
CHAPTER SIX 

First came a pounding headache, the same kind as waking in the morning after too many gin 

and tonics, but without the parched throat and a comforter stretched over her entire body. The 

cold rocky ground sent a chill through her torn trouser suit, and she had lost a sandal. She gulped 

and forced her eyelids open. 

Total blackness cocooned her. She patted the loose stones to her sides while attempting to 

focus on anything that might give a clue to her location and fate. 

A crackle echoed in the distance, like the static sound an old vinyl makes before spinning to 

the first track. 

A metallic stench filled the air. 

Her ribs ached from where somebody had grabbed her. 

Memories crystalized in her mind. 

It had all happened so fast. Boarding the train to the strains of classical music, champagne 

corks popping in the car, and the high spirits of the passengers on the inaugural run. Then the 

savage halt, throwing everyone out of their seats. The power cut. Total darkness. Glass 

shattering. So many screams. So much . . . 

Strong hands had ripped her into the dark tunnel and carried her at speed. She thrashed her 

body, attempting to break free from the powerful grip, until the final memory of turning her head 

as the tunnel wall raced toward her face. 

The vivid recollections sent a chill down her spine. Whoever attacked the train had used 

overwhelming speed and force. She had no idea how long she had been unconscious or if help 



was coming. Survival for her and the ten-week-old fetus in her womb was the only immediate 

goal. 

Footsteps crunched over the stones toward her. 

She bolted up stiffly and her heartrate spiked. 

“Stay away from me,” she shouted into the darkness. “What the hell do you want?” 

Nobody replied. 

She shuffled away on her backside, but a muscly arm rushed out of the gloom and pinned her 

shins against the ground. She kicked out. Her remaining wedge-heeled sandal connected with 

something solid and unmoving. The arm slid up her legs and applied excruciating downward 

force on her thighs. 

An acrid breeze invaded her nostrils. 

“Get the fuck off me!” she screamed as she leaned up and swung a fist at her attacker. It was 

like punching solid rock, and clearly it didn’t faze this person in the slightest. She struggled 

harder, but hands grabbed her shoulders and forced them against the stones. 

A hulking figure towered over her in the darkness. 

Hot saliva dripped onto her neck. 

She had to think of something. Anything to get away. Anything at all . . . 

She had nothing. 

A single finger, with a long dirty nail, prodded against her shirt. 

The pressure increased against her shoulders and thighs, driving her against the hard ground. 

She didn’t have the strength to match this power. 

Tears streamed down the sides of her face and her chest heaved. 

The dirty fingernail sliced off her shirt buttons one by one and parted the material. 



She gasped, reached back, and grabbed a thick pair of forearms. No amount of trying moved 

them an inch. 

“Wh-what do you want from me?” 

The fingernail jabbed into her stomach and spiraled around her belly button like a corkscrew, 

scraping off a layer of skin. The pain was so sharp, so intense, she was shocked to the point of 

muteness. But while her voice wouldn’t work, her body still responded, and she struggled again 

to free herself, twisting sideways enough that her cell phone dug into her hip. 

The fingernail tapped her stomach three times and circled again, peeling away another layer 

of flesh, as if it were strip-mining into her body. 

As if it were digging right for her unborn child . . . 

She reached into her pants pocket, fished out her phone, and hit the unlock button. 

A faint glow brightened the immediate space and the massive figure rushed away. 

“What the hell do you want?” she cried, as a trickle of blood dripped down her belly. She got 

no answer. 

Closing up her shirt as much as she could, she pressed the material against her wound, 

hoping to stanch the bleeding. Not wanting to turn the light away from the tunnel, lest her 

attacker come back, she nevertheless risked flipping her phone over only to see “NO SERVICE.” 

She quickly angled its face upward with her trembling hand, casting light outward once more, 

this time at the ceiling of a cave. 

To her right, the shadow of a figure moved beyond a dark circular entrance. 

A smaller hole to her left had enough space for her to squeeze through, though not enough 

for her much larger captor to give chase. She didn’t hesitate and rolled onto her front and started 

crawling on her hands and knees. Using every ounce of strength—and ignoring the phantom 



sensation of those strong hands grabbing her calves and dragging her back—she made it inside 

the cave. 

Her moment of safety was quickly destroyed when footsteps crunched toward her again and 

stopped at the mouth of the hole. She struggled to move deeper, the pain in her stomach 

amplified by it being scraped across the ground, when something razor sharp reached in and 

sliced through her sandal’s heel. With a shriek she wriggled her foot free and pushed deeper 

inside, grabbing the outcrops and hauling herself forward. 

The walls widened into a tunnel and the crackling grew louder. She rose to a crouch, 

extended her arm, and angled the phone to illuminate her path. 

Debris littered the ground: A clay pipe. Musket balls. A crumpled stovepipe hat. Shards of 

pottery. Rust-speckled tin toys. A faded family photograph. It was like a museum had exploded 

down here, and her brain whirled, trying to figure out what was going on. The only things that 

made sense were her inner dread, the gruesome cut on her belly, and the burning desire to escape 

from wherever her attacker had taken her. 

The space opened out into another cave, and she edged back, not wanting to enter an area 

where she could be grabbed for another round of torture. She strained to hear anything above the 

crackle, and while she waited, the events finally sunk in. No signs of any other passengers. The 

probable mayhem in the city and the Pavilion when it dawned that they were under attack. The 

reactions of her family and friends. 

Total chaos. 

A scraping sound came from behind, growing louder by the second. 

Somebody small enough had followed her inside the tunnel, which is when it dawned on her. 

Nowhere was safe. 



She scrambled to her feet and advanced deeper into the cave. She was running blindly now, 

the faint light on her phone enough to see just barely ahead of her, but she had no choice. Ahead 

of her was darkness, but behind her was a nightmare. She just had to keep moving for— 

A heavy weight battered her right shoulder, and she dropped to her knees. Her phone 

cartwheeled across the ground and landed facedown, plunging her back into total darkness. 

Hot breath brushed her ear. 

Arms clamped around her chest and flipped her over forcefully, and the dirty fingernail 

corkscrewed into her flesh once again. 

She knew nobody would hear her scream. 

But she screamed anyway, until her lungs emptied, until her throat was raw. 

She screamed, and screamed, and screamed. 

 


