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  Introduction


Ihad a plan in 2020. Even before the pandemic hit, I had a plan. To be fair, I always have a plan. Sometimes, I stick to it; other times, it changes. I think we all know that it changed in March of 2020. I planned, as I wondered how long I would be stuck in the house, to write short stories and submit them to anthologies. I successfully did that with one story, but the rest sat unedited on my computer. It turned into a way to cope with the stress of the pandemic. The collection grew, but I was avoiding doing more with them. I kept telling myself the edits were overwhelming. 
In January 2021, as I got through my own block, I realized there were enough stories for their own collection. That is what you’re going to read on these pages, starting with the story I used as the title of this collection, “#RescueMe”. It was inspired by the stories I saw and heard about Fyre Festival. I watched the documentaries and kept wondering what hell would be like for those who attended.
The second story, “Red Eyes”, was intended for the 2021 anthology for the New England Horror Writers, which published “Does This Bring You Joy” (also in this collection). I didn’t finish in time, but it was a fun fit with the rest of the horror stories I was writing. After years of watching shows about hoarding, “The Hoard” had been in my head for years. It was something I quickly wrote and edited. I never found the right anthology for it. “Zombie Song” is a product of my love of zombie movies and my realization of how much noise we ignore. 
The final two stories were part of other collections. I love “Does This Bring You Joy.” I knew I was going to write it as soon as I read Marie Kondo’s books about organizing and binged her show. I was thrilled to be included in Wicked Women with this story. The final story, “Northanger After Dark,” was an idea that came to me during a trip to Disney World while researching for my rom-com novel, Northanger Parks. 
These aren’t the only stories I wrote during the eighteen months of the pandemic. Even as I write this, the pandemic continues, and I’m still primarily in the house, trying to cope by writing. I can’t wait for you to read these stories, and I hope you’ll want more!
Sara






  
  #RescueMe


Iwant to go home,” I whined to anyone listening. 
Nobody turned to look at me, but I’m confident that they all feel the same way. There are hundreds of us in this microscopic airport in the Caribbean, packed in, mostly unable to see what’s going on outside. The only windows are the doors in and the doors out. I’ve lost most of my possessions, and it feels like we’ve been here forever. 
Another person complains about something; I’m not listening. It’s like a competition to see who can whine the best. 
I wanted a story to tell my friends and pictures to share on ALL my social media. I wanted an adventure to share at parties and when I get old. All my grandparents had been at the original Woodstock. Both my parents had been to Woodstock 1994 (they skipped 1999), as well as Lalopoolza and all the other big festivals. Until we were born, they had spent summers in a tiny RV, following their favorite band. 
I could have gone to a lame, cliché music festival, but those were all fake corporate virtue-signaling events. They were everywhere now. I could've spent days in a hot, land-locked field with porta potties and seven-dollar bottled water, getting hosed down until everything was a mud pit. And without showers, so I'd spend the time covered in mud and who knows what else.  
This was supposed to be THE EVENT of my lifetime. I just can't remember the details now…

      [image: ]I do remember the plane ride to this island, but I can't remember which island anymore. We were supposed to be on a private jet. They had all these pictures and videos on Instagram and TikTok. Influencers and festival organizers showcased the fleet of jets they had booked, as well as the private cabanas they were building and how they swam with dolphins and stingrays.
I remember the cab ride to the airport, but I don’t remember which one or where I had come from. We were told to meet at the terminal for chartered flights. I clenched my passport throughout the ride and tried to take photos and videos for my accounts. I had to start over every time the cab hit a pothole or swerved to change lanes. The only sound in the cab was news radio in Spanish. I don’t remember what the cab driver looked like. 
I was already annoyed before he drove through the gates. According to my ticket, I had paid for a ride to the airport. I felt the heat flare across my face as we pulled up to find hundreds of other people waiting on the tarmac with mountains of designer luggage. Louis Vuitton’s famous monogram print was on so many pieces I wondered how people would distinguish their own when we got to the festival. My luggage was a cheap, hard black plastic. I had blown all my savings on this festival. I was using my father’s luggage.
I remember wondering how many people could fit on one plane and how many planes they had. At that moment, a large commercial jet rolled up to us. I don’t remember where it came from. I remember my disbelief, pulling up my detailed receipt of what I had paid for:
	A car to the airport from my house

	A private jet

	A private cabana for four with a bathroom

	Celebrity chef cooking our food

	A personal pavilion to enjoy the festival from



I had never been given details about my car to the airport, which was why I had arrived in a taxi. Had the private jet changed too? The airline was a discount company that didn’t have first or business class. I had emailed customer service, and the only option I had was to contact the festival organizers about the issue with my car ride, but I still hadn't gotten a response. I went to their Instagram account and found a new link to customer service had been added. I wanted a partial refund if I had to pay for my taxi and my private jet was a commercial airline. A grayed-out box popped up under my message, which gave me hope that someone would respond, but it stayed like that until they started boarding the plane.
I looked around at the others boarding the plane. They were all my age and were dressed in different styles. Some looked focused on comfort in yoga pants and leggings. Others were in boho chic looks with knit halter tops and big hats. A few were dressed in designer clothes and looked offended when expected to get on the plane. Everyone's phones were out as they took pictures and made videos. I paused to take some pictures and videos, trying my best not to look irritated and anxious.
“They had so many people sign up,” I heard some girl say as she filmed herself. “That they had to charter a bigger plane to get us all there!”
That was a logical explanation. It would probably have been too expensive to get a fleet of jets, given how many people were at the same airport. Maybe I had been close enough to the airport that I hadn’t gotten to fly on the private jet. I remember trying to recall which airport we were at, but I was pushed forward, and my focus shifted to finding my seat. 
“Is there WiFi?” someone asked a flight attendant as we all got settled in our seats.
“Sorry, we don’t provide that,” he said. 
“Not even for a fee?”
I saw the fight attendant shake his head and give a fake smile. I turned to the lady next to me to commiserate, but she had already put a mask over her eyes, earbuds in her ears, and her head was resting on a neck pillow. Her purse, stashed under the seat, was a Hermes Birkin bag. I recognized it from other Instagrammers but couldn’t tell if it was real. Her sandals looked like designer shoes, and she had large diamond earrings hanging from her lobes. I could see that her makeup was flawlessly applied. She clutched her phone in her perfectly manicured hands. Her nails were bright red and came to a sharp point. My brother called this style talons. I wasn’t sure how comfortable she would be at a music festival, even one as extravagant as this one.
I was in sneakers and jeans. I planned on applying my makeup in the taxi, but that hadn’t been possible. My followers knew what to expect from me, all ten thousand of them. They knew my feed was casual and my platform about being comfortable. I looked at the woman next to me, who applied her lip gloss while she talked to the camera and questioned what I was doing. I didn’t want my followers to see my doubt, so I put my phone on airplane mode as we took off. 

      [image: ]The storm began as soon as we reached cruising altitude. Thunder boomed, and lightning flashed all around the plane. Turbulence prevented any snack or drink service, not that my stomach could have ingested anything. I don't remember falling asleep, but I must have because it didn't seem too long before we landed. The island sky was clear and beautiful—the same color as the water we passed over.  
After we landed, I remember being herded into a smaller propeller plane. I was lucky to be one of the few people on the first puddle jumper. The flight was so loud and bumpy that I couldn't hear the safety instructions from the flight attendant, and I was sure I was going to throw up. I remember taking a deep breath and relaxing when I saw the white sand and sharks swimming in the water below.
"Don't worry," the girl next to me said. "Minnie Carney said they swam with the sharks, and nobody got hurt."
I couldn't remember who Minnie Carney was, but I’d seen that too. I had been excited about the possibility of swimming with them, but I wasn’t sure if that was part of the event or just something to entice us. As we flew over the coast, I noticed large white tents were being set up. I had paid for a cabana, so those had to be the personal pavilions where we would watch the bands. I didn’t see where the stage was and was confused. Maybe they were for people who had less expensive packages. In the distance, people milled around a pool deck at a beach house. That must be one of the cabanas, I remember thinking. Everything will be fine. I didn’t think to look for more houses as I sank back into my seat, the anxiety leaving my body.
My heart sank when we deplaned and were escorted to long yellow school buses. Other people already
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