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About This Book
Blitz is a girl with a dark past, a girl with a story to tell.
Hayden is a guy with his own dark past, a guy in a band, a guy who gets twisted up with Blitz...in more ways than one.
This story has mature subject matter, and concludes Blitz and Hayden’s story, but there is a continuing story arc into book IV. It should be read in series order. Approximately 26,500 words.
| boy in a band | teenage romance | reapers | dual narrators | part of a series | stand alone | greek mythology |
chapter i | the memory of me 
Three Years Ago
HAYDEN
I’m pushing way over the speed limit, my mind is cursing my father out, and I’ve got a rock station blasting through my mom’s car speakers.
Another wash of a family dinner, because my father, if I can even call him that, couldn’t keep his mouth off the whiskey.
What a fucking asshole!
My torrid thoughts about my father immediately stall, when the car’s headlights shine on a girl lying down in the middle of the road in front of me – what? I slam my sneakered foot on the car break, knowing full well that I’m going to hit her...what I think is a her: long, darkish hair...maybe, and her legs are bent at the knee, and the soles of the boots she’s wearing are flat on the ground, her short sleeved shirt and skirt are curved tightly to her body, and then – in two-seconds flat, my head pounds forward, hitting the steering wheel. My neck makes a gnarly cracking sound, when it hits back into my headrest, like I’d crashed my car into a brick wall – I mean my mom’s car, one I shouldn’t even be in.
Fuck!
I’m so fucking dead, on so many levels!
My heart is going to break from my damn chest. I can feel its beat thundering way too fast under my skin, and I feel the aftershock of whiplash sweep its way up my body, and the pounding migraine coming on is a real killer.
WTF! Just Happened? And how did the radio turn off by itself?
My hands are clenching the steering wheel so damn tight, and my breath is coming out uneven and in mist around me...I hit someone?
Fuck. Fuck. FUCK MY LIFE! I slam my hand into the steering wheel, making the horn blare into the silent night, causing my head to peak in pain.
Who lies in the middle of an old, gravel road, without a care, dead of night...doing what? Who the hell knows what the girl was thinking.
Did she have a death wish?
I need to chill.
Breathe, Hayden. In...and...out.
I put the car into park a few seconds later, all of five seconds since the crunching sound of the car happened, leaving the car’s headlights and engine on. I click out of my seatbelt, with my hands visibly shaking, and it’s not from the damn coldness in the air. I open the car door and prepare myself to find something REAL fucked and bad! Something that I can never ever take back.
What I find is the same girl I thought I’d hit, pushing her body up on her elbows, looking me over with dark, expressionless eyes.
I swipe my hand across my forehead, expecting to find blood from my head hitting the steering wheel, but I don’t find a speck of it. Not on my hand, or my jeans, or my white tee.
Again, WTF is going on? I must have hit my head a little too hard. I massage my temples with my fingers, trying to relieve the pain in my head, and maybe to bring me back to reality, where girls don’t lie out on abandoned roads for fun, on Thursday nights, tonight being one such Thursday night.
“Hey, I’m Blitz, and the pain and added chill you’re currently feeling is a direct result of the protection that surrounds me. It’s called the reaper-effect, and it will be gone in a few moments.”
I take a closer look at the girl who is still lying on the road, a few feet from me. She’s covered with a black, short sleeved shirt, that hardly covers her rib cage, black fishnet tights that stretch down her long legs, into black ankle boots, and a short, little, black skirt that hits her thighs. She has a blank look on her face as she continues to look me up and down, and when her eyes meet mine, she looks bored. No one’s ever accused me of being boring, but this girl seems to be saying it with one single look.
“Do you want to talk?” her soft voice laces through the light wind, that’s whistling through the trees, that surround us for miles, on both sides of the road.
“Are you hurt? And why are you in the middle of the road?” I walk closer to the girl...Blitz, but this is a little creepy. The car headlights are pretty much our only source of light...and the front of the car has no damage – at all.
“If only,” Blitz says softly. “Stay a while. Come and lie down with me.” She collapses her body back down on the gravel road, and rests her head back on the gravel road, too, and her long brown hair spreads out around her head.
Ah...spend time with cryptic girl, or back the fuck up, and somehow hitch myself a ride out of here?
Am I scared of a girl? Shit! No, I’m not.
My curiosity gets the better of me. I sit down on the gravel road, stretch my body out beside Blitz, and I tilt my head so my cheek is resting on small, cold rocks, and my eyes are looking at the delicate features of the side of Blitz’s face. I try not to notice the finer details on her face, like the way her lips and skin would be so soft to touch...I try not to notice, but I do all the same.
“Explain what is going on, please. The reaper-effect might be a start. What the fuck is a reaper?” I tuck my arm behind my head, and feel the rocks jabbing into my body, from underneath, and into my bare arms.
Blitz picks at a hole in her tights at her knee, with her finger, both of her legs still bent at the knee, and her eyes are downcast as she says, “I don’t bleed. I don’t bruise. I don’t feel anything at all. A reaper is the consequence for decisions made in a life...a choice I inadvertently made a long time ago.” The usual melodic tones in a voice are missing from Blitz’s.
Blitz’s voice sounds like someone crushed her spirit, and fed it to the wolves. It reminds me of me, when I’m thinking of my father, and his lack of love for family...when I have no more rage to throw at my father, for all of his mistakes – in those times, I simply feel hollow.
I cut my thoughts back to Blitz’s words, about not feeling anything. “Of course you do. Everyone does.” I laugh at the ridiculousness of Blitz’s statement. “Did I hit you? I hit something.” I don’t believe in this reaper-effect Blitz is trying to talk me into.
I turn on my side, with my head resting on my hand, and my elbow digging into the rocks. I take Blitz’s chin in my right hand, and twist it gently back and forth. She’s good. There isn’t a single sign of her being hurt, anywhere on her face at least.
“Do you usually hang out with random girls you don’t know, and touch them like you own them?”
“Sometimes. Girls never complain about it.” I drop my hand from her chin, and rest it on my pant leg.
If Blitz only knew how fast I move on a girl I want. Random is always preferable, because there are never expectations on the dreaded love yous and commitment that is bound to fail and fall apart – my mind hadn’t really gone there with this girl...at least it hadn’t until her question.
Blitz’s face is tilted towards me now, and I look over the smooth strokes of her eyebrows, that sit above a set of light-brown eyes...her full, pouty lips have me looking at them for way too long.
“Do you really feel that way about relationships? Like they’re a waste of time?”
“How do I feel about them?” Blitz is trying to get answers from me, without actually asking, only assuming my answers?
“I do think relationships are a waste of time,” I say.
“I know, and I know things about you that you wouldn’t want me to. It’s part of the punishment.”
“What do you mean? You’re losing me here.”
“I’ve said too much. You’re easy to read, that’s all I’m saying.” Blitz’s hand clutches a small, misty-blue, glass vial, with a silver chain circling around it, and around her neck, one I hadn’t paid much mind to until she started touching it.
“Easy to read...like you’re reading my mind?” I ask.
“Not exactly. I have another two years of it...maybe longer,” Blitz seems to say this to herself, rather than to me.
Blitz’s fingers touch down on millimeter-thin, dark lines on her right wrist, and I don’t think she realizes she’s doing it, because her eyes are focused on the trees leading into the forest to our right.
“What are these from?” I trace my finger down her smooth wrist, along the small black lines.
Perhaps it’s too intimate to be touching a stranger in this way, but I do it anyway, because I’m curious.
Blitz stills her fingers movements along her wrist, removes her hand from my grasp, and tucks both of her hands under her arms.
“The lines? The lines represent my fading purgatory for the past...it’s been a long time.” Blitz’s chest rises and falls, but it seems more like a habit than a need, because her breath isn’t decorating the air in mist, like mine currently is.
“Not that you would believe the truth. 106 in October...that’s how long it’s been,” Blitz says.
“106 what?” I ask her, but she doesn’t answer me, she only turns her face and looks at me like she’s pulling out all of my hidden secrets. It’s eerie.
My body starts to shiver from the chill in the air, but Blitz...she looks at me with a lost look in her eyes. Her black bra is showing through her thin
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