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    To Eddie —


I hear that guns are really loud when you shoot them indoors.
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CHAPTER ONE


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


​Jayne looked at the money in the cash drawer and in an instant knew exactly what she was going to do.

She was going to make a run for it.

She looked up at that moment and saw Danny from the clothing shop next door walk in front of her store’s entrance that was partially blocked by the half-drawn gate. He waved at her. 

“See you tomorrow?” he asked through the gate.

“Yeah, see you tomorrow,” Jayne said. She smiled and then watched as Danny walked back to his store. 

She knew what he was about to do. It was the same thing she was supposed to do. He would take all the money from the register and put it into the store’s safe so it could be deposited at the bank tomorrow. He would then make sure everything was in order, close the gate all the way and walk out to his car. Sometimes Danny gave her a ride home, but tonight she’d be on the bus.

Jayne hadn’t counted the money yet and didn’t need to. She could tell just by looking at it that it was about a grand. It had been a particularly good afternoon for cash purchases, which was unusual for a weekday. 

She was actually surprised how many people bought expensive athletic shoes with cash. Not that she had a credit card herself — or a bank account for that matter — and at nineteen years old, she knew that was odd. But, then again, you’d need money for both of those things and that was one thing she didn’t have. 

Before her brain started to think about the money again, and before she could talk herself out of it, Jayne pulled the bills and the coins out of the drawer and placed all of it inside her store’s vinyl bag. She zipped it slowly. 

She’d be long gone before anyone realized it was missing. She had about twelve hours before that happened, at the earliest. She grabbed her bag and hurried out of the store. 

A few feet from the metal gate, she stopped and decided to go back into the store room for one more thing. 

Emerging from the back of the store thirty seconds later, she carried with her a shoe box. She’d had her eyes on these for a while. Might as well.

Finally, she found herself on the other side of the gate outside the store. She looked for any signs of Danny, any signs of anyone really and when she was satisfied, she pulled the gate all the way down with a loud clang.

As she hurried past Danny’s store and toward the side mall entrance where she would exit, she saw Jose, one of the security guards. Her heartbeat sped up considerably as she realized she’d have to talk to him. She wasn’t home free yet.

“Hey,” Jose yelled with a smile visible to Jayne from a distance, “get out of here. It’s late! Don’t work too hard! You here tomorrow?”

Jayne stopped and mustered up her own smile, knowing that whatever she said would be a lie. 

“Yeah. In the afternoon. Until close, again.”

“Ahh, the life of a mall employee,” Jose said a little quieter now that she had gotten closer. “Alright, see you tomorrow then.”

“See you tomorrow,” Jayne repeated as she turned around and continued on her way. 

She reached the glass doors and could see nothing but the dark night sky, but she knew she had made it. She pushed open the first set of doors and then the second. The humid air had never felt so good.  
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​The bus pulled up to the stop and Jayne got on feeling nervous even though she did this most nights out of the week. She actually had exact change tonight. 

There were several people on, scattered throughout the seats. She chose one away from everyone else, sure that they could see right through her bag into the money pouch she carried. 

She hadn’t thought about the danger of carrying this much cash on her, and in addition to feeling anxious about stealing it, she now had the anxiety of being robbed herself.

She sat down and hugged her bag against her, knowing she had just fifteen minutes to home. 

Jayne leaned her head against the window and watched the lights fly by in the night with palm trees silhouetted in the darkness. She was tired but knew she couldn’t rest. She would have to leave as soon as possible. Get on the road. She knew exactly where she would go.

The bus stopped and two people got off. She was pretty sure someone had gotten on too, but she wasn’t certain because her eyes were closed. Soon, the sickly sweet smell of too much alcohol wafted by her and she knew exactly who it was. 

“Hey, Jaynie,” a male voice said as Jayne sensed a body in the seats behind her. The smell had gotten stronger and she felt like she could get drunk just inhaling it.

“Rodney,” Jayne said, only bothering to open her eyes for a second before closing them again.

Rodney leaned forward over the seat so that he was practically sitting next to her. Jayne didn’t have time for this right now.

“So how’re you doing? How’s your dad?”

“You’ve probably seen him more recently than I have. I should be asking you that question.” 

Rodney sat up a little bit so that he could rest his folded arms on the top of the seat. “Well, come to think of it, I guess I did see him two, maybe three nights ago.”

Jayne already figured that. Rodney was the closest thing her father had to a friend. They had known each other since high school.

“Alright, so why are you asking me then?”

Jayne hated talking to drunk or high people. They talked you in circles and then in triangles, and they wouldn’t stop talking.

“Well, you know, I’m just trying to keep tabs on my buddy.”

“Okay, well, I haven’t seen him in the last couple of days, so you’d probably know better than me.”

“Oh, okay,” Rodney said, sitting back in his seat.

Jayne waited for the real question, as she heard Rodney jangle some coins around in his pocket. It sounded like it had been a slow night so far.

“So, Jaynie,” Rodney leaned forward again, but Jayne kept her eyes closed. “You know, I’m trying to get something to eat after I get off this bus. I haven’t eaten yet today.”

“Okay, well why don’t you do that.”

“Well, the thing is that my check is still a week or so off, and the last one is gone. You know, they just don’t go that far, and, uh, I was just wondering...”

Here it comes, Jayne thought.

“Well, I was just wondering if I could have — I mean borrow — some money. I’ll pay you back when I get my check. I swear. You’ll be the first person I come see once I get it.”

Fat chance, Jayne thought, but she let him go on. 

“Ten dollars. Just ten dollars. You got that?”

Jayne waited for a few seconds before responding with the same old reply.

“I do have ten dollars, Rodney. But that money has to go toward bills, seeing as how my father is, strangely enough, in the same situation you’re in right now. You’re right, Rodney, those checks just don’t go very far.”

Especially when you are spending them on all kinds of substances, Jayne couldn’t help thinking.

She could hear him behind her squirming around and sighing, still jangling the change in his pocket.

“Okay, Jaynie, if there’s anyone who understands having to pay the bills it’s me, and I know your dad is probably a little short right now.”

That’s a nice way of putting it, Jayne thought.

“But, if you just had a few dollars, maybe three dollars, I could probably find someone else to give — to borrow money from so I can get something to eat.”

At this point, Jayne always did the same thing. She’d sigh and reach in her pocket to see what she had. She always kept some change in her pocket for exactly this reason. Let Rodney — or whoever — see her fishing around for what she had and they would be happy with it.

“Okay, Rodney, I’ve got...” Jayne pretended to count the change now in her hand. “I’ve got a dollar and seventy-seven cents. How’s that?”

Rodney held out his hand like she was about to give him a gold bar.

“Oh, that’s good. That’s good. I’ll take that. That’ll go toward a meal. I’ll just find someone else to borrow some money from.”

He held the change in his hand and counted it, then slid it into his pocket with the rest and stood up.

“Alright, Jaynie, this is my stop. Thanks again, and remember, I’m paying you back when I get my check,” Rodney said as he made his way up the bus aisle. “Oh, and tell your dad I’ll catch up with him later.”

“Okay, Rodney,” Jayne said, but Rodney was already on the stairs exiting the bus.  

She didn’t expect her dad to be home when she got there. He might not come home all night. And if that was the case, she wasn’t sure when she’d see him next. 

Jayne rested her head back against the window and closed her eyes.
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​Jayne exited the bus into the humid night air and felt it wrap around her in a familiar but unpleasant way. She couldn’t believe how hot it was at this time of night. It had been dark a while now, and she’d expected it to be cooler.

Jayne walked along the side of the road, sweating and listening to the insects as she passed an occasional house and saw a sporadic car go by. The walk to and from the bus stop was almost ten minutes. 

Usually she enjoyed it, when the weather was more pleasant and she wasn’t carrying a pouch of stolen cash. Tonight it couldn’t go fast enough. 

She heard a car coming up behind her, going way too fast and blaring music out of the windows. She didn’t want to look behind her and see that it was someone she knew. She just wanted to get home so she could get on the road. Unfortunately, she heard the car slowing behind her.

“Jayne!” 

It was Mark.

Jayne turned around and saw a beat-up compact car pulling up beside her with a young man leaning his entire torso out the passenger side window, his hair blowing in the wind. 

She looked into the car and saw Devon in the driver’s seat and Bobby in the back. She realized she couldn’t avoid them now so she stopped, hugging her bag to her side.

“Hey, what are you up to?” Mark said, still leaning out the car window.

“I just got off work. I’m going home.”

“Noooo, you can’t go home. Come out with us.”

The air coming out of the car was sweet and pungent, and Jayne stepped back a couple of paces to avoid it. Judging by its intensity, the boys had started their night early, and Jayne wanted no part of it. 

“No, I’m tired. I’m just going home.”

“Tired? That’s bullshit. We’re young! The night is ours!”

Mark threw his hands up in the air like he had just won the big game, his bare chest showing off his wiry muscles and several mediocre tattoos. The other guys in the car laughed.

“Mark,” Jayne couldn’t help but smile, “I’m going home.”

Rounds of “bullshit” and some more laughter echoed from the car for a moment before Mark made a sign of acquiescence and sat back down in the car seat. 

“Don’t say I didn’t try,” he said pushing his hair back from his forehead. “Hey, we’re playing cards soon. I should have some money coming in, so when I get that I’ll get a game together.”

Jayne didn’t have the heart to tell him she wouldn’t be around to play.

“Okay, cool. Just let me know.”

The engine revved and the car started to move. Once again, Mark was hanging out of the window.

“I love you, Jaynie! You’re the best! We’re playing cards. Don’t forget!” Mark yelled, tongue hanging out of his mouth and hands with only the forefinger and pinky sticking out. Jayne honestly didn’t know how he wasn’t dead yet. Even at just nineteen, Mark had taken a lifetime’s worth of dumb risks. 

She watched the car drive farther down the road until Mark disappeared back into the car. 

She had known Mark since kindergarten and could still remember the scruffy little kid he used to be. Now he was a scruffy young man with hair that always needed to be cut, and probably washed too, and a body that always made him look a little hungry. Still, he was her oldest friend. 

Jayne could see her house coming up in the distance and it didn’t look like there were any lights on, which probably meant her dad wasn’t home. Probably.

She wasn’t exactly sure what she would do. Pack a few things and then take off? But take off how? She didn’t have a car. Her dad’s car sat in the carport, where it had been for the last year and half, not working. She could buy a bus ticket, but didn’t really want to spend the money, which left hitchhiking as her only option. Well, there was one other, but that would take some finesse. And the right opportunity. And she wasn’t sure she had it in her tonight. 

But she would figure that all out later. Right now, she just needed to get her stuff. 

She reached her front door and put her hand on the knob. As she did so, Jayne felt the same way she always did when walking into her home — uneasy and on guard. She never knew what she would find behind the closed door. 

Luckily, with her dad not home, it should be alright. She should be able to get in and get out without hassle. And then she could get away. And not come back. The door wasn’t locked and when she turned it, she felt something that she had really only ever felt at a poker table.

Hope.

She pushed the door open and stepped into the darkness, fumbling around for the light switch on the wall. She found the switch and flipped it, and the hope that had filled her the moment before vanished.

Everything in the house looked the same as she had left it earlier that day. 

Except for the blood stain in the middle of the living room carpet.

The stain was surrounded by broken glass and there was a trail of blood that led off into the kitchen. 

Jayne cautiously stepped inside, assessing the blood and the glass, and wasn’t sure if anyone was here or not. 

She didn’t see anything else amiss and couldn’t hear anything that tipped her off to someone being inside. She followed the blood trail into the kitchen and saw that drops and smears of blood were in multiple places, but the trail ended there.

Jayne opened one of the kitchen drawers and pulled out a handgun. She checked to see if it was loaded, which it was. She went off toward the bedrooms, of which there were two, and checked those thoroughly, then checked the bathroom. There was only a kitchen and living room after that, so she felt pretty sure that no one else was in the house. She opened up the hall closet and didn’t find anyone there either. 

Jayne walked, gun in hand, over to the ancient couch in the living room and sank down into it, leaning her head against the back. She didn’t know what to do.

A few seconds later, she jumped up again and paced the small hallway that led from the living room to the bedrooms. Her mind spun in circles, her heartbeat had doubled, and the gun felt solid and heavy in her hand.

Without thinking, she suddenly raised the gun parallel to the floor and fired off the four shots that were in it, straight into the grandfather clock that was in the living room. The sound from the firearm jarred her back to reality and she realized what she had done. 

The glass from the case lay shattered all over the living room carpet, on top of and around the blood stain and the already broken glass. Always dignified and poised, the clock was now just like everything else in the house.

She looked around for a moment, feeling like someone else was moving her body, and stared at the mangled clock.

Why had she just done that?

Now her clean getaway was anything but. 

Jayne jumped up and went into her bedroom dropping the gun on the floor. She put her bag on the bed and emptied it, then grabbed the old backpack she had used in school and filled it with things she would need, including the money pouch, some clothes and toiletries, a deck of cards and a screwdriver. 

She quickly pulled off her work uniform and grabbed a t-shirt and pair of cut-off denim shorts and changed into them. Lastly, she pulled the stolen shoes out of the box and put those on, admiring the way they looked on her feet for just a second. She looked like a track star, she thought, even though she had never been one.

She put the backpack on and then walked into the kitchen where she filled a glass with water and drank it down. She opened up the pantry to see if there was anything in there she could take with her. Besides an almost empty bag of potato chips, a can of refried beans and a tin of sardines were the only items there and they both had expiration dates of at least two years ago.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a bottle on the counter. Empty, with no cap. She picked it up and hurled it across the kitchen as hard as she could, where that too shattered into many different pieces. She leaned back up against the counter, catching her breath, and didn’t realize she had put her hand in some blood until she went to rub her eye and saw it.

Phantom blood. All over her house. 

All over her.

She had to hurry. The neighbors almost certainly heard those gun shots. And they wouldn’t hesitate to call the police. They never did.

Jayne washed her hands and took one last gulp of water. On her way to the front door, she noticed the gun lying on the floor and went to put it in her bag. Then she stopped and thought better of it. She walked back into the kitchen, opened the same drawer from which she had taken it and put it back in its place. 

That was all that was left to do. She exited the house, not even bothering to lock the front door, and didn’t realize that it hadn’t latched correctly when she pulled it closed.

As she walked up the road, the open front door swayed slightly in the warm night breeze.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER FOUR


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


​Jayne took off up the road again, going in the opposite direction from the bus stop. She walked briskly, her feet feeling good in her new shoes, and almost had the urge to start running, but she wasn’t sure how long she could run for.

She cursed out loud at not having had the time or wherewithal to come up with a plan for where to go and how to get there. 

Well, she knew where she wanted to go. Sort of. But getting there was a complete mystery.

Jayne decided to go to the gas station first and get something to eat and drink at the convenience store there. Then she could think about what to do.

Before walking any farther, Jayne stopped and pulled her bag off her back. She looked around in the darkness to see if anyone was around or if there were any cars approaching. Satisfied, she opened the bag and pulled out the money pouch, grabbed some bills and stuffed them into her pocket. It wouldn’t do to be pulling out the pouch every time she needed to pay for something. 

She was about to put the pouch back in her bag when she realized she might just want to ditch it all together. Who carried around a pouch like this?

Kneeling down in the dirt on the side of the road, she grabbed the rest of the cash from the pouch, wrapped it up in one of the t-shirts she brought, then dumped the change into one of the smaller pockets of her backpack. It made a lot of noise, which she didn’t like, so she stuffed some underwear in the pocket to muffle the noise. 

She closed up her bag and replaced it on her back, then dropped the pouch on the ground and continued off toward the gas station.

* * *
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​Officer Savage sat in her vehicle at a gas station, sipping coffee and waiting for her partner to come back from the convenience store with his snacks. No doubt he’d have donuts with his coffee. 

She couldn’t stand the stereotype about cops and donuts, so she didn’t dare eat them in public. In fact, she disliked it so much, she rarely ate them in her own house. And anyway, she preferred cheese crackers.

So she sat in her police vehicle, sipping coffee and eating cheese crackers, wishing Tom would hurry up. Not that there would be much action tonight. It was a weeknight for one, but two, in this area at least, mostly it was just a lot of petty stuff. Unfortunately, a lot of domestic violence, probably some complaints about noise or people who were drunk and getting out of hand, and if they were lucky a drug deal or two. She was languishing here.

Savage had grown up nearby, so this was practically her hometown, and just like a lot of young people who grew up in small places, she wanted out. She wasn’t that young anymore though, approaching thirty, and still she was here.

She leaned her head back against the seat and felt the tight bun at the base of her neck smash into the head rest. She sat up again. She didn’t want to have to redo it.

“C’mon, Tom,” she said to herself, having the urge to honk the horn but stopping herself. She was pretty sure she could see him in the checkout line through the glass doors. 

Savage looked at the people around her — putting gas in their cars, going to and from the store — and tried to see if anyone looked nervous or was acting strangely. It had never ceased to amaze her how oddly people acted around her when she wore a badge and drove a police car, even if they had done nothing wrong. It almost made her feel like some kind of strange celebrity. People practically dying to get out of her way and be polite.

She looked again at the doors and saw Tom pushing his way through them, large coffee in one hand and a package of donuts in the other. She liked her partner a lot, but he was the stereotype of the ineffective, overweight cop. She couldn’t figure out how he didn’t seem to mind.

“That’s just disgusting, you know,” Tom said as soon as he opened the car door.

“You’ve seen me do this for the last five years, and you’re still not tired of calling me out for it?”

Tom sat down and adjusted his body to get comfortable while holding the donuts in his lap and placing his coffee in the drink holder to his left.

“It’s just nasty, is all. Coffee and cheese crackers? Really?”

“Would you rather me eat coffee and donuts? Huh? Would that make you feel better...pig?”

Tom looked over at her and smiled at the goading. They had probably had this conversation every week for the last five years, and it went the same way every time.

“Listen, call me whatever you want, but coffee and donuts go together. And I’m gonna be up all night. I’ve got to have sustenance.”

“It’s a stereotype, Tom. People look at you and go, ‘Oh, look at that cop eating coffee and donuts.’”

“So what if they do,” Tom said, biting into a chocolate covered donut. “I’m the one with the badge and the gun.” He looked over at her and smiled, bits of chocolate all over his teeth. 

Savage shook her head and went to put the car in gear but stopped when something came in over the radio.

She listened and responded while Tom wore a surprised look on his face, having put down the donuts.

When the call was over, she looked over at Tom with a smile.

“My favorite house to visit,” Savage said as she put the car in drive and pulled out of the gas station, sirens blaring.

* * *
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​Jayne was just starting to sweat as the gas station came into view. Like an oasis of snacks in the desert of the night, the lights from the station were bright and she could already see the people filing into and out of their cars with food and drinks.

Her feet did feel really great in her new shoes, and she bounced the last five hundred feet to the station. 

She came up from the back of the station and had to walk around to get to the front. She thought that once she had her food, she could sit around the side where people couldn’t see her and devise a plan.

As Jayne walked around the front of the store, she was now fully visible in the light. She put her hand on the door handle and was about to pull when she noticed a police car parked off to the other side of the gas station with one person in it.

She glanced inside the store to look for a familiar face and saw him, then quickly ducked around the side of the building again so that she was hidden by the shadows.

A few seconds later the person she recognized walked out the doors and to the parked police vehicle.

Coffee and donuts. Typical, she thought as she chuckled to herself.

She’d have to wait here until they left. Then she could get her snacks and carry on.

Jayne leaned back against the cool brick of the building and snuck glances around the side to see if they had left yet. She had to admit it was a little ironic that on her way out of town she would run into them. But in a few minutes she’d never have to worry about him — or her — ever again. Jayne basked in that thought for a moment and felt freer than she’d ever been.

Then she heard the sirens.

Though she didn’t know exactly what they were for, the growing fear in the pit in her stomach told her to get the hell out of here as quickly as she could. 

If that’s where they were headed, they’d be at the house in just five minutes or so. She didn’t have much time. 

She looked around the side of the building once again and watched as the police vehicle pulled out of the gas station and headed down the road. The same direction from which she had come. 

Jayne stepped out into the light again and surveyed the parking lot and filling stations. She suddenly knew what she would do to get on her way.

She had to find a car she could take quickly, as she only had moments and needed to be as inconspicuous as possible. Finally, she spotted the one.

A white convertible with the top down, twenty years old, at least, parked in one of the spaces farthest from the convenience store. If she was lucky the keys would still be inside. If she wasn’t lucky, she’d have to get creative. But that was what the screwdriver was for. 

It was possible that she could hotwire it. She had only done that a few times, though, and she wasn’t sure she could do it fast enough.

The owner of the car was nowhere near it, at least as far as she could tell. He or she was likely inside the store getting their own coffee and donuts, maybe.

Jayne hurried across the parking lot of the gas station, trying to look natural while moving quickly. When she reached the car, she tried opening the door. Locked. Not promising.

She threw her right leg over the door, like a high jumper clearing the bar, and hoped no one had seen her.

She looked around for keys and didn’t see any, so she reached into her bag to find the screwdriver. But just as she was about to jam it into the ignition, she had a thought. It always amazed her how many people kept keys in easily accessible places. Especially for a thief. 

She looked at the glove compartment and, as obvious as it seemed, opened it and began rummaging around. Papers, an actual pair of gloves, some old CDs, and finally her fingers touched a metal circle, which she hooked with her finger and pulled out.

There were three keys on it, and she didn’t waste any time.

Jayne tried the first one. No luck. She tried the second. Same result. Finally, she had the third key poised to enter the ignition. 

“Hey!” someone behind her yelled. “That’s my car!”

She put the third key in the ignition and turned. The engine roared to life. She was home free.

Jayne turned around to see a man roughly her age running across the parking lot toward the car. She put it in reverse and backed up just enough to get going forward. When she was finished, she threw the car in drive and hit the gas. She was almost onto the road when she felt a body knock into her as it jumped into the passenger seat. She didn’t care. She had to keep going.

The guy next to her was trying to right himself while yelling expletives at her. 

Unless he had a gun, a knife, a grenade or something, Jayne decided she wasn’t stopping. This guy could come along for the ride. Finally, he sat in the seat next to her right side up.

“Are you insane! You’re stealing my car! This is my car! Pull over right now!”

Jayne didn’t even look over at him as she drove toward the interstate. Her only thought now was getting as far away from here as possible. She needed to drive as fast and as far as she could.

“Sorry. I need your car. So unless you’ve got a way of stopping me, I’m going to drive your car right onto the interstate and I guess that means you’re coming along with me.”

The guy just stared at her, apparently too shocked to speak, and then turned his head back toward the road in front of them. Jayne continued speaking.

“I would make you get out at the first stop, but truthfully, I don’t have a way of doing that, so it looks like we’re road buddies now.”

They drove for a few minutes in silence before reaching the entrance to the interstate. As soon as Jayne was able to take the car up to seventy miles per hour and felt the wind hit her, she felt better. 

Finally she looked over at the guy next to her.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” she asked.

He gave her another incredulous look before speaking.

“What would you like me to say? You stole my car with me in it, so I guess you’re kidnapping me too. Now I’m in my car with a crazy chick going God-knows where. So, no, I don’t have anything to say.”

He crossed his arms in front of his chest, and his hair, which came down past his ears, blew wildly in the wind.

Jayne couldn’t help but chuckle.

“I’m not dangerous, you know.”

Arms still crossed, he gave her another look.

“And how would I know that?”

“Well,” she rested her left arm on top of the car door and held the top of the steering wheel with her right hand, “if I had a weapon or something wouldn’t I have already pulled it out?”

He turned toward her again and his eyes rested on her left arm for several seconds before speaking and making eye contact again.

“How would I know? Don’t car thieves carry weapons?

“I’m not a car thief.”

“So what, you just play one on TV?”

Jayne laughed in spite of herself.

“Let me see your tattoo.”

Jayne looked over at her passenger, surprised. He must have noticed it when she rested her arm up on the door. She inspected him quickly and didn’t see any visible tattoos on him.

She held up her left arm so he could see her forearm and the tattoo she had recently gotten there. In fact, she had won it in a poker game.

It was one of those suns that had a face in the middle of it with wavy rays emitting from it, kind of like what a kid would draw, but more tribal looking and, of course, way more artistic. The coloring on it had been done really well with vibrant yellows and oranges and blue highlights that gave it a really dynamic look.

But the coolest part, the part she had decided on at the last minute, was the red snake that circled around the face of the sun and ate its own tail. 

Her passenger stared at her arm and out of the corner of her eye she swore she saw him reach out to touch it. But in the end, he must have decided not to.

“Nice one,” he said and then turned his eyes back to the road.

“Thanks. It’s new. You have any?”

“A couple.”

He didn’t offer any more information and she didn’t press him on it considering the situation was still delicate.

Apparently he had given up trying to stop her from stealing his car because he sat quietly looking to the side.

They drove for about twenty miles in silence, the wind whipping them from all directions. Ghostly billboards rose from the ground periodically. The trees that flanked both sides of the highway were masses of dark tangles. The only real things seemed to be the headlights and taillights of other cars. 

It was quiet, but loud. No talking, no music, no sounds from nature, just roaring engines and rushing wind.

“Pull over,” he finally said, motioning to the side of the road.

“No, I’m not pulling over,” Jayne said. “Do you think I’m stupid?” 

“Listen, pull my car over. If you’re not giving it up and I’m coming with you, we have some things to discuss.”

Jayne looked at him like he was crazy and wondered what he had up his sleeve.

“I’m not going to make you get out of the car. You can stay right where you are.”

“How do I know you don’t have a weapon?”

He put his hands up and rubbed his forehead, looking like he might explode.

“Wouldn’t I have already used it? Usually, if someone’s stealing your car and you have a weapon you would use it. I’ve gone — I don’t know — twenty miles or something with you. Do you really think I’d let a crazy lady take me twenty miles out of my way — in my own car no less — if I had a weapon with which to stop her?”

Jayne looked over at him, his eyes practically bugging out of his face, and even in the dark she could tell he was flushed.

“God, don’t have a heart attack on me. Fine, I’ll pull the car over. But, try anything, and you’ll wish you hadn’t.”

Her passenger snorted. 

“You have the body of a deer — and a baby deer at that. I’m not too worried.”

Jayne looked over at him, annoyed.

“I’m a black belt,” she said.

“You’re not a black belt,” he said. “Now pull the car over.”

Jayne put the blinker on and steered toward the shoulder of the road, which was wide and gave her plenty of room to park. Finally, the car was stopped.

They both stared at each other, not speaking. Finally, he reached around toward the backseat.

“Stop,” Jayne said, reaching out to prevent him from doing whatever it was he was doing.

He threw
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