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Dedication 

To all the Emma Lenfords out there; Gracie Hart would be proud. 



Kidnapee 

"Stella, stop!" I screeched out. "Stop!" 
I reached out, seized her by her shoulders, and shook her body back and forth in 

front of me. I watched her as she finally ceased her frantic screaming and glared her 
red, tear-stained eyeballs right into mine, which were probably just about as blackened 
with concern as hers. 

"But," Stella began to whine at me. "What do we do?"  
Okay, now I should probably slow myself down and catch you up with what the hell 

is actually going on.  
First, since my outing with Stella Anderson at Fiona Pindell's house party last 

weekend went so well, Stella proposed that we try another excursion one-on-one, just 
the two of us. I didn't want to. But she insisted... incessantly.  

So, when the next Friday evening came around, Stella decided to pick me up in her 
nice little "retro" green slug-bug (retro to Stella apparently means anything older than a 
mere eight years of age), drove the two of us to this tiny and usually deserted park area 
next to Green Lake (though, ironically, its water is actually much more yellow in tint and 
is notoriously known by every other county around for having the highest number of 
tampons removed from it every spring, supposedly the highest number in the state... 
what the actual count last spring was, I'm not sure, but rumor has it the year before that 
a record high of 566 tampons were removed from the water), and, since it was proving 
to be such a surprisingly warm day for early March (I mean, 50 degrees Fahrenheit!), 
we got some ice cream blizzards from the local DQ and decided to take a stroll 
alongside the infamous lake.  

And then the conversation went something like this: 
"Oh, Emma, this is so nice! Why didn't we ever do anything together before 

the... you know." (—Stella.) 
"Wow, Stella, I don't know..." (—Me, slightly sarcastically, though I don't think Stella 

ever picked up on the tone in my voice.) "Maybe because we've pretty much hated and 
avoided each other's company for about ten years or so now."  

Stella: "Oh, no, Emma, I never hated you!" (I recall I looked the opposite direction of 
her to roll my eyes and shove a dripping glob of fudge-flavored heaven into my mouth 
before she went on.) "I don't hate anybody..." 

Me, butting in quietly before she continued even further: "Yeah, I've heard that one 
before."  

Stella, ignoring my remark: "I mean, yeah, we might have had our differences and 
everything in the past... but we're older and smarter now, right?"  

"Sure." (—Me.) 
Stella: "Oh, well, it's all behind us now... and so is the last few of our... 'incidences', 

right? I mean... school and the party and everything..." 
Me, after devouring the final remnants of my chocolate ice cream: "Yeah... and, I 

don't know about you, but I'm really done with boys right about now."  
And then, of course, we both comfortably laughed, right before... well, okay, here's 

what happened.  
First, there was a scream. Not from either of us, no... from some lady (from what it 

sounded like, though, I guess it could also have been mistaken for a duck call or 



something of that nature) behind both of us. So, naturally, we both spun around to see 
what was up, right? And then... bam.  

This very elderly woman with typical short gray hair curled via, probably, hot rollers, 
a baggy blue and white striped sweater that hung down to her wrinkly old knees, which 
were not clothes by pants of any kind, and a pair of fuzzy bunny slippers which seemed 
to once actually be white but had become caked with dirt from... well, probably wearing 
them outside, came charging at the two of us. And then she pounced onto Stella and 
physically knocked her down to the dirt path beneath our feet. And Stella screamed out, 
and then I screamed out, and then the lady emitted another one of the duck call 
sounds.  

So, after that, I thought WWMCD?, right? And so then I threw my (thankfully 
already) finished ice cream cup down and jumped onto this crazy old lady's back. And I 
yelled out, "Get off her!" and reached around to slap my hands onto the woman's saggy 
face, but then she brought her elbow backward and stabbed me directly in the side of 
the throat with it. And, oh god, that really hurt... so then I let go of her and slid off her 
back to land onto my own on the ground beside her.  

And then I looked over at Stella, who was now suddenly extremely quiet, and 
realized that she was actually unconscious. So, of course, I screamed out in terror as 
the old woman stepped back from her, and then brought myself back to my feet as she 
turned to me. And then I saw her come at me with this gross, dripping wet yellow cloth 
that, at first, I thought she just dunked in the tampon water, but then thought twice about 
it when I realized she was aiming to shove it right at my mouth. Before she could do 
that, though, I somehow snatched it away, and then I chucked it toward the lake, though 
it only landed a few feet away from where we were.  

"Fetch," I remember mumbling to her as she made a weird grumbling sound and 
turned to run toward where it rested by the lakeside. And then, as she rushed away 
from me, I turned and squatted down beside Stella, who was still unresponsive, face-up 
atop the earth.  

And I yelled at her to wake up so we could go and I recall slapping the sides of her 
cheeks a bit, but then I felt that stupid lady jump onto my back.  

"Get off, crazy bitch!" I remember shouting the most vividly out of everything as I 
attempted to shake her off of me.  

But, of course, I couldn't get rid of her, and then, before you know it, that damn 
nasty cloth was smothering my nose and mouth.  

And then... well, I guess whatever it was doused with knocked me out, just like it 
apparently did to Stella, and then I woke up in this old, smelly basement to Stella's 
ceaseless screaming. 

So, back to where we previously were... 
"But," Stella whined. "What do we do?" 
I kept my hands on her shoulders and studied her face full of fear for a 

long, long second.  
"Well, that... that's a good question," I mumbled out.  
I slid my hands back to myself as Stella began to let out a loud, whimper-y cry.  
"Oh boy..." I continued to whisper, now taking a second to glance around at my 

surroundings more in-depth than I had when I first awoke.  



I took note of the super sketchy wooden staircase against the far wall on my right, 
the completely cement paneling behind it as well as an exact replica of the concrete 
covering every other wall in the approximately 15 by 25 square foot room, the white but 
considerably dusty and dirt covered refrigerator standing against the wall behind Stella's 
back, the two slits of shallow windows, though both too close to the ceiling and too out 
of reach to look out of, high up on the wall to my left, the two large cardboard boxes 
sitting next to one another, each closed up for the moment, and the stack of about 
seven or eight spiderweb encrusted buckets beside them all in front of the wall behind 
my own back.  

"Lord..." I muttered as I took my observations on every object and detail of the 
partially empty room.  

"E—E—E—Emma," Stella stuttered out through her tears. I gazed back at her as 
she shook her head and wiped a few of them away with the sleeve of her thin blue 
sweatshirt. "I—I—I—I—I d—d—don't w—w—wanna d—d—d—die!"  

"Stella," I started, again, now grabbing firmly at her shoulders once more and 
piercing my gaze right into hers. "We are not going to d—" 

Before I could finish my affirmative statement, however, a loud creek echoed 
throughout the room and the 'i' sound that I intended to form turned into a much sharper 
'AH' one. Stella let out a very similar scream, also, and grabbed my hands away from 
her arms as we both snapped our heads into the direction of the wooden stairs across 
the room.  

I allowed my scream to fade away when I saw that the noise was actually the sound 
of that ridiculously abrasive old woman entering the room, though she both shut and 
locked the door behind herself to, I suppose, deter our thoughts of escaping soon after I 
caught gaze of her.  

Stella's scream turned even more slowly than mine into her new signature whiny cry 
as she squeezed my hands more tightly in front of her chest and took a step backward, 
forcing me to move alongside her.  

I stared silently at the woman as she began making her way ever-so-sluggishly 
down the staircase and, once she was about two steps from the floor, she spoke out to 
us in an eerily squeaky voice.  

"How are my kiddies today?" her voice echoed out, her tone very unnecessarily 
enthusiastic.  

Stella continued to cry while I watched the woman both slide the key she used to 
lock the door into the front of her (surprisingly existent and likely not large enough) bra 
and finally make it to the ground.  

"We..." I began to reply, feeling Stella's clutch tighten even more than it already was 
on me. "We've been better..." 

"Oh, look at my girls..." the woman went on, ignoring my statement as she stepped 
toward the two of us. "You just look so cute today!" 

She smiled through her nasty wrinkles, swerved to the right, and shuffled in the 
direction of the boxes and buckets at the back of the room.  

"You girls ready to have some fun?" she asked, again, very much too enthused for 
her own good.  

"No, actually," I responded. "I think we're good..." 



Stella let out a stronger cry, threw my hands down, and flung her arms around me, 
now bringing me into a closely uncomfortable hug. I kept my eyes on the old woman, 
though, and studied her backside as she bent over and began to open one of the 
cardboard boxes on the floor ahead.  

"Okay, Stella," I then whispered, turning my face to bring my mouth up to her ear. 
"Here's what we're gonna do... I'll tackle her down, and you get the key from her bra." 

Stella continued to whine as the woman began to rummage through whatever hard 
objects resided in that one box.  

"Okay?" I went on mumbling, now flickering my eyes toward Stella and giving an 
attempt at pushing myself away from her clutches, though she hurriedly pulled me back 
in and looked at me with tearstained cheeks.  

"E—E—E—Emma," she stuttered out, not actually very quietly at all. "I—I—I'm s—
s—s—s—sc—sc—sc—scared!"  

I narrowed my eyebrows at her and let out a soft hushing sound; however, it 
apparently wasn't soothing enough for Stella's taste, because she proceeded to scream 
out a sob and slowly lower herself to her knees, though, luckily enough for me, she slid 
her hands away from my body in the process.  

"Stella!" I loud-whispered, now stepping back a bit to look down at her as she 
literally sank into a puddle of sorrow on the cold, concrete ground.  

"Oh, girls, look at all these pretty toys I bought for you!" the demented woman 
shouted out, forcing me to spin around and hand my attention back to her as she 
suddenly heaved the box up to her waist, tilted it to its side, and dumped its complete 
contents onto the ground by her feet. I quickly scanned the variety of plastic children's 
toys that had once been held captive in the container as they each fell the floor with a 
loud clack or thrump, though I only took note of three decapitated, naked babydolls, a 
cracked blue frisbee seeming to be covered in webs once spun by spiders of whom 
were likely to be deceased as of probably ten years ago, and one red rubber duck, 
though red seemed not to be its original body color... all before I threw my gaze back at 
the old woman.  

I watched her turn her back to me and gently place the cardboard box back beside 
the other, untouched one.  

Now, I then had two options to pick from... One, I could have slinked down to the 
cold, dirty hard floor next to Stella and cry and scream and whine and kick until the 
crazy old woman put me out of my misery... or, choice number two, which I'm sure you 
all know me well enough by now to know what that certain option entailed and how very 
likely I was to choose it.  

So, yes, I picked option number two.  
Immediately, I gathered up all my energy and used it to shoot myself directly in the 

woman's direction. I scampered up to her back, then, and let out a soft grunt as I threw 
myself on top of it.  

"Oh!" she, eerily innocently, shouted out as I knocked her down to the ground 
below.  

"Let us out of here!" I screeched, now scurrying to sit myself on top of her backside, 
one leg on each side of her waist.  

"Erica, please, stop!" the woman yelped.  
I scrunched up my nose for the quickest moment at the back of her head.  



"I'm not Erica..." I mumbled, probably too softly for her to hear.  
Just then, though, she slapped her hands down on the concrete underneath herself 

and thrusted her back upward, catching me a little off guard and tossing me 
onto my back behind her.  

"Bad girl!" she screamed, now pulling herself up to her feet.  
I remained silent, then, as I hurried up to a stand as well behind her. She spun 

around at the same moment, and then I reached up to grab both of her wrists as she 
raised them in front of her chest.  

"Give me the key!" I shouted.  
"Why don't you love me, Erica!" the woman screamed back, her face turning to 

heavy emotion.  
"Just give me the key!" I reiterated.  
Right then, she snapped her arms down with a surprisingly great amount of force, 

making me release them promptly. Afterward, she threw one hand back, and then 
slapped it harshly across my left cheek.  

"Ow!" I spat out, throwing my hands up to my face as my head whipped to the side.  
"Bad girl, Erica!" the woman screamed, now suddenly grabbing my left shoulder and 

pushing it forcibly backward.  
"Stop!" I yelled, now stumbling to the side as an effect from her force.  
"Bad, bad girl!" she repeated.  
I turned back to her once I had caught my balance from falling, and then witnessed 

her rush into the direction of the staircase.  
"No!" I shouted, now sprinting right after her. I ran up to her backside, again, and 

then threw my arms around her waist. "You're not going anywhere!" 
"Bad, Erica, bad!" the woman continued to hiss.  
"Give me the key!" I repeated.  
I then attempted to pull her backward a few steps, but, as I did, she grabbed my 

hands and began to pry them away from her smelly old sweater.  
"Stop!" I screamed out as she successfully pulled my clutch off of herself.  
And, before I could do much of anything about it, she pulled my left hand up to her 

face, and then I felt a deep, sharp sting become suddenly delivered to the side of it.  
"Ah—" I sputtered out in pain as she slowly turned around in front of me to 

show her teeth sunken into my hand.  
I widened my eyes for a spilt second before she released her bite and smashed her 

hands into my shoulders, promptly pushing me aback. Unlike the last time she 
attempted to throw me down, though, she was actually successful.  

I threw my hands behind myself as I came crashing down to the cement, my 
buttocks catching the grunt of my fall. I watched the woman run around the edge of the 
stairs, and then began to stand myself up once more 

"Ow, ow, ow," I grumbled as I did so. After I was up, though, I tossed myself 
forward, and then whipped myself around the bottom of the staircase.  

"Stop!" I shouted, now trotting my way rushingly up the steps, my head kept down to 
focus on the stairs. "Don't you dare leave!" 

I heard a loud bang at the top, and then looked up as I stepped to see the woman 
fly through the open doorframe, slamming the door shut behind. As I looked, then, I 



stumbled a little bit on my feet, and in turn glanced downward once more. I continued to 
rush up to the top, though, and turned toward the closed wooden door once I got there.  

I threw my hands out to the doorknob and began frantically twisting it both left and 
right, though it was locked and didn't budge near enough to effectively open the exit-
way.  

"Let us out!" I screeched, now banging my hands flat against the center of the 
closed portal. "Get back here!" I slammed my hands into the door a few more times, and 
then returned them to jiggle the immovable handle. "Ah!" 

I screeched and screamed another minute or so, and then slapped the door one 
final time before falling to silence.  

Well... it would have been silence if it weren't for Stella's incorrigible, thundering 
whimpers echoing out from across the room.  

I brought my hands up to my hips, pursed my lips at the door for another moment, 
and then peeked my head over my shoulder to see Stella sitting on the floor, her back to 
the wall, and her forehead to her knees in the exact same place she had been when I 
last left her to unsuccessfully attack the mentally unstable ninety year old woman 
holding us hostage.  

I looked her over a moment, then turned to the right, trailed down the staircase, and 
stepped my way over to her side.  

"Stella, it's..." I began to push out as I slammed my back against the wall behind her 
and slide my body down to sit next to her left side. "It's... gonna be alright."  

I stretched my right arm out to wrap around her upper back.  
"B—B—But," Stella stuttered back, now raising her head from her legs. "W—W—

We're g—g—gonna..."  
She proceeded to crane her neck to face me and I nearly screeched out in horror at 

the amount of mascara and eyeliner smeared all over her countenance. I mean, it 
was everywhere... her cheeks, her lips, her forehead, up her nose, and even on her 
eyeballs; however that happens, I haven't got a clue, but it did.  

"D—D—D—D—D—D—D—" Stella endlessly mumbled, though I took the liberty of 
cutting her short before she could utter that damn word that I knew was coming.  

"Stella…" I slid my arm inward from her backside and grabbed at her shoulder. 
"We're not going to die!"  

She whimpered back at me a bit.  
"H—H—How d—d—do y—you kn—know t—t—t—t—t—" 
"Because," I spat out, again, before she could finish her whining. "I... I'm psychic, 

Stella, and I had a vision..." I squinted my eyes at her and sluggishly nodded. "I saw us 
both... on a pontoon... on Lake Michigan... drinking margaritas... and—" 

This time, Stella courageously stopped me short.  
"I—I... I h—hate b—boats, Emma!"  
I raised a brow at the sound of her first non-stuttered word this entire time.  
"A—And t—that's... n... n—not f—funny, Emma!" she went on, again pronouncing 

only my name with full comprehension. "I—I kn—know y—you're n—not a—a... ps—
psychic!"  

I stared at her finally drying tears for a moment while I thought of a reply to give 
back to her.  

"Only a psychic would know that," I commented.  



I watched her roll her eyes and look away.  
"Emma," she began, her voice suddenly so much more calm and stable and 

peaceful and understandable and tranquil. She glanced back at me as she finished her 
sentence. "Stop being such a whore-house in the mouth." 

I raised my brows at her.  
"Well," I responded, unable to hold back a slight smirk. "Only if you stop bringing out 

the bitch-beef from your teeth."  
Finally, Stella flashed a genuine smile at me.  
"Oh, Emma," she mumbled, glancing forward and throwing her head back to rest 

against the wall behind our backs. "Why... Why weren't we friends before now?" 
I leaned my back back as well.  
"You don't remember?" I questioned, softly. 
"No, I..." Stella began to reply, exchanging a quick glance with me. "I... I know we 

had our differences and... stuff, but... like, why?"  
I kept my eyes on her and narrowed my eyebrows, though she was now looking 

forward once again.  
"You told everyone I was a drug addicted prostitute, Stella," I reminded her.  
Stella shot me a look with her mouth half open.  
"I did not!" she spat. 
I crossed both my arms and my legs and rolled my eyes away from her.  
"When?" she decided to ask.  
"Middle school," I jumped to answer. "Seventh grade. Math class on a late fall day's 

afternoon, actually, to be precise. At least... that was the first time." 
I glanced back over at her as she squinted at me with some sort of unnecessary 

skepticism.  
"What did I... say?" she inquired.  
I searched her face for a second, opened my mouth to speak, but then trickled my 

eyes to the floor and thought a moment longer before actually saying anything.  
"Actually… it doesn't really matter, now." 
I pushed a clump of my (likely very greasy and dirty) umber-colored hair behind one 

ear and turned away from Stella for a short moment, specifically until she captured my 
attention by talking once more.  

"No," she said. "Tell me."  
I looked over at her anticipating physique and paused.  
"Well," I started, a short sigh following soon after. "To be exact... I recall you asked 

me whether or not I was planning on smoking a joint with my pimp daddy after 
school that evening."  

Stella raised one hand over her mouth and let out a strong giggle. I, however, 
maintained my composure and stared blankly back at her.  

"Wait, wait," she laughed out, now lowering her palm. "I said that? No, Emma, I 
don't think that was me..."  

"Um," I bumbled out. "But, it was, actually." 
She shook her head.  
"I don't think so," she stated. "I don't remember it; how do you remember that like 

that?" 



"Well, Stella," I answered, glancing down to my hands as I placed them atop my 
knees. "It was a pretty memorable and... truly touching thing to be told at twelve years 
old, so..." I gazed back up at her. "I also kind of have the memory of a... an elephant on 
stimulants and black market steroids, so..." I forged a smile. "There's that."  

Stella smiled back, also probably with one created by force, and then placed a hand 
on my shoulder nearest her.  

"Oh, Emma..." she trailed off, resting her eyesight on her hand for a second. "You're 
not a whore." She looked back up at me, smiled, again, and shook her head slightly. 
"And... it takes one to know one, right? And... well, we both know I'm not a whore!"  

Stella erupted in an almost scarily strained fit of laughter, though it was also a tad 
funny to watch in itself.  

"Oh, wow," I forced out with another smile. "That... That's a good one, Stella, thank 
you."  

"But, I..." she calmed down and relaxed her facial muscles. "I guess..." She stopped 
to look down at the floor between us. "There could be a... slight chance that... maybe... 
I could have said something... just a little bit like... like, mean or something to... to you."  

"It's okay, Stella..." I partially mumbled back to her as she carefully glanced back up 
at me. "You don't have to be a con-artist about it... I know all the stuff you said about 
me." I studied her as she silently bit her lip and flickered her mascara-melded eyelids 
back downward. "But I know I probably said a lot of... things about you, too." I paused 
and waited for her to look back up, but she didn't right away. "I mean, I... I can't really 
think of any off the top of my head... or at all, actually, but..." I looked her over once 
more, and then decided to reach my hands out to gently touch hers upon her lap, 
forcing her to finally return her attention to my expression. "Seriously, Stella, it's all okay 
now. I forgive you."  

Stella took a deep breath.  
"Yeah, I'm..." she almost inaudibly whispered. "I'm sorry, Emma..."  
She looked down at her lap as I slid my hands away from hers.  
"But," she went on, raising her voice to an almost more normal level of volume. 

"You could probably apologize, too, you know..." She gazed back at me and raised her 
brows. "For that time you and your stupid brothers egged my dad's old Lamborghini."  

I squinted at her and tilted my head to one side.  
"Um, Stella, sorry, but," I started. "A few things on that... first, I don't have any 

brothers, second, I've never egged anyone's car or house or... any possessions in my 
lifetime, and third... your dad has a Lamborghini?"  

Stella rolled her eyes away.  
"He had a Lamborghini, until it got egged..." she claimed, and then crossed her 

arms. 
I continued to squint at her.  
"But couldn't he just... clean the eggs off?" I asked.  
Stella literally dropped her jaw and turned back to me.  
"It was a Lamborghini, Emma!" she suddenly shouted.  
I jumped under my skin a bit at her abruptly loud statement, and then tried to relax 

my shoulders and continue the conversation.  
"Well, okay, Stella, but... it wasn't me, I swear."  



Stella narrowed her eyebrows at me, and then gradually guided her eyes toward the 
staircase on the far wall.  

"Then it was that one bitch..." she, after a moment or two of silence, muttered under 
her breath.  

I gave Stella a look over before piping up.  
"Um... what?"  
She snapped her head back to me.  
"If it wasn't you, then it was that one bitch..." She threw one hand up to rub over one 

eyebrow. "Ugh, what's her name?" 
"Wow, Stella, really wish I knew," I commented as she lost herself in thought, or 

something of the like.  
Stella turned her head forward and threw her palms up to her forehead.  
"She's with a new guy, like, every five minutes... and even her boyfriend doesn't 

care... his name is, like... Andy, or something, and... her name starts with a... a P, or 
maybe an M..." she hinted out-loud. 

I stared at Stella as she thought for another second... and then another... and then a 
few more... until it hit me.  

I mean, come on, she was literally quizzing my one area of expertise... gossip, 
secrets, and the deepest darkest reaches of every living soul that isn't mine. Every soul 
that isn't mine attending Central Talket County High School, that is.  

I threw my hands down to smack the floor beside my thighs.  
"Miranda Lively!" I yelled.  
"Thank you!" Stella shouted back, throwing her hands completely outstretched on 

either side of herself, one of her hands coming as close as, probably, .03 inches from 
slapping the side of my cheek bone as she did so. I looked the back of her hand over, 
then, as it resided directly in front of my face, greatly obscuring my vision of anything 
else in the room, Stella herself included, for just a second or two.  

"You're welcome..." I mumbled out.  
Stella gradually lowered her arms to her sides and leaned her head back a bit.  
"Ugh, she's so annoying..." she declared. "I mean..." She halted to roll her gaze to 

me. "I can't say that I actually hate anybody, Emma, but... that girl... I do kind of hate."  
I nodded at her before she rolled her neck, again, and continued.  
"I mean, I know I said it takes one to know one... but you don't have to be a super 

slut to know that she takes the top title in school whore."  
And then I did something I had never executed before in my entire seventeen-year 

life.  
I agreed with Stella Anderson.  
"She is," I started as Stella straightened her neck and glanced over at me yet again. 

"And she... she's like... the first slice in the loaf of bread, because... everyone just has to 
touch her, but nobody really wants her."  

Stella let out a good giggle, as did I, for about forty-five seconds or so. After that, 
the laughter died down, and Stella looked down at her feet.  

"But, if we get out of here," I began, though I quickly stopped to rethink my wording 
before continuing. "When we get out of here... we'll get her back, Stella, we will. " 

She turned back to me and narrowed her brows.  
"For what, though?" she asked.  



I gave her a blank stare momentarily.  
"For... egging your dad's car," I lowered my voice to respond.  
"Oh, yeah," Stella shot out, whipping her head to the other side once more.  
I looked the back of her stick-straight, platinum blonde hair over for a long, silent 

moment before she turned back to me and piped up once more.  
"Um, Emma," she began, her tone almost even lower than a whisper. "I... I have 

to... pee..."  
I raised an eyebrow at her.  
"Do you have to..." I tilted my head to the side a bit. "Right now?"  
"Yeah..." she answered, looking down yet again. "I've had to for a... a while now, 

and it... it kind of hurts, now..."  
I continued to stare at the side of her expression for a moment or two, and then took 

a quiet but deep breath.  
"Okay," I exhaled, and then placed my palms against the floor and pushed myself 

up to my feet. Once that was accomplished, I turned toward the stairs, walked both over 
to and up them, and then stopped in front of the bolted door at the very end of them.  

I pursed my lips for a second, and then slapped my hands against the center of it.  
"Hey!" I shouted out. "One of us... has to use the bathroom!"  
I pounded my palms into the barrier again... and then again... and then a few more 

times.  
"Hey! We need to use the bathroom! Hello!" I continued to yell.  
I paused to listen for any traces of any possible movements from the other side, but, 

of course, there were none.  
"Hey! Bathroom! Hey!" I screeched, now banging my fists against the door a hefty 

amount of times. "Hey!"  
I continued the cycle of screaming and pounding another minute or so before 

slowing down to a stop. I listened, again, for any sounds beyond the doorway... but, you 
guessed it, there was not a single one to be heard.  

I slid my hands down to my sides and sluggishly turned around to look at Stella from 
over the railing.  

"I don't think she's..." I began to say, though Stella apparently wanted to jump in to 
finish my words for me.  

"S—She's n—n—not c—c—c—c—coming!" she cried out, afterward throwing her 
head into her knees, still sitting in the same spot as before.  

"Oh, boy," I mumbled as I watched her softly sob for a second.  
I put my hands on my hips the next moment, but then sighed and turned to make 

my way back down the steps the one after that.  
"Stella..." I muttered while I crossed the last few of the stairs, though I knew she 

could neither hear my voice nor probably process any words in that moment anyway. 
"Stella, it's okay..." 

I proceeded up to her side, and then crouched down on my knees.  
"Stella..." I repeated, and, after that, she actually glanced up at me. 
"N—N—No, I... I r—really have to p—p—pee!" she screeched into my face.  
Before I could say anything to her in response, she closed her eyes and cried out 

yet again.  



"Are you—" I started anyway, though I bit my lip and stopped myself before I could 
add 'sure' because... well, I impulsively decided to hold back from making her any more 
upset than she already was; I really didn't want to see the next level of emotion she 
could bring to the table since I really didn't know at that time how much time I was 
actually going to be locked beside her and only her in that stinky old cellar.  

Instead, I trailed my eyes upward and very luckily caught gaze of some of the 
objects across the room.  

"Oh!" I exclaimed as I popped up to my feet and hurried over to the stack of green 
and yellow, dirt-caked buckets. I reached down, then, and snatched up the top one, 
though I paused for a moment afterward as I observed a cloud of dust fall off of its 
bottom, now that it was detached from the others.  

I wrinkled my nose for the shortest second, then turned back to Stella and wiped my 
disgusted look away.  

"Here, go in this," I claimed, now noticing she had temporarily withheld her sobs just 
enough to partially-attentively look back at me.  

She dropped her eyes onto the bucket that I held as far outstretched from my body 
as physically possible with just my fingertips, and then replied to me.  

"Emma, I... I can't..." She paused to throw her gaze back up to my face. "I can't pee 
in a bucket!"  

She threw her hands up to her cheeks, her forehead down to her elevated knees, 
and let out a loud sound full of clear frustration.  

"Ugh!"  
I remained in place and awaited her cries to start up once again, but when they 

didn't, I took the liberty of asserting her previous statement.  
"Well... why not?" I asked.  
She tossed her head over at me and squinted her eyes as I threw my one free hand 

out from my side, palm-up.  
"It... It's dirty!" she shouted.  
"You can hover!" I argued back.  
"It could fall over!" she yelled.  
"I'll hold it for you!"  
"Ew!" Stella screeched, now crossing her arms and throwing her head toward the 

opposite side of the room.  
I froze for a second, and then dropped the bucket down to the ground by my feet, 

the loud bang it gave off catching Stella's attention back quite effectively before I 
continued my rationalization.  

"Look, Stella, it's either this..." I began, stopping to look down at and gesture to the 
(at one time) forest green pale. "A decently large container that can..." I looked up and 
continued to gesture toward the wall on my far right. "Be stored in the corner of the 
room..." Finally, I regained eye contact with Stella herself. "Or, get a UTI from holding 
your urine for too long... and those aren't real pleasant." I paused. "Or, so I've been 
told." 

Stella looked me over.  
"I... I just can't go in that thing, okay?" she declared. "A—And... what if... if I did... 

and... that lady came back while I... was going?"  



"Well," I responded, leaning onto one hip. "I... I'll take care of her, then. But... if she 
does, you might have to stop real fast if we get the chance to... you know, get the hell 
out."  

Stella guided her eyes to her feet.  
"I... I—I don't know..." she muttered out.  
I stared at the side of her face for a long, quiet moment.  
"Do you want me to go first?" I piped up to ask.  
"N... N..." Stella began back, gradually turning her gaze onto me. "N... Well... If 

you... have to go, you... you can..." 
She shrugged.  
"Yeah?" I said, sliding my hands up to my hips. "Well, I've been holding this one in a 

while, so..." I twisted to the bucket on the floor by my cheap, unbranded lavender-
colored sneakers. "So... yeah..."  

(Oh, and by unbranded shoes, I really mean the hand-me-down shoes I got from 
one of my long-distance cousins last summer that are so old and worn that whatever 
off-brand name once engraved on their soles has become rubbed into non-existence 
with time.) 

I stared into the heart of the dusty bucket, observing the mess of crusted cobwebs 
encased within it and the crumbling rust rim around the top of it.  

"Um..." I began. "You know, maybe a... a different bucket could be a bit more 
suitable for this... job."  

I glanced up, stepped over to the side of the remaining buckets, and replaced the 
one I held with the next in line: a dark yellow, slightly less crusted-over pale.  

"Oh, look," I commented, turning back to Stella. "This one's already yellow... how 
convenient."  

I pushed the smallest smile at her, but she only glared back at me with her dark, 
makeup-coagulated eyeballs.  

"Okay, well," I went on, after a moment, now dropping the bucket on the floor in 
front of my feet.  

I stared, silent and still, at the oversized container for a long moment.  
"Just go, Emma!" Stella shouted, pulling me out of my unmoving trance.  
I threw my head back up at her as she slapped her hands over her face and let out 

a half-whimper, half-scream through her palms.  
"Okay, okay," I said back, though I wasn't sure she could actually hear me (or 

anything else, for that matter) past her grumbling and moaning sounds. 
I looked back down at the bucket, noticed that there was a very decently sized hairy 

black spider standing still in the bottom of it, closed my eyes for a second, reopened 
them the next, and then stepped around the side of the pale. After that, I reached down 
and grabbed at the sides of my thick (and very comfortably insulated with fleece) black 
leggings, paused a moment longer, and then... pulled all of my down-low garments 
down.  

I scrunched up my nose, squeezed my eyes shut, and lowered my bottom to a 
partial squat atop the bucket.  

"Don't look, Stella, I'm doing it now," I announced, my eyes still closed.  
The moment following that, then, I commenced the releasing of the stream.  



"Oh, Emma, you gotta hover!" I heard Stella yell, now snapping my eyes open at 
her.  

"I said don't look!" I shouted back, though she was now standing up and beginning 
to rush over to my side.  

"Here, I'll help you stay up," she proclaimed as she rounded my backside and 
shoved her elbows under my armpits.  

"I am hovering," I claimed, though my words didn't move her at all, and she 
proceeded to push my body upward by a mere half-centimeter or less. 

Stella fell quiet and didn't respond to me, and I didn't, either, so... after that, the 
sound of my trickling urine drowning the spider in the bucket was the only audible thing 
in the space around us. The noise only lasted about four more seconds, though, 
because... I actually hadn't needed to go at all, and I imagine I only had two teaspoons 
of pee in my bladder to begin with.  

"Thank you, Stella," I mumbled out, now reaching down to grab the side of my 
pants, shrugging her hands away.  

"Aren't you gonna drip dry?" Stella urged out as I continued to pull my trousers back 
into place.  

"No, thank you," I replied, beginning to turn around.  
I gained eye contact with her for a second, and then she let out the tiniest sound of 

disgust.  
"Ew," she muttered, her eyebrows furrowing at me.  
I turned my head sideways at her.  
"Ew?" I repeated. "Ew?" I paused and blinked. "Stella, I'm sorry, but if you 

think that's the grossest thing about this, then..." 
"No, I know; I'm sorry," she spat back, looking down quickly, and then back up once 

more. "Okay, now, move, please."  
She threw an arm out and brushed me to the side of the bucket, though I was 

already on the opposite of it than her, and then turned her back to me and grabbed at 
the front of her bright blue skinny jeans.  

"Don't look because I haven't shaved yet this week," she commanded.  
I crossed my arms and turned to the side wall, away from her.  
"But you were allowed to watch me pee?" I questioned, looking down at the array of 

spilled children's toys all over the floor ahead.  
"No, I know," I heard Stella reply. "But, if it makes you feel better..." She paused for 

a second, probably because she was aiming her hover right or something. "It looked 
pretty okay, okay?"  

I dropped both my jaw and my arms, and then spun back toward her.  
"Stella!" I shouted, though I couldn't help but emit the slightest hint of laughter after I 

spoke.  
Stella let out a giggle back, and then I could hear her begin to empty her bladder. 

And, don't worry, I can assure you I was keeping my eyes only on the back of her head 
while she did so.  

I looked away after a quick moment, though, once a silence started to fall around 
her peeing process, and then dropped my eyes to the array of children's toys still spilled 
onto the floor nearby, ahead and to the left. I took note of the remaining objects next to 
the dead babydolls, broken frisbee, and rubber duck that seemed to possibly be painted 



with a thick coat of blood... among them a set of very surprisingly shiny metal Hot 
Wheels (including two red ones, a yellow, and a dark purple), a Barbie clothed in a 
dirtied blue dress, part of her face caved in slightly, and, oddly enough, a black electric 
fan that was both cracked in multiple places and missing about half of its plug-in cord.  

I raised one brow at the mess upon the floor, and then glanced away, allowing my 
eyes to raise to the slits of windows near the ceiling of the room, all on the wall opposite 
the staircase. I took observation in their extremely thin rectangular shapes (each was 
about 14 inches long, but only 4 tall or so), their ridiculous distances from the ground 
(about twice my height, though I'm only personally about 5'4), and their lack of any real 
views (seeing how, from what I could see, the outside of every single one of them was 
covered by branches and brambles, and nothing else beside sunshine visible through 
those). After that, I sighed inside my head and crossed my arms. And then... I listened 
to Stella's continuing urine stream another moment, and then... I sighed to myself, 
again, and then... I turned back to the toys scattered on the ground, and then... I 
decided to step up to the one non-tipped box behind them.  

Quietly, I flipped its flaps open with my fingertips, and then peered inside of it. I 
instantly saw that, in the very bottom of it, a wooden topless and record-less record 
player sat and, on top of it, three water guns rested, one looking to be a big super-
soaker and the other two shaped like smaller pistols. They were all also covered in 
spiderwebs, and whether or not they still contained some type of liquid inside of them, I 
didn't really care to know or find out.  

I stepped back from the side of the box and crossed my arms at the wall a few 
inches in front of my face.  

Oh, and Stella was still peeing.  
"How much you got in there?" I blurted out, now snapping to the left to face Stella's 

face, a few feet away.  
"Don't look!" she shouted.  
I obeyed her command and rolled my eyes and body back to the wall.  
"I told you I really had to go," she proclaimed afterward.  
No joke.  
I stood silently, though, and didn't reply to her. Not until after she decided to go on 

speaking, that is.  
"Emma... we're not gonna be... stuck here, are we?" she quietly questioned, almost 

too softly to be heard atop her streaming excretions.  
"No," I shot right back, though still keeping my backside to her. "And I'm sure of it, 

so... don't worry about it."  
"Well," Stella replied. "Then... how are we gonna get out?" 
I paused as her pee slowed down slightly... but then answered after it decided to not 

really stop at all.  
"She's a... an old woman, Stella. Not even old, she's... like, ancient. We'll get her 

somehow."  
Stella fell silent under her noises of urination, and then piped back up.  
"We have to get out of here soon, though, Emma. I can't sleep on... on... concrete."  
I paused.  
"I don't think the concrete would be the hard part of it, Stella," I said, not even 

realizing the slight pun I had made until a while after I had spoken. 



After that, though, I began to lean on one hip, stare at the blank wall across the 
room, and listen to Stella's pee as it finally dripped to an almost complete halt. 

"Well, it seems you're done now, so," I began as I turned slowly back toward her.  
"Not yet!" she shouted at me, forcing me to spin my shoulders right back around. "I 

gotta dry off now..."  
"Ugh," I grumbled, crossing my arms and proceeding to turn toward the very far 

wall, still behind her back, where the dusty old refrigerator sat. I stared it down for a 
second, then, and, afterward, made the decision to step over to it.  

"What are you doing?" Stella asked from behind.  
I stopped in front of the fridge and lowered my eyes to its two parallel handles, each 

one looking to be coated with some type of splotchy yellow substance, little black fuzzes 
and short gray hairs stuck in every centimeter of every surface it covered.  

"Um, nothing!" I yelled back from across the room.  
However, after I had shouted, I glanced down at the unbranded purple shoes 

currently housing my feet, and then... well, I raised one knee up to my chest (namely my 
left), grabbed the sides of my ankle with one hand (throwing my other way out to my 
side for stability... kind of), and slid the tip of my sneaker in between the two lethally 
contaminated fridge handles. After that, I yanked my foot back a bit and stumbled to the 
side as the refrigerator door flew open in front of me.  

I dropped my foot back to the floor in the process, and then stepped forward to peer 
inside the food closet as its insides lit up with artificially bright lights.  

I closely observed the top two shelves, each holding up bags upon bags upon bags 
upon bags of shredded colby jack cheese (I'm guessing), all fully encrusted on their 
outsides with millions of dirt particles, and then moved my eyes downward to the only 
other shelf of any substance, the bottom one, which happened to have just one big 
green Tupperware-like bowl on it, its topside concealed by a layer of tin foil.  

I reached out curiously to pick it up, noticing that its sides were actually very well 
cleaned, and then carefully raised one hand to peel back a part of the aluminum 
topping.  

"Don't touch that!" Stella's voice suddenly screeched from very close behind my 
back.  

I screamed, whipped myself around, shuddered, jumped back, and dropped the 
bowl to the ground all as a result of her abrupt command.  

After that, I stood, frozen, my wide eyes turned into her direction.  
"You don't know what could be in there!" she scolded. "It could be... acid or 

something!"  
Finally, I relaxed my shoulders and lowered my eyebrows.  
"Really, Stella, if it were acid..." I began, pausing to kneel down by the side of the 

bowl, now noticing that nothing about it had been altered by the fall; the bowl neither 
broke nor spilled anything outside of itself, and the tin foil covering still rested in the 
same place as before. "How would a Tupperware bowl hold it?"  

"Well," Stella rejected as I reached out to pick the bowl up once more. "Tupperware 
is really strong, so..."  

"Oh, please," I shot back as I rose to a stand. "What do you know about 
Tupperware?"  

I locked eye contact with her, the bowl resting securely in my palms.  



"We have some around the house," she answered, crossing her arms at the same 
time.  

I raised a brow at her.  
"Your dad can afford a Lambough but nothing more than Tupperware?" I asked.  
Stella lowered her eyes to the bowl and fell quiet.  
"Well, okay," I mumbled, now switching my attention back to the container in my 

hands. I then lifted one thumb to the upper edge of the foil, and afterward proceeded to 
cautiously peel one side of it back.  

I peered past the aluminum, squinted a bit, and then decided to grab the covering 
and rip it completely off. I held the foil sheet out to the side, and then dropped it to the 
floor.  

"What... is it?" Stella questioned.  
I stared deep into the bowl and observed the creamy texture of the tan-colored 

substance inside of it.  
"Pudding," I stated, and then lowered my nose a tad closer to the top of it. 

"Butterscotch."  
"Gross," Stella spat out, now turning to the side a bit. "Don't eat it, it's probably... 

laced with Clorox or something."  
"Wasn't planning to," I commented, twisting around to place the bowl on the ground 

behind me. After that, I turned back to the fridge, stepped in front of it once more, and 
then decided to lift my foot up and wedge the tip of sneaker in between the open right 
side of the mechanism and the closed edge of its left door.  

"Now what are you doing?" Stella whined out.  
"Opening the freezer," I replied, and then separated the closed door from the rest of 

the refrigerator.  
I kicked it back, afterward making the decision to step in front of the fogging and 

steaming freezer as it revealed itself to me. I then scanned the contents of every single 
one of its shelves and saw that the only thing that rested on them was bags upon bags 
upon bags upon bags of shredded hash browns, each one coated a fair amount with 
both ice crystals and dust.  

"Sick," Stella spat out from behind me. "Close that up, Emma; it's cold."  
I took a deep breath, and then obeyed her command by stepping back and 

smacking my foot against the outside of the freezer door, forcing it to fly shut. I followed 
suit with the right side opening as well, and only turned back to Stella once it had 
completely swung closed. I looked her over once I faced her, noticing that her still-
mascara-stained eyelids were pointing downward, and her cheeks were bright pink... 
again, underneath all of the smeared eyeliner.  

"You, um," I began, drawing her attention back up to me. "You... You got a little..."  
I stopped to motion my widespread fingers overtop my nose, mouth, forehead, 

and... well, entire face.  
"Oh," Stella muttered, now bringing the back of her wrist up to wipe her under-

eyes... though it only seemed to spread the dark streaks even more.  
She brought her hand back down and focused her eyes on me.  
"Did I get it?" she asked.  
I stared at her for a long second... and then nodded.  



"Pretty much," I said, though I couldn't stop my eyes from inspecting every inch of 
her artificially shadowed features.  

And, just then, a very odd, however, familiar tune began to blare out from 
somewhere above the ceiling over our heads.  

"But to lose all my senses... That is just so typically me, baby, oh!" 
"What the hell?" I mumbled, throwing my head back to stare at the cobwebbed 

wood and insulation-exposed ceiling.  
"Oops, I did it again!" I could clearly hear the vocals of Britney Spears shout out 

atop her classic backing track and catchy beat.  
"Why is she playing that?" Stella shot out.  
"Has she done this before?" I commented, quietly, though, as I brought my head 

back to level and glanced toward Stella once more.  
"I played with your heart, got lost in the game... oh, baby, baby..." the song blared 

on.  
And, just then, one loud pair of footsteps could be vividly heard above our heads.  
"Oops, you think I'm in love..." 
I listened past the music as the footsteps drew their way across the ceiling, toward 

the stairs.  
"Oh, god, is she coming back?" Stella spat, throwing one hand over her mouth 

quickly afterward.  
"That I'm sent from above..." 
I stared blankly at Stella, didn't reply, and instead intently focused on the direction 

of, presumably, the crazy old woman's steps.  
"I'm not that innocent!" 
Her footsteps grew nearer to the side wall, where the staircase sat.  
The music continued as I heard a fierce knock from the door above the stairs.  
"No..." Stella whined out from behind her hand as I turned left and leaped over to 

the bottom of the steps.  
"Girlies!" the voice of the elderly woman shouted from the other side of the locked 

door.  
I hurried to jump up the bottom few stairs as she went on.  
"I'm making you two a snack!"  
I finished trotting up the steps to the very top, and then stopped by the side of the 

door.  
"It'll be finished in a few minutes..." I could hear her say from the other side.  
I paused in place and listened to her hover outside the room for a second, and then 

quietly turned around as she began to audibly walk away.  
I looked down at Stella from over the railing, noticing that her eyes were already 

flooded with waterworks and that both of her hands were now shielding her mouth.  
"Oops, I did it again to your heart!" the song continued from upstairs.  
"She's gone," I said to Stella, now beginning my descent back down the staircase. 

"But, she'll be back..." I stopped at the bottom and gazed up at her. "So, we... we need 
a... a plan or something."  

"Oops, you think that I'm sent from above..." 
"She's gonna kill us!" Stella suddenly threw her hands down and cried out.  



"Stella, shush!" I yelled back, now rushing up to her and grabbing at her shoulders. 
"No, she's not... We just... gotta get ourselves out of here." 

I looked right into her bloodshot eyes as the old lady's voice abruptly began 
squeaking out the lyrics of the song playing above us... even more loudly than the 
words on the track.  

"Ga' lost in 'nah game! Oh, baby, baby!" I wrinkled my nose at Stella, who was now 
distractedly rubbing her eyes, as I heard her terribly pitched singing echo out in the 
room upstairs.  

I dropped my hands from Stella's upper arms, shook my head, and then darted 
around her, toward the back of the room.  

"Oh my god, we've got to get out of here..." I mumbled.  
"Emma, I'm scared!" Stella shouted.  
I ignored her, however, halted, and then scanned the various objects thrown about 

the room for a quick moment, focusing, as oddly as it may seem, mostly on the partially 
filled bucket of urine.  

"I'm na' that inn-uh-cent!" I heard the old woman screech out from above us.  
I couldn't help but roll my eyes from the ceiling to the floor.  
"Tell me something I don't know," I mumbled out, and then stepped over to the side 

of the half-opened box resting on the floor behind the scattered arrangement of broken 
and soiled toys. I glanced inside of it and saw that the three water guns I had uncovered 
before were still there.  

"Oops, ya' thank I'm in love!" 
I looked up from the box and over to the uncovered Tupperware bowl nearby where 

Stella stood.  
"That I'm sent from uh-bove!" 
"Stella, come here," I commanded, right before the music and woman's 

unnecessary belting from upstairs suddenly ceased to silence.  
I watched Stella turn to face me and quietly obey.  
"Stella, I have a plan," I began as another tune, though the music backing it started 

off a bit foreign to me, began as well from above our heads. "I need you to take that 
pudding... and rub it all over the stairs."  

Stella squinted at me.  
"With what?" she interrogated.  
"Your hands or something," I spat back. "I don't care, just... try to hurry, okay?"  
She paused and shook her head a little.  
"Emma, that... that's gross," she bumbled out, still in the recovery phase of her 

previous tears and screams.  
I rolled my eyes at her.  
"Well, it's either that, or..." I paused and looked back down at the water guns beside 

me. "An even dirtier job..."  
I glanced back up at her, noticing she was beginning to cross her arms.  
"Just go!" I ordered, now throwing my hands at her to push her shoulder away.  
"Okay..." she muttered out, turning away.  
Suddenly, the foreign-sounding music from upstairs shifted to a different song, 

another widely popular one by Britney Spears.  



"Oh baby, baby, how was I supposed to know?" I could hear her voice softly sing 
out, luckily without the accompaniment of the elderly woman's not-so-soft one.  

I continued to turn back to the box beside me and knelt down in front of it as the 
song played on. I reached down to snatch up the three dirty, spider-webbed water guns 
in my arms, then, and rose back up to my feet before turning to walk over to... the pee 
bucket.  

"Oh baby, baby, I shouldn't have let you go..." 
I fell back down to my knees in front of the yellow pale and dropped the toy guns 

into my lap. After that, I grabbed up one of the small pistol-shaped ones, shook some of 
the dirt and grind off of it, lowered the tip of it into the bucket, carefully pulled back the 
pin on the back end of it, and...  

Yep, I filled it up with pee.  
"Show may how 'ya wan' it tah bay!" I could hear the old woman begin to screech 

out. "I need tah know nah, ah, bay-cause!"  
I cringed at the heightened volume and slur of her words this time around as I 

completed filling the first gun in front of me.  
"Mah loneliness is killin' may!" she continued, sounding more and more like a dying 

macaw as time went on. "I must confess- I still ba-lieve!"  
"Oh boy," I commented, both at the sound of her screams and at my work in 

progress as I cautiously lowered the gun full of ammo I held to the ground beside me.  
"When I ain't wit' 'ya I lose mah mind!"  
I picked up the next small water pistol and began to repeat the entire process all 

over again.  
"Give may 'uh sign! Hit may bay-bay one mo' time!" 
I raised one eyebrow as I filled the gun in my hands.  
"Is that an invitation?" I whispered, unable to help remarking on the lyrics of the 

song.  
I finished the second pistol shortly after, lowered it to the ground, and then began to 

pick up the big super-soaker left in my lap. I held in up in front of my face for a short 
second and smirked just a tad.  

"Ah, yeah..." I mumbled, now dunking the tip of the large green and orange colored 
machine gun-shaped water soaker into the remaining liquid in the bucket.  

The woman's voice, very thankfully, quieted from above my head as I heard Britney 
jam on.  

"Oh pretty baby, there's nothing that I wouldn't do... It's not the way I planned it!" 
I continued to soak up every last ounce of urine into the super soaker as Stella 

piped up from somewhere far on my left.  
"Okay, Emma," she said, and I turned my head into her direction to see her 

approach my side with the green Tupperware bowl held way out to her one side. 
"I did what you told me to do," she finished, now releasing the bowl to drop and 

crash right to the floor below.  
I stared at the bowl as it bounced and rolled to a stop a foot away from me and 

noticed that it was only about half empty, and all of the outside edges of the bowl 
seemed to be covered in more pudding than was still left inside of it.  

"Are you... sure?" I interrogated, pausing my work to focus back on her face.  



Stella crossed her arms, and I also noticed that her hands were completely clean 
and pudding-free.  

"Yes," she simply stated.  
I took a deep breath and gazed back at the bucket in front of myself as the woman 

upstairs commenced screeching to the chorus of the Britney Spears song once again.  
"And what are you... doing, Emma!" Stella asked in the same moment, her tone 

very obviously concerned.  
I finished up with the gun I held and stood back up, leaving it in my hands. After 

that, I glanced over at her and answered.  
"Saving our lives, Stella."  
I pursed my lips at her confused expression, and then nodded.  
"I'm... saving our lives," I repeated, now turning back to the guns resting by my feet.  
I listened as the lady ceased singing once more and left the words of the bridge up 

to Britney.  
"Oh baby, baby... how was I supposed to know?" 
After that, I crouched back down and snatched the two pistols up with one hand.  
"Here," I said, turning to Stella. "These two are for you."  
Stella immediately threw her palms up in front of her face.  
"Ew, Emma, no!" she blurted out.  
"Stella," I shot back. "You have to get your hands dirty sometime!"  
Stella lowered her hands and crinkled her nose at me.  
Just then, though, we both heard a loud bang come from upstairs, followed by the 

stomping of, most likely, the old woman's feet above our heads.  
"She's coming!" I yelled out.  
"Oh my god, oh my god," Stella spat out, snatching the two mini guns from my hand 

and running, for whatever reason, right behind my back.  
"I must confess, that ma' loneliness," the elderly screeching bird shouted out. "Is 

killin' may nah-ah-ah-ah!" 
"Stella, hide!" I commanded, now bolting toward the refrigerator against the far wall. 

"And when she comes, shoot at her eyes!"  
"Don't ya' know I still ba-lieve!" 
I heard Stella let out a loud whine as I hurried to hide myself behind the side of the 

fridge, and then turned to see her proceed to crouch down behind the yellow bucket. 
After that, I heard the woman's steps get closer to the closed doorway above the stairs.  

"And give may a si-ei-ei-ei-ign!" 
I ducked back behind the freezer with my large water gun cocked and in-hand.  
And then, suddenly, I heard the entrance to the room slam open and against the 

wall. 
"Hit may bay-bay one mo' time!" her voice belted out, even clearer and louder than 

before.  
I poked just my head out from behind the fridge to see the woman begin to trot 

down the concrete steps, noticing that she had both a box of shredded wheat in one 
hand and a bag of shredded lettuce in the other, and that she also hadn't even bothered 
to shut the door behind herself.  

"Oh, girlies!" she yelled out over the loud pop music in the background. "I brought 
you a snack!"  



I watched her near the end of the stairs, and then completely miss stepping on the 
tiny traces of pudding Stella had, I guess, tried to put down on the bottom two steps.  

Once her feet had hit the floor at the very bottom, though, I shot a nodding glance 
over to Stella, and then pounced out from behind the dusty freezer door.  

"Arg!" I screamed out, throwing the super-soaker filled with fresh, still-warm urine up 
to my chest. And then I grabbed at the large pin-like mechanism on the back end of the 
machine gun-resembling water weapon and smashed it inward, aiming the nozzle 
entirely at the unexpectant woman's expression.  

And if you can imagine all of that happening in slow-motion with Britney Spears 
soul-singing 'it's killing me now!' in the background, then triple bonus points go out to 
you.  

I continued to scream out as I watched the stream of bright yellow splash the crazy 
lady directly in her nose, eyes, and... open mouth.  

"Yeek!" Stella oddly sounded out from somewhere on the right, and I glanced over 
to her direction momentarily to witness her jump out from behind the yellow pale, knock 
it over to the side, and throw her two pistols up at the woman as well. She then began to 
squirt two stinging streams from the pistol's almost realistic triggers, though hers didn't 
seem to shoot as efficiently as my large one and fell short at the woman's hips.  

The lady screamed out, drawing my attention back to her, and then threw both her 
box of wheat and bag of lettuce right at me. I dodged them pretty easily, though, and 
continued to shoot what remained of my fighter fluids at her head as she turned around 
and charged back to the stairs.  

"No!" I shouted as she whipped around, and then threw my gun down and leaped at 
her backside.  

"Why, Erica!" the lady screeched out as I jumped on her back and pushed her down 
to the cold, hard ground.  

And, at the same time... Stella continued to shoot her pistols directly at the two of 
us, and a hefty amount of urine sprayed itself right across my right cheek.  

And I actually had to spit a few drops out before yelling at her.  
"Stella, go!" I shouted, throwing one hand up to cover my face. After a quick 

second, though, the shooting stream, very thankfully, ceased, and I gestured my one 
index finger toward the rest of the stairs in front of the woman's body. "Go, Stella, go!" 

I remained on top of the old lady and threw my hand down as Stella dropped her 
water guns to the ground... though they fell into a puddle of pee a few inches to my side 
and, of course, forced another splatter of the bodily fluids to whip up to my face. I closed 
my eyes and scrunched up my expression, then, as I heard Stella rush around my side 
and begin her way up the stairs.  

"Erica, stop this!" the woman screamed out as I hurriedly wiped my eyelids and 
cheeks with my fingertips.  

"I'm not Erica!" I shouted back, now grabbing at the back collar of her tattered and 
soaked top.  

"Erica, please!"  
I glanced upward and reached forward to grab the edge of the second step from the 

floor in front of me with one hand.  
"Emma, come on!" I could hear Stella yell at me from the doorway above.  
"Erica, stop!"  



I pulled myself up to a crouch, placing each of my feet on the woman's shoulder 
blades.  

"Erica!" 
I grunted out and jumped forward, landing my feet on the third step from the 

ground.  
"No, Erica!"  
I leaped to the fifth step against the wall, but then felt the woman's mangy paws 

grab at my ankles.  
"Ah!" I screamed out as she pulled me back, forcing me to my knees, and then 

threw my arms over my head to grab at the stair edges ahead of me one more.  
"Don't leave me, Erica!" the lady yelled.  
"Emma!" I heard Stella scream out, though merely her words were of no help in my 

current state.  
"Let me go!" I shouted, squirming and struggling to hold onto the steps.  
Just then, the woman jerked my legs farther back, pulling me another two steps 

downward.  
"Bad girl!" the woman screamed out.  
"Emma!" Stella repeated my name, though, this time, I heard her footsteps rush 

down to my side. I glanced up to see her, then, as she knelt down and snatched up both 
of my wrists. "Let go of her!"  

"Come back to me, Erica!"  
I threw my head to one side and looked back down at the woman as she lay, 

completely sprawled out on the urine-puddled concrete below the stairs, and then back 
at Stella as she winced her expression and leaned back as far back as she possibly 
could.  

"Let go!" Stella reiterated, right before her legs slid out in front of herself and forced 
her to fall flat on her bottom.  

"Ugh," she grumbled, dropping my hands to fend for themselves as she picked 
herself back up.  

I scrambled to grab the edge of the step under her feet as the woman yanked my 
ankles back another few inches. After that, Stella stepped around my left side, and I 
gazed up to follow her with my eyes as she walked herself down to the side of my feet.  

"I said—" she began to screech out, her hands in fists by her shoulders as she 
glared down at the elderly woman slowly pulling me to the ground below, who was now 
glaring up at her as well. "Let her go, you crazy bitch!"  

Right after that, then, I watched Stella as she raised her right leg up by her opposite 
knee, swung it outward, and delivered the harshest smash to the crazy bitch's cheek 
with the bottom of her crotched white ballet flat that I think I've ever witnessed in my 
entire life.  

The elderly woman screeched out (probably) in pain, released her grasp on me, and 
tumbled over to her side.  

"Oh my god," I mumbled out as Stella turned and ran back up the steps, around 
me.  

"Emma, come on!" she shouted out. 
I blew out a puff of air as I returned my attention in front of myself, scrambled up to 

a stand, and took off after Stella as she sprinted through the doorway ahead.  



"Erica! Erica!" I could hear the lady cry out as I snatched the door entrance handle, 
jumped through the doorframe, and slammed the gateway shut behind my back.  

"Lock it! Lock it!" Stella chanted out, though I was already well into the process of 
turning the lock switch on the front of the door knob before she did so. After I had 
accomplished that, then, I stepped back, glanced over at the tall wooden china cabinet 
on the left of the doorway, grabbed at the sides of it, and, without hesitation, tipped it 
over in front of the door, letting all the white and blue dishes inside of it smash out and 
onto the blue tiled floor under my feet.  

After that, I stepped back more, spun around, and took observation of the old-
fashioned blue and white-colored kitchen area all around Stella and myself.  

I also took notice in the Britney Spears song that was now playing from the far wall 
straight ahead.  

"All I know is I'm so happy when you're dancing there, yeah..." 
I stomped my way right up to the two small black and silver speakers resting on the 

countertop.  
"I'm a slave for you!" 
I then snatched up the cord connecting them with the dirty old CD player beside 

them and ripped it right from the socket on the mini stereo system, cutting the music 
promptly short.  

"Don't think so," I muttered out, throwing the cord back onto the counter.  
I turned back around to face Stella, then, as she brushed a chunk of hair behind her 

ear and piped up.  
"What do we... do now?" she asked.  
I opened my mouth to answer her, but then heard the old woman shout out from the 

basement, again.  
"Erica! Erica! Come back, Erica!"  
I pursed my lips, nodded, and then turned toward the open door leading to the next 

room in the house on my right. 
"Get the hell out of here," I stated, right before rushing toward it.  
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