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One

“You need to get me out of here before Friday night,”  Prisoner 423351 said before Darlene had a chance to introduce herself as his new lawyer.

Darlene sat down and looked at her new client. The deep scratches on his face, the ones the police and the D.A. believed were put there by one of his victims had nearly healed. She was warned the bearded drifter would be adamant about Friday night. He had been telling anyone and everyone about the importance of him being gone by tomorrow night rather they wanted to hear it or not.

“I don’t think I’m going to be able to do that,” she told him.

“I was told I’m getting a new lawyer, neither of you look the part.”

“We don’t?” Darlene said.

“He looks like a cop and you look too young.”

“Mr. Higgins is a P.I. my firm employs and I can assure you I am a lawyer.”

“I’m guessing you haven’t been one very long.”

“No, but I am qualified.”

“First case?”

“As lead attorney? Yes.”

He shook his head.

“Give me chance,” she said, “I’m all you have unless you want to go back to the Public Defender.”

“Fine, but you need to recognize how serious this is,” he told her, “I need to be out of here by nightfall on Friday.”

She leaned across the table, getting as close as she could get to the drifter shackled to the table in the interrogation room. The firm’s P.I., Higgins gave a look, as if to say to stay back, but Darline ignored him and instead spoke to her client, “I am well aware of how serious this is. I’m worried you are not. The possibility you may never leave this place except to get on a bus to go somewhere worse for the rest of your life is very real.”

“You don’t understand...”

“Then that makes two of us because someone left a room full of dismembered co-eds on campus. The police believe that someone to be you. This is a college town, the fact no one has lynched you yet is in itself a small miracle. You’ve had a bail hearing and it was denied. You are not getting out of here by Friday night and if you do not cooperate with me, you will never get out of here at all.”

The drifter rubbed his grey eyes and ran a tattooed hand through his long hair before saying, “If I’m still here on Friday night, it won’t matter.”

“Why?” Higgins asked.

“I can’t say.”

“Why not?” Darlene said, “I’m your lawyer and he works for me. Anything said in here stays in here.”

“There are rules.”

“Yes, and one of those rules is what you tell me...”

“No, not your rules.”

“Whose rules then?”

The drifter did not answer.

Higgins stepped forward and leaned on the table, unlike Darlene he was big, a little round in the middle, but still with the arms and shoulders of the college linebacker he was a couple of decades ago, “Those rules keep you from giving out a name?”

The drifter did not answer.

“It would help in your defense if we knew who you were,” Darlene added.

“There will be no defense.”

“Yes, there will be. How about giving us something to call you besides Prisoner Number 423351?”

“Friday night is all that matters.”

“I don’t how many ways I can tell you that’s not going to happen. Even if I could get in front of a judge, no one is going to grant you bail, not for four dead kids, and especially not when you refuse to divulge any personal information.”

“There are going to be more than four dead if I stay in here.”

“Why is that?”

Prisoner 423351 did not answer.

“Perhaps if you told me why Friday night was so important I could help you.”

The drifter was quiet for a long second before he said, “Friday night.”

––––––––

Two

“Any luck finding out who he is?” Darlene asked Higgins as they walked out of the Carson County Jail. 

“Nothing,” he said as he put a cigarette between his lips, “I had someone run the prints in case the cops either lied or screwed it up and they came up with nothing. I put his picture through some facial recognition software and came up empty there too. Seems like Prisoner 423351 was seriously living off the grid. On the plus side when I showed his photo around no one recognized him.”

“How is that on the plus side?”

“No one can put him at the scene. No one saw him on campus before and he is the kind of guy people would notice. He’s a little old to hang out with that crowd.”

“Good, but it won’t matter if his DNA is found under the girl’s fingernails or if the blood they found on his shirt belongs to one of the victims. It doesn’t help he won’t say anything to us about where he was.”

“At least he didn’t confess. I thought you liked it when a client kept his mouth shut.”

“Only when they are talking to the cops.”

“They send the DNA to the F.B.I.?”

“Of course, they don’t have the resources. This is a college town. Has we both know they don’t even have a decent hotel or restaurant.”

“True. It’s almost been a month. I know they have a backlog over at the lab, but this should have moved to the front of the line.”

“I agree, it makes me think the D.A. is holding out on us.”

“You know when I was a cop I was pretty friendly with a lot of those guys and girls in the D.A.’s office and I’m still on pretty good terms with most of them.”

“Even after the way you left?”

“Excessive force doesn’t bother them much.”

“It bothered someone enough they let you go.”

“Sure, but it doesn’t mean I don’t have friends, maybe I can ask around.”

Darlene nodded as they reached her car and said, “Sure, just don’t do anything illegal, or don’t get caught anyway.”

Higgins smiled and said, “No problem. Though to be honest I wouldn’t lose any sleep if we let them put this asshole on the fast track to the gas chamber.”

“You’re on the other side now Higgins.”

“Yeah, but I’ve seen some of the crime scene photos. Those were kids, not too much older than my kids. You know there are still body parts missing?”

“I’m well aware.”

“A cop I talked to said the scene was such a mess it took them three days to determine how many people were killed. Some cops still think there were five dead instead of four.”

“It doesn’t matter how gruesome the crime scene was if our man didn’t do it.”

“Sure, but our boy is spotted walking out of the woods less than a mile away, all covered blood that morning and he either can’t or won’t give his whereabouts for the night before?”

“I know, it looks bad, but that’s what they pay us for.”

“Speaking of which, who is paying us? It can’t be him.”

“It’s a good question, one above my pay grade, I’m not a partner just an attorney.”

“But someone is paying?”

Darlene nodded, “Yeah, we love high profile cases and aren’t above taking them on pro bono for the publicity, but not like this. However this one goes, it’s a loser. I heard we’re getting top dollar.”

“Yet, you and I are getting the regular rate.”

“That’s the only thing normal about this one. Maybe after checking with your friends in the D.A., you can find out who is footing the bill. It might give us a clue who our client is.”

Higgins nodded as Darlene got into her car.

––––––––

Three

––––––––

“We’re running out of time...”

“We know. Friday night,” Higgins interrupted as he and Darlene sat across from their client in the interrogation room for the second day in a row.

“Tonight,” the prisoner said.

“Yes, we know, today is Friday.”

The pale-eyed drifter yanked on the chain shackling his wrist to the table and said, “You say you know, but you don’t. I need to be out of here.”

“You’re right,” Darlene told him, “We don’t know. You could tell us.”

The prisoner stayed silent.

“How about you tell us whose blood was on your hands and clothes?” Higgins asked him.

The prisoner remained silent.

“We know it didn’t belong to the victims,” Darlene told him. Higgins connections had come through and leaked the results of the DNA tests to them. He had not been as good on who was paying for them to be there. His guess was the drifter's benefactor lived off the grid as well.

“Then why am I still here?” Prisoner 423351 asked.

“Because you’re not off the hook quite yet. Even if they decided you didn’t murder the kids you did something to someone. It wasn’t your own blood. Whose was it?” 

The prisoner went back to being quiet.

“You can tell me.”

“Unfortunately, I didn’t kill anyone.”

“Unfortunately?”

The prisoner looked at the wall, there were no windows in the interrogation room. If there had been this was the wall they would be on, every other wall faced the interior of the jail.

“You need to leave before it gets dark,” he said.

“Why is that?”

“To find somewhere safe.”

“Safe from what?”

The prisoner shook his head, “I can’t tell you, but I can tell you to get inside and stay there. He should do the same.”

“I can handle myself,” Higgins said.

“Not against this you can’t.”

“What exactly is this?”

The prisoner said nothing.

“If you know something you need to tell us. If you know someone is going to hurt someone you need to tell the police and let them do their job.”

“Unless their job is to die they need to let me handle it.”

“Is this why getting out before tonight is so important? So, you can ‘handle’ whatever it is.”

“Yes,” he said pulling up on the shackle, “Can you have them unlock this?”

“Can I? Yes.”

“Will you.”

“You haven’t given me a lot of reason to trust you.”

The prisoner grunted and his face twitched, “Please?” he said before his eyes rolled back into his skull so all she could see were the whites. He shook for a few seconds and then his eyes returned to normal. She noticed he had started to sweat.

“Are you alright?” Darlene asked.

“The sun is going down.”

“What makes you think that?” Higgins asked.

“I don’t think it, I know it,” he said as his body began to shake.

“Do I need to get a doctor?” Darlene asked.

The prisoner smiled for the first time since Darlene took the case as he said, “There is no cure for what I’ve got.”

“What have you got?”

He lifted the shackle again, “Can you take this off?”

“Not unless you tell me what is going on.”

“People are going to die.”

“Why do you think that?”

“I know it.”

“How?”

“If you’re aren’t going to unshackle me you need to go.”

“Why?”

“I might not be able to control it.”

“I’m not leaving until I get some answers.”

His eyes rolled back again. When they came back what had been white was now pitch black. His pupils had been replaced by oblong yellow slits. He opened his mouth and his teeth began to grow points before extending to a longer length as his entire jaw pushed forward. 

Both Higgins and Darlene stood up and moved away. The drifter was growing thick black hair when he shut his eyes. He held them shut and the hair receded. He kept them squeezed shut and his jaw pulled itself back into its normal sharp when he opened them again they were normal.

“What the hell was that?” Darlene asked.

“An answer.”

“To what question?” Higgins asked him.

“All of them. You need to get me out of here. I don’t want you getting hurt.”

“You need to tell me what it is.”

The prisoner shook his head violently, his body began to shake again.

“I’m going to get you a doctor.”

“No, I already told you, what I have can’t be cured by a doctor. Just unshackle me, I can do the rest.”

“I’m not helping you escape if that’s what you mean by ‘the rest’,” Darlene said, “I don’t know how you did that, but it doesn’t change your status.”

“You’ll regret not helping me. He’s still out there, I can smell him.”

“Who is still out here?” Darlene asked.

“He is going to come for me. He has to.”

“Look, kid, you’re not making a lot of sense,” Higgins said.

“Are you going to unshackle me?”

“No,” they both told him.

The drifter jumped up from his chair and yanked hard against the shackle on his wrist
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