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			Chapter One

			Friday, April 2nd 1965

			US Highway 40

			Harmony, Indiana

			Night of the New Moon

			The brake lights on the Cutlass flicker their four red lines as it veers over to the side of the road. In the darkness, I can’t tell if it’s black or dark blue, but I know for a fact what type of car it is—an Oldsmobile Cutlass, just like my foster dad has. It had sped by us so quickly; I was shocked that the driver even saw us with our thumbs out. This stretch of Highway 40 isn’t well lit, and the misty rain starting to fall has gotten me all panicky-like that I was willing to jump in the backseat of any ole goober’s car. 

			I fold my distended thumb back into my palm and motion for Cyrinda to pick up the pace. She’s been dilly-dallying for the last hour or so, and I’ve just about had it with her lackadaisical attitude. I mean, she wanted to jet outta town just as much as I did…

			“C’mon!” I command against my gritted teeth. 

			She puts some pep in her step and reaches me before I take off at a serious trot toward the stopped vehicle under the streetlight. “Slow down,” she whines, but I ignore her.

			I secure my yellow duffle bag over my shoulder and hold the strap with a strong grip. I’ve never hitchhiked before, so I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little antsy. As I approach the car, the driver rolls the window down, and I prop my elbows up on the ledge. The man smiles at me, and his brown eyes are like two magnified marbles behind his small, round glasses. He’s greasy looking, and a waft of cigarette smoke billows out from the area around his seat making my stomach do a subtle somersault. But I’m grateful he stopped because we hadn’t had any prospective rides in a while. 

			“Hey, Mister. Thanks for stopping!” I say. I move my body a little closer, so my head peeps into the car some more. I inspect the vacant backseat to verify that he is alone. Except for a plastic Tot-Guard in the back and some empty beer bottles on the floor, it’s only him.

			“Where’s a pretty girl like you headed on a dark night like tonight?” he purrs. I pick up on his Southern accent, and a little quiver blossoms up on my forearms with goosebumps. He’s not very handsome. Actually, as I move a bit closer to him, I see his bottom teeth are stained like he’d been sucking on chewing tobacco from the womb. Gross. Cyrinda stands behind me looking over my shoulder, and I know she’s inspecting every last detail of the car as I had. Rightfully so, I mean, we are in this together, so… 

			I point at my chest, then motion to Cyrinda. “Oh, we’re just headed a few towns over. Can ya spare us a few miles?”

			The man looks me over and cocks his head to the side as if to get a glimpse of Cyrinda in the dim light of the streetlamp. He pushes his shaggy hair out of his eyes, squints a little, then smirks. “Sure. Sure, I can,” he says with a long, drawn-out drawl. “How many towns were you thinkin’?”

			I feel Cyrinda freeze in her tracks, and I look over my shoulder to gauge her facial expression. Her blue eyes are wide and wild, as if she’s screaming to me from her insides saying, No! Not this one! I scan her face, my eyes darting back and forth over every inch of her expression like I’m trying to read what each word of her features says. 

			“Ummm…” I hesitate, still focused on Cyrinda. She wiggles her nose like Samantha on that show Bewitched, and that’s my cue that it’s a “no” for her—that she doesn’t feel safe in this situation. 

			I silently mouth, “You sure?” and she gives a quick head nod. I take my elbows off the windowsill and step back from the car. “Yeah, um, I think we’re just gonna walk for a little bit longer. We got some girl stuff to talk about is all and…”

			“But it’s gonna start raining hard!” he pleads. “C’mon, sugar, just get in. I’ll take ya wherever you want to go.”

			Cyrinda tugs on my jacket at his insistence. “No really. We appreciate you stopping, but we’re gonna change our plan up a tad,” I say in my most gracious voice, trying to mask the jolt of terror that suddenly washes over me.

			He scowls, but it’s an expression born more from confusion than anger. “Oh well. Suit yourself. Just tryin’ to help ya out.” And with that, he peels out of there.

			“Jesus, Cyri!” I yell into the night sky. “I mean, I know he was kinda scuzzy, but he was harmless! Did you not see the baby seat in the back?”

			“I’m sorry!” she wails back, and her blonde bob bounces up and down on her forehead. “But we agreed! If either one of us got the heebie-jeebies we would hang back and wait for the next one.”

			“The next one? It’s been forever for that one! You declined the one before that, and the one before that. Who does it have to be? Jesus Christ himself? Now we’re gonna get caught in the rain, and…”

			Just as I say it, the sky opens up drenching us from head to toe. 

			“Oh, Trixie!” she whines again. “I’m sorry! I’m so, so sorry!”

			I pull my jacket up and over my head to try to keep my hair dry, and we walk away from the open lanes of traffic further back to the tree line and huddle close together.

			“Do you think we should go back?” she asks.

			“Home?” I roar, and she nods fervently. “No! Why would you say that? Do you want to go back to that? I mean, we agreed. There’s nothing good coming out of there. There’s nothing for us.” 

			She hangs her head low with despair. Her sandy blonde locks are shaggy in front of her eyes, and I know she’s trying to hide her tears from me. I know she doesn’t want me to see her moment of doubt and second-guessing. She always second-guesses. Always. Ever since we were little kids playing on the playground together, I would be the first one to jump off the slide, and Cyrinda would be the one to question whether or not a fall could cause mortal damage or not. Sometimes I wondered why she and I were still friends—I mean, jeez Louise! She was such a scary Mary; it was often painful to be around.

			“How are we ever going to know anything different from that place if we don’t try?” I ask, but I think it’s like the eleven hundred millionth time I’ve said it.

			“I know, I know,” she relents.

			“We just gotta get to St. Louis,” I say, repeating the plan. “Get to St. Louis, get some stupid jobs, find a place to hang our hats…”

			“And just blend in with the city and no one will find us,” she finishes the mantra.

			“Exactly, my friend! And that’s even if anyone comes looking for us.”

			We’re shoulder to shoulder, and I feel her body tense up at my words. “You don’t think they’ll look for us?”

			“Does it matter? Kids run away all the time. Besides, they’ll probably be glad we’re gone. I doubt they’ll even notice right away.”

			She shivers, and it’s not all from the rain. 

			I lean in closer to her ear, hoping my close proximity will comfort her and ease her hesitations. “You’re second-guessing again,” I say. 

			“Maybe,” she answers sheepishly.

			“But deep down, you know this is for the best. We’re together. We’re away from all the bullshit. We’re gonna be strong and independent women! We’re gonna make all our dreams come true, Cyrinda. You know it just as much as I do.”

			“How are you not scared?” she whispers, and the desperation in her voice practically breaks my heart. The poor thing. Always so meek and soft-spoken. Timid and shy. My sweet childhood friend—Cyrinda, the fragile little bird.

			“What the hell makes you think I’m not scared? I’m as scared as a cat in a room filled with rocking chairs!” This is actually pretty spot on cause the rain, the dark, and all the prospects of the unknown are pretty damn frightening when I stop to think about it all.

			“Coulda fooled me,” she retorts. “You didn’t seem so scared when that guy pulled up! Well, gee, you were alright and ready to hop on in the front seat and practically jump his bones!”

			“Cyrinda!” I yell, swatting at her arm. “How dare you insinuate that I…”

			“Well, if not that, then what?”

			“Pray tell, how long have we been walking with our thumbs high in the air? And how many times has someone pulled over for us? Or rather, how many times have you declined the ride for whatever A, B, or C reason?”

			She moves away from me, putting some distance between us. “C’mon, Trixie, you can’t deny that guy was one scary looking man.”

			I shrug defensively, helplessly. “No, no, you’re right. I’m not arguing that point. But the one before him?”

			“Hippie.”

			“And the one before him?”

			“Too old. Like a spooky grandpa.”

			I cover my head with my hands and groan in frustration. She’s not understanding me.

			“Trixie, we agreed! If we get weirded out, it’s a no-go.”

			“Okay. Okay. How many times do I have to say you’re right? You’re right. We’re in this together. Always. We stick together. Always. I mean, we’ve been best friends since we were like, what? Two years old? Something ridiculous like that! I think it’s safe to say we’re stuck with each other, hon.”

			She giggles softly like the little huffing pants of a miniature dog. The subdued sound of it makes me smile, and I move closer to her and put my arm around her shoulder. 

			“I was eager to get in that car because I was nervous. If we don’t get a ride, we’ll be walking all the way to St. Louis, and I don’t want that to happen.”

			“Yeah, well, I’d rather walk all that way than get chopped up into little pieces by some creep.”

			I raise my eyebrows. “Deal. But you do know people hitchhike all the time, right?”

			“Yeah, and people go missing all the time, Trix.”

			“Um, isn’t that what we’re trying to do though?”

			Her shoulders relax a little, and she kind of melts into the crook of my arm. “Okay, but don’t be so gung-ho about the next car that pulls up. Let’s take our time. Really feel them out. And we both sit in the back.”

			The rain lets up, and I let go of my grip on her. “Sure,” I say and nod for extra reinforcement. “We gonna get back out there, or are we walking to St. Louis?” I tease.

			She giggles again and puts her hands behind her back in an innocent gesture. Immediately, my thumb pops out from my fist, and I trot back over to the dark stretch of highway. 

			It feels like only seconds pass when the Chevy Impala pulls over. I turn to Cyrinda and raise my eyebrows. “Alright, let’s check this one out!” 

			She slumps her shoulders forward and hesitates, but she follows close behind nonetheless. 

			“Hey, thanks for stopping,” I say with a touch of desperation in my voice when I approach the driver. “Not sure when that rain is gonna start up again.”

			The window was already down when he stopped, which for a split-second strikes me as odd, but I shake it off when I take in the full view of his face. He sure is something to look at! The rays of the streetlight catch the perfect angle of his chiseled jaw, accentuating his face with perfectly drawn shadows. I estimate he’s in his late twenties, early thirties, and his smile is wide and bright just like a movie star’s. There’s a certain magnetism to it, and I can’t help but be pulled in. Like Elvis but more rugged with some stubble about his chin and cheeks and his dark hair slicked back. Strangely, when our eyes meet, I can’t decipher their color, but I chalk it up to the darkness. “Been out here long?” he asks, and his voice is melodic, soothing. The sound of it sends little pinpricks to the backs of my ears—they beg for him to keep talking, to keep filling them with his song.

			Cyrinda snakes her head around me to check out what’s going on in the backseat of the car, and she gives me the thumbs up to let me know he’s alone. I smile. “A little bit. Not too long.”

			“Where ya headed?” he asks.

			I move to the side and turn my head in Cyrinda’s direction to include her in the conversation. “East of here. St. Louis?”

			“Hmmm…” he drones and dips his head closer to the open window. “That sounds like more of a question than a statement. You sure that’s where you wanna go?”

			“Oh, definitely sure,” I respond. The misty rain starts to intensify again, and I quickly look at Cyrinda to see how she’s feeling about this one. She gives a quick head nod. 

			The man tilts his head up to the sky and examines the dome above. “Well, if you’re getting in, best be now. Rain’s gonna pick up any second.”

			Quickly I open the back door and Cyrinda hops in. Just as I’m about to follow after her, he says, “Whoa, whoa, whoa! Come sit up front with me. You’re gonna make me feel like a chauffeur or something being in the back like that.”

			Cyrinda eyes me with a panic-stricken look. A look that says, “Don’t break our pact, Trixie!” But I can’t help it. I’m kinda feeling warm and fuzzy for this guy, and I can’t put my finger on why. I slam the door behind her, jog over to the front passenger side, and slip into the front seat just as the sky opens up with its downpour. I can feel Cyrinda’s eyes boring holes into the back of my head, but I ignore her intense stare down.

			“So,” he says in a suave voice as he puts the car into drive, “who do I have the pleasure of riding with tonight?”

			I think my cheeks go pink. “I’m Patricia,” I say sheepishly, and I thumb my finger to the backseat. “And that’s Cyrinda. We’re best friends going on an adventure of sorts, you can say.”

			The man nods at me and adjusts the rearview mirror so he can get a better look at Cyrinda. He squints his eyes and furrows his brow because she curls her knees to her chest and practically hides her face. 

			“She’s the shy one, in case you couldn’t tell,” I whisper playfully, and she kicks the back of my seat.

			“Sure, sure,” he says. “Totally. I get it.”

			“And you are?” I press.

			“Oh, people call me lots of things,” he says as he accelerates onto the highway. The car lurches forward, and I instinctively grab the car door handle. “You know how that goes… Trixie.” His voice lowers with a sinister tone as he puts a weird emphasis on my name, and my stomach does a little lurch forward. 

			“H… h… how?” I stammer. 

			He gives me a side smile. A knowing smile. My nerves start to get the best of me, and I try not to turn my head to meet Cyrinda’s face in the back. I know she’s completely freaking out right now. “My real name is Patricia, but everyone calls me Trixie.”

			“Well, yeah,” he says with a laugh. “It’s so obvious! I mean, I don’t think I’ve ever met a Trixie in my life before.”

			My muscles relax, and I let out a sigh of relief. I can feel Cyrinda ease up in the backseat, as well. “My mom was a big Honeymooners fan, but my dad wanted a more traditional name for me, so they agreed on it as a nickname.”

			He nods. 

			“So, where are you going?” I say, hoping to avoid a moment of awkward silence.

			“As far west as west will go.”

			“California?” I crow, mystified.

			“Something like that.” He smirks his side smirk, again.

			A glorious thought pops into my head. If he is going all the way out there, then… “Well maybe Cyrinda and I…” I blurt.

			“Nope,” he cuts me off, “you said St. Louis, and that’s as far as I agreed to take you. Besides, where I’m headed is not the place for you. You don’t need to get mixed up in any of my bullshit.”

			I giggle, but Cyrinda shifts uncomfortably in the backseat.

			“You sure St. Louis? Where did you start out anyway? Indianapolis?”

			I nod excitedly like a puppy dog. My blonde hair wisps in my face, and I quickly gather it to the side and let it flow down one shoulder.

			“Silly. Trading one big city for another. If you really want to get away, really want to have an adventure, I’d go out to one of the smaller towns. No one would ever find you that way. But what do I know?”

			“Like where? It’s not like we have a map or anything. I wouldn’t have the slightest idea where to go.”

			His right-hand releases from the wheel and he reaches over to change the radio station. The back of his hand brushes up against my knee and I flinch. His hand is unusually cold, like a block of ice swiped by me. He notices something transpire between us, too, because he smiles wider this time—his mouth opens so big that each one of his perfect white teeth are visible. The streetlights and car lights glint off them like some weirdo circus sideshow. The lights from the road make his face look jiggedy and jaggedy, and when I stare harder at him, I think I see a faint red X emblazoned on his forehead. I blink rapidly, trying to adjust my eyes to the strobing effects of the highway lights. 

			Suddenly, I’m overcome with the feeling that I’ve made a grave mistake. Suddenly, I fear I’ve led Cyrinda and me into an awful predicament, but the sensation is odd in my brain and in my heart and in the tingling in my fingers. I should be afraid—I am afraid—but there’s an invisible blanket covering me, protecting me. It makes me feel fuzzy. Disconnected. Like what’s happening in the car isn’t really happening. I think I might just be tired or maybe it’s my adrenaline working overtime. Like, us taking off with just a duffle bag full of clothes and some money in my pocket, sneaking out into the dark, hitchhiking in some handsome stranger’s car—all of it—it’s really needled its way into my consciousness.

			“I’ll get you where you wanna go,” he says, as if reading my mind.

			Cyrinda nudges my seat with her knee, and I clear my throat. “You never did tell me your name,” I say with caution guarding my voice. 

			“Oh, Trixie,” he sighs playfully, “where ever are my manners? I’m Trent.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Friday, April 2nd 1965

			North State Highway 49

			Yale, Illinois

			Night of the New Moon

			Trent had turned up the volume on the radio, and a song blared out with which I wasn’t familiar. It was a melodic song—one with a steady drum beat and some broads singing in perfect harmony together. He hummed and sang a few words here and there, and when I questioned him about the name of the song, or the band who made it, he ignored me, and went right on humming and singing. It was pretty (even if I couldn’t really make out the words the ladies were saying), and I wanted to remember it so I could pick up that record once Cyrinda and I are settled in St. Louis. It annoyed me that he wouldn’t tell me! He just held up one finger, as if to say “Wait ’til it’s over.” 

			And that was the last thing I remembered. It was like his voice and the sound of the music kinda lulled me into sleep. I passed out hard and fast! I mean, I was really tired after hitching all day, so that could have been a part of it too.

			Trent hits a pothole in the road, and it jostles me awake. Cyrinda is out cold in the backseat, and the radio is off. I rub my eyes and stare out the window trying to make sense of my surroundings. 

			“How long was I asleep for?” I ask, my throat dry and groggy.

			“About an hour,” he answers matter-of-factly.

			“An hour? Where in God’s green earth are we?”

			“Yale, Illinois. We just turned off I-70.”

			“Yale, Illinois?” I repeat. “Isn’t that off the beaten path to St. Louis?”

			“Eh,” he says with a shrug. “Not too far off. I just need to make a pit stop at my…”

			My body tenses up, and I draw my knees up to my chest. “Y… you never said anything about a pit stop!” I flail my arm to the backseat, hoping to hit Cyrinda and wake her up, but she’s lying down, spread out across the seat in a deep, deep slumber. 

			“Relax, relax,” he coaxes. “It’s not a big deal. I told you I would take you to the city, and I will. I just have a little errand to run on the way. It’s not a big deal.”

			“No man! Cyrinda and I…”

			Trent narrows his eyes and adjusts his rearview mirror to get a look at Cyrinda in the back. He squints a little (Who knows? Maybe he needs glasses or something.) Hard at first, but then his eyes slowly open wide like something has dawned on him. He turns his attention back to me. “She’s your shadow, isn’t she?” he asks as if he’s had some divine revelation.

			Me and my shadow. Like that Mills Brothers song my foster mom used to sing around the house: Me and my shadow…

			“Strollin’ down the avenue?” Trent says, finishing the next line of the song. I flinch cause there’s no way he could have known. That would mean that he read my mind!

			“She holds you back, doesn’t she?” he says, and it’s more of a statement than it is a question. 

			“Cyrinda?” I squawk. “What ever do you mean?”

			“You’re in debt to her.” He pauses. “No, that’s not right. You take care of her.”

			“We take care of each other,” I declare. 

			“But you feel bound to her. Obligated. Don’t you.”

			I grip my knees tighter as the anger swells hot in my chest. “Look, man, you don’t know anything about me and…”

			He chuckles under his breath. “I know enough.” He squints in the rearview again, back to me, then back to the inverted image of sleeping Cyrinda, and I know he’s trying so hard to figure us out. He’s trying so hard to figure out the dynamic between us—the who’s, and why’s, and when’s, and where’s. Trying to piece together the intricacies of our backstory. I could easily tell him how she and I met when we were little, how we helped each other through so many tumultuous and traumatizing situations, and how we wouldn’t be alive today if it weren’t for the other, but I refrain. He’s a stranger. A stranger who isn’t privy to those details. Those stories are for me and Cyrinda alone. There’s a part of me that feels compelled to spill my guts, but I steel myself shut, and consciously go quiet.

			The lights from the highway flicker again and reveal the color of Trent’s eyes. They are gray—stormy and fierce. And when he looks in the mirror, when he looks at my sweet friend Cyrinda sleeping comfortably across the backseat one last time, there’s a reflection in his eyes like a projector reel highlighting a recap of a movie: I see a child, and a river, and a bed, and a bathtub of blood, and…

			I blink my eyes rapidly to rid myself of the images. “It’s probably best if you don’t talk to her. She’s a nervous wreck. You’ll just end up scaring her,” I say, trying to pretend that I’m not afraid.

			“Scaring her? You think she’s afraid of me? Are you afraid of me?” he asks.

			I pause for a second and take a deep breath. “No,” I hesitate. “Yes,” I say right after. “No and yes. Not of you, necessarily.”

			“You’re running off adrenaline now, but when reality kicks in, so will the fear. The realist in you will take over.”

			“How do you know?”

			“I know enough,” he repeats. “Just how I know you’re gonna sit there and tell me ’til you’re blue in the face that you’re twenty-one and that you got life all figured out. Or how you’re not really running from something but running toward something.” 

			I breathe in deep, letting my chest puff up as Cyrinda starts to stir awake in the back. 

			“How old are you, anyway?”

			“Twenty-one…” 

			“Seventeen,” he says at the exact same time as me, and I furrow my brow while he smirks in spite of himself. “Why did you leave Indianapolis anyway?”

			“I don’t really wanna talk about that.” 

			“That’s fine. That’s fine. I understand.”

			Cyrinda sits up, reaches her arm over my side of the seat, and pets my hair. I grab her hand and squeeze tight, letting her know everything is okay. I got this all under control. I stretch out my leg, and at the same moment, Trent reaches over again for the radio. His hand makes contact with my knee, but this time he lingers there a little bit longer than our last physical encounter. He lingers there like his hand was lightning striking through the thick, blue fabric of my dungarees. There’s a weird, electric charge that shoots straight up my thigh, and I recoil away from him before the feeling races to my brain.

			Trent’s eyes go black and wide. His pupils completely engulf the gray tones of his irises, and he sits at attention with both hands at ten and two on the steering wheel. Quickly, I turn the knob on the radio hoping some music will cancel out the awkwardness that has befallen us, but when the music crackles on, my face falls. “Me and my shadow. Not a soul to tell our troubles to,” The Mills Brothers croon.

			Creeped out, I turn it off. 

			“You don’t like that song?” Trent asks with a sarcastic tone.

			“No,” I say firmly, “I do. I just realized I was enjoying the quiet.”

			“Uh-huh,” he mutters.

			Cyrinda shimmies up closer to me. “Where are we going?” she whispers.

			“Hey Trent,” I say, trying to sound casual and friendly and not suspicious and abrasive, “where did you say we were going?”

			“I told you; I need to run an errand at an old friend’s place.”

			“Right. But where is that again?”

			He chuckles. “It’s on the way. I’ll get you to St. Louis in no time, I promise.”

			I sigh with relief. I feel Cyrinda’s hot breath on my hair as she sighs too.

			“Unless…” his voice trails and he pauses. “Nah, forget it.”

			I cock my head to the side. “Unless what?” I ask.

			“No, no, no,” he says shaking his head. “Seems you got it all sussed out. St. Louis is the final destination. That is the master plan.”

			“So, what was the ‘unless?’” I press.

			He shakes his head harder, more dramatically. “Nope. Forget I said anything. We’re about an hour out from where I need to go, and then about another two hours to your spot. It’s fine. It’s a good plan.”

			But his mannerisms and vocal inflection tell me otherwise. His tone fills me with doubt. The musical timbre of his voice gives me that dizzy, buzzy feeling in my head like it did before. I’m starting to feel like Cyrinda with all this doubting! Because I did have it all figured out!

			I can no longer stand the suspense, so I beg, “Oh come on! If you have an alternative or something better, I’m willing to listen to it. It’s not like I’m not open to suggestions. Give me three good reasons why we shouldn’t go to St. Louis.”

			He inhales and exhales sharply like he’s aggravated that I didn’t figure this out on my own. “Well, for starters, like I said before, leaving one big city for another isn’t the smartest idea. I understand you think you’re going to blend in in St. Louis, but you’re really not. You’ve had the protection of teachers and mentors and guardians and other adults in your life when you were in Indianapolis, but in St. Louis, people will sense your layers are pulled back. They’ll spot your weakness a mile away.”

			“Go on.”

			“And then there’s the issue of the basic necessities. Food? Shelter? Hygiene? Do you have a job lined up? Do you know anyone in St. Louis? Do you have friends you can stay with? Park benches are okay for a night or two, but that gets old real fast.”

			I pause, absorbing his words. That was something I had only thought about in passing. The plan was to use the money I had saved to stay in a cheap hotel while I secured a job. Then eventually we would get an apartment when the money started coming in. But what if it wasn’t going to be that easy? “And three?” 

			“Well, that’s the easiest one, Trixie. Girls get eaten alive in big cities. Especially virgins like you.”

			My face and ears get hot with embarrassment. “Hey! Hey!” I yell. “That is certainly not any of your business and…”

			He holds up his right hand and makes a pressing down motion like he’s pumping the brakes on the car. “Relax, relax,” he says gently. “There’s absolutely nothing wrong with being pure. It’s actually quite noble. Too many gals are quick to jump in the sack with any guy who gives them an ounce of attention.”

			Cyrinda kicks the back of my seat, and I give her an angry, sideways glance.

			“Like I said, you don’t know me. You don’t know anything about me,” I huff indignantly and cross my arms over my chest.

			“Oh,” he says, the sarcasm dripping from his tongue. “I’m wrong?”

			I nod furiously, but it’s a lie. And he knows it. Sighing, I sink back into the car seat and think just how stupid and pathetic I really am. Poor little Trixie, a virgin at seventeen. Ran away from home to get away from her messed up, stupid life but dragged her best friend along the way and got them both into something they are probably never getting out of. Just great. Typical Trixie. Stupid, dumb, idiot, Trixie. Fucking things up once again. 

			If that isn’t the story of my life!

			I look back to Cyrinda and mouth, “I’m sorry,” to which she shakes her head, as if to reassure me everything is going to be okay. Isn’t that rich? Nervous Nelly Cyrinda telling me it’s going to be okay! Man, I must have really crossed over into the Twilight Zone. At this point, it wouldn’t surprise me if we saw Rod Serling himself hitchhiking on the side of the freeway!

			Trent puts his hand on my knee, and again, I feel that odd sensation course through my body. But this time, I don’t pull away. I let it jolt me with what feels like an electric charge from my knee all the way up to the base of my skull. His touch leaves me breathless, speechless. My arms go numb, and it feels like a thousand spiders scuttle their way under my skin and up to my head. With their multitude of legs, they try to pry open the locked doors inside my brain—trying to get at me, poke at me, open me up, and read me like an insect book of forbidden fairy tales. The spiders are fuzzy and black, and they make me feel fuzzy and black, like I’m about to pass out or maybe pass away. 

			Luckily, Cyrinda kicks my seat, and I snap out of it. 

			Trent takes his hand off my leg and my vision slowly returns to focus. 

			“You’re right. You’re right. I don’t know you, and it’s not fair for me to presume to. But I know what you’re feeling. I know something happened to you that was so bad that you felt compelled to run away. I get it. You’re not the only one to ever feel like that or do something about it for that matter. But you gotta believe me when I say this: the world is a dangerous place. Especially when you’re out there on your own. Trust me. I know. I’ve traveled the world over many a time, and there’s one thing I’ve learned for certain. The world preys on young girls like you. Like sharks smelling blood in the water. And believe you me, they will smell your innocence coming a mile away. Especially those derelicts on the streets of St. Louis.”

			Cyrinda paws at my shoulder frantically, and I lean my head back to be closer to her. What Trent said freaked her out something awful. I’m not gonna lie, it got me spooked too. If we can’t get situated right away and have to find a shelter or sleep in a park… I don’t even wanna think about having to deal with the vagabonds and hippie drug addicts. We could get killed. Even worse, we could get raped.

			“Ask him about what he was going to say before,” Cyrinda whispers.

			“Shhhhh,” I say silencing her. “I got this! So, tell me, Trent. If you were in our situation what would you do?”

			“Hmmm…” he ponders. “Look. The place I need to run the errand is at the home of a very old and very dear friend of mine. We haven’t seen each other in what feels like ages.”

			I perk up. “Ohhhh! Old girlfriend?” I tease.

			“Something like that,” he answers. “She’s not expecting me, and quite honestly, I hadn’t initially planned on stopping there when I set out for California. And even though a lot of time has gone by since we last saw each other, we still have a strong bond.”

			“You’ve kept in touch with her over the years?”

			“Something like that.”

			“Awww,” I say excitedly, swatting at his thigh. “She’s your love! I can totally tell! Are you planning on getting back together with her?” 

			Trent glares at me from the corner of his eye for a scary second, and I bite my lower lip to prevent myself from gushing anymore. “Anyhow,” he finally continues, “this friend of mine is very welcoming. She’s known to help out young girls in trouble. There’s a soft spot
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