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  1 - Dennis


  She came out of nowhere. One minute the road was all snow, the next a woman stood in the middle of Dennis’s lane. He eased down on the brake—didn’t slam it—but a layer of snow covered the back road. The old Camry went into a spin and time dragged, almost to a halt. The headlights splashed light on his surroundings as he rotated.


  Pine trees covered in snow.


  Road.


  Pine trees.


  The woman wore a thin white dress and no shoes. Her feet didn’t touch the ground.


  That couldn’t be right, must have been because of the spinning.


  Dennis didn’t crank the wheel, didn’t mash on the brakes. He eased off the accelerator, and let the car slow and crunch to a halt in a snow bank. He hadn’t been going fast to begin with, and living up here in Rocky Rhodes, Maine, you learned at an early age how to drive in the snow.


  The car faced in the opposite direction, so he put it in reverse, and got himself turned back around. He’d left a Camry grill-print in the snow bank, but didn’t think he’d done too much damage to the car.


  The woman still stood in the road. His headlights lit her in a halo of falling snow. He put his hazards on, lighting the night in flashing orange. He reached for the door handle.


  Then stopped. He had places to be. He’d had a few drinks at Sully’s, and couldn’t afford to deal with the cops right now, whiskey on his breath. She didn’t look right, as if she were drifting in some other reality. A short story thrust itself in his mind; he couldn’t remember the name, about a little vampire girl out in the snow. She hadn’t left footprints either. When someone stopped, she’d drink their blood. It was almost enough to make him put the car back in drive and head on his way to Mary Beth Stanton’s house, where she waited with beer and video games and if he was lucky, a nice warm bed.


  But what would he do tomorrow when he read about the dead woman online? Could he live with that?


  The answer, very nearly, was yes. He went so far as to put the car back in drive, and he almost got his foot off the brake.


  She stood in the road, swaying ever so slightly. She was beautiful. Like, really beautiful.


  She wasn’t his problem. So wasn’t his problem. He weighed the pros of seeing Mary Beth this much sooner over cons of the secret, gnawing guilt he’d likely carry with him the rest of his life if this woman died. He’d be as good as a murderer if he didn’t help her.


  Then he slammed the shifter up into park and got out.


  In the quiet forest outside the car, the occasional glob of snow plopped from the pine boughs overhead. Winter had taken the forest and muffled it.


  “Miss?” His voice sounded miserably loud and incredibly stupid.


  She seemed to see him, but didn’t move.


  “Are you okay? Do you need a ride somewhere?” Stupid questions one and two. Most people don’t stand barefoot in a snowstorm. Something about her, though, seemed off. It wasn’t right. Alarm bells screamed in his mind. He’d read too many horror stories, seen too many movies, for this to be okay.


  But none of that shit was real. This wasn’t Jerusalem’s Lot, this was Rocky Rhodes, the worst-named town in northern Maine. No matter how much he wished it, vampires weren’t real. None of it was. The chick was probably a victim of domestic violence; some dirt bag dumped her out here and she needed to get warm and get a coat on. He thought about his own mother safely ensconced for the winter in her West Palm Beach condo, and his sister, finishing her master’s in Boulder. What would he do if some dick blew past his sister if it were she standing out here?


  The thought galvanized him into action. He shrugged his coat off and went to the woman. She followed his movements with dull eyes, her expression never changing. She must be in shock. He wrapped his coat around the girl’s shoulders. Everything about her seemed soft, but not in a sexy way. It was as though she wasn’t fully formed—Dennis cast the thought from his mind.


  He led her to the car. Shivering in the cold, he opened the door for her, and helped her inside. She stared straight ahead as he hurried around to the driver’s-side door. He took one last look where she’d been standing. No footprints. His coat hung on her shoulders, so she had some substance. She had to, right? In the minutes since he’d taken his coat off, snow accumulated on his shoulders and head. Snow must have covered her tracks. With accumulation like they got tonight, it made sense.


  He glanced at the tracks he left, and didn’t entirely buy it.


  Who cared? He was freezing his ass off out here, and now he had to go all the way back to town. Mary Beth was going to be pissed. He would have called her, but he didn’t have service. No one ever had service in Rocky Rhodes, not unless you went up the hill by the post office and tilted your phone just right, west toward Greenville. He could call her when he got to town, and could probably pick up a bottle of Jack to make her happy. Mary Beth loved her Jack.


  He didn’t want to get back in the car, but he stood in the cold wearing only a T-shirt. Something rustled out in the night, outside the normal snow sounds. Sounded like something large. He looked around, but the lights from his car only illuminated a small cone of brightness. The hazards intermittently lit the night orange. He got in, and put the car in drive, carefully executing a three-point turn to get himself turned back toward town. He glanced over at the woman. Her slack gaze led out the windshield, where the snow fell harder than ever. Dammit, if he made if back to town, he might not be able to get back out to Mary Beth’s.


  Oh well, he sighed in his head. The price one pays for being the Good Samaritan.


  He headed for town.


  2 - Angela


  Angela Warren stole a sip of ice water before refilling coffees for Mark Haddon and Lou Marshall. They paused their conversation to thank her. She looked at them through her eyelashes and managed a smile as a cramp tore through her.


  “Plow truck hit his car. Was stopped in the middle of River Road.”


  “And that’s what killed him?”


  “Not sure. The car was empty. Fulla blood, though.”


  “Whaddaya mean, full of blood?”


  “It was everywhere in the car. Wasn’t no body, though.”


  Angela pulled herself away. It looked like Beau Christie and his quiet wife Eve were ready to order. She hadn’t known Dennis very well; he was three years ahead of her in school. Still, she’d known him, and it seemed strange to think he wouldn’t be around anymore in his black gaming T-shirts, talking about science fiction and horror movies.


  Outside, in the aftermath of last night’s storm, the snow sparkled in the sun. Pretty to look at, maybe, but it couldn’t entirely hide the depressed nature of Rocky Rhodes.


  Eight more months in this shithole town. Then college and freedom.


  “What can I get you this morning?” She plastered a smile on her face that she didn’t feel.


  Beau ordered for them both and Eve kept her eyes on the placemat. It wasn’t a very interesting placemat—a maze and a word search in the middle, local ads all around. It hadn’t been changed or updated in as long as Angela could remember, at least the past four years. She knew where every single breakfast-themed word could be found. They popped out at her now, unbidden.


  “What can I get you to drink, Eve?”


  “She’ll have orange juice and a coffee. Thanks, darlin’.” Beau ran his eyes over the front of her shirt, and she turned away. She could feel his eyes crawling over her ass. They didn’t have to wear a uniform, thank god, but she got better tips when she dressed it up. She handed in the order to Jason, the cook, and went back to her ice water.


  Would Beau have been checking her out if he’d known what she’d done just two short days ago? At eight weeks, the fetus is the size of a raspberry and you can already see little arms and legs.


  And she’d killed it.


  The bell over the door tinkled.


  “Ange, why don’t you take a break?” Jason came out of the kitchen and around to the front. “I got this.”


  Oh no. She looked up to see Nate. Handsome, rugged, football star, well-driller Nate. Angela melted into the kitchen. She heard him asking after her.


  “Bad timing, bro,” Jason said. “Just went on break.”


  “Get her.”


  “I think she’s in the can.”


  “I’ll wait.”


  “Sorry, Nate. No loitering.”


  “I’ll order something.”


  “I don’t serve assholes like you. Get out of here, man.”


  Angela leaned on the kitchen door, listening. Jason had been in both Afghanistan and Iraq. She hoped Nate wouldn’t mess with him. She wouldn’t want to feel responsible if Jason got arrested for kicking the crap out of Nate.


  Sweat pooled between her breasts and in the small of her back. Partly because of the hot kitchen, but Nate had this effect on her.


  Go away, go away, go away.


  “You’ll tell her I was here?” Nate asked.


  Another voice chimed in. “I’m out of coffee!” That was Beau.


  She needed Nate to go away so she could do her job. She looked up and blinked a lot, trying to keep tears at bay.


  The bell jingled again but she didn’t move from her spot until Jason came back to the kitchen.


  “He’s gone. Beau’s getting shitty about wanting a coffee refill.”


  “Thanks,” she murmured.


  Jason squeezed her shoulder with a strong hand. She couldn’t look at his face, so she looked at the tattoos on his arm.


  “You want me to take care of him?”


  Yes. Oh, God, yes.


  “Nah, he’s just a pain in the ass.”


  “You’re looking a little white.”


  She felt a little white. Or a lot white.


  She could move away now, but that would cut into her savings. Right now she lived with Dad rent free. Anywhere else she’d start having to pay. Here she could use Dad’s old Crown Vic, but he made it clear she couldn’t bring it with her. Once she got to school in the fall, she’d live on campus and wouldn’t need a car, but if she moved away now?


  “Ange?”


  “I’m okay.”


  “Coffee?” Beau shouted.


  Angela saw Eve twitch when he raised his voice.


  “I’m good, Jason, thank you.”


  He frowned at her, but went back to the kitchen. Angela plastered on her best Waitress Smile and took the coffee over to Beau’s table.


  “Jeez, Beau! Can’t a girl powder her nose?”


  


  3 - Mary Beth


  Mary Beth probably shouldn’t have been driving the car. But Dennis was dead.


  He hadn’t been her boyfriend. She was careful to escape the label—down that road lay marriage and kids and all sorts of other bullshit. Without the label, though, it meant she’d only lost “that guy she played a lot of World of Warcraft and Halo with and fucked sometimes” and it left her empty.


  Ginger rode shotgun. She passed the handle of Allen’s Coffee Brandy and Mary Beth took a big swig. The car swerved on the mostly clear roads and Sherri giggled from the back.


  Ke$ha blasted from the car’s tinny speakers. If she drank enough, if the music blared loud enough, if Sherri and Ginger didn’t get too far away, she’d be all right.


  “What’s that?” Ginger pointed out the windshield. Mary Beth needed more washer fluid, so it was kinda hard to see, but they all looked where Ginger pointed.


  “Is it a woman?” Sherri asked.


  The night was dark, and the shape indistinct in the shadows.


  “What’s she wearing?”


  They were past her before they could get a good look.


  “Put some clothes on, slut!” Sherri screamed out the back window. Mary Beth had no idea how Sherri could have seen what the woman wore.


  By the time they got to Paradise Lost, Mary Beth had forgotten about the woman. Paradise Lost lost its liquor license, so it had been downgraded to a “Dance Hall.” You had to BYOB, but Rusty, who worked the bar, had some stuff in the back you could buy under the table. Dennis hated Paradise Lost, one more too-cute name in Rocky Rhodes. He’d preferred to sit at home, lost in his online world. He liked it best when she’d been in that world with him. She did too, to be honest, but she’d fired up her computer today and let the satellite Internet fire up, logged in to WOW and found she couldn’t do it. Her trailer seemed too big and too lonely.


  Parking was something of a free-for-all in the Lost’s dirt lot. She deposited her Subaru wagon, and the girls got out. She gazed up at the twinkling stars, glittering diamonds in the black sky. Dennis mentioned something about a meteor shower last week. He’d talked about taking her out to the old ranger station to look at it, but they’d stayed in instead. Stupid.


  “The scene here is pathetic.” Sherri was always such a downer. She’d spent a year at USM in Portland before dropping out, and apparently that was enough to give her a holier-than-thou complex that always seemed to come out when she drank. She fancied herself a sophisticate, but Mary Beth knew the truth—no one north of Bangor was anything close to sophisticated. You could take it a step further even and say no one north of Portland, or maybe Freeport. Summer people and ski people didn’t count.


  It was why Mary Beth didn’t give a shit. She wanted to eat cookies for dinner? She ate cookies. Visit the gym? Rocky Rhodes didn’t have one, so that was out. Who cared if she was big? Dennis hadn’t. No one online did.


  The patrons of the Lost were another story. She tipped up her chin and pretended she didn’t care what they said about her.


  Nate sat at the bar in his leather jacket, nursing a beer. It was way too cold for a leather jacket, but Nate put looking cool above all else. Ginger thought he was to die for, Mary Beth kind of thought he was a creep. Ginger sat next to him, Mary Beth took the next stool, and Sherri wandered off.


  “Hey, handsome, why the long face?” Ginger asked.


  As if she had to ask. Angela Warren was why the long face, she’d moved back to her dad’s place. Ginger’d been railing against her all evening, calling her a bitch, a slut, saying he probably threw her out, et cetera, et cetera. But Mary Beth doubted it, and thought Ange finally smartened up and cut her losses.


  Nate took Ginger in a long hug. Guys loved Ginger…until they didn’t. Mary Beth tried to remember if Nate and Ginger had ever hooked up, but it was all fuzzy.


  She looked away from the hug. Dennis gave the best hugs. She guzzled the coffee brandy, hoping it might keep her memories at bay. It was like she couldn’t even start to process he was gone, a part of her brain assured her it wasn’t true.


  They hadn’t found a body, that part of her brain reminded her. So not helpful. With the amount of blood in the car, finding him alive would be next to impossible. But they said there were issues with the blood—they couldn’t match it to him with 100% confidence.


  “Can I tell you something?” Nate asked Ginger. He meant his voice to be sincere, but to Mary Beth he sounded like a snake. Ginger’s eyes got big and wide and she nodded, happy to be co-conspirator. Nate was talking too loud. And no one told Ginger anything. “You can’t tell anyone.” For the first time he acknowledged Mary Beth, too. “You can keep a secret, right?”


  “I’ll take it to my grave.” If Nate detected the river of sarcasm in her voice, he kept it to himself.


  He took a dramatic swig of his beer.


  “I was going to be a father.”


  Oh holy shit. Ange, no.


  “I threw Angie out because—” His voice broke and Ginger pounced all over that shit, but Mary Beth thought it sounded staged. “She got an abortion against my wishes. She murdered our son.”


  He spoke too loud. He was an asshole. Holy shit, he was an asshole. She wanted to get up
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