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Chapter 1 

Time Well Spent 

 

ome on, one more, just one more,” Richard said. 
“After this, I'm done. You know I handle my drinks 
well. Besides, it would only be my second glass.” 

Garett, Richard's best friend, lightly grumbled, “Okay, I guess I can 
stay for one more. Then, I have to get home to the family. It’s been a 
long day.” Garett slowly took a sip of his frothy drink and stared 
into the distance as he surveyed the room. 

With hands in boxing position, Richard lightheartedly threw jabs 
towards Garett's legs. “Come on, big guy, why do you have to stand 
over me all bent up? You’re tall enough as it is. I can barely see 
your face from here.” He began to pat his hand on the stool next to 
him. “Take a seat; life is too short to be in a rush. Come on, sit down 
and enjoy the moment, will ya?” 

Leaning against the bar, Garett grumbled once more. He does have a 
point. 

Garett fidgeted with his drink as he sat in deep thought. “On a 
serious note, Richard, we are leaving soon and we both drove here. 

“C 
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Be mindful of this, please.” Garett pressed his lips together and 
shook his head. “You're my bud, and I don't want something to 
happen to you that I could have prevented.” 

“Gareeeett! Garett, cut it out. No need to worry about me. I'll be just 
fine, bud. Now you, on the other hand...” 

Garett's eyebrows furrowed. “Hey. Hey, I know where you're going 
with this. That was one time, and the pie on the table did look like a 
pillow. I needed somewhere to rest my head.” Garett's sandy 
complexion flushed crimson with embarrassment. 

Richard slapped the table. Tears treaded down his face, 
accompanied by bouts of cackling. “Yeah, I need to have a drink or 
two of what you had that day.” 

“Okay, that's it! Nic-” Garett lifted his arm to flag the bartender 
down for the check. 

Richard reached up to grab Garett's hand. “Ok! Ok! That’s it, no more. 
No more, I promise.” His head jolted to the left as he turned to 
Nicholas, the bartender, continuing his guffaw. “Never mind, 
Nicholas!” he shouted. 

Nearby patrons didn’t seem to mind the escapade. The dimly lit 
surroundings and T.V. broadcasting sports highlights at an appropriate 
volume seized most of their attention. The rest were completely lost in 
their plumes of cigar smoke and strong drinks, emersed in their own 
world. 

Richard continued to hold Garett's arm suspended in the air. Garett 
proceeded to scold him. “I agreed to come here after a long day's 
work. Being a detective isn't always that easy. But can you cut this 
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out already?” Richard slowly lowered Garett's hand down to the 
table counter. Garett was giving him a death stare. 

Richard and Garett were best friends who lived in the town of 
Welder Ville. They were at their usual bar after a long day of 
detective work, to have a few drinks, bunker down, and relax before 
heading home. 

“I seem to have grown up, but sadly, I can’t say the same about you. 
You’re thirty-eight-years old and still act like a child,” Garett 
scolded before he averted his eyes. “Whatever man, you'll never 
understand.” 

Richard’s eyes went wide; as he pointed to himself, feigning shock. 
“Haha, you speak as if I'm years older than you; I'm older than you by 
one year.” He whipped the finger that was pointed at himself through 
the air, to hold up the number one with his finger. “By the way, I'll 
never understand? I'm sure no one will. Ha!” Richard laughed so hard 
he spewed the last gulp of his drink. He wiped the spill off his shirt. 
“Aw, see what you made me do? Man, this is too much.” He pounded 
the table as he caught his breath. The noise attracted the attention of 
Nicholas the bartender, a good friend of the two. 

Nicholas threw his white rag over his shoulder. “Alright, guys, what 
is it? Isn't it kind of late for this? Come on.” 

Richard sat up straight in amusement, stuck out his chest, and 
inhaled deeply while grinning. “Do you really want to know? Does 
'pillow pie' help?” 

“Huh?” Nicholas peered at them as he wiped the counter. “Ohhh, 
that? Ha! Now I see.” He laughed which further vexed Garett. 
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“Really? I thought you said you wouldn't mention that to anyone, 
especially here.” Garett squinted his chestnut hued eyes sharply and 
stared intensely at Richard. 

“I’m sorry, but I had to!” Richard burst into uncontrollable laughter. 

At this point, one would think others around them would have 
grumbled at their doltish behavior; but it seemed the liquor and 
smoke made them oblivious. Some clearly chose to ignore the 
behavior altogether. 

Nicholas wiped sweat from his brow. “Man, I needed that laugh. But 
we have to tone it down a bit. You guys are laughing just a bit too 
loudly now. People come here to relax after a long day. We don't 
want to anger the drunk people who most likely had a crappy day.” 

Richard pressed his lips together and took a deep breath. He decided 
it was best to change the subject. “Okay, I'm done. I promise. For 
now, at least.” Richard placed his right hand on Garett's shoulder 
once more. 

Garett continued to stare at Richard, annoyed. “Get your hands off of 
me.” Normally, Garett wouldn’t mind Richard’s antics so much; but he 
felt Richard had taken it too far by letting people in on such an 
embarrassing moment that he wished to forever erase from time. Or 
Maybe it was the stack of paperwork he had to fill out all day, either 
way, Garett just wasn’t in the mood tonight. 

“Will do,” Richard flashed a thin lip grin as he slowly removed his 
hand. Garett nodded in appreciation. 

“So, how's the wife and kid? Wasn’t she supposed to be visiting her 
mother soon?” 
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“They’re well.” Richard sighed. “Mark will be turning seven soon and 
Serene is doing great. She just got back from visiting her mother a few 
days ago actually. She needed it. How are Nadine and the kids?” 

“They’re great.” A few drops of beer traveled down his chin, as he 
sipped his drink. “Dale is getting bigger and the two girls are 
growing up a little too fast. Always asking for the newest phones 
and such, but I can't complain. At least, not until they tell me they 
have boyfriends. Then I’ll be in trouble.” 

Garett downed the reaming bits of his drink. He looked around only 
to see a few patrons remaining among empty wooden seats and 
tables. 

“Great to hear, man. We have to get together again soon for a 
cookout. It's been a few months since last time,” Richard suggested. 

“Definitely. I'll speak with my wife about it and see when works 
best for us,” Garett agreed. 

“I'll do the same.” 

“Sounds like a plan. I think it’s time we call it quits for tonight and 
head home. I'm sure my wife is worried, as always.” 

“Shows you have a good wife that loves you, appreciate that.” 
Richard waved toward the bartender. “Hey Nicholas, see you later. 
Garett and I are heading out.” 

“Okay, you guys. Take it easy,” said Nicholas as he wiped the table. 

Richard exited the smoke-filled atmosphere of the bar. He enjoyed the 
cool crisp night air before making his way to his vehicle. As he sat in 
his car, Richard decided to give his wife a call. But he realized he 
couldn’t since recent events required him to disconnect the phone 
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temporarily. To fill the void of not hearing her voice, he imagined how 
the conversation would have likely gone. 

“Hey babe, I just wanted to let you know I'm on my way home. Is 
everything okay?” 

“Yes sweetie. Mark and I just had dinner. I'm about to give him a 
shower before bed. I left some food out for you for when you get 
home.” 

“Thanks, but I think I'll hop right into bed when I get back. I'm kind 
of beat. I just need some sleep. Of course, that is, after I get my 
special good-night kiss from you.” 

“Oh, stop it.” She would be blushing on the other side of the phone. 

“I'll be there soon. I'm on my way now.” 

“Okay.” 

After a long, relaxing, and quiet ride, Richard finally arrived home. 
When he entered the house, he was exhausted; he tossed his bag on the 
floor and placed his jacket on the coffee table. 

“Honey! I'm home!” he said playfully. 

“There you are.” Serene smiled. “I'm so glad you're home. Mark and I 
just finished eating dinner; I left some out for you if you’re hungry.” 

“Come here, sweetheart.” Richard, feeling frisky, motioned for 
Serene to come closer. She sauntered over to him for a kiss. Richard 
took the time relish her aroma, which was comparable to that of 
exotic flowers. As her lips moved away from his, he looked forward 
to the moment they would meet again. The two seemed as if 
inseparable. 
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Richard gazed into Serene’s eyes. “I'll skip dinner tonight; all I want 
to do right now is march upstairs and get some sleep. Where is 
Mark? Is he asleep?” 

“He fell asleep about thirty minutes ago. He's knocked out. He was 
up all-night watching cartoons. I should’ve turned them off sooner, 
but I thought it wouldn’t hurt to let him stay past his bedtime once in 
a while. I love him so much. He'll grow up to be handsome, just like 
his papa,” she said playfully. 

“Oh, don't jinx the poor boy like that. Now, I will be just like my 
son and head to bed. Are you coming too?” 

“I just have a few more dishes to wash. I'll be up in a moment.” 

“Okay.” 

Richard headed upstairs to shower after a long day of work. He 
stopped in his son's bedroom and kissed him on the forehead before 
he went to bed. 

Once in bed, vague memories flashed to the surface. Thoughts of the 
myriad of gruesome crime scenes he’d seen during his years in the 
unit came to mind; finding runaways, apprehending heartless 
criminals and worst of all, dead bodies. 

Somebody's got to do it. Who better than me? 

He flipped one way in the bed, and then the other and tried to find a 
comfortable position. 

I do this for my wife and child. I can only imagine what the future 
holds. 
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Chapter 2 

Peculiar Is an Understatement 

 

orning came and it was time for Richard to once again, 
prepare for work. Richard felt strange when he woke 
up. Nothing felt right. He couldn’t quite put his finger 

on it. Even after he had a nice long stretch in bed, he just could not 
shake the feeling off. Richard entered the bathroom and felt that 
everything looked odd. 

Man, maybe I should have skipped a drink or two last night. I don't 
know; I don't feel drunk. I didn’t come home drunk. Maybe I can 
walk this feeling off. 

Everything appeared vaguely different to Richard that morning, from 
the sunlight to the color of the walls. Something was off. The aura and 
sensations of everyday things affected him differently. The air that 
would normally circulate on and around his body seemed to permeate, 
hitting his very inner being. The sun's light entering the room seemed 
intensified; its glow almost seemed alive. His every footstep felt as if 
he was being carried by an escalator. Time itself seemed altered. 

Maybe I need to eat. Speaking of which, where is breakfast? And 
where is Mark? Richard went downstairs. 

M 
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“Serene!.. Serene! Where are you?” He didn’t bother to look in the 
bed since it was normal for her to wake before him. 

Richard walked to a nearby within the room and collapsed into it. 
Taking a brief but intent moment to study and survey his 
surroundings. Wondering what may be the cause behind him feeling 
strange and the subtle, but noticeable difference in his surroundings. 
“Gotta get back up,” he said to himself, lightly groaning as he lifted 
himself from the chair.  

Since the day they got married, Serene always had Richard's breakfast 
and orange juice waiting for him when he woke up. The smell was like 
a second alarm clock for him. That morning though, Richard didn’t 
smell the aroma of his morning meal. Combined with the fact that he 
was already feeling strange, he instantly became worried. What was 
worse, he didn’t see his beloved son Mark. Confused and worried, 
Richard went back upstairs to search for his wife and son. 

“Serene? Serene?” shouted Richard, running his hands through his 
dark brown hair. 

“Yes, Richard, I'm in the bathroom,” Serene called. 

Serene was an effortlessly beautiful woman, age thirty-four. She was 
gentle, nurturing and calm; it seemed like nothing ever annoyed her. 
Her skin resembled ivory, with hues of peach, in its full maturity. 

“Where is Mark? Aren't you supposed to be getting him ready for 
school?” 

“I know, I know. It's just… I can't quite put my finger on it. I just 
feel...strange. It's not a sickly feeling, just an odd one. It took so 
much effort just to turn the faucet on, and I mean a lot of effort. It 
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was almost as if I passed right through the knob,” said Serene as her 
ocean blue eyes gazed into the bathroom mirror. 

Hearing this, Richard felt even more uneasy. 

“It's strange you say that; I feel the exact same way. It looks like I'm 
going to be late for work. I overslept by almost an hour. My real 
concern is Mark. Where is he?” 

Serene raised her eyebrows as she rubbed her eye wearily. “I don't 
know; maybe he’s still asleep.” 

Mark was Serene and Richard's only child. A bright young kid despite 
only being six years of age, Mark knew to avoid dangerous situations at 
all cost. He knew the dangers of walking off with strangers or leaving 
the house alone. Knowing he had the comprehension of such things, 
Mark's parents had great reason to be worried. 

Richard and Serene desperately searched their three-story home for 
Mark. But, after quite some time, they came up empty. 

“Oh God, this can't be good.” Richard rubbed his head anxiously. 
“Mark! Mark!” 

They searched their home from top to bottom; there was still no sign 
of Mark anywhere. 

“This isn’t good. We've checked everywhere. I think it's time we 
called the police.” 

Richard went into the living room to grab his coat and realized he left 
his cell phone at work. He punched the wall. Dammit...what now? 

Richard was very protective of his wife and son and due to previous 
events. Richard was forced to disconnect the landline phone service 
because they kept receiving phone calls from strangers. Of course, 
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there were the usual phone scammers that everyone received. But, 
one day, Serene got a call from someone who said they knew her but 
refused to tell her who they were. Despite her numerous pleads for 
the individual to identify themselves, they refused to. As a result, 
Richard felt it was best to take this precautionary measure for the 
time being until he could get to the bottom of it. 

Richard punched the wall again. This is all my fault...This couldn't have 
come at a worse time. Richard and his wife lived in a gated community 
where many of their neighbors also work in law enforcement. Even 
though law enforcement doesn’t pay exceptionally well, Richard was 
able to move his family there because his father left him a lot of money 
when he died. Despite the comfort and security, he still chose to be 
extremely careful. 

By this point, they had already checked every part of the home, 
including Mark's room. Still, there was no sign of Mark anywhere, 
and their concern only escalated. 

He cursed under his breath and clasped his hands behind his head. “I 
just realized I left my phone at work on the charging station. We can't 
even use our landline, due to those imbeciles calling our home damn 
near every other night... dammit! Mark could be in trouble and hurt 
somewhere.” 

“No, don't say things like that. I'm sure Mark is okay.” Serene 
placed a hand on Richard's cheek, trying to calm him despite being 
worried herself. “Think positive; we will find him.” 

* * * 

Down at the Welder Ville police station, Richard's colleagues were 
getting concerned as well. Though no one was more concerned than 
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his best friend Garett. For Richard to be late, let alone not show up 
at all, was extremely unusual. 

“Richard has never been late, not once in all these years,” said 
Corporal Maribel. “I don’t care that he’s late; but he could’ve called 
to let us know.” 

“Yeah, I know.” Garett leaned against his desk. “This isn’t like 
him.” 

“Coffee anyone?” Officer Chanel asked. “Let’s stay calm. I’m sure 
everything’s fine. Maybe he had something to do concerning his 
family. We should be hearing from him soon I’m sure.” 

Garett smiled at the offer. “I'll take some coffee; thank you.” 

“Garett, don't you and Richard usually hang out after work for 
drinks?” 

“Yeah, last night we had a drink or two, but I'm sure Richard wasn’t 
drunk when we left the bar. I made sure of that. He was able to drive 
home. If I was worried, I would have dropped him off myself. This 
is strange; I’m worried.” 

“How about someone just give his cell phone a call?” Chanel 
suggested. 

“Good idea,” responded Garett. “I'll give him a call.” 

Despite his continuous efforts, no one picked up Richard's phone. At 
this point, everyone in the office started to worry. 

“Come on, come on...pick up, Richard.” Garett's leg bounced 
nervously under his desk. He gathered his colleagues to give them 
the bad news. “I tried to call again and again, but there was no 
answer. I checked my office phone log to see if he tried to reach us. 
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I even tried to call their landline and still nothing. How about you 
guys?” 

Officer Chanel shook her head. “Unfortunately, nothing on my end. 
How about looking in his office? Maybe he left his phone there.” 

“Good idea.” 

* * * 

Back at Richard's house, he and Serene continued their search for 
Mark. 

“His book bag, his coat, his boots, everything is still here,” Richard 
said. “He couldn't have left the house. It's freezing outside, so he 
wouldn't have wandered off on his own. Dammit! All I had was one 
duty as a father and that was to be a protector, and I failed!” 

“No, Richard. This isn’t your fault. We don’t know what’s 
happened. Don't think the worst. I have to believe Mark is all right.” 

Serene's words of reassurance calmed Richard's nerves a bit, though 
he was still flustered. 

“Maybe you're right, but we’ve checked everywhere I can think of. I 
have to go out and look for him.” 

* * * 

Mark was in a dark and cold place. Shaken and scared, he called out 
for his mom and dad. Mark had covered himself with a large dusty 
sheet in an attempt to find comfort in a place of darkness. 

“Mom...Dad...I'm scared,” Mark said to himself under his breath. 
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As Mark hid behind the large dusty sheet, he heard rattling, banging 
and what sounded like running water. His heart beat with terror. 
Mark should have gotten up and ran, but he was paralyzed with fear. 
He heard faint voices around him. At one point, he could have 
sworn he heard his name being called. 

“Mom...Dad...,” he whispered to himself through sobs. 

* * * 

Richard nervously fidgeted his hands but put on a brave face. “I'm 
going outside to look for Mark. Maybe a neighbor down the street 
will let me use their phone to call for help from the station.” 

Serene's delicate hands reached out to Richard. “Do you want to at 
least put your coat on?” 

“Being cold is the least of my worries,” Richard remarked with a 
little more attitude than he intended. Gently, he held her by the 
fingertips. “Sorry…” 

Richard stormed towards the door in a hurry, but when he tried to 
leave, the door would not open. 

“What the...what in in the world? What’s up with this door?” 

“Maybe it's the cold outside. We just had a snowstorm a few days ago, 
maybe some of the ice has lodged itself in between the door.” 

“No, that can't be it. Yesterday, I came in and out without any 
problems. Damn! Damn! What is going on? First, I wake up feeling 
like crap and now Mark is gone. What could I have done to deserve 
any of this? I help everyone out and this is the karma I get in return, 
just great.” 
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Serene took a deep breath. “I'll look around the house a little more 
while you try to get the door unlocked.” 

Richard clenched his jaw and stormed to the opposite side of the 
house. Maybe the back door will open. The knob twisted and turned; 
but as with the front door, it showed no sign of opening. Enraged, he 
lowered his shoulder and readied it before charging. “Open dammit, 
open!” His chest heaved in and out as his nostrils flared. Walking 
backwards, he continued to stare down the door. He charged once 
more. “Ahhhhh!” Nothing. The door merely produced a slight bang 
as his body rammed into it but showed no signs of opening. 

* * * 

The detective unit was still on edge about Richard not showing up or 
calling the unit. It had been nearly two hours. The department knew 
they had to do something, fast. 

Garett nervously played with his stubble. “I just checked Richard's 
office and it turns out he left his cell phone here.” Garett sighed as he 
looked at Richard's phone. “Weird. Richard always makes sure to carry 
his phone; I can't remember the last time I called, and he didn't have it 
with him.” 

Chanel offered. “Maybe I can go out to his residence to check up on 
him. I'll let you guys know if I find anything.” 

Garett put down his coffee with a thud. “No, Chanel, you stay. I'll go. 
I'm more familiar with Richard's family. You showing up 
unexpectedly at their door may make them uneasy.” 

“Okay, Major.” 
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As Garett drove out to Richard's house, he wondered what could have 
happened and hoped he didn’t discover the worst-case scenario. Garett 
had an uneasy feeling in his stomach; he tried his best to imagine the 
best, but that uneasiness would not go away. Garett changed the radio 
station to positive tunes to help his mood, but that did little to help. He 
finally settled on turning the radio off, as the sound of nothingness was 
enough for him. 

Richard...Richard, please be okay. Just last night we were out 
having a good time. I don't know what's happened, but I'll find out 
soon. I'm sure you’re okay. 

* * * 

In the darkness, little Mark remained paralyzed by terror. Huddled 
under the dusty sheet, he heard banging and rattling once more. At that 
moment, Mark's fight or flight response wanted to kick in, but his fear 
was fighting against it. 

“Mom! Dad!” said Mark, sobbing. He continued to hear faint voices 
all around him in this state of darkness. It was getting colder and the 
darkness showed no sign of retreating. 
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Chapter 3 

No One Else Was Fit for It 

 

s Garett got closer to Richard's residence, a mixture of 
emotions settled in. Maybe he'll discover that Richard was 
actually safe and sound. Or... Garett refused to consider 

the “or.” He'd been a detective for years and had encountered the 
worst of the worst; he was almost immune to it. But, as he’ll soon 
find out, he could never fully prepare himself for what he was about 
to discover. 

When he reached Richard's house, he stuck his head out the window 
to get a better look. I see his car parked up front, so that's a good 
sign. Richard, Richard, why must you always worry me so much. 
Garett grinned thinking about his old friend’s antics. 

“Man, I knew I shouldn't have let Richard have that extra drink. He 
wasn't wasted when we left the bar. I guess it kicked in when he got 
home. I'm totally going to get Richard back for that 'pillow pie' joke 
he always brings up,” he said to himself. 

Garett parked and approached the front door. His nostrils widened as he 
took a deep breath to ease any anxiety. “Okay, here it goes,” he said 

A 
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before knocking. Placing his ear to the door, he continued to knock, 
awaiting a response. 

He couldn’t hear anything from the other side of the door. He looked 
around but only noticed a female passerby walking her golden 
retriever. 

He tried knocking again. Come on, answer. Answer Richard, please. 
He stood at the door for quite some time waiting for an answer, but to 
his dismay, it didn't come. Ok, maybe they are all just still asleep, y-
yea, that's it, they are still asleep. Despite his attempts to imagine the 
best outcome, he could not help but to imagine the possibility that 
something bad could have happened. 

Garett, remembering that they always hid a spare key, knelt and 
lifted the door mat. “Got it!” he said as he held up the spare keys in 
triumph. 

Trying to make light of everything, Garett remarked, “Sorry to do this, 
guys. Please don't let me see anything embarrassing that I may never be 
able to un-see.” Garett turned the key a couple of times before finally 
getting the door open. He stuck his head inside, “Richard!.. Serene!” 
There was no response. He put both hands to his mouth to amplify his 
calls. “Richard!.. Serene!” he called out once more. “Richard! Richard! 
Buddy, are you there? Richard!” 

Garett called his friend's name for another minute or two before 
deciding it was time to go in. 

“Richard!” He fidgeted with his trench coat. Dammit, Richard. 

He walked around the house slowly. A few things were peculiar. 
Objects were turned over, he heard water running somewhere in the 
house, and he noticed that the phone was disconnected. 
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“Richard! Serene! Anyone here? Man, where are these guys? This is 
not good. I better call the department and let them in on what I’ve seen 
so far.” Garett reached for his cell phone. “Hey, Chanel? Hi, yes. I’m at 
Richard's; his car is parked in front. So I know for sure he got here 
safely after last night. I rang the doorbell for some time, and no one 
came to the door, so I found a spare key and let myself in. I see no 
signs of anyone, not Richard, his wife, or his son. I'll continue to look 
around and update you guys periodically.” 

“Roger that, Major,” Officer Chanel responded. “If you find 
anything that you need assistance with, do not hesitate to reach out 
to us.” 

He rubbed his temples with his unoccupied hand in an attempt to 
ward off a headache. “Got it, thanks.” 

* * * 

Richard and his wife Serene were in the basement looking for Mark 
when they heard something. 

Richard held one finger out towards Serene. “Shhhh, honey, do you 
hear that? I think someone is upstairs, listen.” 

Both Serene and Richard stretched their necks towards the basement 
stairs with open ears. 

Afraid, Serene cupped her mouth as she stared into Richard's eyes. 
She whispered. “Honey, I hear it.” 

Gritting his teeth, Richard continued to peer up the basement stairs. “I'll 
go check it out. Maybe it’s Mark. If not, I will snap whoever it is in two 
with my bare hands.” 
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As Richard left the basement in a hurry to see who, or what was in 
their home, Garett was making his way into the living room closet. 

Richard quietly began to walk up the basement stairs. With dilated 
eyes, he peered around the door. “Where is he...” He walked to the 
living room quietly, his jaw clenched. Come out you piece of shit. 
To his surprise, there was no one there. He made his way up to the 
second floor. 

Exiting the living room closet, Garett's gut instinct told him to check 
the basement. 

Garett wiped the sweat from his forehead. “Richard! Serene! Mark! 
Are you down there?” Suddenly, he heard what sounded like a 
voice. 

Quickly, Garett stormed down the basement stairs. Hyperventilating, 
he nearly tripped and fell on the last stair. What the hell is Mark 
doing down here by himself. 

In a state of confusion, Serene turned and smiled toward Garett. 
“Garett, thank goodness you’re here. This whole day has been so 
strange…” she paused as she noticed Mark peeking out from under a 
sheet. “Oh, Mark, thank goodness! Why didn’t you come out when 
we called sweetheart? We were looking all over for you.” When 
Mark didn’t respond, Serene turned toward Garett, “Garett, why 
isn’t he answering?” 

To her surprise, Garett completely ignored her as he tried to find the 
light switch. 

“Let me help you,” she said as she got to her feet. 
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She reached out to grab the switch, but no matter how much she 
tried, she could not get a hold of it. Fortunately, Garett managed to 
find the switch. 

Garett looked around frantically. “Mark, Mark,” he called out. He 
continued to look about until he saw a small figure huddled in the 
corner of the basement with what seemed to be a dusty old sheet. 

Mark was still completely immobilized by fear. He peeked out 
earlier when he heard footsteps coming down the stairs but hid again 
as he heard them approaching. He could hear a chain swinging 
vigorously in the air somewhere in his vicinity; the terror was too 
much. At that point, Mark let out a scream loud enough to send a 
shock wave through anyone in the area. 

Serene knelt before her son, shocked, “Mark...” 

Garett pulled the blanket from Mark before wrapping his arm 
around him. “Mark! Mark! I'm here, it's okay, it’s okay,” he said as 
he cradled him. “What happened? Where are your mom and dad?” 

As all of this was happening, Serene was reassuring Mark that 
everything was okay. Serene nervously fidgeted her hands as they 
shut and close. “My son! My son! Oh God...” Her blues eye stared at 
Mark as the tears flow. “Mark, my baby, everything will be okay. 
Wait here for mommy.” After reassuring her son with words of 
kindness and comfort, she rushed upstairs to let Richard know that 
Garett was in the basement with Mark. 

Her long hair flowed as she looked nervously about. “Richard! 
Garett is downstairs with Mark in the basement!” 

Relieved, Richard followed Serene to the basement. We checked the 
basement over a hundred times and didn’t see Mark. And Garett? 
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But how? Why is he here? He must have been worried that I didn't 
reach out to the department or show up at work today. 

In the basement, Garett was talking to Mark, trying to find out what 
exactly was happening. 

Garett placed both hands on Mark's shoulders as his voice trembled. 
“Mark! I need you to talk to me. Where are your mom and dad? I 
need you to tell me!” Garett closed his eyes and recomposed 
himself. 

Mark continuously shook his head, clearly anxious. “Upstairs.” His 
amber eyes looked at Garett. 

From the look he saw in Mark's eyes, Garett knew whatever the 
outcome was, it wouldn’t be good. 

“Okay, Mark, you stay right here, you hear me?” 

“Okay.” 

Garett stormed up the basement stairs. As he was rushing through 
the house, Richard, and Serene ran across him. 

“Garett! Garett! What's going on?” screamed Serene and Richard 
loudly. But their cries fell on deaf ears. 

Garett reached the top of the stairs where he headed to the bathroom. 
He looked about the bathroom confused. “Why is the bathroom water 
running? Where are they? This isn’t good.” He hurried into Richard 
and Serene's bedroom. 

“Richard! Serene!” Garett called out, turning his head in every 
direction. 

As he approached their bed, a sense of dread and doom overtook 
him. Garett saw a large, thick blanket over the bed. As he walked 
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towards it, time slowed. The nine seconds it took to reach the bed 
and pull back the sheets felt like an eternity. Garett noticed a 
handgun wedged between the large wrinkles of the blanket. Not just 
any handgun, Richard's service arm. Garett's heart stopped for a 
moment as he saw the 40caliber. Garett lifted the sheets and found 
the lifeless bodies of Richard and Serene. His body froze and chills 
ran up and down his frame; tears instantly filled his eyes. His hands 
trembled. It was as if all life had left his legs. Yet, somehow, some 
way, he remained standing. He stared mournfully at his best friend 
and his wife's lifeless bodies. 

Richard and Serene were confused. Why was Garett completely 
ignoring them? 

Richard threw his hands in the air, his sandy complexion flushed. 
“What the hell? I tell you, this day cannot get any stranger. My best 
friend is in my home without me knowing and now he completely 
ignores me. Serene, you go in the basement to keep an eye on Mark, 
and I'll see what's going on.” 

Serene made her way back to the basement to comfort her son. 

“Oh, Mark, we have been looking all over for you,” said Serene as 
she rushed towards him in an attempt to embrace him. Her arms and 
body went entirely through Mark; what's worse was that he didn’t 
reach out in return to hug her back. “What in the...wha––wha––what 
is going on?” cried Serene. She stumbled backwards. She looked at 
her body as she wailed. “Mark! Mark! Talk to me! What is going 
on?” 

Richard had finally reached the second story. He saw Garett's back 
turned towards him while looking over their bed. He stormed 
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towards Garett. You're going to have a lot of explaining to do, 
buddy. 

“Garett! Hey!.. Hey! I don't know what your problem is, but you 
have crossed the line!” 

As Richard reached out to grab Garett's arm, something caught his 
attention. A hand was dangling from the bed. Richard slowly pulled 
his hand away from Garett and walked around the bed. Then, he saw 
it. His lifeless body lying next to his wife's. 

Richard's mouth dropped. “What in God's name...” 

He glanced up at his best friend's face only to see tears flowing 
profusely. Garett collapsed in a nearby chair. Serene's body was 
lying lifeless in a pool of blood under the thick blue blanket. 

“Sereeeeene! Sereeene!” Richard almost forgot that lying next to her 
lifeless body was that of his own. He reached out to embrace her, 
but his arms went through her motionless body. 

Serene heard Richard's intense wailing, wailing she had never heard 
in all her years of marriage with him. She rushed upstairs to see 
what happened, running as fast as she possibly could. A mix of 
emotions soon filled the home. 

Her delicate face perspired as her mouth trembled. “Richard! What's 
going on?” Serene entered the room. Richard was kneeling before 
the two bodies in their bed. Her eyes peered towards them. She 
slowly walked to the bed as her mind tried to rationally make sense 
of the irrational. “What in the world; who are those people in our 
bed?” As she walked towards the bed, she glanced over and noticed 
Garett. He had stopped crying; as he sat with no emotion on his face. 
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Her husband was kneeling before the two bodies. Serene made her 
way to the bed. 

The gravity of the situation finally set in. Her eyes widened then 
they relaxed. Her chest heaved up and down as her mouth tremored. 
She reached out to her dead body. “Is...is...That me? Richard? What 
is going on? Please! Tell me what is going on here!” 

Hearing Serene's voice again after what felt like an eternity, Richard 
immediately stood up and gave Serene the most passionate hug she 
had ever felt during their time together. 

He wailed uncontrollably; his eyes reddened with grief. “Oh God, I 
don't know, I don't have any answers. Why this is happening, I don't 
know.” 

Serene shook her head; refusing to believe what was taking place. 
“Richard...Richard...th—those are our bodies. We, we are...dead?” A 
calm breeze flowed through the room window as she stood in silence. 

Richard continued to hug Serene without saying a word, relishing the 
fact that he was holding his wife in his arms once more. For the next 
two hours, Serene and Richard consoled each other in a state of 
complete silence, accepting the fact that the two of them had left the 
earthly realm. 

Garett sat in absolute silence. The tears which refused to stop 
descending were the only sign that his mind and soul still registered 
the reality of the situation. The police department, on numerous 
occasions, tried to reach Garett. His mental state seemed to have 
made him oblivious to everything around him. 
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