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“Oh, you have got to be
kidding me!”

It was a nightmare. It had to be.

But it wasn’t.

The moment Suzanne heard that distinctive
snick! as the heavy wooden stocks locked
around her head and hands, she knew she was in big trouble.

She hadn’t touched anything, she was sure of it!
Why had the hinged top suddenly latched?

And how the hell was she going to get out of
it?

They’d been rehearsing for the annual Christmas
play for weeks, and the arrival of their biggest prop had been a
welcome diversion. Everyone had been playing with the massive
device all afternoon, posing with their head and hands sticking out
through the narrow holes as if they really were on public display
in the town square.

Facebook will be humming
with selfies tonight, she’d thought as she’d watched them
laughing and joking like a bunch of chattering magpies. She hadn’t
joined in partly because she’d been painting the finishing touches
on a background scenery panel, and partly because…

Well, mostly because she’d been too shy. She was
the youngest member of the crew, fresh out of high school, not
really one of ‘the gang’ yet. Half of the actors didn’t even know
her name. She’d only been accepted as a set painter because she was
such a talented artist, and she’d been painting nonstop for weeks
to prove her worth.

When everyone had started getting ready to
leave, she’d promised to lock up when she was done…and then blessed
silence had descended, and her hand had flown over the large
vertical backdrop. She’d done some darned good work, she thought
when she finally straightened and realized how late it was.

She almost bypassed the medieval torture device
on her way out the door. Then some puckish sense of humor goaded
her into sliding her head and hands through the well-rounded
slots…just for an instant.

But an instant was all it had taken, and now she
was locked in tight, and scared half to death.

It was nearly midnight. No one would be back
until after breakfast. They’d razz her unmercifully if they found
her here like this tomorrow morning!

Even though she knew it was futile, still she
yelled for help. Her panicked shouts carried clearly to the far
ends of the immense auditorium…but there was no reply.

Well, she hadn’t really expected [...]
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