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Tall, Dark & Devilishly Handsome


Jasmine stood at the rusted open gates of the cemetery looking in at the silhouetted outlines of the tombstones rising up against the blackened sky. She moved from foot to foot, wanting the fear in her heart to run away. It wasn't working. Alicia, her best friend since kindergarten, was missing, and Jasmine feared the worst had happened.

Alicia had gone inside on a dare. Not from Jasmine, but from Cathy, their friend from school. Alicia was not one to back down from a dare, especially from Cathy, no matter what the risks of danger were. Alicia showed no fear, and didn't think anything of being cautious. The thought of Alicia in the cemetery alone on a dark night just didn't sit well with Jasmine. But Alicia insisted on going in alone.

She worried that Alicia's lack of concern for her own safety had finally caught up to her.

Fifteen minutes. That's all Cathy told Alicia to be in the cemetery for. Jasmine called out to her from the cemetery gates, but only silence responded. Jasmine had not wanted to follow Alicia into the cemetery, owing to the fact that her cautious side did enough worrying for both girls. Standing alone outside the gates was as close as Jasmine wanted to get to the resting place of the dearly departed.

Left behind at the gates, with too much time on her hands, Jasmine began to think back on the behavior Alicia had been showing the last few weeks. Jasmine couldn't place the odd behavior, but knew that there was definitely a change in Alicia's personality. She was more bold, with more spring in her step.

She kept going on and on about the new man in her life. Not the "boys" they both knew at school. This new man was nothing like those doofuses. This man, much older than what they were used to, had made a marked change in Alicia's personality. She would spend hours away with this mysterious stranger, going only they knew where. But Jasmine never saw this new man, this Prince Charming. Ever. Could Alicia have been making him up? Jasmine wondered.

Whenever Jasmine inquired about him, Alicia would just say how devilishly handsome he was, although he did have his bad side.

Jasmine just couldn't understand why, even though devilishly handsome, Alicia would want to put up with any negative side effects to this man. Alicia just pointed out how his bad side could be overlooked just by looking into his intoxicatingly beautiful blue eyes.

But Jasmine just didn't seem convinced that Alicia did overlook Mr. Tall (did she say he was tall?), dark and devilishly handsome's bad self. She seemed reluctant to mention it much to Jasmine. And she didn't make eye contact when she did. This was not the Alicia Jasmine knew and loved.

The only other thing Alicia would say about Mr. Devilishly Handsome was that he was unlike anyone Alicia had ever met, that he carried himself with an air of quiet confidence that just drew her to him. This kind of talk worried Jasmine. Alicia was so naive and gullible, that this character could be thinking of the most terrible things to influence her friend. But Alicia had just shrugged and laughed the whole thing off as no big deal.

"You'll see what I mean," Alicia had announced that afternoon. "Cathy dared me to meet him in the cemetery on the night of the full moon."

"Why the cemetery?" Jasmine had asked her friend. "And what does Cathy have to do with anything?"

"Cathy was the one who introduced us."

That was when Jasmine’s blood froze. Nothing good ever came from Cathy's involvement in anything.

During the past few weeks, Jasmine had forgotten all about him, until the tonight, night of the full moon, had arrived, and Alicia had been gone inside the cemetery longer than Jasmine had hoped she would be. Worse, the air started getting a lot colder, so much so that Jasmine could see her breath forming in misty clouds in front of her face.

And, of course, when Alicia didn't answer her increasingly frantic calls from outside the gates, Jasmine began to think the worst had happened to her. Could Cathy be playing a nasty joke on Alicia? Maybe Jasmine was the butt of her joke this time. What if this "devilishly handsome" man of Alicia's was on America's Most Wanted?

Ridiculous, Jasmine tried to convince herself. Alicia simply went wandering too far in, too far off the beaten path. She got lost at the mall, for crying out loud. But hearing her voice talking about this man's "bad side" failed to console Jasmine’s growing fear.

When rationale failed to reason with fear, she gave up and headed between the gateposts. It didn't help that the rusty iron gates chose at that moment to swing outward, its grating screech dancing up and down her nerves. She never did like dramatic entrances.

She paused just inside the entrance to steel herself, both against the biting cold growing in the air about her, and against the nagging doubt that Alicia was okay, that nothing had happened to her.

The icy sting of the air bit ferociously at her cheeks, making her regret that she didn't bring more appropriate attire for a chilly night.

Feebly, fighting against the growing chill, she called Alicia's name out. As soon as it came out of her mouth, Jasmine doubted her friend could hear it. The frosty air did a great job of strangling the sound as soon as it had escaped her lips. Jasmine hoped Alicia didn't get very far.

Ahead in the gloomy night, a large crypt rose to blot out what few stars crept out overhead. The crypt housed the remains of some unknown founders of their town, centuries at rest, gathering dust. It stood nearly in the center of the cemetery, denoting whatever importance these now-unknown ancestors held in town once upon a time. Could Alicia have been drawn to this building, called on by her man? These and many more unpleasant thoughts bombarded Jasmine’s mind as she raced toward the lifeless structure.

"Alicia!" she called.

Still moving against her, the cold wind grabbed her voice and obliterated it. She moved cautiously toward the crypt, fearful of who - or what - she might find there. The stony ground yielded nothing to her, seemed to slow her down instead. Maybe she was just imagining this. Was the air getting colder, too?

"I'm not amused, Alicia..." she said, half-heartedly.

She reached the crypt. The door already lay open.

Beyond lay darkness, uninviting and colder still.

Her body screamed out its silent protest against moving forward. Her skin seemed to go in reverse, even as her joints pulled against it, struggling to approach the door. An uneasiness started up her spine, seizing hold on her heart in an icy grip. Suddenly, she felt someone was watching her. She spun around to see no one, just the shadows.

"Alicia, are you in here?" She still hadn't gotten her voice back, as the words died silently on her lips. She crept through the darkened doorway and into the crypt. Jasmine looked around the interior, not wanting to wait for her eyes to adjust, not really wanting to see what was waiting for her within.

"Alicia, why are you doing this to me? What did I do to you?"

Silence answered her, as cold and chilly as the air Jasmine tried not to breathe.

"I am so done with this. Do you hear me? I'm leaving...now. I'll see you back at the dorm."

Jasmine was no longer afraid for Alicia. Irritation turned her fear into a silent rage. Whatever fun and games Alicia played at - probably with help from Cathy - Jasmine wanted no part of it. Turning on her heel in the dark crypt, she stomped off toward the door.

"Have fun with your new best friend, Alicia dear," Jasmine muttered, leaving the crypt and trudging off back in the direction of the front gates.

Approaching the rusted gates again, she noticed something off to the side, within the cemetery walls, near the entrance, that caused her to stop short. The shadows made it difficult to see anything, so it surprised her that she could even see anything at all, but the frigid night wind seemed to chase the black shadows away just long enough to reveal its secrets. Disbelieving it at first, she stopped. Sitting on the ground, looking at her, was a head.

Alicia's head.

Jasmine’s jaw dropped open.

Where the rest of Alicia's body went off to, Jasmine had no idea, but the girl's head was just sitting on the ground all by itself.

Finally Jasmine worked out a scream. Alicia's eyes, staring blankly at her, wasn't the least of the eerie pose she was left in. Her jaw worked open in what appeared to be the start of a scream. Whoever had decapitated
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