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         “If you’re a fan of horror movies like,




            I Know What You Did Last Summer 




                                 Or

                     

                       Urban Legend

                               

                      And, of course




                             Scream







-then this one is for you guys! It’s a thrill ride!” 

                     


Chapter One







Roses Are Red…







February 14th, 2024




Valentines Day










The room was toasty- cozy with a light aroma of blissful jasmine floating in the air. 
A fire was crackling in the corner of the room opposite the four-poster bed. The beautiful view outside the circular windows highlighted the misty mountains in the horizon and rounded off the beauty of the Valentine’s Suite at The Sunshine Inn. 
Rose petals were scattered across the bed and the lights were dimmed down low. It was perfect- almost perfect. 
However, one thing was missing from the order that David requested for his two-day Valentine’s holiday with his new girlfriend, Donna: a bottle of champagne. 
Donna sat on the end of the bed, kicked off her boots and peered into the en-suite at the far side of the room. It was dark and eerie inside. 
She sighed deeply and collapsed back onto the red, silk-covered duvet. 
Amazing! 
Her heart was a flutter.
I can’t believe I found such a great idea guy, she thought. He was everything she ever wanted in a companion: kind, caring and considerate. 
She removed her cardigan and tossed it on the cane chair next to the fireplace. 
The temperature in the room was perfect. 
The long drive up in David’s beat-up pick up truck that lacked any kind of heating made for a cold and miserable drive. He managed to keep the location of their Valentine’s Day trip a secret for the past two weeks and when she was told that it was a drive up into the mountains she assumed the worst. 
But she was wrong.
The door slowly opened and David re-entered the room. He held the neck of the champagne bottle in his right hand and had a couple of white towels folded neatly on top of his left. 
	‘I don’t know how they messed that up,’ David said with a heavy sigh. ‘It’s not a difficult request. I got some extra towels too- just in case.’ 
He gave her a cheeky wink. 
He placed the towels on the dressing table next to the entryway to the luxurious room and chucked the hotel key to on top of them. 
	‘So, what do you think?’ David asked. He ruffled his hair. ‘Am I good or am I good’ 
David’s charm and thoughtfulness were traits that every girl at Brookside High School had noticed since his junior year when he boldly sang a unique version of Nothing Compares To U at the junior prom to his ex-girlfriend, Greta. And now he wasn’t shy at letting every girl know he was a charming and chivalrous individual. 
He was cocky but he knew when to humble himself. 
	‘Oh, David, this is perfect!’ Donna replied. She almost shed a tear. It had been a long time since any person- male or female- made her feel so special. 
	‘I do my best,’ David said. He sauntered over to her and rubbed his hands together. ‘Is the temperature good enough?’ 
	‘It’s perfect,’ Donna replied. She rested her head against his chest and wrapped her arms around his waist. 
	‘So, I was thinking,’ David began, ‘we get a good sleep tonight, head out tomorrow to Sunshine Fields and go for a walk- I checked the weather and it looks like it’s going to be a nice day- then go to the spa and end with a quiet dinner after.’
Donna’s heart skipped a beat. She released her grip from his waist and sat on the edge of the bed. But she didn’t know how to respond. She was overwhelmed with excitement. 
David sat down next to her, placed his arm around her waist and pulled her closer. 
	‘I heard the restaurant down the street does an amazing steak,’ David continued. ‘Light and garlic flavored.’
	‘It’s almost too much,’ Donna said resting her head on his shoulder. ‘I don’t know how you can afford all this.’
David couldn’t help but smile. 
	‘Well, working for my dad allowed me to put a bit of money aside.’
Donna’s mind was only focused on one thing right now. 
She bit the corner of her lip and gently placed her hand on David’s left leg. She could feel his powerful quad muscles through his jeans. 
	‘He really likes you, by the way,’ he continued. ‘He said I had to make sure I did something amazing for you this Valentine’s Day.’
Donna closed her eyes and let David’s kind words soak in. 
	‘I was thinking of getting in that hot tub,’ she whispered gently to him. ‘Do you think you want to join me?’ 
David was tempted. 
He turned, placed his hand on her cheek and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips.
	‘I would,’ he said. ‘But it was a long drive so I might just have a rest for a bit and watch Sports Center.’ 
	‘You don’t know what you’ll be missing,’ Donna said. She gave him a playful nibble on his neck and then stood up. David kicked off his hiking boots and scooted himself up to the top end of the bed. He reached for the remote on the side table, flicked the television on and adjusted the silk, heart-shaped pillows under his upper back. 
Donna stood up and unbuttoned her white shirt. She walked over to her suitcase and removed her necklace and bracelet and carefully placed them into the narrow side compartment. 
As David flicked through the channels he looked over at his beautiful girlfriend. 
	‘Babe, I’m just here when you’re done,’ he said with a seductive tone. ‘Don’t take too long.’
Donna unhooked her bra and wiggled her perky breasts at David. 
	‘Last chance, good looking,’ she said. She held her bra outright and dropped it on the floor in front of her. Her hourglass shaped body, perfect c-cup breasts and pierced naval was enough to sneer any man into bed with her. But David was playing hard to get. 
	‘Get in there, babe,’ David said shaking his head playfully. 
She snickered and entered the bathroom. She felt around for the light switch and turned it on. The room lit up instantly. 
	‘Whoa!’ she exclaimed. The bathroom was almost as perfect as the room was. David spared no expense in luxury. The heart-shaped tub was the centerpiece of the room, the toilet sat to the left, closer to the sink. It was beautifully tiled with a mixture of white and red tiles. There were two glass vases with white lilies- most likely fake- sitting on the sink and an arrangement of different soaps, sprays and perfumes on top of the oak-shelved corner cabinet. 
Donna flicked on the fan, closed the door behind her and walked over to the tub where she turned the knobs to fill the tub. She adjusted them until she found the best temperature. In a few minutes, she would be able to lie down and relax before a long night of passionate love-making with her boyfriend. The warm water began to flow from the goose-necked tap. She tied her hair up into a ponytail, unbuttoned her pants and slowly lowered them to the floor as if practicing for a sexy strip tease. 
She was so turned on she couldn’t wait to just get back with David and remove his pants so they could have rough sex into the night. She felt the dampness seep through her underwear. She removed them and checked her curvaceous body out in the mirror. She removed her ponytail from her long, ginger hair and, once again, did it up. 
She stood to the side and dropped her left hip showing off her round butt and took her breasts in her hands, squeezing them seductively.  
She walked back over to her pants on the floor and pulled out her cell phone from the back pocket. She clicked on the Spotify application and scrolled through her saved playlists. 
90’s Love Songs. 
She hit play and Endless Love by Lionel Richie and Diana Ross began. She stepped into the tub and lay back in the warm water. 
The perfect weekend had begun. 










Chapter Two




Violets are Blue…













David hopped through the channels, hoping to find a live football game playing somewhere across the country. But all he could find was recaps from the Seahawks and Rams game earlier today. 
	‘Come on, even a hockey game would be good,’ he mumbled to himself. 
He could hear the music playing from the bathroom. 
Despite David’s high expectations, he knew this weekend would be memorable for sure. He had only spent six months with Donna since his breakup with his last girlfriend, Lauren. But he knew Donna was the girl for him- smart, sexy and, most importantly to him, she worshiped him. 
He sat himself upright, settling on watching a tennis match between two people he had never heard of. He removed his socks and pulled his jumper off. 
The fire in the room was getting a little too warm for him. 
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. 
	‘I hope that’s more wine,’ he said. He swung the door open. 
He didn’t have a chance to react in time. 
He noticed a slither of light reflecting off a sharp blade before it was plunged downwards into the side of his neck. 
David staggered backwards, his body spasming from the immense pain.
A hooded figure in a black trench coat with a black canvas hood invaded the hotel room. 
He couldn’t see his attacker’s face- only a white mask with red markings scrawled across it. 
David began to hyperventilate. He felt blood pouring down his neck and chest like a waterfall of death. He fell to one knee trying to claw back at his attacker with any ounce of strength remaining in his body. But he could feel himself become faint. 
His attacker used his large boots to kick the door shut. He leaned over David and twisted the blade into his neck a full one-hundred-and-eighty degrees, dissecting blood vessels and cartilage like soft butter. 
David began to gag in pain, weeping. 
He bit down so hard in pain that he chipped a tooth. 
The trickle of blood slid down the back of his throat, the bitter taste of iron causing vomit to rise from his stomach.
His attacker pulled the knife out. 
David grunted and gasped. 
He couldn’t muster any words, let alone scream.
The hooded figure stood over his prey. 
David placed his hand over the wound trying to stop the flow of blood. He turned and tried to crawl towards the bathroom to warn Donna. 
But the hooded figure wasn’t going to allow that. He took two steps forward over David’s crippling body. He plunged the knife down with both of his hands into the back of David’s neck. The long, serrated blade went through the back of the spinal cord and out through his windpipe. 
But David was still fighting. As the figure removed the blade from David’s severed spinal cord, David flipped over onto his stomach and flailed around like a dying fish. 
He tried to cry out the words, ‘Stop, stop, stop!’ 
But blood splattered from his mouth as he did. 
He whimpered. 
Was this his last minute alive? 
The sadistic assailant got to his knees and studied his victim, almost taunting him with the blood on the blade. With one last move, the figure gripped the handle of the blade in his right hand and thrust it down into David’s left eye with all their might. 
David’s chest pumped up before releasing like a punctured car tire as the oxygen from David’s body released into the air. 
His body went limp.
But it wasn’t over. 
The hooded figure heard the sound of Boys II Men coming from within the en-suite. 













                                                               *








	‘David?!’ 
Donna sat up in the hot tub and turned the flowing water off at the taps. Maybe David changed his mind and wanted to join her in the tub. She lathered up her shoulders and upper chest before standing up and stepping out of the tub. 
	‘David? Have you changed your mind, sweetheart?’
The water on her body dripped to the floor as she sauntered over the mirror. She picked up the neatly-folded towel from the top of the basin and wrapped it around her body. 
She walked towards the door and opened it. 
	‘I know how you like my wet body,’ she said with a sexy smile. 
But her mood changed from lust to pure terror when she saw her boyfriend’s bloody corpse slumped up against the end of the bed, a knife still jammed in his left eye socket. 
She stumbled backwards, dry wrenching at the horror. She looked from left to right. 
Blood. 
So much blood. 
	‘Oh my God!’ 
Her body went into shock.
She could feel her lunch from the gas station begin to rise from her stomach up into her throat. 
But she knew she wasn’t alone. From out of the corner of her left eye, she saw a black figure tucked in the corner near the entrance to the en-suite. 
She spun on the spot when the masked figure lurched forward and swung a knife upwards into her jaw. The blade penetrated the flesh, ripped through the jaw, severing the tongue and stabbing into the roof of her mouth. 
Donna’s body lifted from the floor from the almost superhuman power of the vicious attack and then fell to the floor. 
The only sound she could muster was ‘Gah!’ over and over and over again. 
She tried to crawl back into the en-suite. The once-white towel around her body was already soaked in her blood as she fought to survive. 
The assailant followed her. He grabbed her by the ponytail and pulled her to her feet inside the bathroom. Blood dripped down her chest like a splurging geyser. 
Her towel fell to the ground. 
The killer turned her body around so she could see her face in the mirror and so he could admire himself with his victim. 
Donna’s breath had slowed down. 
She was inches from death. 
But the assailant wasn’t finished yet. He slammed Donna’s face into the mirror, cracking it right down the middle. He expected much more damage to the mirror, but he could see the damage inflicted on his victim’s body. Donna’s face was lacerated across her forehead, down her cheeks and her nose was broken. 
He swung her around and bent her over the tub. He pulled out another knife from within the trench coat, gripped it gently in his gloved hand and slit Donna’s throat from left to right. 
He pulled back on her ponytail to extend the wound which caused a river of blood to flow into the tub. 
Donna was dead. Her naked body was slumped over the side of the tub. The masked intruder stood upright and watched as the water in the tub turned into a sea of red. He wasn’t ready to leave the room yet. He went over to the mirror and, with the blood covering his gloved hands, began to write across the shattered glass: 











                                                             Happy Valentines. 






                                                                          










Chapter Three




Meet Lauren James







…Almost One Year Later. 













Axl Carmichael pulled up into the school parking lot in his Ford Ranger. His wavy blond hair, with a sleek fade down the side, chiseled jaw line and tidy beard made him one of the most popular teenagers at Brookside High School. But it wasn’t just his rugged looks that made him popular with his peers- he was also a star football player along with his best friend Shane Stanson. Both of them were vying for scholarships at UCLA where they could play in the big leagues. 
They already had their careers sorted. 
He leapt out of his car, slammed the door shut, and, in the close distance, he saw his ex-girlfriend- but still close friend, Lauren- walk by the science block with a stack of books in her arms. She was ready to get to her first class of the day. 
Axl whistled in her direction. 
Lauren spun around and saw him jogging in her direction. As he jogged, several of the younger female students stopped and stared at him in awe. His broad shoulders, muscular legs and solid chest were something that was undeniable. His light blue denim jacket brazened with the number eight on the back was something he spent a fair amount of money on to show off his status on the high school football team. He could have any woman in the school he wanted. Lauren still couldn’t remember why they had broken up a couple of years ago. Maybe it was his flirtatious nature, his cocky attitude or his overly passionate love for football. Whatever it was, she knew it was the right thing to do. It was her last year at Brookside and she wanted to focus on her studies. 
She too already had her dreams ready and planned out. After her final year at school, she wanted to go and study drama and philosophy, although she was still debating what university to attend. 
	‘Oh, hey!’ she said with a bright smile. She removed her Apple Airpods from her ears and put them in the breast pocket of her light pink cardigan. She glanced over his right shoulder and saw Axl’s Ford Explorer parked opposite the gymnasium. ‘I see you got your car back.’ 
Axl shrugged his shoulders. 
	‘For now,’ Axl replied. ‘The engine’s holding up. But I think I’ll need to save some more money before I can replace the whole thing.’
	‘I’ve seen how much you make at Dollar Dealers,’ Lauren said with a cheeky smile. She flicked her shoulder-length blonde hair back as she tried to juggle the books in her arms. ‘I think you’ll need a new job.’
	‘Ha…ha,’ Axl droned in a sarcastic monotone. ‘I’ll have you know, Mr Davis gave all of us a small wage increase the other week. Not much, but it all helps.’
	‘Very true,’ Lauren replied. 	
	‘Oh look, here comes your bestie,’ Axl said changing the topic. He nodded at the pathway leading up the hill to the side streets. Jason Hamm was the polar opposite to Axl in almost every way possible. He was of a thin build, shorter with black dyed hair with a long, wavy fringe covering part of his face. His hair had two narrow strips of lime green running through the center and ending at the pointed tip of his fringe. Many of the students would call Jason an emo or a goth, but Jason always referred to himself as a new-aged goth. He wore black eyeliner and white mascara to bring out his bright green eyes. His right eyebrow was pierced as well as his left ear with a silver crucifix. He used numerous different colored contacts to keep his look fresh and different. He wore a black overcoat with silver chains dangling from the pockets with patches from the band’s Anthrax, Slayer and Marilyn Manson sewn into it. 
Despite how terrifying Jason looked to some students, Lauren and Axl knew Jason as one of the nicest and most caring individuals in their lives. He spent a lot of his spare time volunteering at the hospital where he would entertain young kids with the magic tricks he had learned over the years and he generously gave his time over Christmas to fund-raising for the less fortunate. 
	‘Hey Lauren,’ Jason greeted her with a wink and a cheeky smirk. ‘Are you ready for drama class today? I spent most of last night going over my lines for Macbeth. I think I’ve got it all down except for that one monologue that I keep stumbling over.’ 
	‘Oh art though, Macbeth- out damn spot, out,’ Axl mocked. 
Jason raised his right eyebrow and gave a disappointing head shake. Even Axl wasn’t sure if he had quoted the correct line from Macbeth. 
	‘It’s a good thing you’re good at throwing that pigskin around,’ Jason said snidely. 
Lauren looked down at her smart watch. 
8.55
	‘We better get to class,’ Lauren said. ‘We don’t want to keep Smiley waiting.’
	‘Shit,’ Axl said, looking down at his watch. ‘Yeah, I’ve got English. And I’m failing that so I better get to class.’
	‘English?’ Jason chimed. Again, he raised his right eyebrow. ‘Isn’t that the language we speak?’
Jason was a roller-coaster of sarcasm that easily irked Axl. But Axl simply brushed it off. 
	‘I’ll see you guys at morning break,’ Axl said with double thumbs up. ‘In the cafe, yeah?’ 
	‘Sure thing,’ Lauren said. 
In a flash, Axl jogged towards the school entrance, pouncing up the steps into the corridors. He was out of sight. 
	‘We better get moving too,’ Jason replied. They both walked towards the entrance to the school side by side. ‘Here, I’ll help you with those books.’
He grabbed two of the books from Lauren’s arms and they both picked up speed as the time to their first-period class ticked down. 
	‘Hey, uh, did you realize it’s almost been a year since the deaths of David and Donna?’ Jason said abruptly. The question came out of nowhere and caused Lauren to stop frozen on the spot. 
David Foster and Donna Mansfield. 
Those names sent a shudder down her spine. 
The term murder was too gentle to describe what happened to the two teenagers. The local paper compared it to something you would only witness in a Texas slaughterhouse. 
It sent terror and panic throughout the community. No-one was apprehended for the crime and the police had no suspects. But it struck Lauren differently. She had briefly dated David after breaking up with Axl. Lauren, along with Axl and his friend Shane, were both interviewed by the police about their whereabouts the evening of the murders, along with several other students, but nothing came from it. 
	‘Why did you have to bring that up?’ Lauren said. She didn’t move. She just stared daggers at Jason. 
	‘Lauren, we have to keep moving,’ Jason said. ‘C’mon.’ 
Lauren followed beside him slowly. She had spent the past several months trying to forget about what had happened. 
	‘I’m just saying, it’s been quite some time,’ Jason continued. ‘Almost a year and no suspects.’ 
	‘They’ll track him down eventually,’ Lauren said. ‘They always mess up.’
They walked up the steps and walked into the corridor. There were still plenty of students cluttering the hallways with the rows of lockers on each side of the wall. They knew they had enough time to get to drama class. 
	‘It also happened three hours away from here,’ Lauren continued. ‘It could be someone from a neighboring town. You make it sound like where are all in danger.’
Despite the words that came out of her mouth, Lauren didn’t believe them. She did anything she could to justify that she and her friends and family were safe. 
	‘True,’ Jason admitted. ‘I heard that Donna’s dad may have been involved. Apparently, that man has a history of violence. And if anyone took my daughter away to a retreat for a weekend of debauchery, I would also want to- well, you know- kill.’
	‘Well, keep those theories to yourself,’ Lauren said. ‘We don’t want to add any more fuel to the fire.’
	‘It’s just what I heard- or read,’ Jason replied. 
They turned the corner down another hallway and entered the first door on their right. 
Time for class! 
















Chapter Four







Macbeth & Murder











	Lauren and Jason were greeted by their teacher D’von ‘Smiley’ Silva as the rest of the class were already engaged in their scripts, learning their lines for the upcoming school production. It was less than two weeks away and Lauren and Jason were stressing about whether the class would be ready to perform in front of students and parents. But Smiley wasn’t worried. He had faith that the seniors would pull off a memorable performance. 
	‘You’re just on time, you two,’ Smiley said. ‘Please, get acquainted with your classmates. We have two weeks.’
He clapped his hands together and edged them towards the other students near the far end of the room. D’Von, a middle-aged African American, had a bright, gleaming smile on his face, hence the nickname his students throughout the years had given him. He was a teacher that everyone loved- both students and teachers. He had a positive attitude and was always willing to help out. He was also very passionate about Drama, English and History and would often try and combine the three studies into his classes. 
	‘There’s Ally,’ Jason said. A young, blonde-haired girl waved the two of them over. Jason sometimes thought Lauren and Ally were separated at birth and were yet to find out they were related. They looked very similar to each other. Blonde, blue eyes, slim frame, fair skin and a similar sense of style were only a few of the similarities they shared. The differences between them were minimal and, if it wasn’t for Alison’s rounder face and rosy-red cheeks, he would struggle to tell them apart. 
	‘How are you getting on with your lines, Banquo?’ Alison said referring to the character Jason was playing in Macbeth. 
	‘So-so, Lady Macduff,’ Jason replied with an over-dramatic bow and putting on a thick, over-the-top English accent. ‘There are few lines I’m struggling to remember. But I’ll get them down easily enough. Don’t you worry.’
	‘And you, lighting lady?’ Alison said. 
Lauren rolled her eyes at Alison’s comment. 
Lauren asked Smiley if she could be in charge of the lighting and sound effects for the production. She was much more comfortable in a behind the scenes role, especially when the production usually brings in an audience of around two hundred students, teachers and parents. 
	‘Hey,’ Jason said. He put his arm around Lauren’s shoulder. ‘Without those lights, no-one will be able to see what is going on. It’s probably the most important role.’
Lauren simply shook her head from side to side at the patronizing banter between two of her best friends. Despite the many jokes and remarks, the three had an unbreakable bond. 
	‘Attention everyone,’ Smiley called out from the front of the room. ‘We’ll get you all into the auditorium now and we’ll go through our positions on stage.’
The drama room backed onto the left wing of the stage and Leon Clarke, a geeky drama student and renowned teacher’s pet, had the sliding door held open for his fellow students. He smiled back at his classmates as he adjusted his thick-framed glasses and nervously ran his fingers back through his greasy, slicked-back hair. He waved to his fellow classmates to enter the darkness of the auditorium. 
	‘C’mon, c’mon,’ he said in a high-pitched, operatic tone. 
Cocky prick, Lauren thought. 
Lauren, Jason and Alison were some of the last students to push through the narrow doorway and enter into the darkness of the left wing of the stage. Lauren looked up through the gap in the curtain at the top right-hand corner on the opposite side of the stage. She saw the small plastic-panelled window housing the lighting studio. It was accessed by two small, narrow ladders that led into the tight, enclosed space. 
But it was her sanctuary for the next couple of weeks as she learned when to dim the lights, raise them up and change their color depending on the mood Smiley wanted to convey- amongst numerous other things that are essential for a successful production. 
Smiley entered after them all and closed the door behind them. 
	‘So let’s start with Act One, Scene Two,’ he bellowed. He looked down at the clipboard in his right hand. ‘Uh, let’s get Duncan, Ross, Malcolm and The Sergeant on stage please.’
The students rallied onto the stage, already aware of their positions. 
Smiley strolled out from behind the curtain and stood in front of them at the edge of the stage. He handed his clipboard to Leon who stood to his left like a loyal minion. 
	‘What are we meant to do?’ Alison asked, folding her arms. 
	‘Sit down and observe, I guess,’ Lauren replied. 
It was then that Lauren noticed that Jason was missing. He was there only a few seconds ago and it seemed as though he simply vanished into thin air. 
	‘Where’s Jas gone?’ Lauren asked. She wrenched her neck around in various positions trying to see where her friend had disappeared to. 
She didn’t wait for Alison to reply. She nudged another student in the upper arm and muttered the same question. 
	‘Have you seen Jason?’ she asked. 
	‘I think he just went into the costume room,’ the female student replied. 
Typical. 
Lauren turned around and zig-zagged her way past the students lining the left-hand side of the stage behind the curtain and strolled to the rear of the stage. She could see the costume room door was wide open at the far end. 
	‘Jason,’ she whispered as she got closer. 
	‘He’s gone to the back, I think,’ a fellow drama student said, startling Lauren. He casually leaned up against the wooden ladder leading up to the lighting booth. 
Lauren ignored him and entered the room. 
The light was on and, despite the room barely being any bigger than a storage shed, Jason was nowhere to be seen. 
	‘Jason, what are you doing?’ Lauren said taking a few steps into the room. 
There was no response. 
It was dark. The only lighting came from two single, dimly lit bulbs hanging from the timber rafters above the entrance to the room and one in the back corner. There were rows of costumes lining the edges of the room, numerous masks attached to the wall above leaving no space free and, scattered unevenly throughout were several separate rows of dolleys holding many more costumes.  
	‘Jason, let’s go before Smiley finds us,’ Lauren whispered. 
But there was no movement and no sound- nothing to suggest that Jason even entered the room. 
But then she felt the rough grip of fingers dig down on the back of her right shoulder, startling her. 
She spun around, almost letting out a high-pitched scream, to see a slim, black figure wearing a plastic cherub mask on their face. She knew it was Jason. 
	‘You son of a bitch!’ Lauren sighed shoving him backwards into the racking. 
	‘Ow!’ he said knocking the back of his head on the rickety, timber wall. He pulled back the mask and had a wide grin on his face. ‘Did that scare you?’ 
	‘You picked the worst day to do that,’ Lauren said holding at her chest. Her heart was racing. She grabbed Jason by the wrist and pulled him back towards the door. ‘Come on.’













                                                                 *










The first two periods of the week were complete. Lauren’s day was going smoothly and the comments earlier from Jason had subsided in her mind. She stood in the corridor next to her locker as Axl approached her with Shane ‘Cutter’ Stanson by his side. 
	‘Lauren,’ Cutter grunted at her. ‘How are you? How was your weekend?’ 
	‘Same old thing,’ Lauren said putting her books in her locker. ‘Homework, volleyball practice and… well, I was trying to relax where I could.’
Cutter was a taller, more scruffy version of Axl with a powerful attitude and a mouth with no filter. Anything he thought of he would blurt out without a second thought. Axl always used to say that Cutter needed a go-between for him and Jason as Jason was usually offended by Cutter’s crass behavior. But over the years Jason had just learned to accept his comments. 
	‘You guys have practice after school?’ Lauren asked. She slammed her locker shut and swivelled the combination until it locked. 
	‘You betcha,’ Cutter said. 
	‘They don’t give out scholarships to the boys who don’t show up,’ Axl added. 
	‘Oh, here’s trouble,’ a female voice said from behind them. 
It was Rain Accardi, another member of their clique. As half-Italian, she had a flair about her that was unique amongst her peers. Her beauty was stunning; her auburn hair shined brightly, her hazel-colored eyes lit up any room she entered and her bronze skin made both Lauren and Alison envious. 
	‘I hope by ‘trouble’ you mean this clown?’ Axl said nudging Cutter in the ribs. 
	‘Ha!’ Rain replied. She looked down at Lauren. ‘Hey, you never replied to my Facebook message. I thought you’d want to see that new movie with The Rock in it.’ 
Lauren had to quickly think up a lie. 
She saw the message when it came through but she wasn’t in the mood to see Rain over the weekend. But she knew she couldn’t say that without offending her. 
	‘My man, Rocky Johnson,’ Cutter said taking a step forward. ‘You could’ve asked me, girl.’
Rain rolled her eyes. 
	‘It’s a rom-com, Cutter,’ she replied. 
Cutter bit his bottom lip and raised an eyebrow. 
	‘Okay, I’ll think I’ll pass.’ 
	‘Oh, I’m sorry, Rain,’ Lauren said. ‘I did see your message but I got caught up with some drama at home.’ 
	‘Ah, well,’ Rain said shaking off the rejection. ‘Maybe this weekend.’
	 ‘Is that the Valentine’s Day film with Jennifer Garner?’ Axl asked, scratching the back of his neck. 
	‘That’s the one,’ Rain replied with a sly grin and a cheeky wink. ‘I heard it’s quite good.’
	‘Speaking of,’ Axl interjected. ‘It’s Valentine’s Day this weekend too. And it looks like Rain is going to be the only one getting spoilt this year.’
	‘Very true,’ Lauren said. ‘Is Hunter getting you anything special?’
Rain nervously bit the corner of her lip. She had some news she had been putting off for the past few days.  
	‘Uhh, Hunter and I actually haven’t been speaking,’ Rain replied. She didn’t feel like she was ready to tell her friend group about what happened between her and her boyfriend of the past six months. Axl looked back glumly at Rain, confused. 
	‘Seriously?’ he replied. ‘What happened?’ 
Rain shrugged. 
	‘Things weren’t working, I guess,’ Rain replied. ‘It’s like we had to force ourselves to enjoy each other’s company. It didn’t feel right.’ 
	‘And this will be the first year in quite some time since you’ve been single of Valentine’s Day right, Lauren?’ Cutter asked. He flicked the collar up on his shirt. ‘What d’you say I take you out to dinner? We get some expensive wine and I take you home and…’
He ended his admission was a rough coughing noise. He gave her a cheesy wink and cocked his chin down in her direction. 
Lauren couldn’t help but giggle. 
	‘I think you’re in for a treat,’ Rain commented. 
	‘Keep it easy, big boy,’ Axl said putting his arm around Cutter’s neck and playfully patting him on the chest. 
Laura’s phone suddenly vibrated in her pocket. 
She pulled it out and unlocked it to see a new message from Alison. 




(10:05) Where r u at? 








The group planned to meet up in the cafeteria on their first break. However, Axl and Cutter were good at distracting the group and leading them astray. She began to type a reply. 
On our way. 
Sent. 
	‘We gotta go,’ Rain finally said. It was as if she could telepathically read Alison’s mind. ‘I bet Alison is wondering where we are.’
Rain took the lead and the group followed behind her, edging their way through the packed corridors. The first and last break were when the hallways and cafeteria was the most crowded during weekdays at Brookside High School. During lunch time, students were usually outside playing out on the football field, the basketball courts or loitering near the school entrance. 
Lauren noticed her Home Room teacher, Mrs Sarah Hawthorne, a young, new teacher- only a few years older than herself- push her way past the crowd of students. Lauren gave her a gentle smile. 
	‘Hello, Miss,’ Lauren said. 
	‘Oh, hi there, Lauren,’ Mrs Hawthorne replied with a flick of the hair. 
The casual hello and goodbye was typical at Brookside High School. Despite the size of the school, Lauren felt like she knew the majority of the teachers and had good relationships with them. She always tried to stay on their good side. 
	‘Speaking of Valentines,’ Rain began, ‘you realize it’s almost been a year since David and Donna were- well- you know…’ 
Lauren sighed and dipped her head in disappointment. 
When is this holiday going to end? She didn’t need these constant reminders of her classmates being butchered. 
	‘A year already?’ Axl said. ‘That can’t be right.’
	‘The Fourteenth of February last year is when it happened,’ Rain said. ‘It went almost too quickly.’
They approached the double doors to the cafeteria and, with raw power, Cutter slammed both doors open making their arrival evident to everyone in the cafeteria. The group entered the large room. Lauren stared out of ceiling-high windows at the other side of the cafe and saw dark clouds looming overhead. It looked like she was going to have to ask Axl for a ride home instead of walking through an unrelenting thunderstorm. 
	‘There they are,’ Axl said looking over at the table at the far left-hand corner of the room. Lauren peered over the students crammed into the room and saw Alison, Jason and another close friend of hers, Shawnee Storm, gossiping amongst themselves. The four of them approached their peers and sat next to them. 
	‘Sorry we’re late,’ Lauren said. ‘What have you been talking about?’ 
Jason, who sat opposite her, flashed the screen of his cell phone in Lauren’s direction to reveal an old news article with a picture of David and Donna side by side at a party. 
	‘Take a guess.’







 




Chapter Five



Masquerading in Death





As the students left school for the evening, Jason had a task he had to complete before going home for the night. Smiley had given Jason the mundane job of sorting through the costume room in the auditorium prior to the class production of Macbeth’s opening night. It wasn’t going to be an easy job but Jason didn’t mind. 
In fact, it was a job he was happy to do. He knew if he did it, then it would be done properly. 
It also gave him time to clear his head, ruminate on his lines for the play and listen to his heavy metal music as he sorted through boxes of costumes, masks, makeup and accessories. It  wasn’t going to be a quick task. The further he delved into the room the more he discovered cardboard boxes pushed up under the racks and out of the way. The more he moved things around the more he was creating clouds of dust that swirled upward into the darkness. 
He began sneezing uncontrollably. 
His eyes began to water and run down his cheeks. 
The windowless box combined with the blankets of dust was a recipe for disaster for Jason’s asthma. Jason removed his headphones from his ears and hung them around his neck. He wiped his nose clean and stood out of the room to catch his breath. 
The auditorium was darker than usual. The lights were off and the windows at the far end of the theater were covered up with shutters for the evening. 
He sniffled and wiped his watering eyes free of tears. 
	‘Shit,’ he sighed. ‘Fuckin’ allergies.’ 
He took a few steps forward in the right wing of the stage and clutched onto the side of the curtain as he waited for the symptoms to subside. 
Suddenly, a crash and bang of metal on metal could be heard in the distance. Jason moved to the end of the towering, red curtain and looked out into the empty theater. With the exception of a glimmer of orange sunlight seeping through the gap of the narrow windows near the top of the ceiling, nothing appeared out of the ordinary; rows of blue and red seats ran to the back of the room; a narrow, half-circle desk sat in the middle of the room with a projector sat on top of it and a stack of wooden chairs covered the back left corner like a dumping ground. 
	‘Weird,’ Jason said shrugging his shoulders. 
	‘What’s weird?’ 
Jason jumped. He let out a hollow gasp. He spun around to the voice. It was Leon. He stood before Jason adjusting the glasses on his face. 
	‘You son of a…’ 
Jason’s voice trailed off. 
	‘What are you doing here?’ Jason asked. 
	‘I heard someone coughing and sneezing and wanted to make sure they weren’t- you know- dying,’ Leon replied imperviously. 
He didn’t care. He was just nosy and wanted to know who was hanging around the auditorium at this time. ‘How are you getting on trying to tidy that costume room up? It’s a bit of a shit hole.’
	‘Why are you still here?’ Jason asked. ‘Don’t you have a life outside of school?’
	‘Just like you, I’m helping Smiley out with the production,’ Leon said. He stood upright and pulled his shoulders back. He reached into his side pocket and pulled out a small, orange tape measure. ‘We just need to get some quick measurements before we can start doing the art design for the set. Anyway… don’t mind me.’
His eyes narrowed in on Jason and the corner of his mouth curved upright a deceptive smirk as if he was suggesting he was hiding something. 
	‘I’ll only be five minutes.’
He walked past Jason without saying another word. 
Jason sighed and put his headphones back over his ears. 
	‘Back to it, I guess.’
He paced back into the room expecting to see the room free of any dust, but he could see all the dust dancing in the air under the single light bulb hanging in the center of the room. He walked back to the middle of the room, picked up his clipboard from the rack and continued making notes about the types of clothes and quantities of items in the room. 
He scribbled his pen on the page, thoroughly noting down three different colored scarfs, seemingly out of place amongst a row

















