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About This Book
Eboney Pacer has lived on Pulveda Island her entire life, but now that she’s back home from completing her schooling at Sandero Boarding School, things are starting to become strange. A guy she’s never met, shows up from out of nowhere, the same guy she’s been drawing since she was a kid, and he knows things about her. There is also the car crash Eboney’s parents got into, when she was seven, but it wasn't what it seemed.
Two things are very clear: Eboney’s past and present are about to collide head on, and there’s always more than one side to every story, even within one’s self.
This story has mature subject matter, and can be read as a standalone story, or read in series order. Approximately 111,000 words.
| teenage romance | reapers | gods | mystery | love-triangle | dual worlds | dual narrators | part of a series | stand alone |
Part One | Eboney
chapter one | taste of metallic
My jukebox-shaped, alarm clock violently goes off near my ear, reminding me that my brain is completely wrecked from jet-lag. It’s also reminding me of my great idea to crash in on school classes today, with my best friend, Astrid.
Definitely regretting that decision.
To make matters worse, I had an episode early this morning. That’s what I like to call them.
I hug my pillow closer to my face, and try to pretend that I’m normal. I keep my eyes shut, ignoring the sun bursting through my eyelids, and I fumble my fingers over my alarm clock, looking for the off button. After a few unsuccessful attempts to find the button, the obnoxious radio finally goes silent. I stretch out my arms, and push my matted, black hair from my face.
I notice the taste of metallic across my lips. My eyes pop open, and I smack my head on my bedside dresser, as I sit up too quickly. “Ouch.” That will surely leave another bruise. At least I’ll know where this one came from.
I rub the side of my head tenderly with my fingers, lift my blankets off of me, and get up to look in my long, wall mirror, at my reflection.
Violet eyes that have a little ring of black around the edges of my irises stare back at me, and a thin swipe of fresh, red blood is across my mouth. I let my fingers fall down my mouth, and stare at the caked-blood under my fingernails, and in my dark, chestnut eyebrows. My reflection in the mirror screams horror-movie-poster.
I trail my eyes down my arms and hands, and find a small, deep, vertical cut on my left finger.
My breathing becomes a little heavier as I wonder what happened to me last night.
This isn’t the first time I’ve woken up with aches and bruises that I’d questioned, but today is the first time I’d woken up with blood on me.
A chill works its way up my spine.
Is the blood on me, my blood only, or is it worse, and perhaps someone else’s?
Slowly, I look down at the rest of my body, and lift up my stained, cotton tank-top, to reveal blood on my lower stomach, and my once pink, boy-shorts have turned a darkening red – I ended my cursed, monthly visitor two days ago.
Why am I bleeding?
I barely feel any pain in my stomach, and definitely not enough pain for the amount of blood trickling from a wound, that I can’t see.
That’s when a delayed and horrid, reactionary-scream escapes my lips. I close my mouth quickly, and frantically look around my room for an intruder, or something that could explain the blood on me – coming from me.
Had I killed someone?
I look down at the floor, and at my white, bed sheets – there is blood there as well.
I hear Vegas hammering up the stairs, with her bare feet.
“What’s wrong, Eboney?!” Vegas’ words make their way through my closed, bedroom door, as I swing open my closet door, filled with too many clothes, but nothing else.
I run to my window and look across the huge, landscaped backyard, but there is nothing out of the ordinary out there.
I look down at myself, once more, but the blood has disappeared from my body and night clothes, like a paintbrush had retracted its strokes.
I run back over to my mirror by my bed, and see that the blood on my lips is gone, too. Not a trace of blood remains on my bed sheets, or my floor – there is no longer anything amiss in my entire room. It’s just as I left it last night; messy and smelling like my vanilla candles, from my nightstand.
This is really, really...odd...alarming might be a better word.
chapter two |  101 art class
I sit down on my bed, and drum my fingers on my knees. Vegas opens my bedroom door a moment later, out of breath, and I’m left looking at her, then to my drumming fingers, and I end up dropping my hands to my sides. Vegas assesses me as I stand up speechless. I have no provable explanation for why I’d screamed a minute ago.
Have I been watching too many scary movies lately, making me a little more crazy than usual?
“Eboney, I thought you were being murdered up here. Why did you scream like that?” Vegas walks over to me, wraps her arms around me, and takes a heavy breath out.
“Your mom entrusted me to keep you safe. If anything happened to you, I’d never forgive myself.” Vegas’ eyes change from the black color, when she’s stressed, back to their natural light-brown.
“I’m fine.” I think, I’m fine.
“Must be the scary movies I’ve been watching. Just another nightmare, I guess.” I bring my arms around Vegas’ small frame, and pull her in for a hug.
“I like the shirt and pants,” I say into her fruity-smelling hair.
“Thought I’d support the gothic-lace and leather trend this season, that never really goes out of style.” Vegas gives me one last hug-squeeze, then she has her hands around my face.
“You sure everything is okay?” The kindness in her eyes lets me feel safe again.
Vegas has a way of calming me down since my parents’ deaths. She’s my guardian in accordance with my parents’ wishes, but more like a sister. I couldn’t imagine growing up with anyone else raising me, these last ten years.
“I’ve got your favorite breakfast cooking downstairs, so come down when you’re ready.”
I force a smile at her and say, “Will do.”
Vegas smooths my hair down, and kisses the side of my head, just like my mom used to do when I was a little girl, and heads back downstairs, closing my bedroom door behind her.
My body still stays blood-free, even after Vegas leaves my room. I can finally feel my heart slowing down as I take a sec to put the strangeness of how I woke up this morning behind me.
I walk into my art studio, and sit down on my black and red, striped, bean-bag chair, and stare through my window at the backyard, filled with almost ever kind of fruit tree available. Behind that is ocean, that has a tranquility like nothing else in my life. That’s exactly what I need. Peace and calm.
I suddenly remember my mom once saying, “Water can wash away anything but a dirty soul.” Her voice still comes into my head from time to time, reminding me of things she’d said to me before she died, but the image of what my mom looked like has long since faded in my head. At least I still have pictures of my mom...of my family, in photo albums in the attic upstairs.
I open my sketchbook, on my desk, to a drawing of a young girl with eyes that pierce right to my heart. I certainly hadn’t drawn her. Who did, and why were they in my room?
Looking closer at the drawing, I question myself. Maybe I did draw it...I could have been very tired when I did it. The pencil lines have a distinct familiarity that looks like all of my other drawings, but the picture doesn’t have the imperfections I like to add in...she’s like someone else I draw.
I flip through my sketchbook to the few drawings I have of him. Strange that I’d never really noticed the perfect symmetry in his face until now. I say him because I’ve never meet him before, in my entire life, but drawing him is so familiar and automatic.
Everyone is an artist in some way; we’re all users of tools, that expresses the mind in a more abstract way.
I always draw with an eye too big, or, half a mouth arched down unusually. I don’t see the point in making something look perfect, when nothing is.
Even when I’m modeling for a photo shoot, it takes an hour sometimes to get the perfect shot.
I also like to have an exuberant amount of realism in my drawings, to represent more than just a feeling...but why does this little girl and young man stare at me from off the pages of my sketchbook, with such perfection?
I flip to a fresh page in my sketchbook, and begin to draw the same young man, like other times before. Even though I’ve never seen him before, the details are always the same. I always draw him in charcoal, like a dream with no colors. I draw the perfect arch of his brows leading into the long, slender nose that rests just above his lips, that have many secrets.
“Eboney, breakfast is ready,” Vegas calls from downstairs in the kitchen.
“Be right down.” I drop my pencil on my sketchbook, and go back into my room.
I pull on a pair of cotton shorts from a basket by my bed, just in case Siyu is still here. Vegas has practically made him family, but I should probably not scare him off with missing articles of clothing.
Vegas and Siyu on the other hand, don’t always keep me in mind. I have dropped in on them in more than a few provocative positions. They certainly failed to keep me in mind when getting carried away in the laundry-room, the bathroom, the spare rooms – probably every room in this house, and I so do not want to think about that.
Oh, well. One day, I’ll know the feeling of what it’s like to love someone. Alander is the closest I’ve come to the feeling, and even more so was Xavior, but that doesn’t matter now.
I tuck my feet into my pink slippers, by my bed, and traipse downstairs. I sit on a stool in the kitchen, silently watching Vegas move around the kitchen. She has a corded kitchen phone at her ear, is stirring eggs with a spatula, and is looking through some files on the counter beside her.
In front of me, on the kitchen, island table, are dozens of drawings for Vegas’ fashion collection next year, I can only assume. I pick through ones I’d wear.
Vegas has a fashion show once a year, and the next one is going to be in Epsiwes, on the west coast, like usual.
Vegas hangs up the phone, and dishes up a plate of eggs and bacon, along with some other goodies. She places one of the plates in front of me.
I pour pomegranate juice from a crystal container, on the table, into glasses, prepared from one of the pomegranate fruit trees out back, I’d guess.
Vegas turns back around, gets her files, and breakfast, and sets them on the table. “So what do you think?”
“Love them.” I put the fashion drawings that I like the most in a neat pile to my left.
“These ones are my favorites.” I picked the ones that have the most streamline designs, and pass them to Vegas as she sits down to her own helping of breakfast deliciousness, and looks at me quietly.
Too, quietly.
“What? You’re freaking me out,” I say.
“Nothing...just thinking about how much you look like your mom. I should show you some of the old pictures I have of her when we were young.”
“I’d like that. Juice?” I ask.
“Yes, please.” I lightly push one of the glasses of pomegranate juice towards her.
Breakfast is by far my favorite meal of the day. It’s a time of day when sweets are encouraged, whether it be whipped cream pancakes, fruit smoothies, or chocolate muffins. I’m a fiend for anything sugar; natural sugar these days.
“It’s too bad you didn’t come home for your birthday.” Vegas twirls her blonde hair up into a knot, with clean, black chopsticks from the kitchen table, like a pro.
Our kitchen table is never tidy, and has the most oddly assorted things, like a junk-drawer no one wants anyone to see.
Home is the one place Vegas lets loose a little bit, from her hectic schedule as a fashion designer.
“You can do a belated bash, if you want,” I say.
“Maybe I will, before you change your mind.”
If I can avoid being the center of attention on my downtime from modeling, I do. I’d rather relax with family than go all out with a big party. Unfortunately, living with Vegas means lots of parties.
“How have things been with you, with school and everything?”
“Let’s just say, I’m glad to be done with boarding school in Sandero. Everyone’s a bit stiff for me, and no one’s going to school on this side of the pond with me.”
“You could visit them in the summer – your classmates might behave differently out of school, and I’m sure that handsome, comatose-boy wouldn’t mind.”
“Vegas!” I say angrily.
“I shouldn’t have said it like that. I’m sorry. I just meant there is time to make room for new friends. You only talk to me about your friends here in Pulveda, or the boy in the coma.” Vegas sips her drink, trying to avoid smudging her lipstick.
Maybe the antisocial tendencies I kind of remember having as a child, still hold true now. The more people in my life, means the more I can lose, and I’ve lost enough. Being antisocial works for me.
“I was never that close to any of the girls at Sandero Boarding School. I was usually the one covering for them when they were exploring boys in our dorm, and sneaking out,” I say ruefully at my food.
“Please, don’t be mad at me. You know I love going down south with you in the summer. Sometimes...I just worry you get too consumed in the pain. You’ve had to deal with more than many people your age.”
“It’s fine. I’m not really mad at you, Vegas.” I tap my fork on my plate absentmindedly.
“Was anyone in my room while I was at Sandero, this semester?”
“Of course not. Why do you ask?” Vegas asks.
“I was just wondering.”
Dead end to that mystery, at least for now.
Vegas must not know anything about the mysterious drawings in my sketchbook...these mysterious drawings are not sitting well with me.
“Do you think I’ll make a good doctor?” I stare at my food on my plate, glad that that bullet of a question is out of my mouth. Out of anyone, I don’t want Vegas to be disappointed in me.
“Of course. Aren’t you still excited to go to university in the Fall?” Vegas puts a bite of tofu-bacon in her mouth.
Vegas loves vegan food, unlike myself. I love anything greasy and with meat.
“I was...I am, but sometimes I wonder if going to university, for a near decade, isn’t the toe-curling kind of excitement I need right now. Are you mad?” I look over at Vegas now, hating what kind of disappointment I might find in her facial features, but she grabs my hand and rests our hands on the kitchen table.
“You have my blessing to do whatever you want. You don’t have to prove anything to anyone. Least of all me. I’m just happy I get to be in the presents of such a bright youth. You’ve helped me get through so much too, you know.” Vegas gives my hand a squeeze, and then she starts eating again.
I exhale. “That means a lot to me.”
“Your parents would be so proud of you, Eboney, and I'm so proud of you.”
My parents get a little foggy in my memory, like so many other things. I remember them being such a gorgeous couple, and they never really fought, and they always looked so in love, in every moment. I miss them, so much.
“I think I’m going to model a bit longer, while I figure some things out.”
Vegas lifts a blonde brow at me. “Some things or someone?”
“I’m not answering that!” I pick up a strawberry on my plate and put it in my mouth, chewing slowly.
I love summer fruit, maybe more than any other food. Well, other than sugary sweets, which I try to avoid before doing my modeling jobs.
“How did you know you loved Siyu?”
“I knew from the beginning. I thought about how if I never saw him again, I’d break into two, and never gather whole. I hadn’t known at the time, but he felt exactly the same about me. When I found out it wasn’t just love on my end, because Siyu was feeling the same way as me, I actually had too many words to articulate what love meant to me...how I’d do anything for Siyu. Five years later, we’ve still got that spark. I got really lucky with him.”
Xavior immediately came to mind, while Vegas had been talking...tragedy likes to impede my life, and Xavior ended up in a coma the same day I met him, which had nothing to do with me...but that one kiss we shared, has me still thinking of him, years later. I’m sure his parents think I’m loony for visiting him, when I knew their son for less than twenty-four hours.
It hurts me to go down south with Vegas every year, to visit Xavior in the summer, and I know it’s useless to hope he’ll come out of the coma. The doctors say he’ll never wake up...I can’t change anything, and what happened to him truly sucks.
Deep down, I think every girl likes the idea of love, it’s the getting there and staying there that’s a little sketchy.
Maybe that’s why Alander, my one and only boyfriend, has always guarded his heart from me. Maybe deep down, he knows I can never be his, even though he tells himself otherwise.
“So, what will you be doing while I’m away?”
“There’s something going on at Twist, some new club Alander texted me about last week, and today I’m going to school, as you know, to accompany my dear friend, Astrid, cause I’m crazy. Obviously.”
Vegas laughs at me slightly, through a mouthful of food. “What else would you do today?”
“You don’t have to make me sound pathetic. I just got back home,” I smirk at her, and take a few more bites of my scrambled eggs.
“How’s Astrid been?”
“Fine. We’re walking to school together this morning, and I’m picking up some of my old art from Mr. Kadanen’s 501 Art class. I still can’t believe you gave those drawings to him.”
“I had to break you out of your shell somehow. I wanted you to know the joy you could bring to people in the small ways, too. Art has always given you serenity, but you were hellbent at thirteen to flunk your classes, even flunk from Mr. Kadanen’s 101 Art class. I love you, Eboney, but at times, when you were younger, you could be too much to handle.”
Ain’t that the truth.
“I didn’t like you much back then, for doing that, but now I get it. You and Mr. Kadanen saw talent, where I saw jumbled lines. Anyway, Mr. Kadanen needs room for other students’ work now.”
“I’m glad we got through that, and you do have such talent, Eboney – I need to make a quick call before I go, ” Vegas places her files and drawings, from the kitchen table, into a neat pile, and walks back over to the kitchen phone, and makes her call.
Telling Vegas that Astrid is okay is another white lie I have to tell. My best friend is dealing with her parents’ divorce, as we speak.
The easiest way to explain my recent episode is, one moment I have no memory of something, then, like being pushed through time, suddenly, I do.
This Astrid memory...vision...whatever it was, decided to show itself when I went to the bathroom early this morning. There I am, peeing in the dark, when suddenly there’s screaming and yelling around me, and Astrid’s dad leaving, then a lot of crying.
It’s like a blackout from the real-world, and then I’m stationed still, somewhere else. Sometimes there are calendars and details, like the time of day on a clock. Other times, it’s more vague. Sometimes it’s weeks before the actual event, other times it’s days.
The most recent episode, I saw Astrid looking down at her music player, with the title screen showing the time and date: today, 6:30 in the morning. She was adjusting wired headphones into her and her brother's ears, and tapping profusely on the screen to get music playing, as she tucked her little brother into her arms. All the while, yelling stretched up the walls from their parents’ arguing downstairs.
I’m more than uncomfortable when these visions show up, because they’re always so private, and I feel like some unforeseen power is being abused. If I could stop the visions, I would. At least it doesn’t happen that often. Maybe a dozen times a year.
The worst episode had to have been Alander doing the deed, with vivid details, might I add. That was revealed to me when I really liked him, a few years ago. He only thought of me as a friend at the time. I Couldn’t look him straight in the eyes for a week, and I was real envious of Marna Kolbin for a long time after that, and I’d been very embarrassed from what I saw of Alander and Marna.
It’s not like I can control an episode. I would, if I could.
I have never told anyone about my strangeness, because sometimes, it’s better not to answer the questions that would follow. Psychiatric ward comes to mind.
What I’m dealing with would be hard for most people to grasp and write down on a piece of paper, noted with facts and evidence. Hell, I have a hard enough time with it myself.
Not knowing is the challenge of human civilization. We usually want to know everything, yet we know little that truly makes us understand the grand scope of the universe around us.
We are but tiny, puzzle pieces amongst billions, treating the unknown as though it is a science experiment waiting to be discovered, by means other than the infinite. Some things can’t be rationalized by the human limitations of understanding. That’s how I feel, anyway. Chalk it up to knowing things, I don’t know, why I know.
“Eboney, hon, I’m off to the meeting. Call me if you need me, and there’s money on the fridge for take-out.” Vegas takes her last bite of food, and drops her apron on to the stool.
I’m thinking Siyu, her tanned hotty, would be a tad jealous of her going to a meeting looking the way she does right now. Honestly, Vegas always looks good. Her mamma is southern and proper, and brought her up well, but Vegas likes more flare in all things, compared to her mamma.
“So, is the outfit new?” I ask.
Vegas’ leather pants curve around her body like a glove, her front pockets have black, lace detailing, and her blouse is a mix of silk and satin tied at the back, like a corset with crisscrossing, lacy strings.
“One from the coming season. May as well use the free advertising. Me. It’s a win, win. Oh, I forgot. Siyu left for a few days to see family, and he left some stuff upstairs in the room to the right. He asked us not to go in there, if possible.”
Siyu is a curious fellow. For all I know, he’s part of some high-level governmental program, but way too kind to kill anyone. His job has something to do with bio-chemical engineering.
Whenever he’s at the dinner table, his work is always off the table for discussion. My overactive imagination guesses preposterous things about Siyu’s job, making things seem more exciting, in a life, my life, that generally is not that exciting.
“Sure.” I continue eating my food, and watch Vegas whirlwind around the kitchen, collecting her files, closing up her briefcase, and getting her coat on, from the front closet.
Vegas looks around for a moment, then says, “I think I’ve got everything. Well, I’ll see you Sunday morning. We’ll have to leave by two in the afternoon, on the plane.”
“I’ll pack on Friday, so I’m ready. The fashion show is still at eight at night?”
“It is.” Vegas walks back over to me, and kisses the top of my head, then slips on her red heels at the front door, that I will definitely be borrowing in the future.
“Love you, hon. And I know you will, but I’ll say it anyway, behave, and be safe.”
“Love you, too, Vegas.”
I’m a very responsible eighteen year old, but I’ve stressed Vegas out so many times – counting each incident is useless, and would take forever. The devilment of a hundred teenagers would equal what I’ve put Vegas through.
I like to think of it as retaliation for my families death. Whoever was closest and most convenient, during most of my teen years, got my hate. It was usually Vegas. She took everything I threw at her, yet, still loved me through it all. Deep down, I hoped she’d never give up on me, and she hasn’t. Not yet.
Blaming my parents’ death on someone felt better than blaming it on something I couldn’t understand. I think that’s why Vegas sent me to Sandero Boarding School, ninth grade, in the first place. I really needed a place to be anything but myself, where no one really knew who I was.
Death can change an outlook on selfishness. When you think you have the world, and it seems the world has taken everything away, something can break in the mind. Something broke in my head, and now memories of my first seven years are sparser than they should be.
I’m more adjusted with my families deaths now, and I don’t get as worked up when I think of them, which keeps me from making as many rash decisions as I did in the past. Now, I can just say what I’m up to, and Vegas truly trusts me again.
With a final wave of her hand, Vegas is gone and leaving me to wonder what exactly me waking up this morning, in blood, meant.
Fatigue? And what I saw hadn’t actually happened?
That’s what it had to have been.
Right?
chapter three | sinkhole
I finish my breakfast, enjoying every last bite, because now I’ve told Vegas about my hesitation of school responsibilities. The darkest secrets of my existence, that can be told, is now released, making me feel free again.
When I’m done with breakfast and the kitchen clean-up, I go upstairs into Vegas’ walk-in closet. I take a black, maxi-dress and a faded-red, crop, leather jacket, both of which Vegas hadn’t had in her closet when I was last home, off their hangers, and tuck them under my arm. I walk into my bedroom and grab some lacy, black underwear and a matching bra, from one of my dresser drawers, and head to my bathroom, leaving the garments on the sink.
Vegas likes recycled, leather clothing, and she likes stilettos. She always uses recycled leather in her fashion brand, Petals of Gold. I like Vegas’ more tamed down attire, so I borrow it. Often. Vegas does the same, only she always remembers to ask. Me, not so much. But I never wreck her clothes, so there is that.
I turn the bathroom light on, and take off my top and shorts, and slip my panties down to the floor, and my slippers off to the side. I look at my naked reflection in the long mirror on the wall. I trail my fingers over the thick, white scar that was left by the car accident I’d been in when I was seven. The scar goes from my rib cage, to my navel, and down to my right hip.
“I’m such a death-charm, even to myself,” I say out loud.
My eyes are just as strangely violet as earlier, and the thought of contacts hurts. Lucky for me, everyone knows me at Astrid’s school, my old school, so my eyes won’t be the focus of attention today, like when I go out into the rest of the world.
Twenty minutes later, I put on my satchel and flip flops, turn on the house alarm, and lock my front door behind me, feeling the heat of the sunny day at my back. I see my best friend, Astrid, coming down the sidewalk to my right, as I walk down my long driveway to meet her.
“Perfect timing, as always, Astrid.”
“I’ve missed you like crazy!” Astrid says, walking the rest of the way up the sidewalk to me, and we wrap each other up into a firm hug.
So yeah, I saw Astrid in the summer, a few months ago, and talked to her everyday on the phone since, but most words don’t mean nearly enough as face-to-face...and whether Astrid admits to everything about her parents’ divorce, or not, I know enough, that a hug is underrated, and it’s what Astrid needs right now.
“Well, you look pretty!” Astrid winks at me.
“Alander still got you avoiding him?”
“No. I’ve just been busy,” I say.
Astrid and I fall into step with each other, as we walk to school.
“I like the sweater,” I say.
Astrid shrugs at me. “Made it out of silk from the attic, from a box of stuff my mom never uses. The jeans I’m wearing are shredded to give them a less boring look, and they’re also from the attic. Got a war wound from an ugly, black spider up there, too.”
“Venomous?”
“Nah. Just a little, red hole from its bite.” Astrid pushes her finger at me to show where the wound is. “Stepped on the thing, so we’re even.”
“I think the spider would say otherwise,” I smile over at Astrid.
“Who’s side are you on?” Astrid asks with humor in her voice.
“Yours, of course.” I loop my arm through hers. “You should apprentice with Vegas when school’s done.”
“Wouldn’t my mom love that. Actually, scratch that. I don’t care what she wants.” Astrid zones out for a sec, and I wonder what she was thinking about.
“Alander’s going to try breaking you down. Be warned. He’s not over you.”
“I’m sure he will try...why hasn’t he gotten that we can’t keep being the comfortable relationship that we were the last two summers? He’s so hot and cold sometimes, and I don’t know what to do with him. He left a message to me earlier in the day, because he wanted to pick me up at the airport, when I got home.”
“And?” Astrid asks.
“And, nothing. Vegas picked me up, and I didn’t get back to him.”
“You’re cruel, Eboney.”
“Then maybe you should ask him out, if you’re so obsessed with his well being,” I say snarkily.
“You don’t have to be a grump about it, and like I’d take your seconds. Pretty as Alander may be...I was just thinking maybe he’s grown up, and you two could work it out. It’s been months since you last saw him.”
“I’m done with it all. He’s a jerk, and he plays sweetness when he wants something. I was the one to initiate dating, and the fact is, he doesn’t even know how to approach seriousness. And let me clarify, my seconds are practically untouched. We just never got there...emotionally.”
“Tall drink of exotic water and hotness, isn’t doing it for you anymore?” Astrid bats her eyelashes at me dramatically.
“I don’t know if we ever really got past the friends part.”
“Wait until he finds someone else,” Astrid says.
“The sooner, the better,” I say.
“Good, cause him and I are dating.”
“Astrid! I can’t believe you would do that!” I push her out of my space, and off the sidewalk a little.
“That’s what I thought.” Astrid gives me a sly look, that tells me that I’m a liar, without saying another word.
“You are the worst. You know that?” I pull her hand with mine, and get her walking on the sidewalk with me again.
“I kid you, but I have been helping him drink in his sorrows lately, thanks to the girl with the raven, purple hair, beside me. Don’t tell him I told you.”
“Sorry for pushing you,” I say under my breath.
Astrid ignores my apology and says, “I think it’s his way of not getting tied down, and being a free-agent around school. A way to draw in the girls, ‘I can’t be too serious, cause I got Eboney.’”
“You’re probably right.”
“One day, Eboney, you’ll have it all.”
“You too, Astrid.” I lightly bump my shoulder with hers.
“Did you hear about the sinkhole down in the south, off Crescent? It happened last night.”
“No! Vegas must have taken the paper with her to read on her trip this morning. What happened?”
People actually still read the newspaper in Pulveda. Crazy, I know! But it also doesn’t propagate lies in Pulveda.
“It sank four blocks of clothing shops and restaurants. No one was hurt, thankfully, because it was in the middle of the night.”
“Bo’s Ice Cream. I loved that place.” I stick my bottom lip out at Astrid.
“These disasters are freaking me out,” Astrid says.
“Is it a limestone issue?” I ask.
“The city hasn’t released an official report on the sinkhole, but the word around town is that it has nothing to do with limestone.”
“Strange,” I say.
“Do you want to come over to my house later? Cause I might seriously need an ear by the day’s end.”
“You okay?” I feel like crap lying, because I know exactly what Astrid’s issue is this morning...maybe one day I’ll tell Astrid all of my secrets. Maybe.
“I’m flailing, and it’s horrible. My parents had me and Dallion stuck in my room this morning. Dallion fell asleep on my leg, but I got to hear my parents fighting. It was great,” Astrid says sarcastically.
“I’ll come over for sure, whenever you want.”
“I’ve got to take my brother to his ortho appointment at noon, but my mom’s taking him to school this morning. I don’t want to talk about it, kay? Not yet.”
“Of course. I’m here when you do. Do you have enough money for college?”
“Almost. I’m failing in math, though. Got like eighty dollars this whole semester.”
Before private school overseas, I went to Pompton Elementary School, grades one through seven, then Pompton High, which has grades eight through twelve. With two-hundred thousand people living on Pulveda Island, few are kids and teenagers. Having one high school, and one elementary school, is more than sufficient.
We have a college here too, but most students want to go to other schools to see the world. It helps that we get payed to go to school in Pulveda, elementary and onwards, to high school graduation. It’s a very motivational way for students to learn, and it has us more ready, financially, for the world, unlike most other places, where education bleeds many people’s pockets dry.
Most of us, who live in Pulveda, are loaded anyway, because of our parents. It costs lots of pretty pennies to get into Pulveda, so you need the money to get in, or you need to know someone in Pulveda to get you in, and to pay for your admittance application to the island.
It doesn’t cost much to live on Pulveda Island, on the plus side, because everything is very self sufficient. Wind, water, electric and solar, are used for our power source.
Siyu lost several close family members, where he’s from, because of natural disasters that wiped out crappy power sources, that never should have come to fruition. I wish we didn’t have that commonality. Losing people is never easy.
“I’m going back home – my mom said something odd when I left. I gotta go,” Astrid says.
“Yeah, go. Of course. I had to come to school anyway, to get my art stuff.”
“I’m so sorry, Eboney. I’ll call you sometime this afternoon, okay?” Astrid starts walking backwards, away from me.
“Call me, whenever. Do you want me to come home with you?”
“No, I’m good. Bye.” Astrid turns around, with her long, red hair flying behind her, and heads back to her house, which is like five minutes from my own.
I make it into the school yard, a few minutes later, and look up to Pompton High School; it’s like a distant friend. The school is named after nothing and nobody, and perched on a hill in front of me, with red, brick walls, and high church like arches, and sky-high windows. Pompton’s resemblance to an old, haunted castle is undeniable.
None other than Alander Bleath catches my attention, across the school yard, and he stares at me with a curious look, as his friends head into the school. Then, he’s walking straight for me.
Alander wears his jeans like a lead singer in a rock band, low on his hips, and his hair is that just got out of bed look, but sexy at the same time. The grunge look works for him. Reality? He’s in the bathroom for hours in the morning. I should know, I have woken up in his bed several times. I’m not a complete saint.
“Hey, Ebs. The avoider of all things me, lately,” Alander says in a low voice, when he reaches me.
“I haven’t been avoiding you. I’ve been busy. I just got back home last night.”
I look at the small muffin bag and cup of coffee Alander is holding in his hands. The sweet smell of chocolate pastry and vanilla latte wafts up my nose.
“Busy avoiding me, you mean. We still have that fashion show thing going on on Sunday, together. You can’t fake ignorance then.”
Dammit! How did I forget Alander was modeling in Vegas’ fashion show? Right, cause last year we were dating, and Vegas was hiring models.
“I come in peace, just take these already,” Alander says.
I adjust my satchel to my bum, and take the hot latte and muffin bag Alander is holding out for me.
“Thanks. You know I like my sugar and caffeine.”
“I know. Walk with me?” Alander gestures with his thumb, towards the school doors.
I shrug, and walk with him into the school, as he holds the door open for me.
“Where’s Astrid?”
“Home. She’s got some family stuff going on.”
“How was your flight back last night?”
“Air insomnia had me sleeping like the dead when I got home, but restless the entire flight to Pulveda.”
“So...are we gonna talk about us yet?”
I take a sip of my latte, and look into Alander’s big, brown eyes.
“It’s good to see you,” I say with a friendly half-smile on my face.
What do I even say to Alander about him and I? There is no him and I anymore.
The students around Alander and I don’t seem to notice Alander slowly backing me into a wall, by some lockers.
“What are you doing?” I breathe in slowly.
Alander leans into my space, and I jump as the buzzer for classes starts ringing in my ears, from behind me. I push at Alander’s chest with my hand.
“This is why I didn’t call you back, Alander. You have a way of lip-locking me and then dropping me. We got the friends thing down, that’s it. I can work with being your friend.” I walk down the hallway, away from him, into Mr. Kadanen art class, but guess who follows me in.
I should have asked Astrid to get me Alander’s class schedule, so I would have known this ahead of time, and avoided it.
Alander comes up close behind me, and pulls me by the arm to an empty set of seats, which we sit down on, as a few students watch us. Most of the others students just chat amongst themselves.
“I get it, okay. I screwed up, and you’re done. You’ve told me.” Alander drops his hand from my arm, and drops his backpack at his feet. “That doesn’t mean I won’t keep trying to get you back,” he whispers at me.
“The problem is, you need to understand, whatever we were trying to achieve, hasn’t happened. Have you ever wondered why we haven’t even...you know?” That has me blushing. “It’s because we’re friends. You know it. I know it.”
Alander creases his well-groomed brows at me, and leans back in his seat. “You coming to the gig Friday?” Alander’s angry at me now, I can tell by the way he’s looking at his desk, rather than at me.
Whoever said honesty is a good thing, is a liar.
“What?”
“Beanie and the guys have that thing at club Twist. Are you still coming?” Alander crosses his arms across his black t-shirt. It says, F*** Being Politically Correct. I’m a little surprised that Pompton High let’s him wear the shirt at all, but the importance of students being individuals is a priority at Pompton High School.
Alander is a pretty respectful guy, but the whole public, guilt-shaming, and death threats, because of what someone says in public, has taken on a whole new meaning, the last few years. And I kind of agree with Alander, with his shirt’s statement. You either have free speech in society, or you don’t.
The ignorance of not knowing all of the facts, from all sides, is the real problem, and no one has all of the facts, because opinions and feelings can be so easily skewed and manipulated from moment to moment.
“Earth to Eboney,” Alander says, bringing me out of my thoughts.
“Right, I called everyone I could yesterday. It should be fun.” I look around for my artwork, and see it on Mr. Kadanen’s front desk.
“Good.” Alander leans in and kisses me on the cheek, right by my lips.
I feel nothing. I mean sexual tension, from him being him, and me being me. A girl and a boy, but not the sparks. Alander’s lips on my cheek make me think of another set of lips...nothing has come close to that one kiss, burnt in my memory.
I shake my head at Alander. “Maybe you could move on already, Alander, because I have.” That wasn’t the nicest thing to say, but maybe Alander will get it now. Him and I are never getting back together.
There is someone else, technically. He’s a vegetable of sorts – I can’t believe I just said it like that...but Xavior is in a coma...and Alander doesn’t need to know that. Well, he knows of him, but that’s about it. There’s always the drawings of the guy in my sketchbook...I seem to draw him more than anything, or anyone else. I could pretend he existed, if that meant Alander could find someone that needed him, as much as he thinks he needs me.
“Don’t lie to me, Eboney. You suck at it. And I’ll have someone by tomorrow, just you wait,” Alander says smugly, and pulls out some pencils and a pad of paper from his backpack, all the while, no longer looking at me.
I sit the muffin and latte on the table.
“Whatever.” Last summer is coming back to me all over again. Jerk at its finest, sitting right here beside me.
Alander and I argue and push each other’s buttons far too often to be healthy. Something to do with our opposing astrological signs, perhaps.
I get up from the chair I was sitting on, and walk over to Mr. Kadanen’s desk, and pick my artwork up, that has a sticky note with my name on it.
“See you Friday, Alander. Maybe by then, you’ll have grown up,” I say irritably.
I don’t look at Alander as I leave the classroom, because I don’t want him to see the tears in my eyes.
How can we have been such good friends, and he can just turn on a dime like that, whenever it strikes him?
I did sort of just say something similar to Alander, about moving on...it wasn’t to hurt him. Alander had intentionally tried to hurt me with his words, and he’d succeeded.
Whatever.
I push the front door of the school open, holding my paintings under my arm, and walk into the bright sunshine. I bathe in the sun for a moment, appreciating the lush trees and flowers around the school yard, and the nature in general.
On my way home, I wipe my eyes of tears. I don’t even know why I’d been crying. I must be overly emotional from jet-lag...I’ll go with that.
chapter four | the painting
I walk up my front steps, and take my key out of my back pocket, and open my house’s front door. When I close my door behind me, I should be hearing my house alarm, but as I walk to the alarm system on the wall, the light is green.
I’m sure I set the alarm this morning. I shrug the concern off, and fling my flip flops at the front door, in the general direction of my other shoes, and put my three pieces of artwork down on the kitchen table.
The top painting has me looking at light, emerald eyes, and arched eyebrows, and a smile that has me thinking about forever, somehow. I hadn’t remembered drawing this guy so many years ago, when I’d been thirteen...the same guy I started drawing in my sketchbook this morning, and the other pictures in my sketchbook of him...this one I’d drawn at thirteen, wasn’t drawn in grayscale, like my other ones of him. This one is in full color; his lips have a slight downturn, and his blonde hair is framing his face ever so delicately.
I drop my satchel on the kitchen floor, and sit on one of the kitchen stools, getting lost in the depths of such a shallow painting, of no one of consequence. He is no one. I touch the painting’s face with one of my fingers, like he exists in the now, just like me. Would he hurt me? Would he lie to me, like so many other people have? I lie, so who am I to possibly judge?
I spin around on the stool I’m sitting on, breaking my illusion of the guy in the painting, only to see the guy from the painting, in front of me. The very guy from my colored drawing, that I’d just been staring at, is now looking straight at me, in the flesh, like he’d missed me for lifetimes. Like he could have loved me longer than that. I slip off my stool clumsily, and he catches me with soft hands grabbing my hands, before I butt-plant on to the kitchen floor.
What is he?
Why is he in my house?
That’s when I get angry.
I’d already been scared this morning, from the blood on me, and now I’m having another crazy hallucination? I haven’t even pulled out the cannabis yet. I push away from this guy, and walk quickly around to the other side of the kitchen table.
“What the hell are you doing in my house?” I try to sound assertive, but my voice comes out shaky instead.
My heart is beating in my chest, faster than I can ever remember it doing before. Faster than even this morning’s scare had my heart racing.
I should be making an escape plan, not standing here glued to this place like a statue, just watching this guy, who’s watching me.
I look around for a potential weapon, because that is what any normal girl should do in this situation. Just in case.
My eyes look to the left, without turning my head. The only easily accessible thing I left in the drying, dish rack this morning is the spatula. Hysterical. What would I do with that? Spank the guy?
I did not just say that. Mortified, I look back at him.
The guy’s expression speaks volumes. He has a slight smile on half of his face, then it falls quickly before I can process what the smile meant, other than making fun of me, somehow.
“You want money?”
The guy shakes his head at me, seemingly patient enough to wait as I take in his appearance. He looks like he came out of some sci-fi movie that forgot to tell him his beauty is cryptic. His skin is a little too bright, his features are abnormally symmetrical – everyone has something that sticks out bigger than the other, or is longer than its counterpart. I have...well my scars didn’t turn out too even at least. My modeling agency always told me I had an eerie symmetry. That ended up working exceptionally well for my current vocation.
The guy’s emerald eyes hold a familiar glow, buried by thick, bleach-blonde lashes, and short, blonde hair, but so much more entrancing than anything I’d drawn of him.
My dark, violet eyes hold that glow, too. I see things a bit more clearly in the dark than others, and the iridescence in my irises isn’t normal...this guy’s eyes aren’t normal looking, either.
The guy looks down at the painting of himself, and back up at me, failing to answer my original question, I just realize.
“I was sent to give you this,” the guy says ever so quietly.
He holds a letter in his hand, and leans in closer to me, looking at my lips, and then his eyes travel up to my own...it’s like he doesn’t fear anything somehow, as he holds my stare, dominantly. Me on the other hand, I am petrified of someone that has me speechless, and I don’t know why.
My body leans slowly over the counter to get closer to this guy.
What are you doing, Eboney?! What are you doing?!
I’m being a crazy girl, is what I’m being. I’m not thinking rationally, yet I’m still moving in closer.
“Kisses should bring you to your knees, every-time, in any moment,” the guy’s voice is louder this time, and just as I thought it would be; quiet and deep, but still making my knees feel weak.
The guy pulls away from me so quickly, and I feel a loss of heat from my own body. Then he’s gone, like a breeze in the night.
I’m left with a letter trimmed in gold, with my name, Eboney Pacer, on the outside of the envelope, sitting on the kitchen table.
I’m officially losing it.
How did the guy get out of my house, without a sound? Without setting off the house alarm when he came in? Or had he entered my house after me?
Why hadn’t I heard him approach me from behind?
No one is that quiet, and no one is that beautiful, either.
I smile, despite myself.
Maybe he has the wrong girl. I get my mail in my post box in Epsiwes, not here, and certainly not hand delivered, like some strange fairytale.
I guess I should open the letter for answers, or completely mess my mind to pieces. Whatever comes first.
chapter five | the letter
My hands are disgustingly clammy as I twirl the letter around with my fingers. I slide my body down the front of the stove, letting my knees bend so they are inches below my chin. I take a butter knife from the drawer by my head, and slice it through the top of the thick, brown envelope. I take a breath and say a silent prayer, hoping that this won’t be a letter that will bite me in the butt, then I read.
Eboney Anne Pacer,
I am sorry I will not be meeting you at this time, but a letter seemed sufficient for an introduction.
There are things in life and after that are hard to explain; sheltered, dismissed, or otherwise.
First, you must know, you are a miracle in your own right, and no one can take that away from you. Which leads me to the problem at hand. As of late, your safety has become a very great concern of mine, but it hasn’t always been that way. The first time I saw you, the idea of you was maddening. You were one who created a great deal of unrest amongst us. I tried to have you disappear, and that’s writing it kindly.
Your gifts enable you to be part of something bigger, but with everything good, evil follows closely behind. Never forget that simple rule. It just may save you one day.
I leave you with the promise of us all watching out for you, and in the days to follow, change will happen, and certain things can’t be altered without severe consequences.
Sorry for any potential pain you will have to face in the coming days.
There is the living, and there is the dead. You are a part of the veil. We look forward to seeing you soon.
Love,
Victor
Love is a very personal way to conclude a letter like this – this Victor guy basically wrote that he’d wanted to kill me at a certain point, but he cares for me now?
“Come to see us”? What does that even mean?
I flip the letter to the other side, expecting to see more on the back, but there isn’t.
This Victor character means nothing to me...I don’t know anybody by that name.
Is that the guy’s name, that gave me the letter, or someone else’s name? The guy who’d just been in my kitchen did refer to himself as being sent, so it must not be his words...minutes ago, he was here, and he hadn’t wanted to hurt me. He stayed in the kitchen with me for less than five minutes.
And, what do my parents have to do with this stuff?
They can’t have been oblivious.
I tap the letter against my chin.
So, Victor had wanted me dead...what is love, when such a hefty grudge came first? And what could I have possibly done to make someone wish me dead?
Perhaps the guy in my kitchen is some kind of thief. My eyes look to where Vegas left me the weekend, expenses-money, on the top of the fridge. The bowl still holds a bunch of crumpled up bills for take-out food, and other necessities.
I walk around my house, looking for opened windows that the guy may have come into my house by, with the letter in one hand, and the butter knife in the other. Not that a butter knife would do much. I should have found something sharper to protect myself.
There ended up being no need for the knife, because every room I entered had no one in it, and no windows that had been jarred opened or left open. They were all locked shut.
I walk back into the kitchen, and I take out a can of some pepper spray, and drop the knife into the sink, with a clatter.
Kudos to my fascination with chem. I made this pepper spray myself, and I should have taken this from under the kitchen counter, right when I saw the guy in my kitchen, and before I looked around my house.
My safety may become an issue in the near future, if I can gather anything from the letter I’m holding. Pepper spray seems like a good thing to have on me, just in case. The rest, I’m not even going to think about.
The letter in my hand represents...it mocks me, by knowing more than I do.
I ball up the letter in my fist, and roll it on the kitchen table, and it goes to the other side, and right into the open garbage. I shove the spray can into my satchel, which is on the kitchen floor.
I get off the stool and get the letter out of the garbage, which hadn’t collected any stains or grime, and pick up the envelope I left on the floor...this may come in handy for something. I should keep it.
Perhaps Alander orchestrated this whole thing. He knows the extra key is taped to the inside of the plant dish, on the step.
Maybe it’s his payback for me telling him I’d gotten engaged over the summer, when I came back home a few months ago.
Alander and I always have a banter of competing pranks, even as kids. Something as simple as racing our bikes was a competition between us. And who gets married at seventeen? I sure wouldn’t...but that still doesn’t explain the drawings. It’s like I pulled that guy, who showed up in my kitchen today, out of a dream.
I should call Vegas about this...and worry her?
“Trust me enough not to do that,” a voice whispers barely audible in my head.
I don’t trust anything right now. Especially voices in my head, so shut up!
Silence.
Good. I don’t need to start hearing voices, too.
I wonder what Vegas would say if I told her about all of this. She’d want to believe me, but the guy vanished like a ghost. Vegas doesn’t believe in ghosts.
All I have is this crumpled up letter. I’m surprised it hasn’t burnt up and disappeared...I’ve got a feeling that this is going to be another skeleton in my closet. Another secret.
I go upstairs, and shove the letter to the bottom of my sock drawer, so I don’t have to look at it anymore today.
I take off Vegas’ dress and jacket, tossing it to my chest-seat at the foot of my bed. I put some shorts and a tank on instead, and go to the bathroom, splash my face with water from my bathroom sink, and I just hold the counter with my shaky hands.
I regroup, and sink into my water bed a few minutes later. I close my eyes for what feels like seconds, then my house phone ringing, wakes me up a few hours later.
I run down the stairs, and answer the phone in the kitchen on the last ring, to Astrid asking, “Are you home?”
“Yeah,” I say.
“Want to come over?”
“Sure. Be there in five,” I say.
“You’re the best! I love ya,” Astrid says, then she hangs up.
I put the phone back in its cradle, and grab my satchel, and put it over my shoulder. I take a sweater from the front door closet, so I won’t freeze my arms off when I get home tonight, and haphazardly slip into my pink, flip flops, and set the house alarm. Locking up for the second time today.
A shiver goes down my spine, thinking about coming back here tonight. Alone.
I pull my hair up into a ponytail, with one of the elastic bands that are usually around my wrist. I shake out my nervous hands as I walk the quiet street, down the road, then turn to my left.
I could still call someone...I could bunk with Astrid tonight, but she’s dealing with stuff of her own – it will be nice to focus on her today.
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