floor creaks and I pause a moment. The killer is gone. I continue.

A man groans. Is that the officer?

Lights flash through the windows. Backup! A car doors slam. “Hello? Officer, are you alright?”

“Here!” His voice is strained.

In the computer room, he lies on the carpet, holding his abdomen. Blood!

“He... came from nowhere... had a gun... took mine before I could shoot.”

“Back-up is here, I’ll have them call an ambulance.”

“Wait, I need your help. Put pressure here... I’m losing strength.” He gasps for air. “Use my radio.”

“I’ve helped no one with an injury before”. I flick on the light, then kneel beside him, unsure where to start. His hands drop to the floor, eyes widening. His chest rises and falls with each breath. Instinct takes control. I press on the blood-covered area, leaning on it with my body weight.

He groans.

“Sorry.” As I reach for the radio attached to his uniform, the backdoor shuts. “In here!”

Footsteps thunder through the hallway, and two officers appear in the doorway, guns lowering.

“Unit eight requesting an ambulance. Officer down. I repeat: officer down.” The first officer kneels next to me. “Let me take over.” He moves in close, arms hovering next to mine.

As I pull my hands away, he’s quick to replace them with his own. I relax my shoulders and slide back against the wall. My hands are covered in blood and trembling.

“Mark, talk to me, buddy.” The first officer’s eyes are wide.

Mark blinks and turns his head. “Hey, Haiden.” His voice is raspy and weak.

“Help will be here soon, buddy.” Haiden smiles.

The second officer places her hands on my elbows. “I’m Kris Stanton, come with me. I’ll help you get clean.”

When I stand, everything spins. My vision blurs. “I don’t feel well.” Suddenly, I fall.
Three
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I wake up lying on my living room couch. Two officers stand by the window, talking. More officers pace between bedrooms through the hall. As I sit, Officer Stanton rushes to me.

“Be careful, don’t stand too fast. Here, drink water.” Stanton opens a water bottle and passes it to me.

It’s lukewarm, but sooths my dry throat. “Thank you.” I replace the cap and set it on the end table. My hands are clean... I’m wearing pants... I hope it was Officer Stanton.

“When you are ready, Miller will take your statement.”

A man shouts from my bedroom. “Is she mobile yet?”

“Do you think you can walk?” Officer Stanton offers a hand.

I nod and she helps me stand. It takes a moment for me to adjust to being upright. Once ready, she guides me to the bedroom.

Inside, a man stands by the closet with black dress pants, a green plaid shirt, salt and pepper hair and a serious expression. He reminds me of Harrison Ford.

A photographer takes pictures of my bed, where my yellow high-school grad dress lies. What is going on? On top is a clear plastic box containing a wilted corsage.

“I am Detective Frank Ward.” The man in the plaid shirt moves closer. “Any idea who could have done this?”

I shake my head, unable to focus. This is too much.

“There’s a note on the bodice. Read it, but don’t touch it. We need to lift fingerprints.”

I lean over the bed with Stanton by my side.

The note reads: You should have said yes.

I swallow the lump in my throat. “One person could have done this, but it makes little sense. He went overseas years ago. Apparently, he became a well-known chef.”

“What’s his name?” asks Detective Ward.

“Theo Laurier.”

Ward gestures to an officer who jots something on a notepad. “We’ll look into it. Why him?”

“The last time we talked was around our high school graduation. He asked me to be his date, but I was seeing someone, so I said no. That night he asked me to dance, but I said no. To be honest, he creeped me out. After that, he seemed angry, and glared at us while dancing. He followed us outside and spat on the pavement, just missing our feet.”

Ward folds his arms over his chest. “How long ago was your graduation?”

“Five years.”

“And he hasn’t let it go. He’s still angry about being rejected. Sounds like obsession, and it wouldn’t surprise me if he makes another attempt.”

“What do you mean?” My heart races. “Another attempt at what?”

“Another attempt to contact you. It’s possible he came to rape you. Or kill you.”

Officer Stanton rests her hand on my shoulder. “It’s hard to hear, but it’s better to learn the truth.”

I tug at the neckline of my hoodie. “If he’s after me, why kill Diane?”

Ward glances out the bedroom window. “I’ll bet she got in his way and he didn’t want her identifying him.”

“I can’t believe this. Tell me I’m dreaming.”

Stanton places a comforting hand on my shoulder.

Ward glances my way. “Who was your date? His life may be in jeopardy.”

I meet Ward’s gaze. “There’s no way. Theo won’t stand a chance.”

“Why is that?”

“Because he’s a police officer in Winnipeg. Or he was last I heard.”

Ward’s eyes widen. “What’s his name?”

It’s been years since I’ve spoken his name. “Steve Mayer.”

Ward nods. “Honourable man and officer.”

“I’ll get in touch with him.” Officer Stanton smiles. “Why don’t you come with me. Miller will take your statement.”

As I follow Stanton out of the room, my thoughts whirl. “What happened to Mark, is he okay?”

“He’s in surgery but doc says he’ll be fine. Mark was lucky to have your help.”

“Thank God!”
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“I’m glad that’s over with.” I follow Officer Stanton outside. “Statements takes forever.”

“Not always. Depends who you’re with. Miller likes to take his time.”

My legs and feet are warm at last. It was kind of RCMP to loan me sweats and socks, but I’m disappointed I can’t get my own clothes. We could not disturb the crime scene. I can’t wait to wash this blood off. Damn, these pants could fall any moment. “And my cell phone? I left it near... Diane.”

“I’ll get you a temp to use. Yours will be bagged as evidence.”

I sigh in relief; thankful I’m leaving. The thought of Theo creeping around freaks me out. What does he want from me?

It’s still dark outside, and I notice a section on my front lawn is a quarantined with caution tape. “What’s that?” I head towards it.

“You may not want to see that, Lana.” Stanton follows me. “Don’t get too close, we’ll contaminate the evidence.”

A leaf falls from a tree, landing on a pool of blood. The grey-and-white fluffy body of knucklehead lay motionless. “No! He didn’t do anything wrong. Why did Theo do this?” Tears swell. “He didn’t deserve this.”

Stanton takes my shoulders and pulls me away. “Lana let’s go. You’ve been through enough tonight. Your friend, Marcy, is waiting for you at her place.”

Reluctant, I let her guide me away from the body of the dog, feeling guilty for the many times I complained about him. He was a good dog.
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The crisp aroma of apple-ginger-mint tea is like a warm blanket as I take a sip. Herbal tea is so calming, especially with a touch of chamomile. Marcy sits on the couch across from me, twisting her red curly hair in circles around her index finger. Even though it’s short notice, I’m thankful Marcy has no problem with me staying here.

Marcy cracks her knuckles. “Are you sure we are safe?” 

“The RCMP assured me they’ll be watching us. There’s a ghost car parked across the street. Go look.”

Marcy rushes over to the apartment window. “You’re right, there’s a black car out there.” She returns to the couch. “Are you okay? This is fucking crazy.”

I force a smile. “I’m fine.”

“You’re lying. I’ve known you for years. Give me a break. If someone were stalking me, I’d be fucking terrified.”

My temporary cell phone rings.

“It’s the RCMP.” I answer it.

Marcy leans forward. “Speaker phone, please, then you won’t have to repeat everything.”

I roll my eyes. She’s more afraid than I am.

“Lana, this is Officer Kris Stanton.”

“Hello Kris, what can I do for you.”

“We’ve contacted Steve, and he is fine. If not for his personal connection to the case, he’d join the search. Yet he may be investigating on his own. He’s very worried about you, Lana. The Winnipeg city police are on alert. But I’m wondering if Theo knows Marcy?”

“No, I met her after high school.”

“I’m from out west,” Marcy adds.

“Marcy, do me a favor and stay close to Lana. She needs all the support she can get right now.”

Marcy nods as though Stanton can see her, and I hold back my giggle.

“Okay,” continues Stanton. “I have work to do. Take care girls, I’ll be in touch.”

The call ends.

“Let’s watch a movie!” Marcy claps as though a child.

“Sure... but make it a comedy.” I set the mug on the table. “I’m not in the mood for much else.”

“I know just the one.”

As she stands, she winks at me and I imagine she has selected one of her high school favorites.
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The apartment buzzer sounds and Marcy pushes the speaker button. “Hello?”

A man responds. “Pizza Hut.”

“Come on up!” Marcy buzzes him through. “I’m starving.”

“Me, too! I haven’t eaten anything since lunch.” I look at my cell. It’s 10pm.

Marcy opens the apartment door. The delivery man wears a red baseball cap, and his head remains down, making it difficult to see his face.

My stomach lurches.

At last, the young guy glances at us and smiles.

It’s not Theo. I curse myself for panicking.

Marcy pays him, locks the door and sets the box on the coffee table. “I’ll grab some paper plates. I hate doing dishes.”

“I completely understand.”

The scent of fresh pizza surrounds me. Anxious to fill the void, I flip up the lid to find a small, white, greasy paper sitting at the top. Tiny hairs on the back of my neck stand as I grab it.

The note reads: I found you.
Four
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I throw the note on the floor and stomp on it, as though to make the words disappear.

“Lana, what is it?  Did they burn it again?” Marcy tosses the paper plates and napkins on the table next to the box. “What’s this?” She picks up the paper and reads it, then screams.

I grab my cell. “We have to leave, now.”

Marcy follows me out but turns and grabs the pizza.

“Are you shitting me?” I slip on my shoes.

“I said I’m starving!” She fights to get hers on, almost dropping the box.

I roll my eyes and rush out with Marcy and the pizza in tow.

The hallway is empty. Void of airflow. It smells like old dusty carpet, blended with the scent of peperoni. As we run towards the stairwell exit, I’m on fire. What if Theo is behind us? Or jumps out ahead? “Marcy, wait!” I grab her hand just before she opens the exit door. I lift my phone to make a call.

“Kris Stanton here.”

“Kris, it's Lana. He found us.”

“What! Is he there with you now?”

“No, there was a note in our pizza box. We ordered in. It said he’d found me.” I hold my hand against my chest, breathing heavily.

“Listen to me carefully. Stay on the line, I’ll contact the guard and tell him you’re on your way. Don’t. Stop. For anything.”

“Alright.”

The line goes quiet.

“Come on.”

Together, we peek over the railing.

“Looks empty,” whispers Marcy.

We hurry down the stairs. I hold the cell against my ear, waiting for Stanton to come back on the line. A door slams, echoing in the stairwell. We move back against the wall.

“What do we do now?” Marcy’s voice wavers.

“I don’t know.”

“Lana?” Kris’s voice startles me.

“Yes, I’m here. Someone’s on the stairs.”

“Lana, the guard is not responding. Don’t move. Don’t speak. Don’t make a sound. If it is Theo, he may not be aware of your location and check another floor. Remain where you are.”

“But the note in the pizza box... he knew our apartment number. What do we do if it’s him?”

“Are we going to die?” Marcy cries.

I hush her, unable to hear Stanton.

The footsteps become louder. Closer.

Stanton’s voice is loud, “Lana, are you there?”

I shove the phone into my pocket.

Marcy covers her mouth, eyes watering. She has a death grip on the pizza box as it rests against her hip.

The pizza won’t save us!

As a man turns the corner and comes into view, Marcy whips the pizza box at him. The lid flies open and the pizza smacks the man in the face, then falls to the landing by his feet. The man grunts and wipes the smeared sauce and cheese from his eyes.

“Steve?” I think my heart just stopped.

“Yes. Nice aim, by the way.” Steve flicks a ball of sausage from his face. “Damn that’s hot!”

“Shit, I am so sorry!” Marcy whines then plucks a mushroom from his cheek.

Steve pushes her hands away. “Forget that, we need to leave, now. Follow me.”

I catch my breath. Being near him is like travelling through time and home to my parents. Steve’s voice is deeper than it had been in school. His dark jeans hug his backside.

My cell! I pull it out. “Kris?”

“Yes, what happened?”

“It’s Steve, he’s here with us. We’re okay.”

“Oh, thank God! Stay with him, backup is on their way.”

I end the call, shove the cell into my back pocket, and continue down the stairs.
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The cool breeze carries the scent of unshed rain. A cold droplet strikes my nose as we cross the street. A leg is stretched out from the open driver-side door of the ghost car. The body of the officer is covered in blood. It seeps from his neck. I shudder. Not another one!

“Damn it!” Steve kicks a tire.

Sirens sound in the distance.

Marcy slips her arm through mine, squeezing it for comfort. I rest my head against hers, feeling more like a big sister than a friend.

The light rainfall speckles the road. It’s refreshing amidst the chaos that has become my life. I hope the rain doesn’t stop.

A car alarm goes off from a driveway three houses away.

Steve gestures to us. “We should find a public place. Theo was a nervous guy in school. I doubt he’d do something stupid in a crowded area.”

We rush towards main street then along the sidewalk.

“Steve, are you sure?” I hurry behind him. “He’s already killed two people and a dog. To me, that’s ballsy. People change.”

He glances over his shoulder. “You haven’t.”

My cheeks flush.

“You have your gun, right?” Marcy shuffles along beside me. “So, we should be safe?”

“No, I’m off duty. I came to check on Lana. There’s no way I’d leave her alone after hearing what happened.”

Marcy’s eyes widen.

The wind and rain pick up, saturating us. I shiver, wishing we had jackets. Or an umbrella. I take it back; the rain can stop anytime. At last we reach the entrance to the Selkirk Inn, just in time to watch three RCMP vehicles fly past.

We remain under the canopy by the entrance. Steve scans the parking lot and sidewalk, fixated on protecting us. His focus and determination remind me we’re no longer kids.

“Any sign of him?” I join him in his search.

“Nothing.”

“Do you think he followed us?” Marcy’s voice trembles.

Steve smiles at her. “Hard to say. We need to get you girls warm.” His cell phone rings, and he answers it. “Hello? Yes, they are with me at the hotel by Smitty’s.” He pauses a moment. “Got it, thanks.” He slips the phone into his pocket. “That was Officer Kris Stanton.”

“What did she say?” Hoping for good news.

“She arrived at the apartment building. They found the body of the pizza boy next to a vehicle. I guess that was the alarm blaring.”

“Three people dead?” My heart pounds. “All of this to get to me?”

Steve grasps my shoulders. “This is not your fault.”

“If only I’d danced with Theo at grad, none of this would have happened. Those people would still be alive.” Tears swell in my eyes.

“Listen to me, Lana. He’s troubled. This is not your fault.”

I lean against his chest, and he holds me.

Steve whispers in my ear. “I won’t let him hurt you.”

“What do we do now?” Marcy leans against the glass door.

“Officer Stanton is making arrangements for a room here. We’re to stay inside until they have him in custody. Or until they are certain he’s no longer in the area.” Steve releases me, rubbing my arms. “Let’s get you inside.”
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I wrap myself in a large white towel and finger-comb my peach-scented hair. I wipe the foggy mirror and stare at my pale reflection. I wish I had makeup. Steve will have to settle for the sexy showered look.

I leave the bathroom and interrupt a conversation between Marcy and Steve. They sit at a small round table, in front of red curtains which conceal the glass sliding doors to the parking lot.

“It’s about time you’re done.” Marcy sips her tea. “My Turn. Steve can wait.” She stands and whispers when she passes. “He’s a keeper.”

The bathroom door closes.

Steve drinks from his mug as I walk towards him. The familiar scent of mocha brings back so many memories. It’s been his go-to comfort drink forever. I drape my wet clothes over the back of the empty chair and sit on the bed. What is he thinking? “I hope Officer Stanton gets here soon with dry clothes.”

“It shouldn’t be much longer, Lana. But I need to ask you something.” Steve offers me a mug.

I ensure the towel conceals me, take the mug and thank him. Tea, just the way I like it. He still remembers. “You know me, Steve, you can ask me anything.”

He stands, opens the sliding glass door to the parking lot, and peeks out. “The day you left.”

His words hit me like a truck.

He shuts the door and sits. “You said you had to leave even though you loved me. You felt you were holding me back, but I never believed that. Why didn’t you give us a chance? We could have made it work, even from different cities.”

I lower my gaze, avoiding his. “I never stopped loving you Steve.”

“Yet you gave up. Was there someone else?”

“No, you’ve asked me before, and I told you there wasn’t. I’ve explained this to you repeatedly. Long-distance relationships are doomed to fail, and I didn’t want to hold you from your dreams.”

He drags his chair closer and brushes a finger along the length of my cheek. “You could never hold me back, Lana. When are you going to get it? You’re important to me.”

I close my eyes, tears threatening to spill. After all this time...

“Please tell me there’s still a chance.”

I open my eyes and smile. 

Steve leans in to kiss me. Just as our lips touch, Marcy screams. Steve gets up and heads for the bathroom. Marcy screams again.

I stand and step back towards the curtain.

Steve knocks on the bathroom door. “Are you okay in there?”

“Spider!” Marcy answers.

Steve shakes his head. “Are you kidding me? I thought something was seriously wrong.”

Marcy opens
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