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Three months after the cabin incident, Jenny Harlow was no longer hiding from the world; she was hiding in it. The news cycle had moved on. She hadn’t.

She drove along a country lane somewhere in the Midlands. The British weather had not let her down as rain battered her windshield. The wipers struggled to keep the water at bay. In the distance, she could see her destination, The Old Mill Hotel.

As Jenny drove through the gates and parked up, she sat for a minute, giving the rain a chance to subside. The hotel, once a bustling business, now stood as a testament to the times. As the local industry died, so did its guests. Now the hotel was just a tired carcass on a wet roadside, feeding on passing trade and discreet affairs.

Stepping out of the car, the hotel sign reflected in the puddles of fresh rainwater. Jenny noted that four of the rooms had lights on, so she assumed they were guests. She approached the reception, where the neon vacancy light flickered in the window. Beyond the sign was a yellowed light, not welcoming but worn like a nicotine stain on the walls.

As she opened the door, she noticed there was no bell or other signal to indicate she had entered. The long counter before her had once seen many guests pass through, but now stood empty. No marketing leaflets or business cards, just a bell.

Looking around the room, Jenny noticed the stains on the few chairs in the lobby. They had seen better days. The camera above the reception and the locks on some doors. Jenny’s mind flickered back to the cabin, locks, a lens, and the feel of a blade in her hand. She smiled before she could stop herself. A man’s voice from her left broke her thoughts.

“Can I help you, love?” he said in a strong Midlands accent.

“I would like a room, please. "

The man before her was pretty large, about fifty, with a practised front-desk smile that never reached his eyes.

“Well, I have plenty of them, just get the passing trade nowadays,” he replied. “Is it just for the one night?”

“Yes, please, but I may stay longer. Can I pay by the day?”

The manager smiled. “I don’t think we are going to be full soon, Martin Clegg,” he said, thrusting out his hand.

“Jane Hall, nice to meet you,” she said. The name still felt borrowed, like shoes that didn’t fit. Underneath, she was still Jenny. The one who ran. The one who killed.

She had changed her identity to make it harder to be found, if anyone was still looking.
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