
  
  [image: ]




  
  
Copyright © 2025 by CR Chapman 

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact crchapmanauthor@gmail.com or goingpostalpublishing@gmail.com.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by CR Chapman. Cover Art by Alice Chapman

1st edition 2025







  
  
For my daughter, Alice.


If it wasn't for your drawing, I might still be looking for the final piece of this story.










  
  
Special Thanks




A special thank you to the following for helping me with the book:


Chuck Quaste


Mary Deverney


Rachel Obiden


Beatrice Yates


Kelly Kerlin











  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        31
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        32
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        33
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        34
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        35
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        36
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        37
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        38
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        39
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        40
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        41.
        
        41
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        42.
        
        42
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        43.
        
        43
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        44.
        
        44
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        45.
        
        45
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        46.
        
        46
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        47.
        
        47
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        48.
        
        48
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        49.
        
        49
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        50.
        
        50
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        51.
        
        51
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        52.
        
        52
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        53.
        
        53
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        54.
        
        54
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        55.
        
        55
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        56.
        
        56
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        57.
        
        57
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        58.
        
        58
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        59.
        
        59
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        60.
        
        60
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        61.
        
        61
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        62.
        
        62
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        63.
        
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Afterword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Coming Soon
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
1




Anna Hill didn’t want to go. It was the last thing she wanted to do. She could think of a hundred—no, wait, a thousand—things she would rather be doing. Why did he have to tell her that? Worst of all, why didn’t Mom stop him? 

“We’re going camping,” her father had said.

It sounded like the worst idea ever. Why do people still go camping? In Anna’s fourteen-year-old mind, there wasn’t anything even slightly appealing about driving somewhere and staying in the woods. This wasn’t the fifteenth century, or whenever it was. This was the age of selfies, Snapchatting her friends, and TikTok, all things her parents didn’t understand. Their world was backwards and made little sense. They enjoyed going places and sleeping out under the sky or in some random cabin when they had perfectly comfortable and safe beds right where they were. Why would anybody pay to stay in the woods?

“You’re going to like it,” her father had said, his eyes filled with excitement.

“Yeah, right,” she said defiantly. 

Anna knew how disconnected her mother and father were. They believed they knew what she liked, but she was a stranger to them that just happened to live under the same roof. She tried explaining these things to them, but they didn’t want to listen. They were always talking about when they were her age and rambling on about idiotic things they’d done for fun. She had trouble believing her mom used to hang out with her friends at the mall. Really? The mall? That place was a ghost town. Nobody hung out there, nor should they. 

“Camping is fun,” her mother said, trying to defend her father. “My parents used to take my sister and me camping all the time when we were younger. I only wish we could have done this sooner.”

Anna knew why it hadn’t happened sooner. Both of her parents worked all the time. They were always busy with their jobs. Mom worked as the secretary for the biggest attorney in town, while Dad was one of the top guys at a local construction company. 

As if those jobs weren’t enough, they both ran businesses on the side. Mom saw herself as a crafter, making hair bows and headbands. She would sell them online and at craft shows all over the area. Worst of all, she would make Anna model the new designs and take them to school. What Mom didn’t know was she’d stopped wearing them to school almost three years ago. Her friends all thought it was lame to wear those things.

Dad’s side business was writing books. He believed he was the next Stephen King, always sitting behind his laptop and pecking away at the keys. He’d written over ten books and even had a few short stories published in some small-time magazines. Getting his novels published was his dream, but had a stack of rejection letters for his efforts. Lately, he started self-publishing and joining Anna’s mom at the craft shows to sell his books.

Both her parents were insanely successful but also insanely busy. It didn’t seem as if they ever had the time for her. They would talk to her at dinnertime, which was about the only time each day they seemed to see one another, before they would part ways and go to do their side businesses.

“What’s the catch?” Anna asked her parents. She looked at each of them for a moment, drawing it out. She knew they were up to something. They didn’t go places. Whenever they went somewhere, there was a reason. If they left town, there was usually a craft show attached to their destination. 

“There’s no catch,” her mother said. “We need to get away. When was the last time we got to do something like this?”

Anna couldn’t honestly remember. She recalled some things they used to do, but that was back when she was pretty young, and before her parents were busy all the time. She vaguely recalled a time when they seemed to have more time together, but that seemed like ancient history.

“I don’t remember,” she said, already plotting a way out. She didn’t want to go, having better things to do with her summer vacation. She would want to hang out with her friends. What would they think when she wasn’t around? “Is there a craft show or something? If there is, you know I don’t like hanging out at those things. It’s great for you guys, but I’m the one stuck spending eight hours looking for something to do. There are only so many times I can check out the soap lady’s booth.”

She saw her father give a look to her mother, but the answer he gave surprised her.

“There aren’t any craft shows,” he said. “Not this time, pumpkin.”

She hated it when he called her that. Pumpkin. Did he still think she was six?

“Then why are we going?” she asked. “There has to be a reason.”

They looked at each other once again. Anna knew her parents well enough to know her suspicions were accurate. There definitely was something going on. She pressured them for the truth before they could make up an excuse.

“I see you guys looking like that,” she said. “If it isn’t a craft show, then what is it? Just tell me.”

Her father was getting angry. She saw the way his eyes narrowed. He looked as if he was going to yell at her, but he looked at her mom first, who was trying to grab his attention. She was trying to calm him down. It was working. His look softened as he spoke calmly.

“I’ve run into a bit of writer’s block,” he said. “I had an idea for a novel, but I’m having a hard time coming up with the plot. It was your mother who came up with the idea of getting away and seeing if that would help. She’s been telling me about her father taking her camping for years and that it would be perfect for my story. She also reminded me we haven’t been on a family vacation in years, so I said we should do it.”

Before Anna could respond, her mother was already talking.

“I’m not joking. I think you both are going to love it,” she said. She was very excited. The only times Anna had seen her mother this excited was when she came back from a good day at a craft show and talked about all the sales she’d made. “I had so much fun. We went to these great cabins that had places where we could make fires and go swimming. There were even trails that went around the entire lake you could hike on. There were so many things you could do.” She paused, catching her breath. “The best part is, I called that same place and we can get a cabin for an entire week.”

A week? Anna felt her life crumble. She’d been worried about this camping trip already, but that had been when she thought it might be for a couple of days at the most. A week seemed like an eternity. What had she done to deserve this kind of punishment?

She needed to find a way to avoid going on the trip. Her mind raced with ideas about how to make that happen. She believed that her best bet was to get them angry. That had worked in the past, but had never been about something this big. She needed to try.

“So, this is all about your stupid books,” she said to her father, knowing that she would strike a nerve by calling his books stupid. He hated it when anybody tried to belittle his writing. He took it seriously. “Why am I being punished?”

“You’re not,” he said through gritted teeth. “This is going to be fun. I’m limiting my writing to one hour a day. Most of it will be spent—.”

“Most of it will be spent with you trying to come up with ideas,” she interrupted. “You always do this. You get stuck on a spot and you say we’ll do something fun. Halfway through, you come up with an idea and cancel the rest so you can run home and peck away at your laptop for a few hours. I know you. You’ll do the same thing there.” She turned towards her mother. “And you’re probably going to be taking your hot glue gun with you so you can put together your hair bows.” Her mother’s eyes lowered. She was right. “This isn’t a vacation. Stop pretending it is. You both are working just like you always do. Nothing changes around here, and I’m the one that gets punished.”

“You watch your mouth,” her father shouted. “I will not have you talking to your mother that way.”

“I’m right, though,” she snapped back. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

She waited for them to yell or even send her to her room, but nothing happened. They stared back at her, their mouths ajar. Had she shocked them? It appeared as though she had, and she discovered she liked the feeling.

“Look, I know we work a lot,” her mother said. “We do that for many reasons, none more important than we want you to have it better than when we were children. Neither of us had money when we were growing up. We can give you things our parents never could.”

“But you’re never around,” Anna snapped, a slight waver to her voice as if she were about to cry. “What good is having things when you’re never around?”

Anna didn’t wait around for them to give an answer. She turned and left the room. She raced up the stairs and went into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. 

She’d made her point.
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Andrew Hill didn’t know what to say. He watched helplessly as his daughter argued with his wife and him. He couldn’t understand how it had gotten like this. 

“Look, I know we work a lot,” Amanda said, trying to keep the conversation as civil as possible. They were losing this battle to a teenager who thought that she was always right. “We do that for many reasons, none more important than we want you to have it better than when we were children. Neither of us had money when we were growing up. We can give you things our parents never could.”

“But you’re never around,” Anna snapped. Andrew thought he could hear a slight waver in her voice. She was about to cry. “What good is having things when you’re never around?”

She partially covered her face with her hands, turned and ran towards the stairs.

Amanda raised her hands and shrugged her shoulders. Her frustration matched his. He didn’t know what to do.

Her bedroom door slammed hard, shaking the house slightly.

“What do we do?” Amanda asked. There was a long moment of silence before she spoke again. “She makes a good point. We work a lot.”

“I don’t know if she’s doing this because she misses us or she just doesn’t want to go with us,” he said. “It’s not like she has made any effort to hang out with us when the opportunity has presented itself. She made a similar stink last year when you wanted to go to your mother’s house for a few days. She had fun once she got there, but put up a huge fight beforehand. What if this is the same thing?”

“I don’t know. This whole teenage angst thing worries me sometimes. It wasn’t like this when we were kids.” 

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that,” he said. “I remember thinking I knew everything, when I most certainly didn’t. It took me until my mid-twenties, right about the time you told me you were pregnant, before I figured out I had no clue. You can’t honestly say you were any better. I saw the fear in your eyes when you showed me that positive test.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said, placing a hand against his chest. “Maybe you’re right. I hate it when you’re right. I still don’t think it was as bad back then, and I don’t remember us having these safe spaces, or anything like that.”

“No, there weren’t safe spaces, and we never hung out with friends by staring at a telephone screen. Things change. Unfortunately, I don’t always think it’s for the better. We, however, have to adjust to the times. It’s not like we can hold her hostage and make her see things our way.”

“Isn’t that what we are doing by taking her on vacation?”

“I guess you can call it that,” he said. “But we already talked about this. We need this vacation. It’s not even about the writing. We both agreed we needed a break from the everyday grind. And to be honest, I’ve missed my little girl.”

“Will you go talk to her?” Amanda asked. “Moms are great, but every little girl needs her daddy.”

“I planned on it, but I don’t think she’s much of a little girl anymore,” he replied. “They definitely grow up faster than we did, don’t they?”

“That they do.”

Andrew gave his wife a quick kiss and headed for the stairs, placing his foot on the first step. He looked up towards the second floor and knew just how much he wasn’t looking forward to what was going to happen next. He took a deep breath and continued up the stairs.

He loved his daughter, but lately, she’d become a handful. She seemed resentful of everything, a far cry from the little girl who got excited to see him when he came home from work and called him the greatest daddy ever. She even used to sing him a song, a parody of a SpongeBob SquarePants song. Instead of it being the Best Day Ever, she would sing, You’re the best daddy ever. It had been years since she’d last done that. He wished those days could come back, and he had the little girl that always wanted to be around him.

He stopped outside her door. He thought about knocking, but he knew the response that would surely come next. Instead of hearing her tell him to go away, he grabbed hold of the handle and opened the door, hoping she hadn’t used that exact moment to change. He was relieved when he saw her lying on her bed, her head in her arms. He wondered briefly if she had assumed that position when she heard him coming, or had she been this way the entire time?

Her head whipped around, and she said, “Don’t you ever knock.”

“I didn’t realize I needed to,” he said, entering the room and sitting at the edge of her bed. She sat up slightly and moved away from him. That stung a little. “I’m not here to argue about whether or not I need to knock. I’m not here to argue with you about anything. All I want is to talk to you about what you said.”

“I’m still right,” she said right before she sniffed.

Andrew studied his daughter’s face. Her eyes were slightly pink, but there wasn’t much evidence of crying. It didn’t matter if all of this was for show, or if it was real. What he needed to do was exactly the same.

“Whether you’re right or wrong, you don’t get to act how you did,” he said to her. She crossed her arms in defiance, her eyes narrowing to slits. “Look, you made some points, but when people discuss something, you’re supposed to hear both sides of the argument. While your opinion is important, please listen to what I have to say.”

“And what’s that?” she asked.

“We do work a lot,” he admitted. “I work more than I care to admit. Your mother is right, though. We do it because we want better for you. I wasn’t able to afford to go to the college I wanted to and had to settle for one that was cheaper and would still take me. I want to make sure you can go to whatever college you want, no matter what the price is.”

“What if I don’t want to go to college?” she asked. He had the feeling that she’d asked that just to oppose him, but he wouldn’t lose his temper.

“While I pray you do the right thing and go to college, I guess the money will be there for whatever you decide to use it for. You’re getting closer to being able to drive, so we’re going to have to discuss you taking driver’s education. Either way, we still need to talk about our vacation.”

“It’s not a vacation,” Anna snapped. “It’s work on location.”

“I already told you I’m keeping my writing to a minimum,” he said. “I have a great idea about a family that goes camping, but that’s not the reason for this. Pumpkin, I miss you. I miss spending time with you. It was your mother’s idea to get away and go camping. She used to go to the same site. It would make her so happy to show her family the place she had a lot of fun at as a kid, and I happen to agree with her.”

“But she’ll be working too.”

“Okay, so we’re not going completely off the grid. I get your point. That is going to be such a small part of this trip. We shouldn’t ignore our businesses, but we want to spend as much time with you as we can. If we feel we aren’t getting enough time with you, we will cut out the writing and other things.”

“I don’t want to go,” she said. “I won’t have any fun.”

“I seriously doubt that,” he said. “We have lots of things we can do. Do you remember when we used to go fishing?”

“Yes.”

“You always used to love going fishing with me,” he said. “Unfortunately, it’s a lot harder to get to the lake than it used to be. We’re going to have an entire lake to fish in. We’re also going to bring our bikes so we can go for rides. You always liked that.”

“When I was like five.”

“Try when you were like thirteen,” he pointed out. “It wasn’t that long ago that we went bike riding and you wanted to keep going, even after your mother’s legs started cramping. Remember how she looked like she was flopping like a fish when the back of her leg cramped?”

Anna laughed. Andrew breathed a sigh of relief. He was getting through to her.

“Okay, I do like riding bikes,” she said, but her expression hardened. “What about my friends? I won’t be able to talk to them for a week. That’s forever.”

“Ah, I have that part already figured out,” he said. “Your mom checked out all of that when she called to make the reservation. While there is no cell service in that exact location, she said there are telephones that work. She also said that there is a town only a couple of miles away. Better yet, they’ve apparently added Wi-Fi, so you should be able to do that face thingy with them.”

“It’s FaceTime, Dad.”

“Whatever,” he said, acting like he didn’t know what it was when he definitely knew. She didn’t like it when he knew the things she enjoyed doing. It somehow made it less cool for her, so he pretended he didn’t know what anything was. It usually worked, but he hated making himself seem older than he actually was. “You’ll also be able to send texts that way, so we aren’t holding you hostage and making sure that you don’t get to know what’s going on. All I ask is that you do the same thing as us. Let’s try to keep that to a minimum.” He waited a moment. “Do we have a deal?”

She waited a few seconds before she said, “I guess.”

“Thank you, pumpkin,” he said, grateful that he’d somehow convinced her it wouldn’t be as bad as she’d thought.

As he got up to leave, he moved closer, kissing her on the top of the head. It surprised him when she didn’t back away. He started for the door, but she got his attention.

“Hey, Dad,” she called out.

“Yes, pumpkin?”

“Your story idea,” she said. “May I ask what this one is about?”

“Oh, sure,” he said. “As I said, it’s about a family going on vacation to a lake. I came up with the idea in a dream.”

“Okay,” she said. “You write scary things. That doesn’t sound very scary. It sounds like what we’re going to be doing.”

“Oh, I think that it’ll be scary,” he said. “In my dream, I kept thinking about a name, and so I got this idea about there being a ghost, or something. That part I haven’t figured out yet. That’s kind of where the writer’s block comes in. I can’t figure out what I want to happen to this family. Ghosts, monsters, things from the lake, or something else. Too much to choose from. I just didn’t want to go the slasher route like a Friday the 13th.”

“What’s the name?” she asked.

He smiled. She was taking a genuine interest in his stories. She hadn’t done that in years.

“It’s going to be called Skeleton Lake.”
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As Anna’s father left the room, she remained still for a long time, unsure if she’d heard what she thought he’d said. 

The title.

Skeleton Lake.

She’d heard that before, but she couldn’t remember where. She attempted to figure out where those words had come from, but there wasn’t anything there. Had it been in a dream, much in the same way her dad had thought of the story? It seemed like a possibility, yet she wasn’t sure. She had several dreams a night, but rarely remembered any of them. Rarely, something would come up that jogged her memory and gave her a brief glimpse of one of them, but most of the time they remained a mystery. This could have been one of them.

Despite her lack of memory of why the words meant something, she found she was afraid. She didn’t have a clue why that would be. The words should’ve meant nothing to her. It was a good title for a scary story.

Her father didn’t consider himself a horror writer. He always said that he didn’t want to label himself into one category, or as he called it, a genre. Despite his insistence that he wouldn’t be a horror writer, that was exactly what he was. Each of his books, no matter what the subject was, seemed to become horror at some point. His first book that he self-published, Rattler, was about a southern town overrun by rattlesnakes. His next book, Daddy’s Little Girl, was about a man arrested for sexual abuse. It was supposed to be about the father of a woman being framed by the Department of Human Services, but the whole second half of the book was about the family fighting back and killing everyone that had anything to do with the case. Why did that one have to be that brutal? She didn’t have a clue, but every story seemed to take on those dark themes.

Skeleton Lake was obviously going to be no different. He’d admitted it.

Her phone buzzed. She turned her head to look at the screen. She’d received a text from her friend, Liz. Picking up the phone, she read the message.

What’s up

She looked at the screen for a moment, wondering how she should respond. Liz was one friend who was always there for her when things were rough, but she was always so negative about her parents. Liz’s parents were awesome. They let Liz do whatever she wanted whenever she wanted to. When Liz had wanted to stay the night at Anna’s house, she told her parents what she wanted to do. Anna had taken the time to ask her father, who passed the responsibility of answering on to her mother, who said her father needed to be the one that replied. In the end, neither parent had given the okay, but Liz had stayed the night with each one thinking the other had said yes. Anna still didn’t know if they’d talked it over at some point and figured it out. If they had, they hadn’t mentioned it to her. Liz spent the entire night wondering why she’d asked her parents to begin with, as if getting permission was foreign to her. Anna tried to explain it, but Liz made valid points about how good parents should trust their child.

She wrote back: Arguing with parents :(

Liz: Sucks.

Anna: They want me to go camping with them for a week. I would rather pull my hair out haha

Liz: Camping is cool can I come

Anna stared at her phone for a few seconds. Was Liz being serious? Did she actually like going camping? If so, could she somehow come with them? That would make the week go by a little easier. For the first time since her dad said that they were going, she got excited. Having a friend go with, especially Liz, would make it better. She was unwilling to think that it would be fun, but having somebody there would definitely make it easier.

She started typing that she would ask her parents before quickly deleting it. She remembered how Liz thought it wasn’t cool that she had to ask, so she wouldn’t bring it up.

Anna: Will let u know :)

She immediately put her phone down and went downstairs. She wasn’t surprised to see her parents had gone their separate ways and were now doing what they did best. Her father would be in his office, and her mom would be in her crafting room. She already knew how excruciating the next few minutes would be as she tried to get an answer out of them. 

She walked into her dad’s office. He was sitting behind his MacBook Pro, staring at the screen. He had his hands on his face, a frustrated expression spreading.

“Why can’t I figure this out?” he mumbled, then noticed he was no longer alone. “Hey pumpkin, glad to see you out of your room. What can I do for you?”

“I was wondering about the camping trip,” she said. “I know you’re big on the whole family thing, but I know you’re still going to be doing your thing. Anyway, I was talking with Liz, and she enjoys camping. It would be nice to have someone else to talk to there. Is there any way that she can come with?”

She waited for his predictable response. He would tell her one of two things. Either he would tell her no, or he would tell her to go ask her mother, who would then tell her either no or to go ask her dad. It was a never-ending cycle with them.

He placed his hands on either side of the laptop and looked at her with a facial expression she couldn’t read. He seemed so serious, then he leaned back and let out a sigh. She suddenly knew what the answer would be.

“I don’t see why not,” he replied.

She opened her mouth to argue even before her mind processed the words. She realized she’d been wrong.

Who is this guy, and what has he done with my dad? Anna asked herself.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said, running up to him and throwing her arms around him. “You’re the best.”

He smiled back at her, but she needed to get back to her phone as fast as she could to tell Liz the news. She was no longer worried about the camping trip being a bore-fest. Liz was going to make sure it wouldn’t be as bad.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” she said as she raced back out of the room. She ran up the stairs and went into her room. She picked up her phone and immediately typed her message to Liz.

Anna: You can come :)

She put down her phone, not waiting for Liz’s reply.
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Anna looked at the blank placemat on the table. When did she cross the border from a child who got the fun ones with search-a-words and connect-the-dots to the boring ones the adults always got? Instead of having a fun placemat, she had a plain one. That wouldn’t deter her from having some enjoyment out of the experience. She pulled a pencil from her pocket and started drawing. 

They were eating breakfast at a small restaurant. They had been on the road for nearly four hours, and it wasn’t ten yet. Anna was tired, but had struggled to sleep the night before, and couldn’t sleep in the car. Liz, on the other hand, had slept the entire ride, leaving Anna with nobody to speak to. Her mom and dad talked to each other and occasionally checked on her, but mostly left her alone. She checked her phone for entertainment, which was what Liz was doing while they waited for their breakfast to come. Facebook, Instagram, Twitter, Snapchat, TikTok, it didn’t matter what it was. Liz was into them all. She loved social media, even the ones only grownups used. Anna liked it too, but nowhere near as much as Liz did.

She kept drawing without giving what she was creating much thought until her mom got her attention. She hadn’t noticed the food had come.

“Here are your eggs,” Anna’s mother said, passing the plate across the table.

Anna grabbed the plate and looked at the scrambled eggs, toast, bacon, and single pancake. It all looked so delicious. She wished that one of her parents could cook breakfast food half as good as this looked.

“Here’s your breakfast, Liz,” her mom said, handing out another plate.

“Thank you, Mrs. Hill,” Liz said, taking the plate. Despite having problems with how her parents did things, Liz was always very polite when she was around them.

Anna picked at her food, yawning several times before she took her first bite.

“You okay, pumpkin?” her father asked. She hated it when her dad called her that in front of her friends.

“Just tired,” she said. “I didn’t sleep well last night.”

Not sleeping well was an understatement. Anna had barely slept and had struggled with sleeping for days. She was having nightmares frequently, yet she didn’t remember any of them. She woke up panicking about something that had happened in her dream. Sitting up immediately afterwards in bed, she desperately tried remembering what caused her to feel like she did, but she couldn’t quite recall what had happened. She thought there might be something wrong with her. This was the first time that she had this much trouble getting to sleep.

“Me too,” her father said. “I was excited about the trip and kept checking the clock to make sure we didn’t oversleep. I’d told Liz’s mom we’d be there at six and didn’t want to keep her waiting.”

“How much longer do we have to go?” Anna asked.

“Another hour or two,” her mother said, taking a bite of her food.

Another hour or two in the car? The idea made her sick to her stomach. She wished they were already there, or that they would suddenly receive a phone call cancelling their reservation and requiring them to return home immediately.

They ate their food in silence for the next fifteen to twenty minutes. Anna tried to start up a conversation with Liz, but she was eating with one hand and messaging somebody with her other. She looked at her mom and dad, expecting one of them to put a stop to it. She could never have taken her phone out at the table. Even with Liz doing it, if she tried to sneak it out and check something, they would yell at her to put it away during family time. Liz wasn’t family, which made it okay for her to do, apparently.

Dad paid for the food and left a tip. Right before they were to get up and leave, Anna’s attention returned to what she’d been doing before the food came; the drawing she’d started on. She grabbed hold of it, realizing no food had gotten on it. It was as clean as it had been before the meal came, which was rare. In the past, her dad had taken an interest in her drawings. That seemed like a lifetime ago, when she was much younger.

“Dad, do you want to see my drawing?” she asked.

“Sure, pumpkin,” he said, but did so with little interest in his voice. He was doing so just to make her happy.

She handed it over. Her dad glanced at it, opened his mouth to say something like that’s good, pumpkin, but no words came out. He stared at the picture for a moment, his mouth wide open. He turned to look at her with a very intrigued expression taking over.

“Did I talk to you about my dream?” he asked.

“What dream?” Anna asked. She didn’t have a clue what he was talking about.

“The dream,” he said, saying it as if she had to know what he was talking about. She still didn’t know. He must’ve seen that she still didn’t know. “The one that led to the story. Skeleton Lake. Did I tell you about that dream?”

She thought about it for a second before she said, “You told me you had a dream, but I don’t think you told me what it was about.”

“My dream was about a cabin, and a girl that couldn’t be much older than you are,” he said. “The problem with the dream is exactly what I’m seeing in the picture.”

He flipped it around. Even though she drew it, she discovered she was really looking at it for the first time. It showed a young girl standing in front of a building. It might’ve been a cabin, and there were trees nearby. She was wearing a dress with buttons on the front. She realized she’d forgotten to finish the drawing.

The young girl was missing a face.
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Andrew drove through Humboldt, the last town before they’d arrive at the campground. It was small; one of those blink and you’ll miss it towns. There couldn’t be more than a few hundred people living in it. The roads were rough and filled with potholes. He did his best to avoid them. 

They passed a grocery store. It was the kind that had a sign on the outside saying they sold Orange Crush soda. Andrew remembered signs like that being a bigger thing when he was a child. At almost forty-years-old, he was more accustomed to the large supermarkets and Walmart superstores. 

Two elderly gentlemen sat on a bench to the left of the sliding door. One of them held a silver cane in his left hand. He made a mental note, thinking that it was possible to capture some of the atmosphere here in his book.

They left town and continued down an ever-aging road. The closer they got to the site, the worse the conditions got. He turned to his wife to ask her if it was this bad the last time she was there, but she was still sleeping, her legs up on the dash. He wondered what would happen if a deer were to run out and they hit it. If the airbag deployed, and her leg was still there, he imagined what would happen. He saw her leg snap in two, being folded at an awkward angle back towards her. He shook off the thought. Having a creative mind, he found his thoughts often took odd turns at the weirdest moments. It was one he planned to use in one of his future books.

That was what had happened when he saw the picture Anna had drawn. He shouldn’t have made as big of a fuss as he had, but he still believed she had to be playing a trick on him. She claimed he’d said nothing about his dream, yet here was a picture that summed up one character that would be in his story, the one that appeared in his dream. He dreamed of a young girl who held the secret to something that had happened before, something evil. She was the character who would make contact with them and help them solve the problem, and escape with their lives. He hadn’t completely come up with the plot, but he didn’t see her as anything more than a plot device used to move the story along. He still hadn’t decided who or what the antagonist should be. There were so many ideas, he hadn’t been able to narrow them down.

This story was going to be the big one. He could feel it. He was tired of playing the submission game. Rejection letters were his least favorite part of the writing process, but he needed to keep doing it. Self-publishing was rewarding, but it couldn’t pay the bills. Daddy’s Little Girl was his biggest seller, but it had only sold a little over five hundred copies. He needed one of his books to get the attention of a big-time book publisher, the kind that would offer him thousands of dollars to stay home and write full time. That was his dream. It was what he worked so hard to accomplish. This story was going to be the one that finally made his dreams become a reality, if he could break through his mental obstacles.

Looking at his wife and daughter, and even Liz, he knew he didn’t care about being a millionaire like Stephen King or James Patterson. What he wanted more than anything else was to be remembered. After he was gone, who would remember him? He was a blip on the radar of life, and when the blip was gone, only Anna would remember he was ever there. When she was gone, the blip was gone forever. 

A large wooden sign appeared on their right. Despite the faded words, he thought he could read LAKEVIEW CABINS. She groaned in annoyance at his first attempt to wake her. As he slowed the car, he reached over for a second time and nudged her a little harder.

“What?” she asked, still half-asleep.

“I think we’re here,” he said.

She popped up; her legs were no longer in the dangerous position on the dash. She looked out the window directly towards the sign.

“Wow,” she said, “I don’t remember the sign looking like that.”

“Is this the right place?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, looking around. “Hopefully, the cabins aren’t as run down as this sign is.”

“Hey, girls,” he called to the back seat. Liz woke up from her nap and Anna no longer stared out the window. “It looks like this is the place.”

“Great,” Anna said, “because I really have to pee.”

“You could have said something when we were in town,” he stated. “I saw a store.”

“Dad, I don’t enjoy peeing in strange places.”

He thought about that for a second. He knew she didn’t enjoy using public restrooms. It was a phobia she had. He didn’t find using the bathroom here any worse than at the cabin they hadn’t seen yet. He’d seen movies in which snakes lived in the toilets of these cabins.

“The main office should be about a mile down this road,” Amanda said. “The cabins are just beyond that.”

He turned down the road. It had been years since he’d been in a place so far away from society. He found he kind of liked it. Being away from the hustle and bustle of city living was very calming for him when he was younger. He had little doubt he would get a lot of much-needed rest over the next few days. He thought about all the fishing that he was going to do. Just the thought of fishing was calming. Little did he know, the fishing gear would never leave the rear of the vehicle.

The pavement ended, and the car moved onto gravel. The ride was rough, with dust clouds puffing up around the entire rear half of the car. He looked in the rearview mirror, but couldn’t see anything but dust. He made a mental note that he would need to go to the car wash when they returned to society.

The road widened up ahead, becoming a larger parking lot. There was a large, blue cabin that had a similar sign to the one that they’d seen on the main road. It wasn’t as faded, and there was another smaller sign below it that read VACANCY.

There was one lone car in the parking lot, parked directly in front of the building, in front of another wooden sign with a painted wheelchair on it. The car was from the eighties and looked older than it actually was. It had rust showing around each of the wheels, the product of being used on roads that were heavily salted in the wintertime. That, and it was just really old.

“Hmm, I wonder where I should park,” he said to the others.

“Knock it off,” Amanda said, smacking him playfully on the shoulder.

“Ouch,” he said back. “That, my dear, is a little something I like to call domestic violence.” He looked in the rearview mirror at Anna. “You both saw it. You’re both witnesses when I file the police report.” He turned back towards his wife. “I hope you like bread and water.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” she laughed. “I heard they get better food in jail than most people do. They’d treat me like a princess while you burn Anna’s cereal every morning.”

Everybody got a good laugh as the car came to a stop next to the rusted car.
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Anna didn’t like the way the office looked. From the outside, it was nothing more than a half-broken-down large shack. It looked ancient. She suspected their cabin would look much the same way. 

She pulled her phone out of her pocket and looked at it. There was no signal. She looked up at the sign. There was a small section where somebody hand-painted the words: Free Wi-Fi. With how everything looked, she had serious doubts.

“Look at this dump,” Liz whispered so her parents couldn’t hear her. “Did your mom say she’d actually stayed here before?”

“That’s what she said,” Anna replied. She felt her anxiety rise. They’d been here less than five minutes and Liz was already commenting. Had she made a mistake by inviting her along? What had seemed like such a good idea now felt like a huge mistake.

They entered the office, which looked like it was the same designer as the old television shows her dad watched before she was born. She glared at the worn and filthy carpet, wondering how long it had been since someone had vacuumed it. The desk was old wood that was half-painted and half-plain wood. There was an old computer behind the counter.

“I wonder where somebody could be,” Anna’s mom said. They were each looking behind the desk, searching for somebody there. There was what appeared to be an office to the left, but it seemed dark and empty.

“Guess I’ll ring the bell,” her dad said. He used the palm of his hand to slap down once on the silver metal. The sound filled the room, more than loud enough for anybody in the building to hear. Nobody came, and there was no sound of somebody moving around somewhere. “That’s weird.”

They each looked towards the office again, expecting somebody to come out of there at any point.

“Guess I’ll try the bell again,” her father said.

When Anna turned to look at the bell again, she saw it was gone. Her dad noticed it as well, his hand hanging over where it should have been. That wasn’t the only thing that had changed. Standing behind the counter was a tall man.

“Oh, gees,” her father said in surprise. “I didn’t see you there.”

“How may I help you?” the man asked. He had an unusual accent.

“Hi,” her mother said. “I talked to somebody a few days ago about renting a cabin.”

“And you are?”

“The Hills,” she replied.

Anna chuckled. Her father turned and looked at her with a look she’d seen on his face when he wanted her to keep quiet. She chuckled because she didn’t think this place had to worry about many people getting reservations. By the looks of things, and the nearly empty parking lot, she thought they were going to have the run of the entire place.

“Ah, yes,” the man said. He was staring directly at her dad. She realized she hadn’t seen him blink yet. “You rented the two-bedroom cabin. That would be cabin six.” He turned around and strolled to a small wall. He reached behind it and came back with two keys. “I hope you enjoy your stay.”

“Whoa, don’t you want me to pay?” her father asked.

“Payment will be at the end of your stay,” the man said. “We already have your credit card on file. To get to your cabin, you can drive down the path until you see the post with the number six on it. Park there. It will be a short walk to your cabin, but it shouldn’t be much trouble.”

“Oh, there’s more parking?” her mother asked. “That wasn’t there when I last stayed here. When I was younger, we had to walk from here.”

“We’ve had many upgrades over the years,” the man said casually. His accent and the lack of emotion in his voice creeped Anna out. He motioned to the sign. “We recently added Wi-Fi.”

“So I heard,” she said. “Thank you. How busy is it this time of year?”

“Very busy?” the man said. “You were very lucky. Number six was our last cabin.”

“Guess we got lucky,” her father said. “Thank you again.”

He took the keys from the man and started for the door. They all followed, but he stopped just before they made it to the exit.

“Oh, I know you said no payment until the end,” he said as he turned around, “but what about paperwork?”

Anna felt an icy chill as she looked back at the counter. The man was gone, and the bell had returned to the exact spot it had been before.

“That’s weird,” her father said. “Oh, well, I’ll check back later.”

They left the office.

“What a weirdo,” Liz said as they got back into the car. “That guy had a weird French accent.”

French? Maybe that was the accent, but it didn’t seem right. She had a teacher in third grade who had a French accent, and it hadn’t sounded quite like that. There was a touch of French in there, but she was sure she heard something else.

Her dad backed away from the rusty old car and moved away from the office, moving deeper into the campsite. The gravel road continued. They saw the first wooden sign on their left. It had the number one on it, painted in black. They saw a Chevy truck parked in front of the spot. Continuing, they found spots two through five before slowing as they approached their spot. It shocked Anna that there weren’t vehicles parked in front of each spot, despite the guy at the office telling them that the place was full. She asked her mother about it, and she said that maybe they had gone into town for something.

“There it is,” her father said as he turned the car. 

They pulled in front of the wooden marker with the number six printed on it. Instead of the black ink she’d seen on the other ones, they painted this one in red, which she found odd. She opened her mouth to make a comment on it, but they’d already stopped the car and were getting out. She closed her mouth and followed them outside.

“Where is it?” Anna asked her parents.

She couldn’t see the cabin. Turning and looking back down the road they’d come from, she could see cabins through the trees. She looked farther down the road in the direction they were going and again saw the cabins through the trees. She looked directly over the sign with the number six on it and couldn’t see anything. The trees seemed thicker here than they did elsewhere. There was a trail that went into the woods that seemed to have a wall on each side made of tree branches and bushes.

They grabbed what they could carry from the trunk and started down the trail. They had to keep their eyes down because of tree roots growing up over the surface.

The guy with the weird accent lied. It wasn’t an easy walk from the car to the cabin. It took over five minutes, which was difficult to do with arms full of things. The trees thinned and opened up to a well-maintained yard with only a few trees that put a large, two-story cabin in the shade. It looked amazing, much better than she’d expected. After seeing the faded signs and worn-down office, this was far from what she’d thought they’d see.

It got even better when she saw what lay behind the cabin. The trees thickened again, but there was a small section that showed a beautiful lake.

“Wow,” Anna said.

“This is awesome,” Liz added.

“I agree with both statements,” Anna’s mom said. “This brings me back to when I was a little girl.”

“And my phone is already seeing the Wi-Fi,” Liz said, holding her phone up as if it were a trophy she’d just won.

The news excited Anna, but she was far more excited about the lake. She couldn’t wait to get things situated so she could change into her swimsuit and go out there.

“Let’s get inside,” Dad said as he pulled the key out. He slid it into the lock and opened the door.

The inside looked as amazing as the outside. They were in the living room, which was open, showing a dining room to their right. Behind the dining room was a door that likely led to the kitchen. On the left was the stairway that went up to the second floor. Someone polished the hardwood floor recently. The furniture looked new. 

“You girls go upstairs and pick out the room you’ll be staying in,” Dad said. 

The girls looked at each other before running towards the stairs. Liz got there first, heading up the stairs with Anna directly behind her. At the top was a bathroom and two other rooms. Both bedroom’s doors were closed. They opened the first door and peeked inside.

“Looks kind of small,” Liz said before Anna had the chance to look. “Let’s check out the other one.”

She closed the door. Anna beat her to the second room. She opened the door and raced inside, waiting for Liz to catch up. She turned to look at the room, realized what she was seeing, and screamed.
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Amanda Hill was just as excited as she’d been the last time she was here. This wasn’t the same cabin she’d stayed in thirty years ago, but it brought back a lot of memories. It looked amazing, much better than she was expecting after the things she’d seen earlier. 

“Nice call on this place,” Andrew said, putting an arm around her.

The girls disappeared out of sight, going to the upper floor to lay claim to the room they would stay in. Amanda didn’t care which room they got. She knew exactly what Andrew and she would do in whichever room they slept in.

“I’m going to head back to the car for the rest of the stuff,” Andrew said, giving her a kiss. He left the cabin.

Amanda was thinking about heading upstairs to see which room remained when she heard a scream. It was Anna.

She dropped everything she’d been carrying and raced for the stairs. She didn’t know what she’d find when she got to the top, but she wasn’t thinking about it. All she cared about was finding out what had caused her daughter to scream.

She saw Liz as soon as she got to the top. Liz looked back at her with a confused expression.

“What’s wrong?” Amanda asked, slowing down.

“I don’t know,” Liz said, shrugging her shoulders.

Amanda heard her daughter crying in the room. She passed Liz and went into the room, not initially seeing her daughter. Turning sharply to her left, she found Anna pinned against the wall, her hands over her face. She was crying hard.

Amanda grabbed her daughter, wrapping her arms around her.

“What’s wrong, sweetie?” she asked.

Anna swung around, grabbing hold of her and squeezing her tight. Amanda was about to ask her question again when Anna pulled back and looked her directly in the eyes.

“It was awful,” she said, then pointed to the far side of the room. 

Amanda turned to see what her daughter was pointing at. She saw the bed, a pair of end tables, and a large mirror located directly behind the bed.

“Sweetie, I don’t see what you’re talking about,” she said. “What was awful?”

“The mirror,” she cried. “When I looked in the mirror…” she struggled to continue as her crying increased. After a moment, she calmed herself to finish by saying, “… I didn’t have a face.”

Amanda’s mind flashed back to the conversation they’d had at the restaurant. Anna’s picture didn’t have a face either. Was the conversation she had with her father somehow at fault for her seeing something? She didn’t know, but relief swept over her. It wasn’t anything major. She’d seen something wrong and got scared. That wasn’t the end of the world.

Her daughter was behind her as she walked closer to the mirror. Amanda looked at herself in the mirror, not seeing anything wrong. She took another step, feeling her heart skip a beat when she thought that for the slightest moment her own face had disappeared. She quickly stepped back and saw her face reappear. When she took a step forward again, she saw something in the glass, right where her face should have been. She figured out what had caused the illusion and called for her daughter.

“Sweetie, it’s okay,” she said, motioning for her. “Come here and look.”

She walked up to the mirror and pointed at a section. It appeared scratched and distorted, as if something had clawed and melted it. Looking directly at it, she could see her daughter standing there. She looked like something from a hall of mirrors at a carnival.

Anna looked cautiously at the mirror. She was still crying, but not as hard.

“No, Mom,” she said. “I saw myself. My face was gone. It was blank.”

“Sweetie, I thought the same thing for a second,” she said. “But when I looked closer, I saw what was wrong with the mirror. It isn’t your face. I promise. I’m looking right at you. Your face is definitely there.”

“Wow, Anna, you really freaked me out,” Liz said, coming into the room. “I thought you saw a mouse or something with how badly you freaked out.”

Amanda thought about saying something to Liz, but thought better of it. She didn’t like how Liz talked to her daughter, but the last thing she needed was to lose her temper and still have to spend a few days with her. It would also make Anna angry with her, even if Liz was wrong. Anna had sided with her friends more often over the last few years, even when they treated her like shit.

“Mom, I was scared,” Anna said, coming to her tentatively. She looked at the mirror, holding out a hand to it. “I guess it’s messed up.”

“Yes, it is,” Amanda said.

It was the first thing about the cabin that had been wrong. Everything looked so nice. It was very odd that such a small section of the mirror had warped. She decided she would bring it up the next time they went to the office, just in case they were unaware of the damage.

“Did you really freak out because you looked like that picture you drew?” Liz chimed in. “First you forget to draw a face, and then you think you don’t have a face. Seriously weird.”

Amanda had heard enough. No matter how close of friends Liz and her daughter were, she was going to say something. She was about to talk when Anna surprised her.

“Shut up, Liz,” she snapped. “It’s not funny.”

“It is kind of funny,” Liz said as she started laughing. “I mean, kind of funny that both things have to do with missing faces.”

“I’m sure that it’s just a coincidence,” Amanda said, trying to calm the rising tension she saw between them. She found it amusing that she was ready to tear this girl a new one just a few seconds ago and now was trying to make peace. “Let’s set up this room a little later.”

“I don’t want this room anymore,” Anna said. “Can I have the other one?”

“Whatever one you want.”

“Oh, come on,” Liz said. “This one is nicer. Ignore the weird mirror. Let’s stay in this one.”

“It’s okay, Liz,” Amanda said. “I think her dad and I would prefer this one, anyway.”

“This sucks,” Liz said, stomping out of the room like she was four instead of fourteen. She immediately went to the other room and went inside.

Amanda waited until she was sure they were alone to talk more to her daughter.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” she said hesitantly. She seemed pretty shaken up, her hands shaking, despite now knowing what had caused the problem. “I’m going to go to the other room now and drop off the stuff. I’m sorry I dropped it. It kind of surprised me.”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “Why don’t you find your swimsuit? We will take a walk by the lake as soon as your dad gets back from the car with the next load.”

“Okay,” Anna said as she picked up the bags from the floor.

Amanda followed her daughter out of the room. As she closed the door, she looked back at the mirror. Distorted or not, she could see her face in it. She was still certain there had been a moment where she couldn’t. She latched the door and moved away from the room faster than she had intended to. Getting outside would be a good thing.
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