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An Interlude is a story that takes place between the chapters, episodes, or acts of a larger story. It’s typically related to the main story, but not an integral part of that story, and not necessary to understanding it.

This short story that takes place during the course of Time’s Guardian, Saturn Society Book Five, between Chapters Six and Nine. While it may enhance the reader experience of both novel and story, it is not necessary to have read one to understand and enjoy the other, nor does it matter which one is read first.

This story was originally published as part of the Love’s A Beach anthology, published by Mythical Press in 2014.
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Rex woke to white. Where the hell was he? Crisp sheet beneath his clammy hands. White walls. White ceiling. Three brass-railed beds in a row beside the one he lay in. Hospital? No, not with that old-fashioned, lift-open, wooden window across from him, with a telephone pole outside. A telephone pole with the number 140 spray-painted in orange on it. He remembered seeing it while he was cutting up the tree that had fallen in the backyard of that old house in Dayton they said was a research agency—

Holy fuck, was he one of their experiments?

A metallic taste flooded his mouth.

Then he remembered. A little boy had come tearing out from behind the garage, made Rex drop the chainsaw. He’d cut his leg, bad... he could still hear the saw’s buzz, still smell his own blood, as he’d realized he was going to die...

But there he was, inside the house, judging from the telephone pole. And he was warm, like he’d just woke from a sound sleep, could almost feel the blood coursing through the leg he thought he’d cut off.

The bed creaked as he pushed himself up—or tried. Had they drugged him? 

“Hey!” a girl’s voice drifted from down a hallway. “Hellooooo?” Her ruffled, black dress swooshed as she flounced into the room. “Hi, I’m Taylor,” she said in a too-loud voice.

About twenty, new at... whatever. “No BS,” Rex said. “What the hell’s going on here?”

“Welcome to the Saturn Society. You uh, had an accident with your chainsaw.”

“Yeah, I remember that.” He looked down at his leg, though the sheet covered it.

He should have bled out. He should be dead. “What the hell—”

“You died,” Taylor said, pronouncing the words carefully, slowly, as if she thought he was an idiot or didn’t understand English. “You’re one of us now. A time-traveler.”
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REX SCOWLED AS HE GAZED out over Lake Erie, the leaden gray skies and choppy waters mocking him.

This was not what his first trip back in time was supposed to be.

The wind smacked his starched, white shirtsleeves against his arms like rubber bands. Tony had told him that he should research, find out exactly what had happened in Put-In-Bay that day, pick the exact year he wanted to go back to. But no, Rex was spontaneous, he didn’t do that shit. He lived for the moment, always had. So he’d said, what the hell, he’d always liked Ohio’s “Little Key West.” He figured he’d go back to 1916, before the U.S. got involved in World War I, but after Perry’s Memorial was built, so he’d have that to use as a touchpoint for time travel. So he’d simply pictured the giant Greek column tower, just like it was in his time; imagined the slightly-fishy smell of the lake, pretended there was a giant waterslide, built on a rickety-looking wooden roller coaster frame, like he’d seen in a photo in his great-grandma’s stuff. He’d pictured the pier leading out to it, felt the grass in the park beneath his bare feet warmed by the sun, heard the laughter of kids playing, their shouts as they shot down the slide.

It had been that way when he’d arrived two days ago, before he’d had to check into a hotel, and sleep off the effects of time travel, as Taylor had warned him he’d need to do.

He’d imagined the sound of the all-female brass sextet Great-grandma had talked about, that played every summer in the park by the monument. Imagined the taste of the fresh roasted peanuts the man sold from the cart on the pier—the cart which was now covered with a tarp and chained to a little wooden building with a sign that read Bathing Suit Rentals – Snacks, in anticipation of the coming storm.

He squeezed the handful of change in his pocket. The park and the beach were deserted. The Bathing Suite Rentals - Snacks shop was battened down. Anyone with any sense had left with the storm coming in. The band was long gone. The streetcar had departed a good ten minutes ago for the Hotel Victory on the far end of the island. The driver had shouted “last call!” and had given Rex a weird look when he shook his head.

But something had made him stay at the beach, gazing out over Lake Erie at the deserted waterslide, mainland Ohio now obscured by the oncoming storm.

Thunder rumbled, and his sense of gloom deepened.

He’d never find Gretchen before that Pull thing yanked him back to the present, and she’d die... again.

His head jerked. Who the hell was Gretchen?

He stared across the graying beach, unseeing, waiting for more info from whatever had prompted that thought—it was like a voice in his head, but it was okay, it was his own. But now the voice was silent.

Wind buffeted him, riffling his hair. Had the waves grown higher in the ten minutes he’d stood there?

Rex’s gaze narrowed. A ways down the shore, a pair of sailboats bobbed against a private dock, their sails furled tight. No one was stupid enough to be at the beach now. If Gretchen—whoever the hell she was—was out in that, she was most likely already dead.

As he turned to walk toward the village—maybe he’d wait out the storm at the Round House with a beer and a bite to eat—a piece of paper slapped him in the face, carried by the wind.

He peeled it off his cheek, and held it in front of him with two hands, as if it were a scroll. The wind tried to take it, but Rex’s grip was stronger—for now.

The North Shore Sextet, it read across the top, above a grainy photo of the band. Six women in long, white, high-waisted dresses held musical instruments, and sat in a ring around a smiling, tuxedo-clad man. Rex’s lips tightened. Couldn’t blame the guy for smiling, those ladies were hot—

Then he noticed the names beside each of the girls. Theresa Wilson played the tuba. Claire McKinley played trumpet. And the saxophone player beside her, with the sparkling eyes and blond hair with one chunk that escaped her up-do—Rex bit his lip. Gretchen Schwartz.

Waterslide. Something—he didn’t know what—compelled him, and he moved toward the shore.

Are you nuts? Beneath the constant howl of the wind, something banged—a loose board somewhere nearby, maybe.

He stopped. The rickety-looking, wooden structure in the lake shuddered in the wind. What the hell was he thinking?

Gretchen.

Rex looked down at his fist, and slowly opened it. The wind snatched the musicians’ flyer from it, and the piece of paper disappeared before he could see where it went—

Waterslide.

That strange compulsion again. “What the hell,” he muttered as he trudged across the grassy area toward the pier.

The wind tore at his shirt, filling his mouth with the taste of dirt before he thought to shut it. He gazed up and down the deserted beach, and out across the frothy waves. 

Wherever Gretchen was, she wasn’t out there.

Spitting to get the grit out of his mouth, Rex walked along the long, wooden building, which a sign identified as a bathhouse, the wind practically blowing him to the other end. A big gust swirled down the hill from the monument, making him stumble on the gravel walkway. As he righted himself, something black wedged against the building’s foundation caught his eye.

A woman’s lace-up, high-heel ankle boot. He picked it up. The wind gusted again, and he braced a hand against the bathhouse corner as he turned the shoe over in his other hand. Shiny and new-looking, not something that blew out of the trash. Someone had paid a lot of money for that shoe. 

He gazed at the village in the distance, beyond the monument. Wouldn’t hurt to turn it in, a good deed he could do to buy his way into heaven.

The banging sound he’d heard before came again, and this time, he spotted its source. On the waterslide, a section of the lattice that lined the walkway had come loose, and was banging in the wind—

“No...” The wind stole the rest of Rex’s words, his throat dry.

At the far end of the lattice-lined section lay the mate to the shoe he held in his hand. And wearing that shoe lay a woman in a long, white dress, nearly hidden by the lattice.

Rex’s throat felt full of sand as he raced into the wind down the pier. Fat, cold raindrops smacked his face. The lattice banged again, harder, and Rex thought he saw the waterslide
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