
Kylie jumped as a flash of something large cut in front of the headlights.
“Shit!” Bly shouted and jerked the wheel.
The bronco veered from the dirt path and Kylie felt vertigo as the front descended the plateau, dirt and gravel giving way under the wheels. She gripped the seat as they bumped down the rock face, a screech of metal numbing her ear as the bronco slid against a jagged outcropping.
Her seatbelt knocked the breath out of her when a tire collided and stopped. The rear lifted and a stab of dread shot through her, they were pitching and only blackness in front. A single word entered her mind— cliff.
Somewhere Bly shouted, but sounded distant.
Weightless, her hair fell around her face. A soft impact then rush of icy cold flooded around her head, shocking her sober. She sputtered, forced herself not to take a breath.
Fumbling with the belt, her fingers tracing the buckle, but kept missing the button, then realized it was stuck. It took all her willpower not to panic and she tried the button again, applying pressure until it clicked. Unfastened, she sank from the seat.
She could sense Bly flailing beside her, grabbed hold of her arm, and wrenched herself over. She appeared to be panicking and Kylie hoped her friend hadn’t breathed water. The bronco touched the bottom and kicked up mud, burying them in a cloud. Her hands found the belt, and after a few attempts, unbuckled it. She patted Bly to get her friend moving as her lungs began to burn.
Shoving away from the seat, she gripped the door frame and heaved herself out.
Pain attacked her shoulder. Grit through it, she thought, probably from the seatbelt.
She could make out the front wheels through the murk and pulled along the greasy bottom of the bronco toward the driver’s side. She bumped into a form and took hold, Bly seemingly trying to yank her leg free.
Kylie followed her leg and found Bly’s sneaker stuck in the steering wheel. She twisted it, the tread pinching her fingers numb, but it dislodged. Pulling herself onto the bronco, she planted her feet and lunged from the undercarriage toward the surface. She wasn’t prepared for a sudden break above water and her boots slipped, plunging them back under. Adrenaline surged knowing the surface was right there. She righted her legs, stood, and breached into the night. Inhaling thankful gulps of air, she tugged on Bly until her ears were greeted by her choking.
“Stand on the truck,” Kylie said and helped steady her while she coughed up water.
Her shoulder gnawed and she feared it would be getting hard to move soon.
“Thanks for gettin’ me outta there,” Bly said between raspy breaths. “I know where we are— swimmin’ hole we visit in summer.”
Kylie relaxed a little. At least they had a point of reference. Then another thought occurred to her.
“On the road, what was it?”
Bly hesitated, “I’m not sure. I thought it was a coyote at first, but it was too big. Didn’t move right.”
“Huh?”
“I dunno, it just sort of appeared right in front of me. Didn’t look like any animal.”
Kylie recalled the image. “I saw a white flash in the headlights but couldn’t make it out.”
“It wasn’t white.”
“What color was it?”
Bly sighed, “I must’ve been tired, let’s just focus on goin’. My brother’s gonna be pissed about his bronco.”
Kylie couldn’t help thinking about the creature with it still out there. Whatever it was seemed to have Bly freaked out and she didn’t seem the type that happened easily. Her imagination wasn’t helping.
She peered through the ink for a sign of shore, the headlights not cast much glow above water. “Can’t make out a damn thing,”
“Give your eyes a minute. The desert’s bright once you can see starlight.”
The nag in her shoulder grew worse and she rotated her arm to keep it loose, trying not to slosh around much as it was dead silent, and hoped they’d hear if the thing was close. Lucky it’s atop the cliff, she thought. What in the hell was it?


