Beast’s Escape

By Bunny Hops

Kayla, 19 year old female

Luther, born 1843 London

Nebraska... Shit; he was still only in Nebraska.  Every time he though he was going to wake up back in the woods.

Even before he cracked his eyelids open Luther knew where he was.  He could smell it.  And it stank of Nebraska.

But he wasn’t above ground.  No, he was deep beneath the flat desolate surface of Nebraska.  The only reason he knew he was in Nebraska was the stench that permeated out of his captor’s pores, and from the odor that clung to their clothes, especially the dirt on their shoes.  They looked exquisitely cleaned, but Luther’s keen sense of smell told him everything.

A hundred and fifty years ago or so he was born in London, then he earned his gift and headed across the pond to the Americas, back when they were still “the states” or “the America’s” and not “America” or “’Murica.”  

