
 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



W H A T  HA PP E NE D  AT  S I S TE RS  C RE E K  

2 

 

PROLOGUE 

SHE KNEW HE was dying. She held her pregnant belly while easing herself 

into the wicker chair next to where her husband lay. He held his arm across 

his stomach, the sweat-soaked sheets bundled against the bedside. A stubby 

candle on the nightstand served as the bedroom’s only light. 

She touched his hand and he turned his head to her. His lids were puffy, 

so she couldn’t tell if his eyes were open. He licked his lips, which she’d come 

to recognize as an indication he was about to speak. 

“Marsha,” he said, his voice a hollow scratch. 

“I’m here.” 

“You’re going to have to do it. Please…” 

“Don’t start that craziness again. Jesus.” 
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She felt a kick inside her womb. One of the triplets stirred, adjusted 

position. As usual, the other two moved as well. They could sense she was 

stressed. Also, ever since the food had run out, they had become more active 

than ever, impatient with her. 

Her husband coughed, a phlegm-filled bellow. “Please…,” he said. “If 

you don’t, you’ll die. You’re not a young woman.” 

“Your whole body is riddled with the cancer,” she said. She looked at the 

floor, unable to continue the sight of her husband and his weary, miserable 

pleading with her to eat him. He was insistent. “You’re soaked in chemo,” she 

added. “What do you think eating that would do to me and our babies?” 

The idea was delirium-driven, of course. He couldn’t expect her to do 

such a thing. Starving as she was, the thought was preposterous. How would 

one even begin? How do you eat a person? Cook them? Do you use sauces? If 

it came down to the survival of her children though, she understood she might 

have no other choice soon. Nothing could drive a person to do the 

unspeakable like true hunger. 

“We’ve been surrounded by water for months,” he wheezed. “Nobody is 

coming to help us.” 

She got to her feet, which took effort. The triplets wiggled in protest, 

producing a dull ache throughout her middle-aged body. She clutched her 

stomach and went to the window. Their wooden farmhouse sat on a hill 

surrounded by marsh water, nearly gelatinous from the sludge and algae. The 

flood had happened without warning. They didn’t own a boat. The storm had 

killed their power and they were too far out for anyone to know. Food had run 

out three days ago, and she was so hungry now she couldn’t sleep. 

“Promise me you’ll do it,” her husband persisted. “I can’t let you die, too. 

There’s no other way.” 

She pressed her forehead against the window, her eyes swallowing the 

image of their once beautiful property now submerged in brackish water for 

as far as she could see. The entire landscape was a smooth plain of glass 

punctured by countless pine trees. 

“I can’t,” she said, though not nearly loud enough for him to hear. “I just 

can’t.” She turned to him and repeated what she’d said but louder, not caring 

how maudlin she sounded. She added, “God would punish me for doing such 

a thing. How could he not?” 

Her husband didn’t respond. She watched his chest to make sure his 

lungs were still accepting air. His stomach rose slightly, almost imperceptible. 

She waited for it to rise again, but it didn’t. Not that she could tell. She walked 

to his bedside, her nightdress brushing the candle slightly, snuffing it out. The 

room went dark. 
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20 YEARS LATER…



ONE 

COLT SLEPT ON a sagging sofa-bed without covers, the simmering Florida 

night heavy with humidity. The teenager lay shirtless with his slim body 

sheathed in a light film of sweat. His pit-bull terrier curled herself on the floor 

nearby. 

The dog raised her head, alerted by a noise. She got to her feet and went 

to the patio door. She barked loud, and Colt jolted awake, startled witless. 

“Shh, Daisy!” he scolded. “Be quiet! Damn…” 

Daisy whimpered. Something outside continued taking her attention. 

Colt had seen her bark like this countlessly, always when Mom’s loser 

boyfriend came to the front door. Rarely did she bark at the backyard though. 

Daisy’s ears stood straight-up and her tail-less rear wagged hard and busy. 

Colt stood out of bed, slid on a pair of cowboy-style jeans, and went to 

the patio window. He peered into the backyard, bordered by shadows from 

branch-heavy mangrove trees. One of the branches swayed slightly, pushed 

aside by someone moving through it. This was in the corner where the eastside 

of the chain-link fence met the south. 

He waited for more movement, but nothing else moved. He was about to 

turn away when Daisy let loose with even harsher barking. Nerves still frayed 

from sleep, he hollered at the dog to shut up. He peered back into the house, 

half-expecting to see his mother there, demanding to know what the hell that 

stupid dog was making so much noise for. No sign of her though. Probably 

drunk again. Maybe not even home yet. 
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Daisy wouldn’t stop barking, no matter how much he shushed her. She 

placed her front paws on the screen door, pushing on it. 

Colt heard different barking from where the branches had just moved. It 

was a deep, guttural noise, but sounding human, like a person imitating a dog. 

The motion detector lit up the yard, nearly all the way to the wood line. 

Daisy clawed at the screen, as excited as Colt had ever seen her. He 

opened the door, and the dog shot off running across the yard as if released 

from a race gate. 

“Daisy!” he called pointlessly. After a few bounding steps, his dog 

vanished into the furthest part of the yard. He could barely make out her white 

underbelly as she traced the fence, back and forth. Colt saw his dog leap at 

something just above her, but the something must’ve struck back because she 

recoiled, her rear feet digging in. Her barking became even more aggressive, 

excited by a potential fight. 

Colt went to the stand-alone closet in the living room. He retrieved his 

12-gauge, already loaded with buckshot. He stepped into his moccasins and 

marched outside, carrying the weapon with both hands. He stepped a few feet 

into the backyard and halted. Couldn’t see Daisy anywhere. Her barking had 

stopped. He called her name a few times but got no response, only a rising 

chorus of cicadas. 

He walked the perimeter of the backyard, whistling for his dog, a three-

note toot she never ignored. Colt reached the area where he’d seen her lunge. 

Did she jump the fence? He looked into the woods but didn’t see her 

anywhere. He called for her. 

How could she have disappeared so fast? 

Heavy footsteps stomped away from him. Colt felt them through the 

ground, trailing off to the right. He could tell they were on two feet, so that 

ruled out any animals. He brought the shotgun up and aimed it, though he 

didn’t know yet what he was aiming at. 

“Hey, asshole!” he called out. “Who are you? You got my dog?” 

He waited. No answer. The woods became incredibly still. The cicadas 

went silent. 

Colt took a few deep breaths, trying to slow his heartbeat. “Okay, I’m 

coming, and I got a shotgun. I ain’t afraid none to blow your head off!” 

He balanced the shotgun, barrel-up, against the side of the fence. He 

swung his right leg on top, using that foot for leverage as he rolled the rest of 

his body over and dropped. He snatched up the shotgun and stood there, 

listening again. 

The boy held as still as he could. Not a sound. Zip. Zero. Nothing. Where 

the hell was Daisy? He went towards where he’d heard the last growl and 



A N DE RS O N  

7 

called for the dog once more with no response. This was wrong. He could feel 

imminent danger. His gut told him he shouldn’t be out here, not even with a 

12-gauge. It would be best to get his ass back to the house and call the police. 

Animal Control. Whoever. 

He saw something move up ahead. No, someone. An immense, naked man 

with long hair walked away. Guy had to be eight-foot-tall or more. “Hey, 

what’d you do to my dog?” 

Still pointing his shotgun, dry leaves crunching under his feet, Colt edged 

towards the man who either didn’t notice him or was ignoring him. Off to his 

right, he caught eyeshine from between tree trunks. He crept closer. No, the 

eyeshine was in the tree. 

“Where you going?” Colt called to the man. 

He cursed himself for not bringing a flashlight. Owned dozens of the 

damn things. He also could’ve brought his cellphone, but Daisy’s behavior 

distracted him. Didn’t think of it. He kept walking forward anyway, using the 

moonlight, or what there was of it. He couldn’t tell who or what the eyes 

belonged to until he got right upon them. The eyeshine belonged to Daisy’s 

severed head, propped in the crook of an oak tree. He assumed this must have 

been some other dog before spotting Daisy’s nametag atop a shredded flap of 

neck skin. Colt staggered back and saw a pile of glistening entrails on the 

ground, spilled from his dog’s gaping, hollowed-out torso. 

A second larger man, also naked with long hair, crouched while taking 

vigorous bites of Daisy’s hind leg. He used serrated teeth to tear off red, 

stringy flesh, the blood mixed with gooey ropes of slobber. He growled at Colt, 

the concussion of which traveled the ground, climbing into his stomach. 

Colt yelped and ran away. When getting to the fence, he tossed the 

shotgun over and it landed broadside in the yard. He climbed over, the top 

twines raking his stomach as he tumbled to the other side. He landed on his 

shoulder, almost losing his breath. His body found its feet and he scooped the 

12-gauge, running, running, running, and whimpering. 

His finger or a knuckle grazed the trigger and the blast caused Colt to fall 

again. Facedown in the grass, he sobbed and inhaled dirt in his mouth. He got 

up choking and kept going to the back porch where he had thankfully left the 

door open. He rushed inside, slammed the door behind him. He pointed the 

shotgun at the yard, ready to open fire on the entire world. 

No one had chased him. Not yet. He used his shoulders to clear tears from 

his cheeks but kept that barrel fucking aimed. He waited. 

An hour later, he still waited. Same position. He didn’t care. The first 

person taking a step in the yard was getting lit up. Colt considered going to 

search for more ammo but hesitated. Didn’t want to take his eyes off the yard 
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for a single second. Or off those dark woods, which for so many years had 

been his source for fun, but now betrayed him in a way he could only begin to 

wrap his mind around. The cicadas commenced chirping. 

Colt kept his shotgun aimed until the sun came up. He shut his eyes for 

a moment to rest them. He snapped them open again. He realized he’d fallen 

asleep. He saw the vision of a flannel-shirted old woman standing in the 

backyard, a nimbus of yellow hugging her form. He fluttered his eyelids, 

expecting her to vanish. She was still there. 

*** 

Arriving at the front door of the cabin, Larry Saucer set both suitcases down 

to fish the keys from his front pocket. He brought them out, used them to open 

the front door, though it took a few tries to find the correct key. It was his 

family’s summer cabin and they hadn’t been there in eight months. 

His son and daughter—Polly and Ronnie (aged seven and four) —rushed 

past him and right in. Larry’s wife Natalie stood behind him. He waited for 

her to yell at the kids for not waiting, for not allowing mommy and daddy to 

check the place out first. No telling who could’ve invited themselves inside. 

Or what animals. Apparently, Natalie was too tired from the long drive 

because she didn’t react. 

The two-story log cabin was a timeshare they owned for every May and 

June. These were discount months since most northerners favored the cabin 

for a winter escape. Larry lived with his family in Ocala, about forty miles 

south from this tiny town of Loring, so didn’t make much difference to them. 

The cabin was a treasure actually—hickory flooring, stone fireplace, and 

wrap-around porch. And to be surrounded by wilderness! Plus, the lot owners 

made sure to keep the yards meticulously landscaped and cross-fenced. Larry 

and his wife needed this right now. 

“Are we going in as well?” Natalie asked him. “At some point?” 

“Sorry.” He moved aside. She went in while hugging herself, though the 

cabin if anything, felt stuffy and warm. 

Larry touched his wife’s shoulder. “Why don’t you just get things turned 

on and situated? I’ll get all the bags from the car.” 

Before she could answer, both children came running and screaming 

down the stairs. When Polly reached her father, she embraced his legs and 

sobbed. Ronnie ran for the door, but his mother stopped him. 

“Hey, hey, hey, what’s going on?” Natalie asked. 

“There’s a huge man upstairs!” he cried. 
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“It’s not a man,” Polly turned her head up at Larry. “It’s a monster!” 

“Is it a bear?” Natalie looked at her husband. “The hell? Larry?” 

“Yeah, yeah, hold on.” He walked to the bottom of the stairs. He looked 

up and saw a saffron square of light coming from one of the bedrooms. 

“Somebody up there? Hello?” 

He took a few of the stairs but halted less than halfway up. 

“Larry, what are you doing?” Natalie asked him. “We should just go 

outside and call somebody.” 

He held still, fairly sure he heard heavy breathing—long, gurgling 

exhalations. It was definitely an animal. 

Well, terrific. What a marvelous start to the weekend. First the long drive 

with the tense relationship chatter, then the long silence, then the kids getting 

into a kick fight, and now some large animal in their cabin. He decided to listen 

to his wife, which she ceaselessly accused him of never doing, and he went 

back down the stairs. He ushered his family outside. He would use his phone 

to google animal control. 

He dialed the number and held the phone to his ear with his family 

huddled around him. He placed an arm around his wife, kept stretching until 

touching his daughter’s head. 

“Is it a bear, daddy?” His daughter wanted to know. 

“I didn’t see it, sweetie. I could hear it though. I could hear something 

breathing.” 

Natalie looked at him, tilting her head up. “You did?” 

Larry noticed his son’s small worried face gazing up at the second floor. 

He made a visible effort not to cry, but his face kept crumpling. He was 

terrified. 

“Ronnie, buddy, you all right?” Larry asked him. 

“It was a man! With a scary face! Polly didn’t see him close as I did.” 

Natalie looked up at the second floor as well. “Maybe you should call the 

police, too,” she said. 

“Right. I’ll call everyone.” 

Polly wept. She tugged on her mother’s pants. “I want to go home. I don’t 

want to go in there! Let’s don’t go in there.” 

Ronnie screamed and ran for the minivan. 

Larry nearly dropped his phone. “What? What is it? What the hell?” 

His son yanked repeatedly at the passenger side door, crying hysterically. 

“I just saw his face in the window! Daddy, let’s go! He’s going to come get us!” 

Larry backed up to better search the windows. He didn’t see anyone. 

“Where?” He turned and repeated to his son: “Where?” 

“Whoa!” his wife yelled. 
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He flapped his hands against his thighs. “Okay, we’re leaving. Is it a 

person or what?” 

“I don’t know, but let’s get the hell out of here.” Natalie lifted Polly onto 

her hip and fast-walked towards their white Honda. 

“You don’t know what it is?” Larry asked his wife. He looked at his 

phone in his hand, questioning the use of either anymore. 

“Someone damn ugly. We don’t need to find out. And I just saw him on 

the first floor, not the second.” 

“Wait while I grab the luggage at least.” 

She stood at the minivan with their children, holding them to her. “Larry, 

we need to go! Fuck the luggage!” 

“I’ve got it already.” 

Ronnie wouldn’t stop pulling on the door of the minivan. 

Larry saw his wife’s face go pale and she opened her mouth to scream. 

She reacted to a sight just behind him. The ground shook and Larry about-

faced. Before catching a view of his assailant, a large hand swiped Larry’s head 

with enough force to separate his occipital bone from his skull. Only a ragged 

patch of skin held his head from falling off. He dropped to his knees and the 

last noise Larry heard before neural activities ceased were the screams of his 

family. A large and primal being set upon them, wild with hunger and pure 

hatred. 
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