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EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION

You're sitting around the campfire; it's dark, the moon is high in the sky, the wind is whistling through the trees, and the sense of isolation is pervasive. You hear a twig snap in the darkness, everyone is tense. What's the story you tell your friends to terrify them?  What's in the dark, stalking the camp: an ax murderer, a werewolf, or something so far beyond our mortal understanding that just the sight of it will drive each of us insane? 

That’s the general prompt I asked for when I announced the submission call for this book.  Since the dawn of civilization, people have gathered around campfires to share stories—some to scare children and others to preserve tales handed down through generations. These flickering flames have cast shadows on the faces of storytellers and their rapt audiences, creating an atmosphere where the boundaries between reality and imagination blur. The stories told around these campfires have become an essential part of human culture, a way to connect with the past, entertain the present, and shape the future. They are not just stories; they are the echoes of our ancestors, the whispers of history, and the fears that bind us all.

While not all stories are told around a campfire, and this book doesn’t feature an overarching narrative in that sense, storytelling remains a timeless tradition we cherish. It transcends the medium, whether it be the warmth of a campfire, the glow of a flashlight under the covers, or the quiet rustle of pages in a dimly lit room. Storytelling is an act of sharing, of creating connections, and of exploring the unknown. How many of us have heard a tale that a narrator claimed to have heard from a friend’s brother’s cousin, about something that happened in these very woods on a night just like tonight? These tales, often exaggerated and embellished with each retelling, become legends in their own right, adding to the rich tapestry of human folklore.

Previous stories in this series have had specific focuses, from the biting cold of winter to a creeping sense of madness. Each tale was crafted to evoke a particular emotion, to transport the reader to a different world, and to leave a lasting impression. But this time, I wanted to be very clear about my expectations: I wanted to be scared, not just unsettled or discomforted. I craved stories that would make my heart race, my palms sweat, and my breath catch in my throat. I longed for the thrill of the unknown, the fear of the unseen, and the terror of the inexplicable. I wanted to delve into the darkest corners of the human psyche, to confront the fears that lurk in the shadows, and to experience the full spectrum of horror.

I wanted ghosts, goblins, and unfathomable eldritch horrors from the depths of space and time. I yearned for tales that would transport me to haunted houses, cursed forests, and otherworldly realms where the laws of nature no longer apply. I wanted to feel the fear, to experience the characters' terror, and to sense that overwhelming dread that comes from facing the unknown. I wanted stories that would stay with me long after I had finished reading, that would haunt my dreams and make me question what is real and what is imagined. 

These stories, which have reached into the darkest corners of my heart and torn down the walls to let shadows spread, will drive you to the brink of madness! They are not for the faint of heart, but for those who seek the thrill of fear, the excitement of the unknown, and the challenge of confronting their deepest fears. They are a testament to the power of storytelling, to the ability of words to evoke emotions, and to the timeless appeal of horror.

Or, at the very least, they’ll give you a reason to share them with everyone you know and encourage them to pick up their own copy of this book. What is a story if not shared? What is fear if not experienced together? These tales are meant to be discussed, dissected, and debated. They are meant to be passed on, to inspire new stories, and to keep the tradition of storytelling alive. 

Promotional intentions aside, my true desire was to create a horror book. M Presents emerged from my passion for the genre, and I can't get enough of it. Horror has always fascinated me, not just for its ability to scare, but for its ability to explore the human condition. It delves into our deepest fears, our darkest desires, and our most primal instincts. It forces us to confront the unknown, to question our reality, and to explore the boundaries of our imagination.

So, as you delve into these stories, I hope you enjoy them as much as I have. Sleep with the light on, close your closet door, and ignore those whispers from under your bed. Allow yourself to be transported to different worlds, to experience different fears, and to confront different horrors. Let these tales take you on a journey into the unknown, and allow yourself to be scared, thrilled, and mesmerized. 

Remember, these stories are not just about fear; they are about the thrill of the unknown, the excitement of the unexpected, and the joy of a well-told tale. They are about the power of storytelling, the magic of words, and the timeless appeal of horror. So sit back, relax, and enjoy the ride. But be warned: once you start, you may not be able to stop. 

And who knows? You may find yourself telling these stories around a campfire one day, passing them on to the next generation, and keeping the tradition of storytelling alive. Because in the end, that is what these stories are all about: connecting with the past, entertaining the present, and shaping the future. They are about the power of fear, the magic of words, and the timeless appeal of a well-told tale. So enjoy these stories, share them with others, and keep the tradition of storytelling alive.

-Michael Bertolini

2024
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​Riley Santangelo
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WE FOUND THE CAMPSITE during a muggy Florida May, the yellow flies buzzing and biting and completely ignoring the organic bug spray we’d doused ourselves in. The wooden shelter was two stories tall with a screened-in room at the bottom, a ladder, and a trap door leading up to a loft on top.

I climbed up and peeked into the loft. It was a small, attic-like space with a handful of mats on the ground, and mesh-covered windows spilling muted sunlight and illuminating dancing dust motes. It wasn't fancy, but there were no spider webs in the corners, and it had a hook-and-eye latch on the door. It could make for a cozy overnight space.

We decided we would stay there later in the year, maybe in October or November when it was cooler out. In the meantime, we came back to the trail once every few weeks and visited the swamp, taking pictures of the alligator hatchlings and pygmy rattlers we’d pass along the way. Each time saw us more prepared than the last. The hiking trail was about a mile off of the main road and cars weren’t permitted into the park, the road barred by a solid metal barrier. So we started bringing bikes and packs full of water bottles and bug spray. We started dressing in long sleeves and hats and pants that we’d tuck into snake-proof boots. 

We had a plan. We would wait until a dry weekend, each bringing a large pack with a blanket and pillow, water, bug spray, and snacks. Flashlights and a first aid kit, if needed. There was no cell service out in the park, so it would be a perfect opportunity to unplug from everyone and everything. We both needed it.

Hurricane season came and went, and mid-November brought cooler air and chill nights. We shared our plan with a few select people, like Cee’s aunt and my mom. Rice Creek Preserve, I texted her. Staying overnight, no cell service. Love you! 

At 3:15 on a Saturday, we packed our gear and headed out. The parking lot was completely deserted when we pulled up, which wasn’t unusual. We’d only ever passed one other couple during our visits. It eased my anxiety about having to fight over the shelter with someone else. It was first come, first serve, and there was no guarantee that the campsite would be available when we wanted it. But sure enough, the road into the preserve was empty, the trail deserted save for the sparkling webs of banana spiders. We ducked under and around them, careful not to disturb them.

At the campsite, Cee locked our bikes to a trail marker sign and I found the trail log stashed in a wooden box by the picnic table. I flipped to the most recent entry left two weeks ago. Heard a Barred Owl in the night, they wrote. Left a James Patterson in the shelter, pass it along! Over and out, Geezer.

“Should we give ourselves trail names?” I asked.

Cee considered. “I think you have to earn those or something.”

“Like biker gang nicknames?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Like you have to break your ankle on the trail first, and then you can be called Lefty.”

I snorted. “Cool. Let’s aim for something less dramatic. Like maybe Blisters and Sunburn.”

For now, I signed my entry with L & C and left it at that.

We left our packs in the loft to wander the trail, confident that no one would come by and take anything. The weather was too brisk for alligators or snakes, and the crunch of leaves under our boots meant we scared off almost any other wildlife save for the occasional bird. Before long, our wandering led us back to the campsite, where we decided to start a fire and eat before it got too dark. 

Cee conjured fire from nearly nothing and we sat side by side at its edge. I leaned my head on her shoulder and we listened to the sounds of the night gathering around us. It was peaceful. I spotted the first lightning bug off in the trees, thinking my eyes were playing tricks on me.

“Look,” I said, and then suddenly they were all around us, dancing and blinking like Christmas come early.

Full dark came around 6:30, the waning moon illuminating little through the thick trees. Neither of us was tired, but we both felt we’d be safer up in the loft where we could observe nature through a set of walls, eight feet off the ground.

We used our phone flashlights to set up our makeshift beds. The meager latch closed the trapdoor from the inside, which made me feel a bit more secure, though Cee said it wouldn’t keep anyone out. “Should have brought a drill and screwed it shut for the night,” she said. I knew she wasn’t joking.

She rolled onto her side with her head on my pillow and we lay silently, listening to the droning of crickets and frogs and late cicadas. 

“I’m glad we did this,” Cee whispered.

“Me too.”

We lay listening for a time. Here, an owl. There, a crackling of the fire, a snapping limb under the feet of some creature or other. We fell asleep lulled by the unsteady susurrus of the wind through the trees and the many-mouthed murmur of the forest.

Hours later, I was awoken by a sound and sat bolt upright. Cee grabbed my wrist. I could just barely make out her outline in the dark.

“What—” I started, but she squeezed, silencing me.

Another sound, ill-defined and animal. It was beneath us.

My heart raced and my head spun. I tried to shake off sleep and gain context from my meager bearings. What is that, I wanted to shout. I tried to steady my breathing as the two of us sat stock-still, listening.

A wuffling sort of noise from below. Creaking wood. A crunch of leaves. Heavy. Instinctively, I reached for my phone. It was zipped into my pack, though. No service anyway.

“What is it,” I whispered, as softly as I could. “A bear?”

Cee was breathing heavily through her nose. “Could be. Maybe a black bear. The food is all up here with us.”

“Shit,” I breathed.

There was a vibration through the floor, a soft swaying. “The ladder,” she said.

I didn’t think. I lunged for my pack and pushed it on top of the trapdoor.

“Lea,” she hissed. I went for her pack as well and started gathering our heavy boots and water bottles, the extra sleeping pads. Our blankets and pillows, light as they were. All of them over the door and its tiny latch. On hands and knees, we both scrambled to the other side of the loft and flattened ourselves against the opposite wall. Thump, went the door. The mound of gear atop it wobbled. Thump. Thump.

I started crying, soundlessly. “What is that? What do we do?”

“I don’t know,” Cee said, quavering. She was crying too. I grabbed her hand.

The scratching began on the underside of the door. Slow, at first, one long scrape from back to front. Again. And again. Cee sobbed, once. I squeezed her hand. Felt the frenzied throb of her pulse beneath my thumb.

The scratching got faster, and erratic. Two sets of claws now, each harder than the last, our packs thumping up and down, shifting and sliding. I could feel the panic closing in, choking me, sucking the air from my lungs. Maybe I’d pass out. Maybe I’d drown.

Cee had her arm out, that protective stance against an unknown threat. “Cee,” I hissed, but she wasn’t going anywhere. She just wanted to put herself between me and danger. I leaned in and wrapped both arms around her, pulling her close to me. I was more frightened of her leaving my side. 

A sudden silence filled the space, our heavy breaths the only sound above the roaring in my ears. Cee craned her neck to look out the screened window and I turned, straining my eyes to make out shapes in the dark. The soft light of the moon gave outlines to trees beyond our circle of campsite, but nothing moved.

Do you think it’s gone, I wanted to ask, but the noises had stopped so suddenly. Surely we’d have heard the snap of twigs, and the crunch of leaves beneath its retreating feet, if it were truly gone.

And suddenly the barrage started again. Thumping, rhythmic, and unsteady. Dragging scrapes along the underside of the floor, starting from one end of the loft to the other, getting ever closer to us at the far end before retreating again. “What is it,” Cee cried. “What the fuck is it?” I clutched her body closer.

The latch held as the little hook clinked against its eye. Thwap, thwap, thwap. Scratch. Thwap, thwap, thwap, scratch. We cried and shook, and I held her tight. We didn’t sleep. It didn’t stop.

Hours passed in delirium. We tried both of our phones, but neither any help. We strategized about climbing out the tiny window, furious whispers in the dark eventually leading to the conclusion that no, we were safer up here. The meager latch wouldn’t hold forever, though, and Cee ended up lying atop the door. I pulled a mat over and lay over it next to her. Our bodies jumped and shook with the rattling beneath us. I felt I should have run out of tears by now, that surely I would have run out of the 70% water my body had to offer.

We exchanged hushed I love yous. I’m sorrys. If onlys. If only I hadn't taken this job that left me stressed and anxious, in need of an out. If only we'd thought to read up on surviving bear encounters. If only Cee had brought that goddamned drill along to screw the door tightly shut.

But dawn finally began to break, the first luminous tendrils of it turning Cee's hair golden at the edges, and the thing, whatever it was, eventually stopped. 

We felt the shaking of the ladder beneath our weary bodies and remained there, hushed, tense, not daring to trust the fading sound of crackling pine needles as it retreated into the trees. We lay there, silent and still and huffing exhausted breaths for hours more until the sun itself was just visible through the window.

"Do you think it's gone?" I dared to whisper, and Cee said she didn't know.

We turned and peeked our eyes out just above the windowsill. The ground was dewey and everything shimmered in the early morning sunlight. Birds were chirping. A Mourning Dove cooed, just outside. But nothing else stirred, no movement or sound came below us or at the tree line.

"We pack everything up. Tight. Make sure you've got a good grip on it," Cee said. "Get your boots on. Leave everything you can't carry on your back. I'm just going to look out. But be ready to slam the door down."

I swallowed and nodded. She crouched over the trapdoor and paused. Then lifted it, ever so slowly. No movement. No shapes. The coast looked clear.

Cee would go down first. I would toss the packs down and we'd unlock the bikes as quickly as we could, pedal the mile back to our car like our lives depended on it.

"Ready?" she asked, but she was up and climbing down the hatch before I had a chance to respond. "It's fine!" she called up from below. "Come on."

I shoved our packs down through the opening and descended, boots slipping in the dust. Grabbed my pack and hoisted it onto my back without noticing its weight. "Come on," I echoed, running to the bikes. What the hell was the combination again, and why had we thought it was so important to lock them up? I finally remembered, and the lock slid apart. I tossed the chain on the ground, meaning to just leave it for now. "I got it," I said, turning to hold Cee's bike out for her to take, but she wasn't there. 

"Cee?" I saw her, back to me, standing at the picnic table. "Hey, come on!" I called and hurried over to her. 

She was looking down at the trail log. It lay open there on the table, though I was certain I'd put it back in its box last night.

"Cee?" I said again, coming to look over her shoulder.

It was open to the last page, to my entry from yesterday. Under my words in the log, in an unfamiliar scrawl, one line had been written:

Hope I didn't keep you up all night.
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​Brit Jones
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THE BANKER WAS ON HIS knees in the forest clearing, wrists, ankles, and mouth secured by duct tape.  He was whimpering.  Six men were standing around him.  They were in fatigues and had carbines slung over their shoulders as well as side arms.  One had his pistol in his hand.

“Well, go ahead and do it, man,” said Moss.

“Screw you.  If you’re so hot and bothered to see it done, you do it,” said Green.

Green looked around at the others.  They were fidgeting uncomfortably, not meeting his eyes.  Except Jenkins.  Jenkins met his gaze dispassionately.  Jenkins wasn’t fidgeting at all.  Jenkins gave them all the creeps.  He had told them he was a veteran of multiple tours in Iraq and Afghanistan.  He wouldn’t elaborate on what he had done there, but the others had thought it was something hot.  Jenkins was unflappable and seemingly devoid of emotion.

They’d taken him on based on his military training and the fact that he talked a convincing line about hating Jews, blacks, Arabs, and Hispanics.  More than one of them had come to regret the decision.  But none of the others had any sort of military background and considered him a good resource for training purposes.  Out in the Oregon forest, he had given them rudimentary training on the use of carbines and pistols.  They were far from proficient.

The tape over the banker’s mouth came loose.

“...may my death serve as an atonement for all sins that I have committed before You. May You grant me a position in Paradise and enable me to merit life in the world to come which is set aside for the righteous.  Hear O Israel, the Lord is our God, the Lord is One...” 

Moss and Green were still arguing about who was going to kill the Jewish banker.  Jenkins walked over and said, “Give me the pistol.”

Green handed it over.  Jenkins walked behind the banker and shot him in the back of the head.  The others stood around with their mouths half open.  None of them had seen a man killed before.

“The rest of you dismember the body.  Hands, feet, and head.  Stuff shotgun shells into his mouth and fire a shot into it.  No dental records.  Not much of a head either.  Bury the parts several miles apart from one another and do it deep so animals don’t get at it.”

“Who put you in charge?” Graham growled.  He was a large, burly man whom the others deferred to as the natural alpha.  Jenkins did not.

“Graham, when you or one of these others put a bullet through a man’s skull I’ll take up clean-up duty. For now, it falls on you five.”

Graham glared at Jenkins.  Jenkins met his eyes without expression.  Graham looked away. 

“Alright, guys.  Get out the saws and let’s get to work.”

Jenkins was going to have to come up with a story to explain this whole fiasco to his handler in Portland.  He was just supposed to be an informant, not a participant.  But a week in the wilderness with this group of idiots had rubbed his last nerve raw.

He was half-Jewish.  He had served with blacks and Hispanics in the service.  He had made friendly connections with Arab interpreters.  He didn’t hate anybody based on their race.  He did hate incompetents like the ones he had been saddled with.

***
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HE MISSED THE DESERT.  Things were simple there.  There were the bad guys and the good guys and you generally knew which was which.  There was collateral damage, but it was war.  These things happened.  He had advanced and been made Long Range Reconnaissance Patrol.  He spent weeks in the desert by himself, scouting, making contact with tribal elders, and establishing enemy movements.  Purely in his element, he thrived.  A firefight with five Taliban, in which he didn’t get a scratch and ended with the five enemy dead, and four wounded GIs rescued, earned him a Bronze Star.

After that, he started staying out longer than he was supposed to.  He killed more Taliban, more insurgents, and didn’t report it.  The desert was clean and became his home.  He got dressed down when he would post late but didn’t care.  He was cited for insubordination but didn’t care.  Being on base made him nervous and antsy.  Ha craved the solitude of the desert.

One night after a long patrol they came to him.  They whispered in his ear.  They told him that a village a mile away was a Taliban holdout.  They told him he had to act.  He did.  He killed every man and boy child in that village, sparing only the women and girl children.  Women and children had died by his hand previously.  He had become a hard man, but not so hard that he would keep voluntarily killing little girls.  There was still collateral.  It was war.  These things happened.  

They came to him again.  They were displeased that he had let the females live.  He told them to fuck off and called for emergency evac.  When the chopper landed they found him covered in blood surrounded by a pile of corpses and a crowd of wailing women.

They airlifted him to Germany, where he underwent a psychological profile and was deemed unfit for further duty.  As a decorated Marine he was given a discharge with full honors and the situation in the village was buried.

The Department of Justice contacted him straight off the transport to recruit him. They used terms like “domestic terrorism” and the “white nationalist threat”.  They said that the country was in more danger from an attack originating domestically than from anywhere in the Middle East.  He was to infiltrate these groups and report on sedition or plans for terror attacks, kidnappings, or assassinations.  Since he had no idea what he was going to do back in the world, he agreed.

They flew him to Portland, where he met his handler.  Jeanine was her name.  She was cold as ice.  He was assigned to infiltrate a nascent group of white nationalists and monitor their progress.  He pressed for something more challenging, but she told him as the newest, despite his experience, he would have to earn his stripes before being given something more challenging.  So he was assigned to the group of incompetents he had now.  He was convinced if the banker hadn’t been drunk coming out of the whorehouse at four in the morning they would have blown the operation.  It was still he who put the man in a chokehold and got him into the van before he could make any noise.

***

[image: ]


THEY SEEMED TO DO A relatively good job at disposing of the corpse, but that didn’t give him any more faith in them.  He was on watch duty at 3 am, which he found preposterous considering that no one knew where they were.  Leaning against a tree with a carbine on his lap, half dozing, he was suddenly wide awake.  A familiar slithering, slavering sound came from the underbrush near the tree.  The thing stayed in the shadows, out of the dim light of the guttering campfire.

“Jenkins”, it hissed. “We are missing you.”

“I thought I left you in the desert.  How the fuck did you find me?”

“Finding if we’re wanting to.”

“What do you want from me, anyway?”

“Join us. Long, long life.  Do things you’re best at.”  

“And what would that be?”

The thing laughed, a gurgling, wet sound.

“Taking lives, Jenkins.  You took many in the desert.  Then take the souls.  The most delicious is the innocent.”

“I’m out of that game.”

The creature laughed again.

“One you took today.  Not fully innocent but enough to bring satisfaction.”

“That was necessary.  I didn’t enjoy it.  I regret it.  I would have saved him if I could.”

“Regrets are nothing.  The deed is done.  Join us, Jenkins.  No more regrets, ever again.”

“I’ve got a boatload of regrets already.  You’re saying you could take them away?”

“Do you regret what you did in the desert?”

“In the desert, I was doing wet work for a cause I believed in.  Some innocents got in the way.  I regret that.  I especially regret the village, but you made me do that.”

“We made you do nothing.  Resisting if you wanted to.  It’s in your blood, Jenkins.  In your soul.”

“I’m done with that.”

“Today you killed already.  There are five sleeping around the fire.  Repugnant you find them.  Souls for the taking.  Not innocent, but still delicious.  Take them for us.  The way you did in the desert.  Become one of us.” 

“I’m not taking any of them unless they get in my way.  They’re incompetent pigs, but that’s all they’ll ever be.  They’re about as dangerous as a bag full of puppies.”

“But their souls, Jenkins.  Still delicious.  We will share,”

“Not interested.  Not back in the desert and not now.”

The thing took on a harder-edged, slavering voice.

“A born killer, you are, Jenkins.  You belong with us.  Join or we will take them, one by one, until there is only you.  Then we will take you.  Not to join, but for your soul.  It will not be slow.  Only a few days to change your mind.”

“I’ll think about it,” said Jenkins.

“Waste not our time, Jenkins.  Clock is ticking.”

The thing slithered back into the undergrowth and away.  Jenkins took a Coleman lantern and studied the place where the thing had been.  There was no sign.  Just like in the desert.

***
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JENKINS TOOK THE VAN into Portland with the excuse that they needed supplies, which wasn’t exactly a lie.  Graham had wanted one of the others to go with him, but Jenkins stared him down again.  He said two would be suspicious, and Graham reluctantly agreed.

He drove immediately to the safe house where Jeanine was waiting.  

“You stink,” she opened with.

“I’ve been in the woods for five days.  What do you expect?”

She ended the formalities.

“A banker was allegedly abducted three days ago, presumably outside a whorehouse he frequented.  Late at night.  Probably around three or four in the morning.  There were no witnesses.  He hasn’t been heard from since and his family has filed a missing person report.  They’re taking it seriously.  Despite his questionable habits, he is an important man.”

“What’s that got to do with me?”

“I think it was your cell.  None of the more serious outfits truck with relatively penny ante shit like abducting Jewish bankers.”

“Mine aren’t the only newbies around.  They’re sprouting up like fungus.  Besides, my group of morons couldn’t abduct a pig in a poke.”

“With your help, they might.”

“I’m a deep cover operative.  I observe.  I didn’t observe anything or I’d be reporting it to you right now.”

“So you’re telling me we could go over the back of that van with a full CSI unit and not find a shred of this man’s DNA.”

“That’s what I’m telling you.  Trust me, these guys couldn’t abduct a friendly dog, much less a fully grown man, drunk or not.”

“Who said he was drunk?”

Jenkins cursed himself.  It was that kind of slip that could get him in deep shit.

“I assumed.  A man walking out of a whorehouse at four in the morning has to have had more than a few.  Liquor flows freely in those kinds of places.  Or so I’ve heard.”

Jeanine regarded him silently for a few moments.

“Don’t make assumptions.  And don’t make me suspicious of you.  Get these guys wrapped up.  It doesn’t sound like it’ll be too hard.”

“Harder than you think.  They don’t do more than throw around racial slurs and shoot rifles, half-assed I might add, at targets I built for them.  If they plan anything serious you’ll be the first to know.”

“Like abducting a banker.”

“Just like that.”

“I want to see you back with a report in two weeks. Bring me something.  I’m thinking of pulling you.”

“Thank God.  All I want is off of this shit detail.”

“We’ll talk about it then.  Keep your eyes and ears open.  Sometimes the amateurs do something stupid and we can nail them.”

“Will do, agent.  I’ve got to pick up supplies and get back before dark.”

“Then you best get to it.”

***
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JENKINS'S HANDS WERE sweaty on the steering wheel.  If Jeanine were to find out he was complicit in the abduction and murder of the banker he would be a dead man.  They would never find his body.  It was a slip-up, and he couldn’t afford it anymore.  

He had picked up a two-week supply of MREs, charcoal, lighter fluid, batteries, ammunition, and a case of whiskey.  All different shops, all over town.  It was dusk by the time he pulled off onto the dirt road that led to the campsite.

“You took long enough,” said Graham.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BRI BESE) D Y
R Ll





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





