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 Intro |
Prologue

 

It is a rainy day outside—you know those days when you were in
school and you had to stay in the gym for physical education—those
kind of rainy days. Anyway, it's a rainy day, and you decide to
stay inside. You're all cozy in your furry socks and you're glad
you have the television to yourself. So, you turn on the television
to the local news and as expected, breaking news isn't something
sweet and innocent. Just another teen dead. They probably
died from drinking and driving or overdosed on drugs—typical
dumb teens these days.

But, then you cringe and realize that is the fourth kid that's
been murdered from your high school in the last two years. You
won't discuss it at the dinner table—cause no one eats at the
dinner table anymore—and you'll stay silent about the whole
thing.

Not until you're on the local news—but, then it's too late.

 

 

 1 | Welcome Back

 

Lucy Jackson nearly choked on her milk carton as she tried to
drink every drop. She sucked on it harder as some freshmen threw
tiny paper balls into her mess on her head called curls—and it
didn't help that her last name was Jackson. She swore she wasn't
trying to bring back jheri curls. That was just what happened when
you're a biracial girl in moist weather.

She stuck her tongue out as a paper ball hit her in her green
eyes. Linda Wilson began to laugh, nearly choking on her watermelon
as Lucy's pale skin turned red—probably as red as Linda’s hair.
Lonely Linda had no room to laugh—maybe she did. She had
the right to laugh at others, since people seemed to tease her
about being the only redhead in Simon, Idaho.

Lucy stuck out her green tongue, that had turned that color from
eating too much Sour Patch Kids. “Gosh, I cannot wait until we are
out of here.”

“Just six more months,” Linda said as she seductively crossed
her legs and the bottom of her cheeks that hung out her too tiny
shorts were exposed. “College here we come.”

“If we ever make it!” Michael Rose slammed his body onto the
table and water dripped onto Linda’s tanned arm.

“You shouldn't say that around here,” Lucy muttered as she
brushed back Michael’s dark locks, that had been wet from swim
practice.

Michael rolled his eyes, and not in a masculine way. He gently
leaned across the lunch table and removed lent from Linda’s long
dark eyelashes. “There is so much tension these days. I think
everyone should just calm down!”

Linda rolled her blue eyes, “I agree with you one-hundred
percent.” She winked and handed Michael her bottle of lotion to
moisten up his perfectly tanned skin.

“You have to remember those kids who died had friends and
family. We have to respect that,” Lucy, who was obviously more
mature than the rest, said. “It's scary when you think about it.”
She gasped as her handbag fell to the floor, and dived to get it.
All anyone could hear was the sound of pills swimming around in a
bottle hit the floor. “It's menstrual pills. I get bad cramps.”

Linda tried not to make eye contact with Lucy and instead stared
at her own boobs that were a size too large for her bra. She
stuffed them down, as if she were packing a bag with clothes.

Michael’s eyes grew large and the girls looked back to see what
he was seeing. They all stared in disbelief as they expected to not
see Hannah Walton anytime soon—unless on a milk carton—and not for
a good reason.

She left for six weeks without telling anyone. Apparently, not
even her teachers knew she would be gone for so long. That wasn't
like Hannah at all. From the gang, she probably had the best head
on her shoulders—well, besides Lucy. Missing any amount of school
was a big no-no for Hannah. The only thing that she would put
before school was a fashion show. And no fashion show was being
held for six weeks in Simon. And if so—it wouldn't be worth it so
close to graduation.

Hannah stayed silent as she sat next to Michael, in her usual
spot. She used to sit beside Lucy, not until Linda said she wanted
to have her back toward the jocks—for obvious reasons.

Michael caught his drool from hitting the table as they
continued to stare at Hannah. To make sure she wasn't a figure of
their imagination, he patted her arm. She flipped her long golden
hair over her shoulder and beamed.

Linda tried to make eye contact with the gang but they wouldn't
take their eyes off Hannah. Like always, Linda knew she had to be
the one to talk first. Unlike the others, Linda had a reputation of
not only being attention seeking but being outspoken.

“Um, where have you been?” Linda said, as she expectantly broke
the ice. “We thought you were dead!”

Hannah laughed as she put peanut butter on a slice of bread.
“What do you mean?”

Michael’s eyes got large again and then he laughed. “Um, you've
been gone for like more than a month!”

Hannah laughed again as if she were at a comedy show, “Let's
forget that happened, okay?”

Lucy held in her laugh as Michael imitated Hannah. As if she
were the mature one, Linda elbowed Lucy in the ribs and
frowned.

Linda snatched Hannah's bread, “You've been gone for six damn
months. What is going on?”

Hannah tore her face up and made eye contact with Michael—her
face reading 'handle this bitch'. But, everyone knew Linda was
Michael’s favorite. Not that he liked her like that—she wasn't his
type. And he was too afraid to handle any bitch, if Linda. Linda
wore the pants, not just in her relation with Michael but with
everyone she knew.

Hannah cleared her throat and bit into her apple, “Well, you
guys it wasn't that long. If you're worried about me missing
school—”

Linda sipped her soda, “I don't really care about you missing
school,” she laughed. “I want to know where you've been and why you
haven't called us?”

“Yeah, we were really worried,” Lucy finally said as she looked
at Michael, waiting for him to speak.

“We thought you were mad at us,” Michael said with his eyes on
Linda.

Hannah stayed quiet as she felt as though she was being
attacked. She wasn't really being attacked, but she hated the
attention. No one would be able to tell she didn't like attention.
She was always fashionable—a little too much in this town—and heels
were her best friend. She was also the head of the school's dance
team. Whether she liked it or not—attention was her middle
name.

Hannah spotted a police officer and put her lunch back onto her
tray as if she were done eating. “Can we talk about this some other
time?” she whispered.

Michael and Linda looked at the police too. They had been on
campus for the last few months ever since the recent deaths of some
seniors. The tension was high anytime the students saw a police or
a detective. The town was so small, to even think a serial killer
was out loose among them.

“Is, um… Dr. Smith still substituting for health class?” Hannah
said, as she stood up to leave.

They all frowned as she brought up Dr. Smith—their principle.
Ever since ten girls were pregnant last year, he made it mandatory
for all seniors and freshmen to take health class. However, it
seemed as though every week their health teacher was calling in
sick. And eventually, he didn't show up anymore—leading Dr. Smith
to sub.

It's not that no one liked Dr. Smith—he was just odd. He wore
the same shoes everyday—big shoes—there was a rumor he would fill
them with paper just to look cool. He wasn't bad looking
either—better than most teenagers—the girls loved him—and if you
were pretty enough, you could get away with anything.

Hannah didn't bother for anyone's reply, so she left without
saying bye. She flipped her blonde hair, and the smell of her
shampoo awoke them. Michael had his mouth ready to say something,
but Hannah was already too far to hear.

“The bitch was pregnant,” Linda said. “She had to be!”

“Then, where is the baby?” Michael snapped. “She looks
exactly—”

“Fake tan, blonde hair, pink lips, she is back to the old girl
we know,” Lucy said. “Maybe, she had family problems.”

“Did you see her butt?” Linda said. “It was huge!”

“She definitely had a baby!” Michael added. “If not, then what
did she do for six weeks?”

“Ugh, you cannot have a baby in six weeks,” Lucy snapped, but
they didn't seem to notice. Lucy had that problem—snapping a lot.
For a shy quiet girl, she sure did know how to throw a fit. “Are
you guys even listening to me?”

“That explains why she wore sweat suits before she left. She was
hiding the baby. And she didn't even want to go to my pool party
this past summer,” Linda said, as read her Facebook status.

Lucy searched the cafeteria for Hannah, narrowing her eyes to
get a better view. “You guys are heartless. She is our friend. She
didn't want to go to your party because it was sixty degrees
outside. Everyone knows it doesn't ever get hot in this town—”

“And?” Michael and Linda said.

“She is obviously hiding something major. There were lots of
pregnant girls at this school last year—why would she hide that
from us?” Lucy snapped.

“Unless it was something else,” Linda said, as she lifted one
eyebrow.

Lucy rolled her eyes and stood up. “I'm not going to sit here
and gossip with you guys about Hannah. I'm going to leave.”

Lucy knew she couldn't get Michael to side with her, so there
was no point to arguing. Linda always won—there was no winning.

Linda made kissing noises as Lucy walked away. Although, Lucy
loved them both, she tolerated them—and nothing more.

With her purse closely under her arm, Lucy put on her shades in
the already dim hallway. She knew as well as everyone else, that
she couldn't see two feet away—but she liked to be avoided. She
could easily gone unrecognized as well. She was average height
about five foot four and the only thing that stood out about her
was her dark crazy hair—something that guitarist Slash may have
liked. And when it came to fashion—band tees, hoodies, and jeans
were her style—nothing more.

If it weren't for Hannah, Michael, and Linda she would just keep
to herself. If no one talked to her, it didn't faze her. She wasn't
too social when it came to people—she would rather read a book.

Poor Hannah's heart skipped a beat as Lucy entered the restroom.
From the gang, Hannah and Lucy were the closest, so, her being in
fear when she saw her caught her off guard. Lucy stayed silent as
she went into a stall to blow out boogers that had accumulated from
the windy day.

Lucy squinted her eyes as she searched through her bag for the
pills that had made a loud noise hitting the floor earlier. She
thought about taking her prescription but instead decided not
too.

With a gentle smile, Lucy walked out the stall, “I know you
don't want to talk about it,” she said, shades perched on her nose.
“But, you should tell them.”

Hannah spun around to the dirty mirror, searching her handbag
for her favorite lip gloss. “It's not what you think.”

Lucy slid her shades back over her eyes, trying to hide her
disgust. “They are on to you.”

“Um, on to me? How?” Hannah muttered as she fixed her wavy hair.
“You didn't tell them, did you?”

“Of course, I didn't tell them,” she said as she tried to rub a
stain off her school hoodie. “What kind of friend do you think I
am?”

“I'm really sorry I got you involved,” Hannah sighed.

“What would happen if I did tell someone? Or if someone finds
out?”

“I'm going to tell Dr. Smith today,” Hannah smiled. “Today will
be freedom. I can take this burden off my back.”

“But… that is a bad idea. Everyone will judge you for it.”

Hannah frowned and began to dig around in her handbag. “The bell
should be ringing. I really have to go.”

She rolled her eyes, “Okay, fine, we are all going over to my
place tonight for a movie and some pizza. We can all talk
there.”

“Um, I have dance practice first. We are thinking about joining
the cheer and dance team into one. I miss having you on the team,”
Hannah said. “But, I'll come over after,” she lied. “Maybe, I might
tell them.”

Lucy paused, wondering if her next comment was appropriate.
“Whatever you do, be safe. A lot of students have been getting hurt
lately.”

Hannah stayed silent. “Don't worry about me.” She grabbed her
makeup supplies and headed out the restroom. She gasped in shock,
as Linda stood in the doorway. No doubt, Hannah was hoping Linda
didn't hear anything. Linda would be the last person, anyone would
want a secret to be told to. Everyone knew Linda couldn't hold
water.

“Linda?” Hannah said.

Linda just smiled and narrowed her eyes. “And to answer your
question… yes, Dr. Smith is still substituting health class.”

Hannah walked quickly to Building A to the offices. As she
turned the corner, she jumped back as she noticed two detectives
talking to a cheerleader, Susie Robin. Without second guessing,
Hannah turned around and decided to head to her fourth period class
instead.

She paused in place, as she heard Susie running after her.

“Hannah, wait up! Hannah!” Susie yelled as she caught up to
her.

“Oh, hello, Susie,” Hannah said, as she stared at Susie's new
blonde hair. She hated to admit it, but Susie looked cute—almost
too cute.

“I'm so sorry you didn't make the cheerleading team,” she said,
shockingly being nice. Susie along with many of the other
cheerleaders were not very sweet people—especially, toward the
girls on the dance team, including Hannah.

“Um, it's okay.”

“Well, maybe next time… when you lose some weight,” she smiled
and continued to walk away. “And tell your friend Lucy, to stop
being so damn weird.”

Hannah sighed and hurried toward her next class, not wanting to
be late. As she tried to walk again, Lucy was pulling her back.

Lucy stared at Hannah without blinking, “What did she say about
me?”

“Who?”

“That bitch, Susie.”

“More like, what she said about me,” Hannah nagged. “I can't
stand her sometime.”

“Sometime… ”

As the bell rang, Hannah kissed Lucy goodbye and then finally
ran off to class. She barely realized her life back in Simon, Idaho
hadn't changed one bit.

 

 

 

 

 2 | Lessons Better
Learned

 

Linda caught herself staring into Dr. Smith's big gorgeous aqua
eyes. She tried for minutes at a time to figure out his ethnicity,
but every time she was close, she could catch her head dropping.
Although, she would never admit to saying he was handsome, she
didn't mind hearing him lecture about STDs. She spent her fair
share of time in his office—him writing her up for her tiny shorts,
or too much cleavage. She couldn't help she had the body of a
supermodel but tens times shorter—only if models could be five foot
two.

With her eyes narrowed, Linda looked back to see if Hannah had
come to class—and she didn't. She tapped Michael on his forehead
with her hot pink nails, waking him from his nap. She and Michael
had all their classes together and about three of them with Lucy.
However, they all had the same teachers.

Michael shoved Linda’s hand out his face and he turned his face
to the other side. Still giggling, Linda stuck her finger in his
nose and she let out a loud laugh.

Dr. Smith cleared his throat, and stared at Linda. Then, he
stared at Michael to wake up. Michael felt that awkward pause when
everyone in the class was quiet and he knew they were staring at
him.

“What?” he said, as everyone looked at him.

“Wake up!” Dr. Smith snapped. “This isn't preschool.”

“Do they even still sleep in preschool anymore?” Linda added. “I
heard they don't. I’m glad I’m a nineties baby—”

“Linda!” Dr. Smith yelled. “Be quiet.”

Just as Dr. Smith was about to continue on, the bell for fifth
period rang. Everyone ran out the class faster than people lined up
for free chicken at KFC. Dr. Smith pointed at Linda in a vigorous
way and she nodded for Michael to wait for her outside.

Walking at a slow pace, Linda tugged on her shorts to make them
seem longer. Then, she pulled on her shirt to cover her cleavage.
“Sorry… ”

“Sorry for what?” Dr. Smith laughed. “You're always guilty of
something.”

“Well, obviously it's not something good. I know I talk too
much… but, maybe that's what I’m born to do… ” she rambled as she
stared at his flashy ring that was missing some diamonds.

“What are you talking about?”

Linda jumped on his desk, and swung her legs like she would do
as a child. “I'm not sure.”

Dr. Smith leaned closer into Linda, nearly touching her thigh,
“So, I’m not sure we've talked much.”

“What do you mean? I’m in your office at least once a week for
dress code.”

“Not for that,” he sighed. “About your family and so on.”

“Um, what is there to know?” she said, as she chewed off her
nail polish. “I'm an only child and I live with my drunken father
on the bad part of town.”

“That must be sad,” he whispered, in an almost seductive
way.

“That's all I really know. That might explain why I crave
attention—”

“From men… ” he said as if he knew.

“No… from anyone.”

“Interesting… .” Dr. Smith licked his lips and Linda felt an odd
urge to walk away.

She jumped off his desk and pulled out her wedgie. “I should get
going to class.”

“Okay, it was nice talking to you, Linda.”

Without saying another word, Linda ran out the class
room—feeling violated. As she turned out the doorway, Michael
grabbed her shoulder.

Linda arm-locked him and they headed for English class. As
Michael hummed a tune from his iPod, they spotted Hannah waiting
outside of Dr. Smith's office. Linda pulled Michael so they could
go talk to her, but he pulled her the opposite way instead.

If it weren't for Michael, Linda would be late to all her
classes. Some would say she was too social to focus in school.
Whatever the complete opposite of a loner was—Linda was that.

“We should really talk to Hannah,” Linda said as they approached
their class.

“Lucy text me that she is coming over tonight to tell us some
major news. Hopefully, it's worth it,” Michael said. “I'm so sick
of being out the loop.”

Linda dusted off Michael’s plaid shirt that had crumbs from
lunch on it. She narrowed her eyes, realizing he had worn that
shirt two days earlier—but Michael always thought no one would
notice because all he wore were plaid shirts and skinny jeans.

Linda tensed up as Michael’s twin brother, Mason came running
down the hall. They had a bad summer the year before, after Mason
tried to get Linda to kiss him at a party and then started a rumor
that she was having an affair with a lawyer. The rumor may have
been real, but no one had to know that.

“Hey, baby bro!” Mason said.

“I'm only six minutes younger,” Michael said for the millionth
time.

“And um… hi, Linda.”

Without a word, Linda frowned and continued to walk into the
class. Mason didn't get it though—he just thought she was playing
hard to get. Or maybe that she was so drunk that whole summer, that
she forgot about the hell he raised.

“So, um, the ASB club is planning a charity school dance. You
think you and your crew can spread the word to all the seniors,
instead of us posting posters?” Mason asked.

“Um, yeah, I'll tell people about it,” he said.

“And what about basketball tryouts?” he beamed. “They have
tryouts all this week.”

“I'm pooped!” Michael said. “I had swim practice today. I highly
doubt I will be doing basketball too.”

“Don't say not this year. Dad wants us to both be on
teams for our senior year. And who knows, maybe Linda will actually
date you.”

Michael nervously laughed as Mason winked. “Um, well, um… I
don't know. Is swimming considered a team?”

“Um… sure?” Mason chuckled.

Okay, maybe Michael had a huge burden on his back, hiding that
he may not have been the more masculine son, or the more macho guy.
Quite honestly, Michael would rather paint the girls' nails and
read fashion magazines all day.

He hid it well, and if someone looked close enough it
was all in his walk. He didn't have the stereotypical “gay” voice.
The only thing that may have given away that he… didn't like
girls… was that he only hung out with girls. And for those who
were completely clueless, they just thought he was a womanizer who
dated Lucy, Linda, and Hannah.

During class, Mr. Conner put on a movie based on War World II
that he had been playing for the last week. Linda dug into her
handbag, searching for anything to throw into Michael’s big curls
that perfectly sat on his head.

As Michael didn't realize, that she was tugging on his hair,
Linda decided to go to the restroom. Mr. Conner really didn't
notice if she were gone or not. His main goal was that everyone
would pass the final exams.

Linda paused as she walked by Dr. Smith's office and noticed
Hannah sitting at his desk in tears. To not look too obvious, she
walked by again to get a better look to make sure it wasn't just
another blonde sitting there crying.

Nosy like always, Linda leaned down to the door. It was easy for
her to do things like that, with her petite frame. She cocked her
head into the cracked door, trying to listen.

“… We really cannot be seen like this anymore. It's bad and you
know it,” she overheard Dr. Smith say. “I think it's best if we
avoid each other from now on.”

“But, it worked,” Hannah said.

“Hannah, do you know what can happen to me?” he laughed.

“No, sir.”

“If anyone finds out about us, then we can be in big trouble,”
he said. “If people found out what we did to all those girls, we
can be in big trouble. I mean big trouble!”

What the hell? Linda thought as she jumped to her feet.
She may have not known what she heard, but she knew what it sounded
like. She didn't want to believe what she heard, however, she had
no idea what it was she heard. She was like the annoying child that
parents despised because they would listen in on their business
then try to put the pieces together.

As Linda turned the corner, she bumped into Tyler, a boy known
to sell drugs in class and do anything for a buck. Her nostrils
flared up as she smelled liquor on his breath.

“Linda?” Tyler said, as he looked at her as if she were the most
darling thing he'd seen all day. His hazel eyes perked up and he
smiled like a child.

“Hey, Tyler,” she muttered, trying not to seem interested.

People didn't know much about Tyler. He barely started at the
end of their junior year. However, everyone knew not to mess with
him. It was also no secret that Tyler knew everything. There may be
a word for it, but Tyler knew how to read people. Not like an
ordinary person, but little things could tell him a lot about a
person. For instants, just by rubbing her nose a few times, he got
a teacher fired because he called her out about being a cocaine
addict. That was why he had the title “creepy Tyler.”

“So, what's wrong with you?” he laughed. “You look like you saw
something you shouldn't have.”

Linda stiffened up, trying to put on a poker face. “Eh, not
really.”

“Let me guess. It's about Hannah.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“She's been in there a while now. I need Dr. Smith to sign some
papers of mine, but she is taking all his time. From the looks of
it, he isn't happy to see her,” Tyler said, as if he were
uninterested.

“Do you know anything about her being gone for six weeks?” Linda
said.

“No… ” he beamed. “But, I can find out… if that's what you're
wondering.”

“For how much?”

“For you?” he paused, “I'll do it for free.”

Linda leaned closer in to Tyler, “So, do you know anything
suspicious about what's going on with the Simon death case?”

“You mean the teenagers who were murdered from our school?” he
snapped. “I don't know anything, do you?”

“Yeah, maybe… I might even know who is involved,” she winked.
“But, if I tell you, you have to promise me that you'll help me
out.”

“I told you I would do anything for you,” he laughed. “I know
too much to tolerate.”

“So, then you know about these murders?” Linda said as she
spotted the biker boys coming into the school building late. She
hated to admit it, but she dazed off staring at them.

Tyler snapped his fingers in front of Linda. “Ha, not yet, but I
guarantee I'll know who did it before these lame ass detectives.
I'll give them a real case, like figuring out that mystery meat.
These Simon detectives are a bunch of jokes.”

“Ha, I wouldn't know!” Linda laughed. “Why do I have the oddest
feeling that Hannah's disappearance is more serious than she is
making it out to be?”

“Because it is.”

“What do you know, bro?” she said as his eyes grew large.

Tyler stayed silent as they watched Hannah leave Dr. Smith's
office with a huge smile. She flipped her hair like usual and shook
Dr. Smith's hand. Linda’s eyes narrowed at the hand shake, then she
elbowed Tyler to look closer.

“Hey, Linda,” Hannah said as she passed by her.

“Um, hey,” Linda said. “Something is going on with that girl…
and I’m going to find out,” she whispered to Tyler.

“Uh, yeah… me too,” Tyler said. “We should work together. My
life is way too boring right now.”

“Touche.”

Linda grabbed Tyler to walk with her outside. As if he were her
boyfriend, she held his hand. Some would say Linda may have had
emotionally issues due to her home living. She easily attached to
guys in general. She may have not been in love with them, but she
did want them around her all the time.

Tyler pulled Linda to sit behind the school, with the only thing
in sight were trees. He dug around in his jacket with his eyes
still on her. She didn't know if she should run from him, because
he was being suspicious or stay because she thought he was cute.
However, that was how dumb girls died.

“What are you doing?” Linda asked, with wide eyes.

Tyler beamed as he pulled out a bottle of scotch. “Do you want
some?”

“How the heck were you hiding that in your jacket? Do you have
magic powers or something?”

“It's a secret.”

Linda grabbed the bottle and chugged have of it down. “Don't
tell anyone but I sneak and drink my dad's liquor collection all
the time.”

“Ha,” he paused, “so, you live over here?”

Hating the subject, she rolled her eyes, “Nope, I live a little
further down in the poor area. You know where the crackheads
live.”

“Me too… well… not really… but yeah… ”

“Where do you live?”

“Um… I don't have one place to stay.”

“Tough subject, huh?” Linda said.

“Yeah, it is.”

“This is why I cannot stand some people like Hannah because she
has everything in life. Some would say we are always in competition
with each other, but we are not. I just hate that she can go buy a
four-hundred dollar handbag and I can't even afford pants. I wear
these same shorts almost everyday! She has a chef and I don't even
have food to go home to.”

Tyler sighed and rubbed Linda’s back. “Yeah, I understand.”

“Thanks,” she whispered as she drank some more liquor.

“So, um how did you meet them?” he asked. “Your friends?”

“Well, I’ve lived in Simon, Idaho all my life. I know, how lame.
But, I’ve known Michael since kindergarten. We've been friends ever
since. When my dad was sane, they were best friends. Then, we met
Hannah in sixth grade. She was the new girl and believe it or not
but I was like the goth girl. People stared at me all weird because
I had red hair,” she laughed. “Then, we barely met Lucy in the
ninth grade of high school. And we all remained friends.”

“That's nice though… to have friends who you trust.”

Linda playfully smacked Tyler, “Were you not listening how I do
not trust Hannah?”

“True, but at the end of the day—you're all best friends. And at
this point in your relationship with them, if one goes down, you
all go down.”

“So, you're saying I should leave Hannah alone?”

“No, I’m saying you should stay on her case. You don't want to
go down with her, do you?”

“Hell no!”

“Then, do what you do best. Get all in her business.”

 

 3 | Bad Influences

 

Lucy wiggled her toes so the nail polish would dry and Michael
had his face to the window trying to make out figures through the
storm outside.

To get away from their well hated lives, most of the gang spent
their after school life at Lucy's home. They were never downstairs
because it reeked of a smell like the sewer—they always stayed in
her room.

Not only did she live in the middle-class part of town, but she
always had the home to herself. She had parents old enough to be
her grandparents—literally. Apparently, Lucy said they were both
retired and spent their time traveling the world. Occasionally, she
claimed she got a postcard from them. She didn't mind it since she
was used to being alone.

They all tried to avoid Linda’s house as much as possible
because of her drunk dad. Her dad lived off a check because of his
mental disorder and he spent most of his time on the porch. And
Michael didn't want the girls over for obvious reasons. As
for Hannah, no one was ever allowed at her home.

“I'm worried about them,” Michael said as he slid his face down
the window. “What if that Simon massacre got them?”

“That is so not funny,” Lucy whined. “I'm sure they are fine.
Trust me.”

Michael flipped on the television and turned to the local news.
Once again, the teen murder was still headline news. “To think
someone in our town is a murderer. Doesn't that scare you?”

“Can we please not talk about this?” Lucy yanked the remote from
his hands and turned the TV off. She rolled her eyes and crossed
her arms as she blew on her toes.

Michael leaned his head against the window again, trying to see
through the fog. “I'll text Linda. You text Hannah.”

“Why can't you just text them both?”

“Because Hannah won't answer me,” he sighed. “Linda didn't tell
me she would be late. She never came back to class after she went
to the restroom. What if she got kidnapped?”

“She didn't get kidnapped. The last time I saw her was after
school and she was flirting with creepy Tyler.”

“Ew creepy Tyler?” Michael acted as if he were gagging. “Well…
he's not bad looking… ”

Lucy smiled and patted Michael’s head with her foot. “Will you
ever tell your dad the truth?”

“About me?”

“Yeah, about you being gay—”

“Shh, Lucy, don't say that word. It's not easy to just come out
like that. No one knows but you girls and I want to keep it that
way. I'll tell him when I fall in love.” Michael lied back onto the
bed and held a fashion magazine to his face. “I'll tell him when a
cute guy asks me out.”

“Ha,” she laughed.

They both turned frightened as they heard loud footsteps coming
up the stairs. Although they assumed it had to be Hannah or Linda
because they were the only others who had the keys to the home.
However, the footsteps didn't sound like the girls.

Linda slammed open the bedroom door, with creepy Tyler behind
her. He looked wasted like always, with his eyebrows arched over
his eyes—mysterious looking for no reason.

“Hey guys!” Linda shouted, obviously drunk.

“Linda?” Lucy and Michael said as they stared at a bandana tied
around her head like an 80s rocker.

“You didn't drive here, did you?” Lucy said. “Or I hope not…
”

“Well, um… I forgot?” Linda said as she stumbled to the bed.
“This is Tyler.”

“Yeah, we know Tyler,” Michael said as he threw his magazine on
the bed.

Tyler didn't say anything, but instead walked over to the foggy
window and stared outside. He shook the rain off his leather jacket
a few times and looked back at Lucy.

“Do you know if Hannah is coming?” Michael said.

“Do I look like Hannah’s keeper?” Linda snapped. “How the hell
would I know?”

“Gosh, she's so rude when she's drunk,” Lucy muttered to
Michael.

“Besides, Hannah is a slut. She is having an affair with Dr.
Smith!” Linda slurred. “If anything, she deserves what happens to
her.”

“What does that mean?” Michael said, as he walked over to the
window next to Tyler.

“I'm not… sure… but it won't be good.”

Lucy stood up and pulled Linda to her feet. “Okay, Michael go
run a bath for Linda and I'll get her some of my pajamas. She is
obviously under the influence,” she snapped as she stared at Tyler.
“Maybe you should go, Tyler.”

Tyler stayed silent like usual and headed to the door. Lucy and
Michael both listened as Tyler dragged his feet out the front door
and were relieved to see him walking home instead of driving.

Lucy used all her strength to take off Linda’s tight shorts.
This wasn't the first time Linda had passed out with them—they
always stayed positive though and would never talk about it the
next day. They should have though, since she would probably never
believe she was that drunk in the evening. Like father, like
daughter.

Two hours after giving Linda a shower and tucking her into the
guest bedroom next door, Michael and Lucy decided to try and
contact Hannah.

They all knew Hannah was always on her phone and she would never
let a call go missed—unless she was angry. And if Hannah was angry
about something, she usually started the fight. Like, back when
they first started their senior year, Lucy quit the dance team and
Hannah didn't speak to her for two weeks. They would sit at the
same table, but Hannah wouldn't dare talk to Lucy. She was good at
things like that—acting as if someone never existed, so her leaving
for six weeks and being silent—was no surprise.

Lucy threw her phone across the room when Hannah finally
answered on the tenth call—but hung up as soon as Lucy said
“hello.”

“She hung up on me!” Lucy snapped as she tightened her robe. “It
sounded as if she were at a club.”

Michael rolled his eyes, “But, it's like seven at night. Why
would she be at a club? And with who? We are her only friends,” he
said. “She is really starting to piss me off.”

“Pissing you off? I feel like smacking her across her perfect
face!” Lucy snapped.

Michael tried not to make eye contact with her, “Calm down!”

“Sorry, I just get so mad sometimes.”

“Really? I couldn't tell,” he joked. “Back to the club, who
could she be with?

“I'm not sure, but there was loud music in the background. Maybe
she has bad service where she's at.”

Michael began to chew on his lip. “Or maybe she just doesn't
want to be bothered with us. What was so important that she had to
tell us?”

“I don't know,” Lucy lied.

Michael jumped in fright as the thunder seemed to shake the
entire house. He jumped back onto Lucy's bed and hid under her
covers. “I hate to admit it, but this weather scares me. You would
think I would be used to it, considering we never have summer in
this town.”

“Maybe we should go check on Linda. I don't want her choking to
death from vomiting in her sleep.”

Michael and Lucy ran to the bedroom next door. In fear, Michael
turned on the lights to witness her gone. Linda’s pajamas that they
had put on her were laying on the floor and there was a trail of
wet drops leading downstairs caused by her hair.

“What, she left?” Lucy gasped.

“But, how?” Michael said. “What if someone took her?”

“Maybe we should go find her. She is probably sleep walking
again. With all the loud thunder and rain, we must didn't hear her
leave.”

Lucy hurried to put her rain boots on, while, Michael started
the car downstairs. He didn't know how to drive yet, so he hopped
in the passenger seat. Well, he tried to get his license back when
he was sixteen, but would freak out whenever he was in the driver's
seat. Driving reminded him too much of his mother—she died in a car
crash five years ago. It was not a good way to live his life—but it
worked for him.

He flared his nostrils up for some odd reason to try to smell
the garage. He found it odd how the house smelled like a sewer but
the garage didn't smell like it. “Um, it doesn't stink in here,” he
said to Lucy as she got into the passenger seat.

“What are you talking about?” she snapped.

“Well, your downstairs smells like crap.”

“I told you it's a pipe!”

He wrapped himself in a raincoat that was on the backseat, while
Lucy began to drive. “Hmm, you should get it fixed, or tell your
parents to fix it.”

Lucy began to laugh, “I don't talk to my parents like that.”

Michael's heart began to pound harder as the rain hit the
windshield like rocks. “We should head back home. This weather is
dangerous.”

“Oh, don't be a baby,” she teased. “It's just rain.”

“And lightening, and thunder, and hail,” he cried. “Please,
let's just go back home!”

Lucy pushed on the gas break harder, “HA!”

Michael tugged on her shoulder, “Please stop!” he
hyperventilated. “You're gonna kill me!”

She pushed on the breaks and then stared at Michael, “I wouldn't
want that—I was just kidding.”

 

 

4 | Secrets Unraveled

 

Linda could feel vomit sliding up her throat but she swallowed
it down. Her eyes began to water as she tried to make sense of
where she was. She felt someone gently brush her hair back as loud
music filled the room.

As she tried to reposition her body, it felt as though she would
fall down because she was on a bar stool. She grasped the edge of
the table and tried to focus her eyes. However, everything was a
blur, as Linda couldn't even remember how old she was.

“You cannot be here!” a blonde girl, who Linda tried to
recognize said. “Linda, go home!”

“Nah, let her stay!” said a man, standing behind Linda. “She's
funny.”

“This is between me and you! I don't know how she found us
here!” the girl cried. “What if she tells someone?”

Linda opened her eyes wider as she made out the girl to be
Hannah. She tried to say something, but no words would come out.
She turned her head back to see who was standing behind her, just
to realize the man looked like Dr. Smith. Her heart began to pound
like crazy as he sipped his drink. She wanted to scream and run
like hell, but it was like she wasn't in control.

Hannah leaned in with her bruised wrist to pull Linda off the
bar stool, but instead her ring got caught onto Linda’s belly ring.
Hannah tugged on her finger and Linda gagged in pain. Dr. Smith
snatched Hannah's hand hard off, ripping Linda’s ring right through
the hole. If she were sober, she probably would have cried in
agony, but she held her stomach, trying to understand what just
happened.

Linda touched the ripped hole, and blood was on her hands. She
tried to cry, but Hannah put her cold palm over her mouth and
lifted her to her feet.

“Why do you always do this?” Hannah shouted. “Just stay out of
my business!”

“Whhh?” was all she could say.

“You hate to see me have a life? I’m not Michael; you cannot
control me like you control him!”

Dr. Smith walked over to Linda, “She won't remember in the
morning. I promise.”

“How do you know?” Hannah said.

“Because—” Dr. Smith took his huge fist and slammed it into
Linda’s face knocking her out cold. Her head snapped back, not hard
enough to break her neck, but hard enough to give her a cramp.
Hannah wanted to cry as Linda collapsed to the floor, but she knew
if she showed any emotion… he would do the same to her.

With her head swollen, Linda lifted her head up in confusion.
She looked around as she realized she was in the school cafeteria.
The room was empty, but she could tell it was almost lunch because
it smelled like mystery meat.

With squinted eyes, she looked around the table and all her
stuff was around her, including her phone. She went through the
fifty missed calls and text messages—most were from Michael, Lucy,
and Tyler.

She turned around as she heard footsteps enter the cafeteria—it
was Michael. He came running, hair dripping from swim practice, and
then he hugged her.

“You're okay?” he cried. “I'm so happy. I got worried when I
didn't see you in class today!”

Linda shoved him off her sore body, “How did I get here?”

“Ugh, you tell me. Lucy and I were looking for you last night,
but like an hour after we were searching, your dad claimed you were
home—”

“And you believed him?” she snapped. “He's an old mental drunk.
He probably thought the cat was me!”

Michael held in his laugh. “Well, you're okay now. Where were
you? Were you with Tyler?” he said as he lifted one eyebrow,
hinting he wanted details. “You don't have to lie about it.”

“I'm not sure where I was, but I had a hell of a dream about
Hannah.”

“Hmm, strange. I didn't see Hannah in Economic class today. I
usually see her sitting at her table when I walk by. I didn't even
see her with the dance team today either.”

“Ha, yeah… she was like in super small shorts—I mean short like
how I like my jeans. And she had her hair all big and wavy—but the
oddest part is that she was with Dr. Smith,” Linda laughed. “It
didn't make sense though because I remember her like… I can't
remember but, yanking my belly button ring out.”

“Eh, weird dream. I had a dream about Dr. Smith once. I dreamed
he moved in next to me,” he shivered.

The bell rang, and within a second students came running to the
cafeteria line. Linda seemed entertained as she was never in the
cafeteria this early. She enjoyed watching teens fight over food.
Lucy ran over to the table as she saw Linda sitting there. She
threw her bag onto Michael’s lap and hugged Linda.

“Oh, Linda! You're okay!” she cried. “You had us so
worried.”

“Michael told me,” Linda said.

“Where were you?” Lucy asked as she sat on her hands, trying to
warm them.

Linda pouted and leaned her head on Lucy's shoulder. “I'm not
sure, but I don't feel good. Can we all go home instead of going to
our last classes?” Linda said. “I just have an odd feeling
here.”

“Yeah, baby,” Lucy said. “I really didn't want to be here today
anyway. I have mega cramps.”

“Why don't you take those pills?” Linda said.

“What pills?” Lucy said.

“The ones you said are for menstrual cramps. You know, the ones
that hit the floor the other day and everyone stared at you,”
Michael added.

Lucy shook her head in confusion. “I don't have menstrual
pills.”

Michael stared at Linda with a funny face. “Um… okay… ”

“Have you guys seen Tyler today?” Linda said, changing the
subject.

“Nope, I thought he would be with you,” Lucy said. “I don't ever
notice him though.”

“No, I didn't see him either,” Michael said.

“Have you seen Hannah?” Lucy said.

“No, but tell Lucy your crazy dream about her,” Michael
said.

“Later, because it feels like I’m going to pass out. Can we just
leave?” Linda said. “Like now!”

“Okay, let's go now—” Lucy got quiet as she stared across the
cafeteria.

Michael and Linda turned to see who she was looking at—Adam
Black.

Adam was nothing more than Lucy's summer fling. A lot of crazy
things happened last summer, but Adam and Lucy were the most
memorable. Everyone just knew they would graduate as high school
sweethearts—not until he left her right before school started. He
never gave a reason why, and anytime someone would bring up the
subject, Lucy would give them a death stare. Their breakup was
always on Linda’s mind—mainly because she was nosy.

Also, Linda thought he was gorgeous, like Shia Labeouf gorgeous.
Although she would never tell Lucy, Linda wanted to snag him up
after they broke up—but, that would break the friend code.

Michael tugged on Lucy to get up and pulled her to her feet.
“Come on, let's go home.”

The gang went to Lucy's home like usual, trying to get answers
on where Linda had went. She couldn't have gone far since their
town was small. Also, someone they knew would have seen her.

Michael turned on the television on full blast, trying to block
out the loud rain from outside. He flipped on the local news and as
usual the Simon High deaths were breaking news.

“… Detectives have just released new info that connects all the
deaths of the teenagers that attend Simon High. They're saying that
all of them had bruised wrists. They're not sure if this is due to
after being killed or before—”

Linda’s eyes got large as she remembered Hannah's wrist from her
dream. “Hannah had that in my dream.”

“What dream?” Lucy said.

“I don't know, one of the ten weird dreams I had. It was when
she was leaning for me and then her ring got caught onto my belly
button ring and she pulled so hard, it yanked out—” Linda lifted
her shirt and screamed. She stared at her belly button that had
hard blood on it. She poked at it, which was red and purple.

“Ew?” Michael said in confusion. “What happened?”

Linda put her shirt down, “I'm not sure.”

“You know, sometimes in dreams things happen in real life too.
Like when some people dream about peeing in the toilet but they're
really wetting the bed,” Lucy said.

“So, you think I pulled my own belly button ring out?”

“It's possible,” she sighed.

“No! That's crazy!”

Michael sat close to Linda, “So, what else happened in that
dream?”

“Where is Tyler?” Linda said, ignoring Michael. “What if he is
the next victim? What if I was supposed to be the next victim last
night?”

“I'm sure he is fine. Why don't you just call him?” Lucy
said.

“I don't have his number yet. I don't think he has a cell
phone.” Linda sank down into the blankets and tried to think back
to her dream. “I was at a bar,” she said, remembering back. “A bar
for people at least twenty-one. Um, that's all I remember… ”

“What type of bar? It must have been out of town. I don't know
any bars out here,” Michael said.

“No, it's an underground bar just before you leave Simon. Like
around South Simon. I used to go there back when I was depressed. I
used my looks to get in.”

“Are you sure you were dreaming?” Lucy said.

“Ew, I had to be!” she shivered.

“Why?”

“Because Dr. Smith was in it,” Michael answered for her.

Linda gagged and leaned back onto some pillows. “It's not just
that, but… but… he was there with Hannah… like a date.”

Lucy's face turned fearful as she turned the television off.
“How would you know that?”

Linda’s eyes narrowed, “I wasn't dreaming, was I?”

“How… how… would I know?” Lucy stuttered.

“You're stuttering. You know something,” Michael snapped.

“I don't know anything,” she giggled.

“Is Hannah having an affair with Dr. Smith?” Linda said. “And
you knew about it. That's what you guys were talking about in the
restroom the other day!”

“What?” Michael gasped.

“You were listening to us?” Lucy said.

“Of course I was listening,” Linda said. “You should know by now
that I’m the most nosiest person in the world.”

“Well, it's not what you think. Let's just end this conversation
now. I have to find something to wear to the dance tomorrow
night.”

“I thought they canceled the dance due to the deaths?” Linda
said.

“No, they changed it to a charity dance now. Most likely
detectives will be there too,” Michael said. “Linda?” he waved his
hands in front of Linda’s face as she stared into space.

“What?” she finally said.

“The dance… aren't you going tomorrow night?”

She bit her lip, “Of course. I wouldn't miss it.”

“I'm going to the bathroom—I have to pee,” Lucy announced. “I'll
bring the dresses from the guest room that I want to show you
guys!”

Linda got up from bed and walked into Lucy's messy walk-in
closet. Like always, she dug around searching for something to wear
for the dance. Although Hannah was more fashionable, Lucy always
had new things—no matter what. And she never wore them because she
hated her body.

“Ouch!” Linda shouted as she banged her toe on a plastic bag.
Angry, she snatched up the bag and bottles fell onto the floor.
“Cl-o-za-pin—”

“Linda!” Michael shouted, cutting her off from reading the
prescription bottle. “Come help us carry these dresses!”

Linda threw the stuff back into the bag and ran out to them. She
beamed as she noticed new sparkly short dresses. “Oh, I’m in
heaven. Please, let me borrow this one!”

“The pink one?” Lucy smiled. “Of course you can borrow it.”

“YES! Thank you!” she kissed Lucy's cheek.

“Hey, that's what friends are for.”
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Hannah slid on thick bracelets as Lucy hurried to straighten her
black hair. She only ever straightened it on occasions, but by the
end of the night, it would be a fur ball again. It was worth
spending hours straightening because the photos would look
gorgeous. Hannah never had that problem though—her hair was always
perfect.

Linda honked the horn of her car for Lucy to hurry up. However,
she didn't know that Hannah would be coming along too.

She turned stiff as Hannah came out the house door first. With a
smile, Hannah opened the passenger door just to realize Tyler was
sitting there.

“What are you doing here?” they both said to each other.

“These are my friends,” Hannah snapped.

“Um, just climb in the back,” Linda said to Hannah.

Everyone knew Hannah always rode shotgun no matter who was
driving, and in their case it was always either Lucy or Linda. With
an attitude, Hannah slammed the passenger door shut and hopped in
the backseat next to Michael who was dressed in a blazer and
jeans.

“Jeans, Michael?” Hannah rolled her eyes. “This is our last real
dance until prom and you wear jeans?”

“These are my formal jeans,” he teased. “This isn't a fashion
show, Hannah. It will be dark inside, no one will notice.”

Lucy came running to the car next, trying to avoid the rain.
“Hey, everyone.”

Hannah rolled her eyes again as she dusted off her new sparkly
dance uniform, “Lucy, it sucks you're not on the dance team
anymore. I miss you.”

Lucy nervously laughed, “Really? I wouldn't have guessed it,”
she mumbled.

Michael stared at Hannah's flashy uniform. He liked the aqua
blue and how it showed off her fit shape. “How did you guys afford
new uniforms this year? I thought our school was poor?”

“Um, we… had… ” Hannah thought of something to say.

“They were charity,” Lucy said. “Yup, charity.”

“Charity?” Tyler butted in. “Is that what they mean by charity,”
he laughed. “Man, this school is messed up.”

As Linda drove, the tension was stronger than ever. Their usual
car rides were loud and full of gossip stories, but nothing was
like normal anymore. As they arrived at the school street, they
could already hear the music from the gym.

Michael slicked his hair back as he winked, “We are going to
have so much fun!” he beamed. “I'm so excited. This is our last
dance until prom. Aw, sad moment… ”

“This is the last thing this town needs… is a school dance,”
Tyler said. “All these kids should be at home eating at the dinner
table.”

“Then, why did you come?” Hannah snapped. “You just want to be
nosy.”

Tyler rolled his eyes and jumped out the parked car first. He
waited for Linda to fix her eyelashes and then walked over to her
side. Hannah got out next and didn't wait for anyone. She sped
walked toward the entrance and met up with the other dance team
members.

“Why didn't you tell me Hannah was coming too?” Linda said to
Lucy.

“Yeah?” Michael agreed.

“What's the big deal?” Lucy said. “She is our best friend.”

“Where has she been?” Tyler said. “I heard her family put out a
missing persons report.”

“How do you know this stuff?” Michael said.

“I know everything,” Tyler winked and grabbed Linda’s hand. They
left without Lucy and Michael and walked passed everyone waiting to
get in.

Simon school dances tended to be full of only seniors and
freshmen, who wanted to experience a dance. However, today almost
the entire school was there. If anything, those kids should have
been home—a murderer was loose.

Tyler felt awkward as he slicked his hair back and tugged on his
formal attire. Nervously, he sipped on his soda, trying to get the
ice out. “There are way too many students here!” he shouted over
the loud music.

“People like charity,” Linda shouted back. “Plus, it's
cool.”

“Eh, I guess so.”

“Thanks for paying for me to get in. I wasn't expecting that,”
she smiled.

“Eh, yeah.”

Linda leaned in to kiss Tyler, but for the first time in her
life, a boy pushed her away. Tyler turned Linda’s face in the
opposite direction. She frowned in confusion and tried to kiss him
again.

“I can't kiss you,” Tyler said.

“Why not?” Linda said. “You're not gay are you?”

“I’m not gay,” Tyler said as he continued to search the
room.

Linda pouted, “But, I got all pretty just for you. Don't you
think I look pretty?”

With a frown, Tyler stared at Linda’s sparkly pink dress. “You
look nice, but I just cannot kiss you.”

“Why?”

“I'll tell you later,” was all he said and he smiled at her.

She rolled her eyes and searched the busy room for Michael, but
instead she spotted Hannah. She elbowed Tyler in the gut pointing
at Hannah. “Look!”

Tyler was tall enough to see over the crowd as he saw Hannah
speaking to Dr. Smith, who was monitoring the dance. “She is just
talking to Dr. Smith.”

“You can't just talk to Dr. Smith at a school dance.”
Linda looked over at Hannah and Dr. Smith. She looked relaxed next
to him—a little too relaxed.

“Why can't they just talk?”

“About what? How to take their relationship to the next level,”
Linda laughed at her own joke.

“What do you mean?” Tyler snapped.

“Yeah, I guess she is dating Dr. Smith. It doesn't matter right
since she will be eighteen in a few months—”

“Is this official now? How do you know this?” Tyler asked as he
stared at Linda. “Did she tell you this?”

Linda turned fearful as Tyler looked mean, “Nope, she didn't
tell me this,” she muttered. “But… ”

“But, what?”

“I thought I had a dream about her, but, from what I’m
realizing… I wasn't dreaming. She was at some bar with him… or well
it looked like him,” Linda said as she tried to see where Hannah
was. “Did she leave?”

Tyler scanned the room, “Where did she go?”

“I don't know, that's what I just asked you,” she snapped.

Linda noticed Dr. Smith running back into the school. Tyler
pulled Linda to go see where Hannah could have gone, but they got
trapped in a dance circle. With a huge smile, Linda pulled Tyler to
dance with her, but he didn't want to. He yanked his hands from
hers and ran off, getting lost in the crowd.

Aw, Linda ran out the dance circle to find her friends. She
noticed Michael dancing with Mason and friends. She pulled him by
his shoulder and he followed behind her, noticing she was
upset.

“What is wrong, sugar?” Michael asked.

“Tyler just rejected me. He didn't want to kiss me and now he
left me!” Linda cried. “I think he's using me to get to Hannah.
Like every other guy, they want Hannah! I can't stand Hannah! Ugh!
I just wish the Simon murderer would come and get her!”

“Don't speak like that,” Michael said as he smacked her. “You're
just angry. There are plenty of hot men here.”

“Men?” Linda laughed. “More like prepubescent boys.”

Linda noticed the crowd of people began to get smaller and
smaller, but it didn't faze her. “I swear if Hannah takes Tyler
from me, I will kick her ass.”

Michael’s eyes narrowed as the room began to grow emptier. “I
hate to annoy you at your sad moment, but where is everyone?”

“Who cares?” she sobbed. “If this—”

Linda was cut off by the sound of ambulances and firetrucks.
They both ran out the room, along with the remaining clueless
students who were still dancing. Everyone was crowded at the back
of the school toward where the woods were.

As they made their way through the crowd, the more people began
to cry. They stopped toward the front of the crowd, where they
spotted Lucy who was covered in rain. She ran into their arms and
she began screaming.

“Someone has been killed!” she screamed. “Oh my gosh! I went to
throw away the remaining soda bottles and then I saw that—”

Their eyes grew massive as they witnessed a student's body lying
nude across the dirt. The only thing on the girl's body was her
heels and her ripped dance uniform. Linda looked closer at her
wrists—the same bruises she remembered seeing on Hannah. Their
thoughts began to go haywire as police tried to instruct everyone
to go inside.

Linda couldn't cry because she was in so much shock. Michael
however, was screaming in fear. He hugged Lucy and tried to catch
his breath. Linda joined in the hug, holding in all her
emotions.

All the students were instructed to go back into the gym until
parents/guardians came for them. The three of them didn't know what
to do, as everyone stared at them. Tyler spotted them, and came
running over to them.

“Linda, I need to talk to you,” Tyler said.

She rubbed her eyes as she began to cry. “You're the last person
I want to talk to right now. Someone was just murdered!”

Michael blew his nose for the third time, “I think I’m going to
throw up. That means someone here saw the person—”

“Or someone who we know,” Linda muttered as Lucy walked over to
the dance team.

Tyler searched the room, and the only thing he saw were students
crying. “Where is Hannah?”

Linda perked her head up to find her. Hannah was easy to spot,
but she couldn't find her. “And where is Dr. Smith?”

“Who cares about him?” Michael said.

“I do! Hannah and him are working together. I overheard them
speaking in his office about things they did to some girls and how
they can't be seen together anymore. Don't you think it is fishy
that the both of them are not here right now, the same time someone
was murdered?” Linda said as she felt someone squeezing in trying
to sit next to her. She turned around to see who it was that was
nearly sitting on her butt. “Um… ”

“Oh, sorry… hi,” Adam said.

Linda beamed and ignored Michael. “Hi, Adam! Long time, no talk!
I miss you.”

“Yeah,” he said as he tried to dry his jacket off from the
rain.

“Why are you so wet?”

“I was outside,” he laughed and Linda laughed along with
him.

She stared into his big blue eyes and felt her heart skip a
beat. That never happened to her before—it was like love at first
sight—except this wasn't the first time she'd seen him. She checked
him out from head to toe—clean shoes, nice fitting jeans, plaid
shirt, nice clean hair—he's perfect, she thought.

Michael tapped on Linda’s back, “Linda, we are going to find
Hannah.”

She ignored him and gazed at her new love interest. “So, um,
anything new going on in your life?”

“Besides basketball… no,” he said. “And college preparations.
You?”

She nodded, “Same,” she lied. The only thing she cared about was
that he didn't shove her away. At a typical sad moment, Linda was
pretty darn happy.

“I see you're still friends with Lucy.”

“Um, yeah? Why wouldn't I be; she's like my best friend,” Linda
laughed. “I know you guys broke up, but I mean, you can still hang
out with us.”

“Nah, I'd rather avoid her as much as possible.”

“Eh, it was a bad breakup, huh?”

“Yeah.”

Lucy, Michael, and Tyler tried to stay out of the polices' way
as they walked the dimmed halls. Every time they saw a blonde, they
would all perk up thinking it was Hannah.

“Where is Linda?” Tyler said.

“She is talking to some boy,” Michael said, trying not to say it
was Adam. “I guess he is more important to her than Hannah’s
life.”

Hannah turned around as she heard Michael’s voice. She quickly
went into a chemistry classroom, trying to avoid them. As they
walked passed the room she was in, she sipped her fruit punch,
accidentally letting it drip onto her new uniform.

“Crap!” she said as she walked out the room, to hurry to wipe it
off.

Linda entered the building and pointed at Hannah, “There she
is!”

Hannah sighed and turned around to face Linda who was already
holding hands with Adam. “Adam?” she snapped.

“Yeah, this is Adam” Linda said, as she eyed Hannah's stained
shirt.

“Um, yeah… does Lucy know about this?”

Linda ignored Hannah's last comment and pointed at her shirt.
“What happened to your uniform?”

“What do you mean?” she said as she looked down. The stain was
worst than she thought. “Oh, I spilled fruit punch on it.”

“Hmm… ” she snapped. “Well, the gang was worried about you. I
don't know why, since you're my main suspect,” she whispered. “I'm
watching you.”

Hannah froze as Linda walked around her. She tried not to laugh,
but did anyway. “What are you talking about?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

“Um… okay?” she laughed, and then turned serious. “Why don't you
come back with me? I’m going to find Lucy and Michael.”

“I'm hanging out with Adam now.” Linda ran off with Adam and
Hannah couldn't help but feel worried.

Lucy spotted Hannah walking toward them and she felt relieved.
Michael beamed as he saw she was okay. However, he felt sad again
when he realized Linda was gone.

“Where is she?” Lucy said to Hannah.

“Where is who?” Hannah said.

“Linda?”

“She was with um… Adam.”

“The Adam?” Michael said. “He better not be—”

“No, he is like a big flirt. I have no idea why she is getting
involved with him. A few days ago, I needed money for gas and he
paid for it, but then he insisted to take me out,” Hannah said.

“He took you out?” Lucy gasped. “You went on a date with my
Adam?”

“You guys broke up,” Hannah said. “But, I didn't do anything
with him. It was innocent. I can't ignored Adam. I was friends with
him before you two even met. I’ve known him since kindergarten. You
said it was no big deal if we all talked to him.”

Lucy smiled, not worried about Adam. “I know. I’m not mad about
that, but you can't date other people—”

Michael rolled his eyes, as he felt out the loop. “What's the
big deal?”

“I have a boyfriend,” Hannah whispered.

“Since when?” he gasped. “How come I never know anything?”

“Well, he's a little older. I didn't want anyone to
know because my mom would find out. Also, it's kind of
embarrassing,” she said.

Michael looked at Lucy as if she were crazy. He couldn't believe
Hannah was telling him that, “So, it's true?”

“What is true?” Hannah said as she tried to rub the fruit punch
out her shirt.

“Linda said she saw you with him at a bar… ”

Hannah chuckled, “Oh, gosh, she is so annoying. She followed me
there and then got super wasted. I didn't want her to find out like
that. And I know what you're going to say… he's older… I'm
sure she told you everything by now!”

“Yeah, she did,” Michael said.

“Good. I felt so guilty not telling you guys.”

“We should go find Linda so we can go home. I’m freaked out
being here. I still have that girl's dead image in my head,” Lucy
shivered.

“I think we can all agree on that,” Michael said.

“I heard the girl who died was from the cheerleading team. I
heard the police believe it's Susie Robin,” Hannah said. “If it is,
I will cry all night. Why won't they stop!”

“I didn't know her too well,” Michael said. “But, when we talked
she was nice.”

“She wasn't that nice,” Lucy said. “But, then again I
only knew her from being on the team not outside of the
school.”

“I agree,” Hannah said as she remembered Susie for her long
blonde hair. “She wasn't too nice. She was pretty, but not
nice.”

“Shh,” Michael snapped as he covered her mouth. “She's dead.
Don't talk about dead people like that!”

Lucy and Hannah rolled their eyes, they hated being fake.

 

 6 | Linda’s Mistake

 

Michael quickly swallowed down his slushy, as Linda and Adam
walked ahead of him. The mall was surprisingly empty on a Saturday
morning due to the recent murder that happened the night before.
Usually on a Saturday, the mall was the only place people could get
away from their lives. Now, only elder people, who were too
demented to know what was going on, and younger teens were the only
ones roaming the mall. Everyone was so frightened to walk outside
and they had a right to be.

As expected, Michael didn't like the idea of Adam hanging out
with the gang again. Mainly due to the fact that he felt as though
he had to act more manly around him. “Let's go into Forever 21,” he
said, not caring about Adam's thoughts anymore. Adam spent the
whole summer with the gang, and it was obvious he knew Michael was
gay.

Linda grabbed Adam's hand and they followed behind Michael. “So,
did you talk to Hannah today?” she asked Michael.

“The last I heard from her was last night,” Michael mumbled as
she scanned through the shirts. “Oh my gosh! You missed what she
told me last night too.”

“What did she say?” Linda said as she stood next to Michael,
waiting for him to speak. “Was she talking about me again?”

It wouldn't be a shock to Linda if Hannah was gossiping about
her. Anytime Hannah got away from the gang, she tended to talk
trash about Linda to the dance team. It didn't bother Linda
because, well… she heard worse.

Michael turned to Linda, eyes huge with excitement. “She
admitted to it—she admitted to being in a relationship with Dr.
Smith—”

“Ew!” Adam said. “She is with him?”

“I guess so. Well, she didn't exactly say his name because
people were around but she said she is dating an older man. She
didn't want to tell us because it's embarrassing.”

“Hmm… did she talk about the murders?” Linda said.

“She knows about them?” Adam butted in. “How?”

“Well, from my research I believe she and Dr. Smith are the ones
doing it. They're hiding it well because no one would suspect them
to be the killers,” Linda explained. “It's quite obvious when you
think about it.”

Adam laughed. “Really? Then, why haven't you told the police yet
if it's true?”

“I know, she's crazy, but it's starting to make sense,” Michael
said as he tried on some shades. “And by she, I mean Linda,” he
joked.

Linda smacked Michael, “This is serious!”

“I am being serious.”

“Hannah was gone for six weeks. Where was she? She must have
been planning the murders. Then, the news said that all of the
people who died had bruises on their wrist. She has it too—”

Adam rolled his eyes, “The news is stupid. Those bruises are
from a stupid game the jocks play. If Hannah was the murderer, why
would she have the bruises? That doesn’t even make sense, Linda.
Here give me your wrist… ”

“Um… ” She put her hand in Adam's hand and stared at him,
wondering what his actions were.

Adam tied a thin string around Linda’s tiny wrist. He tightened
it until Linda shoved him away. “Do you feel anything?”

“No, but it hurts,” she moaned as she snatched it off.

“The jocks thinks it gets them high. Tomorrow I guaranteed
you'll have a mark there.”

Michael rolled his eyes, “Interesting. Um, so you hang out with
the jocks?”

“Um, not really. I just float around.”

“Well, we never see you around… you know… since you broke up
with Lucy,” Linda said. “It sucks because you're totally legit to
hang out with.”

“Why do you guys still hang out with Lucy?” Adam asked. “Isn't
she like controlling?”

“Not really… I mean she can be a bitch, but who isn't in our
group,” Linda laughed.

“Well, I guess I knew her differently,” Adam said. “Is she going
away to college with you guys?”

“Um, I’m not sure,” Michael said. “Are you going to
college?”

“I won't be staying here; if that's what you're wondering. I
move all the time. I’ve been here for the last two years though,”
he smiled. “I like it here, but I probably won't stay long.
Everyone knows everything—it's annoying.”

“It's not too annoying if you have nothing to hide,” Michael
said. “Well, unless you have something to hide.”

“I like to have secrets,” Adam winked.

Linda stared at Adam and then nodded that she had to pee.
Michael followed behind her, as if he could go into the ladies
restroom. As soon as she was out of Adam's sight, she punched
Michael, “Stop it! You're pulling a Hannah!”

“What am I doing?” Michael whined as she smacked him harder.

“He's hitting on you. Oh gosh, I think he's gay!” she whined as
they stepped outside the store.

“Oh no, I don't want to come out yet. My dad will kill me!”

“Stop it! No one said Adam is gay, I’m just assuming, since he
winked at you. I don't know why I’m getting caught up with boys. I
need to focus on more important things—like exposing Hannah and her
lies.”

Michael elbowed Linda to shut up as he saw Tyler walking toward
them. Tyler waved and smiled at Linda, trying to see if she were
still mad at him. “Did you hear there will be no school on
Monday?”

“Really?” Linda and Michael said. “Why?”

“Because the school is now a crime scene. They said the murderer
had to be there on campus. I mean, they're thinking that maybe it
might even be a staff member—”

Linda rolled her eyes, “Well duh! It's Dr. Smith and Hannah. I’m
not sure if you noticed yesterday, but she had blood on her
shirt—blood!”

Michael giggled. “That wasn't blood. It looked more like
juice.”

“Are you siding with her?” she snapped. “Gosh, I hate when you
don't defend me.”

“I defend you everyday—”

Tyler poked them both to stop arguing, “Is he with you guys?” he
asked as he pointed at Adam, who was looking at the sunglasses.

“Yeah, why?” Michael said as a smile aroused from his face. He
didn't want to admit that he was kind of happy that Adam could have
been gay. “That's Adam. He's Lucy's ex-boyfriend.”

“Hmm, so why are you guys with him?” Tyler changed his thought.
“Isn't that like a code—to not hang out with Lucy's
ex-boyfriend?”

“Well, Hannah knew him way before she knew Lucy. We all knew him
before we knew Lucy. He was kind of our best friend for a while
until high school we lost touch. Then, when he started dating Lucy
we all caught up again,” Michael said. “Why do you care?”

“I was just wondering about him. I’ve never seen him
around.”

“So, where were you during the murder last night?” Linda said to
Tyler. “You weren't with me.”

“And?” Tyler snapped. “I was talking to some people.”

“Like who? You don't have friends.”

“I can't remember. Why?”

“Well, I was with Michael and we were talking, but you?” Linda
questioned. “Were you with Hannah?”

“No!”

“I'm just wondering. Everyone is a suspect when murder is
involved,” she said and then walked back into the store.

Michael shrugged, “I'm not sure what is going on in her head.
Sometimes I think she is loosing her mind—just like her dad!”

Tyler laughed and then his heart pounded as he spotted Hannah
walking toward them. “Um, look.”

“Is that Hannah?” Michael said as he narrowed his eyes. “Why is
she here?”

“You're her best friend, why are you asking me?” Tyler
snapped.

“Hey!” Hannah said as she waved. “What's up?”

Michael’s mouth turned dry as she kissed and hugged him. “Um,
not much… you?”

Hannah's perfume was loud, her hair was perfect like always, and
her teeth sparkled. “I had a girl day by myself. I realized
everything was empty today, so I used my credit card to go to the
local spa.”

“Oh, really?” Michael said. “How fun.”

“Well, tonight I’m going out to the city with my boyfriend—”

“Ew,” Tyler muttered causing Hannah to stare at him.

She rolled her eyes and then pulled out her phone. “What do you
need? Why are you always around?” she said to Tyler. “I have ten
bucks,” she handed him so money. “Here take it to get some
food.”

Tyler handed her money back to her, “I was just leaving. I just
wanted to tell them that school is closed Monday. I'll see you guys
later,” Tyler said as he walked away.

“Why didn't you just call them?” Hannah said.

“I don't have a phone!” he shouted and continued to walk.

“He freaks me out. I don't know why you guys hang out with him.
I mean, he could be the Simon murderer. You never know,” she
whispered. “I don't trust guys with long hair. They could hide lots
of secrets in there.”

Michael nervously laughed. “Ha, funny.”

“Don't you think it's odd that he's been hanging out with Linda
so much. She may be next, I’m just saying. She better stay away
from him. I’m going to avoid him too.”

“So, where did you go last night like when the murder happened?”
Michael said, trying not to be obvious that he was questioning
her.

“Oh, um well, I was inside the building and then I heard
screaming. I didn't want to tell the police that I heard anything
because I didn't want to get questioned.”

“Why would you be afraid to get questioned? Unless you have
secrets?”

“I have lots of secrets—secrets, I don't want the world to know.
Well, kisses, I’m going to continue my day. I'll see you tomorrow,”
Hannah said as she kissed Michael’s cheek. “And remember, watch
your back.”

Michael froze in place, trying to understand her last words.
“Watch my back?” he whispered to himself. “What does that
mean?”

Still wondering about Hannah, Michael ran over to the men
restroom as he could feel is stomach cramping up. He always hated
public restrooms, not for the hygiene, but because he thought there
were hidden cameras in the stalls.

He ran into the shockingly empty restroom and checked to see if
anyone else was in there. He spotted ripped tennis shoes who he
recognized to be Tyler's feet. Michael didn't say anything, and
went to sit on the toilet. His heart sped up as he heard Tyler
dialing on a cell phone—a phone he said he didn't have.

“Hey,” Tyler said to someone over the phone. “I can't do it yet.
Every time I see her, she is with someone. I have to get her
alone.”

Michael gasped as he knew Tyler was talking about Linda. He put
his feet on the toilet, afraid Tyler would come after him.

“… Once I get her, it will be over. She knows too much already.
She needs to be on my side. I need her. If I don't tell her tonight
then it will keep happening… I can't control it!”

Oh my gosh… he's going to kill Linda. He can't control it. I
need to run, Michael thought.

Without second guessing, Michael wiped his behind and ran out
the restroom without washing his hands. He continued to walk
quickly out the mall, not going back to Linda.

It seemed like it would be his best option to tell Linda what
Tyler's intentions were—but fear was his master. He didn't want to
get involved but he already was.

Michael stopped on the corner of the street where the town's
police station was at. That police station was his enemy. The
police of Simon were either lazy, overweight, and they would let
crime slide by. It wasn't like Simon was a bad town to begin with,
but when all the murders began to happen the mayor of Idaho sent
top notch detectives from out of state. There was a rumor that
there were over eighty detectives in town, but the only ones seen
were the few at school—and they were just as lazy.

With his hands clutched, Michael walked into the police station
looking for the head officer that he knew very well. He waved his
hands for someone to talk to, and as expected an out-of-town
detective approached him.

“What do you want?” said a sheriff, whose name badge read
“Jacky.”

“Um? Jacky?” Michael said.

He began to laugh, and put his arm around Michael. “Oh, the
story of my life. I have a girl's name. Big deal!”

“Ha, that's an icebreaker,” he nervously laughed. “I'm hear to
know if you guys have any leads on the high school deaths?”

He sighed, “I wish we can say we do. But, we don't. It seems
like we should have the killer by now. There are no more than
two-thousand people in this town, someone knows something.”

“I agree, but you guys have no clues?”

Jacky pulled out his cigarette, “Do you know anything, son?”

“Well… ” Michael froze in place as he saw Tyler enter the police
station. “Tyler?”

Tyler jumped in place and dropped his notepad. “Um, Michael?
What are you doing here?”

“Uh… ”

Tyler walked closer to them, “I'm here to… um… um… I'm a runaway
kid. They feed me here,” he mumbled. “Right, sheriff, you guys feed
me here.”

“Um, yup,” Jacky said. “We were just discussing the deaths. Go
sit down and eat a brownie!” he laughed. “You know… um… what's your
name?” he asked Michael.

“Michael Rose.”

“Well, you know Michael, detectives want to interview all the
seniors of your high school. They believe someone has to know. A
girl can't just get murdered at a school dance and no one notices.
Not only that but all those girls were either cheerleaders or on
the dance team.”

“Do you have a paper I could use?” Michael said as he stared at
Tyler from the corner of his eye, trying to see what he was
doing.

Jacky searched his uniform that was two sizes too small. He
pulled out a paper from his pocket and handed it to Michael.
Knowing he most likely didn't have a pen, Jacky gave him one.

Michael thought about writing Tyler's name on the paper, but he
didn't want to be the next victim. He knew if he wrote down
anyone's name from his group, they all would be interviewed. So, he
wrote down Hannah's name and stuffed the paper into Jacky's tight
pocket.

“I have to go now,” Michael said. “I have homework.”

“Alright, I'll see you on Tuesday. However, let's keep it a
secret that we will be at the school Tuesday for questioning. We
don't want the real suspects leaving town.”

“My lips are sealed.”

As Michael left the police station, he noticed Hannah getting
inside of an expensive Mercedes Benz. He narrowed his eyes to get a
closer look. He noticed that a man was driving the car, but he
could not tell who it was because of his dark sunglasses. He gasped
as he noticed the tanned skin, and wavy hair that looked like Dr.
Smith.

Michael was confused. What if there was one murderer but
then there were copycats? I need to mind my own business. I’m going
home!
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Linda stopped kissing Adam as she could hear a car door opening.
She peaked outside her bedroom window and realized it was Tyler.
She left the room, telling Adam to stay put. With busy eyes, she
tried to spot where her dad was passed out at—like usual he was
asleep on the porch.

“Tyler, what do you want? I’m busy,” she shouted through her
screen door.

“We need to talk,” Tyler said.

“Talk, about what?”

“About what I was going to tell you—”

Linda opened the door, “Adam is over here. I think we can talk
on Tuesday.”

“Tuesday?” Tyler stared at Linda who was dressed in a long
sweatshirt and leggins with furry boots. “Where are you going?”

“Yeah, I’m leaving town for the weekend.”

“Michael didn't say you guys were all leaving—”

“That's because I’m not going with them, I’m going with Adam. We
are going to South Simon.”

Tyler shivered because he knew that South Simon was nothing but
woods and no street lights. “I think I should go too. We all should
go! You guys shouldn't be alone, especially when a murderer is
loose—”

Adam came to the door, waving at Tyler. “What's up?”

“I heard you guys are leaving for the weekend. I was telling
Linda we should all tag along. It could be like our last trip
together as seniors.”

“That would be awesome,” Adam beamed.

“No!” Linda snapped. “We need alone time!”

“I think it would be fun,” Adam said. “We are leaving at eight
tonight. We can meet here if Linda doesn't mind.”

Linda rolled her eyes, “Fine, whatever.”

Tyler smirked and hugged Linda. “I promise it will be a night to
remember.”

“Oh, I couldn't agree more,” Adam said.

Linda sighed and stomped back into her room. She jumped on her
bed as Tyler and Adam continued to plan the trip. She dialed
Michael’s number, knowing he would answer on the last ring. He
would always do that—pick up right before the voicemail came
on.

“Hello?” Michael answered. “What's up, boo!”

“Hold on, let me dial Lucy,” Linda said as she joined the
conversation with the three of them.

“Hello?” Lucy answered. “Hey!”

“Hey!” Michael said. “It's me, Michael!”

“Oh, really? I thought you were Tyler,” she said sarcastically.
“Of course I know it's you.”

Linda sighed, “So, you guys pack your crap. We are having a road
trip tonight and apparently you're invited.”

“You don't seem too cheerful about us coming,” Lucy said. “What
is wrong?”

“Oh nothing.”

“Was it just going to be you and Tyler. We can stay here, I
wouldn't mind,” Lucy said.

“No, actually Adam was going to go with me—”

“ADAM?” Lucy snapped. “Why are you hanging out with him
now!”

“What's the big deal. You're not with him anymore,” Linda said.
“Well, you're invited.”

“And Adam is going to be there?” Lucy asked. “But… ”

“Maybe you guys can rekindle your love,” Michael teased. “Just
come along.”

“But, Adam hates me,” Lucy said. “I did some stuff that he won't
forgive me for.”

“And? This will be a weekend to remember. What happens in South
Simon—”

“Gets you put in Simon prison. Nothing ever stays in South
Simon,” Michael said. “And you know that.”

“I have to go,” Linda said as she heard Tyler leaving. “I'll see
you guys at seven at my place.”

“Should I invite Hannah?” Lucy asked.

“Ew, so she can invite Dr. Smith. I don't think so!” Michael
said.

“Yeah, I agree. I don't want her to come. She might kill us
all,” Linda said.

“Okay, bye!”

***

Adam shook his head, as he tried to figure out how they were all
going to fit into Linda’s jeep. He began to unload all the
suitcases, deciding he would drive his SUV instead.

Linda leaned onto to Michael, still angry that everyone was
coming. “So, who invited Hannah? Don't you think it's weird that
Hannah decided to come. She hates nature, so why is she coming
along?”

Michael yawned as he kept his eyes on Tyler, “So, you said it
was Tyler's idea to invite us all?”

“Yeah, he insisted.”

Lucy playfully hit Linda with her hip, “What are you guys
gossiping about?”

“I'm just wondering why we are going to South Simon. That town
is so empty and has too many trees,” Michael whined. “It's
creepy.”

Hannah walked over holding a beer, “I think it will be fun,” she
winked.

Lucy snatched the beer from Hannah and threw it into the grass,
“You'll get fat and won't be able to fit into your new uniform. I
don't know why you bought it in a size two!”

“That's my size,” Hannah said. “Just calm down, honey.”

“So, is your new man coming along?” Linda teased Hannah.

“Um… he will tag along… well, he will meet us there. He doesn't
like being seen much. It's too much of a hassle,” Hannah said.

“So, how long have you guys been together?” Michael said.

“About two years now—”

Linda spit, “Two years?”

“I know; it's so embarrassing!” she playfully cried. “But, I
think he's hot, a lot of people think he's hot.”

Linda looked at Michael as if Hannah were crazy. “Um, sure.”

“I think he's gorgeous!” Lucy beamed. “He's so different outside
of work.”

“I'm sure he is,” Linda laughed. “But, don't you think it will
be weird if he tags along?”

“I told you; you'll like him. I swear he isn't as uptight as he
seems,” Hannah said and walked to the car. “I think we are ready to
go!”

Linda ran over to her porch and kissed her father's cheek. “Bye
daddy.”

All of them gathered into the SUV—Adam driving, Lucy was
shotgun—then, in the next row was Tyler, Linda, and Hannah. Then,
in the back was Michael, who stretched his legs across all the
pillows and baggage.

“I'm glad I have the backseat to myself. This ride is going to
be like two hours long,” Michael said as he pretended to sleep.

“I might come back there,” Hannah said.

“Oh, no… it's okay. Stay over there,” Michael said.

“Are you guys ready now?” Adam said as he started the car. “We
didn't forget anything did we?”

“Nope!”

The ride to South Simon was the opposite than their last ride.
For the first time in a long time, they were all getting along
again—singing to the radio, laughing at jokes, and gossiping. But,
little did they know they wouldn't come back home the same—a
murderer was loose—and the person was in the vehicle with them.
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Awkward would be an understatement for Lucy and Adam. He tried
not to make eye contact with her as she sat next to him. It seemed
like it would have been easier to communicate—to get the elephant
out the room (car), but they stayed silent.

Lucy tried to find her flash light as they entered South Simon
and all the street lights were gone. Little did the gang know, that
she was a little afraid of the dark. She turned on her flashlight,
searching the now quiet backseats.

“Are you guys sleep?” Lucy said as she put the flashlight on all
their faces. “We should be at the cabin in an hour.”

“Crap!” Adam said. “I'm getting low on gas.”

“Are you serious?” Linda snapped as she opened her eyes. “We
cannot get stranded!”

“But, I think we can make it to the next gas station,” Adam
said. “No worries.”

Hannah pulled out her cell phone, that let up the entire car.
“Wow, it's nine thirty,” she gasped and looked back at Michael who
looked ill. “Are you car sick again?”

“Eh, I hate this. I should have sat in the front,” Michael said.
“Are we almost there?”

Tyler snapped his head up, “Turn off the stupid bright lights!”
he shouted at Hannah who was flashing her cell phone around and to
Lucy whose flashlight was flickering.

“Sorry,” they both said and turned it off, leaving the car pitch
black.

Adam tightly gripped the steering wheel as he knew the bumpy
road was coming up. He knew with any wrong movement, he could crash
the car into a tree. “Sorry buddy, but this street is super bumpy.
You're gonna have to get a bag if you vomit,” he said to
Michael.

“I think I'll be fine,” he gagged.

The car began to wobble throughout the street. No one noticed
but Hannah's head hit the roof a few times because she was sitting
high on a pillow. She narrowed her eyes to try to see anyone but
she couldn't. “Crap!” she screamed as Adam's headlights blew out,
causing the entire street to be pitch black.

“I'm not liking this trip anymore,” Michael said. “We should go
back home!”

“That's why you guys weren't invited,” Linda snapped. “You
should just pull over, Adam.”

“But, I can't see anything,” Adam cried. “What if we crash?”

“Stop being a punk and just pull over into the woods,” Tyler
snapped. “Do it already!”

Adam obeyed and nervously drove the car into the woods. As he
continued to drive, his wheel popped as he drove over a sharp
branch. “Damn!” he cried. “This can't be serious.”

“Please, tell me you have a spare tire!” Lucy cried.

“I don't think so,” Adam said as he parked the car and turned it
off. He sighed and began to think if he had a spare tire in the
back. He tried to think back to when he visited South Simon and
knew a gas station was not too far from where they were. “I'm going
to go walk down to the gas station down the street. Anyone wants to
join me?”

Everyone stayed silent as Adam jumped out the car and pulled out
his flashlight. They watched him until he was out of sight as he
walked.

“What are we going to do?” Michael said, afraid he was talking
to himself because everyone was quiet. “Hello?”

“Ah!” Linda screamed and everyone turned to her, as if they
could see her. “Someone just cut me!”

Hannah pulled out her cell phone and put the light on Linda,
“What?”

Linda shoved Hannah away with her bare feet and hopped over onto
Tyler's lap. “You have blood on your hand! It was you!”

“Oh, no! It wasn't me. I was sitting on my hand—my period must
have came!” Hannah cried.

“Ew,” Michael muttered. “That's nasty.”

“You just cut my thigh,” she cried. “Look I’m bleeding and it
hurts real bad.”

“Are you sure it wasn't your bag?” Lucy rolled her eyes. “It has
all those sharp rhinestones.”

“Why are you always defending her?” Linda said.

Hannah began to laugh. “Why would I cut you? I can't even reach
that far. I’m on your right side and the cut is on your left
thigh.”

“Don't look at me,” Tyler snapped. “I wouldn't hurt you.”

“Hmm… ” Michael said as loud as he could. “Sometimes I wonder…
”

Tyler turned to face Michael, “What does that supposed to mean?”
he snapped. “You think I would hurt Linda?”

“Maybe,” Michael said.

“What are you trying to say?” Linda said.

“He knows what's up,” he muttered.

Hannah tried to pull Linda in for a hug, but she pushed her
away. Linda leaned back onto Tyler but then jumped back and fell
onto the floor of the car, hurting her butt. “What is that in your
coat?” she gasped and crawled closer to Hannah.

“Huh?” Tyler said and grabbed his jacket pocket.

“You heard me!” she screamed. “It felt like a gun!”

Hannah and Michael screamed, “A gun?”

“Okay,” Calm as possible, Tyler pulled out his gun from his
coat. “Let me explain!”

“AH!” they all screamed.

“It was you! You're trying to kill us!” Linda snapped. “You are
the killer.”

“I knew it!” Michael said. “That's why you hang out with the
police officers so they won't suspect you—”

Tyler began to chuckle. “You guys, let me explain—”

Without thinking, Linda took her foot and kicked Tyler as hard
as she could in the face. His head snapped back and hit the window.
The car was now quiet.

Adam ran back to the car and opened the door. “What is going
on?” He turned on the car light inside and everyone stared at
Tyler. “Um, is he dead?”

Linda poked his stomach and he was still breathing. “And, to
think all this time I thought it was Hannah and Dr. Smith—”

“What?” Hannah gasped as she placed a towel under her. “Why
would you think that?”

“I heard you and him talking about all the girls and how you
couldn't be seen together. I don't approve that you guys are
together, but as long as you're not the murderer—”

Lucy began to laugh, “Oh my gosh!”

“Wait, hold on, you think I’m dating Dr. Smith?” Hannah laughed.
“This whole time you thought I was with Dr. Smith!”

“Well, because you are,” Michael said. “You even told us.”

“I saw you two at that bar or something,” Linda said.

“And, I saw you in the car with him earlier today,” Michael
added. “Isn't he the one meeting us here?”

“You guys have everything wrong,” Hannah laughed. “What you
heard the first time, Linda was not about the murders, it was about
the dance team. You can't tell anyone this, but Dr. Smith used
school funds to provide tutoring for the dance team and by us new
uniforms. The state grew suspicious when he was asking for more
money after they saw us at dance camp with new stuff.”

“But, why would he do that?” Michael said.

“Because we thought it wasn't fair that the football,
basketball, and cheer teams were getting all new stuff and we have
had the same uniforms since freshmen year.”

“So, you're not dating him?” Linda said.

“No, ha… that's gross,” she shivered.

“Then, who were we talking about?”

“I'm dating this… guy...he's kind of famous.”

“Huh?” Linda and Michael said.

“Well, I left to California to support my dad in his trial
against fraud. I didn't want to tell you guys because you guys
always think of me as perfect. I didn't want you guys to know how
terrible my life has been. That's when I met Christian—”

“You don't mean Christian Monroe do you?” Michael said. “That
abusive actor, right?”

“Yeah, and so that's why I couldn't bring him around,” Hannah
said. “And he doesn't abuse me if that's what you're
wondering.”

“And Lucy knew this?” Linda snapped as she nodded. “Why didn't
you tell me?”

“I thought you knew,” Lucy said. “I just thought you were being
crazy Linda again with all your theories. I didn't know it was this
bad.”

Linda hugged Hannah and gave her a kiss, “Wow, I feel so
stupid.”

“I'll be back,” Adam said as he got out the car.

“Okay, can we talk later about this nonsense.” Michael leaned
over the seat and began to dig around Tyler's pockets. “We need to
get rid of him!” Gently, he pulled out Tyler's wallet from his
pocket and handed it to Linda.

Her eyes narrowed as a detective's badge was the first thing she
saw. “Dammit, we made a mistake… ” She looked at his ID and his age
was really thirty-four—Tyler Jenkins from California. “He's an
undercover detective?” she questioned.

“Huh?” they all gasped and put their hands out to see the
badge.

Hannah scratched her head in confusion, “So, he is working with
the police? He thinks I was with Dr. Smith too? Ew!”

Linda smiled and tried to wake him up. “Now, I know why he
didn't want to kiss me!”

Michael rolled his eyes, “Who cares!”

Hannah grabbed Linda’s wrist. “Hey, this is the same—”

“Apparently the jocks do it.”

Hannah looked out the window to see where Adam was. He was still
checking out the car. “Did Adam do this to you?”

“Um, yeah.”

“Why is he even here?” Hannah snapped. “He's a little
sketchy.”

Linda raised one eyebrow, “You're funny, you think Adam is
sketchy… since when?”

Tyler jumped up and began to kick his legs, ready to protect
himself. “… I swear, my gun doesn't have bullets, but if you hit me
again—”

Quickly, Linda put her hand over Tyler's mouth shutting him up.
“You're a cop,” she nodded and smiled. “Why didn't you tell
me?”

“I was trying to,” he snapped. “I'm undercover, I can't just
tell you that sort of stuff. I thought you guys would be mad at
me.”

“So, you know a lot about the murders?” Hannah said. “Like what
do you know so far?”

“I can't say,” he said and tucked his gun in his pants.

“Please! Tell us, or we will tell that you're a cop!” Hannah
yelled. “Tell us!”

“Okay!” Tyler snapped. “I never thought I would be intimidated
by a cheerleader.”

“I'm on the dance team, just to correct you.”

“Who cares!” Linda said. “Tell us what you know, Tyler.”

“Well, we discovered that the person who are doing the murders
is connected to the Mandy Perez case—”

“The chick who died last year. Her?” Michael said as he stared
at Hannah, which he knew she knew very well.

“Yup,” Tyler nodded. “And we also realized it's not the work of
some random person, but someone who attends the school.”

“So, like a student?” Linda said.

“A very psycho student,” Michael said.

“And it's not me,” Hannah said. “Just putting it out there.”

“Well, at this moment… it can really be anyone. I mean, everyone
is a suspect at this point. Even you guys,” Tyler said. “But, let's
not talk about me being a cop.”

“Can we tell Adam?”

“He doesn't like me,” Tyler said. “He's the last person I would
want to know. Let's just keep this between us. Plus, I liked you
guys even though I think I can be your dad.” Tyler chuckled and put
his wallet back into his pocket.

Adam got back into the car, “I think I fixed the car,” he
cheered as he turned it on. “We should stay at a motel until
morning.”

“Luckily, we have no school Monday,” Hannah said.

“It's not like we were going,” Adam said.

“What does that mean?” Tyler said, as he lifted one eyebrow.

“We will be having way too much fun!” Adam said as he drove back
onto the road. “If you're not completely hung over when I’m done
with you, I’ve failed my job.”

Linda rolled her eyes, “I don't drink.”

Hannah and Lucy laughed realizing Linda was trying to seem
innocent since learning that Tyler was a cop. “Sure… ”

“Not anymore. I don't want to end up like my dad.”

“So, what happened when I was gone?” Adam said. “I hope I didn't
miss anything important. You guys worked everything out?”

“Of course—we are best friends,” Linda said. “We were just all a
little confused. It's not a big deal.”

Tyler chewed on his tongue as the silent built. He tried to read
Linda’s expressions but he could barely see her. He put his hand on
hers and squeezed it tight.

“What?” she whispered to him.

“I'm sorry I lied to you.”

“It's okay. I feel a lot safer now that you're with us.”

 

 

 9 | Black Roses

 

After catching Tyler up on Hannah's situation, Linda hurried to
Hannah's bag that was on the bumpy bed and began to search through
it. Michael, Tyler, and Lucy ran over to her, trying to see what
she was looking for.

“What the hell are you doing?” Tyler pushed Linda away from the
bag. “Are you crazy?”

“I still don't believe her!” Linda said, as she heard Hannah get
into the shower. “She is lying to us.”

“She's not lying,” Tyler snapped, as he shoved Linda away from
her stuff. “Hannah isn't the one.”

“Yeah, Linda, she isn't the one. I can't believe you would think
that,” Lucy said.

“Oh shut up, Lucy!” Linda snapped and shoved her away. “Why the
heck are you always defending poor Hannah? Do you know something,
like always, you bitch?”

“How dare you!” Lucy shoved Linda in the neck, “What the hell
are you trying to say?”

“I'm saying that you always know the inside scoop but tell us
when it's too late—when the damage is done. What if you're working
with Hannah and killing those people? Are you going to kill me
next? Or maybe Tyler first because he's a—”

Tyler kicked Linda in the leg as Adam came back into the room.
“He said we can have the other two rooms. So, we can pair up—”

“I'm with Hannah!” Linda said quickly as if someone wanted to be
in the room with her.

“I'll stay in this room with Adam,” Tyler said.

“I guess I’m stuck with Lucy,” Michael moaned.

“You say it like it's a bad thing,” Lucy said as she gathered
her things to go to the next room.

Hannah opened the bathroom door, with her hair dripping wet,
“What's going on?”

“You're sharing a motel room with me,” Linda said as she grabbed
her hand. “Bestie.”

“Um… okay?” Hannah said as she followed Linda to the motel room
next door. She kicked open the door. “I can't help but be freaked
out by this motel.” Hannah turned on the flickering lights of the
motel room and threw her bags on the bed. “This room just looks
like hundreds of people have been murdered in here.”

“Are you sure you're not with Dr. Smith?” Linda asked. “I just
knew it was you two.”

“No! How can I prove I’m not with him,” she snapped. “Do you
want me to call Dr. Smith… not that I have his number. Plus, Dr.
Smith has a girlfriend.”

“And?”

“I'm not, Linda. Let's changed the subject,” she paused, “like
how creepy Tyler is a cop. That makes him hotter since I thought he
was disgusting. Didn't you think he was disgusting?”

“Yeah, to think all this time he was knowing all the bad things
I do. I can imagine how many students he's had arrested. He knows
that I drink… wow.”

“I'm sure I know why he's really here,” Hannah mumbled.

Linda walked over to the bed Hannah was sitting on, “What do you
mean?”

“Well, of course he's been investigating all of us without us
even knowing. Before he was with us, he was hanging out with the
jocks, then, the band geeks, and some of the dance team members. He
knocked me off his list, you, Michael, and Lucy, but not Adam.”

“So, you're saying he's here for Adam?” Linda gasped.

“Well, when some of the jocks were questioned by the detectives
last week, Adam somehow disappeared. He'd been hanging out with
them for the last five months. That's when he began floating around
to different cliques. Susie, was on the dance team… rumor is, she
was dating Adam—”

Linda jumped as she heard a loud knock on the door. She pushed
Hannah to answer it, but Hannah said no as she realized it was Adam
at the door. “I'm not answering it!”

He knocked again, this time more forcefully. “Hey, Linda!”

“What if it's him?” Linda whispered. “What if he's the
murderer.”

“Just say you're naked and getting ready to take a shower,”
Hannah said.

“Yeah, like that would stop him.”

Adam continued to knock, “I just wanted to let you guys know
that we are going to roast some marshmallows out in the woods in
ten minutes. You guys are welcomed to join!” he shouted and then
walked back to his motel room.

“We need to tell Tyler what you know,” Linda said.

“He knows already,” Hannah said. “If he's a detective, he knows
everything.”

There was another knock on the door, and the girls realized that
it was just Michael. Hannah hurried to open the door and Michael
came storming inside.

“Hey girls,” he said as he sat on the bed. “Ew, I hope this bed
doesn't have bed bugs. That would be gross—”

“I thought you guys were going to roast marshmallows?” Linda
said.

“Who?” Michael said.

“You all!”

“Not me. I think Lucy went with Adam—”

“Is she crazy?” Linda said. “Why is she with him?”

“What is going on?” Michael said. “I'm out the loop again!”

“Adam is apparently a major suspect,” Linda said. “Why did Tyler
allow him to come along with us?”

“Maybe because Tyler knows, duh!” Hannah said. “It was his idea
to make us all come. If it weren't for Tyler, you would be alone
with Adam right now.”

“You guys really think he would do something like that?” Michael
laughed. “He's way too cute, plus, I think he's gay.”

Linda rolled her eyes and put her boots on, “I'm going to go get
Lucy and make her come back to the motel with us.”

“I'll go with you,” Hannah said as she put her furry boots
on.

Michael sighed as the two girls arm-locked and walked outside.
He locked the motel door behind them, afraid of any person in
sight—however, there were no people.

Linda walked swiftly as Hannah felt like she was being dragged
along. “Where are they?”

Hannah began to sniff like she were a police dog, “Just try to
smell the marshmallows.”

“I can't smell anything but dirt and trees.”

Hannah covered Linda’s mouth as she heard Lucy laughing. It was
an odd sound because Lucy hardly laughed. She was the type of girl
that when she thought something was funny she wouldn't laugh loudly
aloud. She would just say, “That's funny.”

Linda pulled Hannah behind a huge tree and peaked their heads
and saw Lucy and Adam. “What are they doing together? I hope they
are not planning to get back together.”

“I can't tell,” Hannah said as she narrowed her eyes.

Lucy began unraveling what seemed like a wire. “Why are you even
here? You're mine!”

Adam cleared his throat, “Lucy, not this again. Just stop being
like this. Linda and Hannah are just my friends.”

“Hannah is a bitch. She knows way too much,” Lucy said. “Linda
too.”

Adam pushed Lucy away as she tried to kiss him, “Can you just
stop it—”

“What was that?” Lucy said.

“I think it's just a bird,” Adam said as he leaned in again.

Linda gasped and Adam turned his head quickly in her direction.
He couldn't see her but he knew she was there. Her heart felt as if
it were about to explode out of her chest as they stayed silent.
Within a blink of an eye, Hannah hurried and ran back to the motel
as silently as she could. Linda hurried behind her and soon caught
up with her.

“Oh my god!” Hannah screamed as she ran back into the motel for
Michael. “M, put some shoes on we have to go!”

“What? What is going on?” Michael said as his heart began to
race, knowing something was wrong.

Hannah searched the room for her cell phone, just to realize she
had no service. “Let's just go!”

Linda ran into the motel room where Tyler was sleeping and
jumped on the bed trying to wake him up. “TYLER! Tyler!” she
screamed as she shook him. “Oh no!” She turned Tyler on his side
and white foamed came out his mouth. “They drugged him!”

She screamed as she heard footsteps enter the room, thinking it
was Adam, but it was Hannah. Hannah shook her head to leave him and
she pulled Linda to leave. “We need to go now,” Hannah cried.
“Before they come back!”

“I don't have the car keys,” Linda said as she quickly searched
Adam's jacket.

“Let's just run,” Hannah said.

“Okay, but whatever you do Hannah, just keep running because I’m
not stopping,” Linda whispered to only her and it made her wonder
why.

“I think we should drive—”

“Just fuck it!” Michael said and they all ran out the motel room
and out the opposite way they came into the dark shadows of the
night.

They continued to run for ten minutes until they were only
surrounded by trees. As they stopped, Linda continued to run,
leaving Hannah and Michael behind.

Linda began to breathe normally again as she spotted streets and
ran to the busy train station where people were trying to leave
town. She stood at the end of the line that wrapped around the
corner and waited, looking over her shoulders every second. She
waited for twenty minutes until she finally was up next.

As Linda left the ticket window, her eye's grew large as she
witnessed five police officers walking toward her as she put her
train ticket in her pocket. Her eyes were busy, as she looked to
see who they were coming for. She pointed at herself and dropped
her wallet.

“You're under arrest,” said a police.

Linda didn't say anything but she knew a reason why she would be
arrested. She never thought she would be arrested for something
like this. She would much rather be on television arrested for
public drinking or something silly—not a murder investigation.

She would have villain on her forehead for the rest of her life.
No man would ever want to marry her, unless he was a creepy guy who
married prison women—but she wouldn't be interested. And she would
not be able to find a job, but why would she care—she would be in
prison until she was ninety.

Random people stared at Linda, as she was put into the police
car as if she were the most horrible person in the world. As if she
were nothing but trash—but she knew she wasn't trash—she knew she
wasn't dirt. They probably thought she was a runaway kid—she hoped
that—anything but a murderer.

It seemed to take no time at all to get back to Simon. As they
turned the corner, Linda stuck her head down as it seemed like the
whole town and media was outside the Simon police station. She
tried to catch her breath as she saw her life flash before her
eyes—it was a short life.

The police roughed her up as he pulled her out the police car.
For a tiny girl, she was stronger than many would think as she held
her body back. He tugged on her again this time with all his force
and she fell to her knees. She would regret that later when a huge
scar would be there.

As Linda walked into the police station, she looked right into
Adam and Lucy's lifeless eyes. The cop took off the handcuffs from
her wrist and sat her next to them. She twitched as she didn't want
to look at them. They were really the last people she wanted to see
at that moment. She would rather see Dr. Smith's feet at that
moment.

Lucy, who was dressed in a faux fur jacket and boots, put her
cold hands on Linda’s arm, “It's not what you think!” She began to
cry, and tried to get Linda to make eye contact.

Linda shoved her away. “Shut up and leave me alone,” she cried.
“Where is Hannah and Michael? Are they okay? What did you do to
them?”

As if he were being spoken to, Adam turned to them. “You didn't
know?” he said, as he began to cry like a baby. “Hannah was killed
two hours ago.”

Trying to hold her emotions in, Linda gasped, “What? You guys
killed her?”

“We didn't kill her!” Lucy said. “I don't know how she
died!”

“You're a liar!”

Lucy lifted up her shirt, to expose her round belly, “I'm
pregnant,” she paused and pointed to Adam, “I didn't want to tell
you, but we are going to work things out now.”

Linda rolled her eyes, “I'm so confused; my head hurts—there is
way too much to gather in.” She stared at Adam who was emotionless,
almost as if he weren't there. “What does this have to do with
Hannah?”

The gang stiffened up as Tyler walked over to them. He looked as
if he hadn't slept in weeks as he rubbed his chin, “Don't look too
shocked. I ate some spoiled fish, so when I heard you guys running,
I came looking for you guys. I'm sorry you guys. I feel like a
failure not knowing this whole time.”

“Not knowing what?” Adam said.

“About the murderer,” he snapped. “We know who it is and he was
right there in front of me everyday.”

“Adam?” Linda mumbled and pointed at him. “It's him?”

“No!” Adam snapped. “It wasn't me. I swear!”

Tyler pulled out a photo of Michael Rose from his folder and
handed it to them, “Before he moved here, he lived in California
where is mother tried to kill him. He went nuts some say, and he's
had a history of violence. He would be the last person to expect to
do such a terrible thing.”

“But, he's my best friend,” Linda cried and she shook her head
to reality. “He would never do such a thing. Plus, that doesn't
even make sense. Michael grew up in Idaho.”

“He's also a murderer,” Tyler said.

“No, no, you said he grew up in California… that's a lie. And
his mother never tried to kill him… she died in a car accident,”
Linda added.

“No, you're wrong… he's a murderer,” Tyler snapped. “Just listen
to me.”

“But why? Why is he killing all these people from our high
school?” Linda said. “You're story doesn't add up. You're not
making sense.”

“I'm not sure what his intentions are, but he's dangerous and
he's still loose.”

Lucy began to laugh, “You think we believe you? Michael didn't
kill Hannah.”

“He did too and you guys know about it,” Tyler said. “So, speak
now.”

“I bet Hannah isn't even dead,” Lucy mocked. “You're just trying
to make us crack.”

Linda agreed and whispered, “Michael is too much of a baby… he
doesn't even like talking about people.”

Tyler rolled his eyes, angry that he didn't put a good enough
story together. “We are going to take all you guys into
interrogation to ask you some questions. This case is still not
done yet,” Tyler said. “We promise we will keep you guys safe.”

Tyler nodded for Lucy to come into questioning first. Since she
couldn't shut up, he expected her to say the lease. The
chatterboxes always said the lease because they knew their
rights.

She dragged her feet into the dark room and sat at the end of
the table. She had seen many law shows and knew that one of the
walls was a window and someone had to be watching her. The last
time she was in an interrogation room was for punching a woman at
the mall when she was twelve. It was actually the same room, she
smiled at the wonderful memories.

She lifted her heavy hair and flipped it to her right side. She
tried to control her trembling hands as Tyler stood over her. She
didn't know why she was so shaky, considering she didn't do
anything wrong. As if she didn't know her age, she counted on her
fingers how old she was—still seventeen—still a minor.

Creepy Tyler clapped his hands, snapping her back to reality. He
looked at her, barely noticing she hardly ever blinks like a normal
person. Then again, what was normal. He just found it odd that he
never noticed that before. “Hannah is dead,” Tyler snapped. “Who
did it?”

“Um, you said Michael did it,” Lucy whispered as she didn't make
eye contact with him. She could feel him reading her body language.
She was no idiot when it came to reading people—she knew probably
just as much as he did—probably even more.

“Well, I lied,” Tyler said.

“What, so Hannah is still alive? I knew it.”

“Who did it?” he shouted. “All fingers are pointing to your
clique. Someone from your clique is the murderer and it's not
Michael!”

“I need a lawyer,” Lucy said, with her wide eyes staring at him.
“I cannot say anything else without a lawyer.”

“A lawyer?” he laughed. “Do you have something to hide?”

“I'm seventeen.”

Lucy stayed silent and kicked the leg of the table. She folded
her arms and stared up at the ceiling. Even though, she wasn't
looking at him, she felt as though he was still staring at her.
Tensely, she stood up and walked toward the door.

“I cannot believe this crap,” Tyler muttered as he lead her out
the room. He handed her off to another detective, where they
dragged her into another room.

Tyler pointed at Linda, who was sitting on the floor with her
legs crossed. She jumped to her feet and slowly walked into the
interrogation room.

With her arms folded, she tapped her foot on the floor. “Can I
have a jacket. It's cold in here.”

Tyler tugged at his hair, “Just sit down, Linda!”

Afraid like always when she was in messy situations, she obeyed
and sat down. As she felt her panties rising, she put her head down
on the table and closed her eyes. “Please, let me go home. My dad
is probably worried sick about me!”

“Oh, your drunken dad… I don't even think he knows you're
gone—which is the perfect lifestyle for a criminal, right? You have
a history of fighting and more fighting,” Tyler laughed.

“That doesn't mean I’m a killer. That's a big difference,
buddy,” she said quickly after. “If you think you're gonna make me
crack, ha, you've got a lot of learning!”

“What does that mean?”

“I know what you're up to,” Linda said, as if she were a police.
“Michael didn't kill Hannah and she isn't even dead. You're trying
to scare us, and trying to make us tell the truth.”

“So, you guys are lying is what you're saying?” Tyler said. “So,
you guys are working together?”

“No, we just have each others back. We are all best
friends.”

“You can never truly know a person until you're in their
shoes.”

“I think you're just trying to end this case so you can go back
to California. You're trying to pend this case on one of us because
you want to move on with your life.”

Tyler began to laugh—the kind of laugh with no sound, with his
mouth wide open, “You think you're so smart, but you're not. You
didn't even know I was a cop. So, you don't know crap!”

Linda crossed her arms and pouted her lip. “I'm not going to say
anything else. May I leave?”

“Not until you tell me what you know.”

“I won't say anything else because I’m a minor and need an adult
or lawyer.”

“Fine! So, should I even bother talking to Adam or will he need
a lawyer too? What was the point of me bringing you guys here?”

“Yeah, what was the point?”

“I'm not sure.”

“Can I go home now that you have insulted me and called me a
dumbass.”

With an attitude, Tyler snatched Linda up like she was a child.
He pulled out his cigarette as if he were going to light it and
pointed for her to leave the room. Linda held her breath as she saw
Hannah, Michael, and Lucy hugging. As she let out a sigh of relief,
Linda ran over to them and kissed Hannah.

Adam walked over to them and he began to cheer. “Hannah, you're
alive!” he cheered again. “That's awesome because they told us you
were dead.”

“Um, yeah,” Hannah said. “Lucy told me everything. I cannot
believe they would do something like that. They told me and Michael
that Linda was killed.”

“Did Tyler try to intimidate you too?” Linda asked.

“Of course,” Michael added. “I just want this day to be over… or
this whole era of my life to be over!”

Tyler slammed his office door shut due to them talking too
loudly. They could still see him typing at his desk. It bugged nosy
Linda to not know what was on his mind. That was the time she
wished she had superpowers—she would want to read minds.

“What is going on?” Hannah said. “Why are we here? Why us?”

Linda began to laugh, “He said that one of us is the
murderer!”

They all stayed silent and looked at each other. Linda’s arms
were crossed with her knees bent inward, Hannah was rubbing her
arms as if she were cold, Lucy was twitching, and Adam was staring
at everyone with huge eyes—they may have been best friends but no
one was innocent.

Michael stiffened his shoulders, “Why would he say that?”

“But, he's just trying to throw us under the bus. We could never
do anything like that,” Linda said. “Right?”

Hannah tried to hold in her laugh, “We are like the last group
of people you would suspect to be murderers. You have me, a dancer,
Linda the school tramp… no offense, Michael the gay kid,
Adam the social butterfly, and Lucy… the… dork?”

“This isn't funny, Hannah,” Michael snapped. “What if we go to
prison for a crime we didn't even do? I can't live in prison.”

“He's right,” Lucy said. “We need to figure out who really is
doing this before we get in trouble.”

“People are going to look at us differently now,” Hannah said as
she thought of the evil things people would say to her. “Everyone
is going to think we are the murderers. You know how this town
is—everyone knows everything! We will be headline news by morning.
Why would they even pick us out of all the cliques in school? I
think the glee members are more suspicious than us.”

Michael bit his lip and raised his hand, “Um, well it's a funny
story… but remember when Linda was suspicious of you? Well, I was
too and I talked to a police here named Jacky. I gave him a paper
and I swear I was going to write Tyler's name on it because I heard
him talking about Linda.”

“How is this relevant to me?” Hannah snapped.

“Well, Tyler had walked into the police station and at the time
I didn't know he was a cop too. He lied and said they fed him
there. So, I thought if I wrote one of our names they would just
investigate all of us to get to Tyler. So, I wrote your name,
Hannah.”

“What? This is your fault!”

“No!” he cried. “Please, don't blame me!”

“Now, they think we are murderers!”

“But, we know we are not,” Linda said. “We've all been accused.
Lucy is right, we need to do our own investigation.”

“Let's do one thing at a time,” Adam said. “Like getting out of
this situation. I want to go home and sleep.”

Lucy rolled her eyes, “Sleep is the last thing we need. We need
to handle this situation before class tomorrow.”

With her eyes on Adam, Linda cleared her throat, “So, are you
guys back together?”

“No,” Adam said.

“Yes,” Lucy said at the same time as him. “I mean… we should be
since I’m pregnant.”

“You're not pregnant,” Hannah snapped. “Stop lying! Adam
obviously doesn't want to be with you anymore.”

“How would you even know if I am or not—”

Michael snapped his fingers, shutting them up. “Stop fighting.
This is a tough time. We need to stick together—even if we are not
agreeing on everything.”

“Once again, Michael is right,” Linda said. “We are all friends.
We will stick together. If any of us are in trouble… we all go
down.”

“We are in this together,” Lucy said.

“Why is this starting to sound more and more like a Disney
movie?” Hannah chuckled.

Tyler walked back into the room, “You guys are all free to go
home since we have no proof yet; but, we have our eyes on you.”

“Is that a threat?” Linda said.

“Maybe; but you never know if you're being watched or not,”
Tyler winked. “It was nice knowing you guys.” He walked back into
his office and slammed his door shut.

They all felt weird leaving the police station with no
handcuffs. They felt like they were on the show To Catch a
Predator when the men thought they were free to go, but then
they would get attacked by cops and arrested outside the home.

Hannah tip-toed outside to the front of the station, afraid she
would be attacked. “They must don't think we are that bad, since
they are letting us go home.”

Michael shoved her to shut up, “Let's just go home and not talk
about this situation anymore. I’m going to get acne stressing about
this and you don't want to see me with acne. It's not cute.”

“So, you think you're cute?” Adam joked at a not funny
moment.

“Just shut up!” Linda snapped. “We are in a sticky
situation.”

“Yeah, what about me?” Lucy said. “I'm pregnant.”

The gang looked at Adam and he shook his head no. But, why would
she lie about that? Although, Lucy had a history of lying about
things, she was too smart to lie about something like that. She was
also too smart to get knocked up at the end of the school year.
Either way… it was pretty twisted.
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The gang tried to ignore the stares as they walked the halls.
It's one thing to get accused of being apart of a murder group,
it's another thing to feel like as though they were actually
guilty.

Linda leaned her head on Michael’s shoulder as they ate lunch by
their lockers instead of their usual table. “Everyone keeps
pointing at me and whispering.”

Lucy sighed, “Don't they always.”

“But, this time it is because they think we are involved with
it. We have to do something.”

Adam tied his shoe strings, “Like what?”

Linda sat in closer to the gang, “Let's go back to our junior
year when Mandy Perez was killed. Tyler said it's all connected.
What do you guys know about it?”

“I don't know anything,” Adam said. “I talked to Mandy
before—that's it.”

“Mandy was a cheerleader,” Hannah added. “She would stop and
talk to me when I used to work in the mall. The last time I saw her
was the day before she died. I think she said she was buying some
baby clothes.”

“Was she pregnant?” Michael said. “Because, I remember seeing
her at that dance not too long before she died and she was talking
to Mr. Conner a lot.”

“Okay, we are getting somewhere,” Linda said as she jotted down
notes. “What do you know, Lucy?”

“Mr. Conner has a history of being arrested,” Lucy said.

“I mean about Mandy,” Linda rolled her eyes. “Who cares about a
teacher!”

“How did you know?” Michael said. “About Mr. Conner?”

“He's been arrested for soliciting prostitution,” Lucy said as
if it wasn't a big deal.

“Ew,” they all gagged.

“How would you know this?” Hannah asked.

“I just know things,” Lucy rolled her eyes. “Don't worry about
it.”

“And Mandy wasn't pregnant, her emo friend was,” Hannah said. “I
remember her saying it in those exact words.”

“Also, I know Mandy's boyfriend. He was a little crazy, I’m
surprised she stayed with him,” Adam said.

“Hey! Have you guys noticed that all the people killed were
girls and they were either a cheerleader or on the dance team,”
Linda said. “And you remember last year that little freshmen died
too, she was on the dance team!”

“But, Karen died in a car crash,” Michael said.

“No, she is too much like the others to let slide by.”

“She was friends with that emo girl too! What happened to her?”
Hannah said. “The emo girl… ”

“She graduated and moved, duh!” Michael said. “Which I want to
do.”

“Who are all those girls connected to daily?” Linda said as
everyone shrugged. “Jocks! Cheerleaders and the girls from the
dance team are always around jocks.”

“The jocks are nice; right, Adam?” Hannah said. “They would
never kill anyone.”

“You don't know that,” Linda said. “Here,” she paused as she
handed each of them a paper with a name on it. “Your job is to get
information from these people.”

“This is a really stupid idea,” Lucy said.

“Do you want to go to prison for the rest of your life?” Linda
snapped as they all said no. “Then, just do it!”

“Ew,” Hannah shrugged. “I have the worst one. Why should I talk
to the jocks?”

“You just said they're nice,” Adam said as he read his, which
was to talk to the dance team.

Hannah peaked at Adam's paper, “We should switch.”

“No way!” he beamed.

“No, keep the ones I gave you. I gave them for a reason,” Linda
snapped as hers was to talk to Cassidy White, the emo girl in
Mandy’s eyes. “Now, go!”

Lucy walked toward the English classes to do her job—talk to Mr.
Conner. Michael spotted her going to the class, so he followed
behind her, trying to spy on her.

With her little hands, she knocked on the door and let herself
in. Michael walked behind her, without her noticing and he listened
through the crack.

“Um, hi Lucy?” Mr. Conner said. “Is something wrong?”

“How are your college courses going?” Lucy said awkwardly.

“Well,” he nodded for her to sit. “What is wrong? Do you like
the other English teacher?”

“Yeah, it's a good class. I’m not here to ask for any more
money, but—”

“It's okay; if you want I can always go online to find you,
Sugar Beam,” he winked. “I have money, if that is what you're
wondering. I’m also available—”

“No—”

“Is this about you and your friends getting arrested?”

“No—”

“I know you guys didn't do anything. It's odd because most of
the murders happen on the weekend, but no one else died this
weekend. That's why the town was in fear when you guys came
back.”

“They think we are the ones because when we left when the
murderer decided to chill out?” Lucy snapped. “That's not fair. I
wish I had someone to talk to about all of this. I wish I could
just call my parents and tell them everything is okay with me, but
that's what I get for getting emancipated.”

Michael gasped and then he slid away from the door. He tried to
think back to all the times he spent with Lucy, which was daily and
she never mentioned being emancipated.

He walked to the lab room and read his paper which was to talk
to all the members of the Associated Student Body (ASB) and glee
club members. He moaned, because he didn't want to talk to them.
Although, he was a glee member not too long before he joined the
swim team, he didn't like any of them. They weren't like the actors
on TV—they were arrogant brats just because they lived on the
richer part of town.

Quickly, Michael placed his badge into the basket for IDs and
pulled out a computer number and ran over to one. He remembered Mr.
Conner called Lucy Sugar Beam, so he typed it in the
computer. Since nothing was blocked on the school computers, he
clicked on the first page that came up, which took too long to
load.

He jumped as he felt a tap on his shoulder, just to realize that
it was Linda. “You scared me!”

“What are you doing?” she whispered, even though they were the
only ones there. “Did you talk to the ASB kids?”

“No, not yet,” he paused as the page finally loaded. “Wow.”

“Ew, what is this?” Linda said. “You're going to get in trouble
for looking nasty stuff up.”

He scrolled through the pages and realized it was a web cam
site. He pointed to an image that was the back of a girl with long
flowing curly hair. “That's Lucy!”

Linda pulled a chair next to Michael, and leaned in closer. “No,
it can't be. That girl's hair is too neat.”

“Yes, I overheard Mr. Conner call her that. He said something
about if she needs money. Also, did you know that Lucy is
emancipated?”

“What? Really?”

“So, all this time we thought her family has been traveling but
really they haven't been.”

“So, then where is she getting money?”

Michael tapped on the computer screen, “Here, duh.” He went back
onto the main page and scrolled through all the girls. “I don't
know how she has time to do it, since we are with her all the
time.”

Linda gasped as he stopped on another profile. “That's
Mandy!”

Monroe Love was what the name of the girl said. The age said
twenty-one but it was obviously a lie. Although, it wasn't a clear
picture of her, Linda tried to remember Mandy’s body and it seemed
to be her.

“That is not her!” Michael said. “You think all girls look the
same.”

“Print it out,” Linda said as she ran over to the printer. She
stared at the profile that was being printed and then felt bubbly
inside. “We should take this to the police.”

“Wow,” Michael said. “Over two-hundred men have commented on
her.” He paused on a comment that read, 'I know this girl. She
goes to my high school in Simon, Idaho. I hate her.'
“Look at this comment, Linda.”

“Is that person an idiot? Someone could have easily found her in
this town. There are only two schools. The private one and then
ours. All that person had to do was roam around town for a few days
and find her easily.”

“Obviously, that person doesn't care,” he tapped on the screen.
“The person clearly hates Mandy!”

“So, that's proof right there that someone here might be a
suspect.”

“Duh!”

The lab teacher walked into the room, so Michael and Linda
quickly turned off the computer. He grabbed all the pages they
printed and then they ran out the room.

“So, what do we do now?” Michael said as he stuffed the papers
into her backpack.

“I have to find out where her best friend Cassidy White lives
now. We need to talk to her to see if she knew about this online
life Mandy had,” she said as she pointed to her photo in last
year's yearbook.

“Online life?” he laughed. “That is clearly not even her. And it
doesn't explain the other girls' death.”

“We will get to that in a minute. Just do as I say.”

He sighed, “Ugh, what are you getting me into.”

Linda walked outside and spotted a guy she knew who had to
repeat his senior year over again. He was a member of one of the
motorcycle packs. She tugged on her shorts to make them higher and
seductively walked toward them in the drizzly rain. He was hard
trying to look sexy in rain, but Linda always made it work.

“Hi!” she said as they smoked their cigarettes. “Can I talk to
you guys?”

“You're the girl who was arrested a few days ago,” said one of
the guys.

Linda rolled her eyes, “You're Kyle, right?”

He walked closer to her and put out his cigarette, “Yeah,
why?”

“Did you know Cassidy White?” she asked as she pointed to her in
the yearbook.

“Maybe, why?”

“I need to know where she is.”

“So, you and your friends can kill her?” said another guy.

“Funny, but no,” Linda snapped. “I really need to get in contact
with her.”

“Good luck getting in contact with her. All I know is that she's
in New York. I’m not sure if she's back yet. She should be close to
done now—”

“Done with what?”

“Finished with school. She went to some center for mental people
to make up credits. But, um, she should be done. All I know is she
was going to be done a few months before I graduate.”

“Um, okay thanks,” Linda said.

“Well, she said she was coming back home until she would leave
for college. Most likely she is staying with my friend Jordan and
his family.”

“Thank you.”

Linda knew exactly who Jordan was. They would occasionally speak
in the hallways of school. His father was the town's head doctor
and his mother worked for the airlines, which meant they lived on
the richer part of town. She knew she wouldn't be gone for a long
time, so she text the gang she would be back before school was
out—that she was going to find Cassidy.

It didn't take long to find the biggest home in town at the top
of the hill. Her worst fear was that he would shut his door on her
or have her arrested for trespassing.

Linda walked up toward the huge front-door and before she could
knock, Jordan answered it. “Hi! Do you remember me?”

“Um… ” Jordan said as he shook his head no. His hair was
completely shaved off from what she last remembered, and he seemed
like he grew a few inches taller.

“I'm from Simon High—”

“More like Simon death High,” he joked. “I'm glad I’m out that
school. Look, I don't have money for any cookies or anything.”

Ironically, Linda stared at his home, “Really?” she chided.
“Well, luckily I’m not here for that. I’m here to see Cassidy
White.”

“How would you know she's here?”

“I asked your friend Kyle.”

“Who is that?” said a soft voice from behind him.

“She's here to see you,” Jordan said as Cassidy walked toward
the door.

“Who are you?” she snapped as she untied her freshly shoulder
length hair. “What do you want?”

“It's about Mandy—”

Cassidy pushed the door shut on Linda, “No!”

“Please, I need your help!” Linda cried. “If you don't help me,
my friends and I could go to prison for a crime we didn't even
do.”

Cassidy sighed, “Fine,” she led her into the huge home.

Cassidy was an different kind of beauty. It was amazing that she
came back to the town that once hated her. She had a reputation of
being mentally unstable, with her abusive mother. Oddly enough, the
last she was seen in town was for her mother's funeral, which half
the town attended—as if they liked her.

Cassidy rolled her eyes, “I really don't want to discuss Mandy,
but what is it?”

Linda pulled out the papers from the website and handed them to
Cassidy, “Did you know about this?”

Her eyes grew large as she read the profiles. “Um, nope.”

“Mandy apparently was on this site. Do you know anything about
it?”

“Damn, I said no! And plus this isn't Mandy,” she laughed.
“That's some other whore.”

Linda grew tense as she seemed to upset Cassidy. “Well, you
would help if you weren't so stubborn—”

“I remember Mandy was fired a few months before her death and
she still needed about two-thousand for a car. So, she told me she
was getting money from someone but I never questioned who.”

“Well, maybe she met—”

Linda became quiet as Jordan sat on the couch next to her. “Hey,
I know this guy!” he laughed as he pointed to the comment of the
male saying he knew Mandy. “He went to Simon High, or maybe he
still goes there but he was held back I believe. I don't think he
graduated.”

“Him? Mr. 127?” Linda questioned as she scrolled down to see
another comment that read 'I know her too. She's a
bitch.'

“Yup,” Jordan said. “But, I forgot his name. Something like
Aaron, Arnold, Aston—”

“Adam,” Cassidy said. “He had a thing for Mandy that whole
summer. He wouldn't leave her alone.”

“Adam?” Linda asked. “Adam what?”

“I don't know,” they both said.

“We really have to get going,” Jordan said. “We have a plane to
catch in two hours and I know she is going to take forever to get
dressed,” he teased.

“I don't take that long,” she snapped, as Jordan walked back
upstairs.

“Can we exchange numbers?” Linda said as she pulled out her cell
phone. “I promise I won't stalk you guys about this Mandy
situation. I remember that memorial last year—eh.”

“Uh, sure,” Cassidy said. “I'm willing to help. I just seem like
a bitch sometimes but I’m really not—I swear.”

“Um, where are you guys going? You don't have to answer if you
don't want to.”

Cassidy swallowed as her eyes began to water, “Um, Jordan is
going away.”

“Going away where?”

“He's being drafted.”

“Like in the military?”

“Yeah, he's going to war. He just shaved his head a few weeks
ago. We are going to visit family.”

“Oh, wow I’m sorry,” Linda sighed.

“You say it like it's such a dreadful thing,” she playfully
laughed. “He'll be okay… right?”

“My dad went to war.”

“And he's okay, right?”

“Um… he's had better days,” she muttered. “But, everyone is
different. I’m sure Jordan will be fine. He's strong minded.”

“Yeah, I have no one else. I don't know what I'll do if
something happened to him,” she sighed. “Well, you should get
going. I’m sorry I wasn't much help.”

“No, way! You were a lot of help. I'll keep in touch with you
guys.”

Jordan walked back downstairs and shook Linda’s hand. “Bye.”

“Good luck; you'll do good.”

“I hope so,” he winked and they walked her back outside. “Also,
that site you got those photos from isn't an adult site. It's a
social site… well, I change that… but, it's more of a dating site.
Facebook meets Match.com. A lot of the seniors from last year have
an account. So, it wouldn't surprise me if Mandy had one too.”

“So, it's a dating site?” Linda asked.

“A dating site to find rich men. Well, there were a lot of rich
men on the site. Anyone could join, but if you had a premium
account you were connected to the richer men. The sexier you
are, the better men you get,” Jordan said.

Cassidy laughed, “How do you know this?”

Jordan began to chuckle, “My dad has rich friends and so, I’m
nosy and I hear the stories. Also, don't forget I was pretty
popular in high school.”

“Oh, gosh! You should leave before his ego gets so big,” she
teased.

Linda laughed, “Thanks so much you guys! It's all adding
up.”

As Linda sat in her car, she organized her notes. She crossed
out the fact that the so-called web cam site was really a dating
site. There were only so many people in Simon, Idaho so it was no
shock that students would go onto that site—especially, students
who needed money.
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Michael walked into the gym where the glee club members were
sitting doing homework. The school was so broke, they didn't even
have an extra room for them. He strutted his stuff, dreading to
even have a conversation with his old friends.

“Shh, it's the gay boy,” he overheard, Debbie, an overweight
blonde say—and they all laughed.

Aw, Michael’s face turned red as a fresh apple as they pointed
at him. Of course, he didn't want to be called a murderer but he
would much rather be called that than have a rumor going around
that he was gay—even if it was true. He would much rather tell his
family first.

He paused at the door, “What did you say?”

“You're gay!” Debbie shouted. “I would respect you a lot more if
you would just admit it. I’m gay too.”

“I'm not gay—”

“Oh, yeah… sure… like you and your friends aren't murderers too.
If I were you, I would avoid this school or better leave this damn
town!”

“Debbie, shut your ugly mouth up. You have no right to talk so
low to me. Firstly, you have no idea what is going on. Secondly,
you don't know my sexuality and it's my business. Thirdly, you're
an idiot.”

Debbie stiffened up as everyone began to chuckle. She hated not
being liked. Debbie was the type of chick that enjoyed putting
others down because she had low self-esteem—bully.

Michael leaned on the door, with his arms crossed. “I was here
to just ask if you guys knew anything suspicious about what is
going on. Me and my friends need any help because police are
suspicious of us for no reason.”

The group stayed quiet as they put their heads down, ignoring
Michael’s questioning. He hated the glee club members which made
him dislike the show, even though he loved watching it.

After a minute of silence, he sighed as loud as he could and
slammed open the door to leave. He spotted Adam writing next to his
locker and walked over to him.

“Did you get any info from the cheerleaders?” Michael said as he
tried to make eye contact with him.

“Um, no I didn't. Did you get any good stuff?” Adam asked as he
continued to write. “Well, I have to go,” he said, not letting
Michael answer his question.

As he twisted his curls, Michael spotted Hannah running out the
school and onto the field. He thought about running after her, to
see if she got any information, but he decided to sit next to his
locker. He had enough adventure for the day.

Despite being on the dance team, Hannah hated being around the
jocks. One, because believe it or not, boys made her nervous. Two,
she didn't like how they stared at her like she was a slice of
seasoned meat.

Nervously, Hannah walked onto the field where the football
players where clowning around with the basketball players. She
waved like an idiot and walked into the center of the group.
“Hi.”

“Hannah?” they all said.

With a smile, Hannah took a deep breath, “I'll start by
saying—”

“That you and your gang are suspects in the largest murder
case,” said Jacob, a basketball player. He stood out the most
because he was at least six foot five. Not only that, but had a
white beard—right, who has a white beard in high
school?

“That is what I am here to talk about. You seriously don't think
me and my friends have the power to hurt anyone. We are all little
punks. Especially, Michael—he's gay so he won't hurt anyone. He's
too nice,” Hannah said. “I'm just here to ask if you guys know
anything about Mandy Perez?”

“Mandy, the dead chick from last year?” one guy asked.

“Yeah, you don't have to be so rude about it,” she snapped.

“You should know lots about her,” Jacob said. “You tried to be
her friend a few times—”

“Until I realized how much of a bitch she was,” Hannah snapped.
“Excuse my language.”

“She hung around our lockers a lot,” said Jason, a football
player. “Yeah, she would play hard to get a lot.”

“There is a difference between the dance team and the
cheerleaders,” Jacob said.

“Oh, tell me about it,” Hannah sighed. “The cheerleaders are
tramps and the dance team members have class.”

“True, but also not. Some of the younger girls from the dance
team want to be on the cheerleaders side because you can only be a
junior or senior on the team. So, the little freshmen would do
anything to be on their good side,” Jacob explained. “Mandy was
definitely the ringleader—”

Hannah paused and a flashback came back to her. She was a
sophomore in high school and her dream was to be on the
cheerleading squad because it seemed that they got all the
attention even though she hated attention. But, they got the
attention from the boys, teachers, and got to leave early on
Fridays. Not only that, but the school paid for their uniforms,
tutoring, and anything else they needed.

“You're too thick to be on the team,” she remembered Mandy
laughing. “How the hell would someone lift you. Look at your thighs
for heaven's sake.”

“I'm only one-hundred and twenty pounds,” Hannah had
said.

“Sugar, but I’m only one-hundred and five pounds.”

“Please, I'll do anything!”

“Fine, if you won't lose weight and you want to be on the
team, you have to do a dare.”

“What dare?”

“I dare you to strip and walk into the boys locker
room—”

“No way!”

“Then, you won't be on the team unless you get down to like
eighty pounds. And we all know that's impossible because you eat
like ten times a day.”

Hannah had cried that night. It wouldn't be until her junior
year when she became head of the dance team that she didn't feel
like an outcast. And it was the same year Mandy was murdered.

She snapped back to reality, “She hazed them, right? What types
of hazing would she put the girls through?”

“I'm not sure; but it varied from innocent things to degrading
things. I’m not sure how she got away with it most of the time. I
remember seeing one girl running across the field early in the
morning nude.”

“I could imagine. What about some of your other teammates that
were here?” Hannah said. “Were any of them like suspicious?”

“You mean, do we think they would ever kill someone?” Jason
giggled. “Of course—anyone is capable of murder, but the real
question is, is someone crazy enough to enjoy it?”

“How would we know,” said another guy.

“I'm not sure, you should know your friends—”

“Creepy Tyler was kind of sketchy,” Jacob said.

“You didn't get the memo?” Hannah laughed. “Tyler was a
cop.”

“What?” they all gasped.

“Yeah, he was one-hundred percent undercover.”

All the guys joked and laughed. They said a lot of “I told you
so,” and “Crap! He knows all the stuff we do!”

Jason waved his hands for everyone to shut up, “Adam is pretty
sketchy if you ask me. Once I spotted him peaking into the girls
locker room. He made it seem okay because he said he knew we all
wanted to do that. And he even said that he only hung out with us
so girls would talk to him. I mean, yeah guys think like that, but
it's the way he said it.”

“Adam?” Hannah said.

“Adam, the dude who is hanging out with you and your crew—Adam
Black.”

“Adam?” Hannah said confused again. “Lucy's ex-boyfriend?”

“He's been on Linda’s hip for the last few days since the dance.
He worries me—he worries a lot of people. If you left your circle
of friends for once, Hannah, you would realize who people trust or
not. You would know Adam is sketchy.”

The bell rang and all the jocks picked up their backpacks to
leave. They all hugged Hannah and ran off to class, not wanting to
be late. Jason paused, and tried to read Hannah's expressions.

“Thanks! You guys are awesome. You helped out a lot. I have a
lot of things to think about,” Hannah said to Jason.

“You're not going to tell anyone what I said?” Jason said.

“I won't. Bye, Jason.”

Hannah spotted Linda talking to Michael outside the school
building. She held her hair so her hair wouldn't get frizzy as she
ran across the field. Nearly tripping over her feet, she jumped in
front of them.

Linda pulled Hannah in, “What did you find out?”

“Um, well… ” Hannah said as she stuffed her notes into her
pocket.

“I got nothing,” Michael said. “The geeks know nothing!”

Linda rolled her eyes, “Did you tell Hannah what we saw about
Lucy—”

Lucy joined the circle, “Find what about me?”

“Um… ” they all said. “Nothing… ”

“I meant Mandy,” Linda said. “What we found about Mandy.”

“I didn't get much info,” Lucy said. “What about you guys?”

“Us either,” Michael said as he stared at Hannah, his face
reading to not say anything.

“Me either,” Hannah said as she caught on. “I didn't find out
nothing.”

“So, this was a waste,” Lucy laughed. “Where is Adam?”

“Who cares,” Linda and Hannah said, then they stared at each
other shocked they said the same thing.

“Well, I need to go find my History book. I'll see you guys
later at my home,” Lucy said as she ran off.

Michael pretended to gag, “Lucy doesn’t even have History class
this year. Why would she go find the book? Did she forget we have
all the same teachers?”

Linda lifted one eyebrow, “Because the bitch is lying. She's
busted.”

“She's probably going to go find Adam,” Hannah added. “Sketchy
Adam.”

Michael stared at Hannah, “Huh?”

“Nothing.”

Linda’s eyes grew large as she spotted the school's old
counselor, “What is Mr. Rivers doing here?”

“He got his job back,” Michael said. “Well, that's what I
heard.”

Hannah pulled Linda and Michael’s arm, “Come on, let's go see
him. I always thought Mr. Rivers was tasty looking.”

Mr. Rivers was the dream teacher that anyone would want. He was
fashionable yet professional. He looked to be in his twenties, with
his hair shorter cut than they last remembered. Hannah had a huge
crush on him the moment she first saw him in ninth-grade. She would
fake to have issues just to go sit in his messy office.

As the gang entered his office, he jumped in fear. “Hello,” he
said.

“I swear we won't ax your head off,” Linda joked. “I'm glad to
see you're back. I thought you left on bad terms with Dr.
Smith.”

Mr. Rivers laughed and his eyes sparkled. “I was on my knees to
get this job.”

“I'm sure you've heard the news about us,” Hannah said as she
sat down. “Are you afraid of us too?”

“No, because I know you guys aren't like that. You are good
kids. It's scary to know that someone is crazy out there. I didn't
even want to come back… but, times are rough. And I’m one of the
few accredited to have this job in this town.”

“So, you're back as the school's counselor?” Michael asked, as
he realized they were in the front office.

“Nope,” he beamed. “I'm going to be the new principle.”

“HUH?” they all said.

“Dr. Smith has resigned. He quit yesterday.”

The gang all looked at each other in disbelief. Linda was the
only idiot smiling from ear to ear as the news was no surprise to
her—she expected it sooner or later because he was still a suspect
in her head.

“Ain't that odd,” Linda said. “Odd because he quit the day
detectives would be questioning random people, including the
faculty.”

Mr. Rivers laughed, “Don't be silly you guys, Dr. Smith isn't a
murderer. He's moving to bigger and better things. I guess Simon is
too small for him.”

“Did he really quit?” Hannah said in a sadden tone. A tone Linda
thought was mistrustful.

Linda’s eyes narrowed, “Why do you care so much?”

Hannah crossed her arms, with her eyes still on Mr. Rivers.
“Well, he's helped the dance team out a lot this year.”

“I can help you guys still,” Mr. Rivers said. “It won't be easy,
but I have my ways.”

“But, it's different. He was a cool principle; not that you
won't be cool,” Hannah said.

“But, he's a suspect. And suspects don't have the privilege to
be cool,” Linda said.

“What is she talking about?” Mr. Rivers questioned.

“Truthfully, I have no idea,” Michael sighed.

“Well, if you guys don't mind I need to make some calls. It was
nice seeing you guys again. We can talk some other time,” Mr.
Rivers said. “My office is always open for any of you.”

The gang walked out his office and they noticed Lucy talking to
Adam. They were about four inches away from each other and it
seemed as if they were having a heavy conversation.

As if he weren't staring at them too, Linda elbowed Michael in
the gut. “Look at that.”

“I know,” he snapped. “Since when have they been talking
again?”

“Since she's been pregnant with his baby,” Linda said.

“You guys don't believe her, do you?” Hannah said. “That doesn't
make sense. Her and Adam haven't talked since summer. And if she
were pregnant wouldn't she be showing by now?”

“Maybe they hooked up recently?” Michael said.

“No, Adam can't stand Lucy,” Linda said. “I'm not sure what is
going on with them.”

Hannah gasped as she suspiciously walked over to her locker. Her
eyes turned watery as she stared at a drawing of her shooting a
cheerleader. Whoever drew the photo wasn't too bad—but, that was
the last thing she was thinking about.

She snatched the drawing off her locker and read it: Hannah
Walton hates cheerleaders because she was too fat to make the team.
So, now she kills them.

She ripped the photo into pieces and looked the the hall and
noticed cheerleaders laughing at her. “That's it! I’m sick of
this!”

“I'll kick their ass!” Linda shouted.

“No! That's the last thing we need!” Michael said.

“I swear, cheerleaders are dumbasses. What if I were the killer?
Why would they put this on my locker. If I were a sociopath I would
kill them—idiots,” Hannah snapped.

“Please, don't say crap like that aloud,” Michael nagged.

“We have to do something,” Linda paused, “we have to do it
now.”

“I don't give a damn anymore!” Hannah shouted. “We need to find
out who the killer is. And we need to put those bitches on their
list!”

Linda pulled Hannah aside, “Shut up! There are detectives all
over the school. Just stop talking like you're a sociopath!”

Hannah took a deep breath, “Sorry. Sometimes I just get so
angry.”

Michael’s eyes narrowed at Lucy, “Not that angry.”

“What do you mean?”

“Not like someone we know—not like Lucy.”

And they all stared at her. She knew how to throw a fit.
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Poor Hannah's jaw was nearly touching the disgusting table at
Starbucks as Linda told her about Lucy's website. Michael put a
napkin under Hannah's mouth as it was open for the last ten
minutes.

“Adam is our key suspect right now,” Linda said as she wrote his
name on a paper. “Then, it's Lucy, and then Dr. Smith.”

“Why Lucy?” Hannah said.

“Because she knows more than we think. She used to be on the
dance team so she knows what is going on behind those lockers. She
quit for a reason. If she is linked to Adam, the guy everyone
thinks is sketchy, then, she knows something. She said she was
pregnant too.”

“By him?”

“I assume so.”

Michael rolled his eyes as a group of elder people pointed at
them, “This is really getting out of hand. We need to find out who
the murderer is before I kill myself.”

The gang stared at the window where two teens posted a sign
saying: Don't go into this Starbucks. The murderers are in
there! Beware of murderers! Beware!

Hannah threw down the local newspaper that had them on the front
page, calling them the suspects of the murders. “Oh my gosh! Kill
me already!”

“Stop it, you guys,” Linda snapped. “We will be fine.”

“So, what's the plan?” Hannah said as she sipped her coffee.
“What can we do now since we have our key suspects?”

“I'm not sure,” she said. “So, far what we know is that Mandy
would haze girls into being on her team if they wouldn't do as she
said or if they didn't qualify. What if Mandy was linking the girls
to men online?”

“That's possible, but what about Lucy?” Michael said.

“Lucy is less of a suspect but more of a witness—”

“But, if Lucy is a witness, I’m just as much of a witness,”
Hannah said.

“But, Lucy was a cheerleader for two months last year before
Mandy died, then she joined the dance team with you because she
supposedly wanted to hang out with you instead. Then, she quit the
dance team. But, we remember how she was back when she was on the
cheer team—all moody and bitchy,” Linda said. “When I worked for
the dance camp to make up physical education credits, Lucy was such
a bitch. I mean, I barely remember the trip because I was drunk out
of my mind—”

“And you said you don't drink,” Michael nagged.

“That isn't the point. I’m saying that after the first day of
camp she was so different. Meaner than usual—quieter too. I guess
she hated being a cheerleader.”

“I still don't understand how she became a cheerleader before
me!” Hannah whined. “I wanted to make the team so bad, but they…
never mind.”

“I have no idea because like I said… I remember hardly nothing
from that summer. I was high on everything.”

Hannah sighed and flipped her hair, “Okay, so what about Dr.
Smith?”

Linda sighed as if she were annoyed. “He is a suspect. I’ve been
suspecting him since day one and him quitting just puts the icing
on the cake.”

“Trust me, he is not a suspect. Dr. Smith is one-hundred percent
innocent. He's dealing with family issues,” Hannah said. “Can you
just drop it?”

“How do you know so much about him?” Linda snapped. “Were you
guys dating?”

“No, for the millionth time! Ew!”

“Then, speak!”

She bit her nail and stared at Michael. “Well, after school one
day I saw him crying in his office. Let's just say we bonded over
how screwed up our family situation was. It's nothing serious like
us dating. We just bonded.”

“Is that why he helped out the dance team?”

“Yes. He felt bad because he put so much into the school but yet
he was labeled a failure by the district. He has a hard life and I
listened.”

“Hmm… so should I cross him off the list?” Linda said as she
sipped her coffee.

“YES!” Hannah said. “I swear, he's a good guy.”

“So, all we have on our list is Adam and Lucy… ew, how lame,”
Linda said. “It was better with Dr. Smith on it.”

“And what about that site?” Michael added.

Linda handed Hannah the printed papers. “Do you know about this
site?”

“Oh yeah, the girls from the cheer team would always talk about
that. Lot's of the jocks used it, but they would usually use it to
talk trash to each other. Mainly trash about other girls from
school because you can post comments anonymously if you wanted
to.”

“And this once again gets me nowhere,” Linda said.

“What about the comment that Adam posted?” Michael said.

“What about it? Hannah just answered my question. They all
talked trash.”

“But, there were anonymous comments on there. Someone obviously
didn't like her much,” Michael said as he bit into his bagel.

“Obviously! No one liked that bitch!” Linda snapped. “We are
just at a dead end now.”

Michael’s eyes narrowed as he stared across the street. “I think
that person in that car is watching us. We should split up now.
This doesn't look good with us talking to each other. He probably
can read lips.”

“If he can read lips, he's reading it now..and now… and
now—”

Linda smacked Hannah to shut up, “Be quiet then. We should all
just go home then.”

“Yeah, I agree,” Hannah said.

“Drive me home, Linda?” Michael asked.

“Of course, sweetie.”

The ride to Michael’s home was silent as their thoughts were in
the air. The only thing on Michael’s mind was that he could
possibly go to prison—he had to figure out the real murderer
because the police were obviously doing nothing.

“Do you really think Dr. Smith had something to do with the
murders?” Michael asked Linda.

“Um, I’m not sure. But, I’m starting to think it's very
unlikely.”

“I just feel like the person is right underneath us. I can like
feel him… or her… or it.”

“Like Adam?”

“Or Lucy.”

Linda giggled, “Lucy is a wimp… a geeky wimp. If it weren't for
me, you, and Hannah, she would be a loner.”

“Loners make the best killers.”

“If you want, I can talk to her in the morning. Lucy is just
obsessed with Adam. He is her first love—I understand. So, she may
have lied about being pregnant to keep him around.”

Michael nervously bit his lip, “I'm not sure anymore. I can't
trust anyone.”

“Well, true.”

“Did you talk to Cassidy?”

“Um, yeah… she didn't know much. I kept her number to keep in
touch with her. She's still with Jordan.”

“Aw, Jordan was a cutie.”

“He's bald now… he's going to the army… sucks for her,” Linda
paused to sing her favorite song. “Also, she said that site wasn't
an adult site. It was a dating site. And I guess rich men would pay
some of the women.”

“Like… women who need money?”

“Well, yes.”

“Like women who have no income and are emancipated.”

Linda lifted her eyebrow, “YES!”

Michael kissed Linda on the cheek and got out the car. He ran to
his home, trying not to get wet from the rain. It would be common
sense for someone to own an umbrella—but, no one seemed to.

Linda laughed as he struggled to unlock his home door. He did it
every time, it just seemed more amusing every time. As she
continued to laugh, her phone rang. She usually turned her phone
off when she was driving so she wouldn't have any distractions. So,
she turned her car off because the text was a hefty one—it took
five minutes to be delivered fully.

Nervously, she opened the text message that was from an unknown
caller. She hated unknown calls, because it was either a prank or
bill collectors. She looked out her foggy window and saw Michael
peaking out his front window, wondering why she was still parked
there.

She rolled her eyes and saved the video that was sent to her.
She opened the untitled video and screamed in disbelief as the
first seconds played.

She looked around her as if someone were watching her and
stopped the video. She scrolled down to the text at the bottom of
the video that said: watch until the last second. You'll be
surprised.

Not wanting to watch the gruesome video until the end, she fast
forwarded the video and surprise surprise—her heart probably
skipped a beat.
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Lucy had her things packed and enough money for her to travel
out the country. She made sure her passport was new and that all
her windows were locked. She smiled at herself in the mirror as she
was unrecognizable with slick long straight hair and pink lipstick.
Quickly, she tugged on her v-neck white shirt to even out the
wrinkles and fixed her pink hair flower.

As she placed her hand on the doorknob to leave, Linda slammed
her door open. “You're leaving?”

“Um, Linda?” Lucy said as she dropped her suitcase. “My family
is sending for me to come visit them in Rome.”

“Liar!” she snapped. “You don't have a family—you're
emancipated.”

Lucy laughed anxiously, wondering how she knew that. “How'd you
know that?”

“As what you would say, don't worry about it… ”

“Linda, I don't have time for your games. My plane will be
leaving in an hour and I need to make it to the airport.”

“Why are you leaving during the middle of the school year? Are
you hiding something?”

“I told you I’m going to see my family in Rome.”

“I find it odd that you're leaving the day the detectives are
planning to come to the school for more questioning.”

“You really don't understand—”

“Are you leaving because of this—” Linda threw the printed
papers from the dating site. “We know about it.”

“What?”

“We know about it, so explain it! Why is Mandy on there and from
a little research, a few other girls including three out of four
who were murdered are featured on this site.”

“That site is a joke—it was Mandy’s idea. Well, less of a joke
and more of a money thing. I had asked a few of the girls how they
made money and they told me about the site—it's nothing bad
though—I promise.”

“If it's not bad then why are you leaving?”

Lucy grabbed her suitcase and shoved Linda back with it. “Leave
me alone, you bitch!” she screamed as she smack her with the back
of her hand.

In shock, Linda grabbed her face in pain. “Ouch, you hit
me!”

“I told you to leave me alone, and I swear if you tell the
police I left the country, you will be so over,” she
threatened.

“But, why?”

“Because I know things I shouldn't know.”

“Then, tell the police, don't run away. Running away just makes
you look more guilty. Then, we all look guilty.”

“What I know can hurt all of us. It's better if I leave now
before it's too late.”

“But… ”

“Linda, you're smart. You have the answers with you, Hannah, and
Michael. You're so close that it's scary. I don't want to be around
when you find out and I can't tell you. I’m way too ashamed.”

“So, are you admitting to being involved?”

“I'm not admitting to anything, but if you know what's best, you
would avoid the police as much as possible. Well, until I’m gone,”
she whispered. “I have to go—good luck.”

Linda grabbed Lucy's shoulders and pulled her back. “You can't
leave without telling me the truth.”

Lucy threw her suitcase to the ground and grabbed Linda’s petite
wrist. She twisted them as hard as she could and threw her back
onto the lawn with all her force. Linda screamed in pain and began
to cry as Lucy jumped into her car and drove away.

As Lucy was long gone, an expensive sports car pulled up to the
curb. Linda stood up, as she wiped her tears away, not realizing
she had been crying on the lawn for ten minutes.

“Hello?” said a woman with long dark black hair from the window.
“You're not Lucy—it's been so long since I’ve seen her. I can
barely see though.”

“Um, and you are?” Linda said as she walked toward the window.
“I'm not trying to be rude, but I’m just wondering why you're
looking for her?”

“I'm her mother, Vanessa.”

“But, she said she is emancipated.”

“Emancipated? Why would she say that?”

A man who was driving, got out the car and greeted Linda. He
looked as if he just got off vacation in his Hawaiian shirt. He
pulled out a wheelchair from the backseat and easily moved Lucy's
mother from the car to the chair.

She was an older looking woman. She was beautiful though, with
long black hair to her waist—almost Indian like. She had smooth
skin with fine lines.

“Are you Lucy's friend?” Vanessa said as the gentleman pushed
her toward the house door. “This is my nurse, Josh.”

“Um hello and yes I am her friend,” Linda waved. “Uh, Lucy just
left.”

“By herself?” she gasped. “Alone? But, how? Why?”

“She drove.”

“Oh my gosh! Please tell me you're kidding. Why on earth would
Bailey let her drive?” she said. “She isn't capable of doing such
things!”

“Excuse me, but who is Bailey? I think we are talking about
different people. You are talking about Lucy Jackson, right?”

“Bailey, her aunt—her caregiver. She lives with Lucy. You see,
I’m in a rehab convalescent in California because of my illness. I
gave my youngest sister custody of Lucy six years ago because I
couldn't care for her anymore. They used to visit me all the time
but then, they stopped about four years ago. I don't have family,
so I had no way of contacting them.”

“I've never seen or heard of Bailey and I’m one of Lucy's best
friends.”

“When I heard on the news about what was going on here, I made
it my duty for me to come see her. She doesn't answer her phone and
I have no one else to contact. I know my sister hates me, but she
can't just abandoned Lucy with her mental disorder and all. I hope
she's been taking her medication.”

“Mental disorder?”

“Yes, Lucy has severe chronic schizophrenia.”

“WHAT?” she gasped and then she paused and remembered coming
across boxes of medication. Then she remembered the daily visits to
her house—the smell. “Oh my GOSH!”

“What is it?”

“You said Bailey hasn't called you in about four years? Well,
that's when I started to become close to Lucy and she was never
around. We come to her home everyday and I hate to say it… but…
there is a smell—”

“What type of smell?” Josh said.

“Like rotten… animal… death—”

Vanessa screamed as if she were being murdered and neighbors ran
out their home to see what was going on. Of course they stared in
fear, noticing Linda was standing in front of her. As if she did
something wrong, Linda walked to the curb and dialed 911. Josh was
insisting for Linda to go down to the basement but, she didn't have
the stomach for it.

Instead she hyperventilated over the phone, hoping she were
dreaming. But, even the scariest dream couldn't have been that
real.
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Michael turned off the radio with Lucy Jackson as headline news.
She was now on the most wanted list and what frightened them even
more was that she knew where they were.

“What if she comes back for me?” Michael said. “I mean, us.”

“Don't talk like that,” Hannah said as she stuff ten tiny
cookies in her mouth. “I'm so scared right now. Can you tell I eat
when I’m nervous. I would have never guessed it.”

Linda rubbed her wrist, which Lucy had bruised when she grabbed
them—the bruises looked more like the murder victims rather the the
ones the jocks did. “Can you imagine how I felt when I found out. I
think I peed my pants,” she said as she peaked through the window
of her jeep. “It's going to be awkward from now on. Everyone will
hate us even more. Now, they're really going to think we were
involved.”

The gang grabbed their papers, ready to leave school for good.
Detective's thought it was best if they all joined some sort of
protection program—sort of like a witness protection program, until
Lucy was found. That meant, they would have to split up and live a
different life for a while. Since no one knew Lucy's intentions,
they didn't want to risk her coming back for them.

Hannah shivered as she walked into the school. She was either
cold or frightened to be on campus with no one else there. “Let's
do this quick so we can leave.”

Michael dragged his feet to his locker and struggled to open his
locker—he always had issues with it. “Do you guys know where you'll
be staying until graduation?”

Linda dumped all her items from her locker into a trash bag, “I
believe I’m staying with my aunt. She's a tutor and travels a lot.
That's my only option. I bet my dad won't even notice when I
leave.”

“I'm going to California to be with my other family. Like Linda,
that's my only option for now,” Hannah said.

“But, Lucy knows you have family there,” Michael said as he
cleaned out his locker.

“True, but she doesn't know where. California is huge.”

“Well, I’m not sure where I'll be going,” Michael said. “Unlike
you guys, I have no options.”

Linda stayed silent as she heard the sound of footsteps coming
from the cafeteria. “Is someone else here besides us?”

Hannah looked at her Gucci watch, “It's only five in the
morning. No one should be here—it's pitch black outside. School
doesn't open until eight.”

“You would think they would lock the door,” Michael said.

“Yeah, huh?” Hannah giggled. “Anyone could just walk in.”

“That's odd,” Linda said. “The door should have been locked.
Detectives said security would be here today.”

“Maybe that's who is making all that noise,” Hannah said as she
continued to clean her locker. “Or maybe the lunch ladies are here.
They have to come early.”

“Not at five. They have lives too. They tend to come at seven
because that is when all the faculty shows up,” Michael said. “I'm
sure it's just the security checking the place out. I’m sure
they're scared too.”

“That doesn't make me feel better,” Hannah said as she rubbed
her cold hands on her faux fur coat.”

They stopped and stared at each other as the sound of someone
jumping into a pool made a loud splash. Linda ran over to Hannah
and wrapped her arms around her.

Michael screamed like a chick and ran over to the girls.
“Someone is here!”

“I know,” Hannah whispered. “We should leave—”

Hannah tried to grab nosy Linda to stay as she walked toward the
pool, which was located in the gym. They followed behind her like
puppies, already regretting it.

“Linda, let's go!” Hannah said. “I'm scared.”

Stubborn like always, Linda opened the door that lead to the
indoor pool and narrowed her eyes, trying to see in the dark. The
room was quiet but, then another splash made them all shout and
bump into each other as they tried to leave.

“Wait, it's just me!” said the voice of what sounded like Lucy.
“Don't run!”

“Me who?” Michael said.

“Lucy!”

“AHH!” they all screamed as they heard her getting closer.

As they tried to run, Lucy jumped in front of them, dripping wet
and smiling as if nothing happened. “What is wrong with you guys?”
she questioned, this time her eyes didn't blink at all. They were
bulging out, bright red, and her hair looked like it hadn't been
combed.

“What are you doing here?” Linda snapped. “Are you crazy?”

“Well, we figured that out a while ago,” Michael mumbled.

Hannah elbowed Michael to shut up, “You're the last person we
would want to see, Lucy.”

“Why? Is it because of the rumor. You guys know I would never do
anything that crazy,” Lucy said. “It's the police trying to pend
stuff on us.”

“No..we spoke to your mother—”

Lucy cut Linda off by smacking her in her mouth as if she were
disciplining a child. Hannah and Michael jumped back but, Linda
tried to push her down. Lucy grabbed Linda’s wrist like she did
before and with all her power twisted them harder than before,
causing the bones to crack.

“Please stop!” Linda cried.

“Don't ever speak about my mother! She's dead to me!” Lucy said.
“And if you guys believe what is on television, you're stupid!”

As Lucy tried to attack Linda, Hannah used her two-hundred
dollar boots for something good—she kicked Lucy as hard as she
could in her stomach, causing her to fall onto the ground. They
gasped in pain, as they heard her bones crush onto the hard
cement.

They all ran as quick as they could toward the exit. Michael
looked back and saw Lucy running toward them. So, he ran faster,
this time getting ahead of the girls.

“Oh crap, I can't find my keys,” Linda cried as she saw Lucy
behind them.

Hannah led them to run down the other hallway instead of the
exit—which was a dumb idea. “Let's go this way.”

Michael pulled out his cell phone to dial (emergency) 911 but,
he dropped it as he ran. The entire phone broke into pieces.
“CRAP!”

They all looked back and Lucy wasn't in sight. There hearts felt
like they were on fire as they saw their life flashed in front of
them—a short life, eh.

Hannah began to hyperventilate. “What if she has a gun?” she
cried as she looked through her purse for her cell phone. “I'm way
too young to die. I haven't even fallen in love yet, or did
something so stupid like in the movie the Hangover. My
life is too short—”

“Shut the hell up and call 911!” Linda said. “I left my phone at
home.”

“Shh,” Michael said. “She might here us.”

Hannah peaked and spotted Lucy going back into the gym with the
pool. “Shh… ”

“Do you see her?”

“Yes, she went back into the pool room,” Hannah said.

“Let's go kick her ass,” Linda said.

Hannah pulled back on Linda to stay put, “No, are you insane?
You were about to cry when she bent your wrist. Let's stay here
until the cops come,” she nagged as she tried to turn her cell
phone on. “Crap! My phone is dead.”

“Are you serious? This is like an awful teen horror movie and we
are the idiots who die in the first scene!” Linda cried. “What are
we going to do?”

“How about, we leave? The police station is down the
street—literally,” Michael said. “Did you see how crazy she looks?
She has totally lost her marbles and she ain't gonna find them
anytime soon!”

The all stayed quiet as they thought about a new plan. Their
hearts began to beat more rapidly as they could hear Lucy now
kicking lockers. The sound got louder and louder, so they began to
run back toward the gym. They ran into the gym and hid behind the
huge doors.

“If she comes in here, I'm going to grab her and push her into
the pool. We have to keep her in there until the police come,”
Linda said. “They shouldn't take long, the station is down the
street.”

“Why would they come if we didn't even call them?” Michael
snapped. “They have no idea we are in trouble!”

“He's right,” Hannah said three minutes later.

The tension built as they waited for her to come inside the gym.
They were more in fear based on the fact that they didn't know what
she would do to them. However, they all tried to think
positive.

“AH!” Michael shouted as Lucy came running into the gym,
swinging her arms.

Linda took her anger out by grabbing Lucy and shoving her back
into the pool. Fighting was no big deal to Linda, since that's all
she used to do in middle school. As seconds felt like minutes, she
screamed for Michael or Hannah to help her.

Lucy chewed on Linda’s fingers, not letting go. As Michael
panicked, he ran over to Linda and shoved Lucy's head under the
water by kicking her head back down.

Poor Hannah checked her cell phone to see if it would turn on—it
didn't. So, she ran over to them and helped Michael shoved Lucy's
head under the water.

Linda pulled them back as Lucy turned pale. “Um… stop… ”

They stared at her as she floated, not knowing what to say. As
Hannah leaned into poke her, Linda pulled her back. They all stared
at each other with big eyes, afraid of what they just did.

As they walked backwards out the gym, the sound of sirens
instantly made them feel safe. So, they ran out toward the
exit.

Michael grabbed the both of them and ran out the the exit. As
they made it to the door, they realized what seemed like half the
town was standing outside. Mostly, people dressed in robes and
pajamas pointed their fingers as if they were mocking them.

As they walked down the steps, all they could hear were
whispering voices. Shame would be an understatement. They should
have been joyful that the real murderer was captured, but it
wouldn't help the feeling they had. It was the feeling of times
like when they lied to their parents and got away with it—but,
times one million.

They tried to hide their faces, as news reporters flashed
cameras. Despite loving attention, Linda began to cry and hid her
face in Michael’s plaid shirt that he had worn for the last three
days—it didn't smell too nice.

Linda, Hannah, and Michael waited next to a sheriff’s car as the
school was being raided. Michael felt as though he had just drank
ten cups of coffee as he waited for the cops to come back. He
chewed his nails as low as they could go as he cradled Hannah and
Linda—for once he was being the stronger one.

“Did you call 911?” Linda whispered to Hannah. “I don't remember
hearing you getting through.”

“My phone wouldn't turn on,” Hannah said. “So, no I didn't.”

“Um, that's odd,” Michael said.

Tyler had an ugly facial expression as he walked over to the
gang, “Do you think this is a joke?” he shouted.

“What happened?” Hannah said.

“Lucy is not in the pool. No one is in there!”

“What?” Michael said. “She has to be.”

“But, we slammed her head multiple times in the water,” Hannah
added. “Are you sure she isn't there?”

“She's not there,” Tyler snapped.

“That's impossible!” Michael cried.

“She's gone now! She'll be history tomorrow. She was a smart
gal, and don't you think she had no idea what she was doing. If
anything, she'll be back—back for the others.”

“Others?” Linda said. “How do you know there are others?”

Tyler pulled them to the side and began to whisper, “Someone
leaked a gruesome video of Lucy being hazed by a few of the
cheerleaders and dance team members at dance camp. The video is so
graphic that I couldn't bare to watch the full version. I don't
think anyone was able to watch it to the end without crying. Mandy
Perez was the leader of it all. It was hard to figure who the girls
were because they all had masks on, but with time, we figured it
out. The interesting part is that every girl killed was seen in the
video. There are just a couple of girls toward the end that we
couldn't make out to be. I want to know who they are because the
ending was the worst part. One girl stuffed this wood right
up—”

“Enough!” Michael shouted.

Linda gasped as a flashback came to her. “What?”

“And that would explain why she quit the cheer and dance team,”
Hannah said. “Remember how we were saying she was so different
after that dance camp. I didn't go that summer because I was in
California.”

Michael stared at Hannah, “Hmm… ”

“I wasn't a part of that,” Hannah said. “I would never do
that.”

“Wait, you went to that camp,” Michael said to Linda. “Did you
know anything about this?”

“Um… ” Linda said.

“We believe Lucy had ties with hit men. She may have hired the
man who apparently killed Mandy, and she may have hired someone to
crash into freshmen Karen Daniel's car to kill her,” Tyler said.
“Although, Karen and few other girls were standing by and just
watching, she still hated them—maybe for not helping her.”

Linda began to cry, “Wow.”

“Is it over now?” Michael said.

“The best thing for you guys is to leave town as planned. You
may come back for graduation, but that's it. Not until she is
captured.”

“But, what about the other girls in the video? I’m sure she
doesn't want to hurt us,” Linda said.

“All those girls will be taken in for questioning because that
was a crime they did. Although murder isn't the answer, those girls
deserve nothing good. They too will have to be hidden for their
safety until a trial,” Tyler said. “I can't tell you guys much
more. I’ve already said way too much.”

As Michael and Hannah hugged as they walked back to the car,
Linda walked over to Tyler.

“What?” Tyler said.

“Um… you should totally consider re-watching the video at the
end right now,” Linda said quickly and walked away. Linda paused as
she spotted Adam staring at them. She pointed to him and he waved
goodbye to them. “Why was Adam here?”

“I don't know,” Hannah said.

“I think he helped Lucy. I believe he called 911 and he moved
Lucy from the pool,” Michael said.

“But, why would he do that? He can't stand her anymore,” Linda
said.

“He's sketchy, remember?” Hannah said. “He deserves a girl like
her. They can go have their imaginary baby together and leave us
alone.”

“Why do I feel like this situation isn't over?” Michael
said.

“Because it's not,” Linda said. “But, what can we do?”

Michael kissed both of their hands as they began to cry again.
“Don't start crying again!”

“No matter what, we will be best friends,” Hannah said. “We
can't lose touch with each other!”

“Of course,” Linda said. “Daily calls, text, emails,
anything.”

“This is going to be so hard saying goodbye. We've spent
everyday with each other and now we will be miles away,” Michael
said.

“More than miles,” Hannah said.

“It doesn't matter; we are still best friends,” Linda beamed.
“Til' dea—”

The gang froze in place as the blaring ringing of a cell phone
was going off. They all stared at Hannah and she searched her bag
to see if her phone was on. She showed them her phone and it was
off.

“You're pocket is lighting up,” Michael said to Linda.

With a smile, Linda dug into her pocket and pulled out her cell
phone. Her smile instantly dropped and she looked up at Hannah and
Michael.

“I thought you left your phone at home,” Michael said. “So, you
had it this whole time?”

“Um… I didn't know it was here.”

“Who is that calling you?” Hannah nagged as the phone wouldn't
stop ringing. For the first time, not being afraid of Linda, Hannah
snatched the phone from her. “What?” she dropped the phone to the
cement and stared at Linda. “Why is Lucy calling you?”

Linda hurried to pick up her phone as she saw Tyler walking
toward her. “Um, I'm not sure, but I have to go. I have a plane to
catch.”

“Um… okay? I also have a plane to catch, but I would like for us
to have a moment together… ” Hannah said awkwardly. “So… bye?” she
said as Linda continued to walk away.

“Yeah… we should get something to eat,” Michael said.

Tyler began to shout after Linda, but she didn't stop for him.
He shouted for her to stop running, but she continued anyway,
ignoring him.

“Tyler what is wrong?” Hannah said. “Is everything okay?”

“No, it's not okay… ” he said.

Linda sped down the street with tears flowing down her eyes.
Drinking was bad for her, and she knew it. She knew she lost
control, she knew she had a bad past. But, nothing… gosh
nothing… could explain what being out of control did to
her.

Lonely Linda never knew how she was when she would drink, let
alone mess around with drugs. All she knew was the next day
everything would be normal. But, if Linda was already a violent
person when she was sober… no one could imagine how terrible she
was when she was under the influence—maybe even like a devil.

With tears flooding her eyes, Linda paused at the green light as
a new text message came. She expected it to be Michael or Hannah.
She opened it, ready to delete it…

I know you were in that video too. I can't wait
to spit
on your grave. - Lucy

 

 Epilogue

 

Please read below to send your thoughts to Blair
Burden blairburden@gmail.com

Trust your friends because that's all you have. Best
friends—everyone has at least one in their lifetime. They're
supposed to trust each other, have each others back, and tell
secrets. But, what happens when you and your friends are the major
suspects of various murders. It would drive you crazy, right?

Although, we may not want this to happen in our town, it can. We
all see the stories on the local news about a sociopath going
around and killing various people. Lots of times it happens in
small towns such as Simon, Idaho, which by the way, is a very
pretend town. I wanted to base a story in the life of teens and
also behind the scenes of life of being accused.

The Characters: Linda was the sassy one of the group.
If it weren't for her, the whole gang would fall apart. Although,
she was easily hated for being super nosy, her instincts were right
on point. I wanted Linda’s character to be short and simple. She
had a drunk crazy dad, which led her to attaching to guys (i.e.
Tyler and Adam) for attention. It also gave her freedom to do
whatever she wanted, like get involved in figuring out the town's
murderer, which led her to Hannah.

Hannah seems to have the perfect life but she doesn't really.
Her father who lives in California went to prison, and she is
living in a broken home. She doesn't speak much of her mother,
mainly because they don't have a solid relationship. It seems
though if it weren't for Hannah's disappearance for six weeks, a
lot more cheerleaders would have died.

Michael was like the dad of the group. He never wanted anyone to
get into trouble and his main goal was to get his life back on
track. Sometimes it seemed like he cared about all of them, but in
reality he was only worried about his own butt. Because he knew if
his friends go down, he does too.

Lucy was the innocent looking one. She was smart, listened to
her friends, and didn't want trouble. But, she was also crazy.

Tyler as you may know by now wasn't even a teen—he was
undercover. He knew what was best for the gang, but he used
everyone to solve the case. Although he may have liked Linda a
little, he didn't care about the end result. Just as long as he
could leave boring Simon.

The Mystery: A lot of secrets were revealed during
parts of the story. But, if you read between the lines, you may
have already knew. For example, Tyler being undercover. It was said
that Tyler knew how to read people and not like normal people read
body language. Then, it was said that undercovers were all over
town—wink wink. Also, when Michael spots Tyler going into the
police station—did you think, why would he be at the police
station?

Lucy's mental illness was given away in the very first
chapter—well, not exactly but I gave some hints. For example, the
part when a bottle of pills fall out her bag and she claims they
are for menstrual cramps, but then later says she never had pills
for that purpose. Then, when Linda is roaming around in Lucy's
closet she reads a prescription bottle that says Clozapine (it's a
antipsychotic for schizophrenia).

The Ending: By the last page, you know that Lucy is the
one who was attacking cheerleaders. But, it seems like they are
still a little uneasy about the whole situation. Firstly, they have
no idea who called 911 when they were in the gym. And the only
recognizable person was Adam. Lastly, Linda realizes that Lucy is
going after everyone in that video. Little does everyone know,
Linda is in that video. Remember, Linda mentions earlier on how she
was so under the influence during that trip. She also never
remembers what happens when she is either drunk or high.

Linda has a guilty conscious and maybe a part of her thinks she
can get away with it. However, she tells Tyler to re-watch the
video. He does and realizes that the most gruesome part of the
video involves Linda. The sadder part is, Linda doesn't even
remember doing those things to her best friend.

She gets the last text. And she knows that this whole time, Lucy
knew about Linda during the hazing. But, why did she wait so long
to go after her. Maybe because they are best friends. Or maybe
because she was saving the best for last.

 It you mean a lot if you emailed me your
thoughts at blairburden@gmail.com
Here are some questions to consider, 1. Who did you
first accuse of being the murderer? Why? 2. Where you shocked by
finding out who really was the murderer? 3. Any more
thoughts? Send your long or short response.

For more information on up & coming novels, visit official
website.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Blair Burden's other work:

 

If you enjoyed Simon Death High, read another
novel from Blair Burden called Reasons for
Recovery. An uplifting novel about a teen named Cassie
(yes, she “guest stars” in this story) who learns the meaning of
life.

A suicidal teen who suffers from cutting feels as though her
life is being controlled by those who are not relevant to her life
anymore. She goes through a love triangle, deaths, and saving a
life to finally realize her purpose. You can click
here
(over 10 links) to find various links to this novel.
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Reasons for
Recovery (2011)
A suicidal teen who suffers from cutting feels as though her
life is being controlled by those who are not relevant to her life
anymore. She goes through a love triangle, deaths, and saving a
life to finally realize her purpose.
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