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SARA

When I was a child I disliked bugs, like most little girls. I thought they were gross and creepy. When I moved away from home I moved to a one bedroom apartment built in the mid 1920’s. Unknown to me it was infested by spiders. I was unaware of their presence for two years until one day a baby spider came down from the ceiling as I sat on the couch. I watched it slide down; then squashed it. When I looked up, hundreds crawled above me. 

One night a few years ago I woke up in the early morning hours for no apparent reason I could fathom. I walked downstairs towards the living room and saw the largest spider web I have ever seen. It was spun from ceiling to floor and the width of a door. I stood there frozen, scanning the web. I saw no spider, where was it? Carefully I walked to the kitchen and grabbed a straw broom and nudged toward the web and with a large swoosh knocked down the web door. Nothing stirred. Something in my mind whispered, the pillow. I focused my attention on a pillow on the couch and used the broom to knock the pillow off and onto the floor. A spider the size of my fist was sitting there. I made a swing at it, it jumped toward my head, I ducked as it flew over me. My heart was beating in my chest so loud I heard no other sounds, the blood rushed to my ears until they throbbed and sounded like the waves of the ocean. The spider landed on the wall and with quick agility I swept it down to the floor, as it landed I beat it with all the strength I could muster inside of me. I could not flee, I had to fight. I beat it to death without mercy until I saw no signs of life and a beige goo ran from its fat abdomen.

I opened the front door and swept the dead carcass outside off the steps and on to the pathway. I breathed a sigh of relief. I turned back to look at my apartment, a major cleaning was now in order, and bug bombs, many, many bug bombs.

As I began cleaning, at that time I was unaware of the many eyes upon me. I was now the spider queen and they were my loyal subjects.
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JOHN

“Man down!” The air was so thick with clouds of sand; my breath labored. Empty shells rained down from the heavens. Eyes scanned the huge dunes seeking the enemy. A man moved across, I fired the M4A1; the rounds hit the edge where the sand and the dunes met; the man still moved. I looked up; a thin white line appeared over our unit. “Incoming!” I heard someone shout in the distance. My vision twirled around me, my chest felt heavy, I tried to get up, a whisper in the wind said “stay down John”. Visions above me blurred and the sands spun as if a giant had pulled a plug on an enormous drain. Spinning, the spinning was uncontrollable. I knew it was all in my brain, but all that I could make out was the beautiful blue sky.

I opened my eyes to the sounds of twittering birds, the sun streamed through thin white curtains. My throat dry, I swear I could feel grains of sand adhering to my tongue. My muscles ached and twitched. A thin layer of perspiration covered my body making the sheets stick as I sat up. Fuel, the smell engulfed my nostrils, but it was not real. It was nothing more than a Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder phantom. At least I was sleeping now, but the question was did I want to? The depression was subsiding as well. Swinging my legs off the bed I stood and walked; a quiet foot fell on the plush carpet. No noise. Why was it so damn quiet around here? I walked to the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. Grabbing the plastic amber colored bottle I paused. Looking down at the white label Kirsh, John it read.

I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, staring deep, mesmerized by my own eyes. Years of therapy, drugs, and still I could not find John Kirsh there.

My last tour of Afghanistan left me with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. I was in the Army, Special Operations in the Psychological Unit. Most days officers from my unit had no direct experience with gunfire, but I was a higher ranking official, so my expertise in these operations meant high danger as well. My time in the Army was now over; I became a Private Investigator. My first case lay on the dresser in a manila folder. Justin Donnelly, twenty-seven, Bartender, cause of death, massive amounts of spider venom. Spider punctures found covering the victims’ entire body. “Hmm” I heard myself say. How does that happen?

Staring back down at the bottle I twisted the white cap and threw two pills in my mouth, washing it down with water I cupped in my hand. I swiped my mouth with the back of my hand and stared again at my reflection, I smirked. What antics were going to befall me this time around? I showered and got dressed without haste even though I had nowhere to go until later this evening. 

I picked up the manila folder and opened it. There was a picture of Justin inside and some information from Justin’s parents that I had written down after interviewing them.

Justin’s parents like all parents in this situation felt deep distraught, they were fed up and tired of the police and their detectives telling them that they will handle it but not getting anywhere. Justin was their only child, great was their grief. Justin’s father was hit by his death the greatest as most fathers are with their sons, their only sons, but he hid it from his wife, trying to be strong for her.

If I fall apart then we all fall apart, Justin’s father must have said to himself each time he thought of his son. I sat in the same spot until I noticed the room getting dark; it was almost time to go. I was nervous, but my military mind kicked in. What was I afraid of? I grabbed my jacket and placed a small writing pad in the inner pocket with a pen.

Opening the door of my apartment I turned back to look at the vast darkness. Unaware of where this case would lead me, but if I could survive war, I could survive what would come.
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NOWHERE

The air was thick and hot at Club Nowhere. The crush of bodies, the throbbing rhythm, the flashes of light. John had no clue that there were places like this in Canyon Creek. His eyes squinted in the darkness. For one second he saw a flash of bright white light and distant sounds, screams; frozen with panic he felt fear. John shook his head for a moment and closed his eyes as the flashback went away. He walked around scanning faces in the crowd; spotted the bar and went toward it. His gaze sweeping the bar seeking eyes that could give him answers.

“What can I get you?” the bartender stood before John wiping down a pub glass.

“Got any ale?”

“You’re a cop,” said a female voice.

John turned around. A petite woman with a Cleopatra type hairstyle, which may or may not have been a wig stood next to him. He watched her dark painted lips as they sipped a blue drink. 

“What makes you say that?”

“You need to ask? You really stick out. You sure are a big guy. You’re either a cop or a dad lookin’ for his runaway daughter.”

John's eyes washed over the sea of swaying sweating bodies. The petite woman turned toward the bar and played with the dark cherry in her glass, making it swim in the pool of blue. He thought she was right, he did stick out, he did look like a police detective; well at least the stereotype of one. He was tall, (at least six foot two); broad, with big shoulders. On second thought, not a detective; maybe an undercover. John kept up his personal appearance, nice short fade hair, and a light beard and moustache.

“I have a feeling you may know who I am looking for, and I’m not a cop. I’m a Private Investigator; and who might you be?”

“Patricia Stone. I’m not a clairvoyant, but maybe I can clear things up.”

John stared at her. “Young woman, early to mid -twenties, hair, like yours but....”

“1950’s style.”

“Yes, her name is Sara, Sara Winters. I heard that she’s a dancer here.”

“If I say yes, what do I get in return for my gracious help?” Her flirting was sweet and sarcastic.

“I don’t know? But I am curious....”

“Aren’t we all?” she interrupted. Her smile was wicked as she picked up the cherry; it played on her tongue.

“Ah, no, I’m curious, why are you so eager to give up Sara to someone you just met in a bar?" John eyed her as a great pause lingered in the air. “She do something to piss you off?” her then wicked smile turned dower, her eyes grew cold. Anger began to cross over her face.

“She always seems to get whatever she wants. My job, my apartment, my boyfriends...!”

“Easy now, she took all these things?”

“No, not exactly,” shaking her head. John's eyebrows raised in question.

“We applied for the same job, apartment....”

“Boyfriends?” he now smirked.

“Oh, you got jokes.” She rolled her eyes like a tween girl talking to her father. “Guys like her, more than me I guess.”

“Is that her problem, or yours?” quipped John. “She just sounds lucky to me.”

“Luck!” she scoffed. She looked around the club then moved closer to John. “I’ve seen strange things, there’s something weird about her. We lived in the same apartment building at one point you know.”

John's eyes narrowed. “Strange, how?”

“She likes spiders.”

“I don’t see what’s so strange about that, odd yes, strange no.”

Moving in even closer she whispered. “Not strange? Once I saw her in the laundry room of our apartment building talking to a spider.”

John’s eyebrows rose up. “Talking to it?”

Her eyes wide, like a scared child, slow, her head nodded up and down  

“I’m confused...how...?”

“Talking! Don’t you get it?”

John stroked his hand over his hair. Was this chick on crack or what? “Please explain how it would be possible for someone to talk to another species.”

“She was folding her clothes on the table, then a spider came down from the ceiling in front of her, a big hairy one.”

“She jump?”

“No, she seemed pleased to see it, she was smiling, happy. The spider hung there, then sat on the table, and it stayed there for like five minutes.”

“Maybe it was frozen in fear?”

“No way, if you saw this spider you would be the one frozen in fear. Then another one crawled up the table from the floor and sat next to the other one.”

John's interest had now peaked. Even though it sounded like it was out of some fantastic realm of make believe. “How many of them sat before her in the laundry room?”

“Four. I couldn’t believe it,” Patricia looked around then whispered, “It was crazy. When I moved from where I was hiding, one of the spiders turned toward me, then Sara turned her head in my direction.”

“Did she see you?”

“I didn’t think so until...”

John waited until she gathered herself. “She cornered me in the lobby a few days after what I saw her doing in the laundry room. She repeated a private conversation I had about her, verbatim.”

“You talked about what you saw to someone? Do you think she heard it elsewhere?”

“Not possible. I talked to only one person about what I saw that day and that was my sister, on the phone, in my apartment.”

John was not fazed by what she had said. This story sounded like fabrication, not based in any reality whatsoever. Patricia kept looking at John as if to say please believe me.

She sighed, “My sister lives in another city, nowhere near here. Sara recited my private conversation exactly. Her words hovered in uncomfortable silence in the air. “How could she know?”

“Did you know Justin Donnelly, Sara’s boyfriend?”

“You mean Justin Donnelly, my ex-boyfriend, high school sweetheart?”

John took a deep breath and narrowed his eyes. “Were you there the night when he had the accident?”

“Accident my ass! It was Sara, she killed Justin.”

“He died from an allergy to spider venom. The last time I checked, Sara Winters was a human, not an insect.”

“Those spiders, they listen to her, she killed him!”

Something quick moved in John's line of vision, he turned toward it; it was Sara. Someone had tipped her off. 

When she saw John she ran out an exit door. He pushed through the thick mash of human bodies, reaching the door not too long after Sara had. 

Looking both ways he guessed her direction. There was a hard rain coming down, but he spotted Sara running several yards ahead. She pushed open two heavy doors of what appeared to be a warehouse.

Sara, tired and out of breath, had not run this fast since she was a kid. She had not the faintest idea who the man following her was; she just knew she had to get away. When she looked over her shoulder she could see that he was still there, chasing her. She wasn’t going to lose him as easy as she thought. She looked around for somewhere to hide, damn it, nowhere to run. This place had an upstairs, it had a captain’s walk, Sara saw a metal ladder attached and climbed it; the whole place was empty except for this metal cabinet around a sharp corner. She opened the cabinet doors and there were a bunch of spider webs in it, but no spiders, this would have to do.

Sara was fast; she picked up speed even though John had only been yards away from her when she entered the warehouse. When John came inside he heard metal creaking, she was there, somewhere. The place was semi dark, the further back you looked the darker and more ominous the feeling. More metal sounds, the place was huge there was no way John could search the whole place, not in this light, so he called out to her. “Sara, I know you’re here. I just want to talk to you about your boyfriend Justin,” his voice bounced off the walls. “Sara, I want to know what happened. My name is John Kirsh, I’m not a cop, I’m a Private Investigator hired by the Donnelly family,” he looked all around, nothing stirred. “They want to know what happened to their son. They need answers, they need the truth. The police aren’t here, it’s just you and me, please, they need to know. I know you were there with Justin that night,” Nothing. “Why are you hiding Sara? Did you kill Justin, people are saying you did.”

“I didn’t kill him... I didn’t mean for anyone to get hurt. I-I-I can’t, I don’t know how to control them.”

Sara now stood behind the railing on the captain’s walk, looking down on John. From downstairs he looked up at her. She was very pretty, in good shape, like she may have been a cheerleader in high school. John was sure that she was one of the popular girls.

“You’re not in any trouble; I just want to talk to you.”

A dark shadow moved across the rafters. A low creak and quick movements caught John's gaze.

“They’re here, please leave!”

“Who’s here, who are you afraid of Sara?”

“Just leave, please!” Sara begged, her voice cracked, tears formed in her eyes.

The room began to grow darker despite the huge windows. There was a sense of doom; all John could hear was his heart beat. Was this real? Moving shadows crossed each other, shutting out the sun that streamed through after the rain. His eyes blinked in disbelief. Fast but faint footsteps approached from behind. John spun around in instinct, he drew his weapon. Sara stopped in her tracks. 

Her voice was now calm, something bad was about to happen. “Listen to me. You stay, you die. They always know where I am.”

John blinked as sweat mixed with rain fell from his forehead, obscuring his vision;  stinging his eyes. Just a moment ago she was upstairs in full view, now she was standing right next to him, how was that possible, was his mind playing tricks on him? “Who are you hiding; the killer?”

A low rumble echoed in the hollow room, his eyes went upward. Sara kicked the gun from John's hand and he grabbed her arm. She flipped herself over and jumped on his back. He reared his head back trying to head butt her, but she followed the motion of his body weight and they fell backwards. Sara moved her knees to John's neck and squeezed them together. He tried to roll to the side to shake her off, but she was so strong for someone so tiny. He grabbed her shins but there was nothing he could do to get her off, his breath began to slow. The light faded to black.
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MEET THE QUEEN

John woke up to the early morning light; it must have been at least 6:45 in the morning. He felt a cool wash cloth on his forehead and sat up; John was lying in a bedroom that was not his. The room was pretty average in size, full size bed, dresser with mirror and two night stands sat on each side of the bed. On the dresser were pictures, some of Sara alone and some with her and various people, people that he had not met, yet. Knick knacks and figurines also sat there reminding him of his grandma’s fireplace mantle. John got up slow, his body was sore and a furious throbbing engulfed his head. The bedroom door was ajar; he could smell fresh brewed coffee, bacon, eggs, and maybe pancakes. With caution he walked through the door. A good sized living room and kitchen with a bar style counter decorated in red made him think of this diner that was near his apartment. Three stools lined up in front of the counter, and in front of two of the stools on the counter lay two plates with breakfast and two mugs of coffee.

“Do you like creamer?” called out a voice. The refrigerator door closed and there stood Sara holding a bottle of creamer.

“Yes, thanks,” John grunted as he rubbed the back of his neck.

“Sorry about that.”

“How did you get me here?”

“I carried you,” she answered matter of fact.

“You, all by yourself? That is not even close to being possible,” John looked for the truth in her eyes. She held on to her poker face, refusing to flinch. It was either the truth or she was a very good liar. "How?" John heard himself say.

“Did you know that some insects have incredible strength? They’re often able to lift objects weighing several times their own body weight,” she stated as the white creamer flowed down, filling the mugs.

“What does that have to do with you?”

“Watching insects gives you some insight....”

John with curtness cut her off. ... "You are going to stand there and tell me that a woman who is around five foot three, about 105 pounds is able to throw a six foot two man over her shoulder and carry him like a sack of potatoes? Do you know how crazy you sound right now? You know what; I do not believe that for a second.”

“You can believe whatever you want... I don’t even know your name,” she stuttered.

“John Kirsh, remember?”

“Well John Kirsh you believe what you will.”

“Well I don’t believe that,” he sat down on one of the stools; Sara rounded the counter and sat next to him.

“Sometimes you have to believe the unbelievable.”

He glanced at her, he could spot a liar at ten paces. In the army John saw the good and the bad. She had the most sincere eyes, and he believed that he was a pretty good judge of character. It was also his job to assess people. He had no doubt that she would not hurt a fly. But as an investigator his sole purpose was to find the truth and behind her sincere eyes could lay a killer.

He had to stay neutral; this was not his fight, it was not personal. While John was already there he took the opportunity to ask Sara the questions that were on his mind. “Sara what happened to Justin that night?”

Sara’s sudden change in demeanor was obvious, she was re-playing the events that took place that night, her mind absorbing past events, the visions of Justin’s alleged accident locked; a paused video burned in her memory. “We were fighting, it got pretty heated,” Sara looked down, hypnotized by the caramel color liquid of the coffee that sat before her. 

“Justin got crazy, started throwing things.”

“What was the argument about?”

“I caught Justin with another woman, Patricia, his ex- girlfriend.”

“Why was he so angry, he’s the one who got caught, right?”

“He lied about it; I told him I don’t believe his story. Told him that he had to leave, I was done, and we were done. He grabbed my arm, got rough and pushed me to the floor. Then I ran off.”

“Where did you go?”

“I went to a friend’s apartment to cool down and focus. Amber, Amber Reynolds; hid out there for a few days. Called my apartment’s landline a few times; no answer. At first I thought that maybe he had already moved, but I was afraid that he may still be there so I called his cell, no answer. Amber drove me home and waited outside in her car, she was able to wait for my call before she drove away to make sure everything was cool,” Sara’s eyes began to swell with tears. “Amber was going to alert me if she saw Justin outside so I would have enough time to get away if he showed up,” she sighed so deep to catch her breath it seemed that all of her breath had left her lungs.

“When I got to my apartment and opened the door...” Sara grabbed her chest; the tears that she held back now flowed over her cheeks. “Justin was there lying on the floor, the room was so cold, he wasn‘t moving,” Sara could not hold back any longer and great sobs escaped her lips and her body shaking, hunched over. Her hand covered her mouth to muffle the whimpers. John refused to interrupt or try to console her even though the pause was wretched.

“Then what?” John questioned, his voice steady and calm hoping she would mimic him. Sara took a deep breath and tried to calm down.

“The next thing I remember I woke up at the hospital, they said I was in shock, I fainted. I still take valium for my nerves.”

“Sara?”

“Yes?”

“Why are you still living in this apartment?” Sara’s body tensed and the grip on her coffee mug got tighter.

"I-I don’t know.”

“This intrigues me,” John bemused. “Why would someone continue to live in an apartment where a dead body was found?”

“I wanted to stay close to Justin, I guess,” Sara said looking down at the floor.

A lie. 

“People grieve in their own way, there is no right or wrong.” John was going to get to the truth of this starting with her friend Amber. He turned to Sara who was staring at the now cold scrambled eggs on her plate. “Thank you for bringing me here,” John said, rubbing the back of his head as he got up from the stool. He felt around his pocket and pulled out a business card. “If you need to talk, or you remember anything else that may be of importance, call me. My cell number is the second number, I answer it 24/7.”

“24/7,” Sara looked up at me. “The past haunts you too, don’t you sleep?” Sara murmured.

John placed the card on the counter next to her plate. Sara turned away and stared at it. John walked out of her apartment with more questions than answers. He was going to find the truth no matter how unbelievable.

It was not hard finding Amber Reynolds. Where she worked or lived. She is very social and likes to talk, good skills for a waitress. John walked in and sat at the counter. Amber was easy to spot; she and Sara looked very much alike. They shared the same hairstyle; if Amber was not wearing a uniform she would dress like Sara as well. Very typical of young women who hung out together in groups; like with high school cliques. John picked up a menu even though he was not hungry; his hands always seem to have a need to be busy. Amber stood before him with a coffee carafe in her hand.

“Coffee?”

“Yes, please,” he watched Amber flip over the coffee mug that sat in its saucer in front of him, filling it with dark liquid..

“You know Sara, Sara Winters?” John asked with all casualness, bringing the coffee mug to his lips.

“Yeah, how do you know her?” she asked while placing one leather cuffed wristed hand on her hip, carafe still in the other.

“I’m a Private Investigator.”

“I figured you weren’t a cop.”

“Oh,” John said, raising his eyebrows. “Most people think I am and won’t talk to me.”

“I see cops here all the time, I know cops. You’re in too good of shape to be one of them,” Amber snickered.

“How long have you known Sara?”

“We go way back; kids. My dad is a martial arts teacher, we met in his classes. Best friends forever since then.” That would explain her prowess in the warehouse, but not the carrying part of it. John took a good
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