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The red battery icon blinked once, then twice, before Brooke’s phone screen went completely dark. It was dead. Just like her chances of finding her way back to the trailhead.

“No, no, no!” She frantically pressed the power button, hoping for a miracle, but the black screen remained lifeless. “This can’t be happening.”

Brooke stuffed the useless device into her jacket pocket and spun in a slow circle, taking in the endless rows of pine trees that all looked identical. The forest that had seemed so inviting and peaceful this morning now felt like a labyrinth designed specifically to trap her.

“I’m lost,” she said aloud, her voice in disbelief of her own situation. “Completely and utterly lost.”

She’d been confident this morning when she veered off the main trail, certain she could find that waterfall another hiker had mentioned. Now, hours later, there was no waterfall, no trail, and no cell reception to call for help, nothing but a dead phone.

Brooke glanced up at the patches of sky visible between the canopy of leaves. The blue was deepening, taking on the purple hue of the approaching evening.

“It’s getting late,” she muttered, picking up her pace, though she had no idea if she was even heading in the right direction. “I need to find my way back before it’s pitch black.”

Brooke pressed onwards, each step carrying her through a carpet of fallen leaves that crunched loudly beneath her hiking boots. That’s when she heard them. Two distinct male voices, deep and guttural, though they were hard to make out, it sounded like they were in the middle of some kind of argument.

Relief washed through her. She wasn’t alone out here.

“Hello?” Brooke called out, quickening her pace through the leaves and shrubbery. “Is anyone there?”

The voices continued without interruption, seemingly oblivious to her. She pushed through a thick patch of shrubs, branches scratching at her arms as she made her way through.

“Please, I need—” The words died in her throat as she stumbled into a small clearing.

They weren’t hikers.

Two enormous figures towered before her, at least ten feet tall, with bulky, misshapen bodies covered in greenish-gray skin that looked like weathered stone. Their massive heads featured jutting jaws and elongated, pointed ears that twitched as they gestured wildly at each other.

“...told you three times already, the eastern territory is owned by the squirrel king. We can’t just go disturbing their territory Ayub!” the larger one bellowed, jabbing a finger the size of a banana at his companion’s chest.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Sex With Trolls

Katherme Welch





