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REFUGE

Book 5: Bonfires Burning Bright

 

Summary:

 

The surviving inhabitants of Refuge have been shifted between worlds, never knowing what would come next. When the bell rings out once more, and the town is deposited in a new dimension, they find themselves surrounded by the worst of all possible landscapes: Hell. And a very familiar one, at that.

 

As Griffin and Frost work to safeguard the town’s survivors from untold dangers yet to come, and solve the enigma of Renford Ellison’s plan, the town is thrust into a world straight out of Griffin’s nightmares—and his twisted, surreal paintings.

 

New alliances are formed. Answers emerge. But when Avalon is taken beyond the town’s border, Griffin must venture out into the hellish landscape, navigating a labyrinth of flesh and skulls. To save the life of his daughter, he will have to face down an evil he thought existed only in his imagination. And the clock is ticking, because the church bell is ringing…

 

In their darkest hour, with danger all around, will the inhabitants of Refuge find their way past the bonfires burning bright, or will they be lost forever?

 

REFUGE is a serialized novel, co-authored by #1 Amazon.com horror author, Jeremy Bishop, and five other authors, including Amazon.com bestsellers Kane Gilmour and David McAfee,
USA Today
bestseller Robert Swartwood, and newcomer Daniel Boucher. The novel was released in five parts, every two weeks, beginning in late 2013, but it will also be available as one complete novel. So read the individual parts or the whole completed novel. Either way, you’re in for a creepy ride.
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INTRODUCTION TO A SERIAL NOVEL

 

REFUGE is a serial novel, co-written between five authors. This means the reading experience will be a little different from a standard novel. The best comparison for this scenario is a TV show. Each episode furthers a larger story, but it also has its own contained beginning, climax and end. REFUGE is set up in the same way, so that each novella is an episode, and the first five books are effectively Season 1. Also, TV shows use different directors and writers, meaning the show’s style, pacing and tone might shift week to week. While our team of writers strived to make each episode flow right into the next, you will notice subtle differences in writing style and tone, especially with newly introduced characters. At first I felt unsure about this approach. I’d never done it before. But once I started thinking about Refuge, a town shifting between worlds, subtle changes in tone, voice, style, and so forth, makes total sense. So, I hope you enjoy the series and the unique experience created by each new co-author.

 

—Jeremy Bishop


 

 

But I will forewarn you whom ye shall fear: Fear him, which after he hath killed hath power to cast into hell; yea, I say unto you, Fear him.

Luke 12:5
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Griffin Butler was angry.

Too many days
, he thought.
Too many days and no answers
.

It had been nearly two weeks since the entire town of Refuge, New Hampshire had suddenly and inexplicably shifted off of a familiar Earth and deposited the remaining frightened residents into a bewildering array of hostile and alien landscapes.

A desert world. A jungle world. A land of falling ash and terrible darkness. The worlds flicked past, one after another like the town was stuck in the Devil’s bright red View-Master toy.

Click
, an endless ocean.

Click
, giant carnivorous trees.

Click
, fire-breathing lizards.

The newest world in the Devil’s slideshow was a savannah; a brief and tantalizing breather, where nothing had attempted to kill them. Despite the alien presence of four small moons in the night sky, they could have been in Africa somewhere, based on the look of the landscape. Although they’d seen no lions, thankfully.

But while the week in the savannah world had been free of dangers, it had been lacking in answers, too. When they had first arrived, Griffin had stalked off to the hardware store with the recovered document safe Frost had found beyond the town’s border, in the world of ash and bones. He, Frost, and the doctor, Kyle, had cracked the slim thing open with the tools in Sam’s store. To Griffin’s surprise, inside the safe they found a battered leather-bound journal, some loose documents, a blueprint-like diagram and even a hand-drawn sketch on a cocktail napkin.

But the information those documents contained was in some kind of coded language, with great looping squiggles and arcs resembling some kind of Arabic. It was the drawing that really pissed off Griffin. A pylon, tall and archaic looking, like the one he and Frost had seen at the edge of town, had been sketched out. He felt certain that the diagram had been drawn by Renford Ellison’s own hand, and it was probably part of the original design for the mysterious mechanism propelling the town between worlds. But the image had been the only thing that made sense. The bizarre coded language kept them from gleaning anything more. Whatever secrets the documents held, he couldn’t crack them.

Discouraged at the trove of information just out of his reach, Griffin had wanted to tear the town apart looking for Ellison. But with the brief respite provided by the savannah world, Frost had convinced him—rightly so—that they needed to organize and prepare the town for whatever might come next.

“Prepare for the worst,” Frost had said. “Hope for the best.” It might not get them answers, but it would help keep people alive. Tracking down Ellison and uncovering his secrets had to wait.

Townspeople not actively patrolling the streets had been put to work, converting the Sheriff’s station into a fortress. The building had done itself proud in the latest attack, but the temporary plywood doors had needed to be replaced, and Griffin wanted the building to be a fortified stronghold, where everyone could weather any more dangerous attacks.

Sandbag walls sheltered the front and rear doors. Fire damage had been fixed. On the roof of the building, standing thirty feet tall and nestled between the array of solar panels, stood what Griffin called ‘the roost’—a tower of metal scaffolding and wood.

A lookout tower.

Without an ear-splitting bell.

From the roost, he could see clear to the borders of town in most directions, except past Domenick Ridge, over by the radio station. He could see the station and its tower, but not beyond it. That area was a blind spot.

Leaning against the roost’s railing, he scanned the green and yellow grasses and the distant, thick trees resembling the African Baobab. He shook his head in frustration. He wasn’t angry because their defenses had a blind spot, but because they were no closer to fixing the problem. At some point, they would have to embrace the cliché and turn their defense into an offense.

Kyle had performed post-mortem exams on the strange creatures that had invaded the town with every new shift, but he’d found nothing linking the creatures to each other, or anything else that made any sense. Radar and Winslow had been working on deciphering the coded documents with no luck, so far. And Griffin had led a team out to Ellison’s castle-like home, but they had found neither Jennifer Turkette, nor the elusive Ellison himself. The mansion had been empty. He’d known that as soon as he had forced his way past the huge front door. Despite the lavish furnishings, the place had felt empty. Abandoned.

Bong.

Griffin’s stomach lurched at the sound of the bell. He turned toward the church steeple across the street and laid a hand on the barrel of the .50 caliber machine gun they’d taken from the Humvee and installed on the tower.

Footsteps clanged up the ladder behind him. Without looking, he knew it would be Frost. First by his side. First to the town’s defense. She had taken to her role as the town’s defender like she’d been born for it.

He looked over the side and saw Pastor Ken Dodge standing on the roof below, making his way through the solar panels to the ladder.

Frost topped the ladder. “I had kind of hoped we’d stay here longer. Lulled me into a false sense of security.”

“Me, too,” Griffin said, taking her hand and giving it a gentle squeeze. They looked out over Main Street and saw people rushing toward the sheriff’s station, their sanctuary at the heart of Refuge. The Humvee—recovered from the National Guard depot and used for patrols—came roaring up Main Street from the south, just as the church’s bell started clanging like a frantic Salvation Army Santa. Soon the peal would just become one long drawn-out droning, and they would shift again.

To God only knew what hell.

Dodge scrambled up the ladder, and clambered onto the platform. “Looks like most everyone is following the game plan.”

Griffin gave a nod, then his two-way radio crackled to life.

“Last one’s in,” Cash said. “We’re locked up tight.”

“Everyone?” That surprised Griffin. “Even Barnes?”

“Yep. All except our missing town benefactor and his NASCAR nurse.”

Griffin’s scowl returned. The reference to Jennifer Turkette, the mysterious woman who had claimed to be Ellison’s personal nurse, didn’t help Griffin’s mood. The woman had saved a lot of people, using Quentin Miller’s lime-green monster truck and driving skills that spoke of military training. But she had then disappeared, and they’d seen no sign of her since. And if she wasn’t in Ellison’s fortress-like home across the lake, which was well stocked and had power, where could she be?

He looked over to the stone monstrosity in the distance, which resembled a castle more than a house. But then the clanging of the bell became a steady whine, and his eyes couldn’t help themselves. They went out to the border, to witness whatever horror the new world would sling at them.

The air around the edge of town shimmered, and the bell stopped abruptly. The grasses and trees of the world that had been their home for over a week slipped away, replaced by something new.

Something hideous.

“Oh no...” Dodge whispered.

“Oh my God!” Frost said, not making any attempt to keep her voice down.

But Griffin was the one in for a bigger shock than the others. He knew this world.

He had created it, after all.

Click
, Hell.
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