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Kashmere


My story is a story that is impossible for me to ever forget.  Money was definitely not an issue with my family.  My father was a rich doctor and my mom was a lawyer.  So, I had a nanny until I was old enough to go to school.  I went to an all girls’ boarding school and was educated the ways of a lady, (which I don’t know where I would need it in Reno, Nevada.)  And I guess that’s where my story really begins.  The summer after sixth grade in that boarding school in California.


The bell rang and I heard all the girls in my boarding school saying goodbye for the summer.  I would miss this school and my best friend Lizzie who lived in Boise, Idaho.  “Bye Kashmere!  Hopefully I’ll see you next year!” she smiled.  


“You too Lizzie,” I said and gave her a huge hug.  “Let’s sit together on the way to the airport,” I grinned and she quickly nodded.  I couldn’t believe how many girls came here from all over the western United States, but I knew one thing for sure, I’d be happy to wear jeans and a t-shirt all summer long.


Lizzie and I climbed onto the bus and began talking about our plans for the summer.  Lizzie would be going to the Teton Mountains in Wyoming and spending a lot of time with her childhood friend, Emma, camping and a lot of other things.  “What about you Kashmere?” she asked.


“Oh, I don’t really know,” I replied.  “All I know is that I am sure going to be on the lookout for cute guys this summer,” I giggled, and she let out a girly squeal also.  We continued chatting until we walked into the airport and she boarded her flight to Boise. 


“Bye Lizzie, I’ll write everday!” I called to her as she handed the lady her ticket.  


“I’ll write to you too Kashmere!  I promise!” then, she was gone.  I sighed and sat down, pulling out my special copy of the complicated, Wuthering Heights.  It was not long until I heard that the plane to Reno had arrived.  


I closed my book and walked to the terminal, handing the woman my ticket.  She smiled at me and I nearly skipped to the plane, but I had to restrain myself.  I was finally going home after about ten months, why shouldn’t I be happy?


I quickly sat down by the window and looked out to the runway.  Soon, I felt a prescence and turned to see two girls, one with blond hair, and the other with brown.  “Hi!” I told them. 


“Oh, hello,” the blond said.  “So are you going to Reno or do you live somewhere near there?” 


I nodded.  “I live in Reno, but I’ve been attending a boarding school here.  What about you?”


Now it was the burnette to speak up.  “Oh really?  We’re from there too!  We got out of school about a month ago though, so we stayed with my aunt and uncle here, so we’re heading back.” 


“Oh, that’s cool,” I said, and we were suddenly in silence.  “I’m Kashmere by the way,” I told them and stuck out my hand. 


“Oh, I’m Missy, and this is Nikki,” the blond said and shook my hand, then Nikki shook it as well. 


“How old are you?” I questioned.


“I’m twelve,” they replied at the same time.


“Me too!” I cried gleefully.  Perhaps I had just found some summer friends before I went back to school. 


“Yeah, we’re cousins though, and sadly, we’ll be going to different Junior Highs because of the stupid boundaries.” 


“Well be glad you even get to go to junior high,” I told them and began telling them all about boarding school.  Soon, we were soaring through the air, Missy, Nikki, and I probably disrupting everyone else on the plane.  But I was excited, these girls seemed nice, and I was happy to have met them. 


When the plane landed, Missy, Nikki, and I walked out together, and even grabbed our luggage, and finding our parents all standing next to each other!


“Mom!  Dad!” We all screamed and ran to our parents, embracing them.  We quickly introduced each other and exchanged the normal phone numbers and email addresses. 


“Bye!” I waved to them as they walked to their car on the otherside and began talking my parents’ ears off. 


“Sounds like you had a fun plane ride!” they exclaimed and then suggested going out to dinner.

“That sounds great!” I smiled and folded and unfolded my new friends’ contact information until we got there.

But that was when everything weird started happening.  We went to my favorite resturant, which was very expensive, but my parents knew it was most definetly my favorite.


We walked across the parking lot from our nice yellow Ferrari.  As I walked into the restaurant I saw a boy about my age in a dark sweatshirt, looking at me from under his hood.  He had gangster pants and his eyes glimmered red from underneath the dark fabric. 

Immediatly I know that those are not contacts, that those are his real eyes, and before we even find our seats, I'm wondering what sort of creature he is. Vampire? Werewolf? Fae of some sort?  We sat down at a table near the back, and soon enough the boy sat down in a table not far from us with another man, who I assumed must be his father. 


“Mary, we need to go,” whispered my father as the boy and his dad sat near us.  


“Don’t worry John, it’ll be okay, just as long we don’t take a lot of time to eat,” my mother answered. 


I ordered Chicken Alfredo with breadsticks and could feel the boy’s gaze burning into my skin.  I hurried and ate, and it appeared my parents had finished just as fast as I had.  


“Time to go,” my mom whispered in my ear.  I nodded and could feel the boy watching me as I walked away.  


We drove away and went to the movie store. My mom quickly floated to the romance aisle where teens and women were shoving to get to the latest DVD.  She was all for cheesy love stories.  Me?  I preferred horror by far.  My dad went to the T.V. section and looked for the episodes of his favorite television show.  


I skipped down the aisle and into the horror section.  I browsed through the racks of movies and saw him.  Less than a yard away, was the boy in the dark sweatshirt. 


My heart skipped a beat as he looked at a movie, but I knew he was shifting his glance towards me.  I turned my head away as he lifted his head and looked at me, his gaze was like knives, and made me blush. 


What was this feeling?  I hadn’t even seen all his face, but I felt suddenly drawn towards him.  My feet were carrying me towards him; I brushed the DVDs with my fingers, like I was looking for a certain one.  

Soon I was half a foot from him, my gaze brushed over his features.  I could tell he was skinny, not too muscular, just long and lanky.  I could also see that he was tan, and that was under the classification “hot” for me.

“Hey,” he said quietly and I froze, too shocked to speak.  He rose his head from the DVD he was starring at and I saw his red eyes flash.


  “H…hey,” I stuttered.  “I’m Kashmere,” I said, trying to be friendly.  


“I’m Maroon,” he told me.  He slowly put his hood back and I felt myself blushing.  His hair was dark brown and he his smile was very white.  His eyes were gentle, though the nearly blood color was strange, it was what drew me in more.


“Interesting name,” I said smiling.


“Like yours isn’t?” he asked quietly, turning his gaze to the ground.


“Well, yeah I guess it is kind of weird,” I said and quickly fixed my mistake.  “Not saying yours is.” 


Maroon chuckled, “You’re funny.” 


“Um…thanks, I guess,” I giggled.  


“So, what movie you looking for?” he asked.  “I thought a girl like you would be in the romance aisle.” 


“Oh, no,” I corrected him.  “That is so my mom.  I love horror. We stood in silence for a moment before I asked him,  “so what are you looking for?” 


“I don’t know.  I guess just looking for a movie that Jus- I mean my dad will enjoy too,” he smiled at me, flashing his white teeth. 


“Yeah, well, tonight we’re going to watch my movie because I just graduated from the junior grades today,” I said proudly.


“Nice!” he said and gave me a high five.  Even if it were for a brief moment my hand tingled when he touched it.  His skin was incredibly warm almost like a furnace and I could feel my cheeks warming up at the thought.  


“So, where do you go to school?” I asked him.


“Oh, well, I’m home schooled,” he replied solemnly.


“Well at least that’s better than boarding school, especially an all girls,” I said, doing a sick face. 


“I might just enjoy that,” he chuckled.  I didn’t get the joke at first but then I realized he just wanted to see the girls. 


Maroon was making me laugh, and smile bigger than I ever had before, and I couldn’t believe it.  Though, there were times that he seemed, I don’t know, sort of, timid I guess you could say.  It was almost like he was ashamed of something, that no one knew about.  


I was tempted to ask, but I restrained myself and quickly began sparking up a subject.  We began talking about our likes and our dislikes and our dreams.  I was beginning to tell him about Lizzie and Nikki and Missy, but a voice stopped me in mid-sentence.  

I spun around to see my dad, red-faced, and looking furious.  “Oh, dad!” I exclaimed.  “One second!”  I turned to Maroon, “I have to go.  Hope to see you again sometime.” 


“You too Kashmere,” he replied.  I began walking off but then felt Maroon’s hand on my shoulder.  “Here,” he said, placing a movie in my hand.  “It’s one of my favorites,” he replied before running off. 


I looked at the case he had placed in my hand and saw it was called, Assassin Warning.


We went home and watched the movie, but my parents didn’t speak to me.  I didn’t get what was going on.  How could my parents hate Maroon if they hadn’t even really met him? 

As I watched the horror movie I thought about Maroon and his tinted eyes.  I wondered if I would ever see him again.  Before I knew it, the movie was over.  I hadn’t even really been paying attention.

 
Before we could stop her, my mom put in her movie.  I fell asleep at the beginning and soon felt a nudge, waking me from my slumber.  “Kashmere,” my father said and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.


“Dad?” I mumbled, rubbing my eyes.  I saw my comforting blue walls around me and realized that my dad must have carried me up to my room after I had fallen asleep downstairs.


“Shhh,” he said.  He pulled the cover up to my chin and lifted my neck.  “Kashmere, I want you to have this.”  He wrapped something cold around my neck and clasped it in the back.


“What…” I trailed off and saw what was around my neck.  The gold chain glimmered and the red gemstone glistened like fresh blood.  “Dad…” I breathed and threw my arms around him.  “Thank you,”


“Kashmere,” he whispered.  “Listen to me, if you hear anything tonight, please, hide.  Be silent and hide.  That’s all I ask of you tonight.”


I was confused, what was he talking about?  Why would he want me to hide in my own house?  What had ever happened to us before?


“But why-”


“Just promise me Kashmere, oh God, please promise me.”  


“I promise dad,” I forcfully whispered and my neck fell back on the covers. 

“And Kashmere,” my dad started again.  “Never let anyone near that ruby.” 

“I won’t, you can trust me.”  

“I know, I just don’t know if I can trust them,” I didn’t reply to my father’s statement, I just let my eyelids lock, and dreams entrance me, as the maroon tinted-eyes haunted me. 

(  (  (  (
I sat up in my bed and sighed, hearing the faint beeping of my iPod alarm going off in the bathroom.  I  hadn’t reset it yet since it had last died on me and so it must have been still set for around midnight or one.  

I walked into the bathroom, turning off my iPod and going to the bathroom before I planned on getting back into bed.


As I began washing my hands, I glanced at the mirror and saw it.  Blood, splattered across the glass.  My heart quickened and my blood turned to ice.  I shook and trembled at the sight of the scarlet creek. 


“M…. mom!” I screamed.  “Dad!” I ran out of the bathroom, sweat dripping down my forehead.  I ran into my parents room and felt the carpet was sticky and wet.  “Oh my…” I whispered and screamed.  “Mom!” I cried and climbed into their bed, pulling the heavy soft covers over my head, waiting for her arms to comfort me. 


But no arms reached to hold me, to save me.  “She’s here,” a cold voice said outside my parents’ door.  


“You may be just hearing things,” another voice said, one that, I vaguely recognized. 


“Check the parents’ bed just in case,” the cold voice told the other one. 


I heard the door open and footsteps.  “Please,” I silently prayed.  “Don’t look under the covers.  But it was too late, I felt the covers lift off of me. 


I gazed into a pair of eyes.  Red eyes that glowed in the dark.  I opened my mouth to scream but a warm hand covered my mouth.  “Shhh,” the person said.  “I won’t tell him you’re here, I want to protect you.”  I had seen those eyes before.  I had felt that warmth before…but I couldn’t think straight.  Everything seemed like a nightmare.


I nodded slowly in response and felt the hand leave my mouth, and the covers fall across my head.  

I breathed a sigh of relief as I heard the kind person tell the other that I wasn’t here and he must have been hearing things.  Where had I heard that voice before?  It was so familiar.


I heard the door downstairs close and the car drive away.  I climbed out of the bed and walked over to the bathroom again, forcing myself to stare at the blood on the mirror.  I turned my head and saw, what I wished to never see.  A body, in the bathtub. 


I backed up against the door and saw that it was my father’s.  “Oh my…” tears streamed down my cheek and I ran out of the room and back into my parents.  I switched on the light and stared at the bloodstained carpet. 


Tears fell uncontrollably.  I climbed into my parent’s bed again, and held my head and cried.  “Go away!  Go away!  It’s just a dream!  It’s just a dream!”

 I opened my eyes and looked into the eyes of my mother.  They were clouded and starring at me.  Blood splattered the sheets and fell down her face like my own tears.  “No!” I screamed.  “No!” 

I ran out of the room, slamming the door closed.  I screamed as I ran down the stairs with my eyes closed and I felt myself trip, and tumble down the stairs.  The pain was like a million migraines and wouldn’t stop until I hit the bottom.  

I rubbed my hand against my head and saw rivers of blood falling down my face, just like my mother’s blood tears.  “No!” I screamed uncontrollably.  “It’s a nightmare!  They can’t be dead!  No he couldn’t have saved me and not them!  He couldn’t!” I screamed louder and everything, all lights and sounds faded from my senses.

Maroon

I see her face, full of happiness and joy

But I know, I’ll make it all go away

I know, that she’ll hate me if she finds out

I know he’s using me

I know my parents never really abandoned me

I know, that this scarlet notebook for my poems, is my best friend

I know that I shouldn’t be doing this

I know that I should leave

But I can’t

I have nowhere to go

I’m all alone, with no one to love or care for me

Except her, but now she is alone, with them gone

He keeps the money we stole and gambles it all away 

I know I should steal from him, just as he did from them

But it is impossible

I know, he’ll know it was me, and kill me along with the others

So I can’t steal

I can’t run

I can’t run

I’m forever trapped 

I can’t run

Kashmere


I woke up in a white room that was bare and cold like dead bodies.  It made me shudder to think about dead bodies.  I remembered the dream of my parents dead, the warm sticky blood, the gunshot…It never occurred to me that that dream, could be real.


A woman wearing white walked into my room, wheeling in some flowers.  “Oh, my.  It’s about time you woke up.”


“Who are you?  What am I doing here?” I snapped harshly.  The woman looked taken aback and stared at me. 


“I’m your day nurse, Helena, don’t…don’t you remember?” she asked quietly. 


“I don’t need a nurse!” I cried.  “Why am I in this place?  Is there something wrong with me?” 


“Kashmere, you fell down the stairs of your house,” Helena replied. 


I stared at her strangely and my mind flashed back to a night. It was all blurry, but I could hear my own screams, and a gunshot, a gunshot in tune with my beeping alarm. Oh, and so much blood.  Blood all over the sheets, down my mother’s face…the blurred vision began to fade, but tears could not be like the vision.


“No,” I whispered.  “It’s not true!  It was all a bad dream!  Tell me it was a bad dream!”  I screamed, shutting my eyes, and thrashing around on the bed.


“Kashmere!” Helena cried and wrapped her arms around me, holding me still.  “It’s okay,” she whispered after I calmed down.  “It’s okay.”


I breathed steadily, shaking slightly.  “They’re gone,” I whispered.  “They’re gone forever,” I felt wet tears fall down my cheeks. 


“Shh,” Helena soothed, stroking my long, auburn hair.  “Just close your eyes, just close your eyes.” 


“I don’t want to close my eyes,” I whispered.  “What if I never wake up?  Just like my parents?  What if blood spills all over this room because of my death?” 


“Don’t think like that Kashmere!” Helena cried.  “Don’t you dare think like that, you’re just a little girl.”  


Suddenly, two girls burst through the room, I didn’t recognize them, but they seemed to know me.  “Kashmere!” they cried and ran over to me.  Helena quickly moved and they embraced me. 


“Who…who are you?” I asked. 


“You don’t remember?” the one with blond hair questioned, looking at me with shocking blue eyes. 


I shook my head, trying to recall what had happened before the blood and the gunshot, but it was nothing.  


“I’m Missy, and this is Nikki,” she whispered.  “Oh Kashmere, please remember.  You’ve got to!” 


I closed my eyes and tried, but nothing would come to me.  I couldn’t even remember the faces of my parents.  The only face in my memory was Helena and now a faint glow of Missy and Nikki. 


“Now run along you two,” Helena said.  “I’m sure she’ll remember you in time.”  Missy and Nikki walked out the door, casting glances at me, and I tried urgently hard to remember, but it wouldn’t come back.  Nothing would come back.

Maroon


I remember the night clearly when I first met Kashmere, she was so nice, and the funniest girl I had ever met.  She was pretty, and when I found out the job for that night I couldn’t believe it.  It had all been a set up.

She was innocent and made me laugh, and that was what made this job the most painful of all.  I had never actually met the victim on other jobs, so maybe I didn’t care as much then, but now, it hurt. 

Why had I ever done it?  Why didn’t I just trade my life for her parents and stop Justin?  Because he would have killed them anyway, the thought echoed in my mind, and I knew it was true. 


I remembered when he gave me my first job when I was seven.  We had been in California, and I had robbed a bank with him, killing anybody who tried to interfere.  It was all for the money, and now I was murderer. 


“I don’t want to do this anymore,” I had told him as we drove to the restaurant. “I don’t want to hurt anybody.”


“It’s the best we can do for now,” Justin had told me. 


“No,” I protested, “I won’t do it.” 


“Why not?  I would have thought you would want to kill, just like how your parents were murdered after they abandoned you.” 


“How do you know if they were murdered or not?”  I asked quietly, staring out the window. 


“I’m a murderer, and every murderer can tell how someone was killed,” he replied.  We pulled up to the restaurant and I waited outside…that was when I saw her. She had been so happy, and it seemed almost as if there was a fire in her eyes.


Then after we had followed her to the movie store, her laughter was like bells, making me smile.  But now, I had taken away her world, everything she loved.  Her parents, and now all the money from their will was gone, stolen.  By me. 


I walked down the dark streets, kicking a soda can as I went.  We had come all the way from California to Nevada.  The desert landscape seemed rugged and impossible to live in, but the gambling was incredible.  I longed to sneak in there just once, but I always got caught. 


I walked into the hotel where we were staying at; I pushed the 6th floor button in the elevator and watched as people came in to join me.  I walked out onto the red, flower carpet and shuffled down to room 604.  I slid in my key card and looked around the room, the lights were off so Justin was probably still downstairs gambling. 


I plopped onto the bed and turned on the T.V.  The news was on and a woman stood in front of a house, she was saying: “I’m standing here where last night, Mr. and Mrs. Gallant were murdered, while their daughter, Kashmere Gallant is in the hospital after sustaining serious injuries.


“Mr. Gallant’s body was found in the bathtub with blood smeared on the mirror and all over the carpet of the house, and Mrs. Gallant was found in the bed, with extreme multiple gunshot wounds.”


A man appeared next to the woman and the woman held the microphone to his mouth. “What can you tell us about last night’s murder?” 


The man replied, “I heard gunshots at first but I thought it was kids bein’ roudy, we get a lot of that around here, ‘specially in the summer.  But anyway, so I ignored it. Then I hear screams, and I recognize Kashmere’s scream, so I call 911-” 

I turned off the television.  I couldn’t watch it; I just couldn’t watch what I had done.  My mind flashed back to when I had shot Mrs. Gallant through the back after her husband had been shot in the bathroom by Justin.  But Mrs. Gallant hadn’t been finished, she was writhing in pain, unable to scream so I-

I shook the memory from my mind and wrapped my arms around myself, hunching into a tight ball.  “Why?” I whispered, crying silently.  “Why did I do it?”

Kashmere


Two months after the incident, they sent me to live with our close family friends and neighbors, the Jacksons, since we didn’t have any other realitives.  They were kind to me, they acted like I was the daughter they always had wanted.  But it took me days, weeks, months, adding up to a year, to get used to living with them.


I remember after waking up in the hospital the morning after my meeting with Nikki and Missy, I put one hand on my neck and felt the cold chain.  I looked down and saw the red ruby, glistening like the blood that had stained the white sheets. 


Wanda and Paul Jackson had showed me my room and they already had my bed set up.  “Can I be alone?”  I asked, and they let me be.  Tears fell onto the freshly cleaned carpet and I cried, “Why?  Why is this ruby like something else?  Something that could have saved my parents?” 


I looked down at the ruby and grasped the chain.  “Dad, I can’t live with this anymore.  I just can’t,” I tugged the chain, trying to rip it off.  


Blood flowed from little cuts as the metal shredded my skin, but soon, I pulled it with enough force that the precious gold chain snapped.  

Tears formed in my eyes, but not because of the sores, or the blood.  But because, I had failed.  I had let my parents die, and it was all my fault I was here.  It’s all my fault I’m here, I thought silently. 

I took the broken metal and held it to my wrist.  I never thought… that I would be able to do this.  But it was okay, nothing mattered now, my whole life was gone. 

I scratched the chain on my arm, the blood running in rivers, I cried out in agony and tears did start flowing because of the pain, I dropped the chain and screamed.  “Wanda!  Paul!” 

I heard footsteps running to my room and the door opened.  “Kashmere!” Wanda cried and rushed over to me.  “Paul, we have to get her to the hospital!” 

“No!” I screamed.  “I won’t go!  I can’t go there anymore!  I can’t!”  Blood now fell onto the carpet, turning it ruby red and sticky.  Just like that night…

“No!  No!  I won’t die!  Mom!  Dad!”  I yelled and fell into Wanda’s arms.  “No,” I murmured.  “I won’t die…” 

I was running through a maze of darkness, not able to find anyway towards the faint glow in the sky.  Black fog surrounded me, and my barefeet grew cold.  I kept on running, hearing screams all around me.  

I turned right and hit a hard wall.  I felt pain race through my head and I could suddenly see.  I was in my parents’ bed, warm sticky blood all around me, scars on my arm, and tears of red liquid running down my cheeks.

“Shh,” a voice whispered.  “I won’t tell him you’re here.”  The voice seemed to echo, and suddenly, there were eyes.  Eyes with flecks of maroon, staring into mine.  “I won’t tell him you’re here.”  The eyes began to fade and I was suddenly falling, falling, into a dark pit, red eyes taunting me from above.

I sat up quickly, screaming.  Tears fell from my face and I couldn’t breathe, but somehow I kept on screaming.  “Kashmere!” a gentle voice whispered and soft hands were placed on my shoulders, shaking some sense into me. 

Tears still fell, but I stopped screaming.  “They’re gone,” I cried.  “They’re gone!”  Wanda climbed onto my bed with me and held me close to her, stroking my hair softly.

“I know,” she whispered.  “But its going to be okay.” 

“But I can’t even remember their faces!  Its just a blur!” I lay my head against her breast and tears flowed.  I couldn’t remember my parents, and I didn’t know if I ever would.

The day the letter came was another dissapointment.  I didn’t know the girl who had sent it, and didn’t know what she was talking about.  I remember tearing open the envelope, only to reveal nothing, this girl “Lizzie” was supposuvly my best friend, but I couldn’t recall what she looked like.

Dear Kashmere,

Hi! Its me Lizzie! How are you? Is everything okay?  You haven’t written to me, I was beginning to wonder if you had changed your address or something.  Anyways, we’ll be going to the Teton’s in a few weeks so be sure to write back before then! Hope you’re having fun!

Love,

Lizzie


I quickly folded the letter and grabbed a new sheet of paper and began writing a reply to the girl named Lizzie. 

Dear Lizzie,


Its me, Kashmere.  I’m sorry I haven’t written.  You may have heard about- 


I stopped writing, my hand was shaking and it almost pained me to have to write the words onto the paper.  


You may have heard about my parents death.  I’m sorry, but I don’t even remember my parent’s faces, nor yours for that matter.  Please forgive me, but I’m afraid I won’t be able to attend the “boarding school” I have heard about.  The people taking care of me, Wanda and Paul Jackson, don’t possibly have enough money.  Goodbye Lizzie. 

Kashmere


I sighed and placed the letter in an envelope, writing the return address from the last letter onto the crisp white envelope. I ran it out to the mailbox and raised the little red flag, and quickly ran inside. 


Why couldn’t I remember anything?  How couldn’t I not even remember my best friend, or even my parents for that matter?

Maroon


I sat in the car as Justin drove down the highway.  I would be put back in the same routine again.  Killing another person in the next state, stealing their money, and crying endless tears.  


“I think we should head over to Idaho next,” Justin said, but I wasn’t paying attention.  I just stared at the desert landscape passing by in front of us.  It hurt to leave Kashmere behind, all alone, with no one except strangers to take care of her. 


“What do you say?” Justin took me out of my thoughts.


“Huh?  What?”  He took his eyes off of the road to look at me for a moment before he turned his gaze back to the asphalt in front of us.  “Yeah, sounds great,” I finally replied. 


“Maroon, aren’t you excited?  We’re becoming famous!  We’re becoming so rich with all these peoples’ money.  Can’t you say you’re happy?” 


“I’m not Justin, and I want to leave.”  


Justin’s gaze turned dark and his eyes narrowed.  “You are not going to leave,” he growled.  “And if you ever even try to then you will find your throat slit in a half.”  I took in a breath, terror slowly appearing in my body.  I knew he would do that, if he could kill innocent people than he would kill me. 


“Do you hear me?” Justin asked, staring at me, threatening us to get in a dangerous crash. 


“Justin!” I yelled and grabbed the wheel, swerving to avoid a huge semi truck.  


“What the hell are you doing Maroon?” he yelled at me, and striked his hand across my face. 


“You almost killed us!” I cried in protest.


“No I didn’t!  We were doing just fine!”


“Is this what you call fine Justin?  Killing innocent people?  Why not kill ourselves while we’re at it?” I screamed at him.  I couldn’t contain my anger now.  It was bubbling out like lava from a volcano.


“You are going to be in big trouble Maroon, you’ll have more than a scar on your back if you keep this up.” 


I quieted down, though I didn’t want to.  I just wanted to kill Justin right then and there, but I knew he would take me down.  I turned my gaze back to the desert landscape and tears piled up in my eyes, but I had to hold them back.  I just had to.  I had to live.

Kashmere


Wanda bought me a new black dress a few days before the funeral, but the new dress did nothing to lighten my spirits.  It only hurt me more.  As I took the dress off after trying it on, I walked to my closet, hanging it up.  

I felt a pain jab into my heel and looked down to see a necklace.  The golden chain had dried blood dots all along the back.  The ruby glistened and I felt the tears begin to fall. I fell to the ground, sobbing.  I held the necklace in my hand and felt sadness overwhelm me, but I only wanted to be rid of the necklace.  Throw away all the pain and the memories.

I clench the necklace in my fist and threw it into my closet, burying it under old sweatshirts and shoes.  I turned away then, and shut the closet door, promising myself to never lift up the clothes the necklace was buried under.

 A few mornings later I once again slipped on the black dress, not even thinking about the jewlery hiding under the mounds of shoes.  I walked into the funeral parlor that day, trails of mascara running down my cheeks.  I walked to the two coffins, but they were closed.  Oh, how much I longed to see my parent’s faces, to know who they were.  But the funeral home manager refused.  He said it was “too grusome a site for a little girl.”  


I just wanted to scream at him to open the coffins, or throw open the lids myself.  I watched the coffins be lowered into the ground and as the whole town payed their respects.  

I stayed there, a warm summer wind blowing my hair.  I watched as they slowly put dirt on top of the white caskets, and that was when I couldn’t take it anymore.  

“No! Don’t!” I screamed and dashed to the hole.  I nearly jumped in, but I felt firm arms around my waist.  It was Paul.  

“No Kashmere,” he whispered in my ear, but I didn’t hear him.

I screamed and kicked, trying to get away.  “Let me see them!  They’re not dead!  They’re my parents!  They’re not dead!” Tears fell uncontrollably and I screamed until my throat was sore. 

“Kashmere!  Stop!” Paul held me to the ground, holding me tightly and forcfully.  “Kashmere, calm down.” He whispered and soon I felt his own wet tears on my neck. 

I began to sob loudly, but I wasn’t screaming any longer, only being blinded by my own tears. “They’re gone,” Paul’s voice whispered in my ear.  I lowered my hands from my face and laid down on the grass, crying. 

The tears fell onto the grass, leaving droplets of black on the little plants.  “They’re gone,” the voice echoed in my head as I laid there and cried.  That was when I first said it to myself, “They’re gone,” the words came out as a whisper.  

“They’re really gone,” I cried softly.  “Dead.”

Kashmere

THREE YEARS LATER

I sat at the table eating my breakfast, twirling the cereal around with my spoon.  The T.V. blared from the living room.  I was living with my neighbors, the Jacksons, Wanda and Paul.  


I sighed.  It was so hard living here, still remembering my parents’ death.  But now I was fifteen, and a sophomore at Walding High.  I glanced at the clock and quickly finished my breakfast and went upstairs to brush my teeth. 


After I was all ready I went out to my car with my permit in my hand.  I turned on my Honda( and drove to school like a normal day.  But something stopped me, I heard a man talking on the radio, I turned up the volume and listened.


“Murders have now taken place in all fifty states in eleven years now, and all have been rich families, practically one of the richest in the state,” the man was saying.  My hands clenched into fists.  My family had been the Nevada murder, and it must have been the same person…or people. 


I couldn’t remember anything from that night, even though I had been twelve.  All I could remember were my parents’ lifeless bodies, (though their faces were a blur to me) and then horrible pain as I fell down the stairs of my old house. 


“We believe that they must be the same people who killed Mr. and Mrs. Gallant three years ago and also relating to the California bank robbery and murder eight years ago.  All of the married women have been killed by gunshots to the back and through the head.  And always have bloody tears falling down their cheeks, the murder’s mark.”


I changed the radio station.  I couldn’t take it anymore.  It was the same murderer, I remembered my mother’s bloody tears falling down her cheeks.  I revved the engine and sped off to school, but slowed down as soon as I got to the more busy part of town.  I really didn’t want to get a ticket when I only had my permit. 


I turned into the school parking lot, and heard people listening to the radio inside of their cars while waiting for school to start.  I leaned my head back and closed my eyes, but I was interrupted by a pattering sound on my windshield.  I opened my eyes and saw the sky was gray and rain was smacking the glass.  I looked at the cars parked next to me and saw everyone was out of their nice leather seats. 


“Crap,” I said and opened the car door.  I ran into the school and walked to the front desk, telling them I was late.  At least I only missed my first class, I thought.  But I was okay with that, it was P.E., which was definetly a class I wouldn’t mind missing.


The bell rang and floods of students came from the classrooms.  I walked down the hall to my locker but a weight and I collided.  I fell to the ground, my books scattering everywhere.  “Crap,” I said again and crawled to where my math textbook lay, strewn, with paper all across the hard floored hall.  “No!” I yelled as someone picked up one of the papers.  “No,” I whispered.  Math was one of my worst classes so I just sat there doodling and writing. 


I saw the eyes of the girl who picked up my paper scan it. I could see her cold ice blue eyes and her beautiful long blond hair.  It was Tasha, the most popular girl in school, the girl who hated me and rubbed it in my face that she had parents, parents who weren’t dead.

 I could see the title through the back of the page.  I covered my face and felt tears come.  That was supposed to be PRIVATE!!!  It was a poem I wrote called, “Unloved”.

“No,” I whispered again. I quickly stood up and tried to snatch it, but she quickly crumpled it and threw it at me.  Tasha laughed her girly, cheerleader laugh and I could feel tears piling up.  I had written it after my parents had died and I had felt so alone, only having adoptive parents, and not even knowing my own parents’ faces.


“This is stupid Kashmere, really,” she laughed and walked off, grabbing her best friend, Tara, and whispering in her ear.


“Are you okay?” a voice asked beside me.  I felt a soft hand touch my shoulder.  It was warm, and…somehow, familiar.  


I took my hands away from my face and looked at the boy who was now beside me.  He had tan skin and white teeth, and his skin, was so warm.  I felt so drawn to this boy; I couldn’t speak when I looked at him.  


“Are you okay?” he asked, gazing into my eyes.  That was when I realized his eyes were…maroon colored.  I nodded slowly in reply to his question, I could feel and see his eyes sweep across my features and saw his breath catch too. 


He seemed so familiar, almost like a dream.  It felt like we stood there for an hour I heard the bell ring to start class and the boy and I both began walking.  I walked down the hall, heading towards my art class.  I was carrying my books along with me, but I saw he was following me.  He wasn’t in my art class; I had never seen him in my whole life, or at least I didn’t think so.


But sure enough he turned into the art classroom with me and we each got a tardy slip.  I tried to glimpse at his, to see his name but he took his seat to quickly, I sat behind him. (Because it was the only seat left!)


 “Now, I see Miss Gallant has already met our new student.  Would you like to introduce yourself?”  Mrs. Pyle asked politely. 


The boy in front of me stood up and walked to the front of the room.  “I just moved here,” he began.  “I live with my dad, and my name is,” he stopped and glanced at me, though I had no clue why.  I looked at him questioningly, waiting to hear his name.  He took a deep breath and said it, “Maroon.” 

Maroon


Oh, no, I thought as I stared into the face I had collided with.  I could never forget that face, ever in my lifetime.  She stared into my eyes, and I gazed at her features.  Holy crap it is her, I said silently.  A voice in my mind told me to leave but it seemed impossible, three years seemed like an eternity.  Please don’t recognize me, I prayed.  Please.


Finally the bell rang and I power walked to class, hoping to lose Kashmere.  But she was going the same way!  I sped down the hall and turned into the art classroom, with Kashmere in front of me.  We both got tardy slips, and of course, Mrs. Pyle had to make fun of the new kid and Kashmere!  “Will you introduce yourself?” Mrs. Pyle asked and I walked to the front of the room. 


“I’m new here and I just moved and am living with my dad,” I said quickly, I could feel Kashmere’s gaze burning into me.  “And my name is…” I trailed off and looked at her.  I took a deep breath.  I thought about lying about my name, but Mrs. Pyle already had it down.  “Maroon,” I said.  No one looked shocked, not even Kashmere, there was just…a strange look in her eyes.


I sat down, my face flushed, but I could still feel Kashmere’s gaze on my back through the whole class time. We began sketching the fruit in front of us.  Mine was a pomegranite, the scarlet color seemed to be taunting me.  It reflected the blood, the pain, the anger, my eyes. 
I was glad it was over.  We had done what Justin wanted, killed some of the richest families in all the fifty states.  So, we came back here, don’t ask me why, Justin just decided this would be the best place. 


But since we stole the Gallant’s will, we bought their old house, and that was going to be another problem.  Because I just found out that she lives next door and how was that going to help me avoid her?


As soon as the bell rang I was out of there.  I tried running out into the hall but a hand stopped me.  I turned around and saw a boy with blond hair smiling at me.  “Hey you’re Maroon right?” he asked and I nodded.  “Hi, I’m Rob, you want to come hang out with me and some friends at lunch?” he asked. 


“Sure,” I replied. 


“Okay, meet me in the parking lot later, I hope you like Chinese!” he told me, walking away.  “See ya!” he called and I waved back.  


I was impatient for lunch and didn’t pay attention to my classes, but I was so happy that Kashmere wasn’t in any of my classes before lunch.  (Other than art.)  Finally the bell rang and I ran to my locker.  I stuffed my textbooks and binder in the locker and walked into the parking lot.  There was Rob driving a Mercedes and I climbed in the front seat. 


“Hey!” a girl’s voice called from the back.  I turned and saw another guy and two girls, one who I recognized.  It was Kashmere. 


“Hi,” I said, shocked.  Rob drove to Panda Express and I sat down with my chow mein and orange chicken.


“Maroon,” Rob began.  “This is Luke, Missy, and Kashmere who you already know.” 


I nodded and they all said “hi” in their turn.  We ate our meals chattering happily, Kashmere was just as I remembered her, and her friends were cool.  “Hey, Maroon,” Missy said.  “Are your eyes really that color?” she asked and I froze.  I couldn’t let Kashmere know…she would hate me.  


“No,” I lied.  “I have contacts and I just got used to putting them in, besides, I think they’re kind of cool.” 


Kashmere nodded, “They are pretty cool,” she agreed, and I let out a sigh of relief. 

Kashmere


Why do I feel like I know him?  I wondered as we got out of Rob’s car.  It seemed so strange.  He always looked uncomfortable when he was around me, and he said his name like it was a bad thing.  Like he doesn’t want me to know who he is.  I shook my head.  Why would someone want me to not know who they are?  That would just be silly! 


Classes were boring and I didn’t have any with Maroon.  Bummer, you really wanted to see him, he is so sexy.  I so wished I could have slapped my head.  Would it ever shut up? 


I sighed with relief as the bell rang and I rushed to my locker.  My hands started to sweat as I did the combo.  This was where I had run into Maroon for this first time.  

Maybe his locker is close to yours, my mind said.  Maybe you’ll see his eyes and white smile, I focused on the combo but it wouldn’t open.  “Dang it,” I said under my breath.  It was jammed.  I kicked the green locker and felt a burning pain in my toe.


“Need some help?” a voice chuckled and I turned.  There, was Maroon, smiling, his red eyes glistening with laughter.


OMG, he is so hot and look at his skin, it looks so warm.  You wish you could have his warm arms around you… “Shut up,” I muttered.


“What?” Maroon asked as he did the locker combo that I showed him. 


“Oh, nothing,” I replied quickly and felt my face heat up.  Maroon smiled and my head started again, He’s smiling at you, that warm smile and eyes, that are impossible to look away, you want him with you in your house… I cut my mind off by shouting, “Shut the heck up!” 


Everyone in the hall turned to me and Maroon looked at me, looking slightly shocked at my outburst.  “I…” I couldn’t find the words.  “It’s… it’s a song!  You know, “Shut the heck up,” ever heard of it?”  

I could see Maroon holding in laughter as he said, “No I never have, how does it go?” 


“Crap,” I muttered and made up a tune and sang random words to it, and Maroon’s face turned purple as he held in laughter.  


“Can I listen to it?  Do you have it on your iPod?” 


“Dang,” I breathed and then he saw my iPod in my pocket and grabbed it.  “No!” I yelled and grabbed it back.  “Uh… my iPod is broken!  So I don’t want it to get more broken, you know.”


“It’s on,” Maroon smiled and glanced at the blue metal.  It was lighting up and music was coming from the headphones.  


“No it’s not, woops!”  I said and quickly dropped my iPod on “accident.”  It clattered to the floor and the light went out.  I saw a piece of metal fly off and cussed.  Now I would really have to get a new iPod. 


“You know you just broke your iPod, right?” Maroon asked, still smiling. 


“Yeah, well it was broken before anyway,” I said nervously.  “Well, I got to go to class,” I said and turned away and headed down the hall but a hand on my shoulder, it was so warm and familiar, and I got the same tingly sensation, that I had felt… I thought back to memories, but everything was black.  


I shook my head and turned around.  There was Maroon.  Seems like he hasn’t had enough of you yet.  The voice in my head chuckled and felt anger begin boiling in my mind.  My head really needed to shut up. 


“Yeah?” I asked, trying to stay calm instead of sounding pissed off. 


“Kashmere,” he whispered, grinning.  “It’s the end of the day.” 


My mouth dropped, how could I forget?  “Thanks,” I muttered and started walking away again but the hand stopped me again, but by touching my own.  I was right, his skin was warm, and soft.  Almost like silk, so smooth, so… beautiful. 


“Could I get a ride?” he asked quietly.  “My dad dropped me off today, and I don’t have a car yet.” 


“Uh… I only have a permit…” I said trying to decide between, “Of course!”  or  “Definetly not!!”  


“Uhhh, I only have a permit…” I trailed off regretfully.

“Oh, okay.  I guess I’ll just get a ride from Rob.  I just thought since you lived closer to me, well from what I heard, that it would be easier.  But that’s okay!”  He began walking off but then my mind finally did something right.

“Wait!” I called after him and he turned.  “I can give you a ride!” He walked back towards me and we walked out of the school together, me feeling slightly awkward in his prescence. 

Dang, my mind said. How can you be romantic in your crappy car? I walked

stiffly out to my car and Maroon opened the door for me and got in the passenger seat.

Maroon


As we pulled into the col-de-sac I watched as Kashmere stiffened when I told her that her old house was mine.  Though I didn’t use those exact words.


“That… that was my house,” Kashmere said, looking down. 


“What?  You moved two houses down?” I replied, trying to make a joke but it didn’t do anything to lighten the mood.  

Kashmere clenched the steering wheel, her knuckles turning white.  She turned to me, her eyes flaming.  “Do you really want to know?” she asked. 

What she didn’t know was that I already knew everything, and I didn’t want to remember.  But I knew, that if I declined to know, she would notice something, that I never dreamed of her noticing. 

“What?” I asked quietly.


She sighed, “When I was twelve, my parents were murdered.  And I remember, my father’s body in the bathtub, my mother, bloody tears running down her cheeks.”  Tears filled her eyes, those emerald green eyes that shone so brightly, now were pools of water.  “And then falling down the stairs, and receiving this scar,” she ran her finger across her forehead.  


There, was something I hadn’t noticed before, I dark colored scar across her brow.  “Oh my gosh,” I breathed.  I couldn’t believe what I had done. 


“Now, after three years, the murderer left a mark on every family that was rich in all fifty states,” tears rolled down her cheeks.  “And my parents were the Nevada murder!”  she yelled at me.  “No one saved them, but somehow I lived, with just a scar!” 


Her voice changed to a whisper,  “I wish I had died with them, then I wouldn’t have to live in this crappy world.”


I longed to comfort her, I knew she needed it.   But I couldn’t bring myself to throw my arms around her, or even say some comforting words.  Nothing would change what I had done. 


“I have to go,” I whispered, she placed her head in her hands and I opened the door silently.  “Bye Kashmere.”


She turned her face up to me before I closed the passenger seat door, “Goodbye, Maroon.” 


I ran up the steps and opened the door to the house.  I stepped inside and walked along the hardwood floor.  I could feel beads of sweat forming across my face, I collapsed to the ground, my stomach filling with rocks. 


“I’m a killer,” I whispered.  “Kashmere wishes she was dead, I… I made those bloody tears.” 


“Maroon!” a voice called from the living room.  It was his voice.  The voice who I had answered to for my whole life.  But I couldn’t bring myself to face him, the pain burned and I cried out in agony. 


“Maroon!” the voice yelled again, but this time I could tell.  He had been drinking.


“Oh, not now,” I whispered, clutching my stomach. 


“Maroon!  Get your ass in here!”  Justin yelled and soon he appeared in the hallway. 


I looked up and stared into his eyes.  They were bloodthirsty, the black pupils gleaming.  “Get off the floor,” he said and threw his shoe at me. 


I shakily stood up and turned to the door.  “Where are you going?” he growled.


“I’m leaving,” I murmured. 


“No you’re not!” Justin cried and grabbed my shirt, strangling me.  “You won’t leave this house without my permission.” 


“Yes I will!  I won’t kill anymore!” I yelled, gasping for air.  


“No!” he yelled back and pulled me onto the floor.  I felt pain sear through my head as it hit the hard wood.   “You will kill when I tell you to,” he said and kicked me in the gut. 


“No,” I replied, pain burning my body.  “I won’t hurt Kashmere,” I gasped for air as he kicked me in the gut again, but suddenly he stopped as I said her name.


“Kashmere…” he trailed off and a grin spread across his face.  “Ah, Kashmere.  I remember her, she was saved that night.” 


I stiffened.  No, I thought.  What have I done?  “No,” I said.  “She’s not…” but I couldn’t finish.  


“Maroon, we need a plan,” he replied, kneeling down on the ground.  “Don’t you see what this means?” 


My body shook with anger, we had stolen their money and house.  What else could there be?  Unless… “No!” I shouted.  “No!  I won’t do it!” 


“Don’t you see Maroon?  We can stop the Gallant bloodline once and for all!  Kashmere.  Nice name, very beautiful, how does she look Maroon?   Are her eyes chocolate brown?  What about her hair?” 


“I won’t tell you anything,” I growled.  “She doesn’t need anymore hurt in her life.”  


“Oh, I was going to make death sweet on her,” Justin began smiling like a madman. “But of course it depends how pretty she is.” 


“No!”  I yelled and stood up.  “I won’t let you touch her!  If you lay one finger on her…” Justin laughed at my outburst and rage burned throughout my body.


“Maroon, you shouldn’t be protective over her, because you are going to help me get her.” 


“No!  I won’t!”


“Yes you will,” he growled in reply.  “You will let her think you have feelings for her and lead her here, and in the night I will…”  

I didn’t let him finish the rest.  I pounced on him, clawing at his skin.  “You won’t touch her you monster!”

“Get off me!”  Justin yelled and shook me off his back.  My head hit the ground again.  This time I felt a trickle of liquid fall.  I looked down at the brown floor and saw a splotch of scarlet.  

I fixed my position so I was sitting and glared at Justin. “You will do as I say,” he growled and walked back to the T.V. in the living room. 

I stood up shakily began walking to the door, but as my hand touched the cold doorknob I stopped.  

Even if I ran away, Kashmere would still get hurt.  Justin would find a way, and it wouldn’t be hard for him.  I closed my eyes and began backing away, changing direction and walking to the stairs.  I climbed them slowly and glanced at the white carpet.  There, was a bloodstain.  We had tried to get it clean but it stayed there.  “It’s Kashmere’s blood,” Justin said from the couch.

Fury reined free inside my body and I ran up the stairs.  I walked into the bathroom and stared into the mirror.  There was a little scratch dripping blood on my head.  I washed it with a cloth and applied a Band-Aid to it. 

As soon as it looked clean I walked into my room.  I turned on my radio and plopped onto the bed.  “Kashmere,” I sighed.  I couldn’t get her out of my head.  I didn’t want Justin to murder her.  And I know I would have felt the same way about anybody, not just Kashmere.   

But there was something about her.  Maybe it was because she couldn’t remember me saving her that night, maybe because she couldn’t remember Justin’s voice.  Maybe it was just because she was an innocent girl.

But I think it was because she didn’t know what was going to happen.  She didn’t know… I gulped.  What Justin was going to do to her.  But I knew, I knew what he was going to do.  Make me seduce her, get her to him and when she was asleep…I shuddered, I couldn’t bare to think of it.  The picture of her in a bed, gunshots through her back and head…

“No!” I yelled and put a pillow over my head.  “I won’t let him.  I can’t…” I whispered.  “I can’t.” 

(  (  (  (
I opened my eyes to sand.  Warm sand beneath my toes and fingers, so gentle, so smooth, and like a blanket, covering my skin.  I rolled from my side onto my back and gazed into the sky.  

The sky was cloudless and the sun shone brilliantly onto the sand, turning them to crystals.  I sat up and stared at the endless ocean before me.  It was like a picture, almost too beautiful to be real. 

“California,” I breathed.  I knew this place well.  It was where I had my earliest memory.  We had stayed there till I was seven and I had my first job, robbing a bank, where I first held my gun. 

I stood up and walked along the shore, loving the sand sift between my toes.  I looked at the crystal sand as I walked and picked up shells.  My childhood past time had been hunting for shells and playing at the beach.  

That was when I saw the pink shell.  I picked it up and held it to the sun.  It glistened like diamonds, and was the prettiest shells I had ever seen.  I stuck it in my pant pockets.  The shell reminded me of Kashmere, her incredible beauty.  Why couldn’t I stop thinking about her?  When it came to her I almost felt…greedy.  I wanted to stay away from her but I just couldn’t help myself.  I stared at the sand for a moment and then lifted my head to look ahead.  

There, was Kashmere.  She was wearing a blue tankini with a green and blue, billowy, skirt over the bottom.  She smiled brightly and her dark hair blew behind her. 


She gestured for me to follow her and she ran through the sand.  “Kashmere!” I called and raced after her.  “Wait!” I breathed hard as I ran, but I had to find her.   

 I stopped and placed my hands on my thighs and took in deep breaths.  I looked up and saw her; she was walking into the water.  Her hand was outstretched like she was reaching for something… or someone.  

“Kashmere!” I yelled and ran into the salty sea.  “Stop!  You’re going to fast!  You’ll drown!”  But she didn’t hear my shouts.  

I grabbed her around the waist and tried to carry her back to the shore, but she bit my arm and clawed at the air.  I let go because of the pain and she fell into the water.  

“Kashmere!” I screamed in terror. 

“Mother!  Dad!” she cried.  She tried to swim through the water but she kept slipping from the surface.  “Maro-” her scream was cut off by water descending down her throat.  “Help!” she garbled and the water swallowed her up. 

“Kashmere!” I yelled and dove into the once warm water.  The water was freezing now.  But I didn’t care, I had to save her, I had to save Kashmere.  My lungs burned and I quickly swam to the surface and took another breath of air. 

I went back down into the depths of the ocean and swam as fast as I could.  I opened my eyes against the salt even though it burned my eyes, but I couldn’t see Kashmere.  “Kashmere!” I yelled and I felt my mouth fill with a salty taste.  

Water came forcefully into my lungs as I breathed it in on accident.  “No!” I tried yelling, but all that came out were bubbles.  I looked around, jerking my head.  But darkness was overcoming my vision.  No, I thought.  Kashmere.

Kashmere


I woke up, breathing heavily.  I had dreamed of a beach and Maroon had been there.  He chased after me, and my parents had been standing out across the water.  I had walked towards them and then, Maroon picked me up, and I had bitten him.  Then I walked into the water and, everything was gone.


I climbed out of bed and looked at my clock, it read 5:29 and one minute later my alarm rang.  I got in the shower and got ready for school.  As soon as the clock stroke 6:45 I climbed into my car.  I pulled out of the driveway and into the culdesac but a hand knocking on my window stopped me.


I turned and saw Maroon smiling at me, I rolled the window down and asked, “Need a ride?” 


Maroon grinned, but it wasn’t that same grin that I had seen yesterday.  Something was… different.  “How did you know?” he joked and climbed into the passenger seat. 


We drove down the road in silence and then I flipped on the radio. Christian rock music filled my ears and I closed my eyes for a moment.  These songs always gave me hope, hope that I could keep living, and it always uplifted my spirits.It seemed like a dream with Maroon right beside me.  

Maybe there’s a song for both of you together, you should switch it to Delilah or something.  Ohmygosh, maybe he’ll ask you out… you want him… I ignored my mind.  It couldn’t be acting up again.  You know you do… the voice echoed in my mind and I changed the radio station.

Loud screams filled my car as the band shouted their lyrics.  I usually didn’t listen to this stuff but my mind was really getting on my nerves, and this helped block it out. 

As we pulled into the parking lot I turned off the car.  “Hey Kashmere!” a voice said as I got out of the car.  I turned and saw Rob.  “Since when do you listen to screamo?” he laughed. 

“Oh, you know, ever since I turned emo!” I laughed, smiling nervously. 

“You’re emo?” Missy exclaimed. 

“Of course I am, my best friend didn’t know that?” I said in a sarcastic tone and everyone laughed.  That was when Maroon got out of the car.  All my friends gasped and everything was silent for a moment.

“Ooooh!!!” Missy teased.  “Kashmere and Maroon sittin in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G, First comes love then comes marriage then comes the baby in the baby carriage, that not all, that’s not all then comes-”

I stopped her in the middle of her first grade chant, “Yeah yeah, we all know, then comes the baby drinking alcohol!”  I laughed and everyone laughed with me, including Maroon.

A black SUV pulled up beside my car and he stepped out.  My breath caught when I saw him, he was… my life long crush.  Ever since I started going to Twain Middle School after my parents died.  Jared Williams.  He had blond hair that he flipped across his face and startling blue eyes. 

“Hey Kashmere,” he said, and flipped his hair.  My mouth dropped.  He never said hi to me.  

“H-hi!” I forced out of my throat.  

“So,” Jared began, leaning up against my pathetic, crappy Honda.  “You doin’ anything this weekend?” 

“I…I don’t think so,” 

“Party at my house, Friday night,” he said and winked at me.  I almost fainted right then, he flashed a glance at Maroon and the others.  “Of course, your friends can come too.”  He pulled away from my car and took out a cell phone.  “Can I have your number?” he asked.

I nodded slowly and told him my number.  “‘Kay,” he replied, still smiling at me.  “See ya around.” 

“See…ya…” I answered, out of breath.  I watched as he walked away and over to his friend Steven’s car. 

“Ooooh!  Maroon!  You got some competition!” Missy laughed.

“I hate that guy,” Rob muttered.  “I mean he thinks he’s so cool.” 

“Well, he is.”  Maroon said quietly, looking down.

Rob looked at him questioningly.  “You can’t be serious.” 

“I’m dead serious,” Maroon replied.  “He’s a constipated, over weight, out-of-style, loser!” he laughed and Rob joined in with a: “You got that right!”

“Well Kashmere sure doesn’t think so,” Missy replied.  That was when I realized I was still staring at Jared.  

I turned away and looked at them, “Huh, what?”  I asked, that was when I realized I was drooling.  I quickly wiped it away before anyone could see it.

“Oh you know what,” Missy said and smiled at me.  I smiled back and turned my gaze back to Jared.  He looked at me and smiled, my eyes meeting his.  He waved and did the “call me” sign.  I waved back and pulled out my cell.  Right then, it rang and about leapt out of my hands. 

I looked and saw an unknown phone number.  There was a text message that read:  hey Q-T here’s my #.  An phto so u no its me.  

Then appeared a picture of him smiling.  I set it to my contacts and added his number.  I smiled and text back:  Thnx, I dnt no wat I’d do w/ out u.  

A text immediately replied:  Snd me a pic of you, it don’t need 2 b fncy, u look cute any tme, any where, any how. 

I browsed through the pictures I had taken of myself and found one from the day I had gone shopping.  A text appeared that said: thnx, luv that sexy blck dress. 

I smiled.  I had been picking out an outfit for a dance.  It was a short lacy black dress and I had thought it was really cute.  The bell rang and I grabbed my stuff.  I quickly turned off my phone, even though I didn’t want to.  My dream had finally come true, Jared Williams had called me, cute! He had my number in his phone!

I went inside to my classes and couldn’t sit still.  I couldn’t wait until that fifteen-minute break when I could text him.  Or maybe even see him!  My first two classes seemed to drag on forever. 

Finally the bell rang and it was break.  I went out into the crisp air and sat on a bench.  I crossed my right leg over my left and pulled out my cell.  There, was a text already.  We spent all the break texting.

Jared: Thnk God that’s ovr.  I couldn’t live 1 mor sec. W/ out talkin’  to u. 

Me:  Same hre, rmember when we hd the same clsses 1st semester?
Jared: ya course I do.  I luvd u bein my math partnr. 

Me:  Sme here, so wat tme is ur par-T?
Jared: Every1 else is comin at 7 but u can cme rite after scool. 

Me: Really?
Jared: Really it wuld B super fun

Me: Will ur parents B ok w/ that?

Jared: Yep!

Me: Ok C u later 

Jared: Let’s go out 4 lnch. We haven’t talked in a while
Me: K, meet @ ur car?
Jared: sounds good see u l8er! Ttyl!
Me: see u then
I sent the text and pulled up Missy’s number.  Then I text words that I never thought I would be able to.

Me: Missy, u wont believe ths.
Missy: Wat?
Me:  I’m going out to lunch w/ Jared!
Maroon


During Art, Kashmere was restless.  She nearly bounded out of class at least five times.  I knew why she was so excited.  That stupid, Jared guy had finally talked to her.  


I didn’t know what she saw in him, but I knew I didn’t want to go to his stupid party.  Finally when the bell rang Kashmere was out of there.  I spent the whole break looking for her with Missy, Luke, and Rob, but we couldn’t find her.  


While we were looking for her Missy’s cell beeped, and she flipped it open.  “It’s Kashmere,” she said quietly.  She texted something quickly and almost as soon as she sent it a reply came back.  


I’m sure my face was covered with shock as Missy showed us the text message from Kashmere.  I couldn’t believe what it read.


I’m goin out 2 lunch w/ Jared


My mind was blank.  She was being tricked.  He stole her from me, he stole her, just like Justin stole her family’s money.  I didn’t know what this rage inside of me was.  It was uncontrollable.  


I just wanted to…shoot Jared.  I wanted to strangle him so he would die, die a painful death. I shook with anger, rage was like a fire, and I was a forest.  The fury was burning me down, with an unbelievably fast pace.


“Maroon.  Maroon,” Missy said and waved her hand in my face.  “Are you okay?” she asked. 


I nodded slowly as I noticed that my hands were clenched into fists, turning my knuckles colorless.  I slowly released my fingers from their tight prison, the fire was cooling, as if winds were blowing it out, but it was still burning, quietly. 


Everything was silent for what seemed like an eternity, until the deafening bell rang.  “Are you sure your okay?”  Luke asked, out of concern I guess.  I really must have looked pissed, I thought.


“Yeah,” I lied.  “I’m…fine.” 


“Okay, well, see you at lunch,” Rob replied and we all walked to our next classes.  I walked into history stiffly and my face red with anger.  I sat in a seat and heard someone sit next to me.  I turned my head and saw Jared Williams.  I had never really noticed him being in my history class before today. 


“Hey Maroon,” he said.  He sounded like he was proud of himself and so stuck-up.  It was disgusting. 


“Hey,” I replied trying to restrain myself from wrapping my hands around his neck, cutting off his air.  It was so tempting, it would just take two hands, maybe I could even do it with one.  Either way, I was certainly capable of killing him.


“So, you comin’ to my party on Friday?” he asked in that toffee-nosed way.  



“Not if I can help it,” I muttered. 


“Oh, too bad.  You know, Kashmere’s going to be there.”  


“So?” 


“Aren’t you guys like childhood friends or something?” 


My body froze.  He couldn’t know that we knew each other when we were twelve!  Kashmere didn’t even know!


“Where did you hear something like that?” I snapped.  


“Uh… I didn’t hear it; I just assumed…” he seemed unsure now.


“Well, we didn’t!  She just lives in my neighborhood, and I catch a ride with her to and from school.  We’re just friends.” 


“Oh, okay,” he seemed...relieved. 


Everything was silent for a few minutes as our teacher began the lesson.  Mr. Fib was talking about the Civil War, which of course, during the lectures everybody was talking and secretly texting.

I saw a slip of paper slip onto my desk.  I quickly glanced at Jared and opened the paper.  It read:

So nthing is goin on btwen u 2?

I sighed, what was up with this guy and texting?  I bet he doesn’t know how to really spell anything.  I thought and smiled.

No, we’re just  friends.  

I passed the note back and watched Jared examine the slip of paper with his eyes, and scribble a reply.  He threw the paper at me and I read it quietly.

k. Good cause we’ll B hangin out a lot now 

The anger escaped my throat in a growl and everyone turned to look at me.  

“Something wrong, Maroon?” Mr. Fib asked skeptically. 

“No,” the reply was low and angry. 

“Okay,” Mr. Fib answered and turned back to drawing the boundaries of the Confederacy and Yankees. 

I wrote the reply boldly and underlined:

I KNOW.  ARE YOU JUST GOING TO USE HER?

Jared’s face flushed with anger as he read the message. 

No.  I wold nvr  use Kashmere.  She is the best grl ever.

YOU DON’T THINK THAT! YOU WILL HURT HER!

Jared had had enough.  He stood up and put his hands around my neck and growled, “I would never hurt Kashmere!”

“Mr. Williams!”  Mr. Fib said and walked over to us.  “Mr. Williams, let him go.” 

Jared reluctantly freed my neck and Mr. Fib told him he would eat lunch with him for detention and would most likely be suspended for a few days.  “I need to tell Kashmere I can’t go out to lunch with her because of this freak,” Jared growled. 

“No you don’t!” Mr. Fib said and continued with the lesson.  

“I’ll tell her,” I said haughtily, and Jared didn’t say anything or pass any notes for the rest of class. 

As soon as the bell rang Jared passed my desk and hissed in my ear, “Don’t think this is over, ten-o-clock tonight by the canal.  I’ll be waiting.” 

“Well, you’ll be seeing me,” I said under my breath and walked out of class. 

10:00 PM 

I walked downstairs where Justin was watching T.V. and drinking beer.  “Justin,” I said quietly.  

“What do you want?” he muttered. 

“I…” I took  a deep breath.  I couldn’t believe what I was going to ask him.  “I need a weapon.”  


“…What?” Justin asked, turning to look me in the eye.


“A knife will do.” 


“And why do you suddenly want to kill?” 


“Well,”  the truth was I didn’t actually want to kill Jared.  Just hurt him enough to hav him have learned a lesson. I quickly poured out about the encounter today.


“Well, I guess you better teach him a lesson since he plans to interfere.”  Justin took out his special knife from his locked cabinent and handed it to me.  The cool blade was sharp enough to cut through a three layer wall.


I placed the knife in my coat, being careful that it wouldn’t cut me.  I breathed and walked down the street, shaking as I went.

I heard the sound of rushing water and saw three shadows standing on the other side of a chain-link fence.  I climbed the cold wire and jumped down onto the solid ground on the other side. 


“I see you made it,” Jared said.  The moon shone across his features.  His eyes were sharp knives and his hair hung in front of his face.


My hand brushed the gun on my belt, which was safely hidden beneath my jacket.  “Let’s get this over with,” I growled. 


“Hope you don’t mind,” he started.  “I brought some friends along, just in case,” his knife like eyes glinted with rage.


“Oh, I don’t mind,” I said.


Jared raised his fists and replied, “Come on, show me what you’ve got.” 


I walked towards Jared and stared him in the eye.  He thrust his fist at my face but I ducked quickly and grabbed his arm.  I held it tightly, for a matter of seconds.  I saw color fade from the bare skin and threw him on the ground, releasing his arm. 


He stood up quickly and lunged at me, fists ready.  He aimed for my stomach but I grabbed his fist and threw him on the ground again.  But this time I kicked him in the gut and in the face.  


I heard a loud “CRACK!” and looked down into Jared’s face.  I saw fire in his eyes, and crimson blood dribbling down his face from his nose.  “You will not lay a finger on Kashmere,” I said fiercely. 


I pulled out the gun just as his friends moved towards me.  I pointed the handgun at them, threatening their existence.  “Take a step closer,” I began and pointed the firearm at Jared.  “And he dies.” 


“Okay, we can do this nice and easy,” one of his friends named Jevin, who I recognized from English said.  “Come on Maroon, don’t shoot him.” 


My hand trembled, how could I be doing this?  “Please, Maroon, we won’t tell anyone about this fight if you don’t shoot,” his other friend Roy replied.  


“You…You promise?” I asked quietly.  I didn’t want to kill anymore, so what was I doing here? 


“We promise,” Jared said beneath me.  “Maroon, please.  Don’t kill me, I’ll break up with Kashmere, if that’s what it takes to keep me breathing.” 


“Fine,” I whispered and emptied the bullets from the gun.  Jared stood up with his friends and I walked back the way I had come, not wanting to look back. 

Jared


I couldn’t speak, fear tugged at my clothing, making me shake.  I heard Jevin and Roy trying to defend me, making deals.  “I’ll break up with Kashmere,” I chocked the words out.  “If that’s what will keep me breathing.” 


“Fine,” Maroon said quietly and walked away, dropping the knife in the grass.  I stood up with my friends and stared after him.  I couldn’t believe that he had actually brought a knife!  Was he that protective over Kashmere?


“You okay, man?” Roy asked me, slapping me on the back. 


I winced in pain.  “Yeah,” I said slowly.  “But I need to get home, mom will be wondering where I got this.”  I lightly touched my nose and groaned in pain.  


“Yeah, looks like its broken,” Jevin commented. 


Great, I thought.  Now I’ll have a broken nose for my party.


“So,” Roy began as we walked down the dark road. “What are you going to do?”


“I’m going to ask Kashmere to be my girlfriend,” I said.  

My friends’ eyes grew wide. “But what about Mar-” I cut Jevin off.  He wouldn’t ever understand how I felt about Kashmere.


She wanted me nearly as much as I wanted her.  And I couldn’t let her go.  No matter how many lies it made me tell, every guy I knew liked her.  I liked her.  This could get me somewhere, she wanted me, and I needed her.

Kashmere


Maroon and I drove to school in silence the next day.  I knew something was troubling him.  Something he wasn’t telling me.  “What’s wrong?” I asked quietly. 


“Nothing,” he muttered. 


“Yes, something is,” I hit the brake as I came to a red light.  “Now are you going to tell me or not?”


“Not,” he grimaced.


“Maroon,” I begged.  “Please…” But my pleas were cut off by my phone ringing.  I sighed as my heart leapt.  I knew who it would be from, Jared.  I pressed the pedal down as I saw the green glow and replied the text, though I knew I shouldn’t have been.


“Watch where you’re going!”  Maroon yelled and reached across the seat.  Gripping the steering wheel he turned the corner before we could run a little old lady and her dog over.  


I looked up from my phone in astonishment.  “Oh my gosh!  I’m so sorry!” I cried but Maroon snatched my phone from my hand.  He rolled down the window and tossed the valuable piece of technology out the window, and it clattered onto the pavement. 


“What the heck was that for?” I yelled, outraged.  Great, now I’ll have to buy a new cell phone and iPod. 


“For your own good!” Maroon argued and I slammed the breaks. 


“What do you mean, ‘for my own good’?” 


“Did you see who you almost killed back there?” 


“I almost did, but I didn’t!”


“Oh, yeah!  Well almost is close enough!” 


“What is your problem?” I cried.  What had gotten into him?  Everything was wrong. 


“Jared is my problem! He’s shallow from what I’ve seen so far!  If you think he likes you like that you must be damn stupid!  I can’t believe you Kashmere.”


I felt anger burn in my cheeks and stared through the windshield.  “Get out,” I said.


“What?” 


“I said, get out!”  I screamed, turning to face him. 


“Fine,” he answered and opened the door.  He slammed it as his feet hit the pavement.  “You’re making the biggest mistake of your life if you’re going to his party this weekend.  He’s going to steal everything from you.” 


“Like nothing has been stolen from me already!” I screamed and pushed down the gas, speeding off down the road. 


I didn’t care if my car sputtered smoke at him.  I didn’t care if he had to walk another mile.  I just wanted to get away from him.  How could you have felt about him that way?  How could you think you would fall for him?  I pondered over the questions in my head, and in astonishment I realized tears were flowing evenly down my cheeks. 


I wiped them quickly.  I didn’t care about him that way; he wasn’t a person I would love.  I liked Jared, he wasn’t shallow like Maroon said.  And besides, how would Maroon know how Jared was?  He had only known him for what?  Two days? 


I didn’t speak to Maroon for the following days before the party.  I hoped now, that he wouldn’t come.  I didn’t want him to bother Jared and me.  

I didn’t talk to any of my friends during that period of time.  I spent my breaks hanging out with Jared, if it was texting or talking to him in person.  The nights were restless, I wanted it to be Friday night, so I could be with him.  

I longed to dream of the blond blue-eyed boy I felt in love with, but every time I woke up, I remembered red eyes glinting in the darkness.  I always sighed and turned on some quiet music and fell asleep but the dreams wouldn’t go away, but I hoped that would change as soon as Friday night came. 

FRIDAY 


I woke up to the radio playing a cheesy love song.  I smiled and glanced at the calendar.  There in red letters were the words: “JARED’S PARTY!” 

I bounded happily into the bathroom and turned on warm water.  I shed my clothes and took my time, making sure my hair was clean and my legs were smooth.  As soon as I climbed out I took as much time as I could drying off and applying lotion.   

I pulled on a black mini skirt and pink tank top with a lacy black sweater.  I combed my wavy brunette hair and slipped on some black high heels that Jared had called, “The Sexy Shoes.” 

I ate a quick breakfast of cold cereal and banana and walked out to my car.  I pulled out of the driveway and a flash of bright color caught my eye. 

 I looked into my rearview mirror and saw it. There, was a shiny, new looking, red Viper convertible in Maroon’s driveway.  My mouth dropped open in amazement and then the shock changed to anger.  I felt pain in my hand as I squeezed the steering wheel.

That was supposed to be my car.  My parents promised that as soon as I got my permit I would get a shiny, new, red Viper.  I growl rose in my throat as I saw Maroon come out of his house. 

He smiled wickedly and got into his car.   I stepped on the gas and sped away, but I could hear Maroon on my tail.  I tried to push my car faster, but all was in vain.  The Viper whizzed past me and sped through the yellow light.  I tried to go through it but the light turned red just as I got there. 

I slammed the break and swore.  It wasn’t fair.  That viper was rightfully mine.  I felt selfish and as soon as the traffic light glowed green I hit the gas.  My depressed little Honda chugged down the road.  I looked at the gas meter and saw it was incredibly low, I saw a gas station and pulled in. 

I filled up the tank halfway so I wouldn’t be late for class, but of course I was late anyway.  I walked into P.E. and got a lecture from Coach Adams and had to run four laps while everyone else played volleyball.  (Which I particularly didn’t mind missing.) 

During art I could hear Maroon jingling the keys in his pockets.  I forced myself to pay attention to the lesson and stared at the chalk board.  

Every minute was torture.  Listening to those keys that were supposed to be in my pocket.  Growls got stuck in my throat every minute I heard him whisper something about his new car to someone next to him.  The metal in his pocket was burning my ears off!  

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity the bell rang and it was time for break.  I spent my time with Jared and after that had no other classes with Maroon.  The day went as a breeze as I focused on the party that was going to take place tonight.  I was going to drive to Jared’s house after I dropped my stuff at home and I definitely couldn’t wait.

I walked into the door of the Jacksons’ house and called down the hall to Wanda.  “Wanda!  I’m going to the party now!” 

“Okay sweetheart, have fun!”  Wanda called back.  But as I turned to leave she called again, “Make sure you’re back by midnight!’ 

I groaned, there wouldn’t be much nighttime mood for me, but rules were rules.  I was lucky I was even going to the party.  Wanda and Paul had been disagreeing.  

Paul was a little… nervous about Jared.  From what Paul had heard from his friends was that the Williams’ family were snobs.  They were pretty rich.  Whenever I thought about how rich they were I imagined what would have happened if they were a few hundred dollars richer than us.  Would Jared’s parents been murdered instead of mine? 

I walked out of the house, pondering my thoughts.  I climbed in my car and grimaced as I saw the red Viper in the driveway again.  I didn’t know how I would live with it right next-door. 

You should slash the tires and scratch up the paint job, my mind said and I grinned.  I actually felt like I could do that.  

Jared’s house was big and white, with beautiful lawn care and I could see a huge rose garden in the back behind the wooden fence. 

I used the lion knocker to knock on the jade colored door.  I woman about my height opened the door and smiled at me.  “Come in,” she said in a sweet voice, I took this to be Jared’s mother.  “You must be Kashmere,” she grinned at me and led me inside the house.  

Antiques were everywhere and the house looked like a palace almost.  They even had a spiral staircase leading up.  Even though we had been richer, it looked as if the Williams’ chose to spend their money, unlike us.  “Thank you for letting me come over,” I replied, trying to make a good impression on his mom.  I couldn’t understand why Paul thought they were snobs.  Jared’s mom was really nice. 

“Oh, no problem.  You’ve been all Jared could talk about these past few days,” she smiled and gave me a tour of the house.  Downstairs was a kitchen, T.V. room, game room, two bathrooms, and a study.  Upstairs were four bedrooms, three bathrooms, and a living room.  Each of the bedrooms had a king sized bed and a door leading out to balconies.  

“This is amazing, how do you know nothing will get broken?” I asked her, amazed. 


“Oh, don’t worry.  We clean up all our antiques and change it to a teen palace,” she giggled, I was beginning to like this lady. 


“Oh, how rude of me.  I’m Daphne,” she smiled and shook my hand.  Her hands were cold, but soft.  I took in her wavy auburn hair and azure eyes.  Her skin wasn’t pale, but it wasn’t tan either. 


“Daphne?” a voice called from downstairs and a man emerged from the spiral staircase.  He had blond hair gelled up into spikes and he had emerald eyes like me.  


“Ah,” he greeted me with a handshake.  “So this is the famous Kashmere.  Nice to finally meet you.  I’m Matt.  So has Daph took you on a tour of the house yet?”  He asked, glancing at his wife. 


“Yeah actually, we just finished,” I replied.

 “Well, Jared just walked in.  You’re probably anxious to see him,” Matt answered and Jared’s parents led me down the stairs.  They already seemed like family to me.  They were so kind, and wonderful. 


As soon as I stepped off the last step arms picked me up and swung me around the room.  “Jared!” I laughed as he twirled me.  “Put me down!” 


He placed my feet firmly on the ground and stroked my hair. “Wow Kashmere, you really look great,” he breathed and tucked a straying lock of hair behind my ear.  

He placed his warm hands on my cheek and lifted my face to reach his.  I’m sure my face flushed with colors as my lips pressed his.  He moved his hands down my neck and onto my shoulders.  I placed my own hands on his shoulders and he wrapped his arms suddenly around my waist, pulling me closer to him. 

He pulled away slowly and I felt my face heat up as I noticed Daphne and Matt were still standing on the stairs, looking at us with smiles and affectionate eyes. 

“We better get ready for the party,” Jared whispered in my ear and I nodded.  He grabbed my hand and entwined his fingers with mine.  We walked into the kitchen and I helped prepare some snacks.  I arranged crackers, cheese, and other snacks on plates nicely.  

I found a small crystal bowl and poured a bottle of ranch into it and placed it in the middle of a plate with dipping veggies.  Jared got the cooler ready with soda and other drinks and splashed some cold water from the ice on me. 

I giggled and splashed him with water from the faucet.  We laughed and decorated until seven-o-clock, which may seem like a long time, but it really flew by for me.  I was having so much fun with Jared, that when the doorbell rang I was actually disappointed. 

By eight-o-clock at least forty people were at the party, eating away and dancing to some upbeat music.  I partied with people and Jared happily, dancing away and drinking soda at my will. 

“Babe,” a voice said and I turned around.  There was Jared and he was holding out a drink to me.  I took it from his hand and asked him what it was.  He replied, “Just drink it.  Its my mom’s punch.”  

 I took a sip and flavor filled my mouth.  It tasted amazing, like something I had never even dreamed of. My mind slowly began feeling a bit loopy. But I liked the feeling, that is when I drank the whole can and took Jared’s hand. 

“Come on,” he whispered and led me up the stairs.  We walked into one of the bedrooms and shut the door.  He turned off the light and I lay on the fluffy white comforter.  I closed my eyes and felt his arms around me.


“Kashmere,” he whispered in my ear and I shivered, but not because I was cold or scared.  I was excited, this felt right, his arms around me, us together…


He kissed my neck quietly and traveled down to my tank top line and around my shoulders.  His hands traced patterns around my legs going up to my thigh and down again.  I turned over and wrapped my arms around him and let him kiss just below my neck.  


I entwined my legs with his, his warm skin heating my body.  Then, a sudden aching in my stomach stopped me.  Something felt wrong. 


Jared and me on a bed, our bodies intertwined together, it was just wrong.  “Jared,” I whispered, but he just moaned my named in response. 


I pushed his head away and he looked at me with a questioning look.  He pulled me closer and put my head to his chest.  That was when I realized that his shirt was off! 

“No Jared,” I whispered and began to climb off the bed but he quickly grabbed my hand and tried to force me back into his arms.  “Jared!  Stop!” I heard the slur of my words and I could barely stand.  

“Come on,” he pulled me into his embrace but I began kicking him weakly.  “Jared!” I yelled, but the words were a slurring mess.  That was when a light suddenly split the darkness and I turned to the door.


I saw a figure standing in the doorway.  “Kashmere!” It yelled.  I recognized that voice and it appeared Jared did too.  


Jared made a noise in his throat and tried to pull me back into his arms but I resisted.  The figure walked over to me and unwrapped Jared’s arms around me.  The figure picked me up in its arms and carried me out.  

I heard Jared protesting from the room but all was lost when the figure took me downstairs into the light of a fancy disco ball.  It was Maroon holding me.  My heart thumped wildly and I felt anger surge through my body.  How could he do this? 

“Let me go!”  I yelled at him and punched his chest, he winced but didn’t drop me.  People turned to look at me and Maroon replied, “It’s past your curfew, now stop whining!” 

“I’m not whining!  And besides my curfew is-” I paused as I saw the clock on the wall.  It said 12:45 and I cussed.  I was going to be dead meat.  

“After you weren’t home by twelve thirty, Wanda and Paul sent me to come and get you.  And it’s good I did because that lunatic was going to-”

He paused as we walked into the night air, there I saw his flashy red viper and my hands clenched into fists again.  He opened the back door and shoved me onto the leather seats.  

The seats were warm from the spring night and I felt quite comfortable, sitting on the rawhide.  “I can’t believe you,” Maroon said quietly. 

My voice got stuck in my throat.  Tears piled in my eyes but I forced them back.  How could I have been so stupid?  Jared had been a bad idea.  If I hadn’t resisted and Maroon hadn’t come and got me I could have easily gone too far. 

I placed my head in my hands and the salty tears flowed down the skin.  “How could I have been such an idiot?” I asked myself quietly.  “I was like a blind man.” 

Maroon stopped the car and I heard him pull over.  He climbed into the back seat and held me.  “Shhh,” he hushed me.  “It’s okay, don’t think like that.  It’s going to be okay.” 

Tears fell down my face, I was going to be grounded.  The consequenses would be huge, and the were filling my head as the tears fell down my face.

“It’s going to be okay,” Maroon rocked me in his arms and I let my head fall across his chest.  “It’s going to be okay.”

Maroon

I woke up in the morning to sunlight streaming through my car window.  I opened my eyes and saw a note on the leather seat.  It read:


Maroon,


Thanks for saving me last night.  I left at 1:00 I hope you don’t mind me driving your car.  I drove it home so I wouldn’t get in more trouble. (  Thanks for comforting me when I really needed it.  You are a great friend.  Let’s do something today, call me up. 

Your friend,

Kashmere

P.S.  I should be able to drive the car, because it is a nice car

P.S.S.  Can you come with me to pick up my car from Jared’s?  Call me

456-8765

I smiled at the thoughtful note.  I had held her in my arms last night and I guess I had fallen asleep.  It must have been awkward.   Glad I wasn’t awake to feel awkward if she fell asleep.  I thought.

I climbed out of the car and walked up the driveway.  At least she had parked it nicely.  She really shouldn’t be driving after dark, she only has a permit.  But I guess the cops didn’t catch her, not yet at least.  I smiled at the thought and glanced at the clock. It read 11:00 and I felt like I had slept my share of sleep. 

I got in the shower and put on some jean shorts and flannel button up shirt as a jacket over a white t-shirt.  I looked around and saw Justin was gone.  Probably at his new job, I said in my mind.  During the week that Kashmere had been pissed at me Justin had gotten a job at Carl’s Jr.  It didn’t pay a lot but we had a lot of money from people we had robbed. 

I dialed the number Kashmere had written on the note and a cheerful hello came from the other end. 

“Hey, is this Kashmere?” 

“Yep it is,” her sweet voice replied. 

“So what do you want to do today?” 

“Well,” she began.  “I have some friends and I thought it would be fun to go boating at Lake Tahoe…” 

I felt excited.  I had never really gone boating, unless you count shooting at some teens and stealing their boat boating, then I had gone once or twice. 

“Sounds fun,” I said.  “But… who has a boat?” 

“Missy’s dad has one.  He taught her how to drive it, and besides, she has her driver’s license already so it’s okay if she drives.” 

“Alright!  Do you want me to pick you up?” 

“No, I’ll just come over in a little bit and we can go together.  My car is still at Jared’s,” I could hear a weak point in her voice.  

“Alright, come over soon,” I said, “Bye.”  I hung up the phone and put on some swimming trunks and took off the flannel shirt jacket, but kept the t-shirt on.  I packed some snacks, water, and a camera in a backpack. I slipped on flip flops and sunglasses and was ready. 

The doorbell rang as I was shoving the last of cold cereal in my mouth and I rushed to get it.  As I opened the door the sun shone onto the hardwood floor and I took in Kashmere’s beautiful appearance. 

She was wearing a blue tankini with a green and blue floral skirt.  Just like in my dream, I realized.  But we weren’t going to a California beach; we were going to Lake Tahoe.

“You ready?” she asked slipping some red shades with rhinestones over her eyes.  She smiled, flashing her flawless, white, smile.  

I nodded and grabbed my bag.  We walked out into the bright mid-spring sunshine.  It was unsurprisingly warm and the forecast had been sunny and the high was ninty-seven degrees Fahrenheit. 

I drove my red Viper to Lake Tahoe, following the instructions Kashmere gave me.  We drove past the desert landscape and a lot of casinos.  I never realized how busy Reno really was. 

The wasteland seemed inviting, even though it was dry as a bone with only shrubs and a few measly trees.  There were mountains around us and I just wanted to run up one until I ran out of breath.  

We drove silently across the barren desert until I saw a blue lake and trees surrounding it.  The lake was like a blue, crystal mirror.  The pine trees were like emeralds and the cerulean sky was cloudless as the sun shone onto the lake. 

“It’s beautiful,” I breathed, and Kashmere nodded.  I saw a lot of trucks and only my car was flashy, but I guess there were a few Corvettes and Mustangs.  We cruised around the small parking lot until I found a parking space. 

We got out of the car and saw a black Dodge Truck with a boat on it near the loading docks.  “Kashmere!” a voice called and I realized the person standing near the truck was Missy.  We jogged down near the dock and I smiled.  Rob and Luke were also there with another girl who I didn’t recognize. 

“I’m glad you guys made it,” Rob said and slapped me on the back.  

“Yeah,” Luke replied.  “We were about ready to load the boat without you!”

I glanced at the boat behind the truck and saw it was white with black stripes and pretty big, most likely enough to hold all of us.  There was a kneeboard, wakeboard, water skis, and a blowup tube that could fit two or three people on it. 

“Well, we better start loading this baby in,” Missy said and patted the boat.  “Oh, yeah, I almost forgot.”  She walked over to the girl who I didn’t recognize and put her arm around the other girl.  “Guys, this is my cousin Nikki.  She’s going to help us drive the boat.  We’re going to switch off because everyone wants a turn to do something, am I right?” 

We all nodded vigorously and the boys helped Nikki load the boat.  I noticed from Nikki’s appearance that she was a tomboy.  She wore her hair in a ponytail and was really tan.  She had strong muscles in her arms and legs too, she had a one piece swimsuit on that was gray and black.  Nikki’s dark eyes glimmered like stars and her smile lit up the whole sky.  It was fun having her around. 

As soon as the boat was in the water we all got in.  All the boys jumped from the dock into the boat and made it rock in the water.  Rob helped Missy in, and Luke helped Nikki in.  

I smiled at Kashmere and held out my hand.  She gripped it gently, but firmly and I helped her in.  We sat at the bow while Rob and Missy sat in the very back near the motor.  Nikki and Luke sat by each other, Nikki was driving and Luke was good company for her. 

Kashmere and I smiled at each other.  I looked out across the clear water as we slowly cruised past the “NO WAKE” buoys.  Then Nikki hit the gas and we were flying across the water.  We watched ducks and seagulls take wing into the sky as we soared past them.  Kashmere shrieked in delight and let her hair sweep across her face.  As soon as we got to a nice place to try some stunts Nikki slowed the boat down and soon to a total stop. 

“So what’s first?” she asked.  We decided on knee boarding and then wakeboarding after.   

“Who’s going first?” I asked, and Kashmere’s hand immediately shot up.  I was amused by her eager expression.  

“Oh, please, please, please, can I go first?” she begged and I couldn’t resist laughing.  

“Of course you can,” Nikki answered, smiling at Kashmere.  Kashmere slipped off her floral skirt revealing the bottom half of her swimsuit.  I’m sure my face turned red, even though she had something underneath it was still a little awkward. 

She tied the handle rope to the boat, secured her life jacket, threw the board into the water and jumped into the lake herself.  She bobbed up to the top, laughing.  “The water’s cold, but that’s the best part right?” she asked the rhetorical question.  

Missy tossed Kashmere the handle and Kashmere grabbed it.  She lay on the board securely.  “Hit it!” she yelled and I felt the motor start.  She grinned with delight as the boat roared to life.  We went slow at first and she pulled herself up onto the board.  I saw her reach down and fasten herself down with the black Velcro strap. 

She gripped the handle with one hand and did a thumb’s up.  I did a thumbs up back and grabbed the camera from my backpack I took a picture and she laughed as she saw the flash.  

Kashmere was brilliant.  She did a 360( by turning her side and gripping the handle backwards, then did that again to complete the circle.  We all cheered as she showed off her tricks and small jumps.  

But sometime she would have to stop and she did.  She let go of the handle after about fifteen or twenty minuets and sunk into the water.  I saw her quickly undo the strap as I held the orange flag up high so other boaters would know she was in the water. 

We cruised the boat over to her and she climbed out onto the seats, splattering us with water.  

The others took a turn and Kashmere and I talked for a while.  We talked about how great a trip this was and how we wished this would never end.  I’d only known her for a little bit, but I seemed to know everything about her.

I was always happy when she was around.  And I dreamed about her every night now, I wondered if… I was falling in love with her.  Her features were incredible, that was for sure, but her spirit burned brighter than all of the rubies in the world.  She was the young woman I wanted to protect. 

“Maroon!” a voice jolted me out of my thoughts.  It was Rob.  “Maroon, you have to go wakeboarding!  It is awesome!”  We had finished up knee boarding, me declining that but it seemed like Rob was going to force me to ride the wake.

“Okay, okay,” I said reluctantly.  I jumped into the water and strapped the board to my feet and held the handle attached to the rope tightly.  I yelled, “Hit it!” and felt the boat move quickly.  I pulled myself up and out of the water and I was flying! 

I heard Kashmere shout from the boat.  I was actually up!  And on my first try!  “Woo hoo!” I yelled, ecstatic.  But one second I was floating on air and then I was plunged into the icy water.  I sputtered and choked out the water as I popped up and the wakeboard floated to the top.  I guess I fell out, I thought.  I must have landed in the water pretty hard then. 

“You up for another go?” Missy asked.  I nodded and strapped myself back in.  I did at least five more times and got up except one of those times.  As soon as I got back in the boat, Kashmere asked, “Are you sure you’ve never gone boating before?” 

I nodded, “I’m sure.” 

“Well, you must be a naturalist at wakeboarding then,” she replied, smiling.  Next was the water skis, which I also tried and was surprisingly good at.  

At one-forty-five we stopped at a dock on the other side of the lake to eat lunch.  Missy and Nikki brought along sandwiches, Rob brought chips, I brought drinks, Luke brought cheese and crackers, and Kashmere packed some homemade chocolate chip cookies. 

We ate and talked till about two-fifteen.  We cleaned up and blew up the tube and placed it in the boat.  As Missy started the boat we decided that Nikki and Luke would go on the tube first.  We threw the tube out into the water and Nikki and Luke jumped in with it.  They pulled themselves onto the blown up circle and yelled, “Hit it!”  Missy started the boat and sped onward. 

I heard Nikki scream with joy and Luke laugh.  “You know what would be funny?” Kashmere asked me suddenly. 

“What?” I grinned at her. 

“If Nikki and Luke started dating.  We have gone on these boating trips with Nikki before, they seem to keep in touch with e-mail pretty frequently.  Even though Nikki goes to a different school, it could work you know.” 

“Yeah that would be funny,” I said, and then my mouth got carried away with me.  “And Missy and Rob could be together and you and-” I cut myself.  Kashmere looked shocked, but not mad.  Her expression curved into a smile and she laughed. 

“That would be funny,” she laughed and we turned our gaze back to Nikki and Luke. 

Nikki and Luke flipped the tube over in a barrel roll and stayed on.  I gasped in amazement.  They must of have practiced that a lot.  Finally, they fell off the tube and let Missy and Rob have a go. 

It seemed Missy and Rob would be good together and I wondered, if Kashmere and I would be a good couple too.  If she likes me that way, I guess it could happen… I thought and glanced at her.

“You’re turn!” a voice said and I saw Missy and Rob climb out of the water.  I hadn’t even seen them fall off.  

I started to protest but Kashmere grabbed my hand and we leapt off the boat together.  We pulled ourselves onto the tube like a snake slithers through the grass.  We each gripped a pair of handles but I felt a hand pry my hand from the black fabric.  

Kashmere entwined my fingers with hers and I gripped her hand.  “Are you scared?” I asked teasingly. 

“No,” she answered.  “I just want some comfort before I plunge into the dark, deep, sea,” she teased in a dark voice. 

I laughed and our eyes met, I did a short nod and together we yelled, “Hit it!”  I heard the purr of the engine and felt a pulling sensation.  The tube bounced along the waves on the lake and we laughed with glee. 

“Here’s a big one!” Kashmere yelled and I braced myself.  The huge wave rammed into the tube, lifting us into the air.  We seemed to hover in the air for a matter of seconds until we landed hard onto the choppy water. 

“That was awesome!” I yelled and we bumped along the shattered mirror.  We went out of the wake where the water was smooth and glassy.  We let our feet dangle off the tube and into the silky water until we saw the waves coming up ahead.  “Choppy time!” I grinned and we braced ourselves.

The waves thrust us up into the air and landed us hard just before another one came in front of us.  We laughed and splashed each other with water when the water turned to crystal.  

Then the waves hit again.  “Kashmere,” I said over the water.  

“What?” 

“I have an idea,” I told her and she smiled as I told her the plan.  We gripped each other’s hand tightly, our fingers still intertwining.  We nodded at each other and raised ourselves up. 

I saw Missy, Rob, Nikki, and Luke’s astonished face as we stood on top of the tube.   We steadily turned around to face away from the boat.  I gazed at the landscape beside us and started counting, “One.” 

“Two,” Kashmere smiled at me, our eyes meeting. 

“Three,” we said in unison and leapt off the tube and into the cold water.  Coldness surged through my body but I felt Kashmere’s skin touching mine.  Our life jackets helped us float to the top.  We laughed together and spit out the muddy lake water, still laughing.  We heard the motor of our boat coming back to get us and we looked into each other’s eyes again, emeralds and rubies joining. 

 I took in Kashmere’s wet hair and the water dripping down her face.  I gazed at her for what seemed like forever until I realized that our hands were still knotted together. 

Almost at the same time our hands untangled from each other’s.  


“T-t-that was f-f-un,” she shivered, but remained smiling. 


“Y-y-yeah, I l-liked the j-j-jumping part,” I trembled too. 

“Come on!  Get in!” I heard Luke call and we turned to see the boat idling behind us.  We paddled to the little ladder that Luke had lowered for us and climbed into the boat.

 “Maroon look!”  Kashmere pointed into the water as we were heading to the loading/unloading dock.  She leaned close to the water, her eyes excited like a child’s. 

“Kashmere!” I yelled.  “Put your life-jacket on!”  But it was too late, Kashmere had falled into the chilly water.  

“Kashmere!” Missy cried with worry.  And even before Nikki could stop the boat, I dived into the water.  It was like the dream, I couldn’t let her drown.  I saw her squirming in the water as I forced my eyes open.  

Her eyes were terrified and I could see murk and fish all around us.  Her hand reached for mine and I grasped it.  I began pulling her, but my arm was getting tired.  No, I can’t let go.  I swam under her and began pushing her to the surface.  I saw her finally break the glass and swam up beside her, both of us gripping the boat.  

“Kashmere,” Nikki had cut the engine and she helped pull Kashmere out of the water.  

“Th-thank you M-M-Maroon,” Kashmere smiled and was wrapped in a towel.  I climbed into the boat and sat beside her.  

“Put on your life-jacket right now,” I commanded and she did as she was told.  “Kashmere, I was so scared.  What if Nikki had come around and we didn’t know, the engine could have-”

She cut me off.  “It’s okay Maroon.  I just never really took swimming lessons,” she smiled.  “I’m so happy you there,” she whispered and inched closer to me.  I wanted to touch her lips with mine, but I knew I couldn’t.  I pulled away and look towards the dock and then at the rest of my friends.  The all raised their eyebrows expectantly but I just looked away towards the never-ending sky. 

“See you,” Missy and Nikki said as they got into the black truck.  Rob and Luke were the next to leave.  

“See you on Monday,” they replied and got into Luke’s green Honda Element and drove away.  

“Guess we better get going,” I told Kashmere.  “We still have to pick up your car from Jared’s.” 

I saw Kashmere grimace at the thought of seeing Jared.  “We don’t have to go in, that is if they didn’t store it in the garage.” 

“Let’s hope not,” her expression turned into a smile.  We climbed into my car and we drove to where we really, really didn’t want to.  “Hey Kashmere,” I asked and she “hmmmed” in response.  “What were you looking at in the water anyway?” 

“Well I thought I saw a fish…” she shrugged and smiled, then, we laughed together in unison. 

Kashmere


I tensed as Maroon and I drove to Jared’s house.  I really didn’t want to see him after what had happened last night.  And besides, I couldn’t break up with him through text and I didn’t want to speak to him over the phone so, I guess I had to break up with him now.


We stopped outside his house and I took in a deep breath.  My car was nowhere in sight.  At least they were trying to be nice, I thought and climbed out of the car.


“You don’t have to go in,” Maroon reminded me.  


“Yeah, I do.  I need to talk to him you know, and get my car from the garage,” I said and nervously walked to the door.  I rang the doorbell and I trembled. 


Daphne answered the door.  Her face was tired and she had rubber gloves on, but a smile appeared on her face when she saw me.  “Kashmere!  Come in sweetheart, I’m sorry about last night, I forgot about your curfew.” 


“Oh.  That’s okay.  I just came to talk to Jared and get my car,” I said anxiously.  I just wanted to get out of there.


“Jared’s upstairs in his room, it’s the one on the-” she couldn’t finish. 


“I think I know,” I interrupted and ran up the stairs two stairs at a time.  I knocked on one of the doors and I heard Jared’s voice say, “Come in.” 


I walked in and there he was, sprawled out across the bed, tossing a soccer ball up and down.  “What do you want?” he asked, not even glancing at me.


“I…I want to talk,” I stuttered.  My hands had begun to sweat and panic crept up my spine like a worm. 


He dropped the soccer ball and looked at me.  “Kashmere,” he whispered.  He bounded off of the bed and came over to me.  His hands grabbed mine and I felt my heart beat speed up.  “Oh Kashmere, I’m so sorry about last night.  I should have locked the door so that-”


“No,” I said and forced myself to push away from him.  He looked at me questioningly.  “Jared, I…I can’t be with you.” 


“What?” he asked. 


“Jared, I…” I took a breath.  “I don’t like you like that anymore.”


“Is…is it about…” he stopped and looked out the glass door leading to the balcony.  “Is it about Maroon?” he whispered. 


“No,” I answered.  “Jared, it isn’t about anyone.  Last night… it was wrong.  I shouldn’t have come up here with you.  I shouldn’t have drunk that drink you gave me.  What was it anyway?” I asked the question that had been tugging at my mind all day.


“Do you really want to know?” he asked. 


I nodded. 


“It was…beer.” 


I gasped.  My first beer, offered by the boy I thought I was in love with.  That was underage drinking!  “How…how could you?” 


“I’m sorry Kashmere, I thought it would make you more open to me, I wanted…” 


“Maroon was right,” I growled.  “I should have never trusted you.” 


“Don’t say that,” Jared said quietly.  “I just…I just want a relationship to go fast, you know?” 


“No, Jared.  A relationship needs time, you can’t just force it after only a week!” I yelled at him.  “And besides, we aren’t officially dating.” 


“Kashmere, can…can we start over?  I know I can do better, please?” he whispered, his hands were shaking and his voice was cracking. 


It seemed almost impossible to say no.  Maybe he would be better, but… But you can’t take that chance again, my mind told me.  Finally I wasn’t annoyed with my thoughts. 


“No, Jared, please.  You have to understand, I can’t forgive you now.  You made a poor choice, we can’t go back.” 


“Kashmere,” he whispered.  


“No Jared.  And that’s my final answer.  Now where’s my car?” I asked, impatient now. 


“In the garage,” he said quietly and led me down the stairs.  We walked out into the big, spacious garage and there was my crappy Honda between a silver corvette and red mini cooper.  I also saw Jared’s black SUV in the back too and sighed.  My car clearly stood out. 


“And that one in the middle would be mine,” I pointed out and saw a smile flicker on Jared’s lips. 


Jared opened the garage and I pulled the keys out of my purse.  I walked over to my junky car and got in.  I turned on the engine and noticed that they had filled up my tank with gas.  “Thanks!” I called as I rolled down the window. 


Then I drove out of the garage and followed a red Viper home.


As soon as I got into the house I took a shower.  The warm water was refreshing and got rid of the sick smell from my skin.  After I dressed into some comfortable sweat pants.  It was about four so I turned on the T.V. and watched “Scrubs” four half an hour and then continued watching comedy.  A perfect day of laughs, if it weren’t for that moment with Jared, after that at five thirty I started to make dinner.  


Wanda had told me that morning that she had a big wedding to plan for so she wouldn’t be home till about six-thirty and to make dinner.  Paul had a work dilemma at Microsoft so he wouldn’t be home till about the same time. 


I made a simple dinner of spaghetti, salad, and cooked some French bread.  Dinner was ready by six-fifteen so I cleaned up the stove while I waited for them.  They came home at exactly the same time at six thirty-five.  


We ate dinner and told each other about our day, like we usually did. It was strange how easily Wanda and Paul accepted me.  They had taken me in after my parents were murdered.  They always had wanted a little girl and I came along right after Wanda had had a miscarriage. 


“Um, Wanda.  Tomorrow I was thinking of inviting Maroon over so we could help each other with some homework, is that okay?” 


Wanda pursed her lips, “Kashmere.  Tomorrow isn’t a good day for him to come over.  I’m having Miss Clark over for wedding plans, practically all day.  Maybe you can go over there.”


“Maybe,” I replied and I cleared the table, pondering the thought. That would mean I would be in my own house, I would walk those floors after three years.  Would it have changed at all?  The thoughts kept tugging at my mind, but I quickly forced them out.  After I cleaned the dishes Wanda and Paul went into the study to work and pay the bills. 


I never thought I would ever call my own phone number that I had memorized since I was six.  I dialed it and a gruff voice answered the other end. 


“Hello?” the voice asked. 


“Um, hi.  Is Maroon there?” 


“Uh, yeah, sure.” 


I heard the man yelling for Maroon and the phone being passed from his hands to Maroon’s. 


“Hello?” Maroon asked and I felt my breath catch.


“Hey,” I said.


“Oh, hey Kashmere.  Today was fun.” 


“Yeah, um you know how you wanted to come over and study?” 


“Yeah.”


“Well, Wanda is having someone over practically all day for wedding planning.” 


“Oh, okay.” 


“And she was wondering if I could go over there.” 


Maroon was silent for a matter of minuets.  But then he broke it, “Kashmere, I don’t’ know if that would be a good id-”


The man who answered the phone yelled in the background, “Of course she can come over!” 


Maroon sighed and I wondered why he didn’t want me to come over.  “Yeah, I guess you can.  Just come over at like noon or something.”


“Sure,” I said.  


“Yeah, sounds good,” Maroon sighed.  I could hear the reluctant tone in his voice as he said goodbye.


I watched some more T.V. until it was seven and then switched to a movie.  I watched the first movie in a trilogy until nine-o-clock and decided I could watch the second one.


After that was done at eleven I went to bed.  I couldn’t stop wondering about why Maroon was so reluctant about me going to his house.  I hoped nothing was up with his family.  


Come to think of it, he hadn’t even mentioned his family this past week, that I knew him.  It was actually kind of weird. 

“Huh,” I said aloud.  “Well, I’ll find out tomorrow,” I turned onto my side and closed my eyes, making me drift into a deep sleep.


I opened my eyes to light and sat up in my bed.  I glanced at the window that the radiance shone through.  I got out of bed and pulled on some jeans and a t-shirt that said, “We built this city.” 


I yanked the brush through my hair and slicked it back in a ponytail.  I didn’t bother to apply  make-up today.  I was just going to be studying with Maroon, no big deal.  


I walked into the kitchen and was grabbing some toast when the phone rang.  I dropped the bag of bread and rushed over to the telephone.  “Hello?” I asked quietly.  I didn’t want to wake up Wanda and Paul.


“Hey,” a familiar voice said at the other line.  


I sighed with relief, “Hey Maroon.” 


“So, are you still coming over?” 


“Yep, if that’s okay,” I said, unsure. 


“Yeah, I guess that’s fine.” 


“Is something wrong?”  It wasn’t like him to be so negative and so… worried. 


“Yeah, I mean.  No nothing,” he quickly changed his reply.


“Okay, you sure?” 


“Yeah, I am,” he sighed.  “Justin’s excited to see you.” 


“Really?” I asked, flattered.  “Is he your dad?”


“Sort of,” Maroon replied.  “He, took me in when my parents were murdered.” 


I gasped.  “You’re parents were murdered too?”  


“Yeah, hey did you know there is a dent in my bedroom wall?” 


I was surprised by his question but then laughed.  “You must be in my old room then, when I was eight, my parents wouldn’t let me watch an R-rated movie with them.  I got so mad I kicked the wall and threw everything I could find.”


Maroon laughed too, making me forget about our conversation before.  “That explains a lot.”


“Hey!”  I replied, still giggling.  “Yeah, they never could repair that wall, but I got all new stuff.  Maybe that was what I was think about when I broke everything I threw.” 


Maroon laughed some more, and I was sure he was crying from the laughter.  Suddenly it all grew quiet and I sat there holding the receiver, listening to nothing.


“M…Maroon?” He was making me nervous today.  Was something bad going on?


“Yeah?” he asked through his end.


“Are you sure you’re okay?” 


He sighed.  “Kashmere… there’s something I’ve always wanted to ask you.  Ever since I first met you.” 


“Okay…” I was uneasy.  What was the question? 


“Do…Do you remember anything that happened that night…Your parents were…” 


“Some,” I said softly before he could finish.  “I remember…going into the bathroom and seeing my father’s body and blood on the mirror…” I trailed off and could hear Maroon holding his breath on the other line.


“What else?”  He asked.  He sounded panicked like… he wanted me to remember something.


“Then I went back into their room, wanting my mother’s arms to comfort me… and then I saw her eyes.  They were clouded and had bloody tears running down her cheeks…” 


“Kashmere,” Maroon whispered.  “I’m so, so, sorry.” 


“Thanks, but you don’t have to be.  It wasn’t your fault they were murdered,” I reassured him but heard him hold his breath again. 


“Kashmere…” he murmured my name.  “I…” I waited for him to finish and he did by:  “I have to go, I’ll see you about noon?” 


“Okay, see you at noon,” I replied and we hung up.  Something was wrong with Maroon.  I could just feel it.  


And my mind kept saying as I ate breakfast and cleaned up, He’s hiding something from you.

Maroon


I hung up the phone quickly.  How could Kashmere read my voice so easily?  She knew something was wrong and it was!  I felt a feeling in my heart that she was special to me.  I wanted to protect her, and I apparently wasn’t doing a good job. 


She was coming over in an hour and Justin took off work on Sundays.  I would have gladly gone boating today and studied yesterday, but no.  It had to be the other way around. 


How could you have almost told her what you had done?  My mind screamed at me.  She would hate you; she would never love an evil creature like you. 


“But I won’t her to know the truth!” I said aloud.  I did want her to know the truth; I didn’t want to have to lie to her about me, about my eyes, about that night.  But at the same time, I didn’t want her to reject me.  And I knew, if I told her that I… had made those tears run down her mother’s face… I knew what would happen. 


I walked into the kitchen and saw Justin cooking some waffles, spilling the batter all over the counter.  “You’re in a good mood,” I muttered.  I made a face of disguist as I saw the “Kiss the Chef” apron.


“What?” Justin asked, turning to me.  “Maroon, we have her now.  The Gallant bloodline will be stopped, once and for all!” he whispered greedily.


“Why do you want to kill the Gallants’ so badly?  Didn’t we already steal their money?  What made them such a popular target?” I burst out and kicked the stove. 


“Hey!  Watch it!  That was expensive!”  Justin yelled at me. 


“Yeah, it was her money,” I said quietly.  “You still didn’t answer my question!”  I asked pushily, hoping to force some information out of him. 


 “Maroon, they are the richest people in the whole Western U.S., maybe even richer than a jew!”


“But all their money is gone, we took it all,” I began and then stopped.  “Kashmere,” I whispered. 


Justin slowly nodded his head.  “Maroon, don’t you see?  Don’t you remember that night?” 


I nodded, “Of course, how could I forget?” 


“Maroon, before John died, he said I would never get the greatest treasure.  That it was safely hidden with her.  And after that, I wanted to find Kashmere, I knew she had to have had it.  So now, we can have the greatest treasure in the world.  Can’t you see it Maroon?  Us traveling the world as outlaws, but nobody knows who we are.  So we won’t have to hide.” 


I tried to picture it, but I couldn’t.  All I could picture was Kashmere’s body, cold and motionless, and Wanda and Paul Jackson, weeping over her lifeless figure.


I nodded slowly, the knife of guilt plunging into my heart.  But you love her, my mind said quietly.  I knew that was true, but what could I do to save her?  Nothing, my head whispered with despair.  Nothing can save her now.

Kashmere


I usually would be excited to finally meet Justin and go over to my old house, except if it hadn’t been that constant worry over Maroon.  I knew something was wrong.  There was a secret something he would not tell me.  I knew it was something big.  Then there was that feeling that I knew him, and I just always wanted to be with him.  Like it was our destiny to meet.


As soon as the clock read twelve I walked over to Maroon’s house.  I felt like there was someone, I don’t know who, but someone was watching me.  I walked up on to the front door step and knocked nervously at the door.  The door opened right away like he was waiting there.  


“Hello, you must be Kashmere, nice to finally meet you.  You’re all that Maroon talks about.”  The man spoke kindly, like he wanted something from me.


I smiled, that’s what all the parents said these days.  But, there was something wrong.  Something, that made me…afraid of Justin.


As I stepped in the doorway, I saw a memory flash before my eyes.  I saw white covers around me and I heard voices. 

“She’s here,” a cold voice said.  “You could just be hearing things,” a voice that I vaguely recognized said.  

And that voice, sounded so familiar, almost as if it was in the room, standing there with me.  


“Is something wrong?” Justin asked, flashing a nervous look at me.  His voice brought me from my recollection. 


“Oh, nothing.  I was just…daydreaming.  Did Maroon tell you that this used to be my house?” I replied, looking into Justin’s eyes.


“No, he didn’t,” he replied.  “Why did you move from this big house to yours?” 


“My parents were killed, and someone stole their will…I didn’t have any family left either so…”  

 
I heard footsteps tromping down the stairs and stared where the tromping had come from.  There stood Maroon.  I smiled as he came walked over to me and threw his arms around my figure.  I felt my face heat up as his upper limbs tightened around me.  But soon he let his arms fall, his warm skin faintly brushing mine. 

“I hope you brought enough homework for a day,” he laughed. 

“Oh, don’t worry.  Mrs. Pyle has given me enough art to work on for a decade,” I replied, laughing with him.


“Hey, if you kids need any help, don’t be afraid to ask.  I’m pretty good at dissecting things,” Justin said, chuckling.


Maroon’s face became shadowed with anger.  “I’m sure you are,” he growled.  “Come on Kashmere.” 


He gripped my wrist and pulled me to the stairs.  We walked up the staircase and another memory came into my mind.  

“No!”  I screamed.  “It’s just a nightmare!  Wake up!”  I screamed.  But everything became pain and I rolled down the stairs.  I groaned as I sat up and felt sticky liquid flowing down my face.  I stroked my face and saw red fluid on my hand and that was when I realized…it was my blood.

I shook my head and took in a breath.  “Are you okay?” Maroon asked, concerned. 

I nodded, “Just…so many memories.”  He led me into the room that had once been mine, once, so long ago.  I saw Maroon’s dark colored backpack lying on the floor and textbooks were on the bed.  

“So, do you want to sit on the bed or floor?” he asked.

“Either one is fine,” I replied.  
“Well, I think that we might have more room on the floor…” Maroon suggested. 

“Yeah, that’s fine,” I replied, a little disappointed.  Awww, you should have picked bed, it would have been more comfortable and- I ignored my mind and set my backpack on the floor beside Maroon’s.  He picked up the textbooks from his bed and sprawled out on the floor.  I lay beside him and took out my art notbook. 

“So, what was the homework assignment?” Maroon asked mischievously, smiling.

I rolled my eyes.  “You really must not pay attention in class.” I laughed and Maroon laughed along with me. 

“Well, my mind was on you the whole time,” he smiled and I felt color appear in my cheeks. 

I turned back to my notebook and felt Maroon’s gaze boring into my skin.  It felt oddly familiar, like he had watched me like this before.  I cleared my throat and told him what our assignment was and we got to work. 

It took us half an hour to finish art and then we did our math homework.  I found out that Maroon was in accelerated math so he helped me with my homework.  

I sighed with relief as I finished the last problem.  My hand was aching with writer’s cramp.  “Is that it?” I asked, shaking my hand. 

“That’s all I have,” he replied. 

“Same here, except I need to type up my English paper, but I can do that at home.”  

We sat in silence for a matter of minuets until Maroon broke the silence, “So what do you want to do?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered, shrugging.

“I think I have something fun,” he said and cleaned up the textbooks, putting them in our backpacks.  He walked over to a stereo and turned it on.  He inserted a CD and twisted up the volume.  

I sat, waiting patiently, wondering what kind of music he had put in.  My heart skipped as I heard the familiar song of, “When you say nothing at all,” by Allison Krauss came from the speakers. 

Maroon turned to me and walked slowly over to where I was sitting on the floor.  He entwined his fingers with mine and pulled my up to a standing position.  I placed my other hand on his shoulder and he lightly put his to my waist.  

We moved our feet in time to the beat and I watched as Maroon’s lips moved to the words.  His reddish purple eyes stared into my green ones, never leaving me alone.  His skin was so warm and irresistible.  

My face was so close to his, almost close enough for us to kiss.  His arm brought me closer to him.  Daringly, I removed my hands and placed them on his chest and lay my head on his upper body.  

He wrapped his arms around me and we stood there as the music faded, holding each other.  “Maroon,” I whispered.  I closed my eyes and breathed in his sweet scent.  It smelled like violets and pine, as if he had been walking through a conifer forest.

“Yes?” he murmured and I felt his head rest on mine.  Before then, I hadn’t ever realized how much taller he was then me, but I liked this.  My heart began fluttering like a bird and I breathed slowly. 

“Do…” I forced the four words out, a question I thought I would never be able to ask.  “Do you love me?” 

Maroon


I felt an overwhelming feeling rush through my body as she asked the question.  “Do…Do you love me?”  I couldn’t believe this.  I was doing exactly what Justin wanted me to do.  Make me fall in love with her so he could get the treasure.


I couldn’t think, my head was spinning, I longed to not be here.  How could I tell her that I did love her, but I couldn’t be with her?  


“Maroon?” she asked quietly.  My heart sank as she pulled away.  I had loved feeling her skin under my arms, her smell wafted into my nostrils and the fragrance of fresh green grass and dandelions entranced me. 


“Kashmere, I…” I couldn’t say it.  I couldn’t tell her no.  I couldn’t let her get hurt.  I walked over to the small window and gazed out into the streets.  But I couldn’t say yes, either way, she would feel pain.


“You…you don’t love me,” she whispered.  I could hear rejection in her voice and I felt despair pulse through my veins.  I turned to her and could see her eyes filling with tears. 


“No, Kashmere, I…” 


“No.  It’s okay Maroon.  It’s okay, I have to go now.”  She slung her backpack over her shoulder and walked to the door.


“No.  Kashmere, don’t leave,” I pleaded.  I reached out and grabbed her hand, and then I knew, she was seeing memories again.  No, please don’t see that night, I prayed. 


“I have to go, Wanda will be worrying,” she replied and shook her hand of my grasp and the last I saw was her walking towards her house, and I was behind a wall of glass, not able to tell her the truth.


A buzzing sound in my ear woke me up and I groaned.  Not school again.  If I could do anything, I would erase Sunday.  Kashmere was hurt, and I hadn’t said anything.  I didn’t save her from pain.


I took a shower and put on the same outfit I had planned to wear on Saturday before we went boating.  That moment was how my life should be.  My hand in Kashmere’s, having fun out on the lake, and forgetting about my bloody past. 


I grabbed my backpack and went downstairs.  There was Justin eating the waffles from Sunday and reading the newspaper.  “Good morning, Maroon,” he said in a cheerful voice.  


“Same to you, I guess,” I muttered.  It was all his fault Kashmere and I were in a fight now. 


“You going to have fun today in art?” he asked, smiling cruelly. 

I shook my head and looked down at the toaster that was now warming up my waffles.  “Is that all you think about?” 


“No, I think about money.  And gambling,” he replied.  “Also, I have to think about my job.” 


“Hmmm, interesting mind,” I said sarcastically. 


“So, what are you doing in art today?” he asked again.


“I don’t know!” I exclaimed.  “Do you think I know everything?” 


“I don’t know,” he muttered in reply.  


“I have to go,” I mumbled and picked up my backpack.  I went outside and climbed into my car.  I thrust the key into the ignition and shoved the gas pedal down.  I sped off down the road until I came to a stoplight and slammed the breaks.


“Nice car!” someone yelled and I grimaced.  I was getting that a lot these days.  “Thanks,” I grumbled and drove to school. 


“Hey brother!” a voice said when I got there and saw Luke.  I climbed out of my car and we slung our arms around each other’s shoulders. 


“So, how are you and Nikki?” I asked suspiciously. 


“Oh, we’re doin’… good, I was just texting her actually.” 


“Really?” 


“Mhmm,” he replied.  “Speaking of relationships, how are you and Kashmere?” 


“We’re not together,” I growled. 


Luke sighed.  “That bad, huh?” 


“Yeah, I was a jerk when she came to study yesterday,” I said and repeated the day before. 


“Wow, why didn’t you tell her you loved her?  You do…don’t you?”  He asked, trying to get me to tell him the truth.  But I couldn’t even tell one of my best friends, why I hadn’t said I loved Kashmere. 


“I do…but sometimes…I’m not so sure,” I partly lied.  I didn’t know if I truly loved her, but sometimes I felt as if I did. 


“Well, that’s okay bro.  Hey, you goin’ on the field trip on Thursday?” he asked. 


“Oh, yeah.  I forgot about that.  That means you and I only have our first class and then the rest of the day is P-A-R-T-Y!”


“Dude,” Luke looked at me doubtfully.  “It’s a two mile hike across the desert to draw wildlife.”


I quit doing my dance just as I was doing the robot.  “Oh, yeah.  We can… have a desert party.  You know, with the coyotes, and lizards, and…” 


“Rattlesnakes, don’t forget those,” Luke reminded me, laughing.


“Yeah can’t forgot those,” I grimaced, but my expression turned into a smile and I laughed with Luke, forgetting my fight with Kashmere. 

Luke

Something was up with Maroon.  He didn’t seem the same.  He smiled just as often as he usually did, but…it was almost a fake.  And it definitely wasn’t like Kashmere and him to get in a fight like that.


Except there had been that fight about Jared, but we were all pissed at her then, my mind told me.  Maroon and I talked about our field trip on Thursday and soon Rob joined our group.  


Soon the whole group was there, and tension had joined us as well.  Kashmere and Maroon kept looking at each other, but didn’t dare to meet each other’s eyes.  And I knew I wasn’t the only one who noticed. 


 As I walked to English with Missy and Maroon, Missy whispered in my ear, “Fill me in on details later.” 


Mr. Webner paired me up with Missy and I quickly told her what Maroon had told me.  I knew she would tell Rob, now that they were dating.  It was still weird to think about.  They had hooked up over the weekend, and after two years I still hadn’t had the guts to ask Nikki out yet. 


“I hope they’re okay,” Missy whispered to me after class. 


“Me too, it seems pretty bad though.” 


“Yeah, I can’t believe he just didn’t tell her!”  Missy exclaimed, and everyone turned to look at us.  


“Who?”  a girl who I barely knew named Olivia poked her head into our conversation. 


“Noth-”


“Kashmere and Maroon had a fight!”  Missy told her.  That was the problem with Missy.  Once she knew a secret, she would tell anyone who asked her.  She was the girl in the school who helped the news spread around like a wild fire. 


“Missy,” I hissed.  “You can’t tell everybody!”  


“But I didn’t!  I just told Olivia!”


“Isn’t she one of the cheerleaders?” 


“Yeah and oh-” she stopped.  Everyone knew that the cheerleaders spread news around to other squads when they cheered at the games.  Luke knew for a fact that cheerleaders in Reno loved to gossip about whatever they could get their hands on.


“Crap,” she finished.  


“Yeah, now all of Reno will know!”


“And if they go to state…”


“Yeah!  Oh my gosh…”


“What have we done?” Missy asked herself.  “Well, maybe…it won’t be that bad.  Maybe Kashmere and Maroon will make up!  That would be great!  Then we can 

spread-”


“Oh no, no.  No more secrets for you,” I said. 


“Oh come on!  That was one time!” 


“Are you sure?  Cause on my palm pilot it says…” I pulled out my palm pilot and looked at it.  “That makes 156 since the beginning of the school year.” 


“Are you sure you aren’t exaggerating?” she asked suspiciously, trying to glance at the screen. 


“No,” I replied putting the precious piece of technology away.


“Come on, name one other time,” she said, placing her hands on her hips and tapping her foot.


“Okay, Jared and Kashmere.” 


“Everyone already knew about that, so it does not count!” 


“Mr. Zambrini showing off his butt-crack when he sat down,” I smiled, remembering when she told me about her band teacher. 


“Okay, that is one that is true,” she laughed.  “Maybe I’m just a forest fire, spreading news where ever I go.” 


“That might be true…that might be true.” 

Kashmere


“Kashmere, are you okay?” Missy asked me.  I was clenching my fist on the Jack in the Box table.  My hands were shaking and I was feeling very warm. 


“Yeah,” I breathed and released my fingers from their hold.  


“So, how is everything?” Missy questioned, looking at my now, white hand. 


“Fine,” I replied.  


“Nothing is going on between you and-”


“No!”  I shouted.  “There is nothing going on between Maroon and me!”  I pushed the chair out from under me and heard it fall to the floor.  Everyone looked at me and I could feel fury against Missy.  What right did she have to butt into my business?


I felt the tears in my eyes and I ran out of there.  I ran out into the fresh spring air and took a deep breath.  I tried to hold the salty water in my eyes but it was no use, they poured down my cheeks. 


I shook and fell to my knees on the gray pavement.  I lay my face in my hands and cried.  Why had he rejected me?  Was I no more than a friend to him?  “I love him, but…” he doesn’t feel the same way about you, my mind whispered. 


The pain felt like a dagger in my heart as I heard the truth in those words.  How could I have made a fool of myself?  But… “But if he didn’t feel that way…why did he try and dance with me in his room?”  I murmured. 



I heard the cheap door squeak open and heard footsteps.  I felt a soft touch on my shoulder, and soon arms embraced me.  “Kashmere, it’s…it’s okay.  I shouldn’t have asked you, because…I know already.” 


“You…you know about the fight?” I questioned, removing my hands from my face and stared at the sidewalk, tears still falling rapidly. 


I couldn’t see her, but I could tell Missy had nodded.  “Kashmere, Maroon told Luke and Luke told me, so it’s okay.  It was passed along by friends.” 


I nodded and she came in front of me.  She held out her hand and I took it.  She pulled me up and we walked back inside to finish lunch.  But something, maybe it was that we were in a restaurant or I we were close to an expensive Italian restaurant made me remember something, and I saw a flashback, which I hadn’t ever remembered before.  


I walked slowly to the restaurant from our family’s yellow Ferrari and saw a boy about my age dressed in gangster pants and a dark sweatshirt.  He looked at me from under the dark fabric and his eyes glittered red.


Immediatly I know that those are not contacts, that those are his real eyes, and before they even find their seats, I'm wondering what sort of creature he is. Vampire? Werewolf? Fae of some sort?


I shook the memory from my head.  Why was I getting all these flashbacks all of a sudden, when Maroon had touched my hand in his room I had had another flashback.


“Wait,” a voice called and touched my shoulder.  I turned and saw a tan boy in dark clothes, holding out a DVD to me.  “It’s one of my favorites,” he said before running off.  I looked at the title of the DVD and saw it was called-


That was where the flashback had stopped.  At first, I hadn’t been sure if it was a flashback or vision but I realized that my parents were still alive and the boy was quite young.  So it had to be a flashback, but I had no memory of the boy. 


“You okay?” Missy asked, taking me away from my thoughts. 


“Yeah, I’m fine,” I replied and sipped my soda. 


“Okay, I’m…I’m sorry about-”


“Don’t worry about it,” I stopped her.  “It’s okay.”  


She nodded and stared at her food.  “Did you know… That Rob and I…” 


I put my drink down and stared at her.  “You’re kidding right?” 


She shook her head, “Nope.” 


My mouth dropped.  “Oh, my, Gosh.  I can’t… I can’t believe it!”  I exclaimed.  They had liked each other since last year, and finally they were moving.


“I’m so happy for you!” I cried.  And I was, but I wished that Maroon and I could be like that.  That we could be together. 

Justin


I climbed out of my black Audi Coup and saw Maroon’s car in the driveway.  I smiled.  We had Kashmere now; we would get that treasure and be rich.  I walked up to the porch and walked into the house. 


“Maroon, I’m home!” I said in a cheerful tone.  Who wouldn’t be cheerful?  I walked up the stairs and into Maroon’s room.  “Maroon, how about we go out for some drinks tonight?” I asked.  I knew that I could persuade Maroon to do anything. 


“No thanks,” he grunted.  


“Come on, we can have some man time, it could be fun,” I replied. 


“I said, no thanks!” He yelled and glared at me.  His red eyes were like blood, glistening with salt water.  That was when I knew something was wrong. 


“What’s going on?” I asked, sitting on his bed.  I felt anger rush through my body and my hands tightening into fists. 


“Just leave me alone,” Maroon whispered and turned onto his side. 


“Tell me what’s wrong, or I’ll shoot you,” I said, threatening him. 


Maroon just laughed and turned to me.  “You wouldn’t do that.” 


“Give me one reason why I wouldn’t,” I hissed.


“I’m the only way you can get Kashmere.  She won’t come to you alone, she’s already fallen for me.” 


I calmed myself.  She had fallen for him, I smiled wickedly and asked him, “If our plan is nearly complete, why are you so…” I searched for a word. “Disappointed?” 


“She…” he started and then laid on his side again.  


“She what?” I felt heat in my body, my anger was returning. 


“She doesn’t know that I…that I have fallen for her too.” 


I growled.  This was not part of the plan.  He wasn’t supposed to fall for her, she was mine.  “No,” I whispered.  “She’s mine.”


“Some boyfriend you are,” Maroon mumbled.  “She hates me now probably, I didn’t…I didn’t want to hurt her, so I…I didn’t tell her that I loved her.” 


I growled and lunged for him.  I grasped his neck tightly and pulled him from the bed.  “Justin!” he protested as I dragged him across the floor.  “Stop!  Stop!”  he gasped for air as my grip tightened around his neck.


I dragged him to the stairs and shoved him down.  He tumbled over the steps until he hit a wall, smearing blood onto the beige paint.  He cried out in agony and I stared down from the top of the stairs.  


“Justin…why?” he questioned.


“Kashmere is mine, you are just a diversion.”


I walked away into my room and heard Maroon straggling up the stairs.  I heard the door open to his room and slam.  I gazed out the window and down at Kashmere’s house.  “You’re mine,” I hissed.  “And you can’t escape now.”

Maroon


I walked to my closet and grabbed an old t-shirt.  I held it to my head, hoping to stop the bleeding.  I had never thought…that Justin would actually… 


I shook my head and the wound stung.  I limped over to the bathroom, my leg was sore and I was sure it was bruised.  I soaked the shirt in water and wiped my head, I held it on the cut for what seemed like hours.  


Finally I lifted it off and saw that the cut looked now clean.  I took a big band-aid patch from the cabinet and placed it to my head.  I quickly put some medical tape over it to keep it there.  I’d have to make up some story for school tomorrow, if anyone found out that Justin abused me I would be in trouble by him.


The cut wasn’t as big as the scar Kashmere had across her forehead and probably wasn’t nearly as deep. It was a thin line halfway across my brow and hadn’t left blood on the stairs.  


I groaned at the thought of cleaning the wall.  Justin would definitely make me, even if it never came off.  


I walked into my room and finished up my homework.  After, I fixed a dinner for myself.  Since Justin was in a bad mood I would eat by myself today.  After dinner I read the book for English.  


I groaned as I flipped the cover open of Wuthering Heights. I really could not deal with Heathcliff right now.


On Tuesday everyone asked about my cut and I told them that I had been skateboarding and I fell onto the road.  But I knew that didn’t fool Kashmere. 


She came up to me as I was putting my art textbook in my locker and asked, “How did you really get that cut?”  Her eyes were furious, I was pretty sure there was still angry from Sunday. 


“I told you, I was skateboarding,” I answered casually, though I should have known better.


“No you weren’t, you weren’t skateboarding at all yesterday.  I was outside gardening.” 


“Are you sure you weren’t stalking me?” I growled, throwing the insult at her. 


Her mouth dropped and I saw hurt in her eyes.  For a moment I felt bad for her, but then I realized that the tears turned to fire.  “You little liar!  I know you weren’t out there!” 


“Yeah?  Well, no one is going to believe you,” I hissed. 


“So?  Who cares if they believe me?” she argued.  “You know, I don’t like being lied to.” 


“Well, then start believing the lies and maybe you’ll be happier,” I told her darkly and walked away. 


“Jerk!” she yelled, but I paid no attention to her.  I would have to lie to her if I were to keep her safe.  I knew that Justin would go farther than he planned if we got together, so I couldn’t tell her I loved her.  I just couldn’t.  It was to save her life. 


On Wednesday, Kashmere spent most of her time with Missy while I hung out with Rob and Luke.  They knew that things were farther than we had planned and they didn’t want us to hurt each other. 


“Man, this must be a pretty big deal,” Luke whispered at lunch.  “How can she be so pissed when you are telling the truth?” 


“Yeah, I mean seriously!”  Rob exclaimed.  “She doesn’t need to be such a drama queen!  If you aren’t sure if you like her then she should wait and not get mad!” 


“You got that right,” I chimed in.  But they didn’t know that Kashmere was the one who was telling the truth.  


The whole day was lonely, even though I had my friends.  At least some of them, I thought.  As soon as I got home I fell asleep and was awakened by the smell of dinner.  


Justin and I didn’t talk as we ate dinner, and after I finished my homework, and I wanted the lonely, cold, day to be over.


When I woke up on Thursday I moaned.  Today was the art field trip.  At least you’ll be gone all day.  My mind spoke the bright side of things.  But I really was not looking forward to hike two miles across a desert.  Especially, not with Kashmere there. 


“Why?” I asked myself.  “Why did she have to be in the same art class?”  I got in the shower and put on some old hiking clothes.  I packed my backpack with my math textbook, snacks, and water.  


“Where are you going?” Justin growled as I came down the stairs.  We were both still angry at each other. 


“I have that field trip today, I won’t be back for a while.  It’s a two mile hike and we have to drive a little ways,” I replied and popped some toast in the toaster. 


“Where are you going to hike?” he asked, clearly not really interested. 


“Just some foothills, I don’t know exactly,” I replied and poured some cereal into a bowl. 


“That sounds fun,” he grunted.  We ate breakfast in silence and soon the clock told me it was time to go.  


“See ya,” I called and went out the door.  I climbed into my car and saw Kashmere getting in hers.  She glared at me and tried to open her door, but she couldn’t.  I smiled; she rolled her eyes and unlocked the door.


“Excited?” I called, still smiling.


She smirked, “Oh please.  I was born for this stuff!” 


We drove off to school and I actually was only just barely  in front of her today.  As soon as we arrived at school the bell rang.  “Guess I was late,” I suggested. 


“Yeah, I thought your car could go faster than mine,” she threw the insult at me. 


“Ouch, that really hurt,” I looked at her doubtfully. 


“You better watch it, cause I’ll be leadin’ the group,” she said and walked into the building. 


I chuckled and walked in after her.  “You really think you’re that great of a hiker?”  


“I know I am,” she tossed her chocolate brown, wavy hair.  


“You keep thinking that,” I muttered.  I stared at her hair bouncing lightly on her back and smiled.  I could tell she had heard me but didn’t want to show it.


We separated to our classes.  I went to math and sat next to Luke.  


Hey, excited for the field trip?  He passed the note and I smiled.  I quickly scrawled a reply saying: DEFINETLY.  I RAN INTO KASHMERE JUST NOW.

I shoved the note over to him and I saw his eyes get big and glance over at me.  


Really?  What happened?


I’LL TELL YOU LATER.  I THINK MRS. NULT IS GROWING SUSPICIOUS. 


I was right, our math teacher Mrs. Nult was staring right at us.  We smiled our innocent smile and she rolled her eyes and turned back to the board.  She probably had to be the most attractive teacher at Walding High.  She had long blond hair that was always in a ponytail and chocolate brown eyes.

 
Too bad she’s married, I thought and quickly left the world of reality to daydream, but it was mostly to get my mind off of Kashmere, I wanted to forget about our fight and start being friends again.


The bell rang suddenly and I snapped out of my castle in the sky.  “Time to go!  Time to go to the desert and P-A-R-T-Y!” he chanted and I joined in.  We walked out of the classroom and went to art.  


Everyone in our class was assembled, sitting on desks, flying paper airplanes, and the occasional spit-wad.  “Hey!  Maroon!”  Missy and Rob called.  I saw Kashmere sitting not too far away.  


I grimaced and walked over to them with Luke.  This was the only class we all had together.  “You ready for a desert party?” Luke asked Rob. 


“Of course!  I can’t wait to actually pee behind a cactus!”  Rob said.


“Ewww!  Rob!  Gross!”  Missy exclaimed and slapped him on the back.  


“You know Missy, I’ve never seen you look so great in jeans,” Rob replied, snuggling closer to Missy. 


“Really?  I know this is a change from my skirts but, they are kind of comfortable,” Missy said thoughtfully. 

   
“Kind of?”  Kashmere questioned.  “They are almost all I wear!” 


“All right class!”  Mrs. Pyle said and clapped her hands.  “This is Nikki and she will be-”


“Nikki!”  Luke exclaimed and ran up to the girl who was dressed in hiking shorts, boots, and a tank top.  He hugged her tightly and she hugged him back.  The class giggled and Mrs. Pyle cleared her throat. 


“Class, as I was saying before I was rudely interrupted by Luke.  This is Nikki and she will be your hiking guide.  She is from Jillian High and has already made up her major in college.  Make sure you follow her rules, I don’t want anyone having detention,” Mrs. Pyle finished.  


After that we all loaded onto the bus.  Rob, Missy, and I sat in a seat near the back and Nikki, Luke, and Kashmere sat in the one across from us. 


 People sang songs and joked the drive took twenty to thirty minuets and we pulled up at a path.  There was an outhouse where everyone went to the bathroom before we went on the hike.  


The hills weren’t very steep at the beginning but they gradually grew more treacherous.


“Hey Missy!”  Rob called and she turned at the sound of his voice.  He splashed some water from his water bottle into her face.  


“Hey!” she laughed and threw some of her own water on him. 


“Hey, settle down!  Do I have to separate you two?”  Nikki asked teasingly. 


“Oh, you wouldn’t do that to your cousin!”  Missy laughed and Nikki grumbled, “You have no idea.” 


But after a mile everyone was tired.  Everyone was drinking little amounts of water, trying to save it.  “Save your water!  We’ll be lucky if we find a stream, then we can purify the water and refill our bottles,” Nikki warned. 


I felt sweat drip down my neck and face.  I glanced back at Kashmere and saw she had taken off her t-shirt and had a tank top on.  There were dark spots on the green that showed how much she had been sweating. 


The sun bore down on us and I felt as if I was burning in a fire pit.  Suddenly, I heard a shriek behind me.  We had reached a steep part with a sheer edge on each side.  I turned to look back and saw Kashmere hanging on the edge.  


My heart pounded.  “Help!” she screamed as she held on with her fingers.  The hill was more grassy than rocky but it would still hurt if she fell.  


“Hold on Kashmere!” I yelled.  Without thinking I lunged for her and reached for her hand. 


“Maroon!” she cried in fear.  I almost had her, but her fingers slipped from the edge.  


“Kashmere!” Missy screamed. 


I saw Kashmere tumble down the sandy hills and without thinking I jumped down after her.  “Hold on!” I yelled and slid down the mounds.  I heard her hit the bottom and yell, “Ouch!”  But then it all grew silent. 


I quickly ran down the rest of the hill and stopped as I saw her, standing up.  “Kashmere, are you okay?” 


She raised her finger and pointed to an amazing sight.  There, were small buildings lined up like a town.  We saw the dirt road in front of us and began walking.  “It’s a ghost town,” I whispered. 


The wind whistled faintly through the shops and houses and the dirt blew a little bit off the ground.  “Look,” she murmured and I stared straight ahead.  There was a broken down church.  Some of its walls were crumbled, but I could see the steeple standing straight up.  The front wall was still intact and a wooden door was blown open, barely staying on its hinges. 

“It’s…amazing,” she said quietly.  She walked towards the door and went through the entrance.  I hesitantly followed after her and saw her stroking her fingers across the remaining stonewalls. 


“Kashmere,” I whispered.  She ignored me and ran her fingers across the building. “Kashmere, listen.  I…” 


It seemed impossible to force the words out but I knew I had to say them.  I came behind her as she stopped against a wall.  I put my hand on top of hers and whispered in her ear, “Kashmere, I think I’m in love with you.” 


She stopped and I heard her take in deep breaths.  “You…you mean it?” she asked. 


I nodded, “I do Kashmere.  You don’t know how hard it is for me to tell you the truth.” 


She turned around and gazed into my eyes.  “Maroon, I…” I stopped her before she could say anything.  I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her close to me.  


She draped her arms around my neck and lifted her chin up to my face.  I slowly bent my neck down and we were only a centimeter apart.  She slowly closed her eyes and closed mine as well.  She seemed frozen in place so I moved my lips slowly towards hers.  


I sensed a rush of feeling as I felt her soft skin touch mine.  I tightened my grasp around her and she did the same.  I lifted her from the ground and spun her around in a circle.  


I slowly became dizzy and set her down.  She slowly inched her lips away from mine and stared me in the eyes.  Then before I could get ready she kissed me again, this time her hand tangling in my hair.  


What about Justin? The thought flashed through my mind but was soon replace by a new one.  Screw Justin.  I laughed silently to myself and ran my fingers through Kashmere’s hair. 


I slowly pulled away and then whispered, “I love you Kashmere.” 


“I love you too, Maroon,” she let go of me and looked at the church we were standing in.  “This should be our place.” 


“What do you mean?” I questioned.


“I mean, let’s carve our names on this wall,” she said and pointed to the one with the door. 


“Are we allowed?” 


“Maroon, it’s our place.  And besides, it’s a church, it’s where our feelings finally met.” 


I nodded and we searched for something to write with.  We searched the houses and finally found a sharp rock.  We ran back to the old church and I carved my name: 

Maroon Dennis Walker


I smiled as I watched Kashmere write her name: 

Kashmere Laura Gallant


I was impressed that she could write her name that neat on the stone and was glad Justin had told me my middle name.  Then she added to our names something I should have guessed she would do but I was still surprised when she carved a heart around our names.  


I kissed her softly again.  “Hey Kashmere,” I whispered. 


“What?” she asked. 


“Did you really see a fish when you nearly drowned?” I asked playfully. 


“No, but how else was I going to get you to kiss me if I didn’t nearly drown?” she grinned. 


“So you nearly got yourself killed, for this?” I asked, gazing into her emerald eyes. 


She nodded.  “I would do anything to have this moment last forever.”

Missy


I began to worry when Kashmere and Maroon didn’t come back.  The rest of the class had gone on ahead and Rob and I decided to stick around and wait for Kashmere and Maroon. 


“I hope they are okay,” I began and Rob looked into my eyes. 


“I know they are.  Maroon…well, I know he really does love her, even if he doesn’t show it in the most obvious ways.”  Rob replied and turned his gaze to the hills. 


“Yeah,” I sighed.  “They would be cute together though, they way she looks at him.”


“Yeah, it is kind of weird.  He talks about her in a way that I’ve never heard anyone talk about a girl that way.  Like he really wants to protect her, not just because he likes her, it’s almost as if he wants to marry her.” 


“I know what you mean, she talks about him kind of in the same way, like she knows something no one else does.”


“Yeah,” Rob said quietly and we sat in silence for a few moments.  I heard him turn his weight to me and I looked at him.  He was sitting criss-cross-apple-sauce and looking at me. 


I inched my face closer to his and he did the same.  He placed his warm hands on my cheeks and pulled me closer to him.  Our lips touched softly and I closed my eyes.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and he pulled me closer. 


He slowly pulled his lips from mine and whispered, “You know…Prom is coming up.” 


“But it’s only for juniors and seniors,” I replied breathlessly. 


“Well, I know a few friends who could get us in.” 


“Did you just ask me to prom?” 


“Maybe…If I did would you say yes?” 


“You know I would.” 


“Then I have a date for prom.” 


“You sly dog,” I whispered, giggling in his ear. 


“I know I am,” he said and kissed me again.  This kiss seemed to last for minuets, hours, days.  It was amazing, I knew I had loved Rob for some time, and now I felt it stronger then ever. 


We heard a giggle and we pulled our lips from each other and smiled.  Our noses touched, rubbing against each other softly.  We turned and saw two figures standing near us, their hands clasped together, that was when I realized who it was.  It was Maroon and Kashmere. 

Kashmere


Maroon and I chuckled as we saw Missy and Rob together, kissing.  We laughed like little kids then.  Missy, Maroon, Rob and I sat there while the others hiked on, unaware that we were back. 


“So, you guys aren’t mad anymore?” Missy asked quietly.  She probably was afraid that she would offend one of us. 


I looked at Maroon and we smiled as we gazed into each other’s eyes.  “Nope,” we replied in unison and laughed.  


Missy and Rob’s eyes wandered from me to Maroon and back to me again.  “You two are…” Missy trailed off and her face lit up.  “I knew you guys would get over it sooner or later!” 


We talked and planned a double date for Friday night, which was the next day.  I almost squealed with excitement.  It just seemed so…unreal.  I had never dreamed that I could be this happy.


It seemed as if Maroon’s worries had left him now, he seemed just as happy as I was.  “Okay,” he jolted me out of my thoughts.  “I’ll pick you up about six-thirty, sound okay?” he asked me.


I nodded, “Yeah, that’s fine.” 


“So, we’ll meet at that expensive Italian restaurant around that time?” Rob asked and Maroon nodded. 


“Wow, that place is really expensive….” Missy stated.


“Yeah, it is,” I said. 


“Don’t worry, I can pay for it,” Maroon suggested. 


“Oh, no.  We couldn’t do that…it’s way too expensive,” I told him, stroking his warm hand.


“Kashmere, have you seen my car?”  he asked teasingly and looked into my eyes.  


The beauty of his dark red eyes entranced me; they were like something I had seen before, but as if they were lost from my memory.  “Maroon,” I whispered.


“What?” he asked, his face filling with panic.


“What…What color are your eyes really?”  I asked.  I saw Maroon stiffen and Rob and Missy look at him questioningly, appearing as curious as I was.


I looked at his lip as he bit it.  He took in a deep breath, “They’re…brown.  That’s why these contacts look a little weird.” 


“Can…Can I see your eyes?” 


“No,” he replied darkly.


“But… Why?” 


“Because, I’ve had these in ever since I was little, and I don’t like taking them out,” he growled. 


“But don’t you have to take them out at-”


“No!  They’re special kinds,” he hissed, ending the conversation.  I was taken aback and scooted away.  I didn’t want to be in another fight.


“Kashmere,” I heard him whisper and wrap his warm arms around me.  “It’s okay,” he murmured.  “I’m sorry.” 


“I’m…I’m sorry too.  I shouldn’t pry,” I whispered and suddenly my mouth felt dry when he was near.  Maybe it was because of the nervousness he brought with him.  He had lost his smooth expression and now seemed on edge.


“It’s okay,” he kissed my neck lightly and I shivered.  His warm lips sent a tingle up and down my spine, making the hairs rise.  


“I love you,” I whispered. 


“I love you too,” he murmured.  We sat there in silence for a moment and then a thought came into my head and I smiled. 


“Hey,” I said and Maroon lifted his head from my shoulder.  We turned to Missy and Rob and saw them lying on the trail, gazing up into the sky.  


“We should try and hook Luke and Nikki up.  They could come on the date with us.  It would be really, really fun,” I suggested. 


Missy smiled mischievously at me and I nodded.  “Good idea,” Missy replied.  


We heard footsteps then and saw Luke and Nikki pop up over the hill with the rest of the class.  “Speak of the devil!”  I called.  “We were just talking about you!”  


“I hope not bad rumors,” Nikki called back and we laughed.  As soon as Nikki and the group of students reached us we started walking back to the bus.  Everyone laughed and joked, but Maroon and I kept our ghost town a secret.  

We finally got to the bus and by then we had convinced Nikki and Luke to go on the date with us.  As soon as we got back to school everyone grabbed their stuff and left. 

 As I drove home my thoughts pondered over Maroon’s eyes.  There had to be some other reason that he didn’t want me to see his eyes.  There just had to be.

I was walking across the desert, hills surrounding me.  I took a deep breath of the fresh wilderness, and let the sun’s rays warm my skin.  I walked calmly and quietly until I felt myself trip, and suddenly, I was falling, tumbling down the hill.  

This was all too familiar.  Me, having an okay time, and tumbling, pain burning in my head.  Suddenly darkness flashed before my eyes.  I kept seeing splotches, no.  Eyes…they were purple-red in the darkness.  

I gasped as I stopped at the bottom of the mound.  I looked up into the sky and turned my head back what was in front of me, and then, I saw it.  A Boomtown.  Small, but very much alive with the life of people.  The people were dressed nicely, many wagons rolled along the road and I felt happiness spark in my chest.

I walked along the dirt path and smiled.  It was so quaint, very different then today’s big cities, and I found myself enjoying the path, I knew I was dreaming, but it seemed, so real. 

Many people gestured me hello and I followed the crowd.  The crowd was heading to a white building, no, a church.  I smiled as I saw people walking through its doors.  

I sat on the padded bench and picked up a hymn book.  We sang “Praise the Lord,” and I listened to the preacher.  It seemed so peaceful here, and I wished I could stay there forever. 

Suddenly, while the preacher was in mid-sentence.  The doors blew open and I realized that the beautiful, blue, sky had turned dark and stormy.  I heard many people gasp and turned to look at the door. 

There, was a man, in a black cape a gun in his hand.  His face was darkened by a hat and I felt frightened.  I glanced at the silver revolver in his arm and took in a few ragged breaths. 

“Please,” the preacher begged.  “Please, leave us in peace.  We have nothing you want!” 

“Yes you do,” the man said in a low voice.  I felt his gaze move around the people assembled in the chapel.  I sensed his eyes linger on me longer then the rest.  “I’ll take her tonight,” he growled, staring into my eyes.

I shook with fear as the man came over to me and gripped my wrist.  His grasp burned from his leather gloves and a cried out in pain.  “Come on,” he growled.

“No!” a voice yelled and the man and I both turned to face the voice.  There, was a man, he had dark hair and tan skin.  I almost mistook him for Maroon, if I hadn’t seen the blue eyes glistening with fear. 

The man rushed over to me and tried to rip the dark man’s hand from my wrist.  “Get off Oliver!”  the man hissed and I remained in his grasp.  I cried in terror as the man in the dark clothing dragged me out of the chapel.  

“Let me go!” I screamed, trying to kick him.  

“Never,” he said and looked at me.  His eyes stared into mine and I gasped.  They were purple red, maroon colored.  

“M..Maroon….” I trailed off and the man looked at me strangely.  But that moment of silence when the lightening and thunder meshed together didn’t last long.  

The man growled with frustration and swung me onto a midnight black stallion and we rode off into the storm.

(  (  (  (
I woke up to screamo music bursting my eardrums.  I jolted up in my bed and breathed heavily.  I was sweating and the sheets of my bed were tangled together, as if a cat had been stuck under the covers.

I turned off my radio alarm clock and got ready for school.  I was so confused about my dream.  It had seemed so real and that Boomtown, it must have been the ghost town Maroon and I had found.  But a long time ago, but…who was that man?  And why did he have the same eyes as Maroon?

I ate my breakfast slowly, zoning out and drove trying to put my mind back to the road but I couldn’t.

All day I was in the twilight zone.  And it was not the best day because I had a math test.  I walked into the classroom and saw everyone sitting at their desks, reviewing their notes.  

I took out mine and began to read them, but the words became blurs as I thought about the dream.  I tried to concentrate on my test, and thought I did fairly well for being out all day.

After school I did my homework and started googling random stuff on the internet.  Suddenly my new green iPod came alive with music.  “What the-”  I glanced at the clock and saw my alarm on the technology had gone off.  I had a date in half an hour!  


I quickly took another shower and dried my hair.  I put on a gray skirt and a

V-neck red sweater.

I quickly, but carefully applied make-up and did my hair by putting a headband in my dark, wavy tresses.  I looked at the clock and saw it was six-twenty-eight.  I grabbed my white corduroy purse and put on a gold chain bracelet and gold hoop earrings. 

I was slipping on my black high heels when I heard the car beep outside.  I walked out of the door and called goodbye to Wanda and Paul.  I climbed into the Red Viper.  (Which I was still jealous of.)   

“Are you sure you can spend money at the resturant?” I asked him.

“Yes, for the last time Kashmere, look at the car you’re sitting in.”  He smiled and we pulled up to the resturant.

We saw Missy, Rob, Luke, and Nikki waiting for us.  Maroon grabbed my hand and entwined my fingers with his.  I smiled at him and together our group walked into the restaurant. 

We were seated at a table near the front and I felt Maroon’s eyes on me.  Suddenly, memories flashed before my eyes again.

“Mary, we need to go,” my father told my mom.

“It’s okay John, just as long as we eat fast,” my mother answered.  I could feel the gaze of the boy burn my skin.  I ordered Chicken Alfredo and breadsticks.  The young man watched me as I ate and I hurried.  


As I gave my plate to the waiter I realized that my parents had eaten just as quickly as I had.  


“Time to go,” my mother whispered in my ear…


“Kashmere,” Maroon’s voice jolted me from my memory.  I looked up and saw a waiter smiling at me.  


“Oh, yeah.  Um…I’ll take the Chicken Alfredo with breadsticks,” I replied automatically and realized that I had ordered the same thing from my memory.  


As soon as the waiter took all our orders Maroon said, “I love this place.  Justin used to take me here a lot when I was twelve,” he said and I saw his face freeze and glance at me. 


“Really?” I questioned, looking him in the eye.   He nodded slowly and I replied, “I used to love this place, I think I came here before…” I couldn’t finish without tears piling up in my eyes.  “Before my parents were killed,” I finished in a whisper.  “But I’m not sure.  That night is still a blur to me.” 


I saw Maroon exhale a sigh of relief and felt wonder wash over me.  I always wondered why he did that.  It was really strange.  The waiter came over to us with our food and I saw him stare at me.  That was when I realized I recognized him. 


“Hey,” he said.  “You’re that girl…Kashmere.  I’m sorry about your parents’ sweetie.  Do you remember when I served you the night you came here before they were murdered?” 


Anger flared inside of me.  “Yes,” I growled.  I preferred people not to say, “murdered,” it made me…uncomfortable.  It reminded me that I had almost been killed too, and that my parent’s death wasn’t an accident.


“I’m really sorry, it was tragic and hey!” he exclaimed and looked at Maroon.  “I remember you!  You came here that same night!”  


Maroon glared at the waiter, “Leave,” he hissed and the waiter looked taken aback. 


“Excuse me?” 


“You heard me, we want a new waiter.”  The waiter left to the kitchen and we ate our food in silence.


“So…” Missy broke the silence.  “How is Justin?” 


Maroon faced her and I guessed he must have looked intimidating, because she scooted closer to Rob.  “He’s…” he paused.  “He’s okay.” 


The rest of the night was silent until the check came and then Luke looked at me.  I glanced at Nikki and he smiled.  I rolled my eyes and made a motion for him to go for it.


He reached under the table and I saw Nikki jump in surprise.  She slowly took her foot out from under the tablecloth and I saw her face light up.

Nikki


I jumped in surprise as I felt something slip through the strap on my shoe.  I took my foot out from under the table and felt myself blush.  I smiled as I took the rose out from my silver shoe. 


I held it up and placed it next to my plate.  I saw a white paper wrapped around the stem and unrolled it.  It read in Luke’s handwriting: Strip the petals and find out the question.


I did as the note said and stripped the petals.  As I picked off the sixth one, another paper fell out and I read it silently and then out loud.  “Would anyone as beautiful as a rose, go to prom with someone as plain as this piece of paper?” 


I laughed and reached my arms over to Luke.  “Of course I will, what do you think?”  We all laughed and soon we were leaving the restaurant.  I have to admit, I felt a little bad that Maroon had to pay for all our meals, but everyone assured me he had enough money.


I climbed into Luke’s dad’s Mustang Convertible and he drove me home.  The crickets chirped in the darkness and I smiled.  Luke was perfect, almost too go to be real.  “Luke,” I murmured his name. 


He leaned over the leather seat and placed his hands on my face.  I took in a deep breath and closed my eyes as our lips touched.  It was amazing as we sat there, I had dreamed of it for so long.  Ever since I had first gone boating with Missy that first summer. 


“Nikki,” Luke said quietly.  “I want you to be my girlfriend, what do you say?” 


I smiled at him again, “Of course,” I replied softly and kissed him again.  I climbed out of his car and walked up to my doorstep.  I waved goodbye and walked through the front door.  


“Where have you been?” my father scolded. 


“I was on a date,” I replied dreamily.  


“Honey, it was with Luke,” my mom said from the living room.  


“Oh, okay,” my dad replied and went back to scrubbing the dishes.  My dad liked Luke, he thought he was a really nice boy.  A lot different then some of the yahoos at my school.  My parents had told me I could marry Luke for all they cared.


I walked upstairs into my room and lay on my bed, my mind drifting between sleep and consciousness.  And soon, sleep had won.

Maroon


My mind wandered as I drove Kashmere home.  I was nervous that…Justin would find out about us.  I didn’t want that to happen, I didn’t want him to beat me.


No.  I didn’t want her to get hurt.  I thought back to the restaurant and that stupid waiter.  Why would he still be working there after three years?  I just couldn’t believe it, did no one move nowadays? 


I pulled up in Kashmere’s drive-way and cut the engine.  We sat in the dark, inky, night for a moment, listening to the crickets sing their song.  “Kashmere,” I whispered, not turning my gaze towards her. 


“Yeah?” she questioned, staring at the light inside the front window.  


“I… I want you to know that…” I tried to force the words out, I needed to tell her what Justin was planning to do.  But for some reason, I couldn’t.  I couldn’t get the hot, sticky, words out of my throat, no matter how much it itched and burned. 


Kashmere looked at me with concern, what was I waiting for?  Why couldn’t I say it?  It was just supposed to be like talking!  Not hard at all!


“I love you,” I murmured.  She smiled and said the same.  She climbed out of the red car and walked to the front porch.  She glanced back, waved, and disappeared into the house.


I drove across the culdesac to my house and sat in the car for several minuets.  I rested my head on the steering wheel and felt frustration boggle my mind.  How could I ever warn Kashmere if I couldn’t say the words?


She would have to know sooner or later, and the sooner I told her, the safer she would be.  I felt tears prick my eyes and quickly wiped them away, I wouldn’t cry.  I wouldn’t do anything of the sort.


I leaned back and gazed at the stars overhead.  I wished that I could be somewhere else.  I wish that Kashmere and I could run away together, get away from Justin, and keep what I had done a secret.


But no, my mind wouldn’t allow that.  I had to tell her, it was almost impossible to not try and say it.  But, on the other hand, whenever I tried to tell her, the words wouldn’t come out.


“I want her, but I can’t have her without hurting her,” I forced the statement from my mouth.  Salty water fled down my cheeks, but this time, I didn’t try and stop them.  I actually cried.  I hadn’t cried since I was twelve, after I killed Kashmere’s parents.


I got out of my car and slowly approached the front porch.  I walked in silently and heard the television blaring with laughter.  Justin was watching dirty comedy, again.  I sighed and walked up the stairs as I heard Justin ask, “How did it go?” 


“Fine, that same waiter was there,” I muttered.


“Really?” Justin asked in surprise.  “I would have thought he’d gotten fired,” he laughed and turned his attention back to the T.V.  I walked into my bedroom and lay on my bed.


I grabbed a book from my bedside table and began skimming through the pages, anything to help me to get Kashmere off my mind.  But the book did nothing.  I laid on my bed, trying to think about anything but her. 


But she was all I could think about.  Her white, pearly smile, her wavy coffee-colored hair.  And her eyes, those emeralds that always glistened, seeming so bright and incredible.


I turned over onto my stomach and put my face down in the soft pillow.  “Why?” I asked myself.  “Why is she all I can think about?” 


I woke up at Kashmere’s house.  I was standing on her front porch with her, pinning some sort of flower on her wrist.  She was wearing a red silky dress, where the sleeves slipped down just beneath her shoulders.  A black ribbon ran across her waist and her hair was pinned up in a bun.  


I walked to my car with her hand on mine.  I helped her in and together we drove to the school.  I strolled nervously to the door and suddenly was filled with confidence as I stepped inside.  


I sauntered into the gym, with Kashmere at my side.  I saw people dancing and having a good time.  I placed my hand on Kashmere’s waist and she put hers on my shoulder.  Our hands linked together like a magnet, and soon we were swaying with the music.  


The music was amazing and I couldn’t look away from Kashmere for one second.  Suddenly, we were still and she wrapped her arms around my neck.  I automatically draped mine across her back.  


I leaned in close and our lips touched softly, but the moment was interrupted as I heard someone approaching us.  Kashmere and I looked to see who it was and anger flooded my lungs as I saw the person.  It was Jared. 


“Get away from her, you liar,” he growled and took Kashmere from my grasp.  


“What are you doing?” Kashmere cried and tried to reach my arms but Jared held her firmly.  “Maroon!”  


Everyone stopped dancing and the music quieted.  Everyone was staring at us, but my eyes were concentrated on Kashmere’s frightened face.  “Stop!”  I yelled at Jared.  “Leave her alone!”


“And what are you going to do?” he snapped.  “Murder her just like you did her parents?” 


My mind went blank and suddenly, I was sitting up in my own room, shaken, and afraid.  I ran my fingers through my hair and took in a breath of relief, but the scared feeling stuck inside me.  What if…What if Jared found out my secret?  What if…Kashmere became aware of what I had done?

Kashmere


I woke up to sunshine the next morning and sighed.  It had been wonderful last night, except for the waiter at the restaurant.  I had wondered why Maroon had gotten so mad at him, but I guessed he didn’t want everyone to know I was the girl who’s parents had gotten murdered three years ago. It made me happy that he was so…I guess protective of me now.


I stretched and climbed out of bed.  I hadn’t made any plans today but my eyes automatically went to the calendar.  That was when I saw the huge caps, PROM!!! Two weeks from today.  


I sighed with sadness, Rob had some friends who could get us in and I really wanted to go, but no one had asked me yet.  Not even Jared had.  (I would lie to him and say somebody had already asked me if it meant not going with him.) 


I got dressed sluggishly and ate breakfast slowly.  Wanda and Paul had already gone to work so I watched some T.V.  That was when I knew what I wanted to do; I wanted to go to Maroon’s and my special place.  


I walked out the front door and climbed into my car.  I drove a ways until I came to where we had been hiking before.  I hiked along the hills, the sun hot on my back, but I felt the need to get to that special place.  


I looked around every ten minuets or so, until I was certain I found the spot where I had fallen.  I cautiously slid down on my heels and soon was at the bottom.  There it was, just as I had planned.  


As soon as I came in sight of the ghost town I ran down the path until I reached the white church.  I slowly walked into the door and looked around the walls.  I walked over to one in particular and traced my finger across the dents saying our names. 


It made me so happy to think about, that we were finally together.  After two weeks?  It was really strange that it went that quickly, but I was happy now, and completely content.


I walked along the perimeter of the old building, tracing my fingers across the crumbling walls.  Suddenly I heard a crunch beneath me and looked down.  There was a piece of paper. 


I picked it up and read the writing: 

This is kind of hard to write on but I know there is somewhere else that has something that could possibly be easier, I would hope you could find it, so you can read this better.


I smiled, Maroon and I had explored most of this ghost town and I knew exactly what he meant.  I walked down the road and saw what I was looking for.  It had been a newspaper shop and there was another sheet of paper reading:

OK.  NOW THAT YOU CAN READ THIS, GO TO A LAND WHERE MANY MEN THINK THEIR LIVES SHOULD BEGIN AND END.

I smiled again and walked across the dirt street to an old saloon.  I walked in and saw all the cracked and decomposing glass and my mind flashed back to the dream I had had, with the man capturing me.  

I shuddered and looked around the mildew-smelling place and saw a wooden cupboard that was still intact. 

I walked over and opened the cabinet and saw it.  A bouquet of roses was sitting inside with a black ribbon holding them together.  I took them out of the wooden cupboard and held them close to my chest.  

I breathed in there sweet scent and almost fainted because of the amazing fragrance.  Suddenly another paper fluttered to the floor and I picked it up.  I read the message aloud and smiled.  

“Now that you’ve followed my trail and we’ve played the scavenger hunt looking for love, is it possible you want more?  Would you like to go to a rosy dance where our love will be true?”  

I smiled as I read the name and saw it was Maroon.  I ran out of the saloon and to the church.  I laid the bouquet of roses beside a decaying wall and scrawled with a rock into the building: Yes

Maroon

Don’t ask me why I did it.  After that dream I…I guess I felt like I actually wanted to go to prom with her.  Many times my mind had tried to convince me that the dream was going to come true, but I ignored the warnings.

Who had visions these days?  And besides, wasn’t all that just witchcraft and all that weird crap?  Also, if Jared did make a move to tell her what I had done, well.  I would just drag her out with me and we would run away together.  I wouldn’t let her find out the truth if I could avoid it.

I wondered what her response would be.  But I was almost certain it would be a yes, we were dating after all.  I mean, why wouldn’t she say yes?  I drove silently back home, my mind still thinking about Kashmere.  Why couldn’t I ever get her off my mind? 

As I pulled up I saw a man at Kashmere’s doorstep and squinted my eyes.  That was when anger began flooding my vision.  With my eyes squinted, I could clearly make out the shape of Jared.  

I saw the door open and Wanda greet Jared.  I could tell he was wondering where Kashmere was and I knew that Wanda didn’t even know.  I climbed out of the car and walked briskly to the front door, trying to calm my anger.

“Oh hey Maroon!  How are you?” Wanda asked, smiling at me.  

“Great,” I replied and flashed a glance at Jared.  I saw him staring at me through narrowed eyes and laughed silently to myself.

“Well, since you two are here, why don’t you guys come in?  I just pulled some cookies out of the oven,” Wanda suggested in her sweet voice and led us inside.

Jared and I sat at the wooden table across from each other and watched as Wanda put two glasses of milk and chocolate chip cookies in front of us.  Jared nibbled on his cookie and then drank some milk.  I did practically the opposite.  I dunked my cookie in the white, thick liquid and then bit off a piece.

The sweet taste filled my mouth and I couldn’t resist thinking about Kashmere.  This was her house now, I had stolen her other one, but she seemed content with Wanda and Paul.

“So, do you know where Kashmere is?” Jared asked, looking at me suspiciously.  

“No, not exactly.  I think she went on a hike, but I couldn’t catch up to her so I was coming to tell Wanda where she was,” I told him the half-truth.  I hadn’t come to tell Wanda where she was but she must be on a hike to our special place.

“You are always supposed to hike with a buddy,” Jared muttered.  I gave him a hard glare and then he replied, “I would have stayed with her.” 

“Yeah, just like you stayed right by her and made her drink beer,” I sneered.  I heard Wanda gasp and a pan clatter to the floor.

“How would you know if I did that?” Jared growled.

“She told me all that happened that night at your party.  You are a sick person you know that?  Making her do things you know Wanda and Paul would give her huge consequences for!”  I stood up and yelled at Jared.

“You know what?  You are a sick, rotten son of-” Wanda cut Jared off by yelling, “Boys!”  

Jared and I turned to stare at her.  Anger flooded inside her eyes as she stared at Jared.  “I may not be Kashmere’s mother from birth, she is still my daughter, and you will not, do you hear me? Not, make her do things that I don’t approve of,” Wanda growled.  “Jared, get out.” 

“But…”

“I told you to get out!”  Wanda screamed and threw the spatula at him.  

“Fine!” he yelled and darted out the door.  

Tears streamed down Wanda’s face and I watched as she collapsed onto the tile floor.  I slowly walked over to her and wrapped my arms around her shoulders.  “It’s okay Wanda, its okay.”  I comforted her and she dug her face into my shoulder. 


“I can’t believe she would do something so stupid,” she cried. 


“Shhh,” I stroked her soft face.  It didn’t feel awkward now.  Ever since Kashmere and I had started dating, Wanda had been like the mother I never had.


“It wasn’t her fault; she thought she was in love but…” I paused.  “But he was just a bad guy for her.” 


She looked at me with her tear-stained face.  “So…it was mine and Paul’s fault for letting her date him and go to his party.” 


“No,” I hushed.  I didn’t want her to think it was her fault or Kashmere’s.  “No, it was Jared’s fault.  He shouldn’t have forced her to do things she didn’t want to.  It was wrong and cruel.  He knew that if you found out what he had done then she could have a trial for underage drinking, and he did not want to have a part in that.  So he didn’t say he had done it too,” I explained to her in a quiet voice. 


She nodded slowly and stood up, wiping her tears away.  “Are you okay?” I asked, that was when I noticed she was still clutching onto me.  


She smiled and looked me in the eyes, “Take care of Kashmere.  Make sure she’s happy, and that she…” she smiled and stopped in mid-sentence.  “Make sure she doesn’t do anything stupid.” 


I smiled back at her, “I won’t, and I’ll make sure she’s safe.  Wanda, I have to go,” I whispered.


She nodded slowly and replied, “I’ll be fine.  Go have fun, but try and find Kashmere.  And make sure she comes home before it gets dark.” 


I nodded, “I promise.”  

Jared


I stomped to my car and slammed the door.  I couldn’t believe how I had reacted in there!  I was so disappointed in myself, I wanted Kashmere back and now…I would never have a chance.  


“Stupid Maroon,” I muttered.  


“Stop!” a voice shouted and I slammed the breaks.  I bounced forward and then leaned back in my leather seat.  I sighed with relief as I saw a lady with her dachshund crossing the street. 


“Hey,” I questioned staring at the woman.  I remembered when Kashmere had told me she nearly hit a lady with a dog like that.  I laughed silently and then I saw Maroon zip by in his red Viper.  


I glared and growled with envy.  It seemed like the first week he was a nobody and didn’t get anything he wanted, but now… He seemed to get everything he wanted.  He was the hotshot in school now, not me.  I didn’t get what was so entrancing about him.  


I mean, he had those freaky colored eyes, how were those better than mine?  And his hair, it was dark, while mine was light and flowy.  How was darkness better then light?  

That, was when I had an epiphany. I would dig up dirt on him.  Make him meaningless, find out his secret.  Then Kashmere would go for me, I knew it.  

I pulled into the library and texted my mom to know I wouldn’t be home for a while more.  I walked briskly up the stone steps and into the room full of books.  I had never been a great reader, but all the books had given me comfort anyway.  Maybe it was because I had seen Kashmere so much here. 

I smiled, she had always loved to sit down in the library and read.  I had walked past her and seen her cheeks flame red, and felt mine gain warmth as well.  It made me laugh just thinking about it.

I walked to the front desk and saw a hot girl about my age working at the desk.  I leaned up against the desk and asked, “So, do you have any newspaper clippings?” 

She smiled and me and blushed.  I smiled back and she replied, “Yeah.  They are right over there,” she gestured towards a rack of shelves.

“Well, could you help me find some certain ones?” I questioned, gazing into her blue eyes.  She smiled and nodded.  She put up the sign that said, “Go to next terminal” and nearly skipped to the shelves. 


“Here,” she stated and pointed to each stack of newspapers, explaining what years and months they were.  


“Thanks miss…” I waited for her to give me her name and she giggled.  


“Bridget,” she replied.  “Bridget Canton.” 


“Thanks Bridget.” 


She stood there for a moment, watching me look through the stacks of newspapers.  I smiled at her and her cheeks burned red.  “I’ll just be at the desk,” she said and walked back to the desk, removing the sign.


I chuckled and finally found what I had been looking for.  Surprisingly dusty newspapers from three years ago.  I took the stack and placed it on a table not too far away.  I sorted through the headlines for what seemed like hours until one shot like a bullet to my eyes.

Money Proves Deadly

I quickly scanned the picture under the headline and saw a picture of Kashmere’s house.  I took in a deep breath and laid my head on the table to help me not puke.  I quickly looked down from the picture and read the article.


On July 1st 2005, in Reno, Nevada, Mr. and Mrs. John and Mary Gallant were found dead with severe gun wounds.  Their daughter Kashmere Gallant, age twelve, was found at the bottom of their stairs, crying out.  


She is now recovering from shock, injuries, and amnesia.  Though doctors say she will recover from her amnesia soon, she is currently in a state of only remembering bits of the murder.


“All she keeps talking about is the boy with maroon colored eyes, and calling out a name sounding very much like the color ‘maroon’.”  Says the doctors and her day nurse, Helena Parkins. 


I stopped in mid-sentence.  Maroon, calling it out almost…like a name.  But how could that be?  He had just moved here.  And red purple eyes…the color of maroon.  Maroon, I had heard him saying he had contacts that were burgundy colored.


Could…Could Maroon have saved her that night, when she could have been killed?  But how could that be?  How could he have been in the house if he hadn’t… my mind went blank with shock, could Maroon be…could he be plotting to kill Kashmere?

Wanda


I watched as Maroon walked out the door.  He was so sweet I was glad that he was with my daughter.  I did think of Kashmere as my daughter.  As long as it was not with that devil kid Jared.  I was so frustrated with him.  How could he have offered my daughter, Kashmere, a beer?  
          Kashmere walked through the door right as I was thinking those exact thoughts.  She looked very happy, though I don’t know why.  I have to admit I was mad at her.  I mean, how could she do that to me.  I think she saw that in my eyes.  She looked worried as she saw my puffy eyes and face.

   
“I’m going to prom with Maroon!” 

I was happy for her. Though, I was still of course nervous, I knew Maroon was nice, but still…after the last incident, I didn’t know if I could trust her.

  
“Are you happy for me?”  asked Kashmere nervously.

       I was, don’t get me wrong, but after what I heard of what she did with Jared.  I thought his name in disgust.   


I smiled, blinking away the remaining tears.  “Of course I am sweetheart, actually… Maroon and Jared were over here earlier.” 


Kashmere froze, “What…” she gulped.  “What did they want?” 


“Jared was looking for you, and while they were here, Maroon told me an interesting story,” I replied sternly. 


“Wanda…” she whispered my name, and I could see she was close to tears.  “I’m so sorry.” 


I longed to comfort her, but I couldn’t bring myself to.  After what she had done, I didn’t know if I could trust her anymore.  “Kashmere,” I began but then stopped.  What was I supposed to say?


“Wanda, can you ever forgive me?”  Kashmere pleaded, looking into my eyes.  


I stared at the floor and felt fresh tears swell in my eyes.  “Kashmere, I will forgive you, because when he gave you the beer you didn’t know what you were doing.  But,”  I paused and drew in a deep breath.   “You knew what you were doing when,” I couldn’t finish, but I knew Kashmere knew what I was talking about.


“Wanda, I thought I was in love,” she stated, stamping her foot. 


“Kashmere, if you were in love you would get married!” I exclaimed.  “How can you think Jared is your true love after what he did?” 


“Wanda!  I know he’s not my true love now!  I love Maroon!”


I paused.  “You don’t know what love is yet,” I muttered.  “You just have those silly crushes and boyfriends, you can’t feel love yet.”


“Yes I do know what love is, I love Maroon.  I feel like I know him, and I know that I love him,” she whispered. 


I stared at Kashmere, she said she felt like she knew Maroon and he had…maroon colored eyes.  When she was twelve and came to live with us… she had talked in her sleep saying, “Maroon, save me Maroon.  Save me, my maroon colored angel.” 


I stumbled backwards, how could Kashmere know him when she was twelve?  


“Wanda?” Kashmere asked, clearly concerned.  “What’s wrong?” 


I snapped back into the real world, where Kashmere was looking at me frantically.  “I’m…” I took in a deep breath.  “I’m fine.”


“Are you sure?” she asked worridly. 


I nodded, but the thought tugged at my mind. Maroon didn’t seem like the type…but…no, he couldn’t be the one who killed Mary and John.  He just couldn’t be.

Kashmere


“What about this one?” Missy asked, holding up a pink spaghetti strap dress.  She held it up to her body and we told her to try it on.  Nikki, Missy, and I had decided to go prom dress shopping.  Wanda was going to meet us once she finished her meeting. 


“Pink is your color,” Nikki remarked on Missy’s dress as she came out of the dressing room.  The dress had a slit on right leg, leading up to the thigh with little rhinestones all the way up to the end of the cut.  The bottom was dark pink and it grew lighter and lighter as it made its way to the neckline. 


“It really looks good on you,” I said glancing at the dress.  


“It even looks better than that purple one,” Nikki pointed out.  We had seen a purple dress, which had looked amazing on Missy, but Nikki was right.  This one looked even better. 


“Your guys’ turns!”  Missy exclaimed as she took off the dress in the dressing room.


I browsed through the racks, but it appeared Nikki had found three that she was trying to decide between.  She finally settled on a blue princess gown with rhinestones along the sparkly neckline.  A dark blue patch was on her right leg and traveled up to her hip.   The skirt made a rustling sound as she walked and she smiled, it looked magical against her tan skin and dark hair.

I sighed.  I couldn’t find anything that looked amazing on me.  We had tried practically all the colors, and Wanda would be there soon to buy my dress.

“Perfect!” Missy exclaimed and rushed over to me.  She held up a red dress with a black ribbon around the waist up to my figure.  “It would be perfect on you!”  

I looked over the dress and saw it would be perfect.  The red satin glimmered under the light and the black ribbon felt soft.  The sleeves stretched out across my shoulders and showed my arms and shoulders.  

“You should wear gloves!” Nikki said and held up white silk gloves.  I nodded and went to try the dress on.  The skirt was poofed out like a ball gown, but I was surprisingly comfortable in the dress.  

“You look magnificent Kashmere!” A voice called and I saw Wanda coming towards me.  I was happy to see a smile on her face.  She was close to saying I couldn’t go to prom but Paul and her had talked about my consequence.  I had to be home by 11:00 now.  I had thanked Paul tremendously after that.  

“And it kind of matches Maroon’s eyes!” Nikki pointed out.  “I think it looks great!” 

“I think…I’ll take it!” I replied excitedly.  I slipped the dress off and put my jeans and t-shirt back on.  After we bought the dresses and left them to be fitted just right we went to a fancy shoe store a few doors down.  

Missy found pink sparkly shoes and Nikki found silver shoes that glittered in the light.  It took me only a little bit shorter to find the shoes then the dress.  I found some black shiny shoes that strapped around my ankles and across my foot. 

We drove home after that, me nearly bounding out of my seat.  Prom was this coming weekend, only five more days!  Maroon was going to pick me up for breakfast around ten-o-clock and then he had a surprise for me.  

I knew we were going to do something fun, and I was super excited.  After that we would be going to dinner and then go to the dance with some of Rob’s friends who were seniors. 

“Wow, my little girl, all grown up,” Wanda whispered, stroking my hair when we got home. 

“I’m not eighteen yet, I’m only a sophomore.  I’ll have two more proms to go to!” I laughed and Wanda laughed along with me.  

“Hey!  What’s all the laughing about?” Paul asked, emerging from the kitchen.  He threw his arms around us, “How are my two favorite girls in the whole world?”

Wanda and I smiled and looked at each other.  “We’re great, how is the best man in the world?”  

“Great,” Paul whispered and kissed my cheek.  Then he turned his gaze to Wanda and kissed her on the lips.  I smiled and for a moment, my life felt different.  I hadn’t felt this feeling in a long time; I felt that my life, my world, was absolutely perfect in that moment.  More perfect than it had been in a long time.

Maroon


I stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself.  The dark tux looked quite good on me, I have to say.  The black fabric went well against my tan skin and my burgundy eyes.


“You look dashing,” a woman working at the store remarked, giving me an affectionate glance.  


“Sorry girl, but he’s taken, me on the other hand…” Rob joked.


“Hey!  Don’t cheat on my cousin-in-law!” Luke replied, laughing. 


The girl sighed and walked away.  I heard her mutter under her breath, “Boys,” and I smiled.  


“I think this one will do,” I said and went into the dressing room.  I changed into my jean shorts and band t-shirt and walked out to see Rob browsing through the tuxes.  


“Do you have anything less fancy?” he called to the girl we had talked to previously before.


She grunted and said, “Sorry, that store is on the other side of the mall.”  She quickly turned to her book since we were the only ones in the store. 


“Women,” Rob muttered and Luke chuckled.  


“What are you guys doing for Saturday?” I asked, I still had to figure out something fun to do.  Maybe they would want to do a group thing. 


“Well, do you want to come ice skating with us?” Rob asked. 


I nodded and said a silent prayer of thanks for good friends.  “Is that all?  I’m going to be taking her to breakfast around ten.” 


“Great.  We’re also going to have a scavenger hunt in Wal-Mart,” Luke chuckled and rubbed his hands together. 


“So, you guys can come to the ice rink around twelve, sound good?”  Rob questioned and I nodded again.  After we would have a scavenger hunt we would drop the girls off at their houses and pick them up for dinner.  After that we would go to the dance with some of Rob’s friends who were seniors. 


“First prom, huh?” the girl at the counter called over to us.  We all turned and she smiled at us.  “I remember mine, I was a junior though.”


“Interesting, what did no one ask you your sophomore year?” Luke teased.


“Well they did…but I got grounded,” the young lady replied sorrowfully. 


“That sucks,” I told her.  

“Yeah, it did.  But my first prom had to be the best.  And besides, I was glad I didn’t go with that other guy the year before,” she shuddered, and I didn’t even bother to ask why she felt that way. 


Rob and Luke both found suits and we paid for them, leaving them there so they could get fitted.  “What color is Nikki’s dress?” I asked, I had to find out Kashmere’s before I got her a corsage. 


“She wouldn’t tell me but Missy said it was blue.” 


“Nikki told me Missy’s was pink,” Rob joined into the conversation.  


“Anyone know what color Kashmere’s is?” I asked hopefully.


They both shook their heads.  I sighed and pulled out my cell phone.  I quickly sent a text to Wanda, asking her what color Kashmere’s dress was.  Kashmere didn’t have a new cell yet, but sometimes Wanda let Kashmere use hers.  But Wanda was supposed to be at work so she could tell me without Kashmere watching what she was texting.


The phone nearly bounded off my hand as it vibrated while singing “new text message”.  I opened up the phone and read the message.  I looked at it thoughtfully and then turned to my friends.


“Wanda says it’s red, almost matching my eyes,” I said quietly and we walked to the elevator.  We walked out of the mall and into my car.  It seemed any time we wanted to go somewhere we always took my car.  As I opened the car, my mind flashed back to the dream I had had.  A maroon colored dress…I shook my head.  No, it wasn’t going to happen.  


“Why don’t we take your car sometime?” I asked Rob as I was driving. 


“Cause his sucks,” Luke laughed.


“Hey!  Don’t make fun of it!  It’s a Mercedes, not that bad,” Rob replied and slapped Luke on the back of the head. 


“Hey!”  I yelled loudly.  “No fighting!  Gosh, you guys are like five-year-olds,” I told them teasingly.


We pulled into Sonic and ate lunch in the car.  “I wonder how she’ll look,” Rob sighed.  He seemed to really love Missy, just like I loved Kashmere.  I was so sure that I loved her but yet, something inside me nagged at my mind, saying prom was a bad idea.  


I just ignored the thought though.  I didn’t want to have to cancel just because my mind was doubting my heart.  I was in love with Kashmere, and I couldn’t help it.  Ever since I had seen her at the restaurant when I was twelve…she had seemed like such an angel.  Even in the hospital, when she was bruised and bandaged, almost as if she was going to be buried…she still had the angelic features she would always have.


She was my angel, the angel of my life, heart, and soul.  And she would always have someone to hold her when she cried, someone to love her when she needed it, and someone to care for her, when everyone else was gone.

Jared


I read over the article a million times that weekend.  I couldn’t believe that Maroon had been the one to save Kashmere, but it had taken me a while to find out how he got in the house.


I had searched through many newspapers until I found a recent one.  It read:


Murders have now taken place in all fifty states, including our own Nevada.   All the surviving victims of these murders speak of a boy with red eyes.  Two and a half years ago Mr. and Mrs. Gallant were murdered, their child, Kashmere, being saved.  

Here, I had stopped reading.  Maroon had reddish eyes and was the same age as us.  He had saved Kashmere from dying, and must have done the same to other children.  But how could he have gotten into the house to save them?


I stared at the newspaper, still slightly puzzled.  But then, it suddenly all fit together.  People had said, “Bloody eyed boy don’t kill me.”  


I gasped, “Maroon must have…” I trailed off.  Maroon must have killed the parents with another man.  But there could be hundreds of red-eyed boys in the world, my mind thought, but I pushed the consideration away.  It had to be Maroon, who else would know the Gallants enough to know they were that rich?  


And now… he was planning to finish the job, once and for all.  “Kashmere,” I whispered.  She was in danger, he was going to kill her.  I thought about what I should do.  Then I had an idea, an idea that would save her, and make her mine.

Kashmere


“Kashmere!  Your dress is ready!  Do you want to come with me to pick it up?” Wanda called down the hall.  


“Yeah!  I’ll be right there!” I called back and shut down the computer.  I had been e-mailing Maroon about Saturday.  It was only three days away, and the days dragged on for what seemed like forever.  


There had been announcements about prom all this month and now it was finally almost here.  Maroon had told me that we would go to breakfast at ten-o-clock and then go with Rob, Missy, Nikki, and Luke somewhere fun until around two and then we would go to Wal-Mart for a scavenger hunt until three and then go get ready for dinner and the dance.


As Wanda and I drove to the mall we talked about how we should do my hair and make-up.  As soon as we pulled into the parking lot we ran to the door and into the elevator. 


We bounded into the prom dress store and went to the front desk, out of breath.  “We- have- a-dress- I’m – Wanda,” Wanda told the lady, taking in big breaths between each word.


The lady smiled and led us into a room where the gowns were fitted.  “Here,” she said.  I could make out a faint British accent and smiled.  I had always loved people with foreign accents.  She held out my red dress and we quickly paid her. 


We drove home and experimented with my hair a little bit, to get an idea about how it would look at the dance.  


I went to bed exhausted, but I could barely sleep.  I was too excited, everything was perfect.  I had the man of my dreams, I was going to my first prom, Wanda was acting like the coolest mom ever, and I had almost a fantasy princess dress, waiting for me in my closet.


I woke up in black room.  Everything was so dark, I couldn’t see anything.  It was almost as if my eyes were closed, though I knew they weren’t.  “Hello?” I called quietly into the darkness.


“Kashmere,” a voice whispered.  I spun around, hoping to see that comforting face that the voice belonged to.  


“Maroon?” I called, louder this time.  “Maroon!  Where are you?”  I was becoming frightened this time. 


“Kashmere,” the voice said again, a little louder.  


“Maroon, help me,” I shook with fear and felt my knees collapse. 


“Shhh,” Maroon’s voice soothed me.  I could feel his warm hand on my mouth, helping me to not scream with terror.  “I won’t tell him you’re here,” the voice echoed in my head.  I had heard him say that before.  I had heard those words before. 


The hand moved from my lips, but I could not speak, I felt like…almost like I would die if I talked.  Then all faded, and I was in my room, gazing at the dark wall.  


I climbed out of bed and went to the bathroom.  Something was familiar about that dream, almost as if it had happened.  But I hadn’t been able to see Maroon at all.  That was the strange part.


I walked back into my room and kneeled down on my floor and I uttered a prayer to God.  I prayed that mom and dad were okay with him, and asked him to tell them I missed them.  I also asked that He would show me why I was having these dreams.  I murmured His Son’s name and “Amen,” and then laid on the floor.  


I took a blanket from my bed and pulled the pillow to rest underneath my head.  I placed the blanket around me and fell away to a dreamless sleep. 


The next days were drags and I wanted it to be Friday night so I could go to sleep and wake up happy and excited for the night of my life.


I went to class as usual and had homework.  I did it quickly every night and Wanda and I still experimented with my hair and outfit, until we found a perfect one.  

It was Friday morning that I found out that Jared would be going to the dance with Allison Dutch.  I grimaced at the thought.  Why would Allison say yes to him?  She was a pretty girl to be sure, but she was totally the opposite.  She studied on the weekends and went to bed at nine-thirty every single night!  She was quiet while Jared was loud and rambunctious.  And she had a crush on Tyler, her math buddy.

I felt jealousy itch my spine but I shook it away.  I should be happy with Maroon, he loved me, and I loved him.  But why, why did one part want to be with Jared?  He was a jerk and an idiot!  How could I be jealous that he was going to the dance with someone else?  I didn’t have an answer, but suddenly I felt as if…I might be safer with Jared than Maroon at prom.


I drove home with Maroon and he said he would pick me up Saturday morning at ten, reminding me of the special day.  Like I could forget, my mind snorted and I smiled.  He kissed me softly before I got out of the car. 


I did my homework just like usual, but set my alarm for eight-thirty.  That night, I went to sleep, gazing at me dress peeking out from my closet.

I woke up to hear the floor creaking slightly and tensed.  Memories of the dark dream I had had a few nights before raced around my mind and I felt fear place itself in my body again. 


“Kashmere,” a voice whispered and I slowly sat up.  I looked towards the window and saw a dark shadow against the glass.  


My breath caught and I rushed over to the figure and threw my arms around him.  “Maroon, it’s so good to see you.  But…” I paused.  “What are you doing here?” 


“I had to see you,” he whispered.  “I…I have something that I want you to do for me at prom.” 


I looked into his eyes and replied, “Anything.” 


He took in a deep breath and whispered, “Kashmere.  I want you to believe whatever I tell you.” 


I looked at him, puzzled.  What did he mean?  I would always believe what he told me, why would he want me to promise that, and…why at prom?  As confused as I was I still nodded and murmured, “I promise.” 


“I love you Kashmere,” he whispered in my ear, smelling my hair. 


“I love you too, Maroon,” I hummed his name quietly.  


He placed his hands on my shoulders and pulled me tighter into his embrace.  He slightly dipped me and I wrapped my arms around his neck.  I slowly closed my eyes and felt his lips touch mine.  We were there, in the moonlight, kissing, as if it were our last night to be together.


I heard music playing and woke up in my bed.  I sat up and breathed in the scent of morning.  I clicked off my alarm and got in the shower.  It took me a moment to remember it was the day of prom.  


I got out of the shower, still in a daze from last night.  I hardly tossed a glance at the calendar but my eyes caught the sight of red fabric from the closet and I remembered.  “Crap!” I yelled and quickly pulled on some jeans and a black long-sleeved shirt. 


I dried my hair and let it fall to my shoulders like a wave of chocolate.  I applied some make-up carefully and soon saw it was quarter to nine.  I walked downstairs and saw Paul sitting at the table.  


Today was his day off and he told me Wanda had already left to cater a wedding reception.  I sat at the table, talking to Paul until the doorbell rang.  I jumped up and answered it to see Maroon’s smiling face, the memory of last night still engraved in my mind.


“You two have fun!” Paul called and Maroon and I got in his car.  It kind of almost felt like my car now too, since I rode in it more then my junky old Honda.  


We drove down the road with the stereo blasting until we reach IHOP.  We walked in and he held the door for me.  We waited to be seated and saw quite a few other prom couples there. 


We sat at a table near the back and I ordered Belgian waffles.  He ordered pancakes with a side of scrambled eggs and bacon.  We talked while we waited for our food and I kept trying to get the surprise out of him.  


I couldn’t wait to go to the dance and show him my dress.  I was sure that every guy would be jealous when they saw me dancing with him.  As soon as our food arrived the talking ceased and was replaced with munching.  We talked occasionally, but our main focus was on the delicious food in front of us.


We finished more quickly than I had expected, but finally I could find out what the surprise was.  Or at least, I thought I would.  We got in the car and I saw Maroon pull something from the backseat.  I moaned, a blindfold was rolled up in his fist.  


“Can’t I at least see where we are going?” I asked.


He shook his head, “Nope.” 


“Why?”


“Because Missy and Nikki said you would totally back out of doing it,” he grinned wickedly.  I thought about some things that I was horrible at, but none came to mind.


Maroon tied the cloth around my eyes and as soon as it was fastened he tied my hands behind my back and put on my seatbelt for me.  I groaned again, “Are you taking me hostage?” 


“Yeah, I’m kidnapping you,” he said in a sarcastic voice and laughed.  


We drove for what felt like quite a ways, and I wished I could see at least where he was driving.  All I could feel was the wind against my skin and I could hear the beeping and whoosh of cars passing. 


Finally, I felt him slow down and I could tell he was turning into a parking lot.  He parked and got out of the car.  I heard his footsteps coming around the car and the door opening for me.  


He walked me inside, helping me not run into anything.  I heard him talking to someone and he grabbed something over the counter.  He walked me into a room and I sensed a sudden chill in the air. 


I felt him untie the bonds on my hands and I quickly took off the blindfold.  There, before me was an ice skating rink.  My mouth dropped and became dry within a moment.  


“You’re right, I’m backing out,” I replied and turned to the door, but Maroon grabbed my wrist and stopped me. 


“Oh no you’re not,” he smiled and sat me down on a bench.  He helped me put on my skates and then fastened his on as well.  We walked unstably to the ice rink and soon I was clutching to the silver rail.  


Maroon still held my hand tightly and I let go of the bar.  He glided around the ice with me at his side.  I felt a shiver of excitement run through my body as I saw Nikki and Luke appear behind us. 


“Hey!” Nikki called and touched my shoulder.  “How is ice skating doin’ for you?”


“I think I’m better at bike riding,” I laughed and everyone expressed amusement along with me. 


“Hey, have you seen Missy and Rob?” Luke asked, glancing around. 


“Present!” a voice called from behind Nikki and we all turned around and there was Missy and Rob. 


“Crap!” I yelled as I let go of Maroon’s hand and fell onto the ice.  


“You okay?” Maroon asked as he grabbed my hand from the ice which was now freezing cold, warming it up like a fresh fire. 


I nodded, “Yeah, my butt’s just cold,” I laughed and Maroon chuckled.  We glided around the ice, and it was almost as if we were dancing.  He twirled me around and, even though I practically fell down a lot, he always caught me and made it look like a dip. 


After we had been skating for about an hour or two we ate hot dogs for lunch.  After, we took off our skates, turned them in and headed out to the car, holding our shoes, and running barefoot across the black pavement. 


We laughed as we got in the car and drove to Wal-Mart.  We hurriedly jumped out from the red Viper since the hood was down and left our shoes in the car.  We waited for Missy, Rob, Luke, and Nikki and finally we spotted their cars pull up.  


They raced to meet us and we saw they also had their shoes off.  We laughed in unison and passed out the scavenger hunt list which Rob, Luke, and Maroon all had made together.  


“Ready?” Maroon asked everybody, and we all nodded.  As soon as we heard the beep of the watches starting we took off.  


“Okay,” I puffed as soon as we got inside.  “First thing…” I looked at the list and sighed.  “You mean I have to do ballet around you while you sing the ABC’s?” I questioned, looking at him doubtfully. 


He nodded, “Okay, let’s get to it.”  We stood at the front of the store and he began singing.  “A…B…C…D…” I began dancing around him and did twirls.  We saw people staring at us like we were freaks and I couldn’t resist laughing.  I didn’t stop to take a rest until he sang, “Now I know my ABCs next time won’t you sing with me------”


He held the note for what seemed like eternity and I posed in front of him until he stopped.  Then we collapsed to the floor, laughing.  We sat there for a moment, laughing our heads off and panting. 


“Okay, now…” he looked at the list.  “We have to race in those electric wheelchair carts,” he smiled and we ran to the carts.  We rode through the candy and school supplies aisles, still laughing.


We continued to do silly things like stuff a shirt with pillows, quoting a movie for twenty minuets, singing a rock song while pretending to play the guitar and bang our heads.  


Soon we accomplished the fifteen things on the list and ran outside to where we had first met up.  We collapsed on the cement and soon Missy and Rob appeared, red faced and laughing as well. 


“That was fun!” I told them joyously. 


“Yeah, it was!” Missy said.  “But you won’t believe what Rob put on Luke’s list!” 


“What?” I asked eagerly and shot a glance at Maroon, and sure enough, he was smiling like a devil. 


“He had to make-out with Nikki in the holiday card aisle!” Missy laughed and I gaped at Rob.  


“Did they get in trouble?” I asked.


Missy shook her head, “No.  We had to walk down that aisle and grab a card to give to a random person in the store and we saw them.” 


“But that’s not the best part,” Rob told us.  “A little boy who was about eight walked by and said, ‘Get a room!’” 


We all laughed at that and soon Nikki and Luke came out of the store, gazing dreamily at each other.  


“You’re late!” I remarked and they began blushing.  “I heard you had a party of your own!” 

“Oh shut-up!” Luke laughed and Nikki blushed harder, her cheeks as red as roses.

We sat outside and talked about the score and it turned out that Maroon and I had won.  We sat outside and decided to meet up at Rob’s house before dinner and outside of the school before the dance.  I saw Maroon exhale a breath, as if he was relieved.   

Huh, I thought.  Did he think I would embarrass him if he went in there with me alone?  Maybe he’s just doing this to be nice, my mind suggested but I pushed it away.  Maroon loved me, if he didn’t why would he have kissed me that way last night?

He dropped me off at my house and kissed me before I left.  I slowly walked to my door and heard him turn into his driveway.  I cast a gaze at him as he got out and I knew he caught it, because he returned the look.

I walked inside my house and saw Wanda was waiting for me.  “You ready to be a princess?” she asked.  I nodded and I went upstairs to take a quick shower.  After I was fully dried and in a bathrobe Wanda put my hair up in a fancy bun and helped me put on some make-up.  Wanda curled the strands of hair that escaped the bun so they were chocolate ringlets.

I brushed some reddish-purple eye shadow to go with my dress onto my eyelids.  Soon, everything was on, except the dress.  I went into my room and took the dress from the closet.  

I took off my bathrobe, unzipped the dress, and carefully stepped into the cool fabric.  Wanda zipped me up and I slipped my shoes onto my feet carefully.  As I was walking over to my closet to shut it I tripped on my new dress.  I was lucky that it didn’t rip but I got a good look of the piles of old sweatshirts and shoes in my closet.  

I sighed, knowing that the clothes must have fallen from my shelf above, but pondering why I had never noticed the mound before.  I quickly stood up, picking up the sweatshirts and placing them on my already crowded shelf.  That was when I saw red and gold glimmering by my old size five tennis shoes.  I quickly grabbed it and held it up to the light, seeing clearly what it was.

It was a necklace.  A beautiful necklace with a chain of gold and ruby glistening like fresh blood. 
“Kashmere, I want you to have this,” my father murmured and fastened something around my neck.  I looked down and saw a ruby necklace with a gold chain. 

“Dad, it’s beautiful,” I whispered and threw my arms around him.

The memory came back to me and I gazed at the necklace.  Why had I put it there?  It was one of the last things my father had given to me before he…

I held the necklace and examined the broken chain.  I put it around my neck and tied it as best as I could.  “That will have to do,” I told myself and heard Wanda come into my room.

  She looked as if she was about to cry, “You look gorgeous,” she whispered and gave me a hug. 

“Paul!  Come up here!” Wanda called to Paul, who was in the living room, waiting for the arrival of Maroon. 

Paul stared at me and then said, “You look beautiful.” 

“Thank you,” I murmured and embraced them all in a group hug.  “You are the best mom and dad in the world.” 

I heard Wanda start to cry and Paul sniffed.  “I love you,” I said quietly as we pulled away from each other.  

I saw Wanda had tears running down her cheeks and she was smiling.  “Oh look,” she exclaimed and rubbed the sleeve of my dress.  “I got it wet,” she tried to change the subject.

“It’s okay, I don’t think tears stain,” I joked and hugged her once more.  “Thank you, for everything.” My mind flashed back to my parents.  Though Wanda had been taking care of me for more than three years now, I still had a longing, I wished my real mom could be here to see me.  To meet Maroon, I was sure, she would have loved him just as much as I did.

We heard the doorbell ring and Paul ran to answer it.  I heard Maroon’s voice say hello and I knew he was waiting.  “Kashmere!” Paul called and Wanda beckoned me to go.  

I took a deep breath and walked down the hall slowly, savoring the moment.  As I walked to the door I heard Maroon’s breath catch as he saw me.  He thinks you’re beautiful, my voice murmured. 

“You look…” he began to say and then finished in a breathless whisper, “Beautiful.” 

“Thank you,” I whispered back and walked over to him.  He linked his arm with mine and then pulled out a small box from his suit pocket.  He opened it slowly and I saw a maroon colored corsage. 

“It’s so pretty,” I said quietly and he slipped it on my wrist.  

“Oh!  Kashmere!  I almost forgot!”  Wanda ran into the kitchen and came back with a little box as well.  Inside was a velvet rose.  I smiled at her and slowly pinned it to Maroon’s tux.  

“Smile!” Paul called and snapped some photos of us.  I smiled as I gazed at Maroon, but I could see…there was some sort of uncertainty in his eyes, and I wondered why.  Maybe there is another girl he wanted to take, my mind hissed.  I felt my lip begin to tremble and I quickly bit it. 

“Ready?” Maroon asked suddenly, taking me away from my thoughts.  

I nodded, “Yep.”  

“Have fun!” Wanda and Paul called as we walked out the door.  We got into his car and drove to Rob’s house, which wasn’t all that far.  We saw Rob’s and Luke’s car already there and we walked up to the front door slowly.

The door swung open before we even knocked and we saw Rob’s mom, Cheryl smiling at us.  “Kashmere!  Maroon!  You finally made it!”  She seemed as excited as Wanda had been and that made me giggle.

“Hey Kashmere and Maroon are here!”  I heard Rob call and saw our group there.  We took some group photos together and then headed off to dinner.  We went to the Cheesecake Factory and I got mushroom soup, salad, and chocolate extreme cheesecake.  We ate for about a half an hour to forty-five minuets and then headed off to the dance, and Maroon, seemed very…nervous for some reason, and I couldn’t figure out.

Jared


I picked up Allison at her house and saw she was wearing a bright green princess gown.  Not exactly my idea of sexy but, oh well.  I just wanted to make Kashmere jealous, but I would make sure she would soon hate Maroon.  


We took pictures and I did a fake smile, trying not to think about my brilliant plan.  A little part of me thought that maybe this could be wrong, but I decided to ignore it.  This was for Kashmere’s own good, she could get murdered just like her parents did. 


“You ready?” I asked and Allison nodded.  I could tell she never had expected me to ask her and I hoped she wouldn’t think that we would have a relationship or anything after this.  I mean, it was only one night, right?


We drove to Olive Garden and had dinner.  Allison didn’t talk much but I felt as if she could make Kashmere jealous.  After we ate our food we drove to the dance and right as we pulled up to the school, Kashmere and Maroon took our parking space. 


I growled with frustration as Maroon got out of the car and locked it.  He tossed a glance at me that seemed to say, “Too bad, I got everything you want.”  But I could see fear underneath his confidence and smiled.


“This, is going to be fun,” I said and Allison looked at me.  “You ready to dance?” I asked her and she nodded, still looking a little bit unsure.

Maroon


I growled under my breath as I saw Jared behind us, but tried to cover my glare with confidence.  Kashmere and I linked arms, and we walked up to the school.  I tensed as I heard Jared get out of his car, a little ways away.  


“Hey!” Missy and the others called.  We walked over to them and together, our group walked into the school.  We gave the lady our tickets and sauntered into the gym.  People were already there and streamers hung from the ceiling.  A stereo was playing loudly and a lot of people were dancing or getting punch.


“Do…Do you want to dance?” I asked. 


Kashmere nodded in response and said, “I would love to.” 


I nervously led her to the dance floor and placed my hand on her waist.  She obediently placed hers on my shoulder and then entwined our free hands together.  I began to move my feet and she moved hers as well. 


She looked so…happy.  I wondered why I couldn’t be like that too.  I was still frightened about Jared telling her what I had done…but maybe that had just been a nightmare.  Yes, it had to be.  In the dream I had picked her up and gone straight to the dance and this was different.


But even though I kept telling myself this was safe…the thought always came back.  The music changed to a soft love song and I twirled Kashmere around and dipped her into my arms. 


I gazed into her eyes and I felt my body shake as I remembered when I had first looked into her eyes.  At the movie store, and then when I saved her.  If only she could know…If only I could be sure that she wouldn’t reject me…I would tell her everything.


“Kashmere…I…I need to tell you something…” I began in a whisper.  She looked at me questioningly and then a voice broke the moment. 


“Get away from her!” a voice yelled and I nearly dropped Kashmere. 


“No,” I whispered as I recognized Jared’s voice.  I brought Kashmere back up so she was standing and saw Jared standing about two yards away.  


Jared marched up to Kashmere and tried to rip her away from me.  “Did you hear me?” Jared growled.  “Get away from her!” 


“Let go Jared!  Please!” Kashmere cried out in pain as Jared gripped her wrist tightly.  Kashmere pressed her body against me, but Jared held her wrist extremely firm. 


“No Kashmere!  I won’t let you get hurt!” he yelled and I looked into his eyes, anger burning. 


“Leave her alone Jared!  You’re the one hurting her!”  I protested and tried to rip his hand from her wrist.


“Oh, and what are you going to do with her?” Jared snarled.  I felt my breath as Jared added,  “Kill her just like you did her parents?” 


Suddenly, the gym grew quiet and everyone looked at me.  Kashmere stopped thrashing at Jared and stared into my eyes.  Her face was blank, just like it had been when we were at the restaurant and at my house.  She was having a flashback.  “No,” I whispered.  This wasn’t how it was supposed to happen!


“No,” Kashmere whispered. She shook her head and stared into my eyes.  “Maroon?” she looked back down and I watched as a single tear hit the hard gym floor.  “You were the one who…who saved me…” She lifted her head and fury burned freely in her eyes.  “You killed them!” 


I felt tears come into my own eyes and I wiped them away.  “I didn’t want…” 


Kashmere’s face flooded with anger.  “You lied to me!  Your eyes are natural!  You helped to kill my parents didn’t you?  You saved me but not them!”  She cried and released herself from Jared’s grip. 


“Kashmere…You don’t understand…I was forced to do it!”  I told her.  Tears were coming into my eyes.  Why?  Why did it have to be this way? 


“No one forces you to do things Maroon!” she yelled.  “You could have stopped my parents from dying!  You could have saved them and not me!  I would be happier!” 


I looked at her and longed to touch her hand, her cheek, any part of her so comfort would fill her body.  “Kashmere, he would have killed them anyway and you too,” I whispered. 


“Why didn’t you let him then?  My family could be together!” she got closer to me. 


“Because…” I trailed off.  I would have gotten killed if I hadn’t done what Justin wanted.  “Because I would have-”


Kashmere cut me off.  “I don’t want to hear it,” she growled.  She glared at me through furious eyes that were filled with tears.  She raised her hand to slap me and I was ready for the blow, but none came. 


She put her hand down and looked at the ground.  “Don’t talk to me ever again,” she whispered and ran out of the gym, crying as she went. 


I tried to go after her and whispered her name, but Jared and his friends tackled me, pinning me down.  “Kashmere!” I called out the bittersweet word.  Tears came to my eyes as I watched her go.  I laid my head down on the ground and cried.  “Kashmere…please forgive me.”

Kashmere


I ran out of the gym and outside.  My make-up was already smeared from my tears and my dress dragged along the ground like a dead body.  I slipped off my shoes and ran.  I ran wherever my feet would take me.  


Soon, I was standing at the Boulevard and I felt a longing, to be at a certain place.  I stopped a taxi and got in and told him the directions.  The man looked at me strangely as we pulled up at the trail. 


“Thank you,” I said and gave him money from my small purse.  I walked along the path, rocks jabbing into my feet, but I didn’t care.  I looked up into the night sky and saw stars glimmering and clouds quickly began to cover the full moon. 


Thorns pricked at my feet and I felt blisters appear and pop.  The pain was incredible, but I didn’t care.  I didn’t care if I died.  Everything was gone.  Maroon had killed my parents, it seemed as if everything had been taken away from me.


In the gym I had had a flashback about a red-eyed boy saving me, and then gunshots in the night…then my parents’ dead bodies, and everything had become clear.  My parents’ lives had been taken away by the guy I had fallen in love with.


Finally, I reached the steep hill where I had fallen, so long ago.  Tears still fell down my face but I forced myself to slide down the mound.  As I was sliding down I felt wet liquid fall onto my arm and then hit my face. 


I looked up and saw rain falling from the sky, as if the heavens felt my sorrow.  I finally landed at the bottom and the rain had begun to pelt my body, making my dress ruined.  “No use of it now,” I muttered and walked along the muddy road.  


I nearly ran to the church and tripped on a stone, making my dress muddy and a small cut appeared on my cheek.  I quickly stood up, pain throbbing through my toe and began to run to the church again. 


I stood inside the broken walls, my arms wrapped around myself.  No roof covered me from the rain, but I felt as if this house of worship was the world.  I walked to the wall and felt the engraving of our names. 


I screamed with anger and ripped the necklace off my neck.  I took it and began scratching out the names.  But my hand stopped as I reached where I had drawn the heart.


I fell onto my knees and shook with sadness.  I placed my head in my hands and cried, fresh tears.  “Why?” I whispered, taking my face away from my hands.  “Why do I still feel love for him?  Even after what he did?” 


Wanda’s words echoed in my mind, “You don’t know what love is yet.”  

“Wanda,” I whispered.  “I do know, I didn’t before, but now I know.  Love is when no matter what you do, you can’t let them go.  Oh Maroon, why did I fall in love with you?”


I stood up shakily and put the necklace back on.  Water droplets ran down the red stone and down my neck until it reached the maroon colored fabric of my dress, which now looked like a muddy brown. 


“Why couldn’t this be so much easier?” I asked the heavens quietly.  I could almost hear them whisper a response.  I could almost see my parents looking down at me with smiles on their faces.  


I remembered the days when we had been together.  When I had tea parties with my nanny until they came home, and then showed them how I had learned to make cookies.


I remembered when my dad had made me a tree house against my mother’s wishes in the summer and I laughed at the memory.  But whenever I thought that I had replaced the bad thoughts in my head, the night my parents had died always came back to me.


Be grateful, my mind whispered soothingly.  He loves you, he left you to live.  He didn’t want to kill anybody, you have to understand that.  Maroon…must have wanted to keep your parents alive, he didn’t want you to get hurt.


“You’re right,” I whispered and turned to leave the church.  When I was halfway down the dirt road I cast a glance back at the church and then turned away, knowing that I couldn’t help it.  I had to talk to Maroon.  But I could never, forgive him for what he had done.

Maroon


“Hey,” Justin called as I walked in nearly bounded to the door.  He glanced at my bloody nose and forming black eye.  “What happened?  Fight over a girl?” he chuckled. 


I glared at him, “The police are going to be here soon.” 


Justin froze, “You told them?” he growled. 


I shook my head.  “This guy named Jared found out, most likely from newspaper articles.  He told Kashmere at prom and everyone found out, because he nearly screamed it.” 


“Come on, we have to get Kashmere before we leave,” he told me and nearly shoved me out the door.  


“No,” I growled.  “I’m leaving.  By myself.”  I told him before he could protest.   I ran upstairs and into my room.  I grabbed my escape bag and ran back down the stairs, my bag slung over my shoulder.  


“You can’t leave,” Justin warned me.


“Yes I can,” I replied and walked out the door.  


“Maroon!  Get back in here!” he yelled out the door, but I kept walking.  I didn’t care if the police found me.  I was guilty, and Kashmere was gone, she was gone from me forever. 


I felt rain fall onto my cheek and a salty tear rushed to meet it.  I looked to the heavens and watched as more water poured from the heavens.  “I’m sorry,” I whispered and walked away, not even glancing at Kashmere’s home.


I walked through the streets and suddenly, saw a taxi turn into my subdivision.  My breath caught as I saw it was Kashmere in the car.  Her hair was dripping and I saw mud smeared across her face. 


I turned away and knew, she hadn’t even noticed me.  I walked silently along the road and moved slowly.  No cars passed me, but soon enough I came to a busy highway.  My legs were aching and I couldn’t take it.


“Taxi!” I yelled and saw one lurch to a stop.  I climbed in and told him to take me anywhere far away, and soon, I was driving away from everything I knew.

Kashmere


I made it to the beginning of the path and walked a little ways until I came to a highway.  “Taxi!” I shouted and climbed into the yellow car that I had been nice enough to stop. 


I told the woman driving to take me to my old home, telling her the address and she sped off.  I watched as we pulled into my subdivision and saw…someone, was walking out and away.


At first I thought I saw red eyes glance at me…but I knew that couldn’t be.  He had to be home.  When the taxi pulled up to my old home I climbed out and gave her a few slightly damp dollars. 


I ran up to the door and knocked.  Justin answered the door almost immediately with a panicked look on his face.  But as soon as he saw me, the face turned into a joyful expression.  Almost, an evilly joyful expression. 


“Kashmere,” he said, with a greedy tone.  “Come on in.” 


Don’t go in the house, my head screamed.  Don’t!  I started to back out but Justin replied, “I think Maroon is upstairs in his room.” 


I sighed a breath of relief and ran into the house, dashing up the stairs.  I walked cautiously to Maroon’s room.  “Maroon?” I called and knocked on the door, but no reply came.  


I slowly twisted the doorknob and walked into his room.  Fear surged through my body as I saw, he wasn’t anywhere in sight.  I turned around and saw Justin staring at me through greedy eyes.


“He’s…He’s not here…” I whispered and trailed off.  


“That’s right,” Justin said and began coming towards me.  He backed me up into the room and I fell onto the floor, landing on my hand.  I gasped with pain as I felt a throbbing pain in my finger.  


“Are you scared?” Justin asked, leaning towards me.  His breath hit my face and smelt of beer and cigarettes.  I nearly gagged and I quickly turned my head away.  


But I felt his hands reach my face and turn it towards his.  He pulled me closer and the smell reached my mouth, stronger than before.  

Then, he shoved his lips against mine.  The smell was overwhelming, and I couldn’t breathe.  I tried release his lips from mine, but it was no use.  He wrapped his arms around me and held me tighter.  

Finally I forced my leg up, kicking him in between the legs.  He pulled away from me and cried out in pain.  He released me from his hold and I quickly rolled to the door.  I stood up and ran out the door.  

I ran down the stairs, trying not to trip, but it didn’t help that I had a dress on.  I fell down the stairs, and hit my head on the wall.  I heard a loud crack and excrutiating pain in my finger and began to scream in agony.  I felt blood trickle down the back of my neck and I forced my gaze to the top of the staircase where Justin glared down at me hungrily. 

“You…” I said breathlessly.  “You were the one who killed my parents!  It wasn’t Maroon!” 

Justin shook his head, “Oh, he did.  He killed your mom, I just made him do it,” he sounded pleased.  And hate glowed like a new fire in my chest. 

“You…You murderer!” I cried. 

“Yes, I’d like to think myself so,” he chuckled and began coming down the stairs.  I stood up and ran into the kitchen.  I heard him racing down the stairs after me.  I searched through the drawers and found it.  A knife glinted under the light and I held it up, to make Justin back off. 

But the attempt was in vain; Justin ran up behind me and grabbed me with incredible speed.  He took the knife from my hand and held it to my neck.  That, was when he saw the ruby on my neck.

He let out a breath and whispered, “That’s it…That’s the treasure…” I remembered that night when my father said it was important and I remembered him telling me something else too.  “Never let anyone near that ruby…I don’t know if I can trust them.” 

“You’re the ones…” my voice trailed off as I felt a pain burn in my neck.  I screamed in pain as I felt blood trickle down the front of my neck.  I looked at the knife that Justin was holding and saw fresh blood, my blood, glinting off the metal. 

“Let me go…” I whispered.  “Please…I beg of you…” 

“Not a chance,” he muttered and I felt his lips touch my neck.  

“Gallant blood,” he murmured.  “Never thought I would have to kill such a beautiful girl like you.”  He breathed in deep and I closed my eyes.  

Scream, my mind told me.  Maroon will hear you…scream!  But I couldn’t bring myself to.  My mind kept repeating the words over and over, until finally, Justin drew the blade along my arm, sending more pain through my nerves.  It felt as if fire was burning me arm and I had no choice but to let out an ear-piercing scream. 

Maroon


“Stop!” I yelled to the taxi driver.  I felt as if something was wrong, and I knew, Kashmere was hurt.  “Turn around!” I ordered. 


“Why?” he asked.


“Just go back to my house!” I yelled and gave him the address.  “Hurry!” I shouted in his ear and he sped off.  I nearly ran out of the car, I couldn’t sit still.  Kashmere was in trouble, I only prayed that…


“Oh no,” I whispered.  Justin had to have her, she must have gone to my house to talk to me.  “What have I done?” I cried quietly.  As soon as the taxi driver pulled into the culdesac I jumped out of the car, not even bothering to pay him.


“Hey!” he shouted at me, but I didn’t hear.  All I could hear was cries coming from my house.  I burst through the door and ran into the kitchen.  I saw Kashmere’s purse by the front door and ran into the kitchen.


There, was Justin, holding a knife to Kashmere’s throat.  “Put her down!” I yelled.  


Justin stared at me and I saw Kashmere looked at me, fear filling her eyes like a river fills a lake.  Justin chuckled, “You really think I would do that?” 


“No, I know you won’t…” I trailed off.  Hoping that he would release her anyway, but of course… I knew him too well.  I saw a long gash up Kashmere’s arm, cuts on her cheek, and one on her neck.  “Please let her go,” I whispered, gazing into Kashmere’s terrified emerald eyes.


“Well,” he sighed and then, to my surprise, released Kashmere, letting her fall to the ground.  She panted with fear and looked at me.  I rushed over to her as Justin was getting something out of the cabinet.  But before I could reach her, a gun was pointing at me. 


“Back off,” he growled and wrapped his arm around Kashmere again, pulling her up.  He kept the gun pointed at me and started pulling her across the floor.  I stood there, motionless, as he dragged her up the stairs.  


“Let go!” Kashmere screamed and I could hear her trying to kick him.  As soon as they were out of sight I began to climb the stairs.  I saw them disappear into his room and the door slammed closed. 


“Kashmere!” I yelled and began pounding my fists against the door.  


“Maroon!” she yelled, but it was cut off by cries of protest and I knew Justin was kissing her.  Anger rose up inside of me and I tried to kick the door open, but it was no use. 


“Let. GO!” I heard Kashmere scream and then Justin cry out in pain.  I saw the doorknob turn and out came Kashmere.  “Go!” she yelled at me and I began to run down the stairs, Kashmere behind me. 


“You little-” Justin yelled and then I knew.  I should have let Kashmere go first.  I paused and looked behind me, there, was Justin, a gun pointed at Kashmere. 


“Kashmere!” I yelled and stared into her eyes.  “Look out!”  But she had no idea that Justin was going to shoot her.  “No!” I screamed and went around her.  Everything went by in a blink of an eye.  One minuet I was in front Kashmere, and the next thing I knew, pain flew into my chest, making it hard for me to breathe.  

  “Maroon!” Kashmere cried and I began to fall, but I felt her soft arms catch me.  I took in ragged breaths and stared into her eyes. 


“Perfect,” Justin said and cocked his gun again, but not until I heard the door open and voices behind me.  


I heard a gunshot from behind me and saw blood stream from Justin’s leg.  He yelled in pain and I saw police come around us and handcuff him.  “Come on,” they growled and they led him outside.


“Kashmere,” I whispered and stroked her face softly.  She held my hand to her cheek and gazed into my eyes.  “I love you, I love-” but before I could finish, darkness flooded into my eyes.

Kashmere


“Kashmere,” Maroon whispered my name and stroked my cheek and then, whispered, the closing of his eyes cut off “I love you, I lov-”. 


“No,” I said.  “No, you aren’t going to die, Maroon!  You can’t!”  Tears flooded down my cheeks and I felt a soft hand touch my shoulder.   


I turned my head and saw a police officer.  “The paramedics are here, we probably should take him to the hospital.” 


I nodded and two officers carried him down the stairs and outside to a stretcher.  They placed the stretcher in the ambulance and drove away.  “Maroon,” I whispered and fell to the ground.  “Don’t die,” I whispered.  “Don’t die…”  I had forgotten the pain of the cuts and only cared that Maroon lived.  But as soon as the paramedics saw my big cuts they put me in the back of the ambulance with him. 


“Maroon,” I whispered and stroked his tan cheeks that so long ago, I was drawn by.  “You aren’t going to die Maroon, you aren’t.  I won’t let that happen.”  I wanted him to open his eyes.  I wanted to see those maroon eyes gleaming with laughter, I wanted to feel his warm skin around mine in an embrace. 


I was in a daze as they rushed him into the Emergency Room and a nurse led me in another direction.  “Maroon, isn’t going to die, he’s not going to die,” I whispered to myself the whole time as doctors cleaned and bandaged my cuts.  


“You better not get up,” a nurse told me.  “You lost a bit of blood.  Tomorrow we can do a blood transplant. 


My heart beat quickly.  I shook my head.  “Tell some doctors to do it now, I need to see him.  Can’t I just go?  I’m sure I didn’t lose that much blood!” 


The nurse glanced at a doctor.  “We’ll do the blood transplant right away,” she assured me and the next thing I knew, my vision faded and I couldn’t feel anything.


I ran past the signs that told me where to go, I came to a tile hallway and nearly ran into the Emergency Room but a nurse stopped me.  “I’m sorry sweetie, but you’ll have to wait out here.” 


“No!” I protested.  “He saved me!  I had a blood transplant over two hours ago!  You are telling me I can’t go in after all that?  Is he still alive?  Is he okay?  Please let me see him!”  I overwhelmed the woman with my multitude of question.


“I’m sorry, but you can’t,” she replied and went back into the room, that I longed to be in.  


My knees felt weak and I collapsed onto the floor.  Sobs escaped my chest as I sat there.  I covered my face with my hands, and cried, “Why did this have to happen?”  I looked up at the roof, hoping to see the heavens, and I screamed, “Why?”  Tears fell onto the ground and everyone began to stare at me. 


“Why did he have to save me?” I whispered.  


“Kashmere!” Paul and Wanda cried.  They ran to me and knelt down next to me. They put their arms around my shaking figure and tried to soothe me.  “Shhh,” Wanda whispered in my ear.  “Shhh,” 


“Is he going to be okay?” I asked, looking into their eyes. 


Paul and Wanda looked down at the floor, not wanting to meet my gaze.  “We don’t know,” Paul said quietly. 


Right then, a doctor came out of the ER and looked at me with sorrowful eyes.  “I’m sorry,” he whispered. 


My heart seemed to stop.  Pain surged through my body and I nearly choked.  “No!” I screamed and ran past him.  I ran into the ER where Maroon’s body lay.  


“Hey!” another doctor yelled at me and tried to get me out of the room.  


“No!” I cried and ran to Maroon.  I swept my eyes across his face and knew what I had to do.  I put my hands together and pounded them on his chest in time with my own heartbeat. 


“Come on,” I whispered and breathed into his mouth.  I did the pattern over and over again, praying, that somehow he would make it. 


“It’s no use,” the doctors and nurses told me. “We already tried everything.” 


“No,” I whispered and pounded against his chest.  “He won’t die.”  I breathed into his mouth and pounded again.  I seemed to do CPR for hours and soon, everyone was silent as I tried in vain. 


“No,” I whispered.  My hands were aching and I was out of breath.  “No!” I cried and fell to the ground again, my fists still on his chest.  “No!” I screamed and pounded my fists against his heart three times. 


I let my head fall and the tears stream down my cheeks.  “He can’t be dead,” I cried.  “You can’t leave me like this Maroon, you just can’t.  Oh God, Maroon, I’m so sorry.  I’m so sorry…” 

Maroon


You know how people say you can see you’re life flash before your eyes?  That’s what was happening to me.  I could see Kashmere, smiling at me in the movie store, her laugh tinkling like bells.


I saw Justin beating me and teaching me how to use a gun for the first time.  I saw the horrified banker looking at me before I shot him.  I saw Mr. and Mrs. Gallant, pleading for their lives. 


And I saw…I saw a woman and a man together, them gazing into my eyes, and cooing, making me laugh.  Then I saw darkness and wooden bars.  I rolled over and saw the man and woman in a bed. 


A figure walk towards them and I tried to cry out a warning but all the came out was a muffled “goo.”  

“Go to sleep,” the woman mumbled, and turned over onto her side.  


The figure crept forward and pointed something at the couple, and then a loud noise ran through my ears.  An ear-piercing scream echoed around the world and then another deafening sound came and the scream was cut short. 


“Perfect,” the figure whispered and picked me up in its arms, taking me away from the people who had loved me. 


I was suddenly in darkness and a light started.  It was like a tiny fire and then grew brighter.  “No!” a voice screamed and pain pounded against my chest.  “No!”  Suddenly, the light faded, and the darkness did as well, but slower than the light. 


I felt my eyes peel open and was gazing into a new light.  I saw people around me and a word came from my dry mouth, “Kashmere?” the name came out as a question and a girl peeked up from the table and her mouth dropped. 


Tears fell from her eyes and she whispered my name, “Maroon.”  She stood up and leaned over me.  Her eyes closed and our lips touched.  Everything became clear as we kissed.  I remembered all that had happened and now I knew, that Justin had been the one to kill my parents, and had taken me from them. 


Kashmere pulled away from me and gazed into my eyes.  “Where…” I gulped what was left of saliva down my throat before continuing.  “Where’s Justin?” 


“He’s getting his leg fixed up, but the judge is going to try to decide what do to with him,” she said.  I saw her face had a few bandages along with her neck and arm.


“Kashmere,” I whispered.  “I’m going to go to jail you know, for killing all those people.” 


Kashmere looked at the ground solemnly, “But you also saved a lot of people and besides…he forced you to do it.” 


“You know that the jury won’t believe that,” I smiled, stroking her cheek.  


“Well, we can try,” she whispered and kissed me again.  “I can’t believe you saved me again,” she murmured. 


“Well, I guess you are always going to get into trouble,” I replied, chuckling.


“Then I guess I’ll need my maroon angel to guide me back home,” she smiled and pressed her lips gently to mine, softly, and silently.

I sat up and looked around.  “How did I survive?” I questioned, the lights of the ER blaring down into my eyes.  

“Well, according to the tests,” a doctor began.  “You practically died from loss of blood and shock made your heart stop.” 

“So, my heart didn’t get hit by the bullet?” I asked, puzzled.

The doctor nodded, “The bullet hit here,” he pointed to a spot on my chest were a wound was bandaged up.  “Which is three and a half inches below the heart.”

Kashmere sighed my name and whispered, “It’s a miracle.” 

“Yes,” the surgeon remarked.  “It truly is.  His life has been spared by angels from above.”

TWO MONTHS LATER 


I pulled on my gray suit and looked in the mirror.  I was scared, and shaking uncontrollably.  Today was the beginning of the trial that we had been waiting for for two months.  What if the jury found me guilty?  What would I do then? 


My hand shook as I reached for my comb and it quickly slipped from my hand, landing on the white tile floor of the hotel.  I was staying in a hotel in Washington D.C. where the trial was to be held.  I was staying with a man named Charles, who would take me to court and since he was a highly trained officer, and I was just a mere kid, there would be no trouble for him. 


“You ready yet?” Charles grunted outside the door. 


“Almost.” 


“Well, better hurry, your girlfriend’s here.”  My heart raced, Kashmere was waiting just outside the door.  This could be the last time I ever talked to her freely.  I quickly swung the door open, her sunny, smiling face beaming.  


“Kashmere,” I whispered her name softly, taking in sacred breaths of the air she was breathing.  


“Oh Maroon,” she wrapped her arms around me, and I could feel my white sleeve covered shoulder began to warm with tears.  


“Hey,” I said in her ear, stroking her long, wavy brown hair.  “Its going to be okay,” I pulled her away from me, squeezing her shoulders with my shaking hands.  “Everything’s going to work out fine,” I lied.  I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t want Kashmere to cry anymore.  She had shed too many tears in her lifetime. 


“You don’t know that,” she cried softly.  “What if they take you away from me Maroon?  What if…” she trailed off and walked over to the window overlooking the busy streets of Washington D.C. “What if I never see you again?” When she turned back to look me in the eyes her emerald green eyes were distant.  


“You will see me again,” I whispered.  I couldn’t believe how much I was lying to myself, and the one I loved.  


“Promise?” she uttered that word that I hoped she wouldn’t.  There was no way I could promise her something like that. But the words fell from my mouth before I could stop them.


“I promise,” I said.  Tears began to leak from her eyes and stream down her face, leaving black trails of mascara down her cheeks.  She ran into my arms and kissed me.  Her lips were wet, but I didn’t care.  I didn’t care if she had black all down her face.  I didn’t care if she was ruining my dress shirt.  All I cared about was this kiss.  The last kiss I might never be able to have again.


“So, Mr. Walker,” Judge Peterson stared down at me from the bench.  “This is a big trial, for both you and Mr. Thorn.”  I glanced over at Justin to see him glaring at me with those peircing black eyes. 


I quickly turned away and was faced with stern ice blue eyes instead.  I figured these eyes were better than Justin’s.  “As you know Maroon,” she said, our eyes locking.  “This trial will last a matter of weeks, maybe even months.  We will bring in witnesses and victims, and you will be found either guilty or innocent.”  I was tempted to roll my eyes, but I didn’t dare.  I knew this whole process, I just wanted her to get it over with. 


“Kashmere Gallant, please come to the Witness Seat.”  The judge called her up, she shakily went to the seat by the judge and stared at me.  “Please tell us all you can remember from the night your parents were murdered.”

Kashmere


“Well,” I began.  “I remember that I had gone out to dinner with my parents that night.  When we got out of the car, I saw a boy, with reddish colored eyes, but somehow, I could tell they were natural.  After we sat down, the boy and the man who I assumed was his father sat down near us.  My mom wanted to leave, but my dad said it would be okay.” 


I paused and cast a look at Maroon, then continued.  “We went to the movie, and I…went to the horror section.  That was when I saw the boy again, and we began talking…”


“Talking about what?”


“I…” I stopped.  “I don’t really remember.  Just all sorts of things.” 


“Alright, continue.” 


“My dad came and saw us talking, and got really pissed- I mean, angry,” I said, trying to cover up my bad language.  “Anyways, then Maroon gave me a…a movie. Assasin Warning.” 


“Then you left?” The judge asked. 


I nodded.  “Yes, and we watched the movie like we would normally.”


“What happened after that?” 


“I woke up in my bed, and my dad gave me a necklace.  It had a ruby and he said not to let anyone near it.  And to stay in bed if I heard anything.” 


“But you didn’t?” 


I shook my head.  “I could hear my alarm go off on my iPod and so I went to go turn it off.  That was when I saw my…” I trailed off and tears began to fall at the new memory.  


“You’re father?”


I nodded and quickly continued, forcing tears back as I described my mother and father’s bodies and wounds.  “After I climbed into my mom’s bed, I could hear people talking,” I said.  “Maroon came in and lifted up the covers, then he told me that he wouldn’t tell the other man, Justin, I was there.  Then they left.” 


“That was when you fell down the stairs and later woke up in the hospital, correct?” 


“Yes your honor.” 


“Thank you Miss Gallant, now will Lizzie Webb please come to the Witness Seat.” 

Lizzie


It was the first time I had seen Kashmere in three years.  I hadn’t talked to her since I had gotten her reply letter, and here I was, a witness at her trial.  


“Begin,” the judge said and I dived into my tale.


“Kashmere and I had been attending the same boarding school since we were around eight years old.  Before we seperated for the summer, we promised to write, just as we always did.  I wrote a letter and sent it as soon as I got home, me, missing her already.”


“And you didn’t get a reply?”


I shook my head.  “A few days later, I saw in our newspaper about her parent’s deaths, and I couldn’t bear to write her again, I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.” 


“A few months later, I got a letter stating she didn’t remember me at all.  I cried, and wondered if she would ever remember me.”


I paused and cast a look at my best friend.  She was staring at me with her big emerald eyes, tears flowing down her face.  I felt warmth trickle down my own, and realized that I was crying as well. 


“Then, two years ago, my…my mom was killed as well.  She had been stabbed multiple times.  I had been staying at my dad’s, but I felt a feeling that I needed to go home early that night.  As my dad dropped me off, I saw two people leaving our house.”  


Kashmere stared at me, and then looked at Maroon.  “My dad and I ran up to them, and they began shooting.  I quickly ran towards our door but I felt a pain in my leg and turned to see a boy.  He was wearing black, but I could see his maroon colored eyes clearly in the dark.” 


“My dad and I ran into the house, locking the doors and windows.  The boy who had shot me in the leg was trying to force the man to leave.  I watched the man hit the boy.  I called 911 and as police were heading our way, they left.” 


“And you never saw them again?” 


I shook my head.  “Not until now.” 


“Thank you Miss Webb.”

Maroon


I watched as each person told their tales.  I hadn’t realized that Lizzie, the girl I had shot in the leg, had a connection with Kashmere.  A few other witnesses of their family’s murders talked before recess.  


I couldn’t believe all the death and sorrow I had caused.  It was unbeleivable. I was given a drink of water, and good thing too.  I was parched.  I glanced at Kashmere, but she was embracing Lizzie.  


I turned my gaze to Justin, he wore the same disguisted face he had at the beginning of the trial.  I had a feeling this would be the longest trial, speaking of all the people I had killed.  No, Justin had killed.  Justin had killed too, it hadn’t been just me.  


The trial was back in session, and Wanda was on the witness seat.  She told about Kashmere cutting herself, and I could feel pain in my heart.  I had caused that.  It had been all my fault.     


Then Paul told the judge how Kashmere had nearly jumped on to her parents’ coffins, only wanting to see their faces before she completely forgot them.  Tears swelled in my eyes.  How could I have caused her so much pain? Me, the one she had forgiven. She had had no reason to forgive me, but she did anyways.


I sipped my ice water and was growing stiff.  My life would be like this for atleast a month, if not longer.  There were so many victims, I could hardly believe all the people.  Most of them teens like me who had lost their parents because of Justin and me.


“We will continue this trial next week on Thursday July 22nd,” the judge said and we were dismissed.  I longed to reach for Kashmere, to comfort her and tell her it would be alright again, but I could see it in her eyes now.  She could see past my lies, and knew, it wouldn’t be okay. 


She turned her head away from me and I could see tears flowing down her cheeks again, but she quickly wiped them away as Lizzie came near.  Oh God, what had I done? 


The whole week seemed to pass by slowly.  I just wanted to be free, or be in jail and end this waiting.  I didn’t like this at all, this whole waiting thing.  I didn’t see much of Kashmere, nor Luke or Rob.  I missed how it had been before, when we were all laughing in one of our cars, (usually mine), eating out for lunch. 


I thought back to the boating trip at Lake Tahoe and tears nearly came to my eyes.  My hand tingled when I remembered holding onto Kashmere’s hand as we jumped into the icy water…


I lay on the hotel room bed and sighed.  If only it could be that way again, if only I could be free and not behind bars.


I was at the desert place.  The church Kashmere and I had found stood tall, the steeple reaching for the sky.  I walked down the faded dirt road and to the church, wanting to hold Kashmere in my arms, just like we had done nearly three months ago.  


I began to shake as I walked into the crumbling church and saw the carving of our names that Kashmere had written what seemed like so long ago.  As I traced the letters of our names, I couldn’t believe what I had done.  How could she still love me?  Even after I took away everything from her?  


I fell to the ground, tears falling steadily down my cheeks.  “Kashmere,” I whispered her bittersweet name.  “How can you still be in love with me?” 

Kashmere

ONE MONTH LATER


I couldn’t believe it. Today was the day when the jury would decide what was to happen with Maroon.  The judge was growing tired, I could see that from the dark bags under her eyes, and I hadn’t been sleeping well for the past month either.  


I stared into Maroon’s eyes before he was called up to the stand to finally testify for himself.  “Maroon, please tell us how you first met Justin,” Judge Peterson said calmly. 


Maroon looked at me and then glanced at Justin.  “I was only a baby,” he said.  “When I was in the hospital after I got shot I had a flashback of the night he took me away, killing my parents.”  Gasps, came from the crowd in the Court Room.  


“Go on,” the judge urged and Maroon began once again to tell his story. 


“After that he raised me.  He beat me nearly every day though, and whenever I asked where my parents were he would always say they were murdered.  But it never occurred to me that he could have been the one until I was around twelve.  


“When I was seven I was given my first job, which was what you call The California Bank Robbery.  I didn’t want to, but Justin kept forcing me to, saying that he would kill me if I didn’t kill for him.” 


“That’s a lie!”  Justin hissed, standing up as well as he could with his handcuffs.  “He lies!  The boy lies!” 


“Mr. Thorn!  Please,” his defendant said, trying to sit Justin back down, but he would not yeild.  


“I never did such thing!  It wasn’t us who did the California Bank Robbery!  We never wanted to hurt anybody!” 


“Yes Justin, you did, and I didn’t.  But I couldn’t say no, because you would have gone and killed the people after I was dead,” Maroon said honestly.  


“Sit down Mr. Thorn!” The judge shouted and brought the court back to order.  “Now the jury will decide,” Judge Peterson said, dismissing the court.  

I was scared, I was afraid for Maroon.  What would the jury decide?  I knew that Maroon would have to suffer some consequence, even though he was forced.  But I just didn’t want to see him behind bars.  


I didn’t want to see him get hurt.

Maroon


I was trembling as the jury returned.  My fingers were crossed and I couldn’t breathe.  I was praying to God that I would somehow escape prison and be able to be with Kashmere.  I hoped that the Jury had believed my stories, and maybe, possibly I wouldn’t have to go to Juvy or prison.  


The Jurur stood up and spoke into the microphone.  “The Jury has decided Justin A. Thorn is guilty of mass murder and child abuse, resulting in a life sentence in jail.” I glanced over at Justin and saw him shaking, his face filled with anger. 


“Maroon D. Walker is innocent.”  


The room was engulfed in silence.  I couldn’t breathe.  Was this for real?  I couldn’t be innocent, even though I had been forced.  Tears streamed down my cheeks and I turned to Kashmere, seeing trails of black mascara below her eyes. 


I placed my hands together and looked to the ceiling, uttering a prayer of thanks.  I felt arms wrap around me and felt Kashmere’s chocolate brown hair drape across my neck and her soft gentle lips on my cheek.  “I knew we could do it,” she whispered.  


I stood up from my seat, turning around and facing her.  I snaked my arms around her waist and held her close to me.  Our lips met and our tears joined.  As we pulled away slightly I whispered, “I love you.” 


“I love you too,” she whispered and our lips were together again.  I felt her hands tangling in my hair and couldn’t believe the miracle that had just happened.  I was free.  We were free to be in love, and were free to remember the day we first met, the day our paths were entwined, the day I brought back her recollections.   

