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Chapter 1

 


 


Year(s): Classified

Place: Kingsbury, Nevada

Substitute gym teacher Lou Ventana lowered
the volume of the ping on his ST-Warp 5 mobile device and ducked
into a utility closet in the bowels of Kingsbury High School. He
left the light switch off and focused on the tiny glowing screen in
the palm of his calloused left hand.

Sure enough, white letters began to appear on
the bright blue screen. Contact was indeed possible with Area 52.
Ventana, a 6-foot-3, 240-pound jar head wearing a navy blue
windbreaker, black wind pants and black boots, exhaled with
relief.

“I take it you arrived in one piece. How was
your trip, Lou?” the letters said.

Ventana smiled and used the large fingers on
his right hand to nimbly punch his response into the small black
keyboard below the blue screen.

“Beyond my wildest imagination,” he texted.
“Life as a Seal didn’t prepare me for that … anyway, I’m fully
embedded here. It seems like I’ve been here a month now, but time
is a funny thing.”

“Indeed it is,” the white letters
replied.

“So is it time for the return trip?” Ventana
texted.

“Roger that,” the letters flashed. “Our
window will be open beginning in 72 hours. Use the 8 adjacent rooms
on the first floor as A through H. Do U have all your pawns lined
up? Our friend 52 is setting up the board, so to speak, for the
forward match, if you will.”

“Yes,” Ventana texted. “The chosen pawn plus
7, mostly bozos who won’t be missed. Perfect collateral
damage.”

“Their sacrifice won’t be forgotten,” the
letters replied. “Password for this game is ‘shatranj.’ You will be
white king. I will direct all moves in coordination with 52, who
will control all black pieces for maximum effect and, we hope,
minimal risk to our mission target.”

Ventana frowned and texted back, “He better
let us win. I’m white king after all.”

“LOL. Fortunately, 52 claims to be on our
side,” the device replied.

“He better B. We saved him from a watery
grave in ‘33,” Ventana texted.

“Very true. Good luck and Godspeed Lou,” the
letters flashed.

“Thanks. C U soon. Same 20, different
century,” Ventana texted before shutting the device off and
stuffing it back into the pocket of his windbreaker.

As Ventana slowly exited the utility closet,
the faces of the eight white pawns shuffled through his brain.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Date: March 12, 1984

Place: Kingsbury, Nevada

Seventh-period Spanish class at Kingsbury
High School, located on a sprawling campus just a few miles from
Lake Tahoe, was heaven for the students and sheer hell for Mrs.
Marta Pina, a former Catholic school teacher who had switched to
the public school system six months ago. With her tiny stature,
humorously broken English and complete inability to extinguish even
the smallest brushfires of teen rebellion, Mrs. Pina was quickly
overwhelmed day after day by a chair-bound mob of spoiled
punks.

For Margeaux Quigley, a very attractive
17-year-old senior, A-student and varsity soccer star, the class
was both painful and hilarious to watch. But her pity for Mrs. Pina
certainly didn’t prevent her from looking forward to seventh period
every day. It was like scoring yet another goal against a hapless
opponent en route to an 8-0 rout on the soccer pitch. Yes, she felt
a little bad about it, but she enjoyed it just the same at the end
of another tedious day of classes.

On this fine March afternoon, it was shaggy
blond-haired Sam Gray -- a habitual offender -- who rankled Mrs.
Pina in the first minute of class by loudly complaining about the
hygiene of Tim Fields, who sat one aisle over. Overweight with oily
brown hair, a pimply face, poor posture and reeking of body odor,
Fields stood no chance in this class of mostly bored whiz kids,
aggressive jocks and attention-starved wise asses.

“You’re killing me with that stench, Oil
Fields,” Sam barked.

Seated toward the back center of the class
with her long black hair pulled back into a pony tail, Margeaux
wore a cream-colored sweater, faded jeans and blue-and-gold
sneakers. Her striking, dark blue eyes had a perfect vantage point
as today’s zoo got under way in this classroom of 32 students -- 19
boys and 13 girls.

Mrs. Pina, a 4-foot-9, 40-something Hispanic
woman with short, wavy brown hair, wore a black-and-gold checkered
long-sleeve shirt and black pants as she approached Sam with a
scowl on her pouty, petite face.

“Why do you have to be so un-Christian-like
to you friend,” Mrs. Pina asked Sam in one of her
oft-repeated laments that had become a punch line all its own,
particularly due to her inability to say the word “your.”

Scattered laughter filled the room as Sam
slumped in his chair under Mrs. Pina’s disgusted glare. The
black-and-white sneakers at the end of Sam’s long, jean-clad legs
nearly touched Mrs. Pina’s short, black heels. Her brown eyes
darkened with anger.

“This is not a bar! Straighten up in
you seat!” the little teacher fumed with both hands flapping
to the delight of Margeaux and her classmates.

Yes, comedy hour was just getting started.
Seconds later, all eyes and ears rotated 180 degrees as a huge spit
ball smacked against the Venetian blinds, covering the top half of
a window along the outer wall of the first-floor classroom. That
set off another big round of laughter as Mrs. Pina slowly migrated
back toward the top center of the classroom.

Pudgy troublemaker Jim Sherman, sporting a
buzz cut and black Mötley Crüe T-shirt, smiled so broadly that
everyone but Mrs. Pina knew he was the culprit.

As scowling Mrs. Pina walked past the center
line of the double-paneled chalkboard, wise ass Scott LaFrance gave
a quick hand signal and the laughs died down to complete silence in
an instant.

Mrs. Pina paused for a second in the peaceful
oasis and decided to try to start teaching.

“Today we will …,” she began, but as she
walked back to the right, across the center line, LaFrance looked
around with his wild, brown beady eyes, nodded his head and the
class erupted into bedlam yet again.

Margeaux giggled. This was a new gag,
probably the brain child of LaFrance and his oddball cohorts --
chunky loudmouth Gerry DiFusco and short, hairy Tommy Sorrentino --
based on the way they spearheaded the commotion.

During the tumult, Margeaux noticed tennis
jock Danny Capobianco and his stocky swimmer pal Jimmy Baker
under-handing spit balls up to the white ceiling. Two of them stuck
there and Danny, who had short curly brown hair and green eyes,
flashed Margeaux a flirtatious grin before waving his right hand
wildly to get the embattled teacher’s attention.

“Mrs. Pina, I’m not sure it’s safe to be in
this classroom,” he said. “Look up at the ceiling.”

Mrs. Pina moved back to the left, crossed the
center line again and the classroom went silent as she came down
the row of desks toward where Danny was sitting, two seats to the
left of Margeaux. The teacher frowned, gazed up and attempted to
examine what Danny was pointing at -- two wads of spit and paper
clinging to the ceiling.

“I’m pretty sure that’s asbestos, Mrs. Pina,”
Danny said, trying to keep a straight face as the class snorted and
snickered.

Much to Margeaux’s surprise, Mrs. Pina had a
rare moment of clarity. She looked back down and scowled at
Danny.

“That’s terrible,” she said, pointing at him.
“You get two ceros (that’s zeroes in Spanish) for lying!”

“What?” Danny said with his best “who me?”
expression followed by a not-so-subtle grin. “That’s an outrage,
Mrs. Pina. I’m trying to report a school safety issue and you give
me two ceros for lying?”

“You also get detention!” Mrs. Pina shouted,
stunning Margeaux and her classmates by standing her ground for a
change.

Then Margeaux saw why today would be
different. The new gym teacher had silently entered through the
open door at the front right of the classroom. Clearly he had been
eavesdropping on the mayhem from the hallway. The big man with the
buzz cut stood there with his huge arms folded across his chiseled
chest, which was covered by a white T-shirt. He also wore green
camouflage pants and black combat boots. His face was mean and his
cold, dark eyes slowly scanned the classroom as if he were taking a
mental photograph of every juvenile delinquent in front of him.

Holy shit! Mrs. Pina called in
backup. We just might get our asses kicked this time, Margeaux
thought.

Then the gym teacher’s icy glare stopped and
met Margeaux’s alarmed blue eyes. Mr. Ventana was his name, she
knew, but fortunately she had gym with Miss Stewart. Ventana and
Margeaux had never even exchanged glances before, but now this
military-looking brute was practically leering at her high cheek
bones, ski-slope nose, full lips and sexy, athletic body.

Take a picture freak, it’ll last longer. Then
again, it might not. He’s still staring at me!

“Enough!” Mr. Ventana ordered, finally
breaking his glare at Margeaux and silencing the class with one
word more effectively than Mrs. Pina could do with 10,000.

The tan-skinned behemoth with the shaved dark
hair moved to the head of the class while Mrs. Pina smiled at him
and retreated behind her desk at the front left of the room. He
spoke with a deep, authoritative voice.

“You people are a disgrace,” Ventana
thundered, then gestured toward Mrs. Pina. “This woman is trying to
teach you something and all you do is show her disrespect and make
her life miserable.”

All of the students kept silent and hung
their heads. Margeaux suddenly felt ashamed of herself for being
lumped in with this juvenile manure pile.

“I have observed what has been going on in
this classroom for some time and it sickens me,” Ventana said with
steel in his eyes and a dangerous tone. “All but eight of you will
report to after-school detention tomorrow. The eight ringleaders
will see me on Saturday at 10 a.m. sharp for a special video
presentation designed to reshape your attitudes.”

“But what if we can’t make it Saturday?”
LaFrance whined, knowing he was one of the ringleaders.

“Then you will be suspended and possibly
expelled,” Ventana shot back.

LaFrance sulked in his chair. Several others
shook their heads.

At least I’m not a ringleader,
Margeaux thought.

“The eight students who will report to me
here on Saturday morning are Sam Gray, Dan Capobianco, Jim Sherman,
Scott LaFrance, Gerry DiFusco, Tom Sorrentino, Jimmy Baker and
Margeaux Quigley,” Ventana said, staring right at her again.

What the fuck, Margeaux thought. I
didn’t do anything and I’m the only girl being singled out?

“That’s bullshit,” Margeaux heard herself say
out loud, drawing a few chuckles from the class and an “oh no” look
from her pal and desk neighbor, Amber Hull. “I was not a
ringleader.”

Danny smiled at her and said, “Glad you’re on
our team.”

“Shut the hell up, all of you!” Ventana
shouted as Mrs. Pina observed it all with a pleased look on her
tiny face. Then the jug head fixed his probing eyes back on
trembling Margeaux.

“Miss Quigley, you will report on Saturday
morning just like the others or you can kiss your soccer
scholarship to Stanford University goodbye,” he said. “You think
you’re a true leader, soccer captain? Well, I just watched you sit
by, laugh and bat your eyes at all these barnyard animals for the
last 15 minutes. Doing nothing about a horrendous situation and
passively encouraging it -- where’s the leadership there? You
better get your head on straight, too, or you’ll end up going
nowhere like most of these losers!”

Margeaux sat in stunned silence while some of
the losers murmured their discontent.

“This class is over,” Ventana declared with a
vicious scowl. “You don’t deserve Mrs. Pina’s valuable time and
energy. Go home to your mommies and daddies and tell them why you
were sent home early today. Tell them they’ve got a lot of work to
do before you’re ready to enter the real world. You better get
started right away. The clock is ticking toward graduation -- if
you graduate.”

Margeaux and her classmates quickly stood up
and scrambled out of the classroom under Mr. Ventana’s unblinking
glare.

 


---

 


“I have Saturday detention,” Margeaux
declared two minutes into a scrumptious dinner of roast chicken,
cheesy scalloped potatoes and green beans.

Margeaux’s doting mother, a fit but drained
single mom of two who appeared older than her 45 years, stopped
chewing and looked puzzled. Margeaux’s younger brother, Michael, a
tall, gangly 15-year-old with braces and a brown-haired mullet,
reveled in the news. After all, he was traditionally the
troublemaker in the family. He grinned ear to ear as he gobbled on
a drumstick.

“Sweet,” he said with his mouth full of
food.

“How on Earth did you get Saturday
detention?” her mother asked with a pained expression and
disappointed blue eyes. She had short brown hair that was graying
and wore a lavender sweater as they sat at the dining room table of
their modest one-level ranch house in Kingsbury.

“Spanish class is a zoo because the teacher
is incompetent and we all got in trouble, but it’s totally
ridiculous that I was the only girl who got singled out -- seven
boys and me got Saturday detention,” Margeaux said before taking a
drink of lemonade.

“What did you do that the teacher got so
upset?” Michael asked with excited hazel eyes.

“Well, let’s see, I believe I laughed, yeah,
that’s about it,” Margeaux said bitterly. “The boys in the class
raise hell, throw spit balls, disrespect Mrs. Pina and I get
punished for giggling. I can’t help it -- sometimes it’s
funny.”

“Well done, sis,” Michael said, trying to
give her a high-five, but Margeaux frowned and left him hanging.
“Margeaux, you’re really one of the boys now.”

Her mother just shook her head and tried to
eat some potatoes, but tears welled up in her eyes. She was visibly
shaken that her overachieving daughter suddenly regressed,
potentially starting a pattern of behavior that could jeopardize
her senior year and a full-ride to Stanford.

“Mom, will you please chill out and say
something?” Margeaux finally pleaded.

“I don’t know what to say,” her mother
replied. “I just think it sets a terrible example for your
brother.”

“Yeah,” Michael concurred with a chuckle. “My
brain is buzzing with ideas to top big sis as we speak!”

“Shut up!” Margeaux scolded him.

Their mother just shook her head again.
Margeaux felt ashamed, frustrated and angry. She needed to kick
something. She got up, quickly tied her hair into a ponytail,
cleared her dishes off the table and set them in the dishwasher.
Then she grabbed two white-and-black soccer balls out of her red
duffel bag on the kitchen floor and headed out the back door.

Margeaux pictured Mr. Ventana’s face on the
balls as she blasted them again and again into the backyard
net.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


Date: March 15, 1984

Place: Kingsbury, Nevada

Margeaux parked her gold Chevy Malibu sedan
in the largely desolate Kingsbury High School parking lot, situated
to the left of the main building on a flat, semi-circular campus
ringed by small trees and shrubs. The sun was climbing into a
beautiful blue sky -- absolutely the wrong kind of day to be locked
up in Saturday detention. Margeaux got out of her car and noticed
some of her fellow soon-to-be inmates loitering in front of the
two-tier brick building’s main entrance.

Danny Capobianco sped through the parking lot
in his red Iroc-Z sports car blasting the new Van Halen hit “Jump.”
He parked diagonally across two spaces next to Margeaux’s car. He
often did that when the lot was full, too.

What a dick. At least he’s hot,
Margeaux thought.

Danny, wearing a black T-shirt, blue jeans
and neon-orange tennis shoes, slammed the car door and quickly
caught up with Margeaux as she walked toward the school. The two
had a history of flirting but nothing more. Perhaps the bonding
experience of Saturday detention would set the stage for a senior
prom date. He was a little too cocky and flashy for Margeaux’s
taste, but she wasn’t wowed by any other potential prom candidates
either. Prom was still two months away. She would leave her options
open for now and see who emerged.

Though she didn’t have a boyfriend at the
moment, Margeaux knew she was attractive enough to get one whenever
she desired. All she had to do was convince herself that a
particular boy was worthy of her attention and affection. That was
the hard part. There was no point in getting into a serious
relationship now anyway. Soon she would be heading to California
for college -- assuming she could stay out of further trouble.

“The only positive thing about this detention
is you got stuck with us, too, Margeaux,” Danny said, smiling and
turning up the charm as he strolled alongside her. The other six
boys congregated near the double doors, talking, spitting and
laughing.

“Thanks for the compliment, but this sucks,”
Margeaux replied with a wry grin.

“Yeah, especially on an awesome Saturday like
this,” he said.

Then, at exactly 10 a.m., rugged jar head Mr.
Ventana pushed open one of the double doors and ushered the gang of
eight inside.

“Good morning,” he said, dressed in a tight,
gray short-sleeve shirt, green camouflage pants and black high-top
combat boots. “Come right in.”

Margeaux and the boys filed quietly behind
Mr. Ventana and down the locker-lined hallway toward a first-floor
classroom on the left.

“I’ll brief you in here,” Ventana said,
studying each of their faces as he held the door open and waved
them through with a burly left arm.

Brief us? What is this, police
headquarters? The Pentagon? This guy is such a tool, Margeaux
thought.

The gang of eight sat in a semi-circle of
chairs set up near the front of the classroom as Mr. Ventana walked
to the teacher’s desk and began sorting through stuff in a big navy
blue duffel bag.

Margeaux sat next to Danny and felt the eyes
of the other six boys sneaking looks at her -- smart ass Scott
LaFrance with his thin build, short dark hair, mischievous eyes,
long nose and pointy chin; Gerry DiFusco, overweight and boisterous
with a jolly face and close-cropped black hair; portly Jim Sherman,
who had a light-haired buzz cut, brown eyes, round face and a
trouble-making perma-grin on his fat lips; short, brown-haired Tom
Sorrentino, who wore glasses and had a wiry, wrestler’s physique;
tall and lean Sam Gray with his furtive blue eyes, playful smile
and wild blond hair; and Jimmy Baker, the avid swimmer with short
reddish-brown hair, freckles and a penchant for saying things like
“Call me Bake” and “That’s the Baker way.”

When Mr. Ventana retrieved a bunch of items
from the duffel bag and handed them out to the gang of eight, Jimmy
Baker surprised everyone by immediately responding with
enthusiasm.

“A swim cap -- awesome,” Baker said, hoisting
the orange cap for all to see. His reaction made sense, of course,
because he was a member of the varsity swim team. “Are we hitting
the pool?”

Mr. Ventana just glared at him and he shut up
quickly.

Margeaux and the other boys were more
interested in what looked like a hand-held computer game.

“Turn it on like this,” Ventana told the
group as he showed them where the power button was on the side of
the little black gadget with the blue screen and small
black-and-white keyboard.

As they all followed his instructions, their
blue screens glowed brightly and the boys erupted in
excitement.

“Now hit your G buttons twice,” Ventana
instructed.

Margeaux and the boys followed orders.

“Space Invaders!” Jim Sherman shouted with
delight about the popular 1980s video game. “How did you get it on
something so small? I’m used to playing it at the arcade.”

“So cool!” Danny, Scott and the others agreed
as they began playing with the gadget.

Margeaux, meanwhile, ignored the game and
inspected the other two items Ventana had handed them. The biggest
one was a weird orange zip-down vest made of heavy material that
seemed to match the orange swim cap. The cap itself was bizarre,
too. It felt bumpy, with small nodules covering every inch or
so.

What the hell is this guy up to?
Margeaux feared.

“See, Saturday detention isn’t so bad,” Danny
declared as he started rapid-firing at virtual aliens.

Ventana allowed himself a small, eerie grin
at that -- a facial gesture that literally sent shivers through
Margeaux’s already-tense body.

“I’m out of here,” she heard herself say as
she stood up in the semi-circle.

The seven boys seemed confused and annoyed at
being distracted from their games.

“Sit down Miss Quigley,” Ventana said firmly
but calmly.

“What is the purpose of all this? A video
game? A swim cap? A strange vest?” she asked, feeling a little
faint as she stood there awkwardly. “These boys may be getting a
kick out of this, but I’m not. Something is not right about this
and I don’t want to be any part of it.”

“Whoa, chill out,” Danny told her, putting
his hand on her arm. She bristled and pulled her arm away.

“What is going on here?” Margeaux repeated.
“We deserve to know the truth.”

Ventana folded his huge arms across his
massive chest and finally began to provide an explanation.

“First, sit down, Miss Quigley,” he said, his
dark eyes boring into her until she complied. “Second, boys stop
playing your games for a minute and I will tell you all what will
happen from here.”

The boys stopped playing after a few moments
and looked up at the large man.

“Now you will all take your games and
equipment I gave you and go into eight separate classrooms to the
left of this one down the hall. Each room has a letter taped to the
door. Enter the classroom with the letter that corresponds to the
small white letter on the back of your game.”

Sure enough, there was a small white “C” on
the back of Margeaux’s game.

“Once inside your designated classroom, I
will give you further instructions,” Ventana told the group, which
listened closely to every word.

“Is it going to be a Space Invaders contest
-- like highest score gets to leave detention first?” LaFrance
asked with a hopeful tone.

“Yes, something like that -- only you might
learn something along the way,” Ventana said with shifty eyes.

He’s lying to our faces. He’s telling us 2
percent of what the fuck is happening here. This is some kind of
scientific experiment, shock therapy or something. I just know
it, Margeaux thought.

Margeaux recalled a scene from the Stanley
Kubrick movie “A Clockwork Orange” she had seen without her
mother’s permission a couple of years ago. Amber Hull’s older
brother had rented it and they watched it during a sleepover.
Margeaux remembered how they had strapped the lead character to a
chair, pried his eyelids open and forced him to watch a bunch of
films. They altered him so he felt sick any time he wanted to have
sex or hurt people, and then he went crazy.

“Take your things and go!” Ventana ordered,
snapping Margeaux out of her daze and flipping on her panic
switch.

No explanation? Nothing!?!

“But,” was all she managed to mumble.

“Now!” Ventana shouted over her and pointed
toward the door.

Margeaux trembled, but she fought back the
tears. She didn’t want to give this meathead the satisfaction of
seeing her cry. She could be tough. She could kick some ass. She
stood up, aggressively grabbed her video game, swim cap and vest,
and followed the seven boys out the door.

Ventana watched them enter the rooms marked A
through H and then followed them down the hall.

When Margeaux entered the “C” classroom and
heard the door being locked quickly behind her, she immediately
dropped her equipment, wheeled around and lost it.

“Fuck you, asshole!” she shouted, banging her
fists on the door. “I’m gonna call the police on your ass if I ever
get out of here!”

Ventana, as if he knew how she was going to
react, stood there gazing at her through the door’s thick glass
window for a moment with a creepy “gotcha” expression on his
face.

Margeaux froze, realizing all eight of them
were now completely at the mercy of this mysterious and possibly
dangerous control freak. She shrank back from the door and closed
her eyes to break his stare. When she re-opened her eyes, Ventana
was gone. She could hear his black boots walking down the hall to
lock Rooms D through H. She wanted to scream to classmates, but
nothing came out.

Margeaux glanced around at the classroom and
freaked out even more. All of the chairs and the teacher’s desk had
been removed. She eyed the windows and rushed to try to open one of
them, but when her fingers grabbed the latch, she recoiled in agony
from the stinging shock and fell to the floor. Now tears were
filling her eyes.

What the hell? He put an electric fence
around us?

“Get up off the floor, Miss Quigley,” she
heard Ventana command, but his voice was coming from the video game
she had dropped on the floor back across the room. She scrambled
over to it, picked it up and saw Ventana’s face staring back at her
on the 3-by-5-inch monitor. She had never seen anything like it
obviously -- it was 1984, not an episode of “Star Trek.” Then she
looked at the little buttons below Ventana’s image -- they said A
through H and K. She pushed A. In a flash, Jimmy Baker was staring
back at her.

“Hello Margeaux, it’s Bake,” he said with a
big grin and the orange swim cap already covering his round
head.

“Take that thing off. You’re a fool. Wake
up!” she yelled at his image before cutting off his attempt at a
reply and punching the B button. She saw Danny’s handsome face and
long eyelashes. For a second, she felt a pang of relief until he
said, “Hey, you’re interrupting my Space Invaders. I’m blasting …,”
he said, before Margeaux cut him off with a shrill diatribe.

“He’s got us penned up like sheep surrounded
by an electric force field and you’re at the fucking arcade! Get us
out of here you useless douche bag!” she screamed at him.

“Relax Margeaux, you’re so paranoid. Don’t
you know paranoia is the first sign of an alcoholic?” Danny’s image
wisecracked at her. “These picture phones are so cool. I …”

“Screw you, too!” Margeaux shouted before
pushing the C button and erasing his image. Her own screen lit up
in blue and Space Invaders was ready to start. She flipped off the
screen with her middle finger. Then she pushed buttons D through H
so fast that she saw the faces of the other five idiots flash
before her eyes, but she couldn’t remember what order they were in
and, frankly, didn’t care. While fighting through sobs, she punched
the K button, and once again was greeted by the smug face of her
captor, Mr. Ventana.

“Hello again, Miss Quigley,” he said with a
satisfied grin. “Shall we get started?”

“I demand … demand an explanation!” she
shouted at him.

“Put on your swim cap and vest and you’ll get
one,” he said flatly. “This helpful video program will improve your
leadership skills, patience and respect for authority.”

“My ass it will,” she seethed. “This isn’t
authority. This is kidnapping!”

 


 



Chapter 4

 


 


Year(s): Classified

Place: Kingsbury, Nevada

“Miss Quigley and all the rest of you, please
put on your swim caps and vests now so we can get started with this
program,” Mr. Ventana’s face commanded on the little blue video
screen that Margeaux held in her left palm. She was amazed at how
clear and light the device was, but she tried to maintain her
focus. She sensed in her gut that Ventana was going to do something
horribly wrong to them, but the seven boys didn’t seem fazed at
all. They were going along with the program every step of the way
and even seemed to be enjoying it.

Is it just me? Am I paranoid? I’m sure as
hell not an alcoholic, as Danny pointed out. Then again, I
definitely could use a stiff drink to calm my nerves right about
now.

“Fine,” Margeaux said, setting the device on
the floor, putting her hair in a bun and reluctantly donning the
strange orange swim cap and matching vest. “But if I ever get out
of here, I will call the police on your ass, Ventana.”

Saying that made her feel slightly better,
but Ventana simply ignored her and continued on.

He’s so infuriating!

“Good,” was all he said when he saw that she
had put on the cap and vest. He checked in on the seven boys as
well and made sure all eight of his captives were in compliance.
Margeaux wondered what room Ventana was in.

“Now everyone punch the letter associated
with your room,” Ventana ordered with a blank expression on his
face as Margeaux picked up the device again and held it in her
right palm this time.

Again, Margeaux felt the urge to challenge
him, but this time she decided against it. She already had made a
fool of herself in front of Danny and the others. And now she was
actually curious to see what would happen next. This was quickly
turning into the strangest Saturday of her short life. Little did
she know, the most bizarre events hadn’t even happened yet. She
pressed the C button.

As soon as all eight students had hit their
assigned buttons, Margeaux’s room began to vibrate like there was a
minor earthquake shaking the building. She gripped her mobile
device tightly and looked around the room. The distant trees
outside the window stood still, she observed, but the room was
definitely shaking.

Then the vibrations grew much stronger and
the chalkboard in front of her began to disappear into a fog!
Seconds later, the fog turned bright and Margeaux’s body seemed to
float upward into white nothingness -- no walls, ceiling, windows,
trees, chalkboard or floor. She felt light as a feather and twirled
in what appeared to be a zero-gravity void. The vibrations still
sounded strong, but now she could not feel them with any part of
her body.

“What the …?” she thought.

Margeaux allowed herself to
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