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Reviewers Love Greg Herren’s Mysteries

“Herren, a loyal New Orleans resident, paints a
brilliant portrait of the recovering city, including insights into
its tight-knit gay community. This latest installment in a powerful
series is sure to delight old fans and attract new
ones.”—Publishers Weekly

“Fast-moving and entertaining, evoking the Quarter
and its gay scene in a sweet, funny, action-packed
way.”—New Orleans Times-Picayune

“Herren does a fine job of moving the story along,
deftly juggling the murder investigation and the intricate
relationships while maintaining several running
subjects.”—Echo Magazine

“An entertaining read.”—OutSmart Magazine

“A pleasant addition to your beach bag.”—Bay Windows

“Greg Herren gives readers a tantalizing glimpse of
New Orleans.”—Midwest Book Review

“Herren’s characters, dialogue and setting make the
book seem absolutely real.”—The Houston
Voice

“So much fun it should be thrown from Mardi Gras
floats!”—New Orleans Times-Picayune

“Greg Herren just keeps getting better.”—Lambda Book Report


Praise for Greg Herren’s YA novels

“Herren is to be lauded, not just for his
contributions to the mystery genre, but for his prolific nature and
the genuinely high quality of his output. It seems no matter what
he tries, he finds success. Try Sara and see if you don’t
agree.”—Jerry Wheeler, Out in Print

Timothy “is a sure and confident classic Herren
page-turner and I can’t image anyone not enjoying it late past
their bedtime.”—Lambda Literary

“Greg Herren is a master storyteller, and his latest
book is no exception. [Sleeping Angel] is a beautifully crafted
mystery, geared to a young adult audience, with a focus on family
and peer relationships and a valuable lesson about tolerance. It’s
strongly recommended reading for teens…5 stars out of 5 stars”—Bob
Lind, Echo Magazine

“This fast-paced mystery is skillfully crafted. Red
herrings abound and will keep readers on their toes until the very
end. Before the accident, few readers would care about Eric, but
his loss of memory gives him a chance to experience dramatic
growth, and the end result is a sympathetic character embroiled in
a dangerous quest for truth.”—VOYA

Sleeping Angel “will probably be put on the
young adult (YA) shelf, but the fact is that it’s a cracking good
mystery that general readers will enjoy as well. It just happens to
be about teens…A unique viewpoint, a solid mystery and good
characterization all conspire to make Sleeping Angel a
welcome addition to any shelf, no matter where the bookstores stock
it.”—Jerry Wheeler, Out in Print


Lake Thirteen

By Greg Herren

Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2013 Greg Herren

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author


Synopsis

It seemed like a good idea at
the time…

Every summer three families take a trip together—this
year it’s to a remote resort in the mountains of upstate New York.
Scotty, a teenager who’s just come out, is nervous about how his
friends will react to him. A late night visit to an old nearby
cemetery seems like a great idea to the bored teens, but the old
cemetery holds dark secrets hidden for almost a century—secrets
that might have been better left undisturbed.

And what originally seemed like a boring week in the
mountains gradually becomes a nightmare of terror for the teens and
their families…
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Chapter One

“Are you listening to me, Scotty?”

My mom’s voice was so loud, I almost dropped my cell
phone. I looked up. She was smiling at me in the space between the
two front seats of the rental Subaru Forester, but her eyes meant
business.

“Seriously,” she went on, her smile never wavering,
“if you’re going to spend the whole week staring at your phone or
fiddling with it, I’ll just take it away from you now.” She held
out her right hand, palm up. “I’m not joking.”

I looked at the screen of my phone and sighed before
slipping it into my shorts pocket. I smiled back at her. “There,
happy?”

“It’s only a week,” she said before turning back
around. “You’ll live, trust me.”

Easy for you to say, I
thought, turning to look out the window. It was still raining. It
was raining when our flight from Chicago landed in Albany and
hadn’t let up for even a minute as we headed north. I pressed my
forehead against the rain-spattered glass as the GPS gave my dad
another direction and he headed up an off-ramp.

“It’s only about another half hour,” my dad said as
he came to a stop at the top of the ramp, turning on his left-turn
signal. He looked at me in the rearview mirror. “You’re not still
nervous, are you?”

I bit my lower lip and didn’t respond.

“I think you’re worrying for nothing,” Mom said.
“Nancy and Jerry and Lynda and David raised their kids right, just
like we did with you.”

Easy for you to say, I
thought, looking out the back window at the two other rental cars
following us. You’re not gay, and you didn’t just
come out to them all in an e-mail.

We’d been taking these joint family vacations my
entire life—I couldn’t remember a summer when our three families
hadn’t taken one of these trips together.
When we were kids, we’d shared a cousin-like camaraderie and looked
forward to seeing each other every summer. But now that we were
teens, we were like five strangers with a shared past. The last few
years, it seemed to take a few days before everyone stopped sulking
about having to come and decided to make the best of the situation.
By the end of the week, the old bonds would be strongly and firmly
in place again, and there would be sad good-byes at the airport.
For about a week or so after, there would be a lot of texting and
e-mailing. Once we settled back into our real lives and routines
again, the contact became rarer. Within a month it died down again
to an occasional comment on Facebook.

I was an only child, so it always seemed like I
looked forward to the reunion more than the other four.

This year was different, though. This year, I’d
dreaded coming, hadn’t wanted to leave our nice suburb of Chicago
and spend a week with four almost-strangers my own age.

All I knew about their lives was gleaned from
Facebook, which was hardly the best source for personal
information.

One would never know from looking at my Facebook page, for example, that I was gay.

I’d come out to my parents at the beginning of the
summer. It hadn’t been easy, but it was getting harder and harder
to keep it from them, to keep lying to them. So, finally, one night
at dinner I told them. They took it really well—I knew from talking
to other gay teens in online chat rooms that some parents disowned
their gay kids, going as far as throwing them out, but I’d been
pretty sure my parents weren’t like that. They weren’t thrilled—I
could see my mother was seeing her dreams of being a grandmother
going out the window—but they weren’t disappointed in me. Their primary concern was I wait to come out
publicly until I was in college. They were worried I’d be
bullied.

Besides, Marc just wasn’t ready to take that step
now, and if I came out, well, it would pretty much out him, too. I
was lucky—I had cool parents. Marc’s dad was horrible, just the
kind of man who would throw his son out for being gay without a
second thought. And I was lucky to have Marc, even if Marc wasn’t
ready to be as open as I wanted to be. So many of the queer kids I
met online felt alone, wanting to fall in love but not knowing
where they could meet someone, and I had the perfect guy living
right down the street.

But I wanted to come out to my oldest friends, the
kids who were like family to me. I must have drafted that e-mail a
thousand times, almost pressing send, but then saving the draft
when I chickened out. Finally, I sent it, earlier this week.

Not one of them responded.

Not one.

They’d all seemed okay with me at the airport in
Albany, though.

I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket and carefully
slid it back out. Keeping an eye on my mother, I checked the screen
and smiled. Hang in there you’ll be home before
you know it.

I sighed with relief and looked back out the window.
Dad had slowed to drive through a town that was barely visible
through the downpour. “Almost there,” he said cheerfully. “This is
North Hollow, and according to the directions, Thirteenth Lake Road
is just beyond the town limits.”

“Doesn’t look like much of a town,” I said.

“The main part of the town isn’t on this road,” Mom
replied. “There should be a turnoff up here that’s the main street.
According to what I found online, there are some great antique
shops and little cafés and restaurants in North Hollow.”

I smothered a grin. Mom had her own web-design
business and worked at home. One of my teachers once referred to
her “ruthless efficiency,” and it was probably the best description
of her I’d ever heard. She was ruthlessly
efficient. The house was always spotless, we never seemed to run
out of anything, and she never seemed tired. Her cooking was the
envy of all my friends, and she always found the time to make it to
all of my tennis matches and every choir or play performance I was
in. Anytime we took a trip, she researched everything possible
about the area—she had a folder in her shoulder bag with brochures,
maps, and information about the part of upstate New York we were
visiting.

“I hope it isn’t going to rain all week,” she went
on. “We won’t be able to do anything—and I
can’t imagine any worse hell than being trapped indoors with five
bored teenagers for a week.”

“It wouldn’t dare rain,” Dad replied. “It’s supposed
to be sunny all week.” He started slowing down and leaned forward,
peering through the windshield as the GPS announced, “Left turn in
five hundred feet.”

I turned and looked out the window. Now that we’d
passed the town, the road was running alongside the Hudson River.
There were whitecaps out there in the water.

“There it is,” Dad said, “Thirteenth Lake Road.” He
put on his blinker and took the left turn slowly and smoothly. The
Forester started climbing up the steep road.

Mohawk Lodge and Resort was on the side of a small
mountain, I knew that much, and on the shores of Lake Thirteen.
There were a lot of lakes in this region, and the lodge was about
an hour’s drive from Lake George. Dad slowed down as the rain
started coming down harder, and in the distance lightning flashed,
followed shortly by the roar of thunder.

“Approaching destination,” the GPS announced.
“Prepare for arrival.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” Mom said, and she bent
down to start digging through her bag.

“You have arrived at destination.”

I leaned forward, looking through the windshield.
There was a road to the right, and Dad turned on his signal. I
could barely make out the street sign, but the road was marked
Cemetery Road.

I felt a chill as Dad stopped the car and put it in
park. I looked out the back again and saw the other two cars parked
along the side of the road behind us. There was forest on both
sides of Cemetery Road. Dad’s phone started ringing, and he pulled
it out of the drink holder in between the two front seats to answer
it. “Hello, David. Yeah, the GPS is messed up. It says this is
where the lodge is, but I know it’s not on Cemetery Road.”

“It isn’t.” Mom sat back up, and she was flipping
through her folder. She held up the printout of a map and squinted
at it. “Yes, we need to get back on Thirteenth Lake Road, see?” She
held the map over to Dad, marking a place with her index finger.
“This is Cemetery Road, where we are right now, see? And the lodge
is here, on Thirteenth Lake. Stupid map isn’t to scale,
though.”

“David, yeah, we need to get back on Thirteenth
Lake,” Dad said. “Follow me.” He disconnected the call and dropped
the phone back into the drink holder.

“You have arrived at destination,” the GPS insisted
again.

“Shut up,” Dad said, shutting it off and smiling
back at me as he shifted back into drive. The rain was still coming
down pretty hard, a steady heavy drumming on the roof, and he made
a three-point turn as I stared out the window. Something seems familiar about this place, I thought
but dismissed it from my mind immediately. I’d never been to
upstate New York before, so how could it look familiar?

But I couldn’t shake the feeling.

I looked down Cemetery Road as Dad made the turn
back onto Thirteenth Lake Road, and the feeling was gone almost as
soon as it had come.

My phone vibrated again, and I pulled it out of my
pocket. Mom and Dad were discussing the directions to the lodge and
paying no attention to me.

We need to go ghost hunting later in the
cemetery.

I grinned.

Carson Wolfe was a few months older than me. He’d
always been my favorite—he could make me laugh really hard, and he
always could come up with something for us all to do. I looked out
the back window. The Wolfes had rented an enormous black luxury
car, which made Mom roll her eyes and shake her head slightly.
David Wolfe owned a television production company in Los Angeles,
and Carson had become obsessed with the paranormal ever since his
father started producing that crazy cable TV show about ghost
hunters two years ago. We’d traipsed over Sanibel Island several
times last summer looking for ghosts in cemeteries and trying to
find haunted houses. I knew he’d spent most of this summer
interning on the show—it was all he ever posted about on
Facebook.

Well, that and links to articles about
hauntings.

Carson had always had a kind of obsessive
personality, even when he was younger. It seemed like every summer
he was obsessed about something new—dinosaurs, European royalty,
UFO’s—and now it was the paranormal. He was a smart kid, one of
those people who never forgot anything they read and could make
straight As without studying that hard, a trait I envied. He’d been
heavy when he was a kid, with strangely skinny arms and legs and a
bit of a round torso. The Wolfes lived in Beverly Hills, and his
parents had gotten him a personal trainer when he hit puberty—they
always claimed it was because he was clumsy, to help him develop
and improve his coordination. Mom, on the other hand, thought it
was because they “couldn’t have a fat son in Southern California.”
Carson wasn’t overweight anymore—he’d developed some nice muscle
tone and was always deeply tanned—but he was still clumsy. But not
because he was uncoordinated—he was clumsy because he was always
lost in thought and didn’t pay as much attention as he should. Mrs.
Wolfe bought him nice, expensive clothes, but Carson always seemed
to put on clothes that didn’t match because to him, a shirt was a
shirt, even if it was orange and he was wearing green shorts.

I started to type a response when I noticed I had
zero bars.

I sighed and put my phone back away. I hope this is just a dead spot and my phone can get service
at the lodge.

I couldn’t help but smile a little bit. No cell
phone service, the place is on Lake Thirteen, and the GPS can’t
find it. This is like the start of one of those slasher movies,
like Friday the 13th. That was about a camp
up in the woods, too.

Marc loved slasher movies.

That was the real reason not having cell service was
going to drive me crazy—not being able to text or talk to Marc
whenever I wanted.

I missed him already so much I could scream.

It’s only seven days and you’ll be
home next Sunday, I reminded myself as I looked out the
window. We were still climbing, and the rain was still pouring
down—I could hardly see anything outside. It was also getting
later, and there hadn’t been any thunder or lightning in a
while.

I shivered again and closed my eyes, yawning.

I opened my eyes again when the car stopped.

There was another road branching off to the right,
but we’d gotten much higher on the mountainside. I squinted to try
to read the signposts.

“The sign says Thirteenth Lake Road goes off that
way, but that’s not what my map says.” Mom’s voice was annoyed, and
I couldn’t help but grin. She hated it when things didn’t go the
way they were supposed to. “The map says to keep heading straight
up the side of the mountain, on the same road.”

“Does the map name this side road?”

I closed my eyes and tuned them out.

I missed Marc.

I started to drift off to sleep, my parents’ voices
just noise, droning on in the background. I hadn’t slept well last
night, and Mom had gotten us up ridiculously early for the trip to
the airport. I was sleepy, and so felt myself drifting off.

In the dream I was walking through the woods. The
sun was shining and it was a warm spring day, and I was sweating
just a little bit. But my heart was singing because I was in love
and was going to be seeing my love in just a moment or two. A bee
buzzed past my head as I walked, and I stopped to pick some
beautiful yellow wildflowers growing in a bunch just to the side of
the path. I held them up to my nose and took a deep inhale. It was
a beautiful day, and it felt good to just be alive. I kept walking
down the path and came around a corner. There, the path started
sloping downward to a clearing where a log cabin sat. There was a
well, with a brick wall built around it and a hood with a bucket
hanging down from a crossbeam by a rope. There were rose bushes
blooming in front of the cabin, and my heart leaped a bit in my
chest. I saw Marc come out of the cabin door, wearing nothing more
than a pair of old-fashioned trousers that looked strange on him,
and he looked up to see me standing on the path, and his freckled
face broke into a big smile, the sun glinting on his coppery red
hair—

I was startled out of my nap by the sound of my
mother swearing loudly.

“This stupid damned road just circled back to the
original one!” I could tell by her tone she was getting angry, the
way she always did when things didn’t follow her plan. “Are we just
supposed to drive around the side of the stupid damned mountain all
night?”

“It’s okay, honey,” Dad answered, in the patented
calm-Mom-down voice he’d perfected over the years, as I stretched
in the back seat and looked out the window. “We’ll get there.”

The rain had stopped, but an eerie mist had come up.
As I stared into the woods, the mist seemed to make shapes out in
the forest, weirdly ghostlike, and I shivered. The dream had been
so peculiar—it wasn’t weird for me to dream about Marc the way I
had, but what was weird was how I’d seen him in the dream. Those
old-fashioned pants and the cabin in the clearing—what was that all
about? It didn’t make any sense, but then again, it was just a
stupid dream. “Are we lost?” I asked, stifling another yawn.

“I think I’ve got it figured out,” Dad said with a
cheerful laugh, looking at me in the rearview mirror. “The
directions and the maps were bad, is all. I think it should be
right around this next curve.”

I saw a wooden building out the side window, with a
paved parking area in front of it. The porch light was on, shining
yellow.

“That should be Iroquois Cabin,” Dad said as the
road climbed even more steeply. “And up ahead…”

We went around the curve, and there it was, with a
big sign in the grass where the road widened into an enormous
parking lot: MOHAWK LODGE AND RESORT. It was a long, two-story
wooden building, and a yellow porch light was on by the front door.
There were some other wooden buildings on the other side of the
parking lot. Dad made a U-turn and parked, the headlights of the
SUV shining in the wispy mist that seemed to be rising out of the
grass. Another yellow light cast light on the other side of the big
building, and through the mist I could see that the lawn sloped
gradually downward to the silvery surface of a lake, glittering in
the moonlight.

I shook my head. It all seemed so—so familiar
somehow…but that had to be my imagination.

Dad shut the engine off, and the other two vehicles
also parked. He grinned at Mom and winked at me. “All right, I
guess we should get all checked in, don’t you think?”

I opened the door and climbed out. The night air was
heavy and damp enough to make me sweat, but it wasn’t that hot. I
yawned and stretched, and followed my parents inside. Just inside
the front door there was a small gift shop off to the right, with a
cash register on the counter. An enormous room stretched out in
front of me. An area that looked like a dining room was separated
off from the main room by a split-rail fence, and there were some
tables on this side of the fence as well. In the dining room, the
outside wall was lined with windows—but I couldn’t really see
anything other than mist through the glass. There were couches and
rocking chairs spread out around an enormous fireplace, and stuffed
animals lined the mantelpiece—I recognized a raccoon and an
armadillo. Deer heads and some shiny fish were mounted on the dark
paneled walls, glassy black eyes staring out over the room.

It kind of gave me the creeps.

A woman with long gray braids hanging from either
side of her head came through swinging doors just past the
fireplace that I assumed led to the kitchen. She was wearing a blue
denim shirt, jeans, and a white apron. She was wiping her hands on
the apron as she came toward us, a big smile on her face. “I was
getting worried about you,” she said when she reached us. “I’m Lisa
Bartlett. Welcome to Mohawk Lodge and Resort.”

“We’d have been here sooner but the directions—” Mom
started to say, but Dad cut her off quickly.

“We’re here now, that’s all that matters.” He held
out his hand. “Hank Thompson. This is my wife, Arlene, and our son,
Scotty.”

“We’re very delighted to have you here,” Mrs.
Bartlett said. Her smile hadn’t wavered at all, even when Mom had
started to get a little bitchy about the directions. “Let’s get you
all checked in. You’re the only guests we have right now—summer is
our slow season.”

Dad and Mom followed her into the gift shop, and I
wandered across the room to the split rails separating the dining
area from the living room. I took the step down into the dining
area and crossed over to the big plate-glass windows. I heard the
front door open and close behind me as others in our little group
came inside, and I could hear some talking but didn’t pay attention
to any of it as I stared down the long lawn to the surface of the
lake—Lake Thirteen. Something was nagging at me, but I couldn’t
quite put my finger on what it was. Every time I thought I almost
had a hold on whatever it was, it was gone. I sighed and pressed my
forehead against the glass. There was a porch running along that
side of the lodge, with a railing made of the same raw-looking
split wood. I could see tables and chairs made from unfinished wood
placed at even intervals along the porch, and there was a tire
swing hanging from a pine tree just at the far edge of the
lawn.

Everything seemed so familiar—like I’d been here
before.

But that wasn’t possible. I’d never been to Mohawk
Lodge before.

It didn’t make sense.

I shook my head and turned away from the window. I
couldn’t help but grin when I saw my mom hugging the Wolfes and the
Starks.

Our fathers were pledge brothers at Beta Kappa
fraternity at the University of Virginia. Our moms went there,
too—that’s where they all met. The three families took turns
choosing the group vacation destination—last year had been our
turn, and we’d chosen a beach house on Sanibel Island in Florida.
We’d been taken a little aback when the Wolfes chose this
place—they’d gone in the winter—but Mom and Dad were determined to
make the best of it. I’d done some web searches—Mom’s passion for
American history was going to require visits to nearby Fort William
Henry and Fort Ticonderoga. With Lake Thirteen right here, the
Hudson River a short drive away, and all kinds of hiking and bike
paths through the woods, there would be plenty to do during the
day.

At least, that’s what Mom kept saying, like she was
trying to convince herself.

“I know it’s silly,” Mom had said one night over
dinner, after the plans had been finalized, “but just the
name makes me nervous. Lake Thirteen? It
just seems unlucky, is all.” She shivered as she passed me a bowl
of garlic mashed potatoes. I tried to hide a smile without much
luck, and she made a face at me. “Laugh at me all you want,
mister,” she wagged a finger at me. “But I’ve got a bad
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