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August 10th – 1:23 pm 

Adam found the small tree branch near the end of the yard where he’d last blown up one creature in its underground hole. As his eyes had settled on the fallen tree limb, his mind retreated to a memory of little Tate. His boy had been so proud to have carved his own wooden dagger in the past. When Tate created his weapon, he’d worked painstakingly on it, believing it would someday be the thing that would save him from the creatures that had taken over their world. 

Tate had been wrong, and Adam had been wrong to foster his son’s belief in surviving all that had happened. The creatures who came to the door every night were bad. As it turned out, though, it wasn’t the shapeshifting monsters who had gotten his son. They were terrifying in the way they impersonated humans, but they weren’t the worst of the things that had gone wrong in the world. In many respects, the creatures had a lot of catching up to do with humanity. Who needed alien monsters when the earth had so many human ones to offer? 

A monster hadn’t gotten Tate, or his wife Addy for that matter, but nonetheless, his family was just as dead and gone. 

The branch he’d found was roughly the same shape as the one Tate had picked up several weeks before. Larger on one end, and narrow on the other, it made for a good handle and blade. 

Now, as the afternoon dwindled, Adam sat on the front porch, shaping the wooden dagger as Tate had once done. This one he would make for Jarod, Mona’s son, who wasn’t much younger than Tate. He hoped it would serve the boy much better than Tates had worked for him. Though it had been a couple of weeks since he’d seen his son, it already felt like it had been years. Adam knew the little stitch of pain that flared to life in his chest when he thought of him was a good indication that he hadn’t come to terms with his death, not completely. Mona often warned him he wasn’t properly dealing with the loss of his wife and son. 

He didn’t want to be rude to Mona, who had certainly suffered her own losses since everything had gone to shit, but he didn’t care to process his grief. It was his last little bit of rebellion, and anyway, what was the point? Before he could put his sadness behind him, something else would happen and he’d have to start all over again. Adam shrugged as he worked on the carving. “Fuck that noise. Soon, something, or someone, will get me too.” He mumbled while flicking little wood shavings to the porch floor. 

Death was all around them. Adam had been there when Jerry, the psychotic teenage girl lunatic, had murdered Sam. Mona could have asked him a million questions about the day her husband Sam died, but she hadn’t. He’d seen Sam die after an unprovoked attack from Jerry. The girl had stabbed him to death, and it had truly been brutal. 

It had been the first moment that he’d known Jerry was unstable and unsavable. Jerry was psychotic, and she thrived in the chaos of the new world. Her parents were just as dead and gone as his wife and son, and yet, it had never mattered to her. He, Mona, and Jarod had all suffered because they cared about those they’d lost. Jerry didn’t care about anything other than screwing with them all. 

Everything that had happened was nothing but a game to her. 

Adam spit into the yard and cursed the teenage girl. “Freaking nut job.” 

To Mona’s credit, she hadn’t hammered him with questions about her husband’s death as she could have under such intense stress. He thought of her, Mona, the kind woman with a big heart and sad eyes. When he’d informed her of her husband’s death, she’d only asked one question. “Can we come with you?” 

It was clear she and her son wouldn’t survive on their own, and their joining him at his uncle’s cabin kept him from being alone as well. He was grateful for the very platonic company. While Mona was an attractive woman, he had no desire for her other than as partners in surviving the world. In private, his heart still ached for Addy. He couldn’t imagine a time when he wouldn’t still desire his beautiful wife. 

Adam glanced up from the small dagger he carved and allowed his eyes to peruse the thick forest. Green leaves and brown tree trunks stared back at him, oblivious to the hate in his heart. He spent as much time looking for any sign of the teenaged Jerry as he could. She was his constant occupation because she had stolen his family from him and the threat of her still lingered. She was out there, somewhere, hiding in the shadows of the forest. Though he hadn’t seen her for a couple of weeks, he felt her manic energy. 

She was out there alright. Her insatiable desire for chaos and death was similar to her parents’ motives before he had killed them. 

His eyes searched the darkness under the looming canopy. “Jerry, you little shit.” He looked for her, aware that seeing her was highly unlikely. Even if she was in the thick woods, watching him at that moment, returning his hateful gaze, he wouldn’t see her. She was too good at blending into the evil landscape. 

If he ever found her again, though, he’d take her life in trade for her murder of his family, and he wouldn’t blink twice about it. “I’ll kill her.” He swore to himself. He’d made the promise a million times since losing track of her in the forest. 

When he realized he was clutching the wood in his hand hard enough to turn his knuckles white, he allowed it to fall to the porch floor. As it bounced, he recalled Tate storing his wooden knife in his bedroom closet. His son kept it there, safely secured, until the moment he intended to step out of the cabin, and then he always had it with him. Tate had been so proud of the work he’d done carving his dagger. It was the boy’s hope that he could use it to help defend himself and his parents from the monsters. 

Adam couldn’t resist the sarcastic impulse that came over him. “Fat lot of good it did in the end.” He shook his head and stared at the partially carved tree limb at his feet. “I lived, and they died.” 

The front door of the cabin opened behind him, and Mona stepped outside. She moved to the chair next to him and sat. Without looking at him, she asked, “Are we still going into town?” Her dark hair touched her shoulders. He tried to recall how long it had been since he’d met her and couldn’t come up with an answer. 

He considered their need to go into town. Their supply runs made Mona nervous. They’d only gone twice, but she got extraordinarily antsy before leaving the cabin. Unfortunately, they had needs. The good news was the town of Estes Park, Colorado, had enough shops and stores to alleviate those needs. “Yes.” He said as he tracked a bird flying from its nest high above. “We have to, I’m afraid. Plus, I told Tate...uh,” he winced at the mention of his dead son’s name. “I mean, I told Jarod we could look for a couple of new toys.”  

“I knew he was begging you for something.” She smiled, but it faded far too soon. 

“We’ll go. Let me drop a grenade down that new hole by the driveway first.” He gestured toward one of the giant anthills the monsters lived in during the day. 

“Each time you kill one of those things, we end up with two or three more mounds within a couple of days.” She said, aware that he had also noticed the increase of monsters in the area. 

“Yeah, but if we don’t start getting rid of them...” He stood. “I guess it makes me feel better to know I’m a least trying to do something. It’s my way of fighting back.”

Without looking up, she said, “No, it’s your revenge.”   

August 10th – 1:34 pm 

He ran from the hole in the ground with plenty of time to spare. The grenade exploded deep inside, causing the earth around the cabin porch to quake for a moment. In his head, he heard the cries and moans of the dying monster. A million voices, all cheap copies of people he knew, screamed out venomous curses and then the creature fell silent. Maybe what he heard was wishful-thinking, maybe it was real. Either way, the sound of a dying ground dweller helped him to feel like he wasn’t constantly spinning out of control. 

Mona stepped next to him to watch the soil and small rock fall back to earth. “Feel better?” 

“Definitely.”

“Should we go to the store now?” she asked. 

“Sure. Get the kiddo.” He said, feeling as though he could breathe for the first time that day. The death of a monster always brought out feelings of satisfaction, regardless of how temporary they were. 

August 10th – 2:01 pm

The tourist store had a small toy section and camping equipment, loads of canned goods, and ready-to-eat foods. It also held no memories of Sam’s death, so it was a good place to raid when Mona was along for the ride. They’d been to the store once before, but hadn’t stayed long. That had been a long day, and they’d been famished, which had hurried their return to the cabin. 

Adam pulled the blue Toyota to the curb on Main Street and turned off the small four-cylinder motor. Above the sidewalk next to them, a sign over the shop’s front door proclaimed it to be Outdoor World. The name was fair enough based on the items on its shelves. 

“What all do we need?” Mona asked. She scanned the street ahead of them, always on the lookout for other people. Other people weren’t to be trusted, and for good reasons. 

“I want one of those compact shovels. I found that seed at the nursery remember, so I want to make a garden in the spring. It would be nice to have some fresh veggies.” He answered her. “I also want to grab some more food.” 

“And don’t forget about me!” Jarod reminded them from the backseat.

“Oh, how could we?” Mona asked. “I’ve heard about all the toys you want.” 

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure you’ll find something you want here,” Adam confirmed. 

“Adam, how did we get in here the last time we came?” Mona asked as she stared at the shop entrance. Her worried expression was because of the unlocked front door that hung slightly open. 

The door was made entirely of glass and had two large windows on either side. Adam placed a hand on her arm. “We left it open. Whoever worked in the store when everything went to shit left it unlocked, and so did we. Remember, I told you at least we wouldn’t need to break in if we ever came back.” 

She agreed, but the concern was still present in her voice. “What if someone else got in there after we were here last?”

“We’ll be careful.” He removed the Colt pistol he carried from under his seat. “And I’ll bring this. Don’t worry, we’ll be alright.” 

She sighed. “Okay. Let’s go, but Jarod, you stay behind us and if we tell you to run, you get right back in the car as fast as you can. Understand?” 

“Yes, mom.” Jarod didn’t need to be reminded. His mother wasn’t the only member of the family still a little skittish over the death of his father. 

Adam shoved the driver’s door open and stepped out. The cool mountain air refreshed him in ways that he didn’t fully understand. More than once he’d thought about the pine-scented air and concluded his circumstances could be worse. Breathing the cool air was how he decompressed at the cabin. A quick trip outside and a few deep breaths relieved a lot of stress. He stared across the street, over the tops of stores, at the forest of pines on a mountainside. He’d always wondered how the trees could grow in such rocky soil on such an extreme angle, but they did. “Alright,” he said to mother and son as they followed him into the sunshine. “Keep behind me.” 

He rounded the front of the vehicle and crossed the sidewalk quickly. The last time they’d been to Outdoor World, he’d removed the little bells from the front door. If someone was inside, he had no interest in giving them advanced warning of his entry. 

After carefully pushing the door open, Adam entered the dusty store and inspected the aisles. He waved Mona and Jarod inside and tucked his pistol into his jeans. “Looks like we’re alone, and from what I can tell, no one has been in here since our last visit.” 

The wood-walled shop contained several rows of shelving. Everything from water canteens to winter coats, to ready-made meals lined them. He pointed at a large sleeping bag. “We should take that back for the winter. Probably three of them. They’ll help us conserve wood.” 

“Good idea,” Mona said as she approached the thick bags. 

“Oh, wow!” Jarod ran past them into the center aisle. “Look what they’ve got!” 

Adam followed him to the small section of kids’ toys. Most of the items were camping-related. The boy, who had his mother’s dark hair and her conservative attitude, held up a kid’s lantern. He showed it to Adam. “Can I have it?” 

“Sure. There are some cool trucks down there too if you want to grab another toy. We have room for it.” Adam answered. 

“Okay!” Jarod dropped to his knees on the tiled floor and he inspected a red Chevrolet Silverado pickup. “I like this one!” 

“I do too,” Adam said. “I had one of those once, but it was gray.” He shrugged. “Great pickup. Wish I still had it.” 

“I’m definitely going to take both of them!” Jarod drove the truck across the floor. 

Adam recalled the days of his youth when he could kneel on a hard floor. Those days were far in the rearview mirror, but it did his heart good to think about them. It had been a much simpler time, in a much purer world. He missed those days. He hadn’t appreciated them, and now he regretted it. 

Next to Jarod on the floor was a small broken bottle of girl’s glitter makeup gel. A small puddle of the clear liquid had dried, leaving a shiny small stain. Adam wondered why he hadn’t noticed it the previous time they’d been in the store. Maybe it meant there were other children in the town still. For Jarod’s sake, finding people with another child wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, although Mona would never trust anyone they met. “Don’t lean on that glass.” He instructed the boy. “We don’t want to have to dig shards out of your hands or knees.” 

“Okay,” Jarod answered, but the red toy truck captivated the boy’s attention. 

“Adam? Did you notice this door back here before?” Mona called from two aisles over. 

Adam crossed the room and found her staring at a closed door at the rear of the shop. It sat in a wall around a corner. “Yeah, I remember it. I’m guessing it’s a storeroom. I never went inside because everything we need is out here.” 

She glanced at him, fear etched in the wrinkles at the corners of her eyes. “What if someone is back there?” 

He shrugged. “I would say they don’t want much to do with us if they haven’t come out already.” 

“We better check, don’t you think?” She asked as she backed away from the door. “I don’t want to be attacked.” 

Adam pulled the pistol from his waistband. “We can check. I’m sure we’re alone.” She wouldn’t believe him until she saw with her own eyes. 

Mona retreated into the store to find Jarod. Adam focused on the door. With his empty hand, he pushed it open and aimed the pistol inside. A wide but narrow space occupied the rear of the store. It was well lit by an awning window high on the rear wall and stocked on each side with boxes of additional inventory. What captured his attention, though, sat in the center of the room. “Holy shit! Wow! Look at this, Jarod!” 

He heard the pitter-patter of small feet approaching behind him. “What is that?” The boy asked as he slid to a stop next to him. 

“That, my little friend, is a ping-pong table!” Adam declared; the little boy buried deep inside him, but still alive and well, surged free of his adult chains. Adam wanted nothing more than to play. 

“Is it a game?” Jarod asked. 

“It sure is!” Adam approached the table and grabbed one of two paddles from the green surface. “Come here, I’ll show you how to play.” He handed Jarod a paddle and served a light lob over the net. “Just hit it back to me so it bounces on the table and remember it has to bounce once on the table before you can hit it back.” 

Mona laughed as Jarod’s face became a mask of intense competition.

“Easy kiddo,” Adam said as Jarod smashed the ball into the net. “Go slow in the beginning so you can get a feel for it.” Adam cast his gaze upon Mona. “In fact, here.” He gave her the paddle. “See if you can beat your mom.” 

August 10th – 6:34 pm

They stood at the door to the store and stared out, past the Toyota, into the fading day. The mountain that loomed over the town did its best to gobble up the fiery ball of sunshine. Soon, all light would be gone, and night would rule over half of the earth. 

“We played too long, Adam!” Mona grimaced at the coming darkness. “Do we have enough time to get home, before...” 

He didn’t need her to finish the sentence. He knew what she meant. “Yeah, I think we have time. But we better get going now.” As he reached for the door handle. Jarod grabbed his arm. 

“Adam, there’s a man down there.” The boy cautioned him. 

“Where?” He stared in the direction Jarod pointed. 

Mona’s voice fell to a whisper. “I thought I saw someone, too. I saw a shadow run into the Wheel Bar down the street.” 

“That’s where I saw him,” Jarod confirmed. “Right there at that white door.” He pointed at the bar. 

Adam sighed. If not for bad news, there would be none. “It’s not smart to leave and draw attention. We don’t want anyone we don’t know following us back home.” 

“What will we do?” Mona asked. “The monsters will come out of the ground soon and we can’t even lock this door.” Fear caused her voice to shake as she knocked a knuckle against the glass. 

Adam looked at the lock on the glass door. It required a key they didn’t have to turn the deadbolt and secure the door. “You two keep an eye out. I’ll be right back.” 

As he turned to leave, Mona grabbed him. “Where are you going?” 

“There was a roll of wire in the storeroom. I can use it to secure the door.” He explained. 

“So, we’ll stay here tonight?” She glanced back at the glass wall. “Will we be safe?” 

“I don’t think we have any choice.” He lowered his voice. “We can make it a fun camp out for Jarod, and we’ll be alright until morning. We’ll leave at first light, which the man hiding in the bar won’t do, I would assume.” 

“Why won’t he?” she asked. 

Adam walked to the rear of the store. As he moved, he answered, “It’s a bar. What do you think he’ll be doing while he’s there?” 

August 10th – 7:40 pm 

“Are you sure the front door won’t open?” Mona whispered from where they lay on their sleeping bags in an aisle. 

“Yup. It’s locked better than if we had the key. I’ll have to use pliers in the morning to undo the wire. That door won’t budge.” Next to Adam, on the floor at the end of the aisle, were the remnants of ready-made meal packages. Dinner had been beef sirloin and gravy. They’d finished it off with Snickers Bars for dessert, which of course was Jarod’s favorite part. 

“Okay. Thanks for putting up with my zany worries.” She said as she burrowed into her bag. 

Next to his mother, Jarod dozed. Adam heard the boy but could no longer see them as the sun had finally given up on the day and completely retreated behind the mountain. Still, the boy’s light snores reached across Mona’s sleeping bag creating a temporary feeling of normal. For at least a little while, it was easy to close his eyes and pretend the world was as it should be, and that Addy and Tate were next to him.

Unfortunately, reality wasn’t that kind, and allowing himself to think like a delusional man wouldn’t help. Still, it was hard to resist. The temptation to shine his flashlight at Mona and her son was strong. Doing so would at least prove to himself that the world had ended and the creatures who could replicate whoever they wanted were real. A part of him wanted to hide from his new reality. Most of him knew acknowledging it meant survival. 

The surrounding darkness would never offer any type of reprieve. It was his prison. Even though he could shine a light into the dark, there was no way he could do so. He could use the flashlight he’d found in the store to disrupt the night, to see that it wasn’t his wife and son lying next to him, but it would only lead to disappointment. He would only find Mona, who was perpetually scared out of her mind, and her poor son, who deserved none of what he was getting. 

Light would also bring the monsters. All the glass at the front of the building was a problem. He’d only draw unwanted attention and all to verify he was swimming upstream against a vicious current of truth. Addy and Tate were gone, and the darkness held strangers and vile creatures who knew how to touch every raw nerve he had.  

His mind wandered from their circumstances, away from the small shop, to Addy and Tate. Typically, he did his best to ignore the random thoughts of them that invaded his consciousness, but found that he was too tired to shoo them away. No, his family wasn’t there in the sporting goods store with him. He was aware they had died at the hands of a maniacal teenage girl. They were gone, but he had so many memories. It was impossible to keep them, his loves, away for long. 

He recalled all the firsts for Tate. First steps, first ice cream, his first time at the zoo, and so many other things all parents waited to see from their children. His mind conjured the Saturday morning Addy had informed him she was pregnant, and he had fallen out of their bed in surprise. Addy wasn’t supposed to be able to have children, so the news had truly blindsided him. “In the best way possible.” He mumbled. 

“What?” Mona asked from the space next to him. 

“Oh, I was thinking about Jerry.” He lied. “You know, various ways of killing her and all that.” 

Mona remained silent for a moment. When she finally spoke, her voice was sad, but not for herself. “Will killing her make you feel better? Will it erase your loss?” 

“No.” Adam mused. “But it will keep her from murdering me, or you, and believe me when I say, Mona, she’ll do it. She’s out there and she’s watching us, waiting for one little slip-up in our defenses. She’s waiting, and when that moment comes, she won’t hesitate. Even Jarod isn’t safe from her. I know you’ve never seen her, but she’s stark raving mad, bat shit crazy.” 

Mona’s voice filled with ice. “Then we’ll kill her. I’m not losing anyone else to this shit. Is the cabin going to be alright while we’re gone?” 

“If she doesn’t know we’re gone,” Adam answered, and it was the truth. If Jerry knew they were away, they’d find the place burned to the ground. “We’ll go back at first light.” 

Silence stretched out between them. As Adam began to suspect she’d fallen asleep, she whispered. “Did you hear that?” 

“No.” He leaned up on an elbow. “Hear what?” 

“Shh! Listen.” 

He held his breath. The silence grew until it was the loudest sound in the universe. He wanted to slam his fists over his ears and scream as sanity fled his mind. He’d had enough of the mysterious place Estes Park had become. Worrying over an attack from Jerry, keeping Mona and Jarod safe, the creatures hunting every night; all had taken their toll on him. Finally, something soft bumped into the glass at the front of the store. 

Adam released his breath. “They’re here.” He knew what the noise meant. Thoughts of peaceful slumber had run from his head. 

“How do they know?” She asked him. “They can’t see us, so how do they know we’re here?” The fear and stress were evident in her voice. She wasn’t trying to hide it. 

“I don’t know, but I hate them, every one of them.” He said to her. 

In the distance, from far beyond Main Street in the town, came the nerve-shredding screech of a creature. The earth was giving birth to them once again, and they were announcing their nightly return. 

“Will the door hold? I know they’ve never tried to get inside, but will it hold if they try?” She whimpered. 

“It’ll hold, but they won’t try. They don’t know how doors work.” He said with more confidence than he felt. 

Another nudge against the glass came and then Sam, Mona’s husband, called her. “Why are you in there with him, honey?” 

Adam heard her gasp. He reached for her and found her hand. He squeezed it. “It’s not him. It’s not real. Don’t listen to it.” 

Her hand clamped down on his. Her body quaked next to his. “I can’t take much more of this.” 

“Mona...why do you hurt me so?” Sam cried to her. “Wasn’t I good to you? Why did you replace me with that philandering man?” The monster pleaded with her. “Come to the door, honey. We can fix this. I can forgive you if you just come out here.” 

Adam moved next to her. “Cover your ears. If we ignore it, it’ll go away sooner.” Behind his back, he reached for the handgun. He wouldn’t shoot the creature unless it broke in, which wasn’t likely, but it was good to know the weapon was still there. 

The creature outside raised its voice and yelled at her. “You’re a no-good cheater! How dare you take my son from me!” 

Mona nuzzled against him. There was nothing he could do but comfort her. 

The cries from the monsters came faster and faster from the mountainside. They were returning to implement their dystopian form of torture. It would be a long night.

August 11th – 6:40 am 

They sat in the Toyota facing the cabin, their mouths hanging open. 

“Do we have that 5-gallon drum of exterior paint in the back of the bedroom closet still?” Adam asked Mona. 

“Yes, it’s there.” 

“I’ll have it covered in twenty minutes.” He stared at the writing on the cabin’s front wall by the door. 

“It was her, wasn’t it?” Mona asked. 

Adam nodded. “Jerry? Yes, it was her.” 

“What does she mean?” she asked. 

His eyes read over the message again. 

You don’t know the truth 

Mona asked again. “What does that mean? What is there that you don’t know?” 

He smirked. “This is her. It’s what she does. There is nothing to know. I already know what happened and what she did. She’s full of shit. There’s nothing to know other than she butchered my family.” 

“And she knew we were gone.” Mona touched on the thing that bothered him the most. “How did she know we weren’t home?” 

“She’s always watching. I told you, she’s out there in the forest, keeping her eyes on us.” He reminded Mona. 

“How’d she do this so fast this morning? It’s only six-thirty, and she was already here after the monsters were gone for the night.” Mona glanced at him; her suspicions evident on her face. “How is that possible?” 

“She wasn’t here this morning. There wasn’t time. She must have seen us leave yesterday and did it then. She’s insane, but she’s not stupid.” Adam opened his door. “I’m going to paint that over and then I’ll unload the supplies.” 

Mona opened her door, ready to start the day. 

“Mom, who is the crazy girl? Why is she watching us?” Jarod asked. 

“She’s got some problems, Jarod,” Adam answered. “We’ll just make sure we’re safe and keep an eye out for her. If you see a girl outside, you need to tell us right away. And if she talks to you, no matter what she says, you run inside the cabin. Okay?” 

Jarod pushed his door open. “Yeah, I got it. I’m not scared of her, anyway.”

Adam knelt next to him outside of the Toyota. “You need to be afraid of her. She’s not a good person, so be very afraid of her. She’s dangerous, and I want you to remember that.” He stood and spoke to Mona. “Don’t let him out of your sight out here.” 

August 11th – 8:49 pm 

Though he knew they’d come at night, he still dreaded hearing their footfalls on the front porch. Their steps were typically uneven, as if the monsters weren’t quite sure about how to replicate a human walking. Though he sat on the couch, beer in hand, waiting to hear the creatures’ lies, he still dreaded it. 

When the sound of a monster’s arrival reached his ears, Adam steeled himself. It would try its best to get in his head, to make him insecure. What he couldn’t do was show weakness. Seeming susceptible would only encourage more bullshit from the creature.

Screeches and moans traveled through the air outside of the cabin. They were back for another night of their psychological warfare, and he hated them for it.  

A shuffle on the porch, followed by a thump, announced the arrival of a creature. 

The day was gone, and the night was present. It was time for the torture of humanity. The earth had given up its evil inhabitants to rain their terror down on those who remained. 

“Adam, baby?” The creature, as he’d expected, spoke to him as Addy. 

“Fuck off.” He tilted the warm beer to his lips and sipped. 

“Why do you talk to me like that? Don’t you love me anymore, Adam?” She asked him with a slightly flirtatious tone to her voice. She followed her words with a giggle. 

He didn’t know if the creature laughed because it enjoyed itself, or if it was trying to mimic someone it had never known. It was hard to tell. He wasn’t even sure if it was the same monster who had come to him as Addy in the past. Maybe the beasts had some sort of hive mind in which they could share all the knowledge they’d accumulated regarding the people they imitated. The more the creatures arrived at doors as humans, the harder it would be to tell them from one another. 

He sipped again from the top of the can, and asked, “So, do people have to die for you to copy them, or can you impersonate anyone, regardless?” 

“I don’t know what you mean, but you should open up for your wife, Adam. It’s not right to make me stay out here in the dark. There could be someone awful who finds me out here. If that happens, it will be your fault.” She whimpered. The fake emotion was designed to play on his sympathies. “You don’t want me to get hurt, do you?” 

“I’ve been blowing you sons of bitches up in your holes all day, almost every day, so yeah, I don’t mind you suffering.” He laughed as the alcohol hit his brain. Drinking made the appearance of the creatures slightly more tolerable. 
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