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DEDICATION

“Creativity is seeing what others see and thinking what no one else ever thought." ~ Albert Einstein

This story is dedicated to folks who have disturbed sleep by demented dreams. Y’all my people!
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A short story, Spark of the Lock is a sci-fi thriller derived from a series of dreams.

When our existence comes under threat by an otherworldly presence, salvation comes in an unexpected form. A small, innocent child must fight the invaders alone...in the depths of his mind. Can the boy save us all?
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​Chapter 1: The Other One
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In a diner, at a back table designed for four, a woman is seated with a man. Her posture screams cowed, browbeaten, frightened, a terrified poster girl for suppression of the vilest type. She would be beautiful if her face didn’t carry dread as its only expression, if the lines of her arms and legs were less tense. The man is not powerfully built, nor is he handsome, but he exudes menace in a way that seems to chill the air. People seated nearby cut glances towards them from the corners of their eyes. The atmosphere all around the table is oppressive, and even the waitress’s cheerful voice is muted when she’s in that part of her assigned section.

From his position in a booth up beside the diner’s entrance, one patron is spending his lunch people watching. Seated beside the long wall of glass across the front of the building, the bench seat gives him the opportunity to move subtly, shift so he can use the reflection to see the rest of the diner, and he splits his attention between the outside and inside world. He seems to find the dynamic between the mismatched couple engrossing, watching enthralled while his food grows cold on his plate. Every few minutes he can catch just the timbre of the menacing man's voice as it cuts through the rumble of conversation. Each time the woman crumples a little further into herself. Each time she is diminished by the man and whatever he has to say. 

The couple rises to leave. They don't touch, and seem to scarcely speak as they go about their solitary preparations. He throws bills on the table while she inches her chair back into place, care taken to be silent. 

Near the door, the voyeur strains to listen, hearing the man's voice unfiltered for the first time. "Get it right." Facing outward, the man speaks to the woman again as he pushes the door open. "There's always another one." 

He walks out without another word, without a sound, the door shushing into place behind him. 

The woman pauses, waiting for some signal known only to her. The voyeur uses the reflective surface of the windows to watch her, wondering what that was about, filled with a vague hope that she would be okay. She seemed so broken, nearly lost inside herself. 

The man walks up the sidewalk without looking back, moving quickly out of view and the voyeur is silently relieved that he’s left without causing any dramatic scene. He certainly seemed the type to make a fuss about things. 

The voyeur watches the woman’s reflection with interest, noting when she sighs deeply, the draw of air testing the expanse of her lungs. She takes a breath. Another. Frozen in place with her hand resting against the door frame, she sucks in air like it’s a newly experienced pleasure. Each breath empowers her, rapidly restoring everything the man had stripped away. It uncrumples her, straightening her spine. Her reflection shows her lifted head, staring straight to the front and through the glass door, confidence now written on her every feature. 

When she walks out, a stiffened arm shoving the door wide, the voyeur sees her transformation is complete. Now instead of the cowed woman seated at a table with a person who seemed to be her abuser, she is changed. 

Bold. 

Fearless. 

Mission driven. 

The door to the diner shushes closed behind her. The watching man stares, the whisper of her only spoken words pounding through his brain. 

"I am the other one."
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The woman walks through an intersection against the light. Traffic is light this early in the morning, and no one looks at her. The voyeur is following her, having abandoned his post in the diner with a toss of crumpled bills on the table, making his exit a strategic minute after hers. With each block away from the menacing man and the diner, her confidence seemingly grows. 

She is alluring. 

Graceful. 

He speeds to glimpse her in the storefront glass of a tobacco shop, shocked at what he sees.

With a smile on her face, she approaches a woman at a bus stop. The woman sits, head angled down, studying the stained cement between the toes of her shoes. Shoulders slumped, she appears lost in her own exhausted world. 

The diner woman takes a seat and immediately leans in towards the bus stop woman. He can see her mouth is moving. Shoulders straight, she is overpowering the lady on the bench beside her. The weight of her words flattening her new companion. Each sound pounding down until the bus woman is less, lessening, least. Forgettable and then forgotten. 

The diner woman stands, and he is near enough to hear her words. "We have to get it right." 

Sirens sound from a distance, back by the diner and he turns to look over his shoulder. Over the wailing sounds he hears her say, "You have to find the next one." 

The squealing of sliding tires on pavement marks the entrance of a police car. There is a second now speeding up the street towards the diner. 

A figure falls from a floor in the middle of the building. Slowly, aimlessly, erratically tumbling like a leaf in a light spring breeze. 

Screams from behind him come in unison with a meaty thud. The man turns to see the diner woman on the street, upper torso hidden behind the tires of a delivery truck. The driver’s fingers still white-knuckled on the wheel, shocked face staring blankly out the windshield. 

The bus stop woman stands, unfolding from the bench, gaining inches and confidence with each nuance of movement. Her fingers unclench, relaxing gracefully by her sides. Her neck arches, turning her face to the sun. He is too far away to hear her, but he doesn't need to. She looks at him. He can read her lips, interpret the intent in her stance, understand everything he needs to know. One slow step backwards begins his retreat. 

"Need a better one this time." 

There’s a sudden, immense pressure on his spine. 

"Want better." 

Balance lost, he stumbles, scarcely catching himself, hands outstretched. 

"Want." 

One by one his joints rebel, knees wobbling, hips collapsing, shoulders curving in as if he had wings on his back. Wings that wanted to wrap him up, hold him tightly. Wings that could lift his soul free from his body. Without ears to hear, without eyes to see, without a mouth to scream.
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​Chapter 2: Buzz of the Night
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The boy stands on top of the RV, staring into the brightly lit area his dad called the washing machine. 

The entire wood-covered surface nearest the ladder is his domain. There is a box that holds his toys, and he used that to sit on when he wanted. The air is chill up here. More temperate closer to the ground, the sandy desert greedier with its heat. 

A man in a pickup drives past, another man seated on the lowered tailgate, feet propped against the hood of a car on the hook, being dragged behind the truck. The boy waves and the man returns the gesture, waving back wildly. 

In the washing machine, his dad was protected from most hits. Those on the outskirts, the ones swirling around the mass, they were most at risk. In the washing machine his dad had to watch out for reinforced grills, or spiked wheels, but the drivers couldn’t get up much speed, so as long as they didn’t get a lucky hit that busted a strut or damaged his steering, he was protected. “Let the others deal with the speed buggies,” his dad said every time the boy asked. 

The RV shifted and he looked to the ladder. No one is supposed to be up here with him. 

A head comes into view. The man from the back of the truck. He doesn’t say anything. Neither does the boy. 

His head buzzes, like a fly got between his ears. 

The man speaks, the intonation of his voice strange, “You’re different.” 

The boy nods. 

“Strong.” 

Pushing up one sleeve, the boy makes a muscle, flexing as he nods again. The buzzing is louder. 

“I need you.” 

The boy speaks for the first time. “I’m special.” 

The buzzing peaks and eases and the man’s head disappears. There’s a soft thump on the ground. 

*I could use an army like you.* 

“I’m the only one like me. My grandma said so.” 

*You’re the only one?* 

“Yes, one of a kind.” 

*That’s too bad.* 

The boy looks back out at the vehicles wheeling and diving into the knotted mass at the center of the arena. He sees a station wagon, the kind of car his dad calls ‘iron death,’ speeding towards the center of the cars, right where his dad is stalled. Bumper tied up with another car, his dad is dragging the other car backwards, trying to free himself. The station wagon picks up speed as the boy’s eyes measure the distance between his dad and the inevitable wreck. He will be demolished. Demo derby for real. 

The station wagon turned, veering to the right at the last minute, hitting the other car and knocking it upside down, releasing the hold on his dad’s bumper in the process. 

*Whew.* 

The boy nodded. 

*It’s quiet in here.* 

“I don’t talk a lot.” 

*I like that.* 

The paint at the edge of the RV bubbled. Transfixed, the boy watched as it ran liquid. It hadn’t done that before. He fanned his face, gaze back on the arena, seeing his dad circling the only other vehicle still in motion. 

“It’s hot.” 

*We were uncomfortable.* 

“No, it’s nighttime. It’s supposed to cool off.” 

*But we were cold.* 

“It’s supposed to do that.” 

*Okay.* 

The boy watches as his dad climbs out the window of his car and stands on the roof, hands over his head, waving at the crowd. 

“He won.” 

*Was he supposed to?* 

“Yes.” 

*Good.* 

His head buzzed and he sat down, leaning heavily against the box. “What are you doing?” 

*What do you want me to do?* 

His head buzzed louder and he leaned over, watching in fascination as a small circle of red appeared on the white paint. 

*We should get down, Dad’ll be here soon.* 

“You’re strong.” Preening at the words, the boy’s head turned to look at his arm, bent at the elbow. He studied the flaccid muscle. 

*You have to make a fist,* he instructed. 

Fingers folded around his thumb, his arm tensed, and he watched with surprise as the muscle bunched and bulged, shadows painting across the concave surface. “Like that?” 

*Yeah.* 

Feet to the rungs, he inched towards the ground, toes searching for stability and safety with each uncertain step. The boy walked to the other side of the RV, avoiding the bundle of clothing lying in the sand. 
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