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My Dream Boy 

The cave was dark and damp, and the walls glistened with condensation. Occasionally, I could hear water trickle from the ceiling of the cave into the hulking body of water below. The air was thinner in the cave, and cool enough that I could see my breath with each exhale. The only source of light was an eerie green hue from deep below the water’s surface. 

I waited, my bare feet shifting uncomfortably on the bedrock that lined the perimeter of the lake. The hem of my pajama bottoms grew heavy from the water lapping at my feet. Squinting my eyes, I searched the water. It was so calm I could see my reflection. 

Even in my dreams my frizzy red locks stuck out in all directions. There was no time to think about the unruly abomination that sat on top of my head. I needed to concentrate on finding the boy. 

He would be there as always; I just had to look hard enough. It was not long before I spotted him—the boy’s body rose through the water. His neck and back arched at an odd angle and his arms floated uselessly behind his body as he advanced to the surface. The boy’s dark hair floated haphazardly around his face, preventing me from getting an adequate view. For a few moments, I simply stood and watched his ascent. There was no fight in him, not yet. 

It was beautiful—enchanting—the way his body drifted to the surface. My wait was over. I just needed him to get closer . . . just a little closer . . . and then the struggle would begin. That was when I would make the dive. I prayed I could save him this time. 

Then it started. His body began to twist and jerk violently. His wild movements brought him close enough for me to swim to. It was now or never—I took the plunge. The coldness of the water took my breath away, but I had done this before and knew it was coming. With all of my might I tore through the lake, my arms and legs violently slashing, tearing through the water in hopes I could reach him before it was too late. 
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Without thinking, I hooked my left arm around his neck from behind and swam toward the shore with my free arm. He fought me the entire way but I knew what to expect; his fighting wouldn’t affect me. This time we would both make it. I wouldn’t lose him again. 

Just as we reached the shore he passed out, becoming dead weight in my arms. My legs gave way as I tugged the boy’s limp form from the water. I was grateful for the break from his thrashing. I pulled him away from the lake and then dropped him on his side. 

I stepped over his body and slumped to the cavern’s floor, my chest heaving. As I caught my breath, I leaned against the cold cavern wall and closed my eyes. I needed a few seconds to recharge. Once somewhat back to normal, I snuck a peek at the boy I had saved. His eyes were closed but he was breathing, thank God. 

Curiosity took over—I had never gotten this far before. Usually I lost him during the struggle. A piece of me died each time I watched him sink to the bottom of the lake, straight down to his watery grave. This time was different. I prevailed. 

The boy appeared to be around my age. I edged close enough to examine him as he lay unconscious. He was strikingly handsome, without a doubt the best-looking boy I had ever seen. His black hair was plastered against his pale skin, his lips full, almost pouty. He fit the description of a handsome Greek god complete with a strong chiseled jaw line. 

“Ohhh, man,” he moaned, rubbing the top of his head. I leaned in so close I could see tiny droplets of water clinging to his long, thick lashes. Now was my chance to get a look at my mystery man. His eyes fluttered open and I held my breath in anticipation of seeing that perplexing creature in motion. 

A gasp escaped my lips at the sight of his crystal blue eyes; they were incredible, stunning. I was so memorized by his beauty I did not realize I was way too close until it was too late. The boy’s eyes widened in alarm at the sight of a stranger peering over him. Before I knew what had happened, his hands circled my throat and 
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squeezed tightly. I did the only thing I could do and screamed until my lungs burned. 

“Meadow . . . Meadow . . . Mike! Come quick, it’s Meadow!” my mother yelled frantically while shaking my shoulders. I was awake but fear kept me paralyzed. 

“It’s Mom, baby, it’s Mom,” my mother said. Hearing her soothing voice melted the tension away. 

She cradled my face in her hands and spoke softly to me as she had when I was a little girl. At her touch, I opened my eyes just a smidge. My mother’s face was inches from mine, her brown eyes searching me, trying to determine if I were hurt. I relaxed back on my pillow and focused on her calming words. 

Her brow was furrowed in concern and her normally stylishly cut hair was stuck out all over her head. Needless to say, she was frazzled. A lump of guilt swelled in my stomach. This was not the first time my mother had come to my rescue and I feared not the last. 

I took several slow cleansing breaths to clear my head. My hair— damp with sweat—caused me to shiver and every muscle in my body ached from flailing about in my sleep. 

“I’m okay,” I said between sobs to reassure my dad, who now stood in my doorway. His face was beet red and his short squat frame was bent at the waist as he tried to catch his breath after his sprint upstairs. Poor Dad had put on a little weight, and treks up and down the stairs were hard on him. 

“Just . . . a bad dream,” I murmured, hanging my head in shame. I was almost an adult and here I was shaking with fear, my mommy by my side. 

“You have been having those a lot lately . . . Is everything okay?” Mom asked, smoothing the hair out of my eyes. 

“Yeah . . . I don’t understand,” I replied, shaking my head. 

“What are they about?” Mom prodded. She was a psychologist/research scientist and continually tried to dig deep into my psyche. Unfortunately for me, I was my mother’s favorite subject; 
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however, very rarely was I cooperative when it came to being her patient. 

“I don’t . . . remember.” I shook my head. But I did. I remembered every single detail of that unsettling dark cave, the mysterious boy, and those piercing blue eyes. 

The strange thing was even though my dreams terrified me I wanted to go back to the cave and see that striking young man again, even if he had tried to choke the life out of me. It was crazy—every dream left me craving more. Each night I could not wait to go back and see how much more of my dream boy would be revealed. And with each dream I was not disappointed. 

“Oh well . . . it’s probably for the best, dear.” My mother’s face dropped. I knew she wanted to “fix” me. “Why don’t you shower and change into some dry clothing? That will make you feel better. I’ll change your sheets and make some chamomile tea to help you relax.” 

“Thanks, Mom.” My mom was the best, seriously. 

I struggled to untangle myself from my damp bed sheets that had snaked themselves around my legs. I could not believe I had sweat so much . . . but the last few weeks my dreams had become so vivid, they were scary. I touched my throat where the boy had grabbed me. I could still feel the coolness of his skin against mine. 

While I tried to fully wake up, I thought about my dreams and how worried my mother had become. Her normally youthful face looked so worn since I began having my nightmares. The dreams were progressively becoming worse; over the past few weeks they had manifested into something more to me. That night’s dream was the worst so far. 

Most nights my mother would poke her head in my room and I would assure her I was okay. Then we all would go back to bed as if nothing happened. However, the increasing severity of my dreams was going to land me back in the office of Dr. Barnes, my shrink, if I didn’t get myself in check. Mom wouldn’t allow me to backtrack on my progress. Um, let’s just say I had issues. 
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All my life I had suffered from abandonment issues. It started when I was a baby for reasons unknown to me and my parents. I was terrified everyone I loved was going to leave me and not return. No one knew where this issue stemmed from; it just was. I had a hard time making friends because I was scared of losing them. Mom had finally made a breakthrough with me a few years back and I had been doing great since then. 

Well, that was true until the breakup; then these dreams began to plague me. If I didn’t get my emotions in line I would have to see more doctors—or worse, my mother. I could not even fathom the thought. But I was not sick again. I was better. This was something . . . different. 

Once showered and dressed I was completely awake and had to laugh about how dramatic I was being. I would be eighteen in a few months, almost an adult, and I was totally freaking out about a few bad dreams. I could not wait to tell my best friend, Cassy, in the morning. She would get a kick out of how silly I had been. It’s not like those dreams meant anything anyway . . . or did they? 




Total Freak-Out 

“So you had a total freak-out? I bet your mom was all over that.” Cassy giggled, holding a fluorescent pink tank top against a pair of very electric blue leggings. She knew how my mother was. Don’t get me wrong. My mom was great but she was super overprotective. 

“Yeah, I swear it took me forever to talk myself down. I mean, is it strange I keep dreaming about the same thing over and over?”  

“What do you think of this?” she asked. I shook my head at the strange color combination she had put together. Cassy threw it in her basket anyway. She was probably right. The girl had wonderful fashion sense while I usually leaned toward band shirts and jeans. 

“Well, maybe, but personally I think you are dreaming about this guy because you’re lonely . . .” Cassy started. 

“Don’t,” I said, holding my hands up to ward off her verbal onslaught. I was not in the mood to go there. 

“Meadow, it has been months, close to a year. You have to move on.” Cassy kept on, totally ignoring the fact I had just asked her not to go there. 

“I don’t need a boyfriend to complete me or . . . whatever,” I said, dismissing what Cassy said while quoting something my mother continued drilling into my head. 

“Of course you don’t, but you do need to move on. I mean look at you, girl.” Cassy grabbed me by my shoulders and turned me toward a three-way mirror near the dressing room. 

She had a point. I had not been taking care of myself. Right then I was in gray sweatpants and a hoodie three sizes too big. My hair was in a bushy ponytail and I wore no makeup. I looked about twelve years old. Added to the fact that I was standing next to my supermodel best friend, I was a hot mess. 

Cassy Romano—my best friend—was the most popular girl in school. She was considered by far the most fashionable person of any class. And that was a title she had held since our freshman year. I 
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had never known of anyone else to hold such an honor. So when you put my short frame and plain face next to hers, I felt inadequate, to say the least. 

“Okay, okay,” I said, shaking her off of my shoulders. “I get it, Cass.” 

“No, I don’t think you do. Evan is a jerk and you deserved better when you were with him. Now you two are no longer together and you are punishing yourself? I don’t get it! He was the one who—” 

“Stop! Okay, just stop!” I shouted, getting heated. Immediately I covered my mouth with my hand, my face growing hot from my sudden outburst. 

A few people in the store turned to see what the commotion was. Cassy shrugged her shoulders and grabbed up another pair of flowered leggings she had decided to purchase. She then headed to the checkout with the rest of her items. 

Nothing got to Cassy. She shrugged everything off and went on about her business. I was pretty sure if you told the girl an asteroid was hurtling toward Earth and we were all going to die, she would shrug, then mosey on down to the nearest mall and go dress shopping. 

“Let’s go get some pizza, drama queen,” Cassy kidded, trying to lighten the mood. 

I smiled at her. It was hard to stay mad at Cassy, no matter how much she aggravated me. Besides, I knew she was just trying to help. I was being overly sensitive. It was another difference between me and my BFF. She was “go with the flow” and I was always wound up and emotional. 

Cassy took risks and I never went out of my comfort zone. Cassy was a tall beautiful Italian goddess and I was short and redheaded, with a boyish figure and a heavy dusting of freckles all over my body. They say opposites attract and that had proven to be true with me and my best friend thus far. 

“Okay, but you’re buying,” I said, bumping her hip with mine. 
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“Yeah, yeah, cheapskate,” Cassy said with a smirk. 

As soon as she paid for her purchases, we strolled through the mall, stopping at a few boutiques along the way. Once we finally made it to the food court Cassy spotted some friends from school and dragged me over to chat. The crowd occupied several tables in front of the cookie store across the corridor from Roscoe’s Pizza. Just the smell of Roscoe’s set my stomach growling. 

It was our last day of spring break and everyone was hanging out, trading vacation stories. I wasn’t in the mood to be around many people  so  I  hung  back  a  little  ways  while  my  social  butterfly  of  a buddy chatted away. I didn’t care to stick around. Most of those kids didn’t care for me anyway and the ones who may have liked me I was too scared to get attached to. 

While Cass talked, I decided to stroll over to the pizza place to see what looked good. Roscoe’s was an all-time favorite in our town. Their slices were huge and “made with love” by a local Italian named Roscoe who was distantly related to Cassy—talented cooks ran in her family. I did not know how Roscoe’s didn’t put the other pizzerias out of business; they were the best. While I studied the menu (which I knew by heart) a strange sensation washed over me. I was being watched. Feeling paranoid, I glanced self-consciously around the corridor. 

He was dressed in a plain white tee, tight jeans, and black leather biker boots. The boy from my dreams stood staring at me, looking as if he had stepped straight out of an old-school major motion picture. You know—classic car boys with greased-back hair, handsome tough boys. That was him. 

His face was set in a scowl watching me. He was partially hidden behind an enormous potted plant—one of a hundred tacky leafy plants dispersed throughout the mall. I doubt I would have seen him at all if he had not been staring a hole through my head. 

I turned and marched back to Cassy as quickly as possible. “Cass,” I said, urgently tapping my friend on the shoulder. 
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“Hold on,” she said absently, laughing at a joke someone told her. She waved her hand, shooing me away as if I were a bug. Irritation filled my very being. I didn’t like to be brushed off. I mean who does? 

“Seriously, look,” I said, pointing in the direction of Roscoe’s. He was gone. I had taken my eyes off of him for only a few seconds but he had vanished. Cassy and all of her school buddies looked to where I was pointing and then back at me, puzzled. The whole group had grown quiet and hung on to every word I said. 

“Yes, we are going to get pizza, just give me a sec.” Cassy shook her head at me as if I were a naughty toddler for interrupting her conversation. 

She said goodbye to “our” friends and I gave them a little awkward finger wave as I turned my back. A few of them mumbled about how weird I was. I didn’t care what they thought; I knew what most of them said behind my back. I was the odd man out. 

For a second I said nothing. I was scared and confused. How could it be possible the boy I had been dreaming about night after night for weeks was inside our little town mall? It was the most bizarre feeling, and then I realized I had to be cracking up. Lunacy had befallen me. 

“Hey, you okay?” Cassy asked, leaning her head right next to my face. Finally! She realized I was shaken up. 

“Oh, umm, not sure. I need to sit down,” I said, wobbling unsteadily to the nearest table. 

“Do you feel sick? We can go home, I really don’t mind.” 

“No, I thought I saw something strange is all,” I said, shaking my head. 

Cassy studied me skeptically, her eyebrows raised halfway up her forehead. “Tell me, tell me, tell me, I won’t stop until you tell me.” She really wouldn’t stop until I told her, so I took the plunge and filled my friend in on what she missed. 
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Fear crossed my friend’s face. It was all I needed to know that I, Meadow Fields, had transitioned into a lunatic. If roles were reversed I would have thought she was stark raving mad as well. 

“You want to go home and talk to your mom?” she asked, her beautiful face filled with concern. 

Cassy knew about my abandonment issues and she had been concerned about a relapse since Evan and I had split up. She had every reason to be concerned. I was frightened for my sanity as well, but not scared enough to talk to my mother, not yet. 

“No, Cass, you know how she is. She was so worried about me when I fell into that depression. I just . . . I don’t want her to think I’m still in bad shape, you know? I’m not sleeping well, having the bad dreams and all.” 

I tried to convince Cassy and myself. It was apparent she was torn—on one hand, she wanted me to get better; on the other, she knew how controlling my mother was. 

“Well . . . okay,” Cassy relented. “Yeah, your mom probably would get a little intense.” 

I laughed at my friend’s description of my mother. “Yeah, intense would be an understatement.” 

“Hey, I’m going to grab us a few slices. I’ll be right back.” Cassy lightly patted me on the shoulder as she trotted over to Roscoe’s. I knew my behavior made her uncomfortable and I wondered why she even bothered with me really. 

While I waited for Cassy to return, I tried to recall every detail about the boy. I knew he was the same guy I had saved in the cave. He had to be. My head spun with the reality of what I saw. Sure, he could have been someone who looked like my dream boy, but those eyes. I had never seen icy blue eyes like his before. There was no way the boy I encountered was not the young man I saved from the lake. 

“Are you all ready for State?” Cassy asked, setting a pizza-laden tray in front of me. I guessed we were just going to ignore my crazy spell? 
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“Yeah, I think we are going to do really well.” I plastered a smile on my face. A change in conversation was good. I didn’t want to freak my best friend out about my mystery cave boy. “The choreography that Coach Jackie, Meredith, and I came up with for the finale will guarantee us the win. It’s wicked.” 

“Nice. When do you all leave?” 

“Two weeks from yesterday. I’m nervous,” I answered with a sigh. I was the co-captain of our school’s cheer squad—GO TIGERS—and we were in the middle of preparing for the state championship competition. I would be much more ecstatic about the competition if it were not held at Aubrey University, where Evan went to college. Anxiety about an accidental run-in with him gripped me, but in reality, the only way we would see each other was if he made it a point to attend the competition. Part of me wished, desperately, that he would be there; the other part wished our buses rolled over him when we pulled into the university. 

“Ah, you all will do great! You always do.” 

We both sat in silence, lost in thought, me thinking about my sanity and Cassy either clothes or her boyfriend, Bubba. It was Cassy who broke the silence. “I have no idea what I’m going to wear tomorrow. Where did our break go?” 

Clothes it was. I laughed. My dear sweet friend was so predictable—not to mention she had four shopping bags filled with clothes lying at her feet. “Well, mine went to practice and bumming around the house,” I said, piling our trash back onto the tray, readying to leave. 

“Yeah, right,” Cassy snorted, raising her eyebrows at me. She knew me too well. When I said I was bumming around the house I meant frantically studying my brains out for finals. My being studious didn’t earn me any extra points with the cool kids. But what did they know? 

“What did you all do, by the way? I hardly saw you or Bubba this week.” 
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“Oh . . . you know that sweet man of mine. He talked me into volunteering at the soup kitchen most nights after baseball practice. Other than that, just a little light shopping.” 

She rolled her eyes but I knew she enjoyed both activities, maybe shopping a little more than soup kitchen work. Cassy’s boyfriend, Bubba, was the most giving person I knew. He was always raising money for the less fortunate or working in some kind of ministry, homeless shelter, or soup kitchen. 

When we were toddlers Cassy, Bubba, and I all attended the same cradle school and instantly loved each other. Since then we had been inseparable, even though we were incredibly different—total opposites in every way possible except for our love of one another and God. But it was nice to have a small diverse group; it kept things interesting most of the time. Cass and Bubba were among the few people I could allow myself to be close to. 

Cassy stood just under six feet tall, with flawless olive skin and hair that shone like onyx. She always looked immaculate—her short black hair never out of place and her makeup and manicured nails always perfectly done. Cassy was built like a Victoria’s Secret model but she dressed modestly, which was nice because most girls our age liked to parade their bodies, whether they had it to flaunt or not. If I didn’t love Cassy so much, I would be incredibly jealous of how extraordinary she was. Honestly, there were times when I was insanely jealous of her, but I loved her more. 

Bubba Wright, Cassy’s boyfriend of three years, was the football team’s starting quarterback along with the star pitcher on the baseball team. He was a big country boy with an even bigger heart. To look at him and Cassy next to each other, you would wonder how they ever became an item. Bubba, just an inch shorter than his girlfriend, was slightly husky and had enormous chocolate eyes that gave him a boyish appearance. He had a slightly oversized nose and moseys around with a goofy grin on his face about ninety percent of the time. Where his girlfriend was a fashionista he settled for jeans, T-shirts, and cowboy boots. By most people’s standards, Bubba was just okay looking but Cassy had enough looks for the both of them. 
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Although Bubba’s looks were nothing compared to Cassy’s, his kindness and giving spirit more than made up for what he lacked, and that was what Cass saw in him—his heart. The two combined were like a power couple. Every girl wanted to be Cassy, and Bubba was the envy of all the guys at school. In Bubba’s case, I did not know if it was because he was so talented or because he had Cassy by his side. Maybe a little of both. 

And that left me—Meadow Fields—the co-captain of the cheer squad, but I wasn’t nearly as popular as people would think, for a cheerleader anyway. According to my classmates, I was considered the self-righteous one: I studied hard, did not drink or do drugs, and really tried to live by the teachings of the Bible. My biggest downside? I spoke fluent sarcasm. 

As far as my peers thinking I was a little odd . . . well, I was pretty big on the purity thing and I didn’t hide my beliefs on that point. I was the butt of most people’s jokes because I was looked upon as a prude. Most of my peers tolerated me because of my friendship with Cassy and Bubba. 

So in a nutshell, that was a little about me and my very close circle of friends. I was content with just having Cassy and Bubba by my side. We used to be a group of four when Evan was around but I wasn’t ready to talk about him—yet. Besides, Evan’s vacant spot was about to be occupied once more. 




Fiends 

That night I once again found myself staring at the green glow of the massive lake inside my cave. But things felt different this time— empty. I knew it would be pointless but I waited for my cave boy to surface. Several minutes passed and nothing happened. Discouraged, I sat on the shore and attempted to skip rocks while I waited. I never could skip a rock and this time was no exception, although I was able to accomplish a few fantastic splashes. But I was causing too much of a commotion so I stopped and found a relatively dry spot to sit and watch the body of water. 

The wait was excruciating. Perhaps I was too early—or maybe I was crazy—who waits around for a guy who 1) tried to choke the life out of them and 2) may not only be haunting their dreams but their reality as well? Insane, right? 

Then an idea came to me. Since I set him free in my last dream, perhaps he was in another part of the cave. My bravery while I dreamt was intriguing. I would never have been bold enough to search such a place when awake, especially while hunting down a boy who stalked my reality. 

Maybe that was why I was so fascinated by my dream world. There was something about the cave that freed me from the insecure girl I had always been, or maybe it allowed me to be the girl I was predestined to be. I knew it didn’t make sense. I mean, why would I be destined to hang out in a dark cave? I was sure my mom would say there was a connection to my current mental state and my dream cave but I thought the two were separate entities. 

Enamored with the lake and my dream boy, I had never taken time to explore the rest of the cave until now. A vast majority of the rocks were shiny beige-shaped icicles with the appearance of melted wax. Incredible cloudy white stalactites (a word I learned in fifth grade science) hung from the ceiling of the cave. The growths gave the appearance of shiny melted wax straws poking through the ceiling above. The stone walls looked like waves of frothy water that had suddenly frozen. The cave was miraculous. 
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Sharp rocks protruded through the ground, some shooting all the way up to the ceiling. One of the mammoth creations held me captivated for quite some time—tiny white crystals wound their way up the column-shaped rock like a vine. It was remarkable. Lightly I touched the precious stone with my fingertips. At my touch the rock began to glow a faint white before fading back to its original color. The beauty of that rock intensified my desire to explore the rest of the cave to see what else I might discover. 

On the far side of the cave stood an ominous opening leading deeper inside. My feet slid out from under me as I took a few eager steps forward. Thank goodness there was a ledge close by for me to grab or I would have received a bruised tailbone. 

Years of algae growth and the consistent trickling of water dripping from above kept the floors dangerously slick. Around the parameter of the room gaping holes randomly dropped off into darkness. Each move I made had to be calculated if I wanted to advance through the cave unscathed. 

Once I ventured from the green lighting of the lake, darkness overtook me and a deadly silence filled my ears. The quiet was unnerving, yet I did not want to break the solitude. I used the wall as my guide and deliberately shuffled my feet along the smooth ground inch by inch. If something was living in the cave, I did not want to disturb it, nor did I want to drop to an untimely dream death by falling into an unseen bottomless pit. 

After feeling my way through the dark for several minutes, I came to another colossal room illuminated by several torches attached to the walls. Curious, I entered the area and was confronted with one of my worst fears—heights. 

Before me lay an enormous smooth rock bridge that crossed over a deep gorge. Well, it was more like a rock that had fallen over the canyon but it definitely worked as a bridge, creating a way from one side of the chamber to the other. The slab was wide enough I could lie across it and still have two feet over my head and below my feet. I was pretty sure a baby elephant could stand on it without fear of 
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collapse; however, the open air underneath was what had my stomach in knots. 

I gazed down the chasm to see what lurked below. Unfortunately, it was impossible to see that far down. The darkness was bleaker than I could explain to you. However, as far as I could see, narrow ledges curved along the walls where land met darkness. Along those ledges were passages leading to goodness knows where. A shudder ran through my body at the thought of what creatures lingered below my feet. 

Vertigo overtook me as I peered down the fissure, causing the ground to shift out from under my feet. I sat and closed my eyes until I felt the world right itself again. It was fortunate I had not started to cross the bridge when I looked down or I would have fallen into the unknown. 

Filling my lungs with the crisp cavern air, I counted to ten, then took my first shaky step onto the bridge. The massive stone slab was as sturdy as I imagined. With my eyes focused straight ahead I crossed one foot in front of the other until I touched solid ground on the other side. There was only one way to continue on, giving me no choice but to enter the mouth of another dark tunnel. 

Normally, I wasn’t so daring but there was something enchanting about the place, forcing me onward. Thankfully, along either side of the tunnel were more torches attached to the cave walls lighting
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