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FRIDAY NIGHT
“Is that your fucking dildo?”

Jen snatched the cucumber, dragging it beneath the water. 
“Are you like a nymphomaniac who needs something hard 

between her legs all the time?”
Jen’s body shook and she could barely get out the words: 

“You’re a cunt, Lexis.” 
The few party-goers within earshot froze.
“What did you fucking say?” Lexis mean-mugged her.
Jen was too shocked by her own words and the eyes of the 

crowd to speak.
“Try something, bitch.” Lexis held her red solo cup in the 

air and splashed lake water at Jen.
Jen flinched away, then waited, still trembling, unsure 

what to do. Finally, she turned and waded out of the lake, 
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grabbing her towel, throw over, and flip flops, and heading 
for the ‘meeting room,’ hoping no one was using it as a 
‘makeout room’. 

Punching Lexis would have felt nice, but Jen knew it was 
a bad idea. She’d never hit anyone before—or been punched 
herself—and there would be enough social repercussions 
from the name calling to endure without a physical fight 
being added to the mix. 

Less than thirty feet away, Jen stepped into the clearing of 
three downed logs that was dubbed the ‘meeting room’—set 
up in a triangle so people could talk easily away from the 
bonfire—thankful the space was empty.  For Jen, it would 
give her a chance to process the shock that not only did she 
bite back for the first time in public, but she had also pulled 
out the high-caliber arsenal with the C-word. 

Finally telling Lexis off had felt good, but it also came 
with a sense of dread and finality. Jen had lived in Shale for 
two years, though it never felt like home. Besides Lexis, no 
one was mean to her at school—that girl hated Jen from day 
one and for no reason—but they also weren’t nice to her. 
No friendships seemed to click with Jen over junior year, 
and senior year was playing out pretty much the same. Shale 
High was a mix of both online and in-person classes, but no 
matter where the bell rang, there wasn’t much to do after 
school ended. Beyond hanging with Desiree Lewis on rare 
occasions, Jen’s free time was spent reading and doodling at 
the river with her sometimes companion Dale Oberman—a 
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not-very-talkative kid maybe ten years old. Like Jen, Dale 
also seemed to block out the world by visiting the woods. 

Getting the invite to this lake party came as a surprise, and 
now, because of Lexis Duggan, any chance Jen had at fitting 
in with the ‘cool’ kids and making friends before high school 
ended was squashed. 

Why are girls so hateful?
Then again, why the hell did Jen want so badly to be liked? 

These people all sucked anyway. Maybe high school ending 
would allow her to blossom elsewhere. Until she could get a 
job and move out of her parent’s house, she would probably 
be happier just sitting with Dale on the rocks by the river.

Poor Dale—
“Whoops.” Walter Kiley AKA Shaggy stepped into the 

‘meeting room’ area. “Occupado, huh? Mind if I smoke a 
J really quick. Kinda want to keep my top-shelf stash secret 
from them weed scavengers.”

The immediate fear subsided the moment Jen saw it was 
Shaggy. They weren’t friends, but she’d worked with him in 
group projects at school, and he’d always been pretty chill 
and funny.  

“Well, I had wanted to sober up in isolated self-pity before 
I walked home, but I guess you can hang out for a bit.” Jen let 
the fake sarcasm ease away some of her anger.

“Self-pity, huh?” Shaggy lit a joint and arched a brow. “Is 
that a cucumber?”

“Shit.” Jen hadn’t even realized she was holding the damn 
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thing still, squeezing it like a stress ball practically. “Yeah,” 
she snapped back. “So what? Can I not carry a cucumber 
around with me?”

“Uh…I feel like I just triggered you and I didn’t mean to. 
Maybe rewind and let me know what’s wrong?”

Jen almost threw the fruit into the woods but reminded 
herself the purpose. With a deep breath, she jammed it back 
into the pocket of the baggy basketball shorts she wore under 
her bathing suit bottom. A new flare of anger erupted knowing 
that if she’d just been more confident and gone swimming 
with the bikini bottom on, she’d have avoided all this.

“That cucumber is why I’m hiding here. I put it in my 
pocket for the walk home and when it floated out of my 
shorts, Lexis Duggan made sure to point out my green dildo 
to everyone. Now you’re all caught up. Happy?”

Shaggy took another drag. “I don’t mean to throw fuel on 
the fire, but.... Wait—why did you need a cucumber for the 
walk home?”

Jen sighed, bringing her knees to her chest and resting her 
feet on the log. “It’s a thing I had with Dale.”

“Boyfriend?”
“No! Dale Oberman, Sam’s little brother. He sits alone 

on the riverbank near Miller’s cave, just watching the water 
most days.”

“Oh, yeah, the...uh…the special kid.”
“He must be special,” Jen said, defending him even though 

Shaggy’s tone hadn’t been mocking, just simply confused on 
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the appropriate way to describe the boy’s unique personality. 
“All the times I sat by him, he never made fun of me or spread 
rumors. Even talks to me. Not much, but still… And he’s the 
one that goes missing while bitches like Lexis Duggan are 
allowed to roam the earth making life miserable for everyone 
else.”

“That’s right, I heard he was lost. Sorry. I didn’t realize he 
was your friend. Isn’t he like in fifth grade?”

“We’re not friends exactly, but… It’s been like two years 
and most people at school still act like I’ve got the plague 
or something. I can’t believe Josh even invited me to the 
party tonight. Besides Desiree Lewis, I am by myself all 
the time. I started hanging at the lake and met Dale. We talk 
about animals, movies he’s seen, and yes, myths involving 
cucumbers…” The more Jen explained, it suddenly felt 
foolish getting companionship from Dale or at least admitting 
it. “You wouldn’t understand. You have friends. You go to all 
these parties all the time. I don’t.”

“And yet, I’m escaping the crowds to be alone.” Shaggy 
winked. “Not to crush your pity parade, but have you seen 
anyone here really talk to me? I mean, after they buy their 
baggie from me. Honestly, I get you Jennifer Levy. I may not 
understand the cucumber, but I get you.”  

“Fine. You want to know the truth?” Jen grinned, a soft 
laugh escaping. “Three or four weeks ago I shared a myth 
about water imps with him. When I was kid, my cousin told 
me all about these river creatures called Kappas. Weird stuff 
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that stuck with me as I got older, I guess. Dale asked me to 
tell him a story, so I may have borrowed from those myths. 
He really took it to heart, started pretending he was one. 
A Kappa’s favorite food is cucumbers, so...recently, if I’m 
coming by the lake, I grab one, just in case I see him. It’s 
stupid but...”

“No. That’s cool of you. If you hadn’t brought it up, I totally 
would have forgotten the kid went missing. Sam doesn’t act 
like anything is wrong.” He shrugged. “Everyone grieves in 
their own way, I guess.”

Jen’s mind shifted from her own grief to Dale’s.
“I guess… I just pray he’s not kidnapped by some…serial 

killer.” She instantly regretted voicing the concern. 
“This is Lame Shale, Small Town USA. I don’t think we 

have serial killers here.”
“So what happened to him? He’s just gone. No trace.”
“I don’t know. Water has a way…” Shaggy’s stoned eyes 

looked out into the trees, as if through them and to the lake 
where there were open beers, a bonfire, and seniors enjoying 
Friday night. “Water be mystical and spooky. When people 
disappear around water, I tend to think something supernatural 
was involved.”

“Supernatural? Like aliens?”
His bloodshot eyes shifted to her. “I don’t know. Maybe.”
“You are super high—which means if I can see that, I must 

be sober enough to head home.” Jen stood up and folded her 
towel.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to piss you off.”
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“I find it more likely that human beings are trash and 
someone did something bad to Dale. Rather than little green 
men abducting him.”

“Guess I did a shit job of cheering you up. Whatever 
happened, I hope Dale comes back soon, healthy and okay. 
And, uh, if you need someone to vent about shit like Lexis 
Duggan...I’ll do a better job next time. Promise.”

“Thanks. Don’t worry, Shaggy. At least you’re not as shitty 
as the peeps at the lake. I think I’m gonna go home now. See 
you at school.”

She waved and headed to the path back to town.

By habit, Jen slowed as she drew closer to their spot, even 
though she didn’t expect Dale to be there. Grabbing the 
cucumber had also been a reflexive habit after a week of 
doing it—

What’s that?
Away from the path, just out of reach of the moon’s 

illumination was Dale’s favorite boulder, and a small shadow 
was sitting on it.

No way. Jen cautiously stepped off the path and walked 
into the woods, stopping again and straining to see. Was she 
looking at the wrong rock? The shadow wasn’t moving. She 
took another step. The shadow looked similar to that of a 
small body.



12

“Dale?” Jen whispered, her voice cracking with nerves. “Is 
that you?”

The pounding anxiety culminated as the shadow turned 
and leaned into the blue moonlight. The face of a beaked 
hybrid shimmered. Jen gasped, then the monstrosity was 
gone, and it was only Dale, grinning. The silly wooden bowl 
balanced on top of his head.

No! I’m still tipsy. Maybe I’m drunk and don’t know it—
was that possible? I must be tripping.

But the hallucination remained as she walked closer. 
Finally, Jen sat down beside him, but it wasn’t until she 
gripped his shoulders that she believed her eyes.

“Oh my, God, Dale, where have you been?”
“Swimming and wrestling.”
“No pretending to be a Kappa right now, Dale.” She reached 

for the bowl on his head, but he grunted and scooted away, 
careful not to spill any water from inside. “Fine. Balance the 
water. But where have you been, seriously? Police have been 
looking for you.”

Dale turned back to the stream that emptied at the lake. 
She waited, but he didn’t speak.

“Let’s head home together. We need to show your family 
you’re okay.”

Dale shook his head.
He had never been much of a talker, but this behavior 

was out of place even for him. Jen debated rushing back to 
the party and finding Sam. Not that going back was a very 
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appealing option, but she was also bothered by the idea of 
leaving Dale alone now that she’d found him.

“Please. For me? I had a real miserable day. Lexi Duggan—
remember I told you about her—totally ragged on me in front 
of everyone. I’d appreciate a friend to walk me home.”

It was the first time she’d referred to him as her friend.
Dale turned and his face was shining brighter than the 

moon. Then it faded and his body slouched. He shook his 
head, slow and defeated. “I’m sorry. Can’t.”

Why was Dale acting this way? It was starting to creep 
her out. If he wouldn’t come with, would she have to call the 
police and wait for them to arrive? Not the best idea. She felt 
sober, but after underage drinking herself, she was not about 
to call the cops out to the lake. Not only could she get in 
trouble, if they discovered the party, everyone would kill her 
instead of just thinking she was the gross chick who brought 
her green dildo to parties.

Jen felt a little guilty as she pulled the cucumber from 
her pocket. Now that it had been in the dirty lake, she really 
didn’t want to see him eating it but didn’t know how else to 
bribe him. With that damn bowl on his head, he was clearly 
still into pretending he was a Kappa as much as the day he 
disappeared. She had to take advantage of that opportunity.

“Okay, fine. I need your help with a promise then, river 
boy.” She held up the cucumber and the light came back into 
Dale’s eyes. “I need you to stay here in one spot until I return. 
Can you do that?”
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Dale nodded, took the cucumber, and bit the tip, chewing 
quietly. Jen grimaced, but at least he wouldn’t run off.

How the hell was he just magically out here?
Supernatural...Like aliens. 
“Sorry about Lexis Duggan,” Dale said between bites. 
“Don’t worry about it.” Jen smirked. “She’ll get hers. Just 

stay here. Until I come back.”

Jen had an idea of where the Oberman’s house was, and 
when she got back to the main road, it was easy to find. Mr. 
Oberman’s Ford was parked behind the house along with 
along with the family Buick. He was probably on the road 
though, driving an eighteen-wheeler. Dale said his dad was 
always gone working the road.

There was another car in the back which struck her as 
strange though. Sleek, black and sporty. A Challenger or 
Camaro, she thought. Sam didn’t have a car, that’s why he 
always rode around with Victor Lopez. So who owned this? 

Weird.
She rushed up the porch steps to the front of the house and 

rang the doorbell. Most of the house was dark except for a 
light on in the master bedroom. Jen saw the flimsy curtain 
move.

Come on lady, it’s like 8 p.m., you can’t be asleep yet.
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She didn’t know much about Mrs. Oberman but hoped she 
was more friendly than Sam. She knocked on the door again, 
then leaned toward the window.  

“Mrs. Oberman, it’s about your son.” Jen raised her voice 
without trying to sound mad or scare anyone. If the woman 
didn’t answer, Jen was going to have to call the police. God, 
she did not want to do that.

Then she heard footsteps and felt relief as the door swung 
open.

The relief was short-lived.
“What you want causing a ruckus?” The woman was in a 

pink bathrobe, but she had plenty of makeup on still and her 
perfume was overpowering.

“Mrs. Oberman, I just saw Dale, near the river.”
“That’s impossible.”
“I swear I saw him. Come with me. He wouldn’t leave. I 

think he’s scared.”
The woman leaned toward Jen, sniffing. “You’ve been 

drinking, haven’t you? And now you’re trying to play a 
trick—”

“No, ma’am, I’m not.”
“My son is gone.”
“He was, but I just found him.”
The woman’s large pupils resembled the calculating eyes 

of a snake. “I don’t believe you. I’m going to call the police 
department and let them know what you reported.”

“Great. That’s all I’m asking. You promise to call the police 
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and tell them that Dale is at the river just past Miller’s cave?”
“Yes. But I think you’re a vicious girl, and if this is a prank, 

I’ll file a report against you.”
“Fine. Whatever it takes to get him help. Night.” 
The door slammed in her face, and as she walked away, Jen 

couldn’t believe that she felt like a bad guy instead of a hero. 
Why didn’t this woman believe her? Jen figured if she were 
the one with a missing son and someone came to her doorstep 
with news of his location, she’d be crying with joy, thanking 
God. The woman looked more inebriated than Shaggy. But 
as long as Mrs. Oberman was taking responsibility to call the 
police and not Jen, it was a relief.

Lexis led Jeremy from the glow of the bonfire and noise of 
the party to a clearing she’d prepared.

One day, she’d meet a man who took initiative by setting 
the ambiance. But for now, she only knew guys like Jeremy—
boys happy to plop their ass right on the forest floor with 
all the dirt and bugs just for a blowjob. Well, Lexis Duggan 
was not about getting pine needles in her cute little ass. That 
meant she picked a secluded spot and set up her special sex 
cushion and blanket in advance.

The music and voices of the party made for low background 
noise but were unintelligible at this distance. Lexis laid back 
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in the sex-chair cushion and undid the strings of her bikini 
bottom.

“Got the beer munchies yet?” 
Jeremy chugged the rest of his Milwaukee Best and Lexis 

dropped the fold of her triangle suit exposing her pussy.
Her shave job had started to grow in, but she knew Jeremy 

wasn’t going to mind. At least he was good for something 
even if he wasn’t a true man yet. He was more of a slobberer 
than a skilled tongue-smith, but on nights when Lexi was 
drinking and felt like a bad bitch, she wanted a guy to ravage 
her sloppily. 

Tonight was one of those nights she wanted it dirty. 
Especially after putting Jennifer Levy in her place. Josh 
should have never invited her. She was a Cali ho. Coming to 
Shale to ruin the town and take their men—well, their boys.

Jeremy dropped to his knees and got to work.
His tongue explored the entirety of her vulva, and an 

electric charge grew in Lexis’s gut. His tongue wasn’t shy 
about her taint in its drunken state either, even sliding over it 
and grazing her anus a few times. Lexis secretly loved it, and 
another reason she appreciated Jeremy’s drunken slobber: it 
was too embarrassing to ask for butt stuff. Lexis was great at 
playing the “innocent” slut, but she was a vanilla slut deep 
down, and there were still curiosities that she refused to 
blatantly ask the boys for.

Lexis closed her eyes and began to rock her hips against 
Jeremy’s face when he said, “Just a minute.”
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She kept her eyes closed, maintaining a fantasy, while 
it sounded like he struggled to remove his clothes. She 
considered verbally reminding him that there would be no 
fucking without a condom, but figured he knew it was just 
oral tonight and was simply freeing his boner from the tight, 
damp bathing suit. If he got pokey with the thing, she’d warn 
him. 

When Jeremy returned, his mouth-muscle was accompanied 
by a finger that probed the space between her ass and vagina. 
The area, so unfamiliar to human touch, tingled with nervous 
excitement.

Lexi didn’t resist when the length of his digit, wet with his 
saliva and her pussy juice, slipped inside her ass. His tongue 
continued to work her clit and the unique combination gave 
her a new type of ecstasy, making it difficult to concentrate on 
anything else. Although, despite all the pleasure, something 
felt off...

That’s not Jeremy’s finger.
It was a toy. Had to be. Jeremy was center on the basketball 

team; his hands were way bigger than whatever was in her 
ass. Besides the occasional tongue—which she loved—and 
an accidental nudge from time to time, Lexis was an anal 
virgin. It was nice that he was taking the initiative with a 
small toy. Finally. Maybe she would like it so much she’d try 
anal sex.

Another thin digit—toy—wormed into her vagina and she 
gasped. She had never had both holes filled before, let alone 
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a tongue on her clitoris at the same time. She pushed against 
the hands, ignoring the illogicalness of it, trying to enjoy 
the bliss instead of admitting the concern and fear that was 
gathering in her mind.

The toys turned, curling into hook shapes. Something 
sharp. When Lexis felt her anus tear, her eyes shot open and 
she screamed. 

When Jen got home, she gave her parents a quick greeting 
and headed to her room to change, fending off questions of 
why home so early when she had prepared them for a possible 
late night ‘at the movies’.

“I was invited to a get-together at the lake first and it wasn’t 
fun. Decided to skip the theatre and just come home early.”

Mom hoped everything was okay. Dad just stared from his 
spot on the sofa recliner as if he already knew she was hiding 
something.

After brushing up, Jen got into bed even though she was 
too amped to fall asleep. A part of her felt really good for 
facing Dale’s crazy mom and still being polite while getting 
him help. The other part of her feared failure. What if Mrs. 
Oberman didn’t call the police? What if she was just trying 
to scare Jen off and went back inside without calling, back to 
sitcoms and drugs or an affair—that probably explained the 
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black Challenger parked in the back.
Or worse, what if the cops came and Dale was gone? Sure 

he promised to sit still and he’s a good kid, but he’s still a kid. 
He could wander off and then— 

I’m gonna get in trouble!
Would there be a police officer knocking on her door 

tonight, looking for more answers?
Not to mention, she still had school on Monday. Had three 

more weeks until graduation to deal with this Lexis bullshit 
and the fallout of calling her a cunt. 

For the next hour Jen tossed and turned, battling the 
feelings. Just before sleep, she was reminded of the epitome 
of her failure tonight.

I lied to Dale...
Jen had said: don’t move until I come back. But even 

when she said it, she knew she wasn’t coming back. She was 
always going to just send help. The guilt intensified until she 
was so exhausted, she fell asleep, prey to more fears waiting 
in the waters of her subconscious.

“Kappas are like people. They ain’t all bad. They ain’t all 
good. And not all of them have a taste for the you-know-what.” 
Jake winked. He smelt of smoke and an odor she couldn’t 
place but would grow to always associate with bullies. “Do 
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you must never go anywhere without a fresh cucumber. It’s 
their favorite food and they will be your loyal friends for 
life if you give them one.”

“But why do they want my—”
Before her nine-year-old dream self could finish 

the question, Jen was transported to the riverbed, the rocks 
ahead wet with crimson splashes. A bent-over shadow of 
odd limbs within the bloody pool. Against her will, Jen 
moved closer. 

The shadowy mess of limbs solidified and Jen could see 
a slimy green figure hunched over and between a pair of 
feminine legs. There was whimpering, pleading in a 
voice Jen recognized. Lexis Duggan! 

With an ankle in each webbed hand, the creature 
pulled, and Lexis’s hip cracked, her asshole stretched 
and tore at the top and bottom of her perineum. The 
creature turned its head and looked at Jen with a scaly 
bird-like face, then it slammed its sharp-nailed hand into 
Lexis’s split butthole. Jen screamed at the squishing sound 
and the ensuing pop. Rank bowel stench gagged her. The 
short creature turned to face Jen and held up a glowing, 
translucent orb. Strands of bloody flesh hung from its palm.

Light pulsed from the ball that had been ripped from inside 
Lexis’s ass. Vibrations of the light crashed into Jen, 
bringing with it visions. She was travelling in the backseat 
of a car. Like a fly on the wall, she saw Lexis in the 
passenger seat slap Robert Baker in the shoulder.
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“Are you serious?” she scoffed.
“I told you it was a stupid question.”
“No. You’re stupid. When the girl you’re dating asks if 

there are any other girls’ styles you think are cute, it means 
you pick a celebrity for us to model after a bit. Not some 
bitch at school who you think is cuter than me.”

Somehow, through the wisdom of the ball, the light, Jen 
knew that Robert had mentioned Jen and yet at school, their 
interactions were never more than a ‘Hey’ when they sat 
down in senior math.

“Jeez, I said I was sorry,” Robert said.
Lexis slid her hand over the center console and into his 

crotch. Robert’s breath caught as she pulled his zipper down 
and fondled his balls.

“Oh yes, Rob. You are gonna be sorry.” She pulled his 
wiener out and gave it a hard slap.

“Shit!” he cried, swerving.
“I’m never blowing you again. Now let me out.”
“Crazy fucking bitch.”
“I said: pull over.”
“Fine.” He slammed his turn signal upward, turned into a 

neighborhood, and stopped.
Jen’s dream-self dissolved into the pulsing light and 

she returned to the river rocks, just in time to see the 
creature drop the glowing anus ball into his mouth. It 
popped with a squish between its beak-like jaws. 

Jen woke in a sweaty, breathless state, unsure if the scene 
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with Robert and Lexis had been real. She pulled the comforter 
over her head—a childhood defense against nightmares as 
a kid. That’s all this was. Imagination gone wild. She 
was under a ton of stress, mad at being made fun of, 
worried if she’d made the right decision with Dale, and 
her mind had retreated into old fears.

Stay away from water unless you got a cucumber, 
Jake warned from the dark corners of her memory.  You know 
what they want.

Jen remained under the comforter despite the heat of the 
warm May night and the humidity her trapped breath caused. 
Comforters and cucumbers couldn’t last though. She’d 
have to get herself together when the sun rose and figure 
out how to deal.
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SATURDAY MORNING
“You know these teens?” 

Jen was not allowed to have a phone at the table, but her 
father was. He explained it was his version of the morning 
paper and that he was not using it for cat memes and gossip, 
which is what he assumed Jen and all teenage girls used it for. 

He now held up said phone as they ate breakfast and there 
were pictures of Lexis and Jeremy. The headline read “Tragic 
Death of Well-Known Senior”.

“On my God. What happened?”
Her father brought the phone back. “‘Last night Lexis 

Duggan and her boyfriend Jeremy Thompson stepped away 
from a party—’”

“Isn’t her boyfriend,” Jen muttered, remembering her 
dream. Lexis didn’t have boyfriends, she just dated until 
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finding a— Her father eyed her, and Jen felt instantly ashamed. 
Tragic death and here she was being a bitch. “Nevermind.”

He read on: “‘There was alcohol at the party and the other 
guests did not notice the couple’s absence until police were 
called for an unrelated incident.’”

That was me, Jen thought.
“Honey, are you sure this is necessary to read?” Her mother 

wore a thin smile. “We’re eating breakfast.”
“Lillian, our daughter was at this party—weren’t you? 

The get-together at the lake? The one that wasn’t fun?”
Don’t lie, just be ready to spin this.
“Yes, but I wasn’t there when it happened. I spent more 

time helping to find Dale Oberman, than at the party. I’m the 
reason the cops came.”

“You called the police?” Her mom’s jaw dropped.
“Dale, that simpleton?”
“Dad! Really? And Mom, no, I didn’t personally call, but 

I got Mrs. Oberman to do it.” Jen turned back to her dad. 
“Everyone treats that kid like he’s invisible, please don’t do 
it too.”

“Fine. I’m more concerned about your involvement with 
the police. What happened?”

“I left the party and saw Dale in the woods by Miller’s cave. 
He wouldn’t let me take him home; I gave him a cucumber so 
he would stay put while I left to find his mom and get help—”

“You gave him a cucumber?”
“It’s from that stupid Kappa story cousin Jake use to tell 
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me as a kid. Who cares. Mrs. Oberman didn’t believe me and 
called the police… Could you just finish the article?”

“Yes. But we are not done talking about this.” Dad looked 
back at his phone. “‘It is unclear how the traumas happened. 
Duggan was pronounced dead at the scene—’”

Jen heard the snap of the pelvis from her dream. 
“‘Thompson has a contusion on his cranium and remains 

in a coma’—this is what happens at parties,” her dad said. 
“From now on, stay away from these types of kids entirely. 
Perhaps if you started to attend Bridgeway, you’d find better 
quality friends, they have a youth group—”

“Whoa, not cool. When is the last time we went to church? 
Easter? And before that…? Besides, Lexis Duggan is in 
Bridegway’s Young Pride group. Didn’t stop her from being 
at the party.”

Dad glared at her.
“All teens go to parties. If something happens that I’m 

uncomfortable with, I’m old enough to walk away. I showed 
that last night.” 

“What about when you can’t walk away?”
“I can always walk—”
“You were at a party where there may have been an 

assailant. A murder. What if that predator chose you? I don’t 
want you at any parties.”

“What? Like forever?”
“As long as you live in this house.”
“Ugh. That’s so cliche and drastic. The police don’t even 
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know what caused it. They could have been drunk and 
slipped, hitting Jeremy’s head on a rock. You can’t ban me 
from all parties just because something bad happened.”

“I want to know where you are. All. The. Time.”
“Mom?”
Her mother’s face was an open mouth grimace.
Dad’s phone rang. He squinted at the caller id and did not 

look happy.
“Hello.”
“Now, John?” her mother mouthed.
Jen picked at her eggs, listening to her father’s side of the 

conversation. The anxiety of a police interrogation sparked 
within her again, and with a sickening realization, Jen knew 
what was coming. The police had called Dad; they wanted to 
ask her those questions now.

“Yeah. I understand.” Her father looked over and his 
expression confirmed it was true. “I can take her to the station 
now.” 

“We searched a fifty-yard diameter from Miller’s cave. No 
sign of Dale Oberman.” Officer Perez sat across from Jen and 
her father in what she assumed was an interrogation room. 
“However, we did discover a homicide. Sounds like you both 
heard of this in the leaked news story already?”

Jen nodded, unsure which was worse: being forced to 
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recall the whole night with this cop in front of her dad; or 
getting to be alone with Perez for fear of him tricking her 
somehow. Already, he spoke as if he didn’t believe that she 
had seen Dale. Mrs. Oberman hadn’t believed her either.

“Here’s what concerns me. There are six witnesses 
claiming you had a confrontation with the victim and fighting 
words were exchanged.”

“What are you implying?” Her father’s voice was sterner 
than she’d heard it with another adult, ever.

“I’m not implying anything. I’d simply like to hear 
Jennifer’s side of the story. Coincidences happen, sometimes. 
We need to identify them when they do and discuss.”

“Well, yeah, they’re coincidences,” Jen’s voice was shaky. 
“I’m not gonna kill someone over bullying—”

“Do we need a lawyer here?” Her dad put one hand out, as 
if pausing the conversation, and the other on Jen’s shoulder. 

“If you want. I’m considering this discussion as ‘off the 
record’. I just want to hear your daughter’s perspective of 
what happened. If she saw Dale, we’d like some info on that 
encounter since Mrs. Oberman had nothing other than the 
location you gave her. But, if you need a lawyer just to tell 
the truth—”

“I can tell the truth,” Jen said. “You don’t need to act like 
I’m a suspect.”

“We’ll wait for a lawyer,” her father said. 
“No. Because Dale has been missing for weeks and I saw 

him.” She turned to officer Perez. “As for Lexis, she made 
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fun of...some girl stuff of mine in front of a bunch of people 
at the party. I called her a... See-You-Next-Tuesday.”

“A what?”
“A cunt,” Jen whispered, her cheeks burning.
“Jennifer.”
“Sorry, Dad.”
“Please,” Officer Perez said. “Let her speak about what 

happened freely. We need as much insight into that night as 
possible.”

“Lexis told me to ‘go for it’ or ‘try something’, I can’t 
remember exactly, and then she splashed me. So I left… That’s 
all.” Jen decided to omit the conversation with Shaggy. “On 
the way back, I saw Dale on the riverbank. Said he’d spent 
the last few weeks swimming and wrestling. He wouldn’t let 
me take him home. So I ran to Oberman’s house and woke 
her up, I guess. After that, I went home.”

“That’s the full story, correct?”
“Yes, sir.”
“That was easy.” Perez smiled. “Thanks very much for 

your cooperation.” 
“We’re done?” her father asked, sounding as confused as 

Jen was with the 180-switch of Perez’s tone and demeanor.
“For now, yes.” Perez led them to the station exit. “If we 

need anything further, we’ll let you know. Thanks for your 
help, Jennifer.”

Even with Perez’s smile and instant change after she agreed 
to give her side of the story, Jen didn’t feel safe from legal 
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repercussions. It was like watching a nature documentary, 
where a predator lets the prey almost get away before it 
pounces and gobbles them up. Only now, Jen was the prey.

Then again, as they walked through the parking lot, perhaps 
the feeling wasn’t so much from Perez, but anticipation about 
getting in the car with her dad. Because as soon as the doors 
closed, he began another rant.

“Never again. No damn parties. You hear me?” He started 
the car and they headed home. “What you told that cop was 
the truth, right? I can’t find out later that you lied to the police. 
They’ll lock you up.”

“Yes, I swear I told the truth.”
“I don’t even know what to say right now. When we get 

home, I want you to hang out in your room.”
“But we need to go look for Dale. Everyone thinks I’m 

crazy, like I made it up. But he’s out there.”
“Nope. Not your circus. Not your monkeys.”
“What does that even mean?”
“It means the cops can deal with it. I don’t believe that 

a kid just goes missing for a few weeks and shows back up 
with no explanation. Even a simpleton like Dale. Something 
is wrong and I don’t want you anywhere near it.”

I don’t believe that a kid just goes missing for a few weeks 
and shows back up with no explanation, her father’s own 
words were implying the same issue that Perez had under his 
fake smile.

Dad thinks I’m lying too.
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Lying and in some way helped kill Lexis? Or just insane 
and hallucinating? Both were devastating to her.

Jen didn’t say any more on the topic and her father drifted 
into his own contemplation—of what, he didn’t share. When 
they got home, Jen rushed up to her room while her father 
busied himself with normal Saturday tasks.

Jen however was not about to let this go and considered 
the best way to approach searching for Dale somehow. She 
couldn’t exactly ask her dad to borrow the car. But she had 
this sense that if someone didn’t put effort into locating him, 
Dale would be overlooked in light of Lexis’s tragic death. Not 
that she wanted Lexis to be dead, or Jeremy to be in a coma. 
But she wasn’t about to let the death of a miserable person 
overshadow finding Dale Oberman who was a sweetheart. 

How was it possible that he just returned though?
Dale couldn’t survive on his own. No one seemed to have 

kidnapped him. Yet Mom didn’t have him.
I’d believe in aliens before a serial killer, Shaggy had said.
Jen shivered. She absently checked her Mirror feed to 

procrastinate having to weigh the pros and cons of the 
strategies for finding Dale. 

Whoa! Her social media feed was blowing up with rumors. 
According to Mirror, Lexis’s death was now confirmed 

as foul play and not an accident. Possibly molestation. Her 
body was found—as the boys on social commented—‘Face 
down, ass up’. And the ass did not look good. Swollen and 
prolapsed—if the various post shares were to be believed. 
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Other posts were cheering Jeremy for getting some pussy 
before his coma. 

‘Pussy so good, it gives you brain damage’
‘He died doing what he loved; getting laid!’
Jen scrolled through the virtual shouting match exploding 

across timelines. Family and friends were angry that info 
was being leaked by supposed ‘friends’ from the party, and 
strangers from all over the state were sharing the gruesome 
details for attention.

Pop!
Squish!
Globs of translucent runny goo, blood, and shit dripped 

from the nightmare beak in her dreams, threatening to 
exploded into her daytime reality.

“You aren’t real,” Jen whispered to the empty room.
She hadn’t tried to process Lexis’s death yet or address 

that her subconscious mind had played out a scenario where 
the bully died in her nightmare. But that was understandable; 
Jen was not in the same situation as others from the party 
or random strangers seeing the post on Mirror. She had to 
worry about her self-preservation. Her sanity was currently in 
question—as well as her innocence in a homicide—and she 
couldn’t logically think until she was safe from this danger. 

I have to find Dale. 
There was no other way. Sure, Officer Perez wasn’t trying 

to arrest her, yet, but if she found Dale, her innocence could 
be proven. Also, maybe Dale saw something he could tell 



34

police to solve the murder of Lexis. In terms of sanity, if she 
could find Dale, it also meant her mental faculties would not 
be brought into question again. 

All this and she still had fucking homework due on 
Monday.

Jen crept downstairs and into the shed for her bike. It was 
Saturday and no one would notice her absence for at least an 
hour or two. That was plenty of time to check the river for 
Dale. Maybe she could even try talking some sense into Sam 
Oberman since his mother was too crazy. Though she wasn’t 
sure she had the strength for that confrontation just yet either. 
Sam wasn’t exactly a friendly guy based on what she’d seen 
at school.

On bike, it didn’t take Jen long to reach the empty rocks 
where last night she had sat with Dale. She took her time 
scanning the shoreline, noticing some red patches on parts 
of the bedrock. Blood? Ahead in the stream, caught on some 
rocks a few feet from the bank, was a brown object in the 
water. She moved closer—it was the bowl. 

If you don’t have a cucumber, your only hope is to spill its 
head water. Drains their power immediately, sometimes they 
can’t even move.

Jen leaned forward, balancing on a wet rock, to grasp the 
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bowl Dale had used for dressing up. Her right foot slipped, 
and she barely got her hands out in time to shield her face. 

The ground impacted Jen’s chest. She lost air, then she lost 
consciousness.

“Those sneaky bastards are always after the shirikodama.” 
Her cousin Jake pulled out a knife. It looked scary and angry 
to Jen. “Yours. Mine. Anyone’s they can get their webbed 
claws on.”

“Shirkowhat?”
“Shirikodama. It’s Japanese for—” 
Before the meaning was imparted to her nine-year-old 

dream-self, Jen was transported to Mrs. Oberman’s house 
and saw the woman with Dale. 

“Don’t ruin this for Mommy. Go to the river or your room 
but leave us alone tonight.” 

Then the scene changed, and Mrs. Oberman was in a bed 
with someone who looked like Danny Aceman. He graduated 
from Shale High last year. Started a yard cleaning and moving 
company instead of attending college. Jen only remembered 
Danny because he was kind of cute when she was a junior and 
he was a senior—they’d both served as grade representatives 
for the yearbook committee. 

Danny’s voice played over the vision. “Man, it’s like 
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talking to a brick wall. Is he always like that?”
“Oh yeah. He ain’t right. Daddy’s mutant sperm probably 

fucked him up, I bet.”
“Why are you even with that guy?” Danny laughed.
“I’m not. I’m with you right now. But he pays the bills.” 
In her dream, the still-married cougar and the young stud 

fucked. Their voices talking over the vile scene like a sports 
commentary.

“You ain’t looking for no more kids, right?”
“Hell no.” Mrs. Oberman traced a target around her face 

and tits with her index finger. “You hose me down with that 
man-batter because the downstairs factory is closed.” 

Jen felt gross, why was her mind showing her this?
Just before Danny’s revolting money shot, Jen woke on 

the rocks and something small was standing over her. The 
shadowy figure held out its dark hands, but it did not inspire 
fear in her. It leaned closer, then disappeared.

Am I awake?
This vision, like last night had imparted a type of second 

sight and understanding, a gaze into the past. She had seen 
Robert and Lexis. And now Mrs. Oberman and Danny.

But that couldn’t be real. Why would Danny be sleeping 
with Dale’s mom?

Why did you dream about Lexis’s ass getting ripped open 
the night it happened, before you saw the news on Mirror?

Suddenly, the sun grew brighter, like another veil being 
lifted. Jen breathed deep, now fully awake. She felt hands 
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assisting her from the ground. A familiar voice trying to calm 
her, assessing the situation. Her senses cleared. 

“Officer Perez?”
“Are you okay?”
“I think so.” She allowed him to help her up and steadied 

herself for a few moments before sitting down on a big 
boulder.

“Let me see your head.” He stood behind and looked at her 
scalp. “We need to get some ice on that. It’s gonna be a lump, 
but you’re not bleeding. Let me see your eyes.” He came to 
the front and shined a small pen light. “No concussion. What 
were you doing out here?”

“Looking for Dale.” She pointed to the wooden bowl in 
the water. “I saw that. It’s his.” 

The officer put on his gloves and was able to retrieve it. 
“This bowl?”

“He’d been dressing up with it right before he went 
missing.” 

“Dressing up with a bowl?”
Jen sighed realizing she was not going to get away without 

an explanation. “When we hang out at the river, I sometimes 
tell him stories. A few weeks ago, I picked a mythical 
creature that eats cucumbers and has a water dish indent on 
its head. The water must never spill. Silly folklore stuff. Just 
for fun. You know kids though. Dale had been really taking 
the stories to heart. Playing pretend...”

“I didn’t realize you two were such close friends. Especially 
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with the age difference.”
He spoke in that annoying tone again, the one that implied 

but didn’t imply. Jen decided not to refute the friendship 
claim. Instead, while Perez walked with her and the bike 
back to the main road, Jen quickly explained her lonely move 
to Shale and how the unlikely friendship between her and 
Dale had occurred. 

“I’m gonna get forensics out here to examine those red 
patches.” He shook his head. “I thought we swept this area; 
but maybe we were more east. To find this now…”

This time, Jen wasn’t sure if his implications were aimed 
at her again, or if she just misperceived it because of the guilt 
she still felt. She should have done things differently with 
Dale when she found him. Maybe all this wouldn’t have 
happened. Maybe Lexis and Jeremy would still be okay.

They reached the road and his squad car when something 
rustled loudly in the woods, drawing their attention back 
momentarily. It sounded like footsteps, but Jen didn’t see 
anyone, and if Perez did, he said nothing.

“I’m gonna call for officers to bring ice and take you 
home.”

“I have my bike.”
“They’ll transport it.”
“No thanks, really. It’s faster if I just go and I’d rather not 

have the police escort.”
Jen peeled off, pedaling fast. There was no way she wanted 

the attention of a squad car taking her home. The plan was to 
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slip in and pray Mom and Dad hadn’t noticed her absence.
Not until she snuck back home and got to her room without 

issue, did she start to question why Perez was there when she 
got knocked unconscious. He was either already at the river 
investigating her claims for himself. Or, he was spying on 
her. 

Jen pulled out her phone and texted Desiree. 
Crazy day. You hear what happened to Lexi?
Desiree’s response was immediate: Finally! Everyone is 

talking about you fighting with Lexis at some party. What’s 
going on?

Dammit. I was just tired of her shit and called her a cunt.
Wow. I’m impressed.
I didn’t do anything to her though. Jen had so much to say, 

but she wasn’t sure how to explain it. 
Instead, she watched the three dots blip while Desiree 

continued to type.
Honestly, I was mad you didn’t invite me to the party at 

first, but after what happened, I’m glad ;)
Jen didn’t want to talk about Lexis anymore. Didn’t want 

to think of what Lexis looked like dead. Her fake perky 
plastic personality, all gone. Her asshole ruptured—

I saw Dale when I left. He was in his usual spot. But 
nobody believes me. Mrs. Oberman called the cops, but they 
didn’t find Dale. 

Jen laid on the bed waiting. That was a lot of info to drop 
and wasn’t sure how Desiree would react. Their friendship 
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was still relatively new and built mostly on having to wait at 
the same bus stop and both being introverts despite wanting 
friends. Over the last year, they had discovered some music 
and movies to bond over, but it was so superficial. Jen was 
really upping their relationship with this admission.

What did the cops say? Desiree finally asked.
Nothing yet. They’ll call me if they need anything else. 

Everyone is acting like I saw a ghost, but I know it was Dale. 
We even found his water bowl in the river near his rock.

Water bowl?
Long story. But it means he was there. Or is there now. 

Would you be willing to go with me and look for him 
tomorrow?

No way. I don’t know what happened to Dale, but Lexis 
was murdered. People at the party saw the body and said no 
way it was an accident. Do not go looking for Dale.

It took a while before Jen decided to just write back ‘okay’. 
What was the point of trying to persuade Desiree over text to 
help her search for Dale? 

She thought of Shaggy.  If you need someone to vent about 
shit… 

She sure needed someone now. Maybe Shaggy would be 
more open to her ideas than Desiree. If he believed in aliens, 
he was probably willing to believe she’d seen Dale Oberman. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT
Danny ran the bath water while looking at Pornhub on his 
phone. Categories checked in his search filter: MILFs. Mom’s 
best friend. Cougars. Stepmom.

Tiffany Oberman was forty-two, the prime fucking age, 
and she was super wet for his dick. Every time he reminded 
himself of that fact, his smile grew wider. Especially when 
he thought about last year and being forced to retake junior 
English, sitting next to her son Sam. No one was laughing 
at him now for failing classes, including Sam. As for the 
husband, he didn’t really know Ted Oberman, other than he 
was a truck driver on the road for weeks at a time. Clearly, 
the guy wasn’t getting the job done at home and hadn’t in a 
while. 

Danny was a badass and he could ride this bitch for a year 
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at least. Now that the fucking retard was missing, it was even 
easier to hook up how he wanted to. Sure, it sounded like a 
selfish prick thing to say. But really, everyone was better off 
with Dale missing, not just Danny. 

 It didn’t get much better than this. Now, if he could swing 
a few money-moves as well as he swung his cock, he could 
afford to move out of his parents’ house.

Danny got the shaving kit ready as he watched a short 
clip of a cougar performing a rim job on a young man while 
stroking his cock. Getting his ass licked had never been 
a fetish Danny had pursued, but Tiffany was practically 
begging to be nasty for him. He might as well test out the act 
with her. She would worship his ass if he asked. Best of all, 
she wouldn’t tell anyone about it. Whereas his dumb ex in 
high school would probably rat Danny out to his friends for 
wanting his butthole licked.

He undressed, sat on the edge of the tub, and patted warm 
water around his taint and lower ass, feeling like a considerate 
guy. Even though he had this cougar sex slave, he was making 
himself clean and presentable. If he was gonna make Tiffany 
Oberman eat his ass, he could at least clear a path. He’d been 
shaving his balls for a while, but never anything else. 

Danny bent over, but it was awkward, and as he leaned 
forward, his butt would automatically start sliding off the 
bathtub ledge. After a few unsuccessful attempts at a blade 
stroke, Danny made the decision to lay down in the tub best 
he could, keeping the water low and raising his legs and ass 
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in the air. Shaving that way offered less resistance. 
He drained a bit of water and got in, making sure his phone 

was far away on the bathroom counter. 
He lathered up and the shaving was much easier in this 

position.
“Ouch!”
Danny pulled his hand away from his cheeks and checked 

the razor blade for blood. His anus tingled as if he’d cut 
himself.

“Christ,” he muttered, his ass still sensitive, eyes watering. 
It was like plucking a nose hair out.  

Danny’s hands slowly returned, the left pulling his ass 
cheek cautiously aside, the right bringing the razor back to 
the inner hair.

Splash!
A dark shadow rose over him. Danny dropped the blade 

and tried to sit, but the shadow pinned him on his back against 
the porcelain tub.

“Help!”
Something firm and sharp pushed inside his partially shaved 

asshole. Danny’s pleas for help morphed savagely into cries 
of pain and begs for mercy as whatever was inserted into his 
anus opened wide and began routing around inside his guts. 
Danny’s vocal cords ran hoarse from screaming and sweat 
poured into his eyes. Something inside his rectum snapped 
and a warming sensation flooded his body as he passed into 
nothingness.
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SUNDAY MORNING
Their church going had become sporadic over the last several 
years, but this morning, there was no discussion at all about 
possibly attending, despite Dad’s comment about the youth 
group yesterday. 

Dad was usually busy with taking work home on weekends, 
and today he seemed to be keeping himself extra occupied—
probably so he wouldn’t blow up at Jen again. Mom worked 
on clients for her accounting PLLC. And Jen read, watched 
TheyTV videos, and scrolled Mirror in her room between 
bouts of forcing herself to focus on schoolwork. 

She’d had senior-itis even as a junior moving here, but she 
still didn’t want to blow her GPA with barely more than a 
month left in high school. It was an in-state move and so far 
all the credits had transferred. But if her grades tanked now, 
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colleges wouldn’t care about her circumstances, they’d only 
see the GPA number. And while higher education seemed 
like a scam, Jen also felt she needed it to be successful.

When the doorbell rang, she paused everything and listened 
to the downstairs. 

It was difficult to hear, but it sounded like Officer Perez. 
She edged closer to the staircase landing. Perez was at the 
door, asking her father if Jen had left her room last night. 
More comments she couldn’t decipher followed. Then it 
sounded like Perez declined wanting to speak with Jen, that 
he’d just wanted her dad’s opinion on her whereabouts last 
night. Then she heard the door close.

“Hey, Dad?”
“Yeah?” he called up, not bothering to come to the 

downstairs landing.
“Was that the detective? Something happen?”
The gallop of her heart thundering in her chest threatened 

to drown out his answer. 
Please God don’t let Perez tell him I was at the lake 

yesterday. 
Now Dad came to the stairs and softened his voice, his 

face grim. “I think they’re going to put a curfew in effect 
starting tonight. Looks like another young person was killed. 
He’s a little older than you, but you may have known him.”

The relief of not being caught sneaking out was 
overshadowed by this new threat.

“Oh, honey.” Her mom had come from her office, but Jen 
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really didn’t want Mom questioning her about emotions, 
seeing if she was dealing with the grief of death properly. Jen 
was too scared for herself to worry about the victims—wow, 
what a shitty thing to say, she thought. 

But it was true.
“Police aren’t releasing the name yet, but just be prepared.”
Danny Aceman was a little bit older than her…
“Honey, if you need to talk later…” Her mom’s ‘woe me’ 

voice already starting in.
Hose me down with that man-batter…
“Yeah. I’m good… just, need some alone time.” 
Under that excuse, Jen was able to hide in her room to 

think. She had not thought of Danny Aceman in the year 
since he graduated. 

I dreamed of Lexis. Now she’s dead. What if…
Jen felt dangerously close to admitting that something 

supernatural was happening to her.
It was also better than admitting to losing her mind. 
If Desiree was too chicken to help her, maybe it was finally 

time to enlist Shaggy. Thank God they had run into each other 
at the party. 

“You want me to do what?”
“Check Danny Aceman’s house and see if he’s okay.”
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“And when I ring on the doorbell, what do I even say? My 
friend Jen had a weird dream and we just wanted to make 
sure you’re alive? I barely know the guy—he bought weed 
from me like twice.”

I’m your friend? Jen almost asked the question out loud 
but decided to let it go.

“Yeah, something like that. Look, the cops came to my 
house. Another teen is dead, I don’t know who though. I 
realize this is all super weird, but you told me next time I 
needed something…”

“I said if you needed to vent. This is a bit more...intense.” 
Shaggy’s stoner laugh came over the phone. “It’s cool 
though. I’ll do it. I still think you’re being a bit over-dramatic 
assuming it’s Danny Aceman, but it’s creepy that you swear 
you saw Dale, and no one believes you. So, rather than me 
just jumping on the ‘you’re-hallucinating’ bandwagon. I’ll 
check out Danny’s house.”

“Thanks, Shaggy. I’m glad all doesn’t scare you.” 
“I just want to know if it’s aliens.”

As she waited for his call back, Jen realized it was really cool 
of Shaggy to stop what he was doing and help her. Granted, 
he probably wasn’t doing much except smoking weed; but 
still, he was helping.
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She had stumbled through math corrections and was just 
starting on her senior English paper when Shaggy’s number 
showed on her phone. She answered and immediately, 
Shaggy’s excited voice came over loud and clear.

“Holy shit. There are police at his house. Cops are going 
through his Challenger. I think you’re right about Danny 
being the victim.”

“The challenger?” Jen whispered. “Of course! Danny’s the 
one having an affair with Mrs. Oberman.”

“Why do you think that?”
Jen had not relayed all the nasty sex details of her dream 

to Shaggy. Just that she believed it was an omen of his death. 
“I...uh, saw his car at Oberman’s when I went there on Friday 
night.”

“So you assumed that Danny must have been boning his 
mom?” His laugh was a nervous snort. “I don’t know if that’s 
the conclusion I would jump to—”

“I saw the affair in my dream too, but I didn’t realize it was 
true until you confirmed his car.”

“You saw them boning in your dream?”
“More like a nightmare. And could you not call it ‘boning’?”
“You saw Lexis and Jeremy too?”
“No. But, I did see Lexis…something—I saw what 

happened to her. I’d rather not talk about the details.”
“Did you have the dream before or after the Mirror posts 

about her?”
“Before. That’s why I need you to trust me. I think you 
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were right about lake disappearances and supernatural 
happenings.” She held her breath, listening to the silence. 

“I trust you,” he finally said. “It’s tripping me out a little, 
but I’m on board that some spooky shit is going down in 
Shale. Just not sure what I can do to help you.”

“Find out if Danny died the same way Lexis did. You 
know…”

“Like…having his ass all… you know?”
“Yeah. If  he was torn up too, I have a theory on what’s 

happening.” 
“I’ll do my best. Maybe you can tell the cops something 

to help?”
“Can cops help with supernatural stuff?”
Silence on his end.
“Text me Sam Oberman’s number too. I got a bad feeling 

his mom may be the next victim. I’ll think of some way to 
warn him.”

“Now that I can do, no problem. Anything else?”
“Keep away from water and sex.”
“Done.” He laughed. “Glad you didn’t add weed to that 

list.”
After they hung up, she typed out a text message to 

Sam, then erased it. It took five more tries before she was 
somewhat satisfied with what she wrote. Her long paragraph 
was whittled down to just three sentences.

I know it’s hard for everyone to believe, but I did see 
Dale. Can I talk with U tomorrow. I promise I’m not crazy. - 
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Jennifer Levy
His response came quicker and calmer than what she was 

expecting.
Meet you outside A building during lunch.
Mentally rehearsing what she’d say tomorrow took about 

two hours before she drifted into sleep.
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SUNDAY NIGHT
A door opened in the darkness and the stench of flatulence 
wafted into the bedroom. The odor was followed by a 
diminutive figure stepping into the door frame. Light from 
outside turned the muscular, scaly creature into a shadow that 
slunk toward her bed. In its hand was another glowing orb. 
The creature raised the ball of light as if it were an offering 
to Jen.

From its fiery glow, Jen was receiving information again. 
She saw Danny and Mrs. Oberman watching TV. He was 
drinking a beer, she was hanging on him playing with his ear, 
a softcore thriller played on Roku. 

“Is Dale still here?”
“In his room,” Oberman said, fingers climbing playfully 

up Danny’s arm to his neck.
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“We’re gonna get loud; can’t you send him somewhere?”
“Have you seen the kid? He can barely remember to tie 

his shoelaces. I’m not sending him for a night on the town.” 
Jen could feel the shame Dale felt, listening, crying in his 

room. 
“I hear the way you talk about him. Maybe he’d be better 

off in a home for kids with special needs or something?”
“Christ, Danny, he’s not an Alzheimer’s patient. They 

don’t have group homes for kids with—”
“Chill, I thought you had said you wanted him gone—”
“Stop, before you kill my libido.” Oberman put her fingers 

to his lips. “Why don’t you put that mouth to better use and 
maybe I’ll send Dale out with his brother next time.”

Then Jen saw the river, felt a cool breeze and heard the 
water rushing. The voice-over commentary was back. But 
there were no bodies present.

“What do you mean gone?” Tiffany Oberman’s voice was 
more angry than worried.

“I mean he ran the hell off, Ma. Sounded like you did 
something to him.”

“I’m pissed off he’s the way he is, but I’d never do anything 
to him—”

“Maybe he saw something you did to someone else.” 
Sam’s voice was patronizing.

“How dare you. Ungrateful bastard—”
“I’m going to bed, Ma.”
“Don’t you dare walk away. We’re not done talking.”
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“Until you tell Dad what you did, I don’t have to do 
anything you tell me anymore.”

The voices were interrupted by the noshing of a beaked 
mouth rising from the waters of the river. 

Could be an evil Kappa or friendly Kappa. Like a box of 
chocolates, Jenny. Never know what you’re gonna get. Now 
the patronizing voice was her cousin Jake.

Then she woke, sweaty, needing to pee.
Once she felt steady, Jen pulled back the comforter and 

placed her feet on the ground, yanking them up immediately.
What the heck?
In the nightlight, she could see the damp patches on the 

carpet in the pattern of small feet leading from her bed to 
the door. Not knowing if she was trapped in the dream still 
or in real danger, she dove back into her bed and pulled the 
comforter over her head. Under the covers, her need to pee 
was forgotten, replaced by heavy breathing, heat, and a faint 
smell from her dream, reminiscent of a dirty gas station 
restroom while she waited for dawn to save her. 

At some point, she fell asleep before the sun rose, but not 
before committing to her theory, as crazy as it seemed.
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MONDAY
Jen spent the bus ride saving links to websites about Kappas. 
It felt so stupid, but she needed something more to show 
Shaggy than just telling him about her creepy-ass cousin’s 
stories. Sending him the links was easier than having to talk 
to him. If Shaggy thought she was crazy, oh well, it was just 
one more friend she never really had.

Of course, he’s gonna think I’m crazy. The articles she’d 
found described Kappas on a wide spectrum. All the way 
from just mischievous pranksters enjoying upskirt peeks to 
flesh-eating, rape monsters. And she was telling him they 
were real and living near Miller’s cave.

If researching Kappas didn’t give Monday a weird enough 
start, seeing police officers at the gates of Shale High put 
the icing on the cake. Jen kept reminding herself that their 
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presence had nothing to do with her, but it was difficult to 
believe after the weekend she’d had.

Jen hurried from class to class, doing her best to avoid eye 
contact. Every time she looked up from her phone, she got 
the sense that people were staring at her. The first thought 
was that they knew about her sex dreams and visions. But 
probably, they were judging her for Lexis’s death. 

It’s all in my head. Just like thinking the cops are here for 
me.

During homeroom, the video news was full of PSAs on 
drinking, partying, and protecting yourself. The curfew was 
announced, and all students who needed someone to talk to 
about the recent tragedies were encouraged to set up a time 
to meet with one of the school counselors.

When the bell rang for lunch, Jen grabbed her backpack 
and headed for the door, ready to talk with Sam, but also not 
ready at all.

“Jen?” It was Mrs. Carter. She was all smiles. “Can I see 
you for a moment?”

The other students filed out, while Jen headed to the 
teacher’s desk. “Yeah.”

Carter kept her voice low but friendly. “I got an email in the 
last few minutes of class; Mr. Greene is going to accompany 
you to the front office.”

‘What’s wrong?”
“Nothing,” the large security guard said, walking into the 

classroom after the last student left. “Principal is talking to 
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tons of students today, checking in with them after a tragic 
weekend. You know how it is.”

Jen had no idea how it was, but she allowed him to lead her 
outside to the security golf cart.

When they where finally in the front office, Jen was 
brought into a conference room, not the principal’s room. 
And the only person inside was Officer Perez.

“Hi, Jen.”
“Where’s Principal Murphy?”
“I thought we’d leave him out of this. School, parents, 

sometimes young adults get nervous talking in front of those 
figures.”

Cops are pretty anxiety inducing too, she thought.
“I wanted to give you another opportunity to recall 

anything you may have forgotten while you were speaking to 
me in front of your father.”

“I... I told the truth.”
“I know, but something you said struck a nerve with me.” 

He placed a Ziploc baggie on the table. Inside was something 
green and rotted. “You know what this is?”

Jen’s stomach churned. She shook her head.
“It’s a cucumber. Know where we found it?”
Feeling dizzy, her voice cracking, Jen answered: “The 

river where I saw Dale?”
“No. A crime scene.”
‘It’s not mine.”
“I didn’t say it was. But on Saturday, you told me Dale was 
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interested in water bowls and cucumbers and creatures. Now 
we find this at a victim’s house. You hear who the victim is 
yet?”

She shook her head.
“Danny Aceman.” His gaze intensified when he spoke 

the name, as if searching her face for a clue. “Social media 
is starting to buzz with the connection already. Can’t keep 
anything secret for more than twenty-four hours it seems 
like.”

“I guess not.”
“But I’d like to try still. Can I trust you to keep this 

confidential?” He pointed to the bloated cucumber remains.
Now that she was alone, the trickery was coming. Jen 

could feel it. 
He still thinks I’m involved.
Jen swallowed hard. “Sure.”
“Good.” He nodded. “Now, here’s the weirdest thing. 

Danny happened to be at Mrs. Oberman’s house on Friday 
night, about the same time you stopped by. Did you notice 
him there?”

Jen thought about the Challenger. “I didn’t see him, but 
maybe he was inside visiting. Mrs. Oberman wasn’t very 
nice to me.”

“You think she wanted to get back to entertaining a guest—
Danny?”

“I don’t know.”
“Sam Oberman wasn’t home. You hang out with your 
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friend’s parents when your friends are out at a party?”
“I guess not.”
“Know how we found out he was there?”
Jen said nothing. He was trying to mindfuck her, trap her 

into saying something to lock her up for murder.
“Phone records.”
“I really don’t know why Danny would be there. Or whose 

cucumber—”
“Tell me about the creature that Dale likes so much.”
Her head felt numb, detached. Like having too much 

alcohol at a lake party. In a pause that stretched inside her 
mind, Jen debated how to explain. There was no rational way 
to start, but she wanted out of the room. At this point, she was 
willing to say anything, no matter how crazy, just to escape.

“They’re called Kappas. They’re little turtle-like creatures 
that live in the water. Some of them are nice and just 
mischievous… But others are…evil.”

“Evil how?”
They want your ass, Jenny!
“They hurt people near water. Steal...organs.”
They want to gobble up your sweet, sweet anal ball. Jake’s 

slurping echoed down the corridors of her mind. Jen could 
feel the hot tears coming on but couldn’t stop them.

“Organ-stealing turtles? This is the kind of story you tell a 
kid with a disability?”

“I never told him those parts.” Jen’s voice cracked and 
the tears slid down her cheeks. “Some are loyal and can be 
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playful and fun. That’s what I focused on with Dale. I swear.”
“You don’t think he looked them up on his own. Found out 

more to the legend?”
“No. He’d have been scared of water if he had. Same as I 

was for years. This was all harmless fun, I swear. Dale was 
my little river boy. My…friend.”

Only friend, she was starting to realize.
“I understand.” Perez’s accusing tone changed to kindness. 

“I’ll get you a tissue.”
He left her alone in the room with the cucumber baggie for 

a minute, then he was back, and Jen blew her nose and wiped 
her face.

Once she calmed down, he said, “I want you to be careful. 
Stay away from the river and the lake. Someone must know 
about your story time with Dale. So far, no prints can be 
lifted from this cucumber mess or the bowl. But we’ll find 
out whose it is.”

Jen nodded with a sniffle.
“Remember, let’s respect Danny Aceman’s memory and 

keep this information to ourselves.”

After what Jen felt was an interrogation, the principal’s 
secretary wrote Jen a front of the line lunch pass so she’d 
have time to eat. However, she wasn’t hungry anymore. She 
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shuffled out of the office and back toward the A building.
“Got a second?” It was Shaggy.
She raised her head and must have still looked miserable.
“Whoa, you okay?”
“I know what’s killing them and no one is going to believe 

me.”
“Wait, how—”
“Why’d you’d leave me hanging,” Sam Oberman 

interrupted, walking up to them, eyes shifting between 
Shaggy and Jen.

“Bad enough you’re bothering my mother. Now you’re 
playing with me, too? What’s your problem?”

“Chill, bro, can’t you see she’s upset?” Shaggy said.
“She’s not the only one.”
“It’s okay, Shaggy. I think Sam and I have some stuff to 

talk about. I just came back from the principal’s office. The 
police wanted to talk with me.”

“They did?” There was a shift from anger to concern in 
Sam’s voice. 

Ding Ding Ding, the electronic chime signaled the end of 
lunch.

“Maybe we can talk after school?” Jen said.
Sam studied her and it felt like the scrutiny of Perez all 

over again. “I’m going to the lake to look for Dale. Since 
you’re so sure you saw him, you wanna help?”

Stay away from the river and the lake.
“Okay,” she said despite Perez’s warning.
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“I’m driving my mom’s Buick now. Meet me in the parking 
lot after class.”

“Sorry to interrupt, but I can’t be late again or I’m risking 
graduation,” Shaggy said. “Jen, I got nothing on that thing 
you asked me to investigate. But…sounds like you got the 
info you needed from the Five-O, so I’ll just catch you later.” 
Beneath his stoned exterior, there was an expression of hurt

“Thanks, Shaggy. Hey, let’s talk tonight. Got a crazy 
theory to tell you.”

“Thanks.” He smiled and left.
“Theory, huh?” Sam said.
“Maybe.” Jen chewed her lip. She didn’t feel as comfortable 

with Sam as she did with Shaggy. “Let’s see what we find at 
the river first.”

Jen passed outside the school gates, breath held, waiting, but 
the cops stationed there said absolutely nothing to her, and 
they continued to watch over the mass of exiting students.

“Ready?” Sam stood next to the white Buick Skylark. 
“Yeah.” Jen got in, trying to sound chipper, knowing that 

the awkwardness about to ensue was going to rival the car 
ride with her father after the police station. “I just gotta be 
back by 6 p.m. before my dad gets home or he’ll wig out.”

“Sure. Does he know town curfew is 7 p.m. though, not 
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six?”
“Yeah, but after the way things have been going for me, 

I’m lucky I’m allowed to attend school. Afraid he’ll pull me 
and finish the year in online classes.”

“I heard someone else died. Know who it is?”
Her ears prickled with caution and fear. Would Perez 

somehow find out Jen blabbed if she confided in Sam.
Sam looked over from the road. He reminded her of the 

cop—speaking only to measure her reaction. Jen kept silent, 
so Sam continued: “Rumor is it’s Danny Aceman. Cop cars 
were at his house last night and morning. Rumor is he’s the 
newest victim. Probably raped in the ass just like Lexis.”

“Why do you think he was…raped there?” Jen didn’t 
know what she expected Sam to say, but she wanted to 
hear something rational. Something to make her believe her 
nightmares were not reality.

“Why is easy. The question is who.”
“Sam, there’s something I need to tell you…”
He flicked on his blinker and pulled into a gas station. 

“Hang on, I need to fill up.” 
Jen got out with him but stayed by the car as Sam went 

inside to pay before pumping.
She paced baby steps in front of the car waiting. 
It’s not the type of rape you’re thinking of... I think the 

killer is a monster who steals shirikodamas, anal orbs, then 
eats your liver. And it has something to do with your missing 
brother too.
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“Yeah,” she muttered. “That will go over well.”
Sam walked back sipping on a fountain drink and carrying 

a second. “Here. You look like an Orange Crush girl.”
“Thanks,” Jen said surprised. She took a few sips to show 

her appreciation, while he pumped gas.
She was actually a cherry Pepsi girl, but this was the nicest 

Sam had ever been.
Back on the road, he asked, “What did you talk to the cops 

about?”
Jen welcomed the change of topic because her Kappa 

speech still didn’t seem ready. 
“The fight with Lexis. Where I saw Dale. Stuff like that.”
“You really saw him Friday night?”
“I swear. Your mom must hate me, but I saw him.”
“My mom’s an idiot anyway. Don’t worry.” Sam pulled up 

a dirt path into their backyard driveway. 
“You believe me, right?”
That brown-eyed stare again. “I don’t know. But I’m 

willing to search for him with you. First though, I want to 
show you something of Dale’s.”

Sam led her to the front door.
“Is your mom home?” Jen was squeezing the Styrofoam 

cup, sipping out of nervousness now. He wasn’t being mean, 
but still he seemed so weird. She couldn’t help but think this 
was a trap to team up with his mom and berate her together 
this time. 

“She’s home but hasn’t left her room since yesterday.”
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Sam led her into a small living room. The house was clean 
but cluttered with knick-knacks. 

“You can wait here if you want.” He pointed to an old 
couch that looked like something out of a 90s catalogue. “I’ll 
grab it and be right back.”

Down a super short hallway, Jen could see a closed door 
and heard running water.   

“Will your mom be mad if I’m out here?” The nerves had 
her dizzy and tired and suddenly Jen wanted to go home. “I’ll 
just wait outside.”

She turned but stumbled. Sam caught the cup and gave her 
a shove.

“Hey.” There was no strength in her voice though...or 
body, and Jen fell into the couch cushions.

Something’s wrong!
She felt detached from her body as Sam hoisted her over 

his shoulder and carried her to his bedroom on the other 
side of the house, locking the door and dropping her on his 
mattress.

“Did you do it?” Sam’s eyes were now more intense and 
intimidating than Perez’s had ever been.

“Please… What’s happening?” Every word was a struggle 
to pronounce. “I’m...sick, I think.”

“Pussy. It was barely a half dose of Special K in that soda. 
Just enough to give me what I want.”

“You…drugged me?”
“Why did you lie and tell everyone you saw Dale?” Sam 
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pulled out a knife, scary and angry.
“I did… Saw him.” Jen could barely feel the tears on her 

skin, but she knew they were there. 
“No. You. Didn’t,” Sam seethed. “You’re just fucking with 

me. Now tell me what you want.”
“To… find Dale.”
“Dale’s dead.”
Jen shook her head, repeating the only words she could 

think of anymore. “Please...I saw him.”
“Not possible.” Sam laughed, cruel and sarcastic. “Wow, 

you really are just a crazy bitch hallucinating things. No 
wonder you hung out with Dale. You’re both fucking looney 
tunes. And here I thought you were trying to blackmail me 
with the cops.”

“Black mail…?”
“Yeah, sounds stupid now.” Sam snorted. “I thought you 

knew what I did though. I had to find out. That and what you 
told the cops.”

“I didn’t tell…anything. You killed Danny and Lexis?”
“I wish. Lexis is a slut bitch and Danny can go fuck 

himself. I got dirt on my ma for that asshole so I didn’t give 
a shit. That’s why I’m driving her car. But huh, you really 
didn’t know the truth of what I did to him?”

Jen shook her head, but it just kept bobbing out of her 
control.

“Wow, well, that’s too bad. Whoops—” He burst out 
laughing “—guess I really overreacted. Ha! Since you 
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weren’t fucking with me, I guess I could have let you live. 
But I’m committed now. No going back. I don’t feel bad 
though. In fact, my dick is gonna feel real nice. Say…” Sam 
leaned close to her on the bed and, though she wanted to 
claw his eyes out, her hands wouldn’t obey the command. 
“You ever do anything with my brother? Pity hand job or 
something? I kinda hoped he’d gotten his rocks off at least 
once before he ate shit.”

“You’re sick… bastard.”
“More importantly, am I gonna be your first?” He winked. 

“I’ll definitely be your last.”
Her faculties of speech stopped working.
Sam grinned manically. “This plan has really come 

together better than I could have imagined. Whoever fucked 
up Lexis and Danny though, the cops are gonna add you to 
his list of victims. If they even find you. I’m gonna hide you 
the same way I hid Dale.”

At the other end of the house, Tiffany Oberman turned off the 
faucet and returned to her bed. The bath water was way too hot 
to get in yet, so she propped herself up on countless pillows, 
and continued sipping her margarita, swiping through her 
text messages, and listening to smooth jazz. Blushing and 
laughing at the horribly inappropriate stuff Danny and she 
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had messaged each other during the affair. 
He was her first dick pic. And in return, she’d sent pussy 

pics. She was forty-two, feeling as sexy as a twenty-two-
year-old. She could not allow her beauty to go to waste just 
because Ted was lazy and useless as a sexual partner. This 
was her prime MILF years! Tiffany was still fucking hot and 
she’d had that hard fuckboy wrapped around her finger. Now 
he was gone.

Tiffany was sad for Danny’s family, but she was sad for 
herself too. She might have enjoyed a few years of no strings 
attached sex with a young stud. She’d have let that young 
buck take her any way he wanted.

In hindsight, it seemed like fate the way they’d met, and 
she wondered how difficult it would be to find another young 
fuck toy like that who wouldn’t blow her cover.

Easier now that Dale is gone. 
The voice was harsh but true. It did make her feel bad, and 

she had prayed that whatever had happened, her baby boy 
wasn’t in pain anymore. But it was better this way. Coming 
to the idea that Dale was probably dead had broken her heart 
at first, yet each day, coping grew easier. He was a handful, 
and he would never be self-sufficient. Now they were both 
happier.

If only something would happen to Sam, she thought. 
Prick. Whether good or bad, Dale missing was Sam’s fault. 
He was supposed to be watching his brother. Worse than his 
father that one had turned out to be. All Ted’s seed produced 
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were problems.
Tiffany downed the margarita looking at more of the dirty 

pictures they’d taken together. She raised the volume of the 
music and decided to have some fun before slipping into 
the bath. Laying back on the pillows, she hugged herself, 
imagining it was Danny. She slid her fingertips up and down 
the inside of her thigh the way he liked to caress her, every so 
often bringing them up to her crotch, dancing over her thin 
panties. Danny had gotten her wetter than she’d been since 
before having kids. Even now, thinking of his strong young 
body, she could feel her underwear dampen. 

Guys were always too rough with her nipples. Usually it 
was annoying, but with Danny, it had been cute to watch his 
impulsivity. Like a kid who couldn’t help but tear open his 
Christmas present. It made Tiffany feel like a woman when 
he did it. So in that spirit, she tweaked her nipples hard as she 
rubbed her pussy. 

Tiffany reached over to the nightstand and took out a 
vibrator. Eyes closed, she licked the tip, ignoring the rubber 
taste, instead smelling Danny and the cheap cologne he’d 
always tried to impress her with. Three fingers massaged her 
labia as she worked the vibrator in and out of her mouth. 
That had always been his favorite: watching her play with 
herself while sucking his cock. When she orgasmed and 
shuddered, exhaling her excitement on his dick, Danny had 
always grinned.

Her hands slid easily against her vagina. She was so wet 



72

she could hear the squishing of her pussy lips. The sound 
grew and she suddenly realized that the sound wasn’t her—

Someone was on the bed, grabbing her hand which held 
the vibrator.

Her eyes shot open, and she was staring into the menacing 
face of a reptilian monster, a foul breath emitting from its beak. 
Tiffany tried to scream, but when she opened her mouth, the 
creature rammed the vibrator deep into her throat. The bones 
in her hand cracked, she choked, and the toy turned to a faster 
speed as it wiggled from her broken grasp. The vibrator’s 
motion propelled itself down her esophagus. Tingly sweat 
filled her senses, black spots formed at the edges of her eyes. 
Then something sharp reached into her ass. A pressure built 
in her temples and after the pop, Tiffany Oberman became 
nothingness.

“This ought to do the trick.” Sam held up a mini souvenir 
baseball bat. “I haven’t seen Danny’s ass. But I did see the 
pics of Lexis. It was like this squishy purple ring was hanging 
out of her butthole. Gaping like those porn sites. Fisting to 
the extreme.” Excitement gleamed in Sam’s eyes. “Don’t 
worry, I’m not gonna do all this while you’re alive. I’m not 
a total monster. I’ll stretch you comfortably before you die 
though.” He grabbed his crotch. 
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Sam flipped Jen’s limp body over, her face smushed into 
the bed. Hot air pushed back into her face like when she was 
under the comforter, but every aspect of safety was missing 
from this scenario. Jen felt her pants tugged down. She cried 
in her mind as she struggled to breath against the mattress, 
growing dizzier. Thankfully, she passed out before she felt 
his penis enter her ass.

“Dale! It’s time to come home.”
Dale was walking across the rocks, balancing his water 

bowl, mumbling words only he could understand.
Sam grabbed him and the bowl fell. 
“Sam—!” Dale caught himself and froze, playing the role 

of injured Kappa after losing his water.
“I’m getting tired of your shit. Let’s go!” Sam yanked, but 

Dale wouldn’t budge. 
He tried once more.
Dale grunted and broke character to nod at the bowl. “Fill.”
“I’m not playing your stupid fucking game. Get your own 

damn water bowl.” Sam shoved Dale who was already in a 
hunched, precarious position.

The crunch of his skull against the large river rock and 
back into his spine echoed over the rushing stream. The river 
turned red. 
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Disconnected, Jen watched Sam confirm his brother’s 
death. Saw him put the body in a barrel with chemicals in the 
shed. Saw him fight with Mrs. Oberman again. Sam kept the 
murder a secret, sharing only that Dale ‘ran away’ while his 
back was turned. Although his mother didn’t know the truth, 
she also didn’t rush to find Dale. She let days pass before 
reporting him missing. Hoping there would be nothing to 
save once the police got involved. 

Jen woke, groggy, and her head pounding in pain. It was 
dark where she was, but she could see a ceiling though, 
posters, and felt a bed under her back… 

She was on her back again. Was she dead? Had Sam raped 
her? She didn’t feel any pain in her vagina or—

Jen forced herself to sit up. Her breath caught, and the 
ketamine hangover was forgotten at the sight of the diminutive 
figure with a hardback shell and beaked nose standing in 
shadows near the foot of the bed. Its head was bald on top 
like a monk’s, with shaggy spikes hanging down from the 
shaved hole. On the bald pate was a water dish.

The Kappa held out his clawed hands. Four anal orbs 
shimmered like giant fireflies in the dark. 

“You aren’t real,” Jen whispered.
It stepped from the pool of darkness and its body 

shimmered, falling away in a sea of diamonds. No more 
beak or scaly skin, just Dale with a silly wooden bowl on his 
head. Shirikodamas gone. Now just a cucumber in his hand, 
smiling and eating. 



75

Jen knew she was safe. Knew that if she looked from Dale, 
she’d probably see Sam’s dead body. But she wasn’t sure 
if her mind had created the Kappa hallucination to explain 
the supernatural vengeance or if Dale’s love of the myth 
influenced his…ghost? Maybe it didn’t matter. Water could 
be very spooky and supernatueral…

“Dale. What happened to you?”
“All better now.” He went to bow but stopped and pointed 

to the bowl on his head, laughing. 
“Jen!” The voice was muffled, sounding like it came from 

outside the house. It sounded like...
“Shaggy?” Jen turned toward the bedroom window and in 

doing so, saw the lifeless form on the ground, a dark pool of 
liquid had pooled under Sam. She looked back to Dale. “You 
saved me.”

“Thanks for being my friend.” Dale took a bite of the 
cucumber then slipped back into the shadows, disappearing.

“She’s in there!” More commotion and shouting outside 
and pounding on the house’s front door. “Police!”

Jen laid down on the bed, pulling the comforter that Dale 
had placed over her torn pants up to her chin, but not over her 
head. She wasn’t sure how she would explain everything, but 
for now, she was just happy to be alive. 

Happy she had a friend. 
She calmed herself thinking of the crunch of fresh 

cucumber skin and drew strength from the fluffy comforter.
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