
Chapter 2

Shaun - 1

   The field trip couldn’t have come soon enough by Shaun’s estimate. It wasn’t exactly with flying colors, but at least he 

could say he managed to survive the final exams with most of his sanity intact.

   He and Melissa emptied out their dorms together, bidding farewell to the place they had both spent so many years of their 

lives. They brought the essentials with them for the trip, from the smaller things like a toothbrush, and the much larger 

necessities like a tent to make a shelter with.

   The University was gracious enough to provide transportation for the seven-hour drive to Jalint’s capital of Dyan, loading 

up students inside four large school buses. This included a couple hundred students from the graduating class. Some of 

them, Shaun knew, but, most of them were complete and total strangers. Certain, particularly privileged, students chose to 

take their own car for the trip, defeating the whole purpose of the University covering the transportation cost, choosing to 

load up their car with friends and make a road trip out of it.

   Melissa had her head resting on Shaun’s shoulder, sleeping for most of the way. Long car rides put her to bed faster than 

the strongest Sleep Aid or one of Mr. Dawson’s lectures ever could. It was something Shaun quickly had learned about her. 

Meanwhile, Shaun did his best merely to relax.

   He, on the other hand, didn’t fall asleep on car rides, or, more specifically, he had trouble falling asleep in such crowded, 

occupied spaces. The fear of another student walking by and him having a drooling, stupid look on his face, he supposed. 

Despite that, Shaun knew he couldn’t allow that to stop him. After all, it’d be a seven-hour drive. If he tried to stay up 

through the whole trip, then, he’d only leave himself exhausted for when they arrived.

   Mt. Kass was a staple for Maharris culture, enriched by long-standing history and tradition. Making the trek up the 

mountain was an accomplishment that made it on many people’s bucket list. Shaun couldn’t help but realize how few films 

were made about its majesty, and knew that, with his camera, he’d have the chance to change that. A few shots of the 

scenery spliced into a short-film filmed at any regular old location would be enough to convince everyone it was all filmed 

on-location.

   Ignoring the vibrations of the bus after every bump and putting the chatter of the students around him in the back of his 

mind, Shaun did his best to fade to sleep, until …

* * *

   Mt. Kass stood tall as the landmark of all Jalint. Called “Mountain,” it more resembled a collection of ridges and man-

made caves, of cliffs and trees, and a particularly high peak that often went unexplored. Animal rights organizations had 



done all they could to see to that, not wanting to see the beautiful domain for wildlife by diminished and destroyed for the 

benefit of those pesky humans. Activist lobbying led to Mt. Kass being called a landmark that must be preserved. The areas 

already naturalized for human exploration and turned into tourist attractions were allowed to continue as is, but it was made 

illegal to cultivate any further.

   The area even toward the top of the mountain was still often explored by some brave souls, but most tourists went against 

it, with fears of being mauled by a bear or something.

   Shaun and Melissa walked on. They waited their turn as the bus poured out with college students, deciding to wait until 

most of them filed out before they made their leave themselves. Each of them carried a backpack over their shoulders, 

Shaun opting to prove his manhood by carrying the larger of the two. Both wide-awake, or, at least, Shaun was wide awake 

and assume the same for Melissa.

   Before the path was a large stretch of dirt with cars filling it, the other buses were already parked, and Shaun could see 

Scott’s car was already parked there as well. In-front of that, there was a small rectangular building, about the same shape as

a trailer. It was a bright-blue color and stood right before where the ascension up the mountain would begin.

   “You excited?” Shaun asked, giving an enthusiasm to his inflection that wasn’t really felt, himself much too preoccupied 

with how cramped his legs were.

   “Wee,” Melissa said in a monotone voice, following the rest of the group while they followed the dirt road.

   Before them, they could see Mt. Kass in all its glory, and glorious, it was, with Shaun feeling an unexpected sense of 

smallness at the very sight of it. The Mountain looked down at them, all thirty thousand something feet of it, and Shaun 

immediately felt an overwhelmed sense of fear. The idea of rolling down the mountain to his death crossed his mind several 

times in just a short couple of seconds. He was dead in his tracks, simply beholden to the sight that loomed over him.

   Soccer had always made him good at footwork, but now, it seemed difficult to take one step in-front of the other, with the 

thought of clumsily crushing his own head in with a rock. Shaun continued to stare up at it, feeling his inner scaredy-cat 

unleash.

   “Make a great shot for a film, don’t you think?” Melissa asked, turning around and looking over to Shaun, who couldn’t 

find the words to respond. “Shaun?”

   Shaun took a breath in and then, felt it leave him, looking over at Melissa with a cocky smile. “Definitely, I would love to 

have a camera crew up here,” Shaun said, though, the end of that sentence “to document my death” was something he chose 

to keep to himself.



   Melissa smiled and continued, leaving for Shaun to reluctantly follow. It didn’t cost anything to traverse up the mountain, 

but they did have an optional area for registry. This little blue building acted as a place to sign up for a “sweepstakes” of 

sorts. For five dollars, you get a membership that allowed you a discount on all drinks and concession stands posted 

throughout the mountain, and if you made it to the end of the path, you’d be afforded an even larger discount on the way 

back down again. A paying customer even received a nifty little rubber arm-band for their troubles.

    The woman at the front-desk was an enthusiastic, very talkative woman, mid-fifties at worst, maybe late forties, with 

blonde hair and a slim-frame. As Shaun did his best to pay no mind to her, her persistent personality was one too zealous 

and enthusiastic for Melissa to ignore. The lady had a motor-mouth, race-car speed that went almost too fast for Shaun to 

fully comprehend anything she said beyond the gist. She pitched how necessary it was to have a membership and how much

money they’d save in the long run. Shaun pointed out they already had five gallons of water in their backpack and that 

they’d be alright alright for the couple of days they were there. But Melissa thought it was a good plan, and Shaun wasn’t 

about to fight a losing battle.

   He was a passive fellow that oftentimes found himself going with the flow rather than risk rocking the boat too much, 

especially about matters as trivial as a few dollars on a bracelet and a discount on drinks.

   In some respects, journeying up the mountain’s terrain was more comparable to a hiking trip than an actual test in ones’ 

rock climbing skills, and thank God for that, as Shaun had absolutely none in that department. The trail wasn’t a straight 

shot or a circle wrapping around, heading upward, and there were many different paths to choose from, all leading to mostly

the same destination. Every now and again, they’d come to a sign that said “You are here” followed by a small blue dot 

meant to represent them. It made Shaun feel small and insignificant to the Sign Gods.

   “Are you excited, pretty soon it’ll be you and me, in a tent, no clothes, fucking each other’s brains out without a care in 

the world,” Melissa said, whispering into Shaun’s ear with an inflection that Shaun could only appropriately describe as 

being Melissa’s sexy time voice. It was a voice different from her regular one, distinctly reserved for special moments.

   “Yeah,” Shaun replied and felt a tad like a buffoon because of it, unable to find anything clever or sexual to really add fuel

to the flame.

   Melissa was certainly attractive by his account, but her libido was off the charms, with more enthusiasm than he could 

muster himself. It was something most wouldn’t believe he if told them in conversation, even if they knew Melissa 

particularly well. It took knowing her on an intimate level to really sake sight of the almighty lady-boner that came uh-

knocking at random times. In this moment, the last thing Shaun felt was aroused.

    After walking only an hour, he could already feel the blisters starting to form on the bottom of his sweaty feet.



   Once, he even flicked off a tick as it’d been crawling up his leg hair, making him paranoid ever since. He’d even already 

stopped to respray bug repellent for added protection. Paranoid and fatigued, those were two things Shaun felt, not turned 

on, however.

   “And I have a special dress I can wear for you, and you can do whatever you want,” Melissa said, once more keeping up 

with that voice she did. The voice was like a whisper, but with more behind it than that. Her stare always changed too, an 

empowered gaze that seemed devilish in its intent. Meanwhile, Shaun’s ass cheeks were chapped.

   “You think anyone has ever buried a dead body around here,” Shaun blurted out, although, as the words escaped his lips, 

he started to have second thoughts about whether it was the right moment to bring up such a curiosity.

   Melissa stared at him blankly for a moment, and Shaun wondered if she would bop him over the head for the remark. She 

didn’t, however, and instead, replied casually, “Are you thinking about what it’d be like to shoot a movie here?”

   “Aye,” Shaun said, for some reason, deciding he was a pirate, “I mean, it has all this area that isn’t mapped. The top of the 

mountain, some before, that isn’t even really touched on by anyone. I mean, it’s protected, no one’s really supposed to do 

anything up there. Mr. What’s His Face talked about how cults were seen around the area and there had been a couple of 

missing person cases in the past. Well, it’s really easy to get rid of a body when it’s pretty much illegal to dig it up.”

   “Your sexy talk needs work, but I see your point. Chances are there have been more than a couple freaky things that have 

happened here.”

   “I’d love to shoot a film like that, an old-fashioned, slow-pace horror film,” Shaun started, himself having to stop between

sentences to catch his breath. In great shape, Shaun was not.

   “Oh yeah?”

   “About this woman,” Shaun began.

   “Of course, what other victims are there?” Melissa jested.

   “Maybe I would have her be the cult leader,” Shaun said, backtracking on his original idea.

   “If you want her to be the victim, by all means, have her get slaughtered!”

   “I was thinking about doing it in a way you don’t usually see. I’d have it be about how this woman befriends this guy she 

meets from college. Maybe have it play out almost like a romantic drama, where everything is portrayed to make it look like

this man is the nicest, strongest man she could ever dream of,” Shaun said, stopping in his tracks as Melissa crouched down 

to tie her shoes.



   “I was thinking that it wouldn’t come off as your standard horror film, but all while everything’s happening, I’d have the 

man, who is sociable and handsome, slowly develop a following of people that agree to meet at the top of the mountain for 

something like a cult ritual.”

   “Okay,” Melissa said, quietly letting Shaun’s wheels turn without interruption.

   “Do you remember Adrian Spade? The serial killer from Urgway? The guy kidnapped a small child for nearly fifteen 

years and was only a few blocks away from the kid. The small escaped when she was a teenager and ran to the fucking 

police station, really dizzy and out-of-it, Spade probably had her hopped up on some bad shit, told them all about the guy. 

She told them she’d been kidnapped, that she’d witnessed all these rapes and murders, the whole nine yards and all the 

trimmings, but they still released her in Spade’s custody. This is because Adrian had bullshit with a smile and told them the 

teenager was his daughter, and that she’d gotten into his prescription pills while he wasn’t home.”

   “Really!?” Melissa said, sounding stunned. “You’d think they would have, like, actually looked into some of that stuff.”

   “Adrian Spade played his role so well they thought the idea of him being anything sinister was too surreal of a concept. If 

you play the role well enough, you’ll always be surprised about what you’re capable of. You look around and before you 

know it, a spin’s class is turned into a madman’s cult. That’s what I want to capture with the film. The way someone can 

look like a person being selfish, and really just be someone crying for help, or someone can look like a quiet, respectable 

person and really be manipulative and not as friendly as you once thought.”

   “I’d watch it,” Melissa said with an approving nod.

   “You can play the survivor girl,” Shaun jested, walking in-front of Melissa, who chuckled at the proposal, and countered, 

“I’ll play the killer.”

   Shaun playfully grabbed Melissa’s shoulders, moving his hand back and forth miming as if he was about to stab her with a

knife. Doing her part, Melissa theatrically sold her death, sticking out her tongue and making gagging sounds, feigning as if 

she was about to fall.

   At that same moment, Shaun could see the stares from a group of hikers, an older couple that stared at them like their 

spectacle was the most perverse and heinous performance they’ve ever seen. He watched as they gave him, and him, in-

particular, a hateful glare and mouthed words that looked to be filled with scorn and disdain. Shaun felt offended for a short 

moment, doubting his effectiveness in this pretend scene, taking it as a personal criticism of his performance.

   Then, he realized it was an old white couple expressing their disgust over a white woman dating a black man.

   Shaun wasted little time with the opportunity, hugging Melissa tightly as he made full eye-contact with the both of them, 

who were still staring in disgust. And, even though it likely didn’t change their minds about anything, his desire to piss off 



the racist old farts was just too immense. He made the symbol of a “V” with his hands and licked between it, giving them a 

wink for their troubles.

   The couple scoffed, storming off and away from Melissa and Shaun, leaving Shaun nothing to do except laugh.


