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Previously, in episode 7 of “Something Wicked This Way Comes, Part 1” 

 

 

 

Just as she was moving further out from the camp, Nick came running around the corner, 

from out of sight, and into the camp. He was empty handed. He did not even have 

firewood. 

“Get in the shelter, now!” Nick bellowed. 

“Oh my God. It’s the bear isn’t it? He’s come back,” she said with a look of fear. 

“No,” Nick shook. “Something else. Something worse.” 

“What? What is it, Nick?” Natassia grabbed his arm as she insisted to know. 

“About a mile, maybe two, up the stream, toward the end of the valley,” he said stopping 

to catch his breath. He breathed heavy several times. 

“What Nick? What is at the end of the valley?” she demanded. Her fear was growing. 

“Bodies – of dead women in shallow graves,” Nick explained. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Episode 8 - “Something Wicked This Way Comes, Part 2” 
 

 

 

“Bodies?” Natassia questioned. She was almost too stunned by this news to be afraid of 

it. “Do you mean like someone fell into the gorge, like we did in the car?”  

“No,” Nick responded. He was putting out the small fire Natassia had started in 

anticipation of more firewood. Then he covered the glowing embers with earth as he 

talked.  
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“Like a young women,” he said. He could still see her face. She looked so much like 

Natassia. “And there are more than one – several.”  

“Who…what?” Natassia could not form a sentence. 

“One looked a lot like you,” he said. “All of them had a similar look. Young, pretty, dark 

hair, slender, maybe Latino, Asian, mixed, I couldn’t tell,” Nick admitted. He was 

convinced several of them were ethnic women or mixed races, but others were white, too. 

Despite the differences, they had a very similar look. He suspected a sexual motive but he 

did not voice that thought to Natassia.  

“How did they die?” Natassia asked, concerned. 

The first one had marks on her neck,” Nick answered. “It was hard to tell with the others. 

Probably the same,” he concluded grimly.  

“Nick what…what does this mean? Are you saying they were murdered?” Natassia 

figured it out. 

“And then they were buried in that embankment of earth. A strange mound of dirt I found 

when I was looking for wood. I think there might be more, too,” Nick said with disgust. 

“Remember the tire marks, and the lights from last night?” he stated. Nick looked calm to 

Natassia, but his insides were quaking. It was bad enough to survive the elements of a 

harsh forest with almost no food. It was even worse they were watched by wolves and 

attacked by a bear. He was not prepared for this kind of danger at all. “How could they 

fight this?” Nick thought. 

He patted the earth floor of their shelter to snuff out the last of the embers and smoke.  

“You put out our fire,” Natassia said, curiously. “You think someone, a murderer, is out 

there?” she asked, her voice rising with concern. 

“Perhaps not now. Last night he was here. Those had to be his headlights we saw,” Nick 

explained.  

“I’m not taking any chances that he might spot us so close to his…” Nick struggled to 

find words to explain his concern. He did not want Natassia to panic, not now. He did not 

want to panic himself.  

“Burial ground?” she stated with fear.  

“Dumping grounds,” Nick corrected. He does not respect these bodies enough to bury 

them as people. He’s just dumping them here under a small amount of earth,” Nick 

replied. An involuntary shudder went through his body, and as if catching, it went 

through Natassia too. 

 

Natassia sat stone-faced. It was almost too much for her to absorb.  

“Nick, how many?” Natassia asked. She was afraid to hear the answer.  

“I don’t know for certain. I only saw the one girl before I started really searching. I found 

five so a far, but there were about ten or more spots that looked suspicious,” Nick related.  

“The missing girls,” Natassia deduced with horror. Their original assignment had been to 

discover what had happened to 17 missing young women. So much had happened since 

then she had forgotten.  

“What do we do?” Natassia began to understand the grave nature of their situation. She 

had been hoping against hope, that the lights meant people and salvation. Now she 

understood them to be the lights of a killer, who would certainly kill them if he knew they 

discovered his dumping site.  
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“I’m going back tomorrow to see how many are in there, and see where the tire tracks 

go,” Nick explained.  

Natassia was horrified at Nick’s plan.  

“What good does it do to find that out? Why don’t we just pack up and head back to the 

other end of the valley again. I’ll gladly take my chances with the bear,” she stated. 

“Natassia, I have to figure out what this person is doing with them. That one woman, the 

first one I saw, she was here longer than last night, which means he came here for a 

reason last night,” Nick argued. He did not feel running away was going to help them 

survive for much longer. 

“Nick I get it. He killed these…Are they all women?” she suddenly asked. 

“I’m guessing so. I’ll find out tomorrow,” Nick answered. He appeared to Natassia to be 

grimly determined to get to the bottom of this. To her escape felt more logical.  

“Even if there are more bodies, what can we do?” she reasoned. “We can survive out 

here. Well, for a while at least. Maybe someone will spot us?” she concluded hopefully, 

but without much real hope.  

“Natassia, honey, we are both near collapse from hunger. The weather is going to make 

life harder, and if one of us gets sick from some small scratch or cut that gets infected, we 

are finished. We aren’t going to be able to hang on too much longer like this,” he 

implored her to listen to his reasons.  

“So what do you plan to do when he does come back, Nick? Go charging in with your 

wood spear and kill him?” she shouted.  

“If you have a better plan I’m listening!” he answered.  

“Oh, Lord you piss me off. Here you go again, ready to throw yourself on the grenade, to 

save me, and the killer's victims. It’s too late for them, Nick! But not for us!” she resisted. 

“What do you propose we eat if get a three foot snowfall? How are we going to get out of 

here, even if we are lucky enough to survive for a while longer?” Nick saved his best 

argument for last. He needed it. Natassia was not intending to go along with his plan. 

“Natassia, he drives in here somehow. I don’t know how. There are no roads. He has 

some secret way in and some way out. If we find out where that is – we can get out of 

this place. But we might have to fight him to find that place, or get his car, or truck,” 

Nick laid out his idea. It was risky, and it was bold. It was also dangerous.  

“I never thought about his way in and out,” she admitted. “He does know something we 

have not been able to find. But I still think this is an incredibly dangerous, and maybe 

stupid way to find it,” she said before giving in.  

 

“Will you help me this then, Natassia? I’m getting weaker every day. I didn’t want to say 

anything before, but I am wearing out. I can feel it in the morning, and in the evenings. I 

dream about food constantly. And you look so thin yourself, and you can’t go on much 

longer either,” Nick pointed out the obvious. They both knew they were losing the 

nutrition battle. They had fought a valiant fight, but they were expending more calories 

every day just to maintain life, than they were taking in as food. Natassia, who was a very 

slender, mixed race woman, was now so thin, Nick worried he might hurt her just 

touching her. She had so little body fat. He did not have much either, but he had more, 
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and was a bigger person. He was desperately worried about the deep, dark circles around 

Natassia’s eyes the last few days.  

 

“I hate to even think about it, but there is one other possibility,” Nick said. Even as he 

hinted at the other only source of food, his face involuntarily made a sour expression.  

“Forget it,” Natassia stated flatly. She quickly shot that idea down. “I’m not eating any 

dead people.” 

“I agree. Then we go about finding all we can about this killer,” Nick concluded.  

Natassia looked at Nick for a long minute before responding. She still believed his plan 

was desperate, and a little on the heroic side. She still felt he was throwing himself on 

that grenade to save them all. But she also understood his reasons. He did look worn out, 

and if she looked as bad, then they were in real danger. It was something she had been 

trying to downplay to keep her spirits up. Nick made her realize how tired, sore and 

hungry she really was.  

“One promise,” she stated, looking into Nick’s eyes. 

“Anything,” he said. 

“You don’t get us killed out of some revenge motive for the murdered girl – or girls,” she 

corrected. “If we are going to die, I’d rather die in your arms than anywhere else. You use 

caution – as if my life depended on it, not your own, okay?” she asked.  

“No heroics. I promise,” he replied.  

She leaned toward him and they began to kiss. It was the first time since their first week 

that they were intimate, and although weak, it refreshed them both spiritually. Their love 

would guide them, Nick thought. They fell asleep holding each other tightly. 

 

 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

 

 

 

The Greendale public library had copious amounts of information to sort though. Buzz 

never dreamed people would keep records that to him seemed like unimportant material. 

Old deeds, contracts, articles, and notices had to be sorted, all dating back to the late 

1890s. 

 

It took Lorna, Buzz and Madam Rochelle several hours to find the material about the 

house. It was almost too hard to find. Eventually, they found a newspaper story that 

might explain why so much history of the place was missing: someone deliberately 

covered it up.  

“The house on 445 Holly Street had a long and violent history,” the article stated. It was 

from an old newspaper, no longer in circulation, from the late 1940s.  

“That’s the place,” Rochelle exclaimed.  



 

 

5 

 

 

 

“At one time in the early 20
th

 century, from 1908 to 1913, it served as an exclusive 

brothel for select clientele,” Lorna read aloud from the paper.  

“Shush!” said a voice from the next stack.  

The trio continued reading quietly. Apparently, the house they were investigating had a 

bawdy past around 1908 to 1913, when it all came to a bloody end. Local lore had it that 

there was a very famous Judge, one Judge Slocombe, that was a regular patron of the 

brothel, and had some very particular requirements. While the paper did not go into 

specifics about his preferences, it was suggested it involved the brothel’s most desired 

women, who often worked with him in groups of three. 

 

“Wow, all three at once. The old judge sure had confidence,” Buzz commented. “I 

wonder if the three spirits I saw were those women.”  

“I don’t think it was confidence as much as perversion,” remarked Rochelle. “He liked to 

tie them up first and do things to them,” she added, making a disapproving face.  

“What things?” Lorna asked, curious.  

“It does not say specifically. Nothing good I think,” Rochelle added.  

The article then skipped to a night in 1913. The Judge came in drunk, demanded his three 

favorites, and took them upstairs and locked the door. Soon, people downstairs heard 

screaming, and then more screaming, followed by a thud, and then silence. When they 

managed to open the locked door, they found all three women tied to the bed or chairs, 

with their throats cut open by a straight razor. One was decapitated. The judge had slit his 

own throat as he sat in a chair near the bed. The head of one of the women was in his lap.  

“He killed them all and then off’d himself?” Buzz questioned. “With a razor to his own 

neck?”  

“Apparently so,” Rochelle agreed.  

“Which one had her head…removed?” Lorna asked. She was not sure why it mattered 

now. She secretly hoped it was the redhead who tried to seduce Buzz.  

“It doesn’t say,” Rochelle answered.  

“Well, I think we know who the spirits are,” Lorna decided.  

“Then we have to get rid of them. Is there a way?” Buzz asked. 

In all the time they had taken cases of hauntings, poltergeists and apparitions, they had 

never actually found any ghosts. They always had other mundane explanations. These 

were clearly ghosts. Buzz was excited. When Nick and Natassia returned, they would be 

proud of him. 

“There is a problem here,” Rochelle advised. “Normally, victims do not manifest in 

groups. Ghosts are the ultimate anti-social people. Yet these three women are in the same 

house, and manifesting together. That’s not typical at all,” Rochelle added with concern. 

“So these three women are social ghosts? I don’t see the problem,” Lorna bluntly stated. 

“The problem is that something is forcing them to appear, to manifest at once. It may not 

even be their idea,” she concluded.  

“I don’t understand,” Buzz admitted.  

“What happened to the Judge? His body, I mean,” Rochelle asked. 

Lorna picked up the obituaries from the days stack of papers.  

“It says he was buried at Shady Glen cemetery by his brother,” Lorna informed.  

“We need to visit the house, then maybe that cemetery,” Rochelle explained. 



 

 

6 

 

 

 

 

 

A couple hours later, they arrived at the house at 445 Holly Street and met again with the 

owner, Mary Cantrell. They advised her that she was in fact haunted with several spirits, 

and then explained whom they might be. Mary grew pale. So pale, Buzz though her 

complexion resembled the spirits.  

“Mary, are you all right? Do you know something about this house?” Buzz asked. 

“Why, heavens no!” Mary replied. “I would never, ever be involved with something so 

unseemly,” she insisted. Buzz thought she insisted a little too much, but he did not pursue 

it. 

 

Their plan was simple. Rochelle said that if she could enter the room, she could reach the 

minds of the spirits with her own, and persuade them to leave. Most ghosts were just lost, 

or frightened, often, too much so to accept that they were dead. So, something of their 

spirit just stayed around too long, and often became embittered and angry as the people, 

surroundings and time changed, but they did not. Some went psychically insane, and 

became poltergeists – evil spirits. She did not think these murdered women would be that 

far gone, so she intended to guide them to move on.  

 

When they reached the top of the stairs, the door opened. The room was empty this time. 

Madam Rochelle closed her eyes and began calling for the spirits to come to her. For a 

few minutes, nothing at all happened. Slowly, the air began to chill. Buzz nudged Lorna. 

“That’s what I felt before the first one appeared,” he explained. Lorna pulled her long 

sleeved shirt down farther on her wrists.  

 

Suddenly, a wind swept through the room and the trio heard screams of three women. 

They sounded like they were being murdered! A bright flash blinded them all for a 

moment, and when they could see, they saw the scene as it looked shortly after the crime 

in 1913. One woman was tied down to the bed. He head was cut uncleanly off – sawed 

off with a razor, in what must have been a bloody and horrible fashion. Blood flowed 

over the sheets where it pooled, and then ran down the side of the bed to make another 

pool on the floor. Her body was badly mutilated. Another woman, the blonde, was tied to 

a chair at the far end of the room. Her head leaned forward, and blood poured from her 

neck, down her body. The Geisha was also tied to a chair, but her head was leaning back 

in the chair, almost severed from her body. She was covered in blood, too. Her legs were 

tied to each of the legs of the chair as well and her long dress was split open to reveal her 

body to the world. In a chair next to the bed was the Judge – but he was not dead. He was 

sitting in the chair, his neck sliced open but smiling wickedly at them. In his lap, was the 

decapitated head of the woman on the bed: the redhead. The Judge was playing with it 

and laughing. He stopped and stared at Buzz with cold, white eyes. Buzz could not move! 

 

It was a scene of such ghastly violence and butchery, that all three of the investigators 

screamed, or tried to scream. Nothing came out of Buzz’s mouth except for a low moan. 

Lorna was screaming and running for the door, Rochelle, fast on her heels. They grabbed 
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Buzz, yanked him out of the room, and slammed the door. They ran down the stairs again 

and conferred with Mary Cantrell.  

 

“We need a bigger plan,” he gasped.  

“It is what I feared,” Rochelle finally managed to speak. “It isn’t those women that we 

have to worry about,” she said.  

“I saw them last time. Not like that,” he quickly amended. “Very much alive looking and 

haunting big time.”  

“But not by choice,” Rochelle explained. “They are not the spirits that are malicious. 

They are being forced to stay here.” 

“Then who, what?” Lorna asked. It was all too much for her. Just a year and half ago, she 

had known nothing of the world outside a robotics lab. Now she had seen bacterial 

plagues, viruses that decimated people in mere minutes, people dying in front of her, and 

now ghosts that were nothing like Casper. She felt overwhelmed. 

“It is the spirit of the Judge that we have to destroy,” Rochelle explained. “Then I can 

help the others find peace.” 

Buzz had been looking at Mary, the homeowner. She looked concerned, but not 

particularly frightened at this turn of events. “Mary, do you know something that we 

should know?” he asked.  

“Why no. I do not know anything,” she insisted. 

 

The three left the house on 445 Holly Street for the cemetery. Rochelle knew a ritual that 

would banish the evil spirit. It had to be performed at the cemetery.  

 

 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

 

 

The next morning, Nick went about the morbid task of finding all the bodies in the 

embankment he called “The Mound.” He uncovered one, two, up to six more bodies 

before he decided he had seen enough. There were probably more, but the last woman 

was so decomposed, she was barely recognizable as a female. Unlike all the others, 

twelve so far, who were largely ‘fresh’, was the only word Nick could think to explain it. 

It was if they were being preserved intentionally. The cold ground, the snows were 

factors, but some of the girls looked like they had been unearthed several times. Why? 

 

As he suspected, they were all similar in appearance. Young, pretty, long dark hair. When 

he could stomach the chore no longer, he carefully reburied all the bodies, the one he 

found first, last. He felt a particular sorrow for that one because she looked some much 

like his Natassia. He left the mound looking much as it did when he first found it. He 

tried to smear his tracks out as well. Shortly afterward, Natassia came over and joined 

him near the embankment. They both stared wordlessly at it for a while; neither of them 
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knew what to say. Nick felt he should say something meaningful, but he could find no 

meaning in such a senseless and perverse death. Natassia summed it up with a quick 

sentence.  

 

“We hope you can rest in peace, finally,” she whispered softly.  

 

Nick decided to follow the tire tracks before this day’s light was too low to see. He 

quickly determined it was indeed, as Natassia had supposed, some kind of truck, perhaps 

an SUV or a small flatbed, from the tire marks. They tracked them. The tire marks went 

away from The Mound to the west and right toward the wall of the valley at the end they 

had not yet explored. For about an hour they walked through marshy ground littered with 

scrub brush that was beginning to refreeze. It was a very different landscape from the rest 

of the valley floor, which was replete with pine trees and other plant life. This area was 

almost desolate. The tracks led to the very literal wall of the canyon. The valley wall was 

at the very base of a mountain and then it went straight up. Unless the truck could climb 

straight up, the tracks disappeared here.  

“It can’t just disappear,” Nick complained. He was shattered that the tracks ended with no 

indication of an exit.  

“Maybe they got washed away?” Natassia offered, disbelieving her own words. 

Nick shook his head. “No, there has to some other explanation,” Nick replied. 

“It’s going to be dark in couple hours,” Natassia noted, shielding her eyes from the sun. 

“We better head back.”  

Nick paused, and then agreed. There was nothing more he could find here if the sun set. 

He would try again tomorrow.  

 

It got dark quicker than expected that evening. Clouds rolled in hastening the darkness, 

and brought a sharp chill to the air. They were almost back to The Mound area, when 

they heard an odd mechanical sound in the distance, behind them.  

“Did you hear that?” Natassia asked.  

“Yes. Like a machine sound,” Nick guessed. He looked behind them but that side of the 

valley was now too far away to see.  

“Let’s keep moving,” he advised.  

The couple picked up their pace. They were not sure what the sound was, but an ominous 

feeling was coming over them. They were both getting weaker by the day. Now, walking 

around the valley, something that they had been doing with impunity in the previous 

weeks, was a tiresome chore.  

 

From behind they heard a sound. It was a little different from the mechanical sound - it 

was the hum of an automobile! It was approaching fast. 

“Run, hide!” Nick insisted, as he started to run somewhere else.  

“Where are you going?!” Natassia asked. She stamped her foot in protest, but it was too 

late. Nick was moving away fast. He shouted back to her.  

“I’m going to The Mound to spy. Get back to the camp and hide in the rocks!” he 

shouted. Before Natassia could protest this action, Nick had slipped around a bend in the 

trees and disappeared. She moved as fast as she could back to the shelter. 
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Nick found a spot behind a boulder about 70 feet from the Mound. He heard the truck 

coming past him from the other side and drive straight for the embankment. It came to a 

stop. He was close enough to see the truck – a big, black truck – and the bear of a man 

that was driving. The man opened the door and towered over the roof of the truck. He 

looked like he was at least six-foot five inches tall, maybe more. Nick scrunched down 

when the man glanced in his direction. He looked again a few minutes later but he could 

not see the man. Nick had not remembered to take his spear with him. Now he wished he 

had it. He looked across the way again. He still could not see the man, but saw one of the 

bodies lying near the truck. From this distance, he could not tell which one; not that it 

really mattered. Why was he digging up a body? Her arms were lifted over her head by 

two large hands, and the man seemed to be wiping her face clear of the dirt – he wanted 

to see her face. The truck obstructed the view between Nick and what the man was doing. 

Both he and the body of the woman were on the other side of the truck. Nick could only 

see her outstretched hands above her head. They were bouncing. Nick strained to see 

clearly. He could hear animalistic grunting, almost inhuman. The dead woman’s arms 

were bouncing and shifting on the ground as she lay face up on the other side of the 

truck. All that was visible to Nick were the hands of her arms over her head. Nick had to 

see what was going on, although he suspected something terrible.  

 

Nick crept out from his hiding spot, and moved out a little from the rock. He lay flat on 

the ground and tried to peer under the truck body. He could see motion, but initially could 

not make it out. Then the blur of images from the distance and narrow view came to 

Nick’s mind, before he was sure his eyes were correct. The man, his pants down to his 

knees, was raping the body of the woman he had laid on the ground. And he was doing so 

violently. Nick wanted to turn away, but he could not take his eyes off the terrible sight. 

It was like watching a train wreck; he was repulsed and shocked, but fascinated as well. 

After several long minutes of motion and loud grunting, the man completed his macabre 

coupling with the poor woman’s body. He stopped and lay motionless on top of her for a 

few minutes. Nick had the distinct impression he was kissing her. Somehow this thought 

disturbed Nick even more than what he had already witnessed. He buried his face in the 

ground to keep from gagging at the thought of it. Nick got back to his knees, for he could 

not get to his feet, his head was spinning, but he made it back to the boulder.  

 

The man got up, put his clothes back on and picked up the lifeless woman. He threw her 

roughly into the back of his truck, and laughed out loud when she nearly bounced back 

out. He gave her body one final shove and she flew back inside. He was taking her with 

him! Nick tried to move around the rock, so that he could get a better view of the truck as 

the man drove by. In the process, he stepped on and broke a small sapling that let out a 

muted “Crack!” Had it been dry, it would have made even more noise. It was enough. 

 

The man looked around. Nick peeked around the rock. The man got into his truck and 

drove a circle around the area, and started back to the edge of the valley – the mountain 

wall where the tire tracks disappeared. Nick moved around the rock to stay on the 

opposite side. Then the truck stopped not 20 feet from Nick’s hiding place. Nick could 
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hear the big man walking toward the boulder he was hiding behind.  

 

Nick’s heart pounded. The murderer was not only a giant of a man – he was a psycho-

demented, serial killer with a fetish for dead girls. He would not hesitate to kill Nick in an 

instant. Nick heard him approach the rock and walk around it. Nick crawled over to the 

other side, trying to keep the boulder between himself and the killer. His heart was 

pounding in his ears. His mind was racing. He considered running. Nick could try to fight 

this man – perhaps, if he had remembered to bring his spear. Alas, he was so weak, and 

this psycho was huge. He decided to just hide.  

“Fucking coyotes,” the man mumbled. He turned and headed back to the truck. He 

slammed the door and drove away, toward the mountain, and his secret exit. A metal 

group known as “Slayer” blared from his open windows. 

 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

 

When the truck was safely out of distance, Nick got out from behind the boulder. His legs 

were shaky, and he was not sure if it was caused by what he had just witnessed, hunger or 

both. He walked to The Mound slowly. He felt so tired. Every step was an effort of 

energy. As he approached it, he looked at the unearthed grave. It was the grave of that 

first young woman he found – the one that looked so much like Natassia. The man took 

her body with him for more, Nick was certain, of what he had witnessed. He left the 

embankment and made it back to the shelter. 

 

“What happened? Where have you been?” Natassia bombarded Nick with questions.  

“I saw what he did…” Nick said without finishing his sentence. His voice was cracking, 

and his hands shook slightly. Natassia saw this, and reached over to touch him.  

“Tell me what you saw, Nick” she said.  

“It is too awful. You don’t need that burden,” Nick croaked. His voice was breaking as he 

tried to hold himself together.  

“I do need to know, so we can fight him,” Natassia reminded him. 

“He...he drove up to the embankment, just like I thought. I hid and tried to watch, but his 

truck obstructed my view,” Nick said in a small voice. She never heard him sound so 

shaken. 

“So you didn’t see anything, or not much?” she asked.   

“I saw enough. He is huge, Natassia. I mean big like a fucking bear. He was maybe six 

and a half feet tall, ragged shirt, unkempt hair, and a beard. He dug up one of the girls, 

and then he –“ Nick choked up. He could hardly imagine what he had seen with his own 

eyes. How was he going to recount it to Natassia?  

Natassia waited patiently. She was beginning to suspect the worst – cannibalism. It was 

close. 

“The man dug up that girl that looked like you. At least I think she did. He laid her on the 

ground near his truck, and he, uh, he…had sex with her corpse,” Nick stammered through 
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part of it. After a breath, he continued, “Then he threw her body in the back of his truck 

and took her out of here with him. He almost heard me on his way out, but he thought I 

was a coyote,” Nick blurted it all out. He had it bottled up inside and when Natassia 

insisted on knowing, it all came out at once. He looked at her.  

Her eyes were wide with fear and revulsion. She expected something terrible, but not 

this. 

“I’m going to be sick,” she said making a sour face, and ran out of the shelter and 

retched. 

 

When she came back in a few minutes later, Nick tried to comfort her, although he had 

precious few comforting words of real conviction.  

“I’m sorry. I should not have told you all of it,” he apologized. 

“No, that was only part of it, Nick. I’ve been throwing up for the last two days. At first I 

thought it was just the tension. It is my stomach. I can’t keep anything down anymore. 

What you told me just brought it up again,” she explained. 

 

This was not good news. When the body starts to starve, sometimes it becomes unable to 

digest food, especially if that food is hard to digest, like plant fibers and crawfish. She 

was beginning to starve.  

“We have to get out of here,” Nick demanded. “Even if that means we fight him to steal 

his truck! I will wait for him to come back with my spear, and when he gets out, I’ll run 

him through – that sick bastard!” Nick was desperate.  

“No, Nick. No. He is too strong, and you and I are both so fragile. I think I could knock 

you over right now,” she explained. When Nick did not appear to accept this, she shoved 

him on his shoulder. He fell over to the ground.  

“That doesn’t prove anything! I was not expecting it,” Nick tried to rationalize. But he 

was deluding himself. He knew his strength was fading fast. Soon, he too, would not be 

able to digest this simple food, nor would they have the strength to gather any. 

Nick slammed his fist into a rock nearby and then again into the ground, drawing blood 

from his knuckles. 

“Does that help?” Natassia asked, trying to get him to smile. “Because if it does, I’ll try 

it.”  

“I don’t know what to do to save us!” Nick lamented. He was almost out of ideas. 

 

They sat in silence for long minutes. Nick anguished over ways to get out. He considered 

making traps for the man, or digging a pit trap. All that required a lot of work, not to 

mention tools, and nets. He had decided he would try to kill the man by sneak attack, and 

if he died in the process, then perhaps he could injure him and Natassia could steal the 

truck. But then he remembered they still did not know his secret entrance and exit to the 

valley. His head sank.  

 

Natassia had a plan of her own. She hatched it in her brain the minute Nick told her about 

the man’s unnatural sexual interest in the dead woman.  

 

“Nick? I have a really terrible plan,” she said confidentially. 
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“You showed me that look I similar to some of the women,” she stated. Nick nodded.  

“And one of them, the one he took with him, looks a lot like me?” she asked.  

“She, well she was so pale and almost blue, and dead, but yes. She looked like you. I 

think she was ethnic Latino or Asian, I couldn’t tell. She had long hair and was about the 

same size as you. Same eyes,” he said staring into hers.  

“And he took her out of here, after he…” Natassia searched for the words she preferred to 

use, “…enjoyed her?” It was all she could come up with, and it made it feel ill to say it. 

Nick knew she had some plan, but he could not see where she was going with these 

questions.  

“Yes, he used her,” Nick changed the wording, “and I think he was kissing her before he 

threw her into his truck,” Nick admitted. What he had witnessed would stay with him 

forever. A creepy feeling of degeneration washed over them both. “What are you 

thinking, Natassia?”  

Natassia took in a deep breath. She knew he was not going to like her radical plan. 

“All the women have a similar look, and the one he took, I guess he really liked her, 

looks something like me,” she summarized.  

“I’m not going to use you as bait,” Nick stated. He was certain that was what she was 

going to suggest.  

“No, I don’t think it would work. Nick, we get a small warning if we hang out near 

within earshot of the valley wall where he is coming in. Remember that machine sound 

we heard?” Natassia questioned. 

“Yes, like gears or pulleys,” Nick guessed. 

“Like some kind of door opener that opens a fake rock wall into this valley. He opens it 

up to come in, and then closes it when he leaves,” she stated with certainty. 

Nick thought about it for a minute. It added up. The sound did sound like some large 

automatic door opener. And the tire tracks did go right to the wall, which could be a fake 

portion of the wall. Nick was still thinking her plan was sane.  

“Yes, and then when he opens it we run through it and –“ Nick took a guess at her plan. 

Natassia cut him off.  

“No, Nick! Then you would still have to fight him and we might not even make it to the 

area in time. Instead, we make a camp closer to that wall and wait for the noise. Then, 

and honey, you have to be strong, and so do I because this is the only way we are going 

to get out of here…” Natassia pleaded, grabbing Nick’s hand.  

“What? I don’t follow,” Nick admitted. 

 

“You strangle me, Nick. Then you quickly bury me in that same grave as the girl that 

looked like me. He will come and take me into this truck –“ She was sharply cut off.  

“Are you insane? You want me to kill you in hopes that he takes your body out of here,” 

Nick was incredulous.  

“If you just suffocate me, and bury me in that snow, it will keep me nearly frozen. The 

cold will buy me ten additional minutes. By then you can follow him out, and get me 

back. Then revive me,” she concluded to a stunned Nick.  
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“That’s crazy. For one, we don’t know that we would have enough time,” he responded 

harshly. “And what in the fucking hell makes you think I could strangle you? I love you,” 

Nick was upset now.  

“Honey, just listen to me. I’m slowly dying anyway. I can feel the urge to lie down and 

go to permanent sleep every day. If you ‘do it’ right as we hear the sound, it takes him a 

while before he gets to The Mound, right? So you bury me in that girl’s spot and he will 

dig that spot up again, because you said he seemed to like her.  

“This is crazy, Natassia. He already took her out,” Nick repudiated her plan.  

“I know. I don’t think the psycho killer is going to remember exactly where she was, and 

if he mistakes me for her – his favorite. He will take me into the truck. Then you get on 

the back of that truck, and let him drive us right out of here. Later, I know you can revive 

me. We should have 15-16 minutes before…” Natassia did not need to finish her thought.  

 

“I can’t hurt you,” Nick pleaded. Her insane plan did have merit he admitted. Let the man 

drive them both out, with Nick hitching a ride in the bed of the truck. But the timing was 

nuts. 

“What if he lives far away? What if I can’t revive you?” Nick questioned as tears formed 

in his eyes. He could deal with a lot of things, but killing his girlfriend, and then trying to 

revive her within 16 minutes while avoiding a large, demented serial killer did not feel 

like one of them.  

“I bet he lives close, but even if he does not, you could always take me out of the back of 

the truck and hide us after you get through his secret exit,” Natassia made her case again. 

 

The two argued and debated the plan late into the night. Nick liked everything about her 

plan except killing her and then reviving her. It was too chancy. But he could not think of 

any other way out, and Natassia was getting weaker every day. They went to bed without 

a decision, and Nick had bad dreams all night long. So did Natassia. 

 

She was in that forest again, only now she recognized it. It had become their home since 

the crash. Still, the man in the dream chased her, and eventually, like the last time, he 

caught her again. This time, as he wrapped his hands around her throat. Her pursuer this 

time was a big man with long shabby and unkempt hair and beard. It was not Nick. She 

felt herself slip away, just like last time. And then she saw the man ripping off her 

clothes…  

 

“Oh, God!” she woke with terror.  

Nick was moaning in his sleep, too. Natassia reached over and woke him. He sat up.  

“I had a terrible nightmare,” he said.  

“Me too. I think I understand it now,” she said cryptically, and went back to sleep in his 

arms. Having her presence in his arms, made him calm down, and eventually, he drifted 

off to a restless sleep again. 

 

 

 

*********************************** 
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Buzz, Lorna and Rochelle drove to Shady Glen cemetery. It was indeed shady, but not 

just from trees. It was overgrown and looked mostly unattended. They pulled in and 

searched their map for the grave. 

 

Before coming over, Rochelle insisted on a stop at her place where she made some 

ancient concoction of “old world magicks” that would dissipate the spirit, once they 

found his grave.  

“What’s in that stuff?” Buzz asked after getting a potent whiff of the liquid.  

“It’s an elixir of many old herbs from a time before modern religions,” she announced. 

“We just need one more ingredient. Something of a good religion, preferably of the 

spirit’s own religion,” Rochelle explained. 

“Like Holy Water?” Buzz had seen one too many movies.  

“No, a symbol of faith. An icon of a good religion,” she explained again. Buzz guessed 

she did not possess any herself. 

“He was a Christian,” Lorna added helpfully. “It says so on his obituary”.  

“Then I bet he is going on the down elevator, and not up,” Buzz said wryly.  

“I have this,” Lorna admitted reluctantly. It was a simple plastic rosary that her mother 

had given her as a child, before she went insane over the religion itself. Lorna’s mother 

began to see demons in everything, especially her liquor. It was something Lorna told 

only Buzz. She was very reluctant to part with the rosary.  

“Here,” she offered it to Rochelle.  

“Is that the one your mother gave you?” Buzz asked, shocked. He knew what it meant to 

her. It was the only good memory of her mother she had left.  

“It’s for good. She would have approved, I think,” Lorna said. She looked down. Buzz 

came over and took the rosary, handed it to Rochelle, and then caressed her head and 

smiled at her.  

“Yes, she would approve,” Buzz agreed. 

Rochelle made certain this was what Lorna wanted, and then she added it to the jar of 

liquid.  

“Now, grab a shovel from my garage, Buzz. You have some digging to do.” 

 

Now that they were at the Judge’s grave in the cemetery, Buzz was feeling uncomfortable 

about this.  

“You sure we have to dig this guy up?” he asked, sweating. “Can’t we just pour it on his 

grave?” 

“Buzz, the elixir of dissipation has to touch the remains of the bodies. Don’t worry, after 

all these years I’m sure he will just be bones,” Rochelle assured him. However, she did 

not offer to help him. 

 

Buzz worked for almost two, sweaty hours before getting down far enough to look for the 

wood coffin.  

“You know,” he said looking up at the two women standing far above him, “it wouldn’t 

hurt for one of you to take this shovel and help me out for a while.”  



 

 

15 

 

 

 

“No, Buzz. I was raised that the women have the babies and the men dig up the corpses,” 

Lorna quipped.  

Soon after, Buzz hit solid wood. He took the shovel and started bashing the top of the 

casket, which was brittle and ready to break open. His shovel broke through after his 

fourth bash, and the lid cracked and crumbled away, revealing the clothed skeleton of 

Judge Slocombe.  

“What do I do now?” Buzz called up.  

“Take this jar – catch it Buzz, I’m going to drop it to you – and pour it over his bones. 

Soak him as much as you can,” Rochelle instructed. 

Buzz did as she asked, and poured the contents of the jar of foul smelling liquid over the 

entire remains. As he did so, Rochelle said something in what sounded like an ancient 

language. Nothing much happened, except the liquid seemed to stain some of his bones 

blue.  

“We are done,” Rochelle exclaimed proudly. “He has been banished from the realm of 

the living. Now all we have to do is go back to that house, and I’ll help those poor 

women find a way to peace,” she said.  

 

It took Buzz a while to climb out of the grave, but monkey that he was, Buzz managed it.  

The three of them got in the car, and drove out of Shady Glen feeling victorious. 

 

When they arrived back at the house on 445 Holly Street, and went inside, it did not take 

them long to figure out that their attempt to dissipate the spirit of the Judge had failed. 

The ghost-women upstairs were screaming again, and then silence. That went on several 

times.  

“I don’t understand. That should have worked. It had to work,” Rochelle was baffled. 

“Can you sense whether he is still here?” Buzz asked. 

“Yes, he is. He does not seem affected at all,” Rochelle stated. She closed her eyes and 

appeared to be talking to someone. Lorna was about to interrupt her and ask whom she 

was talking with. 

“Leave her. She’s probably talking with the women,” Buzz suggested. 

“Okay, why didn’t it work?” Buzz wondered aloud. 

“Well, there is only one logical conclusion,” Lorna analytically decided. 

“She doesn’t know what she’s doing?” Buzz mocked. 

“No, those were not the Judges bones we dissipated. Rochelle knows the old world 

magicks, we have seen her at work before. Although I have to admit I didn’t believe there 

was any such thing before,” Lorna drifted off topic. 

“Then whose bones did I dig up, and where are the real ones?” Buzz asked.  

“I think we need to have another chat with Mary Cantrell,” Lorna hinted. Buzz agreed, so 

they headed down to the kitchen where she was cooking. 

“We are sorry to bother you, Mrs. Cantrell,” Lorna started. 

“Oh, that’s all right dear. Please call me Mary,” she reminded them. 

“Mary, you know what happened in this house all those years ago, don’t you?” Buzz 

asked rather impolitely.  

Mary feigned shock and surprise – a little too much, just as she did before when asked a 

tough question. If there was one thing Buzz knew, it was a con artist.  
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“We need to know in order to get his spirit out of your house,” Lorna explained. “He is 

the reason the women ghosts are trapped here, and why you will never be able to use your 

upper floors again,” Lorna was practical in her reasoning.  

Mary finally gave in. She admitted that her grandfather was the Judges brother, and when 

he killed the women, and himself that night in 1913, the shame of his actions fell to his 

brother, her grandfather, who had to bury him and live with the secret. They had managed 

to remove most of the papers from record, and even newspapers from circulation. She 

was from a powerful family at the turn of the century. 

“My grandfather was so ashamed, he gave the mortician a vagrant’s body that had died in 

the city. He bribed the morgue to have the vagrant’s body sent to the funeral home as 

Judge Slocombe. 

“That’s why pouring the elixir on those bones had no effect,” Lorna deduced. As they 

were getting the real story from Mary, Rochelle came into the kitchen to listen to what 

Buzz and Lorna had figured out without her help. 

“Mary, where are the Judge’s real remains? Unless we can get to them, he is not leaving 

you alone,” Buzz said in confidence. He was not sure about that at all, but the bluff 

worked.  

“On the third floor, a sort of attic and room,” she admitted. “My grandfather told us to 

never go up there. I think he intended to bury the remains, but he had a heart attack and 

died shortly after. We bolted up the attic room and have never opened it since,” she 

confided all the family secrets with great relief.  

“When did the hauntings on the second floor – the women up there, start?” Buzz asked. 

“Just about a month ago,” she answered.  

“Something happened to make him become unsettled again. Perhaps the remains were 

disturbed,” Rochelle added her thoughts to the conversation. 

The trio thanked Mary, and hatched a new plan. They had to get to that third floor to 

dissipate the remains again, and they then had to get rid of the spirits of the prostitutes.  

 

“I thought you said you could guide them out once the Judge was gone,” Buzz questioned 

her when they were out of earshot of Mary.  

“I may have been mistaken about that,” Rochelle admitted. “They are very suspicious of 

us, and what we are doing. They don’t understand that we are trying to help them. They 

might need to be banished.” 

“How is that done?” Lorna asked. 

“I know of an old Mesopotamian ritual that can banish the dead from an area. It’s called a 

Star Circle,” Rochelle explained. 

 

The Star Circle was an ancient ritual that required them to paint a pentagram surrounded 

by a circle on the floor upstairs, on the second floor. It and a few incantations would 

banish any spirits within the circle. But this could only be done after they dealt with the 

Judge.  

“But wait, we don’t have another elixir of dissipation to use on the Judge,” Buzz pointed 

out.  

“No, and I’m out of the necessary components,” Rochelle said. “But there is another way 

to force him out, although it is a harsh and brutal way to dissipate a spirit. It may send 
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him to a horrible place,” Rochelle admitted. She did not like the idea. Buzz was fine with 

it.  

“I don’t care if it sends him to hell itself. He brutally murdered those three women for no 

good reason except he felt like it. He deserves it,” Buzz concluded. 

Neither Rochelle nor Lorna could argue with his logic this time. They would do it the 

brutal way.  

“Then we have to get to that third floor somehow, and take something you can burn his 

remains with,” she advised Buzz.  

 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

 

 

Nick and Natassia waited for three days, and each day Natassia got weaker. Nick made a 

soup of the crawfish, bluegill and wild onions, which if Natassia sipped it in small 

quantities, stayed down. She started to perk up a little. However, she knew it would not 

last. She would be vomiting and weak again soon. Nick did not want to eat anything 

either. But he forced food down his throat anyway – including some worms and insects 

he found while working on their new shelter. If they went through with Natassia’s terrible 

plan, he was going to need all his strength to save her, revive her, and then possibly fight 

off the serial killer.  

 

The new shelter was small, with just enough cover to keep them safe at night. He placed 

it strategically between the valley wall, where the tire tracks disappeared, and The 

Mound, so that he could get to either place quickly. Several times, he attempted to talk 

her out of her desperate plan and into one where he attacked the man; she refused each 

time. She pointed out, honestly, that they were both weakened and at a disadvantage to 

fight him. Even if Nick managed to kill him, they did not know where the exit to the 

valley was located on the canyon wall. They would still be stranded here. Nick dropped 

his resistance to the plan, but he hated every bit of it.  

 

It was turning into early evening the next day when Natassia heard a mechanical whirring 

sound. She had taken to sleeping on the ground in the shelter to conserve her energy. 

“Nick! I hear him!” she cried out, getting up.  

Nick had been trying to catch a rabbit – without success – heard her call, and came 

running back to the shelter. He hoped she was calling for some other reason, any reason, 

other than her ‘terrible plan’, as he came to think of it. However, as he approached the 

camp, he could also hear the mechanical noise. Somewhere off in the distance, the Man 

was opening his secret ingress into the valley. Nick ran into the shelter. 

“I’m here,” he said. He looked into her tired eyes and hoped she had changed her mind. 

He was willing to try and fight the monster if necessary. He preferred it. 

“You have to do it. Now,” she told him. There were no tears in her eyes, and she looked 

at him with trust. Even so, she was very frightened. 
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“Are you absolutely sure you want me to do this?” he questioned for the one-hundredth 

time over the past few days. 

“Yes, you know it is our only hope,” she pleaded. They did not have time to debate the 

issue again. “Don’t make me beg you. We don’t have the time to argue about it. I’ll see 

you again – I know,” she said. 

 

Nick hesitated for only a few seconds. Natassia pulled on his arm, and even scratched 

him slightly. She did not want him to wait any longer.  

“I’ll try,” he said.  

Nick kneeled down next to her and put his hands around her neck. He was careful to 

avoid putting any pressure on her windpipe directly, for that could cause permanent 

damage. As they discussed, if he squeezed tightly enough on the sides of her neck, it 

would cut off the supply of blood to her brain long before she suffocated. Or so they 

hoped.  

 

Nick kissed her quickly on the lips, and then once more. He did not want to stop kissing 

her. She pushed him away gently.  

“It is now or never,” she reminded him with a slight smile. The smile was a fake, course. 

Natassia felt Nick had to see her as strong right now or he would never attempt it. She 

reached down and put his hands around her own neck. 

Nick squeezed. Then she motioned for him to squeeze harder. It was the hardest thing he 

ever had to do. He complied. Her face did not show any sign of strangulation or 

suffocation at first. She kept eye contact with him. Soon, however, her mouth opened 

involuntarily as she attempted to gasp for breath, but could get none. Tears began to flow 

down Nick’s face as he choked her. His legs shook, and he felt a terrible dread. The 

world appeared unreal to him. Was he really choking his girlfriend to death? What insane 

life were they living? Was it his fault for starting this agency? Did he get her into this 

mess? This a thousand other thoughts raced through his mind. The tears turned into 

spasms of sobs. He kept the pressure on her small neck, and she began to struggle and 

fight. It was not that she had changed her mind, however. It was a natural human urge to 

fight against something that is harming you. It is the reason people struggle when they are 

drowning, or people quickly remove their hands from a hot stove when touched. It was 

another involuntary reaction: to survive. Natassia began to fade, and an overpowering 

sense of guilt plunged into Nick’s heart like a dagger of torture. Nick tried to look away, 

but when he felt her fingers on his wrists grabbing them and trying to pull them off her 

neck, he lost his will. 

 

He let go. Natassia let out a deep gasp and the coughed hard for several minutes.  

“I’m sorry, baby,” he said through his tears. “I just can’t do it. I’ll grab my spear and 

surprise him. I might have a chance,” Nick informed her. 

Natassia could not yet speak, but she had gained enough composure to grab his shirt as he 

started to move out of the shelter.  

“No!” she croaked. “He will kill you, and then I will die too,” she insisted. She took 

several deep breaths and then she spoke to him again in strained voice. “Nick, I have 

another idea. Go get my bag, please?” she asked. 
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Nick looked puzzled, but any idea other than strangling her interested him. He moved to 

the other side of the shelter to search for her bag. As he did, Natassia stood up, mustered 

all of her remaining strength, and ran out of the shelter into the woods nearby. 

It took Nick a few minutes to find her bag. It was under some dirty clothes and rather 

well disguised. He picked it up and turned around. Natassia was gone. He called out for 

her, but there was no response. He noticed that the small section of twine they used seal 

the makeshift door to the shelter was missing.  

“Natassia!” Nick bellowed, running out of the shelter. 

She could not have been gone more than few minutes, less perhaps. She had the time to 

do what she felt she had to do. Natassia ran to a tree nearby with low-hanging branches, 

looped the twine over the branch, and tied the other end to her neck. She placed an old 

shirt between the rope and her neck. Then she kicked away a stone she had used to reach 

up. Her legs dangled an inch above the ground. She tried not to fight it. But like before 

when she was being strangled, her involuntary reflexes took over. Her legs kicked until 

she was too tired to kick. Her feet tried to reach for ground but could not find it. Natassia 

felt the world going black.  

 

 

She was in her horrible nightmare again. This time, however, she was standing outside of 

a rundown hovel that served as someone’s house. It may have been a nice home a 

hundred years ago, she reckoned. But it had deteriorated into termite-eaten, battered old 

cabin in the woods. There were orange incandescent lights inside. She did not know why, 

but she was compelled to walk inside. The door was open. She walked to the front door 

and looked inside. No one was inside, or at no one was in the front room that she could 

see. Natassia noticed that most of the light came from lit candles, not bulbs. The place 

had a strange and slightly foul odor. It was a combination of odors: a strong pungent 

spice and something else, something worse. It was an odor she had smelled before – 

death. Still, she walked inside. The place was a mess. Cans of food were left opened, 

half-eaten and lying on the floor. She noticed something small and dark skitter across the 

floor, and the on the wall. She hugged her arms to her body. Natassia walked past the 

front room and into a back area that had two smaller bedrooms, one off to each side, and 

a kitchen at the back. She walked to the kitchen. There was a kerosene lamp on the table. 

Suffocating scents assaulted her nostrils every time the wind blew from one direction. 

There was also another smell coming from a pot hanging over a small, but hot fire in a 

makeshift brick oven. She looked inside and screamed! Her dream faded, as did Natassia 

– into absolute darkness. 

 

 

 

Nick ran out of the shelter calling Natassia’s name. He could only imagine what terrible 

thing she may have done. He turned to his left to head out of the camp area, and saw her 

hanging, limply, from a tree nearby.  

“No! Natassia, no,” he cried out as he ran. When he reached her, he picked up her by the 

waist to take the pressure off of her neck. Her head lolled lifelessly to the side. Her eyes 

were open and her tongue was party out of her mouth, her face blue. Natassia had taken 
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her own life. There was a note attached to her blouse with a pine needle. He laid her 

down on the ground and took the note loose.  

 

“Only you can save me now. Put me in that empty grave. Let him take me out. Follow. 

Revive me then. Love you always,” read the note. 

 

 

 

 

Nick sobbed with pain and grief. It was almost more than he could bear. He read the note 

again. Her instructions were clear: only he could save her now. Through his agony and 

despair, Nick reached deep inside and held on to that love. It was the only thing guiding 

him now. It was all he had left. He picked up Natassia’s lifeless body – she was so 

lightweight – he had no trouble lifting her, and carried her to The Mound. 

 

Nick gently laid her down near the grave that was empty. The Man had taken the woman 

that looked like Natassia, violated her corpse, and then put her into the truck and took her 

out of the valley. Nick remembered it with disgust. He prayed to whoever was listening, 

if anyone was, that the Man did not try to violate Natassia before he could revive her. If 

that happened, he would lose control and attack.  

 

As they had discussed about her ‘terrible plan’ previously, he put her in that grave and 

covered her with as much of the melting snow as could pack around her. The goal was to 

get her body temperature as cold as they could get, especially her brain. Nick packed in 

the snow around her body. First, he had to remove her pants and it angered him that he 

had to do this. None of the other bodies that he had discovered so far, fourteen at least, 

had pants or clothes on their lower bodies. Some had T-shirts or blouses; none had pants 

or dresses on. He packed in more snow and ice. In the distance, he heard the engine of a 

truck. The killer was on his way! Nick wanted to add more snow. He wanted to say 

something to her before he left her. He did not have time. Instead, he gently kissed her 

forehead, and the covered her over with a light layer of earth.  

“I’ll bring you back or die trying,” said almost as an invocation to her grave.  

He made sure to leave a little of her blouse sticking out of the grave, so the Man would 

see her first. The truck rounded the corner of the forest and moved with deliberation 

toward The Mound. Nick ran to hide behind a tree nearby. 

 

The black truck came up to the embankment, known to Nick and Natassia as The Mound, 

slowly. The truck stopped next to The Mound. He left his truck running this time, and got 

out leaving the door open. The huge man, his hair in shafts of disorder and filth, 

stretched, and walked over to the graves. He stood looking around for a few minutes. He 

did not seem to be in a hurry.  

 

Nick was in a hurry. Since the minute he started carrying Natassia, he had been trying to 

count the minutes. He was not sure if he was correct. He had forgotten to count twice, 

and when began again, he became confused where left off. There was just too much 
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emotional turmoil in his mind to be certain. He thought it had been about four minutes. 

He wished the Man would make his choice soon. If he chose someone else, Nick 

intended to attack him with a surprise attack. He had Natassia’s stone knife that he made 

for her in his belt, which was now just some rope. If he did choose Natassia, he had to get 

into that truck shortly afterward. He waited in tense silence, starting at the big serial 

killer. 

 

The Man finally looked over to his right, and appeared to see a piece of clothing sticking 

out of a grave. It was Natassia’s and a tiny bit was left out intentionally. He moved 

toward the grave and pulled on the blouse. Some of the dirt came off the grave, revealing 

some of Natassia’s torso. The man walked over and bent down. He moved some of the 

earth from her body, and revealed her face. He tilted his head to the side, much as a dog 

trying to understand something confusing or complex. He scratched his head.  

“Thought I took you,” he mumbled in a deep voice. 

Nick held his breath. One of his great concerns about the Terrible Plan had been that the 

killer might remember he already took her body, meaning the woman that Natassia 

resembled. Nick put his hand on his knife. 

The Man then moved over to another grave, and kicked the dirt from another body. In the 

process, he inadvertently kicked her in the head, and his big boot apparently did some 

damage to the cadaver. He looked at the face and made a disapproving sound in a low 

rumble. He moved back to Natassia’s body. He traced her face with his grimy fingers, his 

hand nearly as big as her entire face. Then he pulled her body out of the frozen grave 

with one motion. As he held her up in the air, her limp, lifeless body swayed slightly in 

the cold night air. She was naked from the waist down. The serial killer looked down her 

body and made another sound or moan. This time it was one of admiration or approval. 

He liked what he could see. He threw her over his shoulder and walked to the truck. Nick 

prepared himself. At least she would be spared being violated before being put into the 

truck, like the last girl. Nick did not plan to let that happen, anyway. Now that the Man 

had tossed her into the back of his truck, Nick had to get into it himself. He moved out 

from his hiding spot. He was still counting. 

 

Nick sneaked over to the truck as the big man was getting in his driver’s seat. Nick had to 

move faster than he wanted. His feet made a scurrying sound in the ground, despite his 

best effort to remain stealthy. The Man heard it. Nick was only feet from the truck bed, 

but not close enough to climb into it, and certainly not without being seen. He dove for 

the ground on the other side of the truck. The Man got out and looked around. He stared 

back at The Mound, then off into the distance. He got back inside without saying a word. 

The truck started up. Nick crawled on his hands and knees rapidly to get closer. He was 

just about to reach up to the truck bed, to climb up into it, when the truck started moving. 

Nick was pulled to the ground. As he fell, he lost his grip on the truck’s body. Now the 

rear tire was coming directly at his legs. Nick rolled as fast he could until he was directly 

under the truck. He reached up and grabbed onto some part of the undercarriage. He was 

not sure if the part he was holding was a fixed part or not. He had to hang on. The part 

was solid enough for him to hang on. The truck started moving away from The Mound 

swiftly, and was gaining speed. The ground began to tear at Nick’s clothes, and then his 
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skin. Nick reached down and took his rope belt off. He wrapped the rope around the 

chassis and his hand and tied them together so that he could not lose his grip. He then 

took hold of a pipe under the truck with his other hand. Nick lifted his body off the 

ground and braced his legs on some piece of the truck near the back. He hoped it was not 

a moving part of the truck. He only had a small clearance from the ground, but if he held 

on tightly, he could ride under the truck.  

 

The truck moved though the dark forest, and then the brush land with haste. On occasion 

the truck would hit a dip in the ground, and Nick’s body would be slammed into the earth 

and then the truck alternately. It hurt terribly the first few times, and then he went numb. 

Nick was feeling like he might be going into shock. He could ill-afford to do that now. 

He thought of Natassia. She needed him. Her life depended on him. She was just above 

him in the bed of this black truck, with a killer at the wheel. He would never let this 

monster touch her! Nick held on tightly and gritted his teeth when he hurt so much he 

wanted to cry out. Eventually they slowed down and came to a halt.  

 

Nick heard a low machine whirring. He could not see the device itself. It sounded like a 

tremendously large garage door opener working. Peeking out from his position under the 

truck, he could see a small portion of the wall in the side of the valley lift up. It had been 

camouflaged to look like a dirt or stone wall. It was well concealed. As the truck 

remained stationary waiting for the secret door in the canyon wall to open, Nick thought 

about climbing into the back of the truck. He was not sure how much longer he could 

hang on underneath it. Before he had the chance to decide, the truck was moving again. 

Nick held on tightly. They passed through a section of tunnel, perhaps five feet of it. Nick 

wondered if it was a natural tunnel or one carved out by this maniac to get to this canyon 

to bury bodies. Soon they were past it. Nick heard the door to the canyon wall closing 

again. Soon, they were on a road! The driver speeded up forcing Nick to rise up even 

higher to make certain his body did not touch the pavement. It would grind him away like 

sandpaper on soft wood. As Nick held on for his life, the rope tying his hand to the 

undercarriage was beginning to cut into his skin. It was a small piece of rope he had 

adapted for a belt when his own belt was lost after the bear attack. Now it dug into his 

skin like a dull wire, and blood began to run down his arm. Nick winced in pain. He was 

not sure how much more of this he could endure. His closed his eyes tightly and fought 

with all his strength to hang on. He kept remembering, ‘she needs me.’ 

 

 

The truck slowed, turned left and then turned again. It came to a stop and the engine was 

shut off. The Man got out of the truck and slammed the door. It was dark now. He walked 

around the front of the truck to the side of the truck bed. He pulled out the precious cargo, 

Natassia’s body. He threw her over his shoulder with ease, and carried her into a decrepit 

old cabin. He left the door open slightly. There were no neighbors, and the big Man had 

never even seen another car in the desolate part of the country. He was isolated for miles 

around. That’s the way the killer wanted it. 
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Nick let go of his grip on the undercarriage of the truck. He hit the ground hard. He lay 

there for a minute, trying to collect himself. Time. He kept thinking about time. He was 

not sure why. His mind wandered off for a second. He thought of that Pink Floyd song 

called ‘Time’, and how he and Natassia had once gotten high and listened to it. She had 

never heard it before. Natassia! Nick was shaken from his daze. Time, he remembered, 

and resumed counting. He was certainly aware he lost some time in his counting. By his 

own estimate, nine or ten minutes had passed. Revival would become nearly impossible 

after 16 minutes, if she were still very cold. He only had six or seven minutes before 

brain injury or death, and they would occur within minutes of each other. He crawled out 

from under the truck and looked at the cabin. 

 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

“Get up to the third floor,” Buzz mocked Rochelle’s instruction. “How come I always 

have to be the one to climb through an air vent, hang over an infected body to collect 

samples or climb to the third floor,” Buzzed questioned rhetorically. He understood his 

chore. He had to get into that third floor – somehow – get the remains of the Judge and 

set them on fire. He had to do all that without falling or catching himself on fire, he 

presumed. The problem for Buzz was the third floor of the house on 445 Holly Street had 

no direct access. The door to it from the second floor – the one haunted by the prostitutes 

– had been sealed shut decades ago. He had to attempt to scale the outside of the house, 

and climb in through an old attic window. It was a long way up, or a long way down, 

depending on your perspective. Buzz had one advantage: he was wiry and agile. Nick had 

once called him a ‘monkey’ when Buzz had to hang upside down on a rig to collect a 

blood sample from dead virus victims. 

“Aw, the good ol’ days.” Buzz commented to himself. He preferred working with Nick 

and Natassia on the tough jobs.  

“What are you doing?” Lorna queried. 

“I was just thinking of Nick and Natassia,” Buzz said as he fastened the harness from the 

Paranormal Investigations supply cabinet, around his torso.  

“I bet they are luxuriating in some fancy-ass hotel or at some awesome-as-hell Bed and 

Breakfast in the Rocky Mountains right about now. Not getting ready to climb up a 

house,” Buzz said. “Some people get all the breaks,” he added as an afterthought. He 

could not possibly know how wrong he was. 

“I wonder why they haven’t called,” Lorna mentioned. It came as something of a surprise 

to Buzz.   

“I thought they called you last week?” Buzz countered, adjusting the harness.  

“No, that was your mother. Didn’t I tell you that?” Lorna asked.  

“No, you did not. Now she is gonna be pissed off. Great. Well, I better get going,” Buzz 

said with resignation. He climbed out of the window in the first floor – it gave him 

twenty less feet to climb up – and ran his rope up to the anchor he had placed on the roof 

earlier, over the third floor. He would pull himself up and then climb in the window.  
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He started the perilous climb. Buzz pulled on the ropes and he ascended a few inches. He 

locked the rope back into position. His rig was similar to that of a window washer.  

“This would be a lot easier if I had something, oh, you know, as exotic as a fucking 

ladder,” he complained.  

Lorna popped her head back out of the window and looked up at Buzz above her. 

“What was that about your bladder? Did those hussy ghosts touch you there again?” she 

asked, concerned. 

“No! Never mind. I thought you two were going to be making a Star Gate on the second 

floor to exorcize the women?” he asked, as he pulled his body up higher. He was now 

just at the level of the second floor. He was making good progress. 

“A Star Circle,” Lorna corrected him. Stargate is that really bad science fiction show you 

oddly enjoy every weekend,” she informed him.  

“Yeah. Whatever,” Buzz responded. Lorna loved correcting him. She must. She did it all 

the time. “I never knew how much I didn’t know until I met you,” he grumbled. He 

pulled on the rope again, the pulley at the top squeaked. Buzz looked up. He hoped he 

fastened in into the roof deeply enough. He went up faster. He was almost at the level of 

the third floor.  

“SNAP!” sounded a noise from the roof. The pulley came loose and hung on to the roof 

by only a thin shred of metal. His anchor was holding most of his weight, but now he 

could not ascend. The rope responded to the break by swaying Buzz out away from the 

house and into the breeze. He floated a few feet from the house for several minutes when 

a strong breeze came by. He tried to get back to the side of the house. He looked down. 

The world started to spin for him. Buzz closed his eyes. 

“Buzz!” Lorna called out of the window in the first floor. She heard the noise and poked 

her head back out. She saw Buzz hanging onto the rope, swinging around in the wind. He 

appeared to have his eyes shut. She shouted encouragement.  

“Buzz, don’t be afraid of the height. That will just make it worse,” she encouraged. 

Inside, her stomach knotted.  

“Hon, I’m not afraid of the height. But the ground scares the shit out me,” Buzz replied.  

 

Lorna was concerned. As much time as she spent angry with him for one thing or another 

– men were still a huge mystery to her sheltered, nerdy side – she deeply cared about 

Buzz. She was sure it was love although she had never experienced it before. But she had 

read of book over the winter all about love, so she sort of felt like an expert. However, 

she also read “The Secret” and tried to wish herself to look like Jessica Alba, and wish for 

Oprah’s money, and neither of those had manifested. She thought maybe she did not 

desire it hard enough. It never occurred to her that someone could write a book – even a 

self-proclaimed expert – and it might not be factual. She still had so much to learn about 

life outside of a science laboratory. 

Rochelle came into the room and saw Lorna looking out the window and up at 

something. “Lorna, we have to get ready to create the Star Circle when Buzz dissipates 

the Judge’s spirit. Where is he?” she asked. 

“Up there,” Lorna pointed. Though her voice did not sound like it, she was very 

concerned about Buzz. Rochelle saw why. But Buzz was just waiting for the wind to 

carry him close enough to the house again. After a few more breezes and free rides 
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around in the air, he swung back. As he came close to the third floor window, he reached 

out and grabbed into the ledge. Using all his wiry strength, he pulled himself to the 

window and balanced precariously on the small ledge. He set to work on the boards over 

the window. Because of deterioration, they came off with ease.  

“I’m all right, Lorna,” he called down. “I’ll be in here in a second. You two go get 

ready.” 

 

Buzz thumped into the third floor once the window was clear. The room was musty and 

dank. He reflexively put his hand over his nose and mouth. Not far away from the 

window, he saw what looked to be an old cedar chest for storing clothes. It had decayed 

from something inside of it causing the side to break open. The whole chest fell off the 

table it rested upon and settled on the floor of this attic-room. There on the floor, dumped 

out from the fall, were the remains of The Judge. His remains were mere bones in an old 

suit now, but his skull had a hideous grin on it. Buzz got up and took out a small 

container of lighter fluid. He had small fire extinguisher in his harness pocket. He opened 

the lighter fluid, and poured some of the contents on the Judge’s remains. He searched 

around for a match. 

“I know I brought a pack,” he spoke aloud. As he did, the skull developed phantom red 

lights in the empty eye sockets, and the skull slowly rolled over to look at Buzz.  

“Yaa!” Buzz cried out. He was creeped out. “You keep your demented, horny bones 

away from me,” Buzz said to the skull. “Go to hell. I’m not your type anyway,” he added. 

Buzz found the pack of matches, lit one and threw it at the skeleton. It went up in a blaze. 

Buzz heard a dreadful scream, and then the eyes stopped glowing. The Judge was gone 

forever. Buzz took out the extinguisher and doused the charred remains. He collected 

them and put them into a sack, and threw them out of the window for later cleanup.  

“Now, how I do I get down from here?” He mused, looking down from the window. 

 

 

On the floor below, the second floor, Rochelle and Lorna prepared the Star Circle. They 

knew when Buzz had dissipated The Judge, because the door to the second floor was 

suddenly unlocked, and they went inside.  

“How big does this Slut Circle have to be,” Lorna asked, staring down at the floor. 

“Why did you call it that? Is because they were prostitutes?” Rochelle asked. 

“Partly. No, not really. It’s because one of them tried to seduce Buzz,” Lorna answered. 

An involuntary expression on sadness showed on her face. Lorna put her glasses on and 

started reading from a book, which contained a picture of the design they needed to draw. 

Rochelle was observing her. Not only was Rochelle partially telepathic, a claim the 

friends of Paranormal Investigations did not initially believe, she also had a keen sense of 

intuition. She understood Lorna’s fear of losing Buzz to other women was from her own 

insecurity – not from other women.  

“These spirits are victims, more than anything else,” she reminded Lorna. “Their 

behavior, the seduction, undressing for Buzz, this is really a mere caricature of their 

personas from the real lives. They don’t truly understand how else to act since they are 

stuck, forever young and attractive to men,” Rochelle explained. “They are acting out, 

partly because of the Judge’s influence, and because they are lost in time and place.” 
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“How sad for them,” Lorna replied. “I wish they would move on and seduce men their 

own age then,” Lorna pouted. 

“Lorna, Buzz loves you. I sense that, and you should too. He may not stay as 

understanding or as patient with your insecurity as he is now. You are a smart and 

attractive young woman. Keep that in mind. Buzz will be more tempted by your 

uninhibited side,” she concluded. 

Lorna did not say anything in return, but Rochelle’s advice made her think about all of 

her jealous antics. She might never be able to get rid of it completely. Buzz seemed to be 

attracted to bad but sexy women everywhere he went, and Lorna knew she just wasn’t 

‘bad’ enough. But he did like it when she pretended… 

When the two women had completed drawing the Star Circle around the floor, Rochelle 

began reading and chanting in a foreign tongue.  

Lorna interrupted her. 

“What is that again, Babylonian?” Lorna questioned.  

“It is a banishment ritual of Mithra, in Mesopotamian. Mithra was a Persian god known 

in Babylonia as Shamash, and in Mesopotamia as Marduk. Some say he also was the 

inspiration for Greek Apollo, the Sun god,” Rochelle explained. 

“And how did you learn to speak Meso-whatsiwhosit?” Lorna questioned. 

“I don’t. I read it from this book,” Rochelle said, winking. “Don’t give away my secrets.” 

 

Rochelle read the words of the tome aloud and Lorna, as instructed, walked around to the 

points of the pentagram and lit candles in each place. It had a very spiritual feel to it that 

appealed to Lorna. She missed going to Mass. Buzz was not religious, so she had stopped 

going. It was her mother that used to take her to mass. She thought she might take up this 

Mithra from Meso-whatsiwhosit, if she could remember the name.  

 

Slowly the air grew colder and the room darkened in the areas not light by the candles. 

The two women huddled in the center of the Star Circle, as Rochelle finished her chants. 

The spirit of the blonde manifested first. She hissed at them. Then the redhead appeared. 

Her head was back in place, and she slowly approached the two women. Lorna started to 

get nervous. They did not appear to be disappearing, they seemed angry. She turned 

around and saw the Geisha woman. She was approaching them with long nails out, and 

bearing her teeth. All three of them were making growling sounds, like large cats – not 

the purrs they made to Buzz.  

“Don’t get me wrong, Rochelle. I really like this chanting the pretty designs and candles 

and all, but they don’t seem to be working,” Lorna pointed out the obvious.  

“I don’t understand. They should be repulsed by this, not drawn to it,” Rochelle 

explained. She quickly opened her book to see if she left any words out of the chant. As 

she was reading, the ghosts took corporeal form. They could now hurt Lorna and 

Rochelle. Lorna faced the redhead. She was angry with this one anyway. She decided 

yelling at them instead of Buzz might be appropriate.  

 

“Now listen to me, harlot from hell,” she started. The redhead turned to face her. She 

made a terrifying face of twisted torture, and then her face returned to normal. The 

change was frightening, however. Lorna stammered, rediscovered her anger.  
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“Why don’t you leave? Git, git outta here! Shoo,” Lorna said waving her hand as if to try 

to chase away a cat.  

The three ghosts closed in on them. The Oriental one spoke.  

“We will haunt your souls for this,” she hissed. Then she lifted her hand, and her long 

nails grew into long claws 

Then they heard loud thumping. The sound seemed to come from the very walls. 

“Thump, thump, thump” a distinct sound, like some infernal knocking from hell. The 

ghosts closed in. Lorna had enough. She didn’t like these women from the start. 

 

“You’re dead, I get it. Move on! Do you see a light somewhere? Go into it!” she shouted. 

Rochelle gave Lorna an odd look. 

 

“I forgot a component!” Rochelle exclaimed.  

‘Thump, thump, thump!’ the noises repeated.  

“Hey, Lorna, Rochelle! Unlock the door on your side!” shouted a familiar voice.  

“Buzz!” Lorna said. Tears of joy came to her face. She raced to the source of the 

thumping: Buzz was knocking on a locked door that went up to the third floor attic. She 

unlocked it. Buzz hugged her quickly then pushed her to his side. He lit the entire book of 

matches and threw them toward the center of the Star Circle, feet from Rochelle.  

“Ignis ad anis!” she shouted as the book exploded into flames. As it did, the three ghosts 

went up in flames their spirits wailing in the distance until they could no longer hear 

them.  

“A symbol of flame and the word of flame at the apex! I forgot. How did you know?” 

Rochelle exclaimed to Buzz when the danger had passed.  

“Sometimes I read the appendix of long books. Usually has all you need to know. I read 

that yesterday in the back of the book you are holding,” he explained.  

“Thank the gods!” she responded. 

“No, really. It was nothing,” Buzz joked. 

The three had banished all the spirits. The house on 445 Holly Street was finally cleaned. 

After receiving thanks and payment from Mary Cantrell, they took Rochelle home, and 

then drove back to the office at Paranormal Investigations. They would never look at 

‘Caspar Runs’ the same way again. 

 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

 

 

Nick looked into the windows from the side of the large cabin. He could not see anything 

except from some light coming from another room. The cabin had several rooms, and a 

kitchen, but from what he could see, no electricity. He came around to the front door, and 

pushed it open a little bit more. The killer had left it ajar when he brought Natassia in 

over his shoulder. Nick stepped inside quietly. He had Natassia’s stone dagger in his 

hand. 
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The main room, what Nick took to be a sort of living room – for the demented – had 

mostly junk and chairs in it. There were no couches, or televisions or anything that 

resembled the comforts of home. The floor was littered with trash. Tin cans, paper, even 

old food littered the front room’s floor. Stepping around it to avoid making noise was 

tricky, but Nick managed to get to the hallway. From here bedrooms branched off from 

either side. Nick turned to the right. The room was very dark. There was one candle at the 

far end of the room. Nick walked toward it. As he walked into the room, he was almost 

overcome by a strange, pungent smell. Perhaps it was a combination of smells. It smelled 

like some strong spice, or spices. Cinnamon? Anise? And, something else – something 

like curry. Mixed in with all that spice, was a slight scent of fresh decay – almost a 

sickening sweet smell. Before he reached the candle, he came upon a bed. On the bed 

was a woman! She was lying very still, but she appeared to be alive – or she did at first. 

Nick picked up the candle, and brought it near her. It was the young woman from the 

grave. The one that resembled Natassia, yet, she was different. Her black hair was 

combed and clean, as if washed. But it was her face that was most different. She was 

beautiful, for a corpse, he thought – but oddly made up. Nick brought the candle closer to 

examine. She had on makeup! The killer had taken the time to apply a full base, eye and 

lip makeup; everything, really. She was also wearing a dress. It made her look much 

prettier than she did with her pale-blue skin back at the grave. Still, there was a fake 

quality to her as well. There was too much makeup on her face. And there was something 

else not natural about her face – it was slowly decaying. Since the Man took her body out 

of the snowy grave, and brought her into his cabin at room temperature, she was starting 

to show signs of decomposition. Her eyes needed the makeup, Nick realized. Her cheeks 

were hollow, and there was a thin and translucent appearance to her skin from the 

beginnings of decay. The spice scent was strongest near her corpse. He sniffed above her 

forehead without touching her. Spices had been rubbed into every inch of her cadaver. He 

was trying to preserve her! Nick noticed that she was under a blanket, so he removed it. 

Her legs were tied to each of the bedposts. The pungent odor of his spice concoction 

came from every part of her corpse.  

“Oh, God,” Nick whispered when he saw her. “He has been having sex with her like 

this.” Nick swallowed hard. He only had four or five minutes to find Natassia.  

Before he left the room, and he was at a loss to understand why, Nick cut the ropes 

binding the poor dead woman’s legs to the bedposts. He closed them together, and pulled 

her dress down for decency. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered for the second time to the unknown girl. Nick moved away 

with a shiver. He took the blanket. He had seen some creepy things in his time working 

for Paranormal Investigations. He had witnessed dead people from a fast-acting, flesh 

eating bacteria. He has seen several people killed by giant insects, and others who died 

from a virus that made them bleed to death in minutes. All of it was terrible. It was also 

his job. But in all his experience, he had never seen anything that made his skin crawl. 

This house of ’love of the dead’, gave him gooseflesh. He moved on to the kitchen. 

 

At first he did not find much unusual here. Again, there was no electricity, so the killer 

had used a kerosene lamp on a table – the kitchen table. There was a large pot over a fire 
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in a brick oven on the far side. It smelled as if something was cooking. Nick moved to the 

pot and looked inside. He saw pieces of flesh: muscles, meat, from different parts of the 

other victims – female clearly, boiling in the pot with vegetables. It was female soup 

from hell. Nick backed away so fast he almost knocked over the table. He put his hand 

over his mouth and forced back a gag reflex. He wanted to run away from this place, this 

house of necrophilia and cannibalism. He had to find Natassia. She only had a few 

minutes left. He was getting desperate. He moved back out to the outer room and 

searched for her. She was nowhere to be seen. Neither was the Man for that matter. 

Where had he gone? Nick was drawn back to the kitchen. He looked out of the window. 

Then he spotted it. There was a cellar outside, attached to the house. Nick grabbed the 

kerosene lamp, ran outside, and opened the lid to the cellar. It was dark, and it stank. He 

went down. 

 

Inside, he saw a light at the far end of the cellar. It was cold down here. That was good 

for Natassia, he thought. He was still counting. Only a couple of minutes! He moved to 

the back of the cellar, past two bodies on boards. Some had parts – legs, arms, and other 

more intimate parts, cut off of them. Nick wasn’t sure if they were for this animal’s food 

or for perversion. He didn’t want to think about which. At the back of this meat locker, he 

realized, he saw Natassia. She was lying on a small table, and she was intact. He had 

begun to fear the man might have hacked her up before he could find her. She was 

dressed in a dress and her face partially made up. She was not for food, he realized. Nick 

set the lantern down, and picked Natassia’s body up from the table. He did not have much 

time. He knew CPR and he was glad he did. He picked her up, placed her on the ground 

and began to pump her heart with his hands, and breathed air into her mouth. She did not 

respond. He breathed again, and massaged harder. She did not breathe. He knew this was 

going to be difficult to do. Natassia had been dead for over ten minutes. The severe cold 

bought him the extra time. Normally, he would need an electric shock to stimulate her 

heart. This cabin had no electricity. He would have to do it the hard way. Nick worked 

furiously for over a minute. She did not respond. He started to panic, and pleaded with 

her.  

“Wake up, Natassia. Fight! Fight for it. I need you to help,” he yelled.  

He was exhausted, and frightened. Natassia did not respond, yet she looked so alive to 

him, despite the garish makeup. Nick began hitting her chest with the ball of his hand. He 

had to make her heart jump somehow. He did not know where the killer was at the 

moment, and he did not care anymore. If Natassia did not come back to him, he did not 

want to live. 

 

 

*********************************** 

 

 

 

 

Natassia was dreaming again. She did not know where she was, but it was freezing. She 

only remembered being chased, and then walking into an old, dirty cabin lit only by 
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candles. A sweet and spicy scent filled the air, with other smells less pleasant. Now she 

awoke on a cold floor. A basement? She felt someone enter the room, but she could not 

turn her head to see. Then she noticed she could not move anything. Not her arms or legs, 

not even her head. She could not see well, as if something was wrong with her vision. 

She began to panic. She felt someone hitting her chest. He was beating her, and it hurt. 

She could not cry out, not scream. What hell was this place? Then a rush of air came into 

her lungs so fast, she felt like she might explode.  

 

She opened her eyes. She was alive again! 

 

 

 

 

Natassia finally responded to Nick’s attempts at revival, and just in time. He was 

completely exhausted from beating her chest and breathing into her mouth. When her 

heart finally started, she sucked in a giant breath of life, and exhaled a scream that Nick 

would never be able to forget.  

“Natassia!” Nick said with joy. He hugged her tightly as he tried to recover his own 

breath.  

“Nick?” she whispered. “Am I alive this time, or am I dreaming?” she asked in sincerity. 

“If you are dreaming, you are alive,” he replied. He hugged her again, and this time she 

weakly responded with a return hug. 

“I thought I’d lost you for good,” Nick sobbed.  

It took Natassia several minutes to remember everything, and when she did, she wished 

she could forget it again. Her chest was bruised and beaten, and she felt like she may 

have cracked ribs. Her body was sore everywhere and she felt incredibly cold – cold as 

ice. She shivered. Nick sat her up and wrapped the blanket he had taken from the dead 

girl in the house. Just as she sat up, she saw a huge man walk into her view. He was 

holding an axe. 

“Nick! Look out!” she screamed as loudly as she could, which was not much. 

Nick looked up just in time to duck, as the axe blade whizzed over his head. Nick pushed 

Natassia’s weakened body under the table, and rolled back behind the table, placing it 

between the killer and him. The Man smiled at him wickedly.  

“She be my woman now,” he said between dark and rotted teeth.  

“Never. Besides, she’s alive now. Not your type, remember?” Nick stalled for time. If 

this idiot was willing to waste words talking to him, he might be able to maneuver him to 

his advantage.  

“Fix that soon,” the Man said. “She prettiest one yet. Maybe I make her give baby first, 

kill her after,” he hinted at his sick plans.  

“She’s on the pill,” Nick advised. He threw a plate at the man and it shattered on his 

chest. He simply brushed it off.  

“You come over now. I’ll kill you quick and clean,” the Man instructed. 

Nick knew he had to get the man’s attention away from the table. Natassia was hiding 

underneath, and he did not want her in the path of any more harm. 
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“Big, dumb fucking bastard, aren’t you?  Are you afraid to kill me with your hands, big 

man? You scared of fighting me? Oh that’s right, you only kill small women who can’t 

fight back,” Nick verbally attacked.  

“You don’t know nothing,” the Man sneered. “I kill man before. I kill you!” he yelled 

back.  

“You have to use that big axe to do it?” Nick hinted. “Are you feeble in your arms as well 

as your head?” Nick chided the big man.  

The killer grunted in frustration. The Man dropped the axe on the floor. It came to rest 

inches away from Natassia. She looked over at it from under the table.  

Nick quickly moved around the table, and made a desperate dash to the other end of the 

cellar – toward the exit to the outside. 

The big man was strong, but slow. He followed Nick, and howled as he did. Nick ran up 

the stairs and into the kitchen. He pulled out his stone knife, and used the table in the 

kitchen the way he used the one in the cellar. The table blocked the man from 

approaching him directly.  

“I kill now,” panted the killer in bad English.  

“You keep promising me that,” Nick retorted. “So far, you are all talk,” he added. 

“Rrraaahhh!” the Man scream and lunged at Nick over the table. Nick pushed the table 

into the man as he did. It hit him in the midsection and made him slam into the table face-

first. His face bloodied and nose flattened, the Man got up. He was undeterred. The serial 

killer walked to his closet, and opened them. He started throwing dishes at Nick – and 

some of them hit home. Most, Nick dodged. Nick backed up and pulled out the small 

knife.  

“You not barehanded,” the Man complained. 

“Yeah. I lied. Get over it,” Nick replied. 

The Man roared again, and overturned the table in one swift but violent movement. The 

table went flying across the room and smashed into the wall. Now there was nothing 

between the man and Nick. The Man closed on him. Nick reached back for the pot with 

the human meat in it. He lifted it from a hook, and threw the contents of the hellish 

human soup on the killer, like he was bailing water out of a boat. Most of it hit the man in 

the face and upper body. The scalding hot liquid caused him to fall to his knees. He 

opened his mouth but only a low cry came out. He reached up and tried to wipe the hot 

soup from his eyes, and some of his own flesh from his face came off with it. Nick 

winced instinctively. He did not care about burning the Man at all. Seeing it was another 

thing.  

“It’s time to end this,” Nick said. He drove forward while the Man was still on his knees 

and drove the point of his knife into his abdomen. The knife bit deeply, but the Man was 

big, and his clothing took some of the rock blade. Nick tried to push the blade in deeper. 

He shoved with all his strength. However, now he was close to the Man. The killer 

grabbed him, pulled Nick down to the floor, and crawled on top of him. Nick fought hard 

to roll out from under him, but he was trapped by the killer’s bulk. He could not move. 

He punched the man in the face several times, but it did not have much effect. The serial 

killer pulled out the rock knife in his gut, grunting as he did. The lifted in his hand and 

prepared to plunge into Nick’s body below him. Nick reflexively put his arms up to his 

face to shield the stab he knew was coming. 



 

 

32 

 

 

 

 

“No! It’s time to end YOU!” Natassia shouted from behind the killer. She barely had the 

axe raised in her hands. The man tried to turn to see who spoke, though he figured it out 

too late. The axe came down hard and smashed into the back of the serial killer’s skull, 

sinking all the way in. Natassia, weak and exhausted from her burst of energy, collapsed 

to the floor and sat looking at the bloody sight. She was straining to stay conscious. 

 

The man dropped the knife and reached his hands to the back of his head in a futile 

attempt to remove the axe blade buried in his head. He strained, gurgled, and then, ever 

so slowly, he fell on top of Nick, dead.  

 

Silence. 

 

“Get him off me,” Nick managed to say, finally. Natassia was just staring at the sight. 

Nick’s words prompted her to snap out of it. She took her eyes off the gory sight, even as 

the man’s blood and brains dripped down his own back. She struggled to get to her feet 

again. 

“Fuck, this psycho smells,” Nick said in disgust. Natassia was very weak, but she had 

enough strength to roll dead man off of Nick. He crawled out from underneath, and got 

up. He reached down again, and put his hand in the man’s pocket, pulling out his keys.  

 

They embraced, but only for a second. They kept expecting him to get up again. She 

started to fall to the ground. Nick picked Natassia up and carried her. She barely had 

enough strength to open her eyes.  

“Get me out of here, please?” Natassia asked weakly.  

Nick put his arm under the back of her neck and knees, and carried her out of the kitchen. 

He went rapidly past the bedroom with the dead girl in the bed, and out the front door. 

 

They walked to the truck in his driveway. Natassia leaned weakly against the passenger 

door, and once inside, Nick made certain she was strapped in tightly. Then he got in the 

driver’s seat, and started the truck. They pulled out of decrepit cabin’s driveway and 

headed for the main road.  

 

 

 

****************************************** 

 

 

 

Nick drove them into the wilds and eventually they were on a road. In time, the road led 

to a small town, and a police department, and help. 

 

Nick related their account to the local police: the accident (he left out the tire being shot 

out, he had no proof), their time in the valley, the bodies of all those young women, and 

how they were eventually escaped, and finally killed the serial killer.  
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The locals knew about the missing women, but did not believe Nick and Natassia 

initially. So they locked Nick up, and took Natassia for medical attention. When Nick got 

his phone call, he called their old friend, and sometime rival from the FBI, Shawn 

Williams. Shawn vouched for them and sent a team to investigate the murders and, in the 

process, demanded the release of Nick and Natassia. The small town only had one doctor, 

and he gave each of them, especially Natassia, intravenous food and saline bags for their 

plane ride back to Greendale, courtesy of Shawn Williams. Nick was glad he learned to 

make friends with the agent, in spite of William’s self-admission of attraction to Natassia.  

 

In just over a day, they were both in the local hospital at Greendale. Nick placed a phone 

call to Buzz and Lorna, who were first relieved to hear from him, then shocked to hear 

what he had to tell them about their ordeal. 

 

 

 

 

A couple of hours later, Buzz came into the hospital room. 

“Nicky, are you all right?” he asked with concern. To Buzz, Nick looked thin, pale, cut 

and bruised, and tired. Natassia looked like she had been to hell, and back. ‘Not the first 

time for her’, Buzz thought.  

“I’m feeling better already,” Nick smiled at Lorna and Buzz.  

Lorna walked over the Natassia’s bed. Natassia slowly opened her swollen eyes, and 

smiled when she recognized Lorna’s face. 

After Buzz gave Nick a hug to welcome him home, he walked over to Natassia. He 

brought her a stuffed bear from the gift shop.  

“Here,” he said, handing the bear to Natassia. She looked at it and could only recall the 

bear attack. She tried to smile, but when Buzz was not looking, she put the bear out of 

sight.  

“And I got this for you since you spent so long in the woods,” Lorna announced proudly. 

It was another stuffed toy: Paul Bunyan carrying an axe.  

Natassia raised her eyebrows at the sight of the mountain man carrying an axe. It all felt a 

little too familiar. 

“Umm, thanks Lorna,” Natassia said in a weak voice. “I think Nick might enjoy this 

more,” she added without explaining. Lorna happily gave the stuffed toy to Nick, who 

looked at it and when no one was looking, hid it under his pillow. He did not want to look 

at it either.  

 

“The doctors say you will be ready to come home in couple of days. They want to 

rehydrate you and get some food and antibiotics in your system before sending you 

home,” Buzz explained. 

 

With the assistance of Lorna, Natassia managed to raise her bed so she was sitting up and 

could talk to and see her friends. 

“They tell me I’ve lost so much weight I have to eat cheeseburgers, fried chicken and 
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even drink chocolate malts for at least a week,” she voiced quietly. Then she smiled a 

large, pretty, crooked smile at then. Natassia looked to be recovering well, her friends 

thought.  

“Yeah, that should be rough,” Buzz added laughing. 

 

The friends talked for less than half an hour. Buzz did not get the chance to tell them of 

his and Lorna’s exploits with the ghosts, but there would be plenty of time for that later. 

He was anxious to hear the details of what Nick and Natassia had really been through. 

What little he heard in a brief phone call from Agent Williams frightened him. It sounded 

like his friends both nearly died. Nick did give him one ominous hint. 

 

“This was no accident. We did not get into that valley just by bad luck,” Nick said, his 

face very serious. Our Enemy struck again, and this time, we need to start investigating 

who it is, not just take random cases,” Nick concluded. 

Buzz and Lorna nodded in grim agreement. That was not going to be a pleasant 

assignment. How do find someone who wants you dead, when you don’t know who it is? 

 

After less than an hour, Buzz and Lorna left to let them rest. When the nurse turned out 

the lights, Natassia started to dream again. 

 

 

 

Natassia was not in the cold, snowy forest any longer. Nor was she in some demented 

psycho’s cottage of hell. She was in her own apartment, and Nick was in the other room, 

preparing them both breakfasts, as he so often loved to do. He called her to the kitchen 

and she came in, hugged him, and sat down to eat. She and Nick were very much in love, 

and all nightmares of him, or someone, strangling her were gone. She was happy again. 

They laughed and shared their breakfast and talked about life, and the future. The 

nightmare, if that is what it was – was pleasant. She relaxed. It was one of the most 

pleasant dreams she had experienced for a very long time. Her mind relaxed and she 

drifted into a deeper sleep. All of her experiences forced her to find a place for peace in 

her mind, a place less crowded with visions of brutality and insecurity. With all she had 

been through, they did not concern her as much. 

 

In her sleep, Natassia smiled. Her nightmares were a thing of the past. 

 

 

 

---/--- 

The End.  

Robert M. Gunn, 28 May 2012 
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Look for a new episode this summer. A much deserved comedy.  
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