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	See you in the shadows,
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Mister Rattlebones
By Ian Fortey

	 

	Selena stood in front of the mirror. In the darkness of the bathroom, she could see nothing at all. Someone giggled and there was a scratching sound. Kylie’s lighter sparked to life, bathing the girls in an orange-yellow glow. Behind them, LeighAnn, Caroline, and Bree stood shoulder to shoulder, everyone trying to look into the mirror. It was the only way you could summon Mister Rattlebones.

	“What the hell do we do now?” Bree asked. Caroline laughed, pushing her friend before being pushed back. Kylie held up her hand.

	“This is serious! If you want this to work, you need to show respect,” she insisted, sounding far too serious.

	“Re-speck!” Bree said, nodding dramatically.

	“Oh my God, we’re all idiots,” Selena said, smiling at her own reflection. Kylie held the lighter closer to the mirror, briefly making eye contact in the reflection.

	“He won’t come if you’re not serious, that’s all I’m saying,” Kylie said.

	“I don’t think mirror monsters have a good track record for showing up no matter how serious you are,” Caroline pointed out.

	“That’s because people aren’t serious. You think people just make this stuff up?” Kylie said. She sounded very serious herself, but Selena knew her best friend well enough to know she was loving every minute of this.

	“Yes. Yes, I do,” Caroline said. Bree and LeighAnn laughed. Selena held hers in for just a moment.

	“But!” Kylie began, cutting them off “Don’t you want to see if we can finally get revenge on Abby Gardner and the Skeleton Twins?”

	Despite the light mood, Selena scowled. God, how she hated Abby Gardner. They were in their final year of high school and were nearly free of her and her two best friends, Janelle and Shana, otherwise known as the Skeleton Twins. But for years now, Selena and her friends had endured just endless abuse and torment from them.

	Since some time in the fifth grade, there was nothing Abby Gardner couldn’t find a way to criticize or insult. She was acerbic and hateful, and no one was free from her vindictiveness. Even Janelle and Shana would get it if they stepped out of line with her. She was like straight out of the movie Mean Girls.

	Abby would shame any girl she felt was too ugly, too fat, too stupid, too poor, too anything. She’d even lace into boys who met the same criteria, mocking their masculinity and intelligence and anything else that could get under someone’s skin.

	It was generally accepted that there was something fiercely wrong with Abby. No one knew what, and by this time, no one really cared. Chemical imbalance, absentee father, brain parasites, it didn’t matter. She was mean and rude and cruel. She always had been, and it seemed like she always would be. And just short of nothing was ever done about it.

	Abby never laid hands on anyone. She didn’t need to be physical to be abusive. And her words were always carefully chosen in both time and place. She was rarely overheard by a teacher, and when she was, it was never taken seriously. The most severe punishment she’d ever received was being forced to take an after-school class on bullying for an hour.

	No words ever fazed her. No one who had ever tried to stand up to her had that triumphant moment that is in so many movies. There was never a point where she got a comeuppance or had the tables turned in a way that left her speechless. Words washed over her like water. And if anyone ever tried to get physical with her, she let them. She would gladly become the victim and not even throw a punch.

	In their freshman year, a girl named Marissa had gotten fed up with Abby calling her names and criticizing her hair and her clothes. So she waited for her after school and punched her square in the nose. One of the Skeleton Twins had filmed the whole thing. Filmed Abby acting uncharacteristically sweet, filmed Marissa cursing her out, filmed the punch and the bloody nose. The ending with Abby crying and asking why Marissa hated her for no reason was the icing on the cake. Marissa got suspended for that.

	More than one girl in school had received a flurry of texts or DMs on social media from anonymous accounts after crossing Abby as well. Messages that said horrible things. Telling them how ugly they were. How they should kill themselves. And worse things. But they were anonymous, fake, and no one ever got held accountable. Abby was untouchable.

	Selena and her friends knew they’d be free in a year. Abby was heading out of state to college and they’d never see her again. But it didn’t seem fair. Years of bullying and not a bit of justice for anyone. It shouldn’t be that way.

	It was Kylie’s idea, once they’d all gotten together at Selena’s house, to summon a monster. Selena’s parents had gone out on a Friday night date and left the girls home with money for pizza and a warning to not invite any boys over. They had hung out in Selena’s room for a while, watched some videos, shared some gossip, and then Kylie brought up Mister Rattlebones.

	“This isn’t something gross, is it?” LeighAnn had asked. Kylie rolled her eyes.

	“He’s like a ghost. You summon him and tell him who he needs to scare. Who you want to get revenge on. Then he comes and scares them,” she said.

	“Like DoorDash, but for nightmares?” Bree asked.

	“Exactly!” Kylie said. “But you have to pay the price.”

	“This is the part where we all wake up dead tomorrow, huh? I’ve seen Candyman,” Caroline said.

	“No. He literally needs to be paid. They say his fee is blood and bones,” Kylie said, trying to sound creepy. Selena grimaced.

	“Right, so no thanks then. I like all my blood and my bones where they are.”

	“It doesn’t have to be your blood and bones. Give him a steak.”

	“Like he’s a dog?” Bree said with a laugh.

	Kylie held her hands up defensively.

	“I didn’t make the rules here. It says blood and bones. Not ‘your’ blood and bones, not ‘virgin’ blood and bones. Just blood and bones.”

	“What rules?” LeighAnn asked. Kylie pulled out her phone and began typing quickly. She turned it around to face the other girls after a moment.

	“I read it on this urban legends site. There are words to say to summon him and then the rules. Remember that kid in October from Gramercy Park? The one who died at the water tower?” she asked.

	Selena nodded. That had been a big story a few months back. They found a student from the high school there dead on the water tower. His head was missing.

	“That was Mister Rattlebones,” Kylie said, putting her phone away. Bree practically snorted.

	“Oh, yeah. Let’s cut Abby’s head off. Hell of a graduation plan, Kylie,” she said.

	“No. I mean, yeah, that was bad. I’m not saying kill Abby. I just think we should scare the hell out of her.”

	“With a guy who cuts off heads,” LeighAnn said.

	“No. Yes. But no. Someone did that. You have to tell Mister Rattlebones what you want him to do. It’s all in the rules.”

	“So you’re saying someone in Gramercy Park murdered a kid with a monster?” Bree asked.

	“Pretty much,” Kylie agreed.

	“You’re crazy,” Caroline said.

	Kylie sighed dramatically, flopping over onto the bed.

	“Come on. Let’s just try it. It’ll be fun. Do I think an actual, literal monster is going to appear? No. Do I think some constructive, targeted psychological aggression forced into the universe in Abby Gardner’s direction is a good idea? Yes! This is karma. We are tools of karma,” she said.

	“Tools is right,” Bree agreed. Kylie kicked out blindly, trying to hit Bree’s leg but missing.

	“Well, I’m in,” Selena said. She was not afraid to admit that she actively hated Abby. The girl had made her life hell for years. It wasn’t just the name calling, the insults about her weight, and the disdainful looks, either. Abby had stolen Selena’s ex from her as well.

	Selena had been dating Jason Howser for nearly a year. Then she caught him cheating with Abby. She blamed him as well, and would never consider taking him back. But she knew Abby only did it to be cruel. As soon as Selena broke up with him, Abby dropped him as well. It was all just a game for her. It was like cruelty was all she knew. She deserved to have some in return.

	“Yes! See, it’ll be fun. Come on,” Kylie said, getting up off the bed and leaving Selena’s room.

	“Wait, where?” Bree asked, watching their friend leave. Kylie popped her head back in the room.

	“The bathroom, of course.”

	Kylie explained the rules once they were all inside with the lights off. A simple incantation in the dark while you looked in the mirror.

	“Just say what I say. But put in the name of whoever you want to scare,” Kylie said. She pulled out her phone quickly, then put it away once more, holding the lighter up.

	“Okay. In the darkness all alone, hide from Mister Rattlebones. Close your eyes and hold your breath, as he scares Abby Gardner to death.”

	There was a moment of silence, and then Bree squeaked a laugh.

	“It rhymes?” she said. Kylie gave her a shove.

	“Yes, it rhymes. Now do it!”

	“Um, in the darkness all alone, hide from Mister Rattlebones. Close your eyes and hold your breath, as he scares Janelle Lucas to death.”

	“How do we know if this works?” LeighAnn asked.

	“It’s summoning a mirror monster. It’s not gonna work,” Bree said. “Now do Shana.”

	LeighAnn spoke the words for Shana, and then Selena took her turn.

	“In the darkness all alone, hide from Mister Rattlebones. Close your eyes and hold your breath, as he scares Abby Gardner to death,” she said.

	“We already did her,” Bree complained. Selena shrugged.

	“She’s worth a double tap.”

	“Okay, then let me just finish it up. In the darkness all alone, hide from Mister Rattlebones. Close your eyes and hold your breath, as he scares Selena West to death,” Caroline said. Selena opened her mouth, shock on her face as Bree burst out laughing.

	“Oh my God, as if you did that to me,” she said. Caroline shrugged.

	“That’s for making me hang out in your bathroom in the dark for 10 minutes. You get to be cursed now. Can we go watch a movie or something? Not in a bathroom?”

	“I am offended,” Selena said as the other girls filtered out of the room. “I better not lose my head over this.”

	She waited for everyone to leave the bathroom and then clicked the light off. For just a heartbeat, she thought she saw the flame from the lighter still in the mirror. She blinked, and it was gone again.

	“I think we should just binge something on Netflix,” Bree called from down the hall. Selena followed her friends to the family room and took the remote control for the TV. They ordered pizza and spent the rest of the evening laughing and enjoying one another’s company. By the time Selena’s parents returned home, LeighAnn was already asleep in a chair and Caroline had taken an air mattress on Selena’s bedroom floor. The other three girls said their goodnights and turned in as well.

	 

	***

	 

	“Selena!”

	Selena resisted opening her eyes, even as she felt hands on her shoulders. Someone shook her violently and she opened her eyes, pushing her hands out to force whoever it was away.

	“What the hell, you sleep like a rock,” Kylie said, her face right in Selena’s face.

	“What is going on?” Selena said, shrinking away from her friend. Kylie turned her phone around.

	“Abby Gardner is dead. She’s dead. The Skeleton Twins are dead!” Her voice was tinged with panic. Selena tried to focus on the phone. It was a news article about a car crash. Three victims. The picture was a white Nissan, the same kind Abby Gardner drove, torn nearly in half.

	“Oh my God,” Selena said.

	“Did we do that?” Kylie asked, looking her friend in the eye. Selena struggled for a moment, scanning the photo and the article again.

	“No. No, of course not. It’s just an accident,” she said.

	“But we asked for it,” Kylie insisted.

	“We asked to scare her. As a joke. No one asked for this,” Selena said, sitting up.

	“For what?” LeighAnn asked from the air mattress on the floor.

	Kylie showed her the article.

	“Oh wow,” LeighAnn said.

	“It’s a coincidence,” Selena said, cutting off her friend before she got started again.

	“That’s a big coincidence,” Kylie said. Selena shook her head.

	“There are no such things as monsters. No Mister Rattlebones. And Caroline picked me at the end, remember? I’m still alive,” she said. She had intended it to be comforting, but the look of dread on Kylie’s face meant she had not taken it as such.

	“Oh my God. He’s going to come for you next,” she said. Selena leaned in, grabbing her friend’s shoulders.

	“No, he isn’t because there is no him. Abby got hit by a truck. It says so in the story. That’s not a monster. That’s an accident. Don’t you let her make you feel bad for her death. She doesn’t deserve that. To make us feel bad when she’s not even here anymore. Right?”

	She looked Kylie dead in the eye, their faces close together. Tears brimmed at the corner of Kylie’s eyes, threatening to fall at any moment.

	“Right?” Selena said again. Kylie nodded.

	“Yeah. Yeah, I guess so.”

	“Now let’s go tell Bree and Caroline because, even without a monster, this is crazy.”

	Selena got out of bed and left the room with LeighAnn and Kylie. The news of Abby, Janelle, and Shana dying had spread like wildfire throughout their social circle. Each of the girls had received well over a dozen text messages by breakfast from stunned school friends.

	Bree, Caroline, and LeighAnn headed home after breakfast while Kylie stayed longer. She never made definitive plans to spend all weekend at Selena’s house. But it happened so frequently that no one seemed to bat an eye over it.

	By noon, there was already talk of a memorial committee forming to honor the memory of Abby and the Skeleton Twins at school.

	“Monday is going to be impossible,” Selena said, reading a text chain about it. Kylie was still on edge. She clearly still felt they were responsible in some way for what had happened.

	“I probably won’t go even if—”

	Kylie stopped mid-sentence, a clattering sound across the room cutting her off. It sounded almost like someone had thrown a pair of dice on the floor. The two girls were in Selena’s kitchen. Her parents were at the family room, watching television. The room was empty but for the two of them.

	Selena turned her head, tracking the sound. A handful of small, greyish objects had fallen on the tile floor several paces away from them, near the fridge.

	“What the heck?” She got out of her seat to get a closer look. Kylie’s hand clamped over her wrist.

	“Kylie, what are—” Selena stopped herself. Kylie’s face had drained of color completely. Her wide eyes were locked on the floor.

	“They’re bones,” she said, barely more than a whisper. “Rattlebones.”

	“What? Come on, Kyle, they can’t be.” She turned her head and looked back at the objects. Four of them, greyish white and about the length of a finger joint. A human finger joint.

	Kylie’s grip had relaxed enough that Selena was able to pull free. She bent down and picked one of the objects up. It was lightweight. The end texture was smooth. One end was rounded with an indentation. The other tapered to a smaller sort of stump. Selena dropped it.

	“It’s a finger,” she said, more to herself than Kylie.

	Selena stood up then and looked around. The kitchen was open, there were no hiding places or dark corners. The bones had come from nowhere—could have come from nowhere. She looked at Kylie.

	“It’s not real,” she said, shaking her head.

	“It looked pretty real in your hand,” Kylie said.

	The bones were still on the floor. Selena stepped over them, opening the fridge. She started rifling through the drawers.

	“What the hell are you doing?” Kylie said.

	Selena pulled two sealed packages of steak from inside.

	“You said blood and bone. It wants to be paid with blood and bone, right?”

	Kylie looked confused for a moment until Selena pointed at her phone on the table.

	“The rules, look up the rules. What do you do to pay it?”

	Kylie grabbed her phone in shaky hands, scrolling through pages until she got to the same website from the night before.

	“Okay, um,” Kylie started, mumbling to herself for a moment as she read.

	“In the darkness all alone, hide from Mister Rattlebones. Close your eyes and hold your breath as he scares whoever you name to death. Make a deal, a debt to own, payment due in blood and bone. Pay in full when it comes due or Rattlebones will come for you.”

	“What the hell does that mean?” Selena asked, putting the steak on the table.

	“I don’t know!” Kylie said.

	“We didn’t make a deal. No one gave us a price.” Selena bent down then and picked up the bones off of the floor. She slapped them down onto one of the steaks.

	“This is our payment. One for each of us, Okay? Blood and bone. T-bones. Right?” she said. She wasn’t sure to whom she should speak or where to direct her words. She spoke to the bones. Nothing happened.

	“We have to tell Bree and LeighAnn and Caroline,” Kylie said.

	Selena nodded, stepping back from the bones.

	“I’m going to tell my parents we’re heading out. Get my shoes and I’ll be right back.”

	She headed downstairs quickly. Kylie gave the bones a wide berth as she walked around the table. The front door of Selena’s house was just down the hall from the kitchen. She opened the closet door to grab her friend’s shoes. Something fell from the shelf above the coat rack, landing on the floor with a clatter. Another pair of bones.

	Kylie took a step back, staring up at the closet. Between the jackets, a dark figure took up the bulk of the space. Shadows seemed to bend around like they were sheets on a bed, pulled over for warmth. It was the shape of a human almost, but very tall and crooked over to the left.

	A shadow-enshrouded hand reached out. The faint outline of bones was visible beneath the murky surface. It was like looking at a swimmer in lake water. The rattle of bones filled the air, and the hand passed through Kylie’s chest like she was made of nothing.

	Her back spasmed as the fingers laced around her backbone. They solidified, the delicate bones clutching a joint in her spine, and pulled. Her insides crunched and lurched. The hand pulled free of her chest with a single bone segment. Kylie collapsed to the ground.

	 

	***

	 

	Selena had come up with a random excuse for leaving the house, saying she and Kylie needed to bring Bree’s phone charger back to her. Her parents told her to be back for dinner, and that was it.

	When she got back to the kitchen, it was quiet.

	“Kylie?” she said, heading to the kitchen. A faint rattle was the reply. She felt her chest tighten as she rounded the corner toward the door. Kylie lay slumped on the floor. Selena stifled a scream and ran to her, falling to the ground at her side. She had learned CPR years ago, she knew she had to check for a pulse and to see if the airway was clear.

	She rolled Kylie onto her back and stopped before she started. A fist-sized hole in Kylie’s chest bled freely, soaking her shirt and down through the floor mat. Her eyes were still open.

	Selena looked at the closet. There was nothing there but coats and hats. Two more bones were on the floor.

	Tears rolled down her cheeks. Her hands were shaking uncontrollably. She wanted to call for her parents, or for the police, or anyone. But something stopped her. She had to get to Bree. She had called him next. And then LeighAnn. And then Selena herself. They had to find a way to pay him.

	The steaks hadn’t worked. It wasn’t just blood and bone. There was more. It had to be more. Maybe it needed human blood and bones.

	She pulled out her phone and brought up Bree’s number. Holding the phone to her ear, she brushed Kylie’s hair from her face. She’d only been downstairs a minute.

	The phone rang once and then clicked.

	“Bree, it’s Selena, something happened to—” She stopped herself short. The sound on the other end of the phone was the clatter of bones again. Selena dropped it quickly.

	She had to get to her friend. She looked at Kylie on the floor. There was nothing she could do. Her parents would find her like this. They would think… what would they even think? A home invasion? That Selena herself had done it? There was no time to worry about it.

	Holding back a sob, Selena got up, slipping her shoes on and heading out the door. She might already be too late.

	She ran the distance to Bree’s house, pushing herself as hard as she could. The front door shook as she pounded on it. Bree appeared a moment later, her expression registering a mix of annoyance and confusion.

	“Selena, what the hell?”

	“It’s real, Bree. He’s real! He killed Kylie!” she said, breaking down in tears again. Bree grabbed her friend, pulling her in for an instinctive hug.

	“Just calm down, what are you talking about?”

	“Rattlebones! He’s real. He killed Kylie, and he’s going to come for us next,” she said. Bree pulled away from Selena so she could look her in the eye.

	“What do you mean Kylie’s dead?”

	“She’s dead!” Selena blurted out again.

	“I think he pulled the bones from her body. His payment. He needs blood and bones, but I don’t know how to give him what he wants,” she said. Bree shook her head, pulling Selena into her house and closing the door.

	“Get in here, sit down and tell me what happened,” she insisted, leading Selena to the sofa. Bree’s house was dark, the curtains were drawn, and it seemed like no one else was home. The sofa was piled high with cushions and throw pillows. Selena sat by the arm in the only available spot while Bree took a chair next to it.

	“We heard the bones. I only left the room for a minute to get ready and when I came back Kylie was dead,” Selena said.

	“He took her bones?” Bree asked. Selena shook her head.

	“I don’t know. I don’t understand. She had a hole in her chest, Bree!”

	Selena looked at her friend. Bree nodded, touching Selena on the leg.

	“That’s the payment. Pay in full when it comes due or Rattlebones will come for you,” Bree said, leaning back. Selena buried her face in her hands, trying to calm herself with a deep breath.

	“Wait, how did you know that?” she asked, lifting her head again. The chair was empty. Bree was gone.

	Selena stood quickly, looking around the dimly lit room. A pillow from the couch fell, disturbed by her movement. The underside of it glistened red, slick with blood. Selena took an unsteady breath and pushed another pillow aside, knocking more to the ground.

	Bree was laid out on the sofa. Her eyes staring up and away. Her left leg had been separated at the hip. It was simply gone. The couch was soaked in her blood. Selena reached out, just touching her friend’s arm with the tips of her fingers. The flesh was cold.

	A rattle of bones across the table behind her caused her to turn swiftly. Nothing moved in the room. The same four bones from her house were on the table.

	Caroline’s house was the closest to Bree’s but LeighAnn was next in order. And if she was already gone, it meant Selena herself was next. She ran down the hallway from Bree’s living room to her kitchen. Another bone rattled onto the floor next to her. From the corner of her eye, she saw a shadow against the wall by the fridge. It was cast by nothing, and it shifted on its own.

	The dark shape seemed to ooze out of the crack between the cabinets and the fridge. It was vaguely human, but bent and awkward. If it had a face, Selena could not see it. There were hints of something in the shadow, and after a moment it became clear. Ribs. A shin. The outline of a skull. There were bones embedded in the shadow. It stepped toward Selena.

	She backed into the kitchen counter, the dining table between herself and the shadow, before she reached behind. She had been to Bree’s house enough times to be familiar with the layout. Her hands hit the wood block, and she stopped.

	Selena pulled a large butcher knife from the knife block. She held it before herself, pointed at the shadow. At Mister Rattlebones. The sound filled the room. Dry bones across a hard surface. It sounded like laughter.

	The creature took another step. Selena lunged, not at the shadow but the table. She slapped her left hand down flat and raised the knife. The blade came down with all her strength and she screamed. The knife was heavy and sharp, but it took extra pressure to force it all the way through. Selena’s whole body shuddered as her finger crunched before the digit fully dislodged.

	Blood soaked the tablecloth. The pain was excruciating. She used the tip of the blade to push her severed finger across the table. Rattlebones stood still. A shadowy hand reached down and plucked the finger from the table with a murky hand. It disappeared inside the dark not-flesh of the hand.

	The shadow collapsed on itself. Bones fell to the floor in a pile, clattering and rattling before disappearing entirely. Selena was alone in the room, cradling her bleeding hand.

	She half laughed and half cried. It took the payment. But that must have meant LeighAnn was dead already as well. So it was going to come for Caroline next. She had to warn her.

	Selena winced as she put her hand under some running water from the tap, cleaning it as best she could before wrapping a clean dish towel around the wound she had made. She took the kitchen knife with her as she headed out. She knew it worked. That meant Caroline had a chance.

	It was a ten-minute run to Caroline’s house. Selena was exhausted. Her legs were burning, and she felt dizzy and nauseous. The rag on her hand was soaked and dripping blood by the time she arrived.

	She rang the doorbell and banged on the door, holding her wounded hand in her pocket. Caroline’s mother answered.

	“Selena, my God, are you okay? You look awful,” she said. Selena tried to smile.

	“I ran here. I need to talk to Caroline. Please,” she said, trying to catch her breath. Caroline’s mother ushered her in the door.

	“Of course, but sit down. Let me get you some water.” She closed the door and headed into the house.

	“Caroline, Selena’s here,” she called on her way. Caroline popped her head out of her room at the end of the hall.

	“Hey, what’s up?” she said, joining her friend in the front sitting room. “What happened to you?”

	Selena pulled her close. Her face was sweaty, and her breath was still ragged and unsteady.

	“They’re dead, Caroline. Kylie and Bree. Probably LeighAnn,” she said, pulling out her wounded hand.

	“Oh my God, Selena! You need an ambulance, we—”

	“No! I saw him, Caroline. Mister Rattlebones. He came for me, too. But I paid him in time. You have to do it, too,” she said, pulling the knife out. Caroline took a step back, raising her hands.

	“Selena, please. Put that down and we can talk, okay?”

	“It’s not me, Caroline. It’s him! He’s real!”

	“Yeah, okay. Listen, we can call an ambulance for your hand now, and maybe get the police to check on Kylie and Bree and LeighAnn, then we can deal with this later,” she said, taking another step back.

	Selena exhaled loudly, frustrated with her friend but understanding why she was acting this way. She would have thought herself crazy, too.

	“Caroline, where’s your mom?” she said then.

	“What?”

	“Your mom. She was going to get me water, why isn’t she back yet?”

	Selena felt her stomach knotting up in fear. Something didn’t feel right.

	“I don’t know, Selena, but we can—”

	Bones rattled down the hallway. A faint whimper escaped from Selena’s lips. She held the knife out to Caroline.

	“You have to do it! Take it, you have to before he gets to you,” she said. Caroline shook her head, not understanding.

	The curtains over the window ruffled in an unseen breeze. A shadow beyond them loomed forward. Rattlebones stepped from the darkness and Caroline froze, unable to even scream.

	“Take the knife, Caroline! He’s here for you! He wants payment for last night!”

	Selena covered the short distance between her and her friend, walking in the path of the shadow, and forced the knife into Caroline’s hand. She held up her own bloody appendage, showing it to her.

	“You have to do it. He wants payment.”

	Rattlebones took another step. Bone swirled in the shadow. The silhouette of a skull came forward, the dark, empty eyes looking towards the two girls.

	“Payment. For last night,” Caroline said, looking at the knife in her friend’s hand.

	“A finger works. It hurts like hell, but it works,” Selena said.

	Caroline looked at her friend, then at the knife.

	“But he didn’t do what I said,” Caroline said.

	“Just do it, Caroline!”

	“He didn’t do what I said. Why would he want payment? He’s supposed to scare you... to death.”

	Selena’s eyes widened. She turned to look at the shadowy creature behind her. Hollow eyes stared back. Not at Caroline. At her.

	“No,” Selena said, quietly.

	“Please.”

	Rattlebones took another step. Selena stumbled back, then turned, running down the hall to the rear of Caroline’s house. The back door was open. If she could stay ahead of it, she could find a way to stop it. She’d done it once already.

	“Selena, stop!” Caroline yelled. She was almost at the door, almost outside. She could be free.

	“Selena!” Caroline yelled again. She looked back at her friend. Rattlebones was gone, the house was clear. She turned again. The door was gone. The large picture window that looked out over Caroline’s backyard was there. Hadn’t it always been there?

	Selena couldn’t stop herself in time. She crashed into the window, barely lifting her arms to protect herself.

	Shards of glass ripped through her face and arms as she stumbled and fell through the frame. The top half of the pane dislodged and fell in a sheet.

	“Pay him!” she yelled, hitting the ground. The jagged sheet dropped like a cleaver. Selena’s head rolled back into the yard as Caroline screamed. The sound drowned out the rattle of the four bones hitting the floor behind her.

	 

	* * *
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