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The Beginning

 

At one time he said, the world belonged to him. He loved it back then but then she came along. She seduced him he told me and then she unleashed her soul to the world. She destroyed many a man and ate the flesh of their children. He told me how they danced in the moonlight amongst their bones and she promised to tell him the darkest secrets. 

The underworld king even had tea with them. 

He went on to tell me that one day she told him that she was going to be queen and that he would be her King. This was where things got complicated. He didn't want to be her king. He wanted the world back and he told her that. She got very angry and cursed him.

Now he had to find true love to break the curse. 

That was where I came in he told me.

I replied that I was not his true love nor would I be interested. He frowned. We argued about it and then the world around turned dark. 

He had cursed me. 

 

 

I wore a necklace that he gave me. It was his lock and key for me. I refused to love him so as a part of his curse I wore the necklace that bound me to him. I pretty much did as I wanted for the most part. That was a part of his winning me over. It amused me at times and annoyed me at other times. One of his favorite things was to send me chocolates until I told him that I liked jelly beans and peanut brittle. He laughed and called me colorful. 

That made me smile. 

He looked out for me even though I told him he didn't have to. He was even more protective of me as of late and I found out why.

One day when I was walking home from class, I met a strange girl. It was funny but when she spoke, I knew who she was. It was her, the one who had cursed him. She told me that she wanted him back. I didn't think that I would ever say these words but I told her… no. 


 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One

 

 

"Are you getting up today?"

Scarlet could barely open her eyes. For a moment she wondered where she was. Her head flopped over to the side. The red numbers on the clock confirmed that she was late. In a huff she pulled herself up and swung her legs over the bed. The cold touch of the floor sent a shiver up her toes to the tip of her head.

Cassie poked her head in. "Ah, you are getting up today. The dark princess awakens."

Her smile was crooked which made Cassie look silly. But Scarlet thought that made her unique. She studied art as well as literature. They shared a few art classes together. 

"I'm on my way, my queen." Scarlet called her queen sometime. It befitted her. She ruled over the others who lived in the house with them like she was queen bee.

She waved her long blue colored fingernail at her. "That's right, queen bee says, get up."

Her crooked smile was back. Scarlet stood up and went to the bathroom. She stared at a dark haired girl in the mirror. She called her stupid. "Don't you know we have class this morning?"

The strange colored eyes stared at her with judgement. Scarlet leaned over and examined her eyes. They were the color of beach sand with dark navy mixed in. Aqua green hid behind the blue. Her mother always said that her colorful eyes reminded her of paintings of faeries. 

She would check every once in a while to see if she had wings. It was a joke they shared. 

Scarlet quickly washed up and tied her dark long mane into a knot and pinned her hair in place with colorful clips that were scattered about on the vanity. Scarlet wrinkled her nose in the mirror. 

She quickly threw on her favorite dress with her army boots and pulled pale pink leg warmers that Cassie had knitted over her boots up to her knees. She tucked in the bottom of the leg warmers into her boots. Now she was ready. 

Scarlet tossed her colored pencils and her solvent along with some uncleaned brushes into her bag. She ran out the door almost running over Sissey. 

"Hey, late are we?"

Scarlet winced and ran off. 

Sissey yelled out to her, “good luck."

They both knew she was going to need it.

 

The class hadn't quite started yet due to some incident with a student. What Scarlet could hear from the whispers from the other students, some girl freaked out in class. Not sure what set her off. Some said it was this guy she was with that probably caused it. Nevertheless Scarlet was thankful that bought her some time. Mr. Rufous hated you to be late and he vocalized it to the class. 

When he did arrive, he was scowling. Scarlet sank down into her seat. This was going to be a rough class. The class got assignments and they were due in three days. The class moaned. That always happened when he was in a foul mood. Mr. Rufous dismissed them. 

Everyone dragged their feet out complaining. 

When Scarlet went outside she saw a group of girls. They looked to be consoling one girl. When they broke apart, Scarlet knew the girl. She had classes with her. Her name was Sarah. Scarlet wondered for a moment if she was the girl who freaked out. It didn't fit her, as she was always a calm one. 

Scarlet went over to her after the girls left.

"Sarah?"

She looked at Scarlet and she could tell that she had been crying. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt.”

Sarah smiled weakly at her. "Hi Scarlet, you're not interrupting. I'm just having a bad day."

Scarlet nodded not wanting to ask her if she was the girl who had the incident. Scarlet didn't want to embarrass her. Before either girl could say anymore, a car drove up. A sleek little grey sports car. Sarah smiled then. Her mood suddenly changed when he got out of the car. His smile was melt worthy but at the same time he made Scarlet feel different. 

He took Sarah's hand and was going to pull her close to him when he noticed Scarlet. His smile dropped and his eyes widened. His expression was one of surprise. A chill went through Scarlet. 

"Well, I'm sorry, I didn't notice you. I have not seen you with Sarah before."

Scarlet didn't like the tone he had taken. There was an underlying darkness to his voice. She just stared at him and it made him almost flinch. He blinked and dropped Sarah's hand. She looked at him. "What's wrong?"

He gave his head a shake.

Scarlet cleared her throat. "I need to get going now, I have a class to catch."

Sarah smiled. "See you in paint class."

Scarlet nodded and glanced over at him. He turned away from her glance. She could tell he was nervous. She couldn't imagine why.

 

Paint class was good but the one thing Scarlet noticed was, Sarah was not there. Her spot where she sat was empty. Creepy boy she was guessing had something to do with it. 

When the class ended, Scarlet went out into an open court area to have her drink and go over what she was going to do for Mr. Rufous's class. She got out her sketch pad and started to do some doodles. 

"I should have known that you were an art student."

Scarlet looked up to see Sarah's boyfriend. She tilted her head at him. "Where's Sarah?"

He looked down and shuffled one foot. He stood about three feet from her. It was a bit odd thought Scarlet but all the same she was okay with him keeping his distance.  His sandy brown hair drooped in front of his eyes. He had shoved both his hands into his jean pockets. There was a strip of sweat sticking to his soft grey t-shirt. It was warm but not hot. He cleared his throat and still stared down at the ground. Scarlet heard a mumble of something that sounded like she was in school somewhere? She wasn't sure and didn't want to ask him to repeat himself. 

Scarlet was about to ask what he wanted when he stepped closer to her. It made her tighten her grip on the pencil she was holding. There was something about him that was not right.

"Let me introduce myself."

Scarlet stood up and dumped her pencil and sketchbook into her bag. She didn't like where this guy was going with this. She felt like she was about to get hit on. Just as she was going to tell him to take a leap he took one large stride and now stood right in front of her. She clutched her bag. 

"I just want to meet you, that's it. I mean no harm. I have never seen anyone like you before."

Scarlet didn't know where he was going with that line but was not going to stand there and listen to anymore. She pulled away and turned away from him. She walked about a two feet from him when his words hit her on the back. 

"I knew you from another time."

Scarlet turned her head. His expression was serious. She had to get away from this guy. He was looney tunes.

Whirling around Scarlet picked up her pace and put space between them in a hurry.


 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

 

Scarlet didn't see creepy boy for the rest of the day which relieved her. She didn't see Sarah either. That kind of concerned her. That boyfriend of hers was not the kind of guy that she should be around thought Scarlet. Sarah was a sweet girl.

Scarlet attended her last art class of the day which was the history of the art in the Renaissance era.  

She just sat down when this cold vibe went up her spine. Scarlet took a look around and it was the same students as always. She shook it off and sat down. The professor was in the middle of his lecture when another cold vibe crept through her. Scarlet looked behind her and there sitting two seats back was creepy boy. "Where did he come from?"

His eyes were dark and burning into her. What the hell?

She turned back to the professor and never looked back for the rest of the class. When the buzzer went off she got up and took a careful glance back but he was not there. Scarlet quickly looked everybody over but he was not amongst them.

However when she got outside and was heading toward her car, she spied Sarah and him. They were at his car getting in. 

Scarlet stopped and stared. A lump in her chest formed as they drove toward her. She quickly stepped into the parking lot to get lost among the cars but Sarah spotted her. She waved and that's when he turned around. 

Before Scarlet could get to her own vehicle they were beside her. Sarah was all smiles. A complete change to what she found her earlier. 

His eyes were silky brown, not the dark menacing ones Scarlet had peered into earlier. "Need a ride?"

"No," Scarlet said a little too quickly. "I have my own car but thanks."

Scarlet walked away from them and unlocked her car. She noticed they weren't moving. She quickly got in her car and tried to start it. It wouldn't turn over. She tried again. Nothing.

The next thing she knew was that he was standing next to her. She looked up at him and for a mere second she was looking into those dark eyes again. But when he bent down his were those warm browns and he was smiling. "Need help?"

Scarlet sighed. "I'm sure it will start, I don't usually have trouble with it." 

Scarlet tied again but nothing. It was dead.

He cleared his throat. "Let me give you a ride."

That made her skin prickle. "That's okay, I'll take the bus."

"Oh, you don't have to do that. Sarah won't mind. She would insist and so do I."

She quivered. "I don't want to put you out. I'll take the bus."

He opened the door to her car. "Let's go already."

Scarlet slowly got out and took her bag. He followed close behind her and when they got to his car he quickly opened the back door to let her in. She brushed past him inhaling what smelled like earthy musk.

Sarah turned around. "Sorry that your car didn't start but I'm glad that we get to ride together."

Scarlet smiled in return.

The whole ride was uncomfortable. He would look at her in the mirror periodically. His eyes would turn to those dark black pools every so often. He looked so intense and she knew there was something on his mind. 

They arrived at Sarah's house. He got out with her and walked her to the door. Scarlet went to get out as she knew there was a bus stop just down the street. She couldn't get out. He had shut the car off, why wouldn't the door open? 

Now he was back. "You know," Scarlet said nervously. "I can take the bus from here. It's not far."

He started the car up and the click of the locks thudded in her chest. He pulled out and started on his way. He remained silent for a moment. Then he looked at her in the mirror. "I'm glad we have this chance to be alone so we can talk."

Scarlet didn't respond. She was waiting for him to talk about knowing her from another time. 

She took a deep breath. 

"You and I have a history,” he said quickly. 

Scarlet’s chest tightened. She needed to get away from this guy but she had to stay calm. All she had to do was listen to his story and he would hopefully let her go.

"We knew each other a long time ago. You and I have been through war and bloodshed."

Scarlet couldn't belief what she was hearing. He was more than looney tunes. She had to get away from him.

"But I lost you to her."

Scarlet was not going to ask who "her" was. This guy was creeping her out. 

"It was your eyes that gave you away. There is no one in the world that has eyes like you. I never thought that I would find you after all this time. She kept hiding you from me. That way, I remained under her curse."

Scarlet was starting to panic now. "You know, I can walk from here. Pull over here."

Their eyes met in the mirror. He did as she requested. The click of the locks was music to Scarlet's ears. She flung the door open and clutching her bag leaped out of the car slamming the door shut. For a split second she looked at him. His window was rolled down.

"I mean you no harm. But I will tell you our story. Because there is one thing you don't know. You are cursed as well and I was the one who placed the curse on you.

Scarlet took off running.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

 

Scarlet got home in no time. She never stopped running. She didn't know who was running faster, her legs or her heart. Scarlet locked the door behind her and leaned her back against the door, dropping her bag. Her chest was still pounding. 

She pulled herself away from the door and went into the kitchen. His story of the knowing each other was absurd. Scarlet grabbed her chai tea and decide to have a cup to calm herself. 

While the kettle was on, she grabbed her sketch book. She decided to work on the assignment that Mr. Rufous had assigned. That would also get her mind off of creepy boy. One thing did bother her though and that was Sarah. She had to tell her about him and what mental state this guy as in. He could be dangerous to her. She nodded to herself. She would do this first thing when she saw Sarah. They would 

have their first class together.

As she leaned back in the chair, she opened up to the place where she was before when he first encountered her. She shook the creepy thoughts away and started sketching. She tried out a few ideas and was starting to forget her day when the doorbell rang. She almost jumped out of her skin.  Her first thoughts were of him but then how did he know where she lived? Scarlet rolled her eyes. Of course he knew where she lived. All creepers knew where their victims lived. 

She went to the door and looked through the peep hole. It was a delivery man. One of the girls must have had some papers delivered. She breathed in and opened the door. He was holding a small square package. That was not papers she knew.

"I have a delivery for Miss Scarlet Adams. Can you sign?"

"I'm Scarlet, I will sign. She quickly signed and he handed her the box. The box was very light. Whatever was inside was small. The kettle clicked off. She and her parcel went into the kitchen. Scarlet set it down beside the kettle while she made her tea.

While her tea was steeping, she opened the package. The box inside was white but tea stained in places. It was an old box. When she opened it, there was a dried flowers inside. 

Her nose twitched as the smell of dust and dead roses wafted up to her. Despite that the roses were perfectly preserved. She picked it out of the box. It was a wrist corsage. The lace was soft and still fresh. Don't know why she did it but she slipped it on. 

She felt this funny feeling go through her. It felt like it pulled at her, although very faint. 

Scarlet looked inside the box for a note to tell her who had sent it but there was nothing. 

"Who would send this to me?"

The story of creepy boy and her knowing each other for the past and
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