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A sound shattered the stillness: a hissing.
The air. There was a subtle change. Oily.
Could air be oily?

His throat tightened and he clutched his
chest. His eyes burned and watered. He
grasped his throat with both hands as his
esophagus began to spasm. What was happen-
ing? His lungs burned and ached, praying for
air. A pain ripped across his chest. Gasping for
the precious oxygen, he clawed at the cold,
unrelenting wall with bloodied fingertips.

Got to get OUT!

Barely conscious, he listened as his heart-
beats, at first reverberating in his ears like a
slow, deliberate jackhammer, slowed and fal-
tered.

My God, he thought, I'm dying...

His brain succumbed to the nothingness.
An eerie silence enveloped the chamber as his
bodily functions shut down one by one.

Outside the Florida sun smiled, the warm
waters of the Gulf of Mexico kissed the sandy
beach and a new day began at Far Horizons.
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Excerpt...

He struggled awake, disconcerted by the
sensation that the bed was moving. He strained
to see, but the dark was impenetrable. Where
was the window? Rolling over onto his side, he
groped toward the nightstand to turn on the
light, but recoiled when his hand struck some-
thing solid.

A wall. Rough. Gritty. Unfinished con-
crete.

He sat upright in bed. That wall hadn’t
been there when he’d gone to sleep. The air in
the room was different, too. Stale. And cold.
Much colder than when he’d fallen asleep.

Was this a dream? Was this a nightmare?

Puzzled, he thrust aside the sheet. He
turned away from the wall, and with arthritic
joints complaining, he tried to get out of the
king-sized bed, but collided with a barrier on
the opposite side as well.

Another cement wall.

Crawling on his hands and aching knees,
in the void dense with darkness, he moved
across the broad expanse of the spongy mat-
tress to the foot of the bedstead.

Blocked again.

Panic pumped surges of adrenaline
through his body. His heart throbbed and
rushed. An icy sweat laced his brow and he
shivered. He was trapped in a concrete vault
barely large enough to encompass his bed.

But why? And where am I?

What kind of cage or pen was this? And
who would do this to him? He had enemies,
but that was just business. Surely his foes
weren’t this inhuman.

He pummeled the abrasive surface of the
wall with his fists, desperate to make a noise,
to attract attention. His knuckles stung and
bled. He sucked them to make them stop hurt-
ing, acutely aware of the taste of his own
warm, salty blood.
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