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This book is dedicated to planet Earth, the living jewel of the galaxy. And to BB, who inspired me to write this story.
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All characters and events in this book are a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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Chapter 1. Earth 2035

[image: ]


It’s dark and so cold, thought Tracy, her body unable to shiver. Words would not come forth, so she only had her thoughts.

I’m seventy-three and dying. Not tomorrow or next week, but today.

I’m in my house in Florida—haven’t heard anyone outside for so long. No cars, no trains, no planes in the air. No people. So, I guess this is as good a time as any. Just the right time, some might say. Things are happening, inside me, things so scary...

But no time to be afraid. Can’t feel my arms and legs. Maybe my chest caved in. I don’t think I’m breathing anymore! The realization was shocking, but suddenly Tracy felt a forceful pull and heard a pop while her vision narrowed to a pinpoint. They say that at the moment of death, your life flashes before your eyes. I can tell you this is one hundred percent true! 

In an instant and with complete clarity, I see all and know everything. Most important, what I suspected was real.

The view is passing infinitesimal. I had no way to know how to prepare for what is to come. I must learn fast and do whatever it takes.

I want to hunt and kill the demon that tormented my life.

I’m coming for you...
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Chapter 2. Meet the Kirins
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Rainy days were the worst for the Kirins. Rough times loomed for blue-collar families in 1970 Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. A city in decline, experiencing the ripple-down effect of the collapsing steel and coal industries. Patrick Sr. worked outdoors. When he couldn’t work, he drank and condemned his family for the loss of a day’s wages—typically. But one hot August day with dark storm clouds approaching, Beth told her four children that Dad was on his way home, and he was really mad.

Nine-year-old Tracy sat on the couch nervously chewing a fingernail with big sister, Lori, and little brother, Blaine. Her big brother, Patrick Jr., stood outside in the alley and watched for the station wagon.

The back door opened and shut. Tracy’s heart raced and her throat tightened from panic.

“Dad’s home, Mom,” said Patrick Jr.

“Go to the attic and hide. Now!” 

Tracy’s mom gave the command and pointed to the stairs. Patrick Jr. took Blaine’s hand and climbed with Lori and Tracy behind. They went quickly and silent. This was not their first rodeo. 

Four children huddled close inside the stifling attic. Two floors below, the back door slammed hard, making them flinch and they forgot about the heat.

“You can’t keep your fucking mouth shut! Can you, Beth? Do you think crying to my mom is gonna help you? Telling her you had to run and hide in the church. How you begged the good father to save you from your rapist husband! Last year, I liked men more than women. I’m a goddamn faggot. Now, I’m a fucking rapist! Guess what? My mom doesn’t care about you, Beth. Neither do my brothers and sisters. The church doesn’t give a shit. Anything you blab to them gets back to me. They don’t believe you. I told them you’re the crazy one!”

“I haven’t done anything wrong. I’m trying to hold this family together. You’ve changed! What happened to you, Patrick? All you do is drink and blame everyone else for your problems!”

“Don’t make this my fault! I keep a roof over your heads. That’s all I need to do and you’re lucky to get that. All you do is complain and whine and bad-mouth me behind my back. You act like some spoiled fucking princess. But I know where you come from! The last time I checked, royalty didn’t come from McKees Rocks! You’re a bad wife and an even worse mother! You never loved anyone but yourself!”

“I can’t live like this! I don’t care what you do when you get drunk, Patrick! Just don’t come home!”

“This is my fucking house! You don’t like it, leave! And take the kids with you!”

The children heard a series of thumps and bangs along with their parent’s muffled quarrel.

“No! Let go of me! You have no right­―”

“A punch in the gut is what you’ll get every time, Beth. Sucks everything right out. Can’t breathe. Can’t talk. The only thing that will keep your tongue from wagging. Your own fucking mother warned me about you. How you bad-mouthed her all the time. You whined to your daddy and made her look like the bad guy. You acted like you didn’t have a sister. Caused all kinds of problems. How it killed your father! Ate a hole right through his stomach! Your mother had to keep you tied up in the yard because you wouldn’t stop running your mouth! I’ll shut you up for good if you’re not careful. Me and you are going to see Father John, right now. You’re gonna tell him you’re a bad wife and mother. You can beg forgiveness for that!”

A painful scream rose to the attic and sounded as though a wild animal made a kill. Another gargled cry mixed with sobs and eerie silence. 

She’s dead, I’ll go and live under the park steps now, Tracy concluded. She remained perfectly still, sweating, and afraid to move and make the floorboards creak. He’ll hear that. He’ll come for us. We’re all gonna die. She glanced at Lori. She stared forward with a clenched jaw looking more like a statue than a living person, but for the occasional drop of sweat from her chin. Patrick hung his head to his knees. Blaine flushed red, soaked from perspiration.

Tracy slipped into a fantasy world and could see herself running downstairs. She’s much bigger and stronger. She leaps and wraps her arm around her father’s neck, dragging him to the floor. Before he can react, she takes a baseball bat to his head. Tracy saves the day, and everybody loves her for it, and they live happily ever after. The end.

They say kids are resilient. Which may be true, but the adult truly suffers. The young mind blocks the horror until later in life or, in some cases, it remains blocked forever. The later-in-life crowd usually have some type of mental breakdown along with a self-assessment that naturally occurs when the horror gets realized. The blocked forever crowd are doomed to repeat the cycle of abuse. Patrick Sr. existed firmly in the blocked forever crowd. His father drank and abused his family the same way. 
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Chapter 3. The Spider Field
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Tracy’s father found skydiving in her eleventh year. Early one late summer morning, she awakened with a pounding heart when her father burst into her room and kicked the bed.

“Tracy! Get up and get dressed. You’re gonna see your old man parachute today.” Patrick Sr. moved to the hallway and yelled for his youngest son. “Blaine! Move it!”

Tracy and Blaine found themselves shoved into the station wagon and driven to a farm in southwestern Pennsylvania. A shack stood in the dirt; a clubhouse for a bunch of rough guys who drank hard and then threw themselves out of a plane. Tracy didn’t understand her father would trade his entire family for a bottle of Wild Turkey and a jump, if he could. He brought the younger ones out to see him skydive before they grew too old and had that teen attitude which made him want to hurt them. They weren’t much use to him, after all. Maybe Blaine, he was a baseball player. The rest were swimmers. Not a sport or an accomplishment, is how he thought.

Tracy observed a flurry of activity while the grownups packed their parachutes. A loud and drunk group prepared for their first jump of the day. It dizzied her. She turned toward Blaine. He seemed dizzy too. She hardly recognized her father. Her first time seeing him outside of the house and he acted differently. Obviously drunk, but not scary. Having fun, laughing, and boisterous. He never did that at home. With help from his fellow jumpers, her father strapped on his parachute and reserve, secured his helmet and approached with a big smile, he never smiled at home.

“You two stay out of trouble and keep your eyes on the plane. I’m the one with the white parachute.”

Tracy and Blaine shook heads in unison. On the dirt runway, a twin-engine plane came to life with a rumble and off he trotted.

With her father in the air, Tracy sensed a form of freedom never before experienced. Such a wide-open space and cared more about exploring than waiting for her father to fall to Earth. Beyond the farmhouse and shack, meadows seemed to roll endlessly, cross-crossed with tree-filled ravines. Blaine must have had the same independent sensation because he blurted, “Tractor!” And ran in that direction.

Tracy wandered over a knoll to a wheat-colored field. She stood at the edge and touched the billowing stocks. Soft and airy. Inviting. She bolted into the field with abandon. She held her eyes to heaven and her mind drifted in the clouds. Peaceful and quiet. The day warm, but the breeze cool. On and on stretched the meadow of gold and deeper she pranced.

Spider!

A big one with legs spread on a dense sheet-like web shaped like a smokestack and Tracy stopped on a pinhead. So close she made out thick spines and hairs on its legs. A mottled combination of gray, black, brown, and beige. She turned to the right to maneuver around but caught site of another. Even bigger, it begged for a snare. She turned to the left but yet another blocked her way in the same frozen posture. More spiders came into focus. Spiders everywhere! Her breath came more rapidly, and her heart raced. A bubble formed overhead of her wrapped in a spider web. Struggling to move. Spiders crawling all over. Sucked dry.

Death by spider! Tracy whirled about and ran. Her heart lumped in her throat. She held her arms forward, fingers spread wide ready to swat spiders that got in her way. She expected to swat hundreds but spotted none on her frantic journey to safety outside the field. 

Tracy sprinted all the way to the clubhouse where a crowd stood in the distance, all looked upward. She turned her head upward too and forgot about the spiders.

Her father hung precariously from the telephone wires. His chute wrapped around the wires and draped downward. His body spread over two wires with one leg suspended and one leg hanging. His fellow jumpers expressed concern, and reassured help was on the way while Tracy wished he could be left there. After his rescue, all the jumpers laughed and joked and patted him on the back and drank more. On the drive home, his happy mood waned and once at the house, the better side of her father disappeared.

Some benefit remained for the Kirin family once Patrick Sr. had a hobby, they did not need to worry about days so much. But if he came home at night and slammed the door, they were in for a bad night. He would slam the door so hard the entire house shook. Tracy became a light sleeper because of that. 

In late October that year, on another night in a never-ending line where she woke as soon as his car entered the alley. The garage door opened. The car reversed into the garage. The garage door closed and she waited. Would it slam or wouldn’t it slam? That was the question. Prepare as she may for the slam, at the moment it happened, Tracy always jumped out of her skin and could not breathe. As though all the air got sucked out of the house by that slamming door. Tracy wanted to become something so small she disappeared like a speck of dust. No slam tonight. Unraveled from the anticipation, however, she lay awake for hours before drifting off to a fitful sleep and into a recurring nightmare.


Tracy strolled through the back door and took the alley to the side street. On Halloween night, the trees had no leaves and chilly air refreshed. She saw others and believed they came out to trick-or-treat. She turned left and walked uphill toward the next intersection while a man came downhill. When the man passed by, she noticed he lumbered. Almost as if drunk. He wasn’t wearing a costume, either. His face appeared emaciated with pale white skin and lifeless eyes with large dark circles. Clothes hung from an equally emaciated body. He’s dead! Her eyes darted to the others out walking and all lumbered the same way. They’re all dead!

Tracy turned, and in a panic, hurried to the alley to go home. She gazed into the alley, but it appeared so black inside she struggled to make out any shapes. She could not go back the way she came, and she could not go forward. All around her loomed the walking dead.
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Chapter 4. Showdown
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“I’ll get a job and pay you back. All I need is fifteen-hundred and I can go to college on a swimming scholarship, Dad.” Patrick Jr. said with a hint of encouragement.

“Bullshit, Patrick! There’s no such fucking thing as a swimming scholarship!” Patrick Sr. spat.

“Yes, there is! I could go to the Olympics! Look, Dad, it won’t take me long to pay back the money! I’ll get a night job.”

“It wasn’t too long ago you slipped a shotgun into the house and told Lori you were gonna shoot my fucking brains out!” 

“I told you this was a waste of time, Mom!”

“Patrick would be the first in both our families to go to college. We never had that opportunity. Patrick should have it!” Beth added.

“What makes you think I have that kind of money, Beth? Forget it!”

“I have a job. I talked with the bank and I can get a loan. I just need you to co-sign.”

“You did what? You’re a waitress, Beth. You stupid Pollack bitch!”

“Don’t talk to her like that. I’m sick of it!” Patrick Jr. defended his mother.

“Don’t tell me what to do. I’ll knock the shit out of you!”

“One of these days you won’t have what it takes, old man!”

“Go fuck your mother, boy! One of these days you’ll know what I know about her. It’s her mouth. She just won’t shut up! You’ll see. All she does is nag and complain and criticize. She doesn’t stop! And when you no longer listen to the madness, she’ll talk trash about you when your back is turned. Sticks a knife right in the back!”

Tracy blocked out the fighting in the dining room and washed dishes. Childhood fear eventually turns to teenage hate. Tracy had seen the transition in Patrick and Lori. At twelve, she felt it coming on. Not a conscious thing. More by osmosis.

Patrick Jr. joined the Air Force instead of college and Tracy’s father got worse. No one spoke in his presence. No one brought friends to the house. They did not celebrate birthdays. Thanksgiving? There would be a turkey—in silence, but Christmas always remained the bigger question mark. Would Dad pitch a fit or would he leave and not come home until one or two in the morning? When he did leave, that was a good Christmas. 

Two years slipped by in hell house before Patrick Jr. returned on leave and Tracy happened to be home for the inevitable showdown between her dad and big brother.

“Tracy, we’re going to your Uncle Tim’s house tonight. Do you want to come with us?”

At seven o’clock her mom asked and Tracy shook her head. All five of her paternal uncles were alcoholics. She instead looked forward to a peaceful night at home and settled in for Chiller Theatre and nail-biting. At eleven o’clock the quiet shattered when the back door opened. Tracy jumped to turn off the television in time to hear her mom plead with her Patrick Jr. 

“Please don’t do anything, Patrick. What good is it gonna do?”

“I’m gonna fucking kill him, Mom. He lays another hand on you while I’m here and I’ll do it! You can’t have one good night with that motherfucker. He always finds some way to fuck it up. Mom, you need to get out of this house. I’ve been telling you for years. He’s a piece of shit and you don’t deserve this!”

“He’s coming. Please calm down, Patrick.”

“He says one word I don’t like— one fucking word, Mom, and I’m gonna beat ’em like a dog.”

“You fucking jagoff! You think you’re some big shit now cause you’re in the Air Force? What the fuck you think you’re gonna do, you little faggot?” Patrick, Sr. spat while he stomped through the back door.

Thump! Wallop!

Patrick is fighting Dad!

“Take him downstairs, Patrick!” Beth exclaimed to her son.

A sound similar to a big sack of potatoes thrown to the basement and hit every step on the way made Tracy flinch. The loud banging stopped, and she tip-toed to the basement door to peer downward but couldn’t see them from that vantage point. They had already moved deeper into the cellar. She could hear them, though. 

Slam! Smash! Slug!

Who’s winning?

“Stay down, you old fuck! Stay down if you know what’s good for you!” 

Patrick is winning! Here they come!

Tracy ducked behind the dining room table. Her big brother stomped upstairs, but within a minute, her dad rushed upstairs too. The two stumbled into the dining room fighting while Tracy peered through the legs of the chairs.

Whack! Tracy’s mom came from the kitchen and hit her dad over the head with a heavy skillet. Her dad stumbled and Patrick Jr. got him in a strangle hold. 

“Get him, get him... get him,” Tracy whispered. 

Patrick Jr. let her dad drop to the floor with a thud while he had one arm around his neck and the other pressed firmly against it. 

At present, her dad sat on his ass with legs jutted out. Tracy gawked while his eyes bulged. His face turned bright red. His lips turned blue and when spit bubbled from his mouth, went limp. 

Is he dead? Tracy had exhilaration. Dead! It’s all over. We’re free! We don’t need to be afraid anymore. We can live now! The jubilation did not last long. No. He’s still breathing. 

Patrick Jr. hogtied his father and left him on the floor in the dining room. Patrick Sr. lay on the floor until the next day. Patrick Jr. left before he was untied and never came back. You would reason the old man would calm himself after a beating like that, but he didn’t. He turned meaner than ever. Lori moved out. Blaine always slept at a friend’s house. Her mom worked from nine to nine. Tracy slept less and less. By the time Tracy entered her first year of high school later that year, she readied to pop from stress and lack of sleep. 
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Chapter 5. The Shadowman
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Langley High School stood a commanding structure and jutted from a hilltop at the center of town. Constructed of giant blocks of flagstone turned black from decades of pollution, its architecture reminiscent of a medieval castle—even a turreted tower. Grades seven through twelve, the transition from grade school to high school seemed similar to cliff dives ten minutes after you learned how to jump into a pool. Seventh graders often bullied and hazed. Scary news for the newest students. That paled to what would come.

In 1977, Tracy’s second year, a school closed on the north side of town and all students bussed to Langley. Everyday fights led to a full-scale riot and then another. In school at least she could fight back and did often, until an uneasy truce settled over the turbulent students by the end of the school year.

In 1978, Tracy turned fourteen, chewed her fingernails relentlessly and used drugs and alcohol to block out all the bad stuff. Addiction became an unintentional coping mechanism. She smoked a pack of cigarettes a day and enough pot to stain the thumb and forefinger on her right hand dark brown and regularly drank alcohol until staggeringly drunk. 

On a warm Thursday morning in May, Tracy joined Mark Murray for a quick smoke.

“Mark, you got any papers?” Tracy held a hand forward and Mark gave her a pack of Top Single Wide rolling papers. Many people preferred Job, but Tracy considered Top the best. She didn’t use any other brand of paper. She liked the yellow package and the colorful top logo.

Tracy Kirin and Mark Murray met in the third grade, but he went off to Catholic school until kicked out for drugs and cutting class. His father gave him a good whipping, he had said, but Mark also said it was nothing compared to scary nuns with thick wooden paddles who pulled down pants to deliver corporal punishment for talking in class.

At seven in the morning, Tracy rolled a perfect joint, lit it, and handed it to Mark. “Shotgun.” 

“You got quite the reputation around here. There’s a lot of people who are afraid of you.” Mark put the lit end of the joint inside his mouth and blew.

Tracy inhaled and still holding her breath squeezed out words. “You weren’t here. It was bad last year. They got us the first time, but we kicked the living shit of them the second time.”

“I heard a bunch of stuff. Like you broke that big girl’s arm, uh...”

“Marla. Got her with a clog. She kept picking on Elaine. Fuck her.”

“Did you put Crazy Kim’s head in a toilet?”

“And stitches. Like I said, it was bad.”

“Shit.” Mark stressed with lungs full of pot smoke. “You goin’ to homeroom?”

Tracy noticed Mark’s blazing red eyes behind thick glasses. “I don’t really see the fucking point of homeroom. Do you know what the fucking point is?” 

To Mark, the response sounded hysterical. A crazy laugh caused him to fart from the exertion.

Tracy burst out laughing which caused her to pee slightly. “OK, let’s go. I gotta go to the bathroom.”

“Are yinz guys goin’ up the street tonight?” Mark referred to Tracy and her childhood friends, Lindsay and Lauren.

“Yeah, we’ll be up there.”

“Seven—” After a pause, Mark added, “—ish.”

Tracy never found Lindsay and Lauren that night. Which happened often. Since grade school, Tracy hung around with them but remained a distant third. Lindsey and Lauren took summer vacations together. They slept over at each other’s houses. They called each other on the phone to discuss when and where to meet. Tracy would oftentimes learn secondhand. She did find Mark Murray, however, and crept into the house well after curfew.

Tracy tip-toed stealthy as could be but grabbed in the upstairs hallway. She wreaked of alcohol and several kinds of smoke, but a stinking drunk can’t smell another. Can they?

Tracy lifted off the ground. She grabbed at hands around her throat, but her head knocked into the wall and her arms went limp.

Smack! A quick jab to her left cheekbone forced her head to hit the wall again.

“What the fuck time is it? Huh? You push it. How many fucking times do I have to tell you, you get your ass home by nine o’clock; it’s fucking eleven-thirty! Tomorrow, you get your ass home right after school and that’s it. Straight to your fucking room and stay in there. Hear me? Now, get your fucking ass in—”

Tracy’s eyes bulged underneath closed eyelids and her bladder let go.

Thud! She dropped and slid down the wall to the floor.

“Jesus fucking Christ! Redd up this god damn mess and get straight to your room. You try to go out the door tomorrow night and I’ll whip the shit out of you!”

Tracy cleaned the floorboards as her father ordered and in her room, seethed with equal amounts of fear and hatred. Maybe even more so, she dreaded the notion of being stuck in the house.

The next night, Friday night of all nights, Tracy faced her sentence. The need for a drug, any drug, sent her into a world of hate. 

I’m gonna fucking kill him. A thought Tracy had all too often with respect to her father. Murder, suicide. She didn’t know which it would be. On this night, she imagined the deadly deed by every means possible. She stabbed him, burned him alive, shot him, strangled him, hung him by a rope, and bludgeoned him. With great drama, she acted out all the murders. Clutching an imaginary knife and plunging into the pillow. Holding an invisible gun and pulling the trigger over and over. The excitement of the mock-kills made Tracy yearn to be stoned or high or something. Aspirin and pop. She remembered hearing somewhere taking a bunch of aspirin with a bottle of pop would result in an experience similar to an acid trip. At nine o’clock, she took a handful of aspirin and drank the Pepsi. She settled into a good nail biting and waited.

Two hours and nothing!

Another hour passed before a disappointed Tracy slowly let extreme hate and mass destruction ebb away. At last, she slept. But Tracy had boiled with a hatred so profoundly, it travelled through time and space and dangled a hook in front of a thing from another realm—a dark void of energy capable of punching into her world given the right circumstances.

A voice. Tracy slowly became aware of the voice and listened. “...Little Groundhog...” She did not make out any other words while it spoke. 

What the fuck is a little groundhog? Tracy wanted to sleep and rolled away from the voice. 

A hard pull and Tracy lay flat on her back again. A deep animal-like growl caused sick fear to mount. Her eyes sprang wide and to the left appeared a human form. A smooth outline of a head and shoulders and inside the blackest black she had ever seen. The thing distinctly visible in the dark room because of how black. Nothing on Earth should be as black.

It immobilized her. She could not move anything but her head, which she thrashed to-and-fro. Of all things, she struggled to call out to her father. Try as she could, nothing came from her throat.

At last, Tracy felt released. “Dad!” The cry for help burst from her throat and the dark monster disappeared. Her scream stifled immediately, and the room turned eerily quiet except for her panting. She expected everyone in the house to rush in. There is no way they didn’t hear me.

But they had not, apparently, because no one came to her aide. What had happened? With a shaking hand, Tracy reached over and switched on the lamp. Everything in the room seemed normal. She tip-toed into the bathroom and peered in the mirror. Drained of color. Pupils the size of saucers, from the aspirin-soda intake she supposed, and complimented the white face in a way that looked like demonic possession.

They say when a demon touches you, you’re marked for life. They say they never forget you. But a young mind of fourteen quickly disperses.
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Chapter 6. The Stalker
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Tracy’s first was a seventeen-year-old from a rural town to the north, who occasionally visited his uncle who lived in Wind Gap. Tall and quiet, Jimmy had a brooding presence which Tracy connected with. In time, she supposed feelings for him and had taken the crucial next step at fifteen. But Jimmy changed and became possessive following that brief tryst. Jimmy also felt he had a right to gain access to her house at night and have sex. 

Holy shit, but with my father being, you know, who he is—I don’t think so. 

Jimmy’s insistence on the matter became ridiculous. He did not know about her father. Tracy didn’t want anybody to know. Even if her father wasn’t a raging alcoholic, she wouldn’t go for it. Tracy called off the romance. A few weeks later, she found Jimmy outside the house waiting for her. Months went by and Jimmy still popped out of the bushes. He usually came across whiny.

This night turned out different. He didn’t say anything. Something disturbed her about the way he stood. Stiff. Head in a slight downward direction. Eyes upward and staring. The streetlight bounced off his retinas and made him appear predator-like. He truly spooked her.

“Jimmy, you need to leave.” Tracy took a step back. I should probably run.

No response.

“Jimmy, you don’t understand what’s gonna happen if my dad comes home and finds you here! Leave and don’t come back.”

Nothing. Not wanting to, but to diffuse this bad reality scene, she told Jimmy the entire ugly truth about her father. It made her sick to verbalize it and tears flowed. 

“For Christ sake Jimmy, you’re not listening to me. My dad is not right. He’s sick. He drinks Wild Turkey all day and gets scary mean. He will beat you to death. You won’t be able to stop him. He practices beating faces on a punching bag. He beats my mom senseless. Black eyes. Cracked bones. He whips us with his belt if he doesn’t like the way we look at him. He’s strangled me, kicked me in the gut, punched me in the face, beat my head into walls. And you! You think this is some kind of game? This is not the house where games are played! Get the fuck out of here and don’t come back!”

Jimmy seemed to snap out of the trance and left without saying a word. Jimmy the Stalker remained the only boyfriend Tracy had during her teenage years because of her unpredictable father.

Tracy never expected to see Jimmy again but did in her senior year.

Mary Novacek and Tracy hung out all the time during senior year on nights and weekends. They had met at a house party the previous year. Mary attended Catholic school. Only her and her father, who traveled a lot. Mary’s house became party central. Toward the end of the school year, Tracy called Mary on a Wednesday but did not get the usual intel on the upcoming party scene.

“I met someone! I’m so in love you wouldn’t believe!” Mary trilled. “I can’t wait for you to meet him. I’m having a party on Friday, and he’ll be here. You’re coming, right?”

“Sure, absolutely.” Tracy never heard Mary sound so girly. Mary had mannish features. Unattractive, period. To have this boy interested in her must have been better than drugs. Mary’s first sexual experience and she heard wedding bells already.

On Friday night, Tracy strolled into Mary’s house. She waded through a sea of bodies in the living room. She heard a ‘hey, girl’ and a couple of ‘how ya doin’s’ on the way. She spotted the top of Mary’s head in the kitchen and went in that direction until a familiar face came into view.

Jimmy the Stalker! He stood next to Mary and shifted his eyes toward Tracy. A half-smile formed. Oh, my God. He has that same demented look. Something like seething hatred mixed with violent intent. The party mood dissolved away.

Mary followed his stare and gave Tracy a genuine smile.

“Tracy! Tracy, come over here. I want you to meet someone.” Mary waved beckoningly. “Jimmy, this is Tracy. My best friend in the whole world outside of Catholic school.”

“Hey. I heard a lot about you,” said Jimmy with a sly look.
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