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Come to the edge.

We might fall.

Come to the edge.

It’s too high!

COME TO THE EDGE!

And they came,

And he pushed,

And they flew.

—Christopher Logue


Chapter 1
The Edge

“I want to show you something,” Phil said. He swung the BMW into the parking lot of Grady High School’s empty football stadium sending Lily off balance. She clutched the door handle as the car rocked to a halt.

“I think I just want to go home,” she said. He had talked about himself the entire time at dinner, but she attributed it to nerves. Once in his car on the way to get ice cream, he made some ridiculous sexual innuendos.

“Ah, Phil?” Lily called as he jumped out his side and came around to the passenger door. He yanked the door open, and offered her his hand. She didn’t take it.

“Here, let me help you.” He leaned in and undid her seatbelt. “I think you drank too much wine.”

“I’m not feeling so good. I thought we were going for ice cream?”

“Let’s take a walk and get some air first.”

His smile made her stomach twist. She didn’t understand why her brain was so foggy. She only had two glasses of wine with dinner. She looked past him to the empty stadium. This was not her idea of a romantic evening.

Phil clutched her arm. “Let me...” He pulled her out of the car and kicked the door closed. Once on her feet, Lily fully realized something was not right. Her legs could barely hold her. “I don’t mean to be a party p—”

He pushed her back against the closed door and planted an open-mouthed kiss on her lips. The wine from dinner had made her tired, but his touch was like a Jägerbomb. The Red Bull part kicked in. His warm breath on her face smelled of booze and bad gums.

“I can make you feel better, Lily.”

She squirmed against him, but he trapped her with his body. Lily couldn’t bring her knee up because of her narrow pencil skirt. He jammed his beefy knee between her thighs binding her legs completely.

Her head swam as she tried to gain her faculties. “Get. Off. Me.” When she looked at him, he wore a smirk, but he took one step back. Lily exhaled, realizing she had been holding her breath. She turned to the side to open the door. Suddenly, her head slammed against the window. Pain shot through the bones of her skull, sending shock waves from her temple, down her jaw to her teeth. She could not believe he just hit her. Her fear tasted of metal and bile. Her hand clung to the side mirror of the car as she knelt on one knee, her entire body weak. She managed to turn and stare at him. When he struck her face again, her vision flashed a brilliant white.

Rage. Pure unadulterated fury accompanied the blinding light and surged through her body. Her fingers throbbed. Her teeth ached. A cramping sensation fingered its way up her spine before a spinning disorientation all but consumed her. She stayed conscious, but barely. She righted herself as terror ignited her. As she tackled him to the asphalt and bit him, his screaming filled her ears. Liquid metal filled her mouth. His blood. Her vision blurred and she lost contact with him.

When things cleared, she saw him feeling along the locked steel fence that secured the field. By the Eighth Street end zone, he discovered the one open gate leading on to the field, but she had caught up with him. Cussing and screaming, he attempted to run away from her, but she tackled him at the edge of the bleachers. One swing at his head and he was quiet. She dragged him across the lawn by the collar and heaved him over the crossbar.

Dizzy, Lily collapsed on her behind at the ten yard line. Everything had changed. White chalk lines stood out in stark relief against lime green grass as if viewed through polarized lenses. Pain seared through her face and temple. Her mouth stung and her eyes burned with tears. She spit out bits of asphalt, blood, and
hair?

A moan rumbled behind her. It hadn’t come from a Grady Knight. And at twenty-six, Lily Moore was no cheerleader. She didn’t dare look back.
What have I done?

She sensed him first as she pushed her face into the warm breeze. Gun oil. Fruit. Animal. Spice. A man dressed in dark clothing stood off in the distance, watching. A cap sat low over his face. He didn’t make a sound. He took one step toward her then stopped and turned his head. Loud voices came from behind the bleachers.
Teenagers.
Lily heard each sniff, cough, chuckle like they were standing next to her.

The Watcher backed away toward the parking lot and disappeared from sight.

Lily gazed at her naked body. Something was wrong with her hands, her feet. Another glance at the end zone caused her to panic. She gulped the air as she took off running. Her limbs felt uncoordinated as she ran through the lot and across the desolate street. Buildings, trees, cars looked eerily disproportionate like she’d been dropped into an alternate universe.

Did he drug me?
Terror fueled her forward, but her body just wouldn’t function. After a few blocks, she collapsed to the ground. As she lie on her back gazing up at the black branches of a massive tree, her eyelids slid open and shut like faulty garage doors.
I just need to rest.

Chapter 2
Missing Girl?

Detective Caldwell Simms parked his unmarked car off Charles Allen Drive in the faculty lot for Grady High School. Atlanta PD’s lead crime scene investigator, Tiny Hunt, had both the Tenth Street and Charles Allen Drive entrances blocked off to the stadium.

Caldwell walked down Tenth Street to the main entrance of student parking. Power lines ran in front of the wrought iron arch that boasted the school’s name. Red and black running shoes suspended over them. He doubted they were part of the crime scene.

Immediately across Tenth Street stretched 189 acres of Piedmont Park. You never knew what you would find there. People from all walks of life frequented the park, which hosted art, cultural, and musical festivals throughout the year. After dark, many a homeless vagrant found a spot to rest.

It was a good place for people watching. You may even find a Little Person on stilts.
Nah, that’s just Tiny.
The moniker bestowed on their investigator as a child still fit him as an adult. Usually the sight of watching Tiny Hunt conduct a crime scene investigation while wearing his Powerstrider stilts made Caldwell smile. He couldn’t summon one at this time of morning. The spring-loaded stilts helped Tiny work a scene without needing to use his metal grabber or a stool to reach items. Plus, his ability to powerbock, run and jump athletically, earned him card-carrying status in the Badass Club. His responsibilities continued to expand with the APD. Tiny often worked in more of a liaison role for them, coordinating information between agencies. His unconventional methods added to his mystique.

Caldwell signed the logbook before ducking under the crime scene tape.

When he reached the bottom of the drive, Tiny greeted him. “Simmulator, I’ll walk you through in a minute. We’re still marking evidence. It spreads from the BMW crossover, through the open gate on the field, to the dumpster, and out to Charles Allen Drive.” Tiny’s dark eyes shined under the lights. Caldwell took in the yellow numbered tents and stood back as technicians took pictures and collected blood and other possible samples to test back at the lab.
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