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The Elevator

“Hey Vijay, were you able to fix that bug in the API?”

Danica had just turned off her computer and was about to go home. Her boss, Eric, was in the next cubicle, talking to one of her teammates.

“Vijay?  Vijay, are you okay?”

Danica glanced across the chest-high partition that separated her workspace from Vijay's. The chubby software engineer had risen to his feet and was staring at the ceiling, seemingly oblivious to the lanky, bearded young project manager standing in front of him. A thread of drool dripped from the corner of his mouth.

Shit, is Vijay having a stroke?

Danica fumbled for her phone. Dave, the developer two cubicles over, had risen to his feet and was also watching Vijay with concern.

“Vijay! Are you alright?”

Vijay lowered his head and stared at Eric. His eyes were alert, but their normal jovial sparkle was gone.

“Vijay?”

Vijay looked around his cubicle as if he was seeing it for the first time.  He picked up a framed photo of his children and slammed it on the edge of his computer table.  He pulled a long triangular shard of glass from the shattered frame, then dropped the rest of it to the floor.  He turned to Eric with a weird grimace.  Blood dripped between his fingers where they clutched the broken glass.

“Vijay, what's wrong with you?” Eric was backing away.

Several other people had risen in their cubicles, like curious groundhogs emerging from their holes.

Vijay lunged. He plunged the glass shard into the younger man's gut.  Eric howled.  Vijay pounced on him, knocking them both to the floor.

Danica screamed.

“Vijay, what the fuck are you doing!” Dave bellowed.

Vijay stabbed Eric in the abdomen again. Dave ran into Vijay's cubicle and tried to pinion his arms behind his back. Dave was six foot three and built like an ox. He looked more like an outlaw biker than a code jockey, with his unruly, greying beard and massive beer gut and the tattoo of a snarling wolf on his right forearm.

Eric's screams grew more shrill. Everyone on the floor was standing and gawking now. A couple of other people had pulled out their phones.

Vijay whirled and snapped at Dave's throat with his teeth. Dave sent him stumbling backward with an uppercut to the chin. Vijay tripped over Eric's legs and crashed into his chair. He tumbled to the floor with an indignant squawk.

Danica called 911. Her hands were shaking.

She got a busy signal. She quickly redialed, with the same result.

What the hell?

Dave knelt beside Eric, but clearly didn't know what to do. The lower half of Eric's shirt was crimson.

“Help me,” the young project leader croaked.

A commotion erupted at the other end of the floor, around the corner from the elevator bank in the center of the big room. Two or three people started screaming.

Vijay rose to his feet. His lips curled in a feral snarl. He lept at Dave. Dave floored him with another punch. Vijay popped back up like a psychotic jack-in-the-box. He was moving with speed and agility that Danica would never have imagined him capable of. Two of his front teeth were broken, and his mangled glasses hung from one ear. He didn't seem to notice.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Dave muttered.

Danica continued trying to reach Emergency Services. On her fourth or fifth attempt, a frazzled dispatcher answered.

“Police, fire, ambulance?”

“Police and ambulance. My coworker stabbed our supervisor. And now he's trying to kill another coworker. My supervisor is bleeding to death! We need—“

“Where are you?”

Danica gave her the address. “We're on the twenty third floor—”

“I'll get someone there as fast as I can, ma'am. It may take some time. We're having an extraordinarily high volume of emergency calls.”

The dispatcher hung up before Danica could say anything more. Screams were coming from every direction now. At least half a dozen people had gone completely batshit. Malcolm, a dorky kid fresh out of university who still lived with his mom, was stomping on a technical writer named Susan who was six months shy of retirement. Susan's head looked like a melon that had been dropped on a sidewalk. Two coworkers were trying to pull him away. He headbutted one and punched the other in the throat before returning his attention to the convulsing body on the floor. Sandra, the department's administrative assistant, was crouched on her desk, head tilted back in a snarl, blood dripping from her teeth. Her blouse had been torn open, exposing her lacy purple bra. She jumped on Mr Lloyd, the department head, as he emerged from his office to see what was going on. She wrapped her legs around his waist as if he was a lover she hadn't seen in months, then sank her teeth into his face.

Vijay hissed and charged at Dave. Dave delivered a roundhouse that would have stunned a horse. Vijay emitted an indignant squawk as he crashed into his chair again, this time knocking it over. He landed on his hands and knees. He grabbed a fresh shard of glass from the carpet. Dave kicked Vijay's face as if it was a football. Danica heard a sickening snap. Vijay collapsed face down onto Eric, who had stopped moving.

Vijay did not get up this time.

Fuck this.

Danica ran for the elevators. Dave followed.

One of the two elevator doors on this side of the floor was closed. Several people were already in the other one. As Danica stepped in, she was pushed forward and shoved against a skinny intern named Charlotte, who was backed against the wall. Dave was pressed against her from behind. Within less than a minute the elevator cab was full.

“Shop shoving! There's no more room!” Dave boomed. One or two others yelled the same thing. Panicked IT workers continued to try to push their way in. Danica was squeezed against Charlotte. Her breasts were flattened against the intern's smaller ones. Their cheeks brushed, and the tips of Charlotte's dark bob teased her nose and lips. Dave's big belly and stocky thighs were pressed against her back and ass. His bearded chin nudged her scalp, and his labored breathing rustled her hair. He mumbled an awkward apology.

Danica cursed herself for not taking the stairs.

Charlotte struggled against her. “You're crushing me,” she whimpered.

Danica pushed back against Dave, but she might as well have tried to move a parked tank. “I'm sorry, Charlotte. I'm being squashed too!” She was struggling not to break down and cry.

Dave was shoved even harder against them. The air was pressed out of Danica's lungs. She struggled to expand her chest, but couldn't. Charlotte groaned.

Dave cursed those still trying to force their way in. He braced his big arms against the rear wall to either side of Danica and Charlotte and pushed back. The brawny engineer opened enough of a gap to allow the two women to breathe.

The screams from the floor were getting worse.  Danica couldn't turn to see what was happening, but she heard blows, howls, and yelps. The elevator doors abruptly closed, and the metal cage lurched into motion. Two or three people were sobbing.

“What the fuck is going on?” someone asked. “What's wrong with those people?”

“Why aren't the police answering the phone? The guy next to me killed two people!”

“My wife phoned and said the same thing is happening in her office. She hid in the washroom.”

The elevator jolted to a stop. The lights went out, plunging the packed cabin and its terrified captives into darkness. Several people screamed.

Don't elevators have emergency lights that come on if the power goes out? Why aren't the emergency lights coming on?

Danica struggled to reach her smartphone to use as a flashlight, but couldn't move her arm enough. Others had the same idea, and three or four swaths of ghostly light cut the darkness. Distorted shadows loomed on the walls around them like monsters from a child's nightmare.

The elevator plunged another two feet. Fresh screams split the air. The jarring stop made Danica's knees buckle, but she was held upright by Charlotte and Dave's bodies. Someone dropped their phone, reducing the already insufficient light.

We must be over the elevator's weight limit. An emergency cable probably broke our fall.

“We're gonna die!” Charlotte sobbed.

“Shut up, bitch!” someone yelled.

“You shut up!” Danica snapped.

“We're gonna be okay,” Dave proclaimed loudly. “We're gonna get through this. Nobody needs to panic.”

A grim silence fell over the trapped office workers. Someone to Danica's left muttered a prayer. Danica needed to pee.

How long will the emergency cable hold with this much weight? How long will it take for someone to rescue us?

Will someone rescue us?

“Hey, let go of me, what the fuck are you—aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh”

“Jim's attacking Dae! He's biting him!”

Those around them struggled to get away from the violence. Dave was pushed harder against Danica, squashing her more tightly than ever against Charlotte. Charlotte mewled like a suffocating kitten. The light dimmed to almost nothing as phones were clutched against bodies or dropped to the floor. Dae's shrieks devolved into a messy gurgle. She heard the sound of meat being torn from bone.

“Jimmy, no!” Jim had a new victim. “He's biting me! Get him off! Get him off!”

Danica wasn't sure, but it felt like the elevator sagged as everyone tried to get to the left side of the cab. Jim, a middle-aged coder who was almost as tall as Dave, was attacking the people nearest to him like a weed-whacker. Danica's ribs felt like they were going to break. She couldn't breathe at all.

Danica thought about her daughter, whom she had given up for adoption when she was seventeen. She had always hoped to find her one day, to be forgiven for not being the mother she wished she could have been.

She tried again to suck in some air. Her lungs were burning. Her head was swimming.

The sounds of gnashing teeth and tearing flesh got closer.


The Drug Deal

The buyer's name, according to his rap sheet, was Winston Elliot Davis. But on the street he was known as Jesus.

The thirty-eight year old gangbanger's greasy shoulder-length hair, scruffy beard, and gaunt face did give him a passing resemblance to The Savior. But the effect was ruined by his numerous tattoos—especially the one that edged the left side of his face—and his rotting teeth. It was a pretty safe bet that Jesus sampled the crystal meth he bought and sold. For quality assurance, no doubt.

Jesus wasn't the scariest dude in the room. Patrick, the muscle-bound skinhead with the huge swastika tattoo on his chest, was even creepier. He held a sawed-off shotgun loosely in his hands, and looked like he was itching to use it.

The third member of Jesus' crew, Shank, was a short guy with a mohawk and even more ink than his boss. His hand hovered near the butt of a forty-five automatic embedded in the waistband of his ratty jeans. He looked twitchy. Not good. Troy was pretty sure all three of them were high.

The rundown hotel room Jesus had picked was often used by small time dealers and working girls. A faint reek of sex hung in the air. Crude graffiti adorned the walls, including a spray painted warning that The bed bugs bite.

Brody, Troy's new partner, hung back to his right. It was his first undercover sting, and the towering rookie cop looked almost as twitchy as the cat with the hand cannon in his pants. Brody was only three months out of the Academy, way too green for a high risk assignment like this. But he was the Chief's nephew. Troy had tried to bring a third man, an experienced colleague, but Jesus had been adamant that he could only bring one other person. Patrick had frisked both of them at the door and taken their guns, which had been no surprise.

“You're doing good, men. Now close the deal and get the hell out of there.” Detective O'Rourke, their team leader, was only audible to Troy and Brody. Each had a state-of-the-art transceiver in his ear canal that was undetectable to the eye. It not only let them hear O'Rourke, who was in an unmarked van across the street with the rest of their team, but was recording audio of all that transpired in the hotel room. The dealers would be arrested tomorrow in predawn raids. Troy and Brody couldn't talk to the other members of their squad, at least not without alerting the gangsters, but if things went south they would have backup within minutes. Although Troy was acutely aware that if the need for backup arose, by the time help arrived it would probably be too late.

“So, kid, let's see what you got.”

Troy was thirty-two, but his baby-face made people think he was a lot younger. Which came in handy in operations like this. Troy nodded to Brody, who produced a small baggie of white powder. He handed the 8-ball to Jesus. Jesus inhaled a generous sample. His head snapped back. He had not been expecting such a high level of purity.

“Fuck, dude, this is good shit.” Jesus looked at Troy with respect. “Your cook knows what he's doing. We're gonna do business, kid.”

A woman's scream echoed somewhere above them. Too distant to be from the room directly overhead, but possibly from the room above that. Something crashed, and there was another scream. The scream was cut short.

Jesus gazed at the ceiling, then looked at Troy and grinned as if someone had just cracked a good joke. Troy wanted to punch him. Jesus took another snort from the 8-ball.

“You got our cash?” Brody demanded.

“Yeah, I got your money.” Jesus counted off ten bills from a crumpled roll of twenties and handed them to Brody.

Bingo. Troy repressed a smile. You're going back to jail, Jesus.

“I'll take ten ounces. How soon can you have it ready?”

“Pete, what are you doing—“ O'Rourke's voice was cut off by a single gunshot. The sound was painfully loud inside Troy and Brody's ears, causing both men to wince. It was followed by half a dozen more rapid-fire bursts. Jesus and his crew couldn't hear the transceivers, but they heard the gunshots from the street in front of the hotel.

“What the fuck is going on out there?” Jesus scowled. Patrick eyed the two undercover cops suspiciously.

“It's been a pleasure doing business with you, Jesus, but we need to get going. Our cook will have the ten ounces on Friday. I'll text you when it's ready.”

Brody was staring at the ceiling. His eyes were unfocused. He looked more out of it than Jesus.

“Brody, it's time to go.”

Brody turned to Troy with a weird grin. His eyes panned the room, from Shank to Jesus to Patrick.

“You got a problem, motherfucker?” Patrick shifted his sawed-off so that it was pointed at Brody's gut.

“Come on, bro. Let's get a cold one and celebrate our new business deal.” Troy stepped toward the door. There was dead silence in his ear transceiver.

What the fuck happened in the command van?

Brody's gaze shifted back to Jesus. His goofy grin widened. Jesus frowned.

Brody pounced on Jesus and sank his teeth into the sleazy drug pusher's face.

Patrick swung his shotgun at Brody, but hesitated, not wanting to hit Jesus. Brody tore into Jesus' throat. Arterial blood sprayed in a long arc, splattering Brody and Patrick. An odious smell filled the room as Jesus' bladder and bowels failed.

Shank pulled out his forty-five and stepped forward, aiming at Brody's head. Brody hurled Jesus' twitching body at Shank as Shank pulled the trigger. Jesus' head exploded. The blast was deafening in the enclosed space. Troy brought his hands to his ears and nearly doubled over. Patrick recoiled. Shank grimaced. Bits of Jesus' skull and brains splattered Troy's hair, face and shirt. The undercover cop's stomach lurched.

More gunfire echoed in the street. Troy could barely hear it. It was as if he was underwater. A car horn and muffled crash followed the gunfire. Shank and Patrick exchanged an uncertain glance.

Brody dove at Shank. Patrick pulled the trigger. Drywall exploded behind Brody. Shank fired, and the left side of Brody's abdomen blew apart like the drywall. Brody was knocked back, but somehow stayed on his feet. He looked like a shark had taken a bite out of him. Shredded intestines and liver were exposed inside a semicircle of torn muscle, flesh, and the underside of one rib.

How the fuck can Brody still be standing?

Shank's jaw dropped as Brody advanced. He aimed his gun squarely at Brody's face, but Brody seized his wrist and pushed up, sending the bullet into the ceiling. Troy's ears were ringing. Shank's mouth was moving, but he couldn't hear any words. Brody lifted the vertically challenged felon off the floor by his arm. Patrick let loose again with the sawed-off. Part of Brody's face was blown away. So was the top half of Shank's skull. Brody dropped Shank's limp body to the floor and turned to Patrick.

Patrick ran for the door.

Brody tackled him, and the two big men went down. Patrick's mouth opened in a soundless scream as Brody twisted his head at an impossible angle. One of Brody's eyes and most of one cheek were missing. What was left of his mouth grinned almost cheerfully as he turned the neo-Nazi's head like a corkscrew until his neck snapped.

He turned and stared at Troy, that insane, goofy grin still animating what was left of his face.

Troy turned and fled into the hall.


The Nude Beach

“You should take your clothes off, Naomi.” Rachel smiled encouragingly. “Show off that beautiful body of yours.”

Naomi didn't feel beautiful. She was too short, needed to lose fifteen or twenty pounds, and already had dark roots in her new blonde hair. But Rachel was looking at her in a way that made her warm and tingly.

The other three women had all been to Hanlan's Point before. They had stripped as soon as they'd laid their blanket and picnic basket down. Naomi didn't know any of them that well. She'd met Leslie a few weeks earlier while doing a temp assignment at her office. It was her first time meeting Leslie's girlfriend Kimberly and Kimberly's friend Rachel.

Naomi took a generous sip from her beer, building her courage. She glanced around the beach. Not everyone was naked or topless, but Naomi was surprised by how many were. Naomi loved the Bohemian vibe here. A group of co-eds were playing nude volleyball not far to their left, at the base of the vegetation-covered embankment that separated this special beach from the rest of the Toronto Islands. A cute brunette scored a point, and celebrated with a cartwheel. To their right, a topless girl with long lilac hair was pouring wine into plastic cups for herself and her partner, a tall youth with spiky black hair who was wearing a spiked leather collar and nothing else. Drinking in public was illegal in Ontario, but the rule was not usually enforced here if one was reasonably discreet and not acting like an ass. A hint of pot wafted by on a breeze. Smoking marijuana on public beaches wasn't officially allowed either, but again this beach seemed to be an unofficial exception. Electronic dance music played from someone's phone, adding to the party atmosphere. Naomi had lived in Toronto for six years now, and couldn't believe she'd never been here before.

“You don't have to take your clothes off, Naomi,” Leslie said. “Just relax and enjoy.”

“I want to do it.” Naomi took a hardy gulp from her beer and peeled off her tank top. Rachel grinned. Naomi stood and self-consciously shimmied out of her shorts, then peeled off her panties. She wished she'd worn something sexier.

“You look great!” Rachel approved. She took Naomi's hand. “Let's go for a swim. Les and Kim can keep an eye on our stuff.”

“Yes, not a problem. When you get back, me and Kim can hit the water, and the two of you can watch our stuff.”

“Deal!”

Rachel guided Naomi to the water. Naomi's heart raced as she walked across the hot sand. She had never been naked in public before, exposed to the gaze of anyone who cared to look. She felt an unexpected rush that she imagined was what a drug high must feel like.

Rachel led her into the shallow surf. The water was cold, but not unbearable. Other people were frolicking in the waves around them. Three or four people waist deep in the water were tossing a big beach ball back and forth. Further out, almost neck deep, a man and a woman were locked in a passionate embrace. Naomi suspected they were doing more than just kissing. A few pleasure craft floated offshore. Naomi could see people drinking on the deck of the closest one.

Rachel didn't stop until the water was almost up to Naomi's boobs. Rachel was more than half a head taller, and the water only came up to her navel. The cold water was uncomfortable at first, but Naomi's body quickly adapted. Rachel placed her hands on her waist and brought her lips to hers. Naomi welcomed the kiss, and shyly put her hands on Rachel's hips.

A scream from the shore interrupted their embrace. Naomi turned, but could see nothing amiss. She was about to turn back to Rachel when the scream was repeated. Some sort of commotion was happening at the far end of the beach.

Rachel moved forward, so that her body pressed lightly against Naomi's. Her rigid nipples prodded Naomi's shoulders in way that made her tingle.

“What's going on over there?” Naomi asked. Rachel did not have an answer.

The screams grew more shrill. Several people seemed to be trying to break up a fight. A man staggered backward, clutching his face.

“Jesus,” murmured Rachel.

More screams erupted from several other spots on the beach. An orange tent that someone had set up on the sand thrashed as someone frantically tried to get out and got entangled in the flimsy fabric. A tall girl with long dreads ran into the water, pursued by an even taller bear of a man with a massive belly and bristly crew cut. The man tackled the girl and forced her beneath the water. He didn't let her up again.

“Holy fuck!” exclaimed Rachel.

“We need to help her,” Naomi said. She remained rooted where she was, however. She and Rachel would have no chance against that brute, and her phone was with Leslie and Kim.

The guy trying to escape from the tent staggered several paces, dragging the uprooted canvas shelter with him. A woman, also tangled in the gaudy orange fabric, was clinging to his back, her legs wrapped around his waist and her face buried in the side of his neck. The pair collapsed to the sand with the woman on top. The man was thrashing and screaming.

“Let's get out of here,” said Rachel. This seemed like a good plan to Naomi. Many people were already moving toward the narrow path that connected the beach to the rest of the island.

A sudden roar made Naomi turn. A guy on a jet ski was gunning toward the group with the beach ball. They tried to get out of the way, but couldn't move fast enough. The jet ski slammed face-first into a chubby girl in a yellow bikini, driving her under the churning water beneath it. Then it hit a guy who might have been her boyfriend. The rider bounced in his seat as he ran over his victims, a crazed grin on his face. He spun in a wide arc, then turned to the couple who were still standing.

Rachel took Naomi's hand and pulled her toward the shore. The burly guy who had drowned the girl with the dreads lurched in their direction. Rachel angled away from him, but it did not look like they'd be able to get past him.

Naomi heard a girl wail “Noooo!” followed by the sound of metal on flesh as the jet ski rider claimed another victim. She didn't turn around.

The beach was in pandemonium. Multiple people seemed to be trying to kill anyone they could get their hands on. A few people were trying to fight or restrain the lunatics, but most were just trying to escape. Naomi could see their blanket and picnic basket, but Leslie and Kim were nowhere in sight.

The monster with the crew cut was getting closer. Rachel pulled Naomi back into the deeper water.

The jet ski rammed the last beach ball tosser. The rider scanned the water in search of his next victim. His eyes locked on Naomi and Rachel.

Rachel veered toward the closest of the small yachts moored offshore. Two couples were on the deck, watching the carnage with baffled expressions.

“Help us!” Rachel yelled.

One of the men moved to the cockpit and revved the craft into motion. A moment later it was alongside them. The chest-high wave created by the boat nearly knocked Naomi off her feet, but she kept her balance. The man waved them to a ladder at the back of the boat. Rachel and Naomi ran toward it.

The lunatic on the jet ski swerved to avoid crashing into the cruiser. The guy with the crew cut also paused and looked around for a new victim.

Their rescuer reached down and helped Naomi and then Rachel onto the boat. “You girls okay?”

“We're good,” said Rachel.

“Thanks so much for helping us!” said Naomi. She was shaking from their near miss with death.

“No problem. My name's Dan. This is Joe, Emily, and Dayle.”

Joe and Emily turned from the deck rail, where they had been watching the chaos on the beach. Joe greeted them with a “Hey”. Emily smiled shyly.

“Dayle?” Dan asked. “Babe, are you okay?”

Dayle was staring at the sky.

A thread of drool spilled from the corner of her mouth.
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