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Chapter One
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My heart was broken. I finally got up the nerve to contact the man I thought was the love of my life, and tell him how I felt. He turned me down flat. Honestly, I didn’t see that coming. My last year of college we dated briefly, and it was amazing. At least, I thought it was. To be blunt, it was the best sex I’d ever had. No one had ever made me feel the way he did. No one had ever been so in tune with what I needed. No one has been since.

So, why did it all end? Because he still had feelings for his ex. We hadn’t been together long, and I understood. Did it break my heart? You’re damn right. He moved shortly after we broke up and until recently I hadn’t spoken to him in ten years. Men have come and gone, (no pun intended) but no one ever touched me the way he did, and I’m not talking about sex this time. He moved me. He made me feel something I didn’t think was possible.

I saw on a social network site that he was a mutual friend of a friend and I took a chance. I contacted him. He was glad to hear from me and actually wondered why I hadn’t contacted him before. We had a nice chat over the course of a few days and it felt really good. Then, I got the bright idea to confess my feelings to him.

I told him the truth, that I had been with men before who knew what they were doing, but no one else had so thoroughly done it to me. I told him that I still cared for him and that I always had. I said a lot of shit that I probably shouldn’t have. I really put myself out there.

He responded with wishing me a happy birthday. He didn’t address my feelings at all. I was crushed. I knew he was divorced and had truly hoped for a chance to reconnect. I’m thirty-two as of today. I should be able to tell someone that I want them. I’m not a little girl in school who has to pass a note. I’m a grown woman and I shouldn’t have to hide my desires. So, I took a chance. If I never said anything, I would spend the rest of my life wondering. Well, now I knew. He was too polite to say, “I’m not interested.” Instead he just sent an impersonal response. That was answer enough. He didn’t have to spell it out for me. In fact, it would be cruel if he did.

I’ve never been one to wallow in self-pity. But tonight I was cutting myself some slack. That really hurt. I drove out to the lake that we visited on our first date, and I brought a bottle of Kentucky bourbon with me. I wasn’t planning to drive back to my house. I wasn’t planning much of anything beyond getting shitfaced and sleeping in my car. There is one great advantage to living in the middle of nowhere; you usually can have privacy any time you want. I couldn’t count the times in school that some of my friends had driven out in the middle of a field somewhere, got drunk, and slept in their truck.

I sat on the hood of my car, popped the cork on the bourbon and drank, and cried. Even though I knew he never cared for me the way I cared for him, I had always held onto the hope that someday that might change. I wasn’t even aware I had done this until I started talking to him again. Then I felt it, that flicker of hope. I was foolish. If he had wanted me, he would have been with me all along. Not somewhere up North doing God knows what.

Knowing all of this didn’t make it any easier. The heart cannot be reasoned with. So, I stopped trying to reason with my feelings and instead tried to drown them.

I was more than halfway into the bottle when I heard someone coming through the woods. At first I thought it was my imagination. The bottle I had half-finished was small, but I don’t drink often and I hadn’t eaten all day. To say I was drunk was a severe understatement. I could barely see straight.

“It’s what we’ve been waiting for,” a woman’s voice said.

“We come here every night for a chance to get a glimpse of him. Now a woman is out here boozing it up and you think that’s some kind of sign?” a man replied.

“Clearly he is what we thought,” the woman insisted. “I worked a spell, asking for a sign that he was truly an old god.”

“I was with her,” another woman said.

I was so drunk that I wondered if I was hearing them correctly. Did they say old god? What the hell?
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Even though I could hear them clearly, I didn’t see anyone emerging from the woods yet. I slid slowly off the hood and did my best not to drop the bottle. I was in no condition to drive, but didn’t know what else to do. Those people sounded nuts! This was a really isolated area. You had to go down a long dirt road to even find the lake. Maybe I could just make it a short way back down the road and pull over and sleep it off in peace.

I staggered a bit before successfully opening my door. Okay, driving even a few yards was out of the question. Maybe I could just lie down in the back and lock the doors and they would go away.

They were on me before I could get inside. One woman grabbed me from behind and held my arms. Another woman grabbed my ankles.

“She is meant to be our sacrifice!” one of them yelled. “We will call the old god to action! He will do our bidding!”

“Are you sure about this?” the man asked.

I snatched my right foot free and kicked one of the women hard in the face. I put everything I had into it. The force of the kick reverberated up my leg as she fell back.

She released my other foot and I was able to wriggle free from the one holding my arms. But I was drunk out of my mind, and I didn’t make it far before the man caught me. You know how women in horror movies stumble over nothing? It’s an embarrassment to our gender to say the least. By virtue of the vagina we trip? What logic is there in that? Well, this wasn’t a movie, but I busted my ass anyway. I hit my foot on a big rock and I went down hard. I got a mouthful of dirt and grass that I promptly spit into the face of the man as he rolled me over.

He ignored the dirt/spit and helped me up, but he also held me tight so that I couldn’t take a swing at him. The fast movement of going from sprawling on the ground to standing left my head spinning. Okay, so my head was spinning pretty good on its own without being yanked to my feet. Now, it was worse.

“Are you sure about this?” he repeated.

Their faces swam before my eyes, a blur of black hoods and the darkness of the night. I couldn’t have identified them if my life depended on it. I knew that I was in serious trouble, but all I could think at that moment was, “Why the hell are they out here dressed like rejects from a witchcraft school?”
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