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Kathy pushed the button in her chronograph to start the stopwatch and began jogging down 

the road. Today she was taking a long run – eight miles – along a route that provided variation in 

both scenery and effort. The first leg was down Grayson Lane to the spillway. It was slightly 

downhill and a good warm up for the rest of the route. At the spillway she would go right on the 

bike path that followed the river. Two miles down the bike path, then right again on a short 

hiking trail through the woods to County Road 47 – a winding, two-lane road that she would take 

back to Clark Street. This stretch along 47 was the tough part since it was mostly uphill. Then, 

once she got to Clark, she would go right again for the final leg which would take her back to her 

apartment. That last part along Clark was through a residential area. It was flat and shady and 

provided a nice cool-down after the uphill climb on 47. The route was a big square box with each 

leg being approximately two miles long. 

She quit running this route for a while after the girls at the college went missing – three over 

a period of four months. That had scared her enough that she kept to the populated areas and 

neighborhoods near her apartment. She wasn’t comfortable running this route, with the secluded 

stretch along the bike path and the woods on either side of County Road 47. But two months ago 

the Police had announced that they had a suspect in custody and there had not been any other 

missing persons reported since then. Kathy decided it was safe and was glad to get back to the 

longer route away from all the houses and congestion. Besides, she always carried her cell phone 

with her in case she had some kind of emergency or had to call for help. 

After a few minutes she was warmed up enough to get into a comfortable rhythm. The little 

protests her body made at the beginning – the slight stiffness in her joints and the tightness in her 

back and shoulders – faded away and she relaxed. It seemed odd to think of it as relaxing when 

she was jogging at a brisk pace, but that’s how it felt. Unlike a lot of runners, she didn’t run with 

an ipod and earbuds. She actually found music to be distracting when she was running. Her 

strides rarely were in time with the music and it felt awkward. She also liked to hear what was 

going on around her – birds chirping in the trees, the water rushing over the spillway, the sounds 

of approaching vehicles. When she had first started running she had her ipod with her one day 

and didn’t hear a pickup truck that came up behind her. Just as it passed the driver blew the horn 

and it startled her so much she stumbled and almost fell. No doubt the jerk thought it was a hoot. 

That was the last time she ran with anything obstructing her hearing. 

She found it hard to believe that had been three years ago. Three years and thirty pounds, do 

be exact. Until she began running regularly she had always struggled with her weight. Even as a 

child she was heavy. It wasn’t until her senior year in college that she met someone who inspired 

her to lose weight – Marty Decker. Marty was a gym rat who loved working out and helping 

others, primarily women, get in shape. He was the first guy who had really shown any interest in 

her physically but she didn’t realize that he was more interested in transforming her into what he 



liked than liking her for who she was. Three months later he had moved on to his next “project” 

and her heart was crushed. But something good had come from that miserable experience. Kathy 

had developed the habit of running and the excess weight she’d always lugged around had 

started melting away. She wondered what Decker the Pecker would think of her now. She was 

slim and fit and had the body of an athlete. It might be fun to run into old Marty again – Marty 

and a few others who had treated her like a second-class citizen simply because she was a little 

overweight. It might be fun to see their faces when she told them to take a flying leap. 

As she approached the spillway she could hear the water splashing over the rocks and smell 

the river. Mixed with the scent of the woods it created an earthy, fresh fragrance that she always 

found appealing. She inhaled deeply and held it for a few seconds before letting it out again. She 

glanced at her watch. Fifteen minutes. She’d made good time covering the first two miles of her 

run. But the third leg along County Road 47 was uphill and she would have to push it if she 

wanted to beat her time from last week. 

She turned onto the bike path and picked up her pace a little. Her breathing was deep and 

regular and almost effortless. She had her second wind. 

 

*** 

 

The man came up from the pavilion at the spillway and started jogging along the bike path. 

He kept his distance, not wanting Kathy to know that he was following her. Not that it mattered. 

If she did happen to look back she’d only see another jogger plodding along, not close enough to 

cause any alarm. 

He had seen her come past his little rental house on Clark Street several times. One day a 

couple of months ago he followed her home. Once he knew where she lived it was easy enough 

to watch for her and learn her routine. Every evening during the week she ran a three-mile course 

through the neighborhoods near her apartment. She typically got home from work just before 

6:00 p.m. and immediately changed into her workout clothes and hit the road. On Saturdays she 

got up early and ran a longer route, which took about an hour. 

Last week he confirmed that she ran down Grayson Lane to the river. That had been easy 

enough to do. After she headed down the road he simply drove past her to the spillway and 

waited for her to show up. Sure enough, after a few minutes she came running down the road and 

turned onto the bike path that went along the river. 

Today he had planned to follow her from the spillway to see how far she ran on the bike path. 

But that proved to be tougher than he’d anticipated. She was running pretty fast and after just a 

few minutes he was out of breath and couldn’t keep her in sight. He gave up on following her 

and walked back to his van. He knew from studying maps of that area that the next road to the 

west of Grayson Lane was County Road 47. He suspected she’d take that to get back up to Clark 

Street from the river, but he wasn’t sure how she would get to 47 since it didn’t go all the way 

down to the water. He decided to go down 47 to see what he could figure out. But first he wanted 

to make sure that was indeed her route. 

He drove back to Clark, then left to 47 where he parked just past the intersection at a Food 

Mart. From there he had a good vantage point. That would be perfect as long as she didn’t take 

too long. He didn’t want to wait in the parking lot long enough to draw attention to himself. 

 

*** 

 



Kathy crested the last hill and jogged down County Road 47 toward the intersection at Clark 

Street. She checked her time – forty-four minutes. Not as good as she’d hoped but not bad. She’d 

shaved off a couple of minutes on the bike path, but she couldn’t maintain that pace coming up 

the hills on 47. She was pretty winded and her legs burned from the effort. She decided not to 

push it on the last leg and slowed to an easy jog as she crossed Clark. 

After a couple of blocks on level ground, the burning in her thighs and calves faded and her 

breathing returned to a normal rate. She marveled at her conditioning. Three years ago it would 

have worn her out to walk eight miles, much less cover that distance in an hour. The first time 

she tried it, only about six months ago, she had to walk up the hills on 47 and ended up walking 

the rest of the way home on Clark, as well. But she was determined to get to where she could run 

the entire route. She pushed herself every week, every day to get stronger. Eventually she got to 

where she could run up the hills on 47 and even had enough energy to run the rest of the way 

home. Now she was pushing herself to cut her time down to fifty minutes. She wasn’t there yet, 

but she was getting closer. Maybe next week she would push a little harder on the first two legs. 

That was the best place to cut time – on the downhill and flat parts of the route. 

 

*** 

 

The man watched her as she came up County Road 47 and crossed Clark to the sidewalk. She 

had on red running shorts and a black, tight fitting shirt – the kind that was supposed to wick the 

sweat away from your body and help keep you cool. He didn’t know if that really worked or if it 

was just a marketing pitch, but he liked the look. It fit her snugly and showed off her figure. She 

had relatively small breasts but they were big enough. And she had a trim waist. Her hips were 

full but firm. Her legs were strong and shapely. On this particular day she had on a black ball cap 

and her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail that hung down the back of her neck. She had a 

dark tan, which he also liked. 

Before she got out of sight he drove out of the parking lot of the Food Mart and cruised down 

Clark Street. As he approached her from behind he watched the movement of her hips under the 

running shorts. After he passed her he slowed a little and looked at her in his side mirror for a 

minute, then resumed a normal speed and continued down the street. When he got to his house 

he parked in the driveway and waited. After a few minutes she came into view, still running 

comfortably even after almost an hour. She didn’t notice him sitting there in the van, waiting for 

her to come by. 

After she was out of sight he drove back to County Road 47. There were two roads that 

turned off to the west, but nothing to the east. Then he found what he was looking for. Just 

before the road came to a dead end there was a hiking trail on the left that cut through the woods. 

He parked the van and walked down the trail. This was how she got from the bike path to the 

road. He walked back up the trail to his van where he sat for a few minutes while he figured out 

what he’d do. Eventually he drove back home. 

That night he lay in bed and thought of the other girls. 

The first had been a freshman, just returning to campus after Christmas break to start the 

spring semester. She had an old computer that wasn’t working properly and she brought it in the 

store for repair. When she came back to pick it up he was getting off work so he carried it out to 

the car for her. When he asked about all the boxes in her car she explained that she was moving 

into an apartment with two of her sorority sisters. After she left he followed her back to her 

apartment and watched as she unloaded her car. When she came out to get the last of the boxes 



he forced her into his van and took her to an abandoned farmhouse ten miles out of town. When 

he was finished with her he buried her in the woods behind the house. 

The next month he took the second one. She was a philosophy student who liked to hang out 

at one of the bars off campus and flirt with the professors who frequented the place. She thought 

she was smart and sassy and had the world figured out. He raped her, then carved up her pretty 

face with a hunting knife, just to show her she didn’t know shit about how things worked in the 

real world. She was buried in the woods next to the first one. 

Then everything got crazy on campus. The local media were all over the story of the missing 

students – two girls in two months. The campus went into a state of high alert. The local Police 

went around questioning anyone on campus who wasn’t obviously a student or part of the 

faculty. A couple of the fraternities offered to escort the coeds back to their dorms or sorority 

houses after class. He rarely saw any girls going anywhere who weren’t being escorted or 

walking in groups of three or four. So he decided not to do another one until things calmed down 

a little. But when the third opportunity fell into his lap he acted without hesitation. 

He met her coming out of the campus library and talked with her for a minute. She’d been in 

the store a few times and he’d helped her pick out a nice laptop. When he asked her if she had an 

escort back to her dorm she said she didn’t. She didn’t think it was necessary at that time of day. 

It was eleven-thirty in the morning. Surely nothing bad could happen at eleven-thirty in the 

morning. By twelve-thirty that afternoon she was dead. 

After the third coed went missing everything got really crazy around campus. But that was 

okay. He needed to quit targeting students anyway. It was too risky. Everyone on campus was 

too paranoid. 

Then the local Police announced they had apprehended someone who confessed to killing the 

three missing girls. He had a history of mental and emotional problems. He refused to tell them 

one crucial detail – where he buried the bodies – but he insisted he was the killer, and since the 

disappearances had stopped once they had him in custody, the Police actually believed they had 

their man. 

After a few months things eventually calmed down. People returned to their normal routines. 

And the runner the man had been following started taking her long runs again down to the river 

and back. 

He thought about what he would do next weekend, or the weekend after that – whenever the 

opportunity presented itself. He would be waiting for her the next time she took her long run 

along the river. 

 

*** 

 

Kathy had only run twice in the last week. She was finally taking a week’s vacation from 

work and she’d put in some extra time so everything would flow smoothly while she was out. By 

the time Saturday rolled around she was anxious to take the long route again, to kick off her 

vacation with a good, long run. It had rained the night before and the sky was clear and the sun 

was bright. It was as though the rain had flushed all the impurities from the air – a perfect 

morning for a run. 

She jogged down Grayson Lane toward the spillway. When she got to the river and turned 

onto the bike path she felt good but she decided not to go for a new record today. She just 

wanted a good workout. She slowed her pace a little and thought about what she might do with 

her time off. She hadn’t planned to go anywhere or do anything special, but she was 



reconsidering that now. She’d recently broken things off with the guy she was dating, so she was 

free and clear in that regard. She could do whatever she wanted without having to get buy-in 

from someone else. A few days off on her own might be fun. It had been a long time since she’d 

just loaded up the car and taken a road trip. 

Her mind was still occupied with her vacation plans when she came out of the woods onto 

County Road 47. There was a blue van parked on the shoulder right there at the end of the trail 

and she had to go around it. As she did a man lunged at her from behind the van. He slammed 

into her, knocking the wind out of her as she fell to the asphalt. Before she could react he was on 

top of her and had a chloroform-soaked rag over her mouth and nose. She flailed at him wildly 

with her arms and kicked her legs but he was too heavy. She couldn’t get free or pull the rag 

away from her face. 

Then everything went black. 

 

*** 

 

When she came to her head was pounding and her throat was on fire. She was lying on an old 

wrought iron bed in the middle of an empty room. The mattress on the bed was stained and 

smelled of mildew. Her feet and hands were tied to the frame in a spread-eagle position but she 

was relieved to see she was still dressed. Instinctively she struggled against her constraints but 

they didn’t give. There wasn’t a gag in her mouth or anything to prevent her from calling for 

help, but she looked around the room before making any noise. 

The room was hot and stuffy. She turned her head to see more of her surroundings. When she 

looked to the left she saw grimy windows and a door that she assumed opened onto a front 

porch. Three rough boards were nailed across it to prevent it from being used. When she looked 

to the right she could see a counter and a faucet on a kitchen sink. Apparently this was an old, 

one-room farmhouse or perhaps a hunting cabin. There was a door at that end of the room as 

well. 

Just then, the door opened and a man came in. He walked over to the bed and stood looking 

down at her. “Ah, I see you’re awake,” he said. 
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