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By

Giselle Renarde

The lock clicked, and Derek sat straight up in bed.  

In Hailey’s bed.  

What was that noise?  There—that noise.  The metallic click, turn, squeak.  The squeal of rusty hinges.  He must be dreaming, or else living out a horror movie.  His heart raced so wildly his breath couldn’t keep up.  What was happening, here?

“Hailey.”  He found her arm and shook it.  “Hailey.  Wake up.  What was that?”

“Huh?”  She rolled groggily away from him, mumbling words he didn’t understand.

When the floorboards creaked, Derek’s legs went numb.  He whispered, “Hailey.  Hailey?  Someone’s out there.  Someone’s here.”

Hailey bolted upright beside him, her hair a cloud of kinky curls.  “Shit!  I forgot...”

Creak, creak, creak.

“Forgot?”  Derek became a frightened chipmunk.  He couldn’t help it.  “Forgot what?  Forgot to lock the door?”

“No, not that.”  She settled into bed and threw off the covers, just enough to reveal her skimpy, silky nightie.  “I forgot it was Thursday.  I should have cancelled, but it’s too late now.”

“Cancelled what?”  

They’d been out of each other’s lives for years, but when they met in that supermarket two weeks ago it was like picking up exactly where they’d left off.  The friendship they’d abandoned in eighth grade, when they’d gone to different high schools, was still there between them.  Right away, he felt close to her.  Good ol’ Hailey, the gorgeous girl next door.  With every date, he felt like he knew her even better, inside and out.

Now Derek didn’t know what to think.  Somebody was sneaking around her apartment, and she seemed totally blasé about it.  “Hailey, what’s happening?”

“Shhh!”  She closed her eyes, pretending to sleep.  “Just go with it, okay?”

Before he could think how to respond, the bedroom door burst open.  Through the blackness of the threshold, he could just make out a shape.  A body: a man, all in black.  Even his face was covered with a dark balaclava.  All Derek could really see in the filtered moonlight was the killer gleam in his eyes.

“Hailey!”  Derek tried to reach for her, but his body turned to stone.  He couldn’t even move his head.  He could barely speak.  “The phone.  Where’s the phone?  Call the police.”

The burglar chuckled deeply.  “Looks like we’ve got company.”  His voice was dark as the devil, the black rumble of a thundering bass line.  “I wasn’t expecting a man in bed, but I guess I can play along.”

“Play?”  Derek’s heart jumped into his throat as the burglar approached the bed.  “Look, we don’t want any trouble.  My wallet’s in my back pocket.  Pants are on the floor, right there—oh, you’re stepping on them.  Don’t step on them!”

“So sorry,” the burglar said, dripping with sarcasm.  “Would you like me to pick them up?  Fold them for you?  How about I get them dry-cleaned?  My treat.”

Derek trembled as the thief tore the leather belt from his stepped-on pants.  “What’s that for?”

The man in black pursed his fat pink lips.  “I think we both know what it’s for.”

Without another word, the thief set a huge gloved hand on Derek’s shoulder and heaved him forward.  He told his limbs to flail.  He told himself to fight, but nothing happened.  The stranger yanked his numb hands behind his back and wrapped his belt around his wrists again and again, tightening the leather until he could slip its black tongue through the silver buckle.

The big burglar secured that belt around Derek’s wrists and left him kneeling on the mattress. “I’m guessing you like to watch.”

“Why would you think that?” Derek asked, even though he was really thinking, ‘How could you possibly know?’

Hailey.

She hadn’t moved a muscle.  All the commotion, and she lay there like a sleeping angel.  She must know this guy.  This must be some kind of game they played: guy breaks into girl’s apartment, takes her in her sleep.  
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