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Nasty water is spreading out from under the bathroom door. “This place is a real hell hole.” I lock eyes with Emma, my co-worker at Infinity Storage in lovely San Enare, California. “I swear to God, it’s always something with this place.” I shrug. “Good thing I like hell holes.”

Emma shakes her head. “Fix one thing, someone breaks something else.” She smiles. “It’s better than having no job. We know what that’s like, Blair, don’t we?”

“Yup. Just tired of the parade of freaks in here doing stuff like this.”

“I don’t even remember anyone coming in here tonight,” Emma says, “which means no one’s asked me for the bathroom key.”

“Same,” I say. “Must’ve been someone from the day shift. Either that or Nicky gave it to someone.”

Emma laughs. “I’ve heard of hole-in-the-wall bars, but we’re a hole-in-the-ground extra storage place.”

“You mean hole-in-the-wall storage place?” I cock my head.

Emma turns away. “Yeah. Right. Whatever.” She sways. Puts out her arms like she’s about to fall. The entire place moves. Rumbles.

I put my hands out, too. “Quake.” My thoughts race. What are we supposed to do? There isn’t a desk to hide under. All the passages are shut with heavy doors. There’s nowhere to hide.

“It’s a big one.” Emma sounds cool and detached like she’s in shock.

“What do we do?” I ask, more from instinct than believing she has any idea.

“Wait it out,” Emma says.

More violent, the shaking makes me crouch just to stay upright. “Holy shit.”

Loud bangs jar us. The row of handcarts fall over, their metal banging onto the hard tile flooring.

The floor rolls back and forth like we’re in a carnival funhouse. Emma stares between her feet, her arms still outstretched in a surfing pose. “It’s like it’s right under us,” she says, her voice so high.

An insanely loud bang makes us look out past the lobby toward the main staging room. Something large fills the area.

“Is that the ceiling?” I can’t believe what I’m seeing. “The AC unit?” 

The shaking stops. The rumbling cuts out.

“Is that it?” I ask.

Emma opens her mouth to speak, but a violent jolt knocks us.

I can’t feel my feet. Looking down, I see I’m a few feet up off the ground.

It’s as though we’re cats on a bed and someone just flipped the blanket to shake us off.

We’re both several feet in the air, Emma hunched over like a wolf. “Blair!” Her voice sounds drawn out like it’s in slow motion.

A sound like a million tons of metal crashes around us. I’m going to die. Right now. I’m sure my heart stops. This is it. The end.

My feet smash into the buckled floor. The impact sends shard-like sensations through my heels up into my hips. I clench my jaw.
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