Prologue

I opened my eyes and sat up, a blinding white greeting my swollen eyes
.  White walls surrounded me, and I was dawned 
in a white hospital gown, along with being engulfed in white sheets
.  I looked down at my shaking hands, the beeping of the heart monitor growing faint as my gaze ran up and down my arms.  
I squinted at my arms, taking in the bandages around my arm.  
What was I doing here? Was there something wrong with me?  I should have been home, in the arms of my parents…wait.  Wouldn’t my parents be here with me if I were hurt?  What the hell was going on?


“Mom?” I croaked.  “Dad?”  I looked around, hoping to see my dad’s muscular figure in a chair, or hear my mom applying lipstick and humming in the bathroom to the left of me.  Where were they?



Almost on queue
, a nurse walked in, a clipboard in her hand.  She was writing something down and then quickly glanced up at me, her blue eyes widening and shining 
with something I recognized as joy.

 Kashmere, you’re awake!” she exclaimed, smiling.  But I didn’t want a smile, I wanted answers.



“What am I doing here?” I snapped.  She looked taken aback and paused in her footsteps, playing with a blond stray curl.  


“Kashmere, I’ll go get something for you to eat first, then I’ll explain-”


“I know what you’re going to say.  You’re going to say it will be explained later, but I need answers, now.”


The nurse bit her lip and slowly sighed.  She walked towards me and sat on the white bed, careful not to bump me.  “Kashmere, do you remember anything that happened…the other night?”


I squinted 
my eyes, trying to think back.  But it was just…blank.  I shook my head.  “All I remember is…well coming home from boarding school, going out to eat and grabbing a movie from the rental store…”


“That’s it?” she asked, concern written all over 
her face. 


I fully closed my eyes this time.  No, that wasn’t it.  There was someone, a boy, a boy with a gentle smile and black hair.  He was about my age, maybe a little bit older.  “There was a boy,” I finally said.  “But, I don’t remember where I exactly saw it, its all just a blur.” 


The nurse nodded, her tongue in her cheek. “Kashmere, your 
parents…were murdered two nights ago.  But you were some how magically spared.”


I could feel 
my eyes widen, and tears prick my eyelids.  My heart was drumming, my chest was closing in on my organs, my breathing was ragged.  
She was lying, my parents weren’t dead! They were at home, still alive.  Dad was making French Toast and sausage while mom was squeezing orange juice from fresh oranges.  We would go boating in Lake Tahoe.  My dad would drive across the crystal clear water while my mom laid out 
on the white creaky dock, and I would be in the water, wakeboarding to my heart’s content.  They weren’t dead, they just couldn’t be.


“You’re lying,” I muttered.  “They’re okay! They’re still alive!  I can feel it!” 
Tears rolled down my cheeks in what felt like liters
, it was impossible.  It was just a dream, it was just a dream.  It had to be…just a dream.  

Chapter 1


Beep!  Beep!  Beep!   I groaned at the sound of my 
screeching alarm clock.  It seemed to be calling my name, but I was reluctant to get out of my warm cocoon
.  But of course
, Wanda had moved the alarm clock to the other side of my room, making me have to walk a whole one and a half feet to press the snooze button, which so wasn’t worth being late.


I got up and stretched my arms, and flipped on the light switch as I walked out the door and into the bathroom.  I glanced at my face in the mirror as I turned the water onto full blast.  
Bags were under my eyes, due to the lack of studying before eleven P.M, again.  
I sighed. High school was hard, especially with all A.P. classes. 


I smelled the steam before I saw it, stripping off my pajama pants and tank top
. I stepped into the shower, the steam curling around my ankles and slowly up the rest of my body.
  The steam was like an aroma that woke me up every morning, opening my eyes and seeing light for the first time at the new dawn.


As I stepped out of the shower after about ten minutes lathering myself in white foam and yummy smelling products I wrapped the towel around my body, letting the heat stay with me as I walked into my room and changed.


I grabbed a pair of jeans and a tank top from my drawers in the dresser.  I walked into the bathroom and dried my hair before putting on my olive knit sweater over the white tank top.  It was pretty cool for Reno, Nevada, but, it was the end of February after all, meaning it was around forty degrees Fahrenheit.  



I applied some light greenish eyeshadow, the color making my emerald eyes pop.  
I smiled in satisfaction at my reflection, I looked much better than the beast who had woken up this morning.


The aroma of sausage and pancakes greeted me as I started down the stairs.  Wanda and Paul were home today, most likely would be all day.  I smiled as I sat down, giving them my daily good morning.


Wanda and Paul were my parents; well, the parents I had grown up with since I was twelve.  I loved them, but sometimes, I wished I could still remember my birth parents faces.  I can’t remember anything from the night they died.  It wasn’t like it was a long time ago, only about four years. But for some reason, I wouldn’t have even known that they were murdered if it hadn’t of been for the newspaper clippings.


Wanda plopped a pancake and a couple sausages onto my plate.  I quickly flooded the plate with syrup, sausages and all.  “Mmm,” I sighed, taking the smell and flavor as it ran over my eager taste buds.


Paul looked up from his newspaper and took another sip of his black coffee, announcing some troubling news in the world, like usual
.  It seemed like nobody could escape bad news nowadays.  It happened in at least one place each day. 


I glanced at the clock hanging on the wall and let out a small squeal.  “I’m going to be late!” I said, chugging down the white milk in my glass.  I ran upstairs, quickly running my toothbrush over my teeth and darted back down in record time, swinging my backpack over my shoulder and saying goodbye to Wanda and Paul.  



  I sprinted out to my old, light blue Honda Civic, groaning as I saw fresh splats of bird poop on the side mirrors.  “Stupid birds,” I cursed, unlocking the door and climbing in.  I started the engine, pulling out of the driveway and driving down the street. 


“Breaking news!  In all fifty states of our country the governors of each state and his or her family have been found dead.  The murderer and his possible partner have been traced as far as each state border, but no further.  Officials believe that the killer of each of the governors is associated or responsible for the Californian Bank Robbery that took place five years ago in Sacremento.  A witness of the bank robbery tells us of a boy traveling with the murder.  He had been no older than ten.  The killers are also believed to be responsible for Governor Gallant and his wife’s murder which took place three years ago-”



I quickly changed the channel, clenching the steering wheel.  They were so close to discovering the killer of my parents, but they always seemed to escape.  I bit my lip, I wanted to find who was responsible for my parents death, and who was responsible for me not to have a normal life.


My father had been the governor of Nevada, and a very rich governor at that.  
Well, we were rich even before he was a governor, maybe that was part of the reason he won the election.  But, he was a good man.  After he had died everyone told me about how honest and hard-working he was, and I knew it was true, even though I couldn’t remember him. 


My mother had been the same way, or at least everyone told me so.  Our neighbors, friends, and many of the people my father worked with said my parents had been made for each other, and I believed it.


I sighed, turning up the volume of the radio till it was blasting.  Sappy love songs filled my ears and my smile quickly returned.  “I wanna stand with you on a mountain, I wanna bathe with you in the sea…” I turned up the radio even louder, this was mine and my boyfriend’s, Jared Williams, song.  We had started dating the night of the Homecoming dance in October, and this had been the first song we had danced to as a couple. 


As I pulled up to the school I saw Jared waiting for me, him leaning against his black SUV, his shaggy blond hair blowing slightly in the wind.  I pulled up next to him and cut the engine, climbing out. 


“Hey Kashmere,” he said as I made my way around my car and into his arms.  He kissed me tenderly, his blue eyes shining.  


“Hey guys!” I heard a voice say and I turned, my smile broadening as I saw my best friend Missy approaching us, her boyfriend Rob clinging to her waist.  


I couldn’t help but notice Jared roll his eyes.  He didn’t take a fancy to my two friends I’d known since seventh grade too much.  
Especially Missy, he thought she was too “immature,” though she was a lot like me.  


“Hey, track season starts in two weeks, you excited?” Missy asked, flipping her blond wavy hair.  


“Oh yeah! I totally forgot!” I said.  “Are you going to do track this year, Jared?” 


“Yeah, probably.  I’m pretty good at the long jump, you know,” he said, smiling. 


“Yes yes, we all know,” Rob said, rolling his eyes.  It appeared that Rob didn’t like Jared too much either. 


“You should do the hurdles again this year,” Jared told me.  “You have the legs for it.”  He grinned, kissing me on the cheek.


My cheek blushed red as he planted the kiss.  It was kind of embarrassing to tell you the truth, 
when he kissed me in front of my friends.  “I might,” I said.  “But as long as Missy does the high jump and Rob does the four hundred.”  


“You already know that we are experts at those events,” Missy replied.  “Why wouldn’t we do them?” she laughed.


Bing! Bing!  We all groaned as we heard the warning bell rang.  “I hate school,” I said.  


“Me too,” Jared answered.  “You’re the only thing that makes it worthwhile.”  He nuzzled my cheek and down to my neck. Spiders began to run up and down my spine as we walked into Walding High.




Chapter 2


I tapped my pencil on my desk in boredom.  First period was my art class…but the only thing I wanted my fingers to do right now is to be intwined with Jared’s.  At the thought of his name I felt my cheeks warm up.  I longed for his sweet kiss he had left lingering on my lips before I had gone into the art room.  Lucky for me, he was in my second period history class, we would be together in less than an hour.



“Class, I would like you all to meet our new student.  He has just moved here from New Jersey.  I’m sure you’ll all welcome Hunter Burson,” Mrs. Lindstrom’s clear voice rang out. 



I looked up from my desk to the boy standing in front of the classroom.  His eyes were downcast
, but I could tell they were a stormy gray-blue.  Almost 
like the beach on cloudy day.  His almost 
black hair was spiked up with care, and his skin was very fair, unusual for people in Nevada, but he had just moved here, and it was Febuary.


He glanced up and I felt a force, a force 
holding our gaze together.  Our eyes were locked.  It seemed as if time stood still for a moment, the moment we stared at each other.  There was something familiar in those eyes…but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 


“Why don’t you take a seat right there next to Kashmere and we’ll get started okay?” Mrs. Lindstrom said, smiling and gesturing to the seat right next to me.  The connection broke and I felt heat rising through my body as he took his seat.  


I looked down at his tennis shoes and then back up at his face.  I smiled a little, and nodded.  “Hi,” I let out.


“Hey.  You’re…you’re Kashmere?” he nearly whispered.  


I nodded.  “Kashmere Gallant at your service.”  I grinned, trying to break the ice, but I guess it didn’t work.  He just did a small nod and turned to look at the front of the classroom. 


I sighed, biting my lip.  I tried to concentrate on the sketches Mrs. Lindstrom was drawing on the board, which was basically just the regular fruit in a bowl, but I couldn’t help but keep glancing at Hunter.


And he kept glancing at me.  I looked down, but that didn’t help either.  I could feel my palms sweating, and I groaned at the curse.  Ever since I’d been little, I had had sweaty palms, and it really  was a curse, especially at dances.  
That’s why I wore gloves to formal dances, and winter ones when I could get away with it.


“Now, I will give you an assignment.”


The class groaned at the news.  Mrs. Lindstrom barely gave homework, basically we just drew whatever we wanted in class.  I guess that wouldn’t be the case today.


Mrs. Lindstrom passed out a pile of green papers, each with a fruit on it.  We were supposed to draw that fruit, and turn it in on Friday.  A whole week to get it done, but I knew that I would probably not get to it until Thursday night.  


“What did you get?” I asked Hunter, still smiling.


“A pineapple,” he said quietly.


“Lucky!” I complained.  “I got a banana! How lame is that?” I rolled my eyes and let out a small giggle.  


His lips curved into a grin and I heard a chuckle escape from his lips.  “I’d trade you, but I have a feeling that a pineapple will be more fun.” 


It was the first time I had really actually heard his voice.  And one word could describe it: hypnotizing.  
I slowly nodded, taking in a deep breath. “Yeah, but at least a banana is easy.” My words seemed like dirt compared to his.  His voice was gentle, but yet so fierce at the same time.  


Our eyes locked again, and once again I felt that same link…but what was it?  I didn’t recognize it, but yet I did.  

*  *  *  * 


“What do you have next?” I asked as we walked down the hall.


“I have history. You?” 


“Me too!” I exclaimed and quickly covered it 
up. “I mean, that’s great.  We can walk to class together every day.” But that didn’t sound quite right either to my ears.  “I mean, I have a lot of friends in that class and you can be friends with them and we can hang out-”


“I get it,” he said, grinning, and sparing me another failing cover-up.


We walked a little further down the hall in silence and finally turned the corner, walking into the history classroom.
  Everyone was sitting on desks, since it was still passing period, and we had another two minutes to get settled. 


“Hey Kash,” Jared’s voice sent tingles up my spine and as soon as I saw his blond hair on the other side of the classroom I felt as if I was flying into his arms.  But really, I was standing there with Hunter, enfolded in a daydream.


“Who’s…this?” Jared asked as he walked towards me, his eyebrow slightly raised.  


“This is Hunter.  He just moved here and he’s in our class,” I said, my voice slightly shaky, though I knew it shouldn’t have been.


“Ah.” Jared seemed slightly relieved, but not by much.  His weight was planted on his left foot, and he was biting his lip, an old habit of his when he was nervous.  Jared? Nervous?  About Hunter?  That just didn’t seem right.  Jared never got nervous, especially not around me.  He was a confident guy,
 some know him as the “Cocky Basketball Star.”  Just because he was very confident, and played on the Varsity Basketball team.


“Sit down you guys,” Mrs. Samson said, striding in right as the bell rang. 


We all sat down in our assigned seats, except for Hunter, who went up to Mrs. Samson.  The introduction was made again, except this time she placed him in front of Jared, which made him diagonal from me.


He looked at me and smiled, and it was nice to know that he had a friend.  But I couldn’t help but hear the shuffle of Jared’s restless feet underneath his desk.

  Chapter 3


I spun the dial on my locker, sighing.  I was so tired, it seemed like I was always tired these days.
  Too much studying, I thought, letting out a yawn.  I opened my locker, pulling out my book bag and stuffing my binder into my bag, and slinging it over my shoulder. 


It had been a long day.  Hunter and I had most of our classes together, aside from seventh and fourth period.  But I didn’t really want him to see me running in P.E. anyways. 



I began walking out the door when a hand on my shoulder stopped me.  I turned around, a smile creeping 
onto my face.  It had to be Jared, he was probably inviting me to go to dinner with him on Friday…he was always planning special dates for us.


But I was surprised to see Hunter standing behind me.  “Oh! Hunter!” I said, realizing the absolute surprise that stood out from my words.  
“I didn’t…expect it to be you.  But…what’s up?” 


“Umm…this is kind of weird, but Just- I mean, well my dad dropped me off this morning.  And he probably won’t be able to pick me up until late, so could I maybe, possibly-”


“Get a ride?” I finished the question for him, grinning.  “Of course you can, where do you live?” 


I felt my eyes grow wide as he told me his address, and I realized it was only a few houses down from my home.  “I live about three houses down from you!” I smiled.  


“I guess we’re neighbors then,” he said.  He smiled, but there was a look of trouble in his eyes
, something I couldn’t pick out.


“Okay, well, my car is out this way.” I began walking, and we were soon leaving the school in my old Honda, Hunter in the passenger seat.  Awkward silence filled the car, the purr of the engine being the only sound.  


I quickly flipped on the radio, relieving us from what seemed like a never-ending silence.  I bit my lip as I came to a stop light and made myself ask Hunter what music he liked.


“I like all kinds, I guess I don’t really have a favorite,” he mumbled.  


“Ah,” I said, stepping on the gas pedal.  As I pulled up into his driveway I smiled and said I’d see him the next day. 


“Thanks for the ride Kashmere,” he said, our eyes locking in an eternal gaze. 


I looked down, finally killing the engine and the gaze.  “No problem,” I replied.  


“See ya.” 


“See ya.”  My voice was quiet as he got out of the car and started to the house.  I watched as he unlocked the door with a key in his pocket, and stepped inside.  

�This might have more impact as its own sentence (i.e. “A blinding white greeted my swollen eyes.”)  Short emphatic sentences work better to begin a story than long ones.


�Yikes, passive voice.  And the correct spelling is “donned.”  This would be stronger as just “wore.”


�Too much happening in one sentence, consider breaking it up.


�For the life of me I can’t remember the formal name for this kind of sentence, but you really seem to like them.  One or two is fine, but try varying your sentence structure a little more.


�Here’s another example of such a sentence.


�“Cue,” you mean.


�You sure like your gerunds, don’t you?  It’s fine to sprinkle them throughout but when they’re concentrated so heavily it becomes a little irritating to read.  Don’t be afraid of being emphatic with your sentences and just using plain old verbs.


�Awkward.


�Nice.


�I don’t think I should have to point out every  time you do this.  Just keep it in mind.  It’d be much easier to explain if I could just remember what this kind of sentence was called…


�Just curious, but why does she squint when she thinks?


�Awkward.


�“You’re”/”your” is a common error to make, and easy to fix too.  Just say “you are” every time you see “you’re” written and you’ll quickly figure out whether you need a “you’re” or “your.”  In this case, “you are parents” sounds a bit weird, doesn’t it?


�As a general rule it’s best to avoid using “feel” in this context, especially in first person.  She’s the narrator, she doesn’t have to “feel” anything because it’s happening to her.  Just say her eyes widened. Again, don’t be afraid to be emphatic!


�No need for the imperfect tense (is this what it’s called?  I forget)>  Just say “My heart drummed, my chest closed in on my organs, etc.


�Awkward.


�Nice strong, specific images.


�???  How can she feel it.


�This bit of hyperbole harms more than helps.  It’s just so over-the-top it makes the scene feel humorous, which I don’t think is your intention.


�Awkward.  I’d just say “I heard.”


�Something about this sentence bothers me but I can’t explain what.  Maybe it’s the “seemed”, or maybe it’s because the two clauses aren’t connected at all.  Split this into two sentences.


�Argh, I’m an “of course” abuser myself, so I understand the temptation to put it in to make a point more emphatic, but it doesn’t work.  It just sounds awkward and like an authorial intrusion.


�Be more specific than just “full place.”


�?  I don’t understand what this sentence means.


�Yes, that’s precisely what bothers me about these sentences!  You’re connecting two unconnected clauses.  What does smelling steam have to do with stripping off pajamas?  Trying to turn the second clause into a dependent clause does not connect it any more to the independent clause.  This sentence would work better with an “and stripped” instead of the “stripping.”


�Umm…I should stop pointing this out, but it’s really jarring.  Hell, every sentence in this paragraph is that kind of sentence. 


�Too many “it”s.  Can’t make out which “it” refers to what.


�I swore I’d stop pointing this out.


�This is a run-on sentence.  Turn the comma into a full stop or semicolon.


�I take that because of the trauma, she’s forgotten about that night in the hospital?  Does she still remember it?  Maybe try to connect it in some way to this scene.


�Rather than telling us this in the narration, try to show it to us through dialogue.  It’d help characterize Paul.


�Hmm, the “I’m gonna be late” opening is rather cliché.


�Whoa, that is extreme.  Just…too extreme to be realistic.  I’d think there would be more of a panic over this, maybe in Paul and Wanda’s reactions that morning (which is why you should show their interactions with Kashmere at breakfast).  Seriously, the simultaneous deaths of every governor would be enough for the President to declare a state of national emergency.





The news report itself doesn’t feel terribly authentic.  It seems a bit disjointed?  All I can say is that listen to a ton of news reports to get a good feel for what they’re like.


�This doesn’t ring terribly true to me.  Maybe because Kashmere just doesn’t seem shocked enough.  I know I’d be floored at hearing about 50+ simultaneous deaths, even if I didn’t care about politics.


�Hmm, wow.  This revelation is a bit out of the blue, not really foreshadowed.  I can’t explain what bothers me about it; it just feels really random to me.


�Not that I have much experience in this alley, but when you’re kissing someone, I don’t think you can see their eyes.  Remember, since this is 1st person everything needs to be from Kashmere’s perspective.


�Awkward.


�I don’t think this part is strictly necessary.


�Ha, nice imagery.


�Nice depiction of a lovestruck teenager. 


�Awww, the new transfer student is just as cliché as the late for school plot.


�“Downcast” means gloomy.  I take that what you mean here is that he’s staring at the floor.


�No need for the “almost.”


�Again!


�No need to repeat “a force.”  It’d be great if you could elaborate on what this “force” actually feels like.  An electric jolt?  A chill?


�The way you’re writing this, it seems the art class is set up as a standard classroom with desks and a teacher lecturing at the front.  Admittedly, this strikes me as a bit weird, though maybe this is what the art classes in your area are like.  All the art classes at my school take place in a separate, large room with lots of tables and drawing equipment scattered throughout, and the teacher never directs the entire class at once.  The students all work on their separate projects at the same time.  Then again, maybe your art classes are different, I can’t judge.


�Hahaha.  :D  Nice little bit of character info.


�Who wouldn’t?  XD


�Might want to elaborate on why it’s hypnotizing.  There are a lot of different kinds of hypnotizing voices.  For instance, I think Patrick Stewart’s deep British baritone is hypnotizing, but at the same time I think Akira Ishida’s expressive tenor is hypnotizing (even though I don’t understand Japanese so I have no idea what’s saying).  So just saying “hypnotizing” isn’t going to cut it.


�Hmm, okay, you’re trying here, but I still can’t really hear Hunter’s voice.  Be more specific.  I find describing voices in music terms helps me hear them better.  Knowing if a voice is tenor, baritone, bass, alto, soprano, contralto, mezzosoprano is enormous help, at least to me.


�Covered what up?


�Ehh, this feels awkward.


�You use “walk” twice in this sentence and it’s very jarring.   “Walk” is also quite a general word.  Try for stronger, more specific verbs to describe action.  Maybe Kashmere and Hunter are ambling, or strolling, or something along those lines.


�Need a full stop, semicolon, or colon.  Your choice.


�Nice job setting up tension.


�Run-on sentence.  Actually, you could easily fix this by removing the “I was so tired” clause.


�Nice subtlety involving Kashmere’s growing feelings for Hunter.  It really does always start with something so small.


�Eh…?  An odd word choice.  It has an almost sinister connotation.


�Awkward.


�There’s probably a more natural way to phrase this.


�“a troubled look” is probably better.  Remember, you want to be as concise as possible with your prose.


�Oh, no, no.  This is a horrid sentence as it is now.


�Is that the end of the chapter?





