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Chapter 1: The New Girl

Chloe sat on her
luggage, watching every passing car speed by with interest, waiting
for the one that was supposed to pick her up. They all seemed to
weave in and out of the unending airport traffic with grace. Some
even managed to stop and pick up loved ones, but her ride hadn’t
arrived yet. Chloe hoped that he’d be able to find her in the chaos
that seemed to be LAX airport.

Chloe wondered if she’d recognize him. She
hadn’t seen Jake since the fifth grade, when he and his parents had
moved from Illinois to California. Chloe’s mother and Jake’s mother
had been best friends since grade school. Then they grew up and had
children, only a few months apart. Thus, Chloe and Jake had been
best friends as kids, always thrown into play dates when their
mothers wanted to visit with each other. Then after the fifth
grade, Jake and his family moved to California. Chloe and Jake had
been best friends back then, but the distance and the excitement of
growing up quickly made their friendship grow apart and turned it
instead, into a fond childhood memory.

Chloe hadn’t seen Jake since, but their
mothers had still kept in constant contact. Jake’s father died a
couple of years before and Chloe’s mother had gone back to the
funeral to console her friend, coming back with stories of
California and the now handsome, grown-up Jake. Chloe had been more
excited to hear about California. She had already set her mind on
going to California to college for film school. She had known that
she was destined for California ever since the beginning of her
freshman year when a girl in her class started bragging about her
brother in California who made movies for a living. It sounded like
the perfect life and from that moment on, Chloe had made up her
mind to go to California for film school. Her parents were
supportive, but money became the big issue. An out of state school
would cost money and lots of it and there was no way her family
could afford to send her to an out of state college. Chloe spent
about half of her junior year of high school sulking with
frustration at the thought of being unable to follow her dreams
until her mother had approached her with an idea. She and Jake’s
mother had talked about it and with a year’s residency in
California with Jake and his mother along with following a few
guidelines, Chloe would be able to attend a California state
school, as a resident. She was going to have to get a job too,
after she got settled in at school, and make sure she fit all the
requirements to a letter, but Chloe didn’t think twice about it.
She could do it. She agreed. She knew she would miss her friends in
Illinois, but this was a chance to follow her dream and she
couldn’t pass it up.

Chloe could barely believe that she was in
California about to start her new life. It was all really exciting.
If only Jake would show up, so she could start the adventure. Jake
was supposed to meet her outside the baggage claim when she
arrived, but he hadn’t shown up yet. Chloe looked at her cell
phone, wondering if she should call him. She felt a little shy
about it. She would rather see him face-to-face first. Maybe she
should text him. Why was she so scared about seeing him again?

Chloe tried to picture Jake in her mind, but
could only see the little boy with unruly brown hair and
mischievous blue eyes that she had played with as a child. Before
she had left for California, Chloe’s mother had shown her a more
recent picture, but Jake had been looking at the camera with only
half of his face, so Chloe wasn’t quite sure what to expect when
she actually saw him. Hopefully the picture her mother had sent his
mother had been better. Chloe cringed inwardly, hoping that her
mother hadn’t sent him her last year’s school picture. It had not
been the best picture of her life. She had woken up late for school
and hadn’t had any time to make herself look good for the
photo.

Looking back, Chloe realized she should have
friended Jake on Facebook. It would have been a good way to get to
know him again before this meeting. His profile had been set to
private, though, and although she had sat at the computer and tried
to think of an email to send him or a way to add him as a friend
she couldn’t do it. She had just been too shy and the situation
just felt too awkward. Besides, Jake hadn’t sought her out
either.

Chloe had tried her best to look good today,
although five hours of flying had taken the curl out of her long
blonde hair. She had quickly touched up her make-up before picking
up her luggage, though, so she felt a little better about that.
Still, she was nervous. She really wanted to make a good first
impression. This was the start of the rest of her life.

“Chloe?” a male voice questioned from her
right.

Chloe turned and stared into the bright blue
eyes of Jake Spencer. Her breath caught and she felt her cheeks
turn pink.

He was cute! He still had the unruly brown
hair and his eyes had become an ocean shade of blue. A dimple
creased the right corner of his mouth, making his smile contagious.
Chloe smiled back.

“Hi, Jake?” Chloe said, attempting to recover
from her sudden reaction to him.

“I’m so sorry! I was late and then I couldn’t
find you in the baggage claim and I left your cell number at home,”
Jake paused, catching his breath and then he grinned broadly, “It’s
so good to see you!”

And, before she knew it Jake was engulfing
her in a hug. Chloe hugged him back and noted, with wonder, at how
nice it felt to be in his arms. Chloe caught a hint of his
aftershave as he pulled away.

“It’s good to see you too,” Chloe smiled
back.

They just grinned at each other for a moment
and then Jake looked away, “My girlfriend, Kate, should be here any
second. She’s circling, while I went to look for you. The airport’s
crazy.”

Chloe nodded absently at his words, her mind
suddenly elsewhere. Jake had a girlfriend. Of course he had a
girlfriend. She felt a surge of disappointment. She immediately
pushed it away. She hadn’t come to California for romance. Well,
she hadn’t come for just romance, she admitted. Some romance would
be nice eventually, but she had come for the adventure and to
pursue her dream. Besides, even if it couldn’t be romantic, Chloe
thought, she would enjoy getting to know Jake again. It had been a
long time since they had been friends and she was eager to hear
about his life since then.

They stood for a few moments in silence,
watching the cars fly by. Chloe felt awkward and gawky, suddenly,
standing next to Jake. He was at least a head taller than her, his
shoulders broad and muscular. She looked at him from the corner of
her eyes as he scanned the crowd for his girlfriend. She wondered
if he was still the same boy she had known in grade school. She
searched his features, looking for the friend she had lost to
distance so long ago.

“There she is!” Jake motioned toward a blue
convertible, which screeched to a halt next to them.

Wow, Chloe thought, as the sleek car pulled
up. “Is this your car?”

“Yeah,” Jake grinned. “I love this car.”

Chloe looked at it in admiration. It was the
ideal way to arrive in California. How much more perfect than a
convertible driving by the ocean could you get? Chloe felt a warm
glow of happiness form in her stomach. This was going to be
great!

Jake busied himself with loading her luggage
into the trunk and Chloe found herself gazing awkwardly at his
girlfriend, Kate. She was the epitome of the California girl –
tall, blonde, with cool blue eyes, and a killer sense of
fashion.

Chloe felt old fashioned in comparison
despite the efforts she had made to look nice in the airport
bathroom before she had gotten her luggage. Her own blonde hair was
a strawberry blonde, the curls she had tried to put in that
morning, falling out, and she had on the normal jeans and baby doll
T-shirt that were her usual ensemble. Chloe felt almost like she
was staring at a girl from a magazine, sitting inside a perfect
car. Kate, on the other hand, had sleek, bleach blonde hair,
make-up that looked almost professionally done, a glowing tan, a
mini-skirt, and a purple lacy tank top that fit her body perfectly.
Chloe had a feeling that she was going to have a lot to learn if
all the girls in California looked like Kate.

“Hi, I’m Chloe,” Chloe smiled, stretching out
her hand.

“Kate,” Kate replied dismissively, pulling on
big sunglasses that hid her eyes completely.

Chloe felt her smile falter at Kate’s lack of
enthusiasm. She wasn’t sure how to react to it.

“Okay, bags are in the trunk. Let’s go!” Jake
said, coming up behind Chloe.

Chloe was glad of Jake’s appearance and
crawled into the tiny backseat, as he sat down in the front, next
to Kate. As they drove off, Chloe could almost feel Kate’s cold
eyes boring into her through the rear view mirror.

Chloe pushed the thought away. Perhaps Kate
was a little unsettled by the idea of Chloe living with her
boyfriend. When she had a chance, Chloe thought, she would reassure
Kate that she had no intention of stealing Jake away from her.
Chloe almost laughed at that thought. If you put her and Kate side
by side, Chloe imagined, there would be no comparison. Kate would
blow her out of the water in a beauty contest. Regardless, Chloe
thought, she would never try and steal someone else’s boyfriend, no
matter how cute he had grown up to be.

As they walked up to Jake’s house, Jake
carrying the bulk of her luggage, Chloe couldn’t help but wonder at
the beauty of her new home. It was nestled into a hill above the
ocean. Other houses were littered all the way down the hill,
perched above blue water. The house itself was modest in size, but
the exterior was cozy, almost like a chalet nested into the
hill.

“Chloe!” Jeanette Spencer cried happily,
seconds after Chloe walked into the house. “It’s so good to see
you!”

She enveloped Chloe in a hug and then stepped
back to get a better look at her, “You look just like your mom at
your age! I’m so happy you’re here! It’ll be like having her here
with me!”

Chloe grinned, “Well, you might get the real
thing in about a month. She’s already itching to come visit me.
Thank you so much, Mrs. Spencer, for everything. ”

“First of all, no Mrs. Spencer’s here. Call
me Jeanette. And, secondly, it’s such a pleasure to have you here!
I would do anything for Stacy. This will be fun,” Jeanette looked
over at Jake and Kate. “Do we have time for dinner or are you all
off to that party?”

“Party?” Chloe looked over at Jake and
managed to see a quick look pass between him and Kate. Obviously,
Kate wasn’t thrilled with Chloe attending the party with them.
She’d have to have that talk with Kate and soon.

“We weren’t sure if you wanted to go, but
there’s a party tonight at this girl’s house on the beach, sort of
a back to school thing. It’s up to you, though, no pressure. I
understand if you’re tired from the flight and all,” Jake managed,
without looking at Kate again.

“Um…” Chloe felt indecisive. On the one hand,
she was tired from the trip across the country, but on the other,
she was absolutely energetic with excitement about her new life and
a party sounded like a great way to start it all out. It would be a
great way to meet the people she’d be going to school with
tomorrow.

“Why are you even thinking? You’re young! Go
out and have a good time!” Jeanette replied before Chloe could say
anything and then she looked at Jake seriously, “Just not too good
of a time.”

“Mom,” Jake replied, laughing
uncomfortably.

“What? I worry. Especially, after your father
died,” Jeanette’s smiling face crumpled for a moment, at the
memory, but then regained it’s composure.

“I know,” Jake said, softly.

Chloe felt uncomfortable and glanced over at
Kate, who was staring at the ground.

“A party sounds perfect!” Chloe said,
breaking the uneasy silence. “Let me just change clothes and I’ll
be ready.”

Although she had forced herself to sound more
cheery and energetic than she felt, Chloe really did think the
party sounded fun. She picked up her backpack and swung it onto her
shoulder, her mind on what she might wear to make a good impression
on her new classmates, when there was a crash. She had just knocked
over a vase on the kitchen table with her backpack.

“I’m so sorry!” Chloe said, automatically
dropping everything and stooping down to help clean up the broken
vase and flowers.

“Oh, don’t worry about it!” Jeanette said,
running into the kitchen for clean up supplies.

The white carnations that had looked so
pretty on the kitchen table were now in a pool of water on the
floor. Chloe couldn’t believe she had just been so clumsy. Two
minutes in their house and she had already broken something. Jake
stooped down to help her, as Kate stood awkwardly nearby.

“Be careful!” Jeanette said, walking back
toward them with towels and a bag for the broken glass and
flowers.

As she said it, Chloe felt a piece of the
vase she was collecting slice into her finger. A drop of blood
escaped and stained one of the white carnations on the floor. Chloe
felt a strange sense of foreboding. She should have taken the
warning.

 


 


 



Chapter 2: The Party Girl

Music from the
party blared out into the street, as they made their way slowly to
the house. The streets were jammed with cars. Back home in
Illinois, people would have been complaining about the noise. Here,
nobody seemed to mind, but perhaps, Chloe thought, that was because
the nearest neighbor was quite a long ways away. They were in the
ritzy suburb of Verdes, California where the houses were not only
vast, but they also had ocean views and the more expensive ones
even had beachfront properties. The party was being held at one of
the more extravagant homes, in particular, at the house of Lora
Kelly, who Chloe deduced was the most popular and rich girl in
school.

They walked up to a massive stone entryway
and a maid answered the door, ushering them outside to a back pool
area, opening out onto the beach. It was a gorgeous setting. Chloe
felt as if she had just walked out onto a movie set. There were
white chaise chairs flanking the pool and hundreds of tea lights
decorated the area, giving off a romantic glow.

The deck was crowded with people, talking and
dancing to the blaring music. There was a snack table on one side
of the deck and what Chloe thought looked like a bartender mixing
drinks, right beside it. It was a real party.

“Jakey!” A girl screamed, running up to Jake
from out of the crowd, and throwing her arms around his neck.

Chloe glanced at Kate and saw what seemed
like her now usual scowl of unhappiness deepen just a moment before
she forced her face into the most animated expression Chloe had
seen on it yet.

“Lora!” Kate yelled with apparent glee that
nobody except Chloe seemed to realize was fake.

Lora and Kate hugged with apparent fondness,
exchanging girlish pleasantries that Chloe tuned out. Chloe used
the moment to take a look at the hostess of the party, the girl
that lived in what Chloe deemed almost a palace, a surreal
existence. Lora had dark brown hair that was up in a twist at the
nape of her neck, with long tendrils hanging down, seductively.
This girl was not an innocent girl, Chloe immediately thought. Her
lips were stained with dark red lipstick and her eyes were smeared
with a smoky eye shadow. She was wearing a jean skirt with a slit
up the side of one of her thighs that ran almost to her hips. Her
red shirt was almost backless and satiny with a plunging neckline
in the front. A thin bright blue silk scarf completed her ensemble,
giving her outfit some added color and although it would seem out
of place on most people, it suited Lora perfectly. It made an
outfit that would appear completely vampish on most girls, look
sexy and classy instead. Lora also carried a sense of power with
her, in her countenance. She knew where she stood in the world.
Chloe was somewhat surprised that she sensed so much from Lora so
quickly. Usually people didn’t give her much of an impression at
all, but Lora seemed to demand an impression.

As they pulled apart, Jake gestured to Chloe,
“Lora this is Chloe. She’s staying with me and my family for the
school year.”

“Hi,” Lora said sweetly taking Chloe’s hand
in hers, “It’s really nice to meet you.”

“It’s nice to meet you too. Great party,”
Chloe replied, unable to keep the awe out of her voice at the
luxury of her surroundings.

“Thanks,” Lora said, taking a closer look at
Chloe, “Hey, are you the girl Jake grew up with? He used to tell me
the funniest stories about you.”

Chloe looked over at Jake curiously before
she replied, “Yeah, that’s me.”

She caught Lora looking over at Jake too when
she looked back and Chloe couldn’t help but notice the intense look
that Lora had for him. Lora was interested in Jake despite Kate.
Chloe glanced over at Kate, who was attempting to appear cheerful.
Surely she knew that Lora was definitely interested in her
boyfriend and yet, Kate was putting on a charade. Lora must really
have some power at the school, Chloe realized, otherwise Kate would
be as bitchy to her as she has been to me.

“It’s so great to meet you!” Lora exclaimed,
suddenly hugging Chloe.

“Thanks,” Chloe responded, a little shocked
at Lora’s sudden zealousness.

“We’ll definitely have to get to know each
other,” Lora crooned. “I want to hear about all of Jake’s childhood
secrets.”

Lora winked sexily at Jake. Chloe noticed
Kate stiffen beside him. Jake laughed genuinely, not noticing the
uncomfortableness of the situation.

“Ok, I need to go be the hostess. Have a
great time at the party,” Lora started saying and then turned to
Jake, “We should talk later. Find me.”

Lora gave Jake an intense glance and he
nodded, silently, almost mesmerized by her. Then, as quickly as she
appeared, Lora was gone. The raging party guests engulfed her.

Kate was silent for a moment, watching Jake.
Chloe felt an uncomfortable silence fall over them, even though the
surrounding party was loud and exuberant.

“She seemed interesting,” Chloe found herself
saying lamely, just to break the silence.

Kate turned to her, “You should watch out for
Lora Kelly. She’s not all that she seems to be.”

“What do you mean?” Chloe asked, curiosity
aroused.

“Don’t listen to Kate,” Jake said suddenly,
“Lora’s okay. She’s just, well, she just gets caught up in all
this. She’s sweet at heart. And, it’s been a rough year.”

Jake and Kate exchanged a glance. Kate seemed
on the verge of speaking, but changed her mind.

“Yeah, sure,” Kate said, unconvincingly.

“Oh come on, Kate. Don’t get upset about Lora
again. She’s just being nice. We are at her house. She’s being a
hostess,” Jake replied.

Chloe felt extremely uncomfortable, but she
couldn’t think of a way to leave the conversation. She didn’t know
anyone at the party. There was nobody there that she could feign
needing to talk with at that moment. She did not want to watch Kate
and Jake fight, but she didn’t know how to get out of it.

“Uh-huh,” Kate said sarcastically. “That’s
why she gave you those bedroom eyes, huh?”

“That was not what happened,” Jake said,
annoyance tingeing his voice.

Chloe glanced at Kate and Kate suddenly
seemed to realize she was there. Kate looked back at Jake.

“Can I talk to you for a second? Alone?” Kate
said to Jake, her eyes ablaze.

Chloe didn’t blame Kate for being upset about
Lora’s seductive actions around Jake. A girl encroaching on her
territory like that would have bothered any normal girl. Still,
from the way Kate had acted toward her that day, when she had done
nothing, Chloe couldn’t help but wonder how a nice guy like Jake
ended up with a girl like Kate. She seemed jealous of everyone. It
was deserved in Lora’s case, but not deserved in others. Kate
seemed perpetually annoyed at Jake. Chloe thought that would wear
on a guy. Perhaps there was more to their relationship than she was
seeing, but Chloe suddenly thought that they wouldn’t last too long
if Kate kept getting upset with him.

Jake turned to Chloe, reluctantly, “We’ll be
right back. I promise. Just give us a couple minutes, okay?”

“Sure,” Chloe said, feeling immensely alone,
as she watched Jake and Kate disappear into the crowd.

Chloe looked around at the partygoers
wondering what she should do until the quarrelsome couple returned.
Everyone seemed to be mingling within their own cliques. Chloe knew
she should be bold. She’d have to meet new people sometime, without
Jake’s help. Chloe walked away from her security spot. She’d find
Jake and Kate later. Besides, they’d probably be fighting for a
little while and no matter how much she wanted to get to know Jake,
she didn’t have any high hopes for becoming Kate’s best friend. It
seemed like a pointless endeavor.

Chloe walked over to a group of mixed guys
and girls. A guy with sandy brown hair, who looked like a surfer,
was talking about riding the waves and holding his boyfriend’s
hand. Chloe stood nearby and listened to the end of a surfing
tale.

“That’s awesome, Mike,” a guy in the group
said to the surfer. “You’re so lucky you didn’t lose your
board.”

The group shifted slightly and Chloe suddenly
felt boxed out of the group. She felt instantly awkward and turned
to walk away, knowing she wasn’t blending, when she knocked into a
girl with dark brown hair and expensive highlights, spilling her
drink all over her.

“Shit!” The girl said and then sarcastically,
“Thanks a lot.”

“I’m so sorry!” Chloe said, mortified,
looking around for napkins.

The girl gave her a dirty look and then
quickly ran away to the bathroom, Chloe assumed. The party wasn’t
turning out to be much fun. Chloe wandered over to a snack table
and perused it. Another girl was crunching away on some chips,
scanning the crowd.

“Hi,” Chloe managed, as she grabbed some
pretzels. She had to keep trying.

The girl looked over at Chloe, as if
surprised someone was speaking to her, “Hi.”

Chloe took that as an invitation, “I’m Chloe.
I’m new here.”

“I’m Emma. I’m not supposed to be here,” Emma
smiled mischievously, mid-chew.

Chloe frowned, “Why aren’t you supposed to be
here?”

Chloe took a closer look at Emma. She had
short dyed black hair with bright red streaks that brought out her
green eyes and her own sense of fashion, but Chloe didn’t take her
for a typical geek or nerd that might get excluded. She just looked
like a girl who’d follow the beat of her own drum and the hell with
anyone else.

Emma shrugged, “This party is invite only and
I wasn’t invited. I’m not Lora’s type to associate with, so I snuck
in. Nobody tells me who I can or can’t associate with. Especially
not Lora Kelly. I just saw you commit a faux pas and spill wine all
over Jana Walker.”

“I didn’t mean to,” Chloe started.

“Oh, I don’t care. It’s funny. She’s one of
Lora’s hanger-oner’s. She probably deserves it. How’d you get
invited to this party anyway?” Emma asked.

“Well, I’m staying with Jake Spencer and he…”
Chloe began.

Emma’s eyebrows shot up, “You’re related to
Jake Spencer?”

Chloe felt herself blush uncontrollably, “No,
not related. I’m just staying with him.”

“Lucky you,” Emma said, knowingly.

Chloe felt her cheeks turn even pinker. “He
is pretty cute, but he has a girlfriend.”

“Yeah, Kate. They only just started dating,
though, and who knows if she’s really over Ted. You might still
have a chance,” Emma said, egging the cuteness issue on.

Chloe was determined to drop the subject and
remain nonchalant, “Really? Well, I’m not after him anyway. I just
got here. There must be tons of cute guys in school. There’s plenty
here.”

“That’s true, but a lot of them are rich
assholes,” Emma smirked. “Be careful if you decide to date any of
them. People at this school can be ruthless.”

“Wow, that’s harsh. Some of the people must
be okay,” Chloe said, hopefully.

“But, it’s true,” Emma’s eyes widened
innocently, “I wish it wasn’t, but it’s totally true. Take my
advice and steer clear of them. Especially the Lora Kellys.”

Chloe looked at Emma with confusion, “So, why
even come to this party then?”

Emma smiled, mischievously, “To have a little
fun.”

Chloe smiled back, “Oh yeah?”

Emma winked, “Yeah.”

Emma waved and was gone. Chloe was alone
again. She glanced around the party for the return of Jake and
Kate. They were still nowhere to be seen. The party was just a sea
of people Chloe didn’t know. She saw the start of a bonfire appear
on the beach. A bonfire might be a little cozier, Chloe thought.
She started heading toward the beach.

The throngs of people were tightly knit and
Chloe found herself having to push through people to make her way
down toward the beach. It was really slow going and it took her way
longer than it should have because people simply refused to move in
mid-conversation. Chloe didn’t even see the steps leading down
toward the beach, until she was unexpectedly falling down them.

“Whoa,” a male voice said, as he caught Chloe
before she fell onto the steps.

Chloe fumbled against him, trying to stand up
and catching a hint of the smell of the bonfire that had penetrated
his clothes. He had a camera hanging from his shoulder that she
felt digging into her shoulder. She managed to upright herself and
found herself looking into a mischievously grinning face, framed by
longish dark silky black hair.

“Have a nice trip?” he asked, his dark
eyebrows risen in mocking. The group standing on the steps next to
them laughed.

Chloe stared at him in silence, annoyed at
his mocking of her. She felt humiliated. Chloe ignored him and
pushed past him down the steps toward the beach.

"What? I'm kidding. It's a joke!" Chloe heard
him call after her, as she ran away from him, as if she expected
his joke at her expense to be witty and charming. This must be one
of the guys that Emma was talking about - rich and full of
themselves. She was sure it was seconds before he continued up the
stairs, still smiling and laughing at her expense.

As soon as Chloe’s feet hit the sand, the
crowd thinned out. It seemed that most of the people preferred the
lit pool area for the festivities. There were only a few people by
the bonfire, adding wood to try and cajole the bonfire into growing
larger. Other people were visible in the darkness, talking just
outside of the light, their bodies only visible in shadows.

Chloe moved toward the shapes near the small
bonfire and felt her foot catch on something. She pitched forward
for the second time that evening, this time, landing face forward
in the sand. She was never this clumsy. What was wrong with her?
Twice in a span of minutes?

Chloe pushed herself up into a sitting
position and felt her leg brush something unexpected near the foot
of the steps. She reached out to touch it. It felt like a wet
cotton knitted shirt. Chloe wiped her hands on her pants, thinking
that the substance on her hands didn’t feel quite like water. Chloe
slowly reached into her front jeans’ pocket for her cell phone. She
moved the dull glow emanating from the cell phone to the foot of
the steps.

Chloe peered closely and was able to discern
a blue scarf stained with deep red. She looked more closely and
gagged, stumbling backwards in the sand, trying to rid her mind of
the sight of Lora Kelly’s vacant stare and the bloody knife sunken
into her throat.

 


 


 



Chapter 3: The Gossiped About Girl

The alarm was
blaring, Chloe dimly realized as she struggled to open her eyes.
She was lying in the Spencer’s guest bedroom, now, her bedroom. She
still needed to unpack.

The night before came rushing back to her.
Lora Kelly’s vacant stare had haunted her dreams the night before
and now she still felt haunted even upon waking.

Everything after that had been a blur. She
must have started screaming because she was quickly surrounded by
people who, at first, didn’t understand what had panicked her.
Although, one by one, their horror matched hers as they realized
that the most popular girl in school and the party’s hostess had
been murdered. People started screaming. Someone called the
police.

"Raid!" A girl had yelled, as the police
showed up in full force.

Chloe, even in her shock, thought it sounded
like a gleeful Emma. Emma would have been glad the party got busted
up, although she probably didn't know it was because of a dead
girl.

Then it was almost comical as half of the
party guests ran off in a terrified panic like the police were
raiding the place looking for underage drinking and drugs, which
they might have been if there hadn't been a murder to solve. Chloe
was glad that Jake had shown up almost right after the insanity
began. His presence had comforted her the rest of the night. He had
been without Kate, to Chloe’s utter relief, and she took advantage
of clinging to him and sobbing.

Chloe cringed. Now that she thought about it
perhaps that wasn’t the most attractive quality she could have
shown him. They didn’t arrive back home until almost four in the
morning. Kate had finally joined them. The police had arrived and
questioned everyone, detaining them. Parents had been called. Girls
were crying. The police had Chloe retrace her steps that evening
many times. They had been especially interested in Chloe’s account
and who she had seen in the immediate area before she stumbled
across the body. Since she was new to the area, Chloe knew she
hadn’t been much help. She didn’t know one student from the other
and couldn’t tell police who had been on the beach or at the
party.

Chloe had gotten so tired of telling the
story over and over that after the sixth time, she had snapped at
the police officer. Jake had insisted on taking her home at that
point. The police had promised to contact her if they needed to
hear the story again. Chloe hoped they wouldn’t need to talk to
her. She knew she hadn’t been much help.

Mrs. Spencer, or as Chloe kept reminding
herself, Jeanette, had been anxiously awaiting them when they
arrived home. She had wanted to join them at Lora Kelly’s house,
but Jake had dissuaded her. His mother had terrible night vision
and he told her to stay at home. By the time they got back, well
after four in the morning, Jeanette had been a nervous wreck. All
they had wanted was to go to sleep, but she needed to hear from
them what had happened, so Chloe didn’t get to sleep until after
five.

She was only going on two hours of sleep and
extreme jet lag. Still, even though, Jeanette had tried to dissuade
Chloe from going to school, Chloe was determined to go, if only to
get the image of Lora Kelly’s dead body out of her mind.

Chloe ran through the previous night
continuously in her exhausted brain as she got ready for the first
day of her senior year in her new California school. She had
thought she’d feel elated, but at the moment she wanted to curl up
in bed with her old stuffed animal, Teddy, keeping her safe. It was
one of the few really personal possessions that she had chosen to
take with her. He was a raggedy stuffed bear, worn with age and
love, but he always made her feel better when she snuggled up to
him. She didn’t care if it was childish to have a stuffed toy at
her age. Chloe loved Teddy.

Chloe walked into the kitchen to the smell of
bacon and eggs. Jeanette had laid out breakfast for her and Jake,
who was already shoveling food into his mouth.

“Hungry?” he said, mouth full.

“A little,” Chloe said, although her stomach
was still churning uneasily.

“What a way to start off the school year,”
Jake started, trying to smile. “You’re okay, right?”

“Yeah, just a little freaked out,” Chloe
said, taking a tentative bite of scrambled eggs.

“Yeah,” Jake said, suddenly solemn, mind
elsewhere.

“What about you? Are you okay? I mean, I
didn’t even know the girl, but you guys seemed to be pretty close,”
Chloe said, remembering Lora Kelly’s eager greeting to Jake the
night before.

Jake looked over at Chloe, face suddenly
devoid of emotion, “It’s a little weird. She was there one second
and then the next… I’m fine, though. School is going to be insane
today.”

“Are you sure you still both want to go?”
Jeanette came over with more eggs and frowned at them, as she piled
more food onto their plates.

“Positive,” Chloe said and Jake nodded as he
took a bite of bacon.

“Jake…” Jeanette started to say, a concerned
expression on her face.

Jake looked at his mom pointedly and they
exchanged a silent communication that Chloe couldn’t help but
notice. What was that about? She wondered. She quickly dismissed it
as parental worry. Surely his mom was just worrying how the loss of
a fellow classmate was affecting him.

Driving to school in Jake’s convertible was
amazing. It was a warm sunny day and although the wind was messing
up her hair, Chloe was enjoying every second of the ride. They had
been driving with the music blaring ever since they got into the
car. They hadn’t spoken since they left the house. Chloe didn’t
mind the silence between them, though, she was just taking immense
pleasure in the drive. She had to or else thoughts from the night
before would start driving her insane.

Chloe snuck a glance at Jake. Although he
professed to not be that disturbed by Lora Kelly’s death, he seemed
out of sorts. Maybe he’s the quiet, repressing emotions type, Chloe
thought or maybe, she rationalized, he just didn’t know her well
enough yet to be able to confide such traumatic emotions to
her.

As soon as they got to school, Jake went to
go meet Kate and Chloe went off to look for her locker. She walked
down three hallways, searching the numbers on the lockers for the
one she had been assigned, according to the schedule that had been
mailed to her. As she walked, looking at the rows of numbers for
her locker, she started to notice the students around her paying
particular attention to her, as she walked by. It was
disconcerting.

“Hey, is that the girl who found Lora Kelly's
dead body?” Chloe heard a girl whisper, a little too loudly.

“Yeah, I think it is,” her friend whispered
back.

Chloe suddenly felt self-conscious. She tried
her best not to look around at the people she felt were gossiping
about her. It was hard not to be disconcerted, though, by the
amount of attention she was garnering by just walking down the
hallway.

To her relief, Chloe found her locker moments
later. She twisted the combination in accordance to the letter she
held in her hand and tried the locker. She pulled harder. It didn’t
open. She tried the combination again. It still didn’t open. She
slammed her fist against the door of the locker.

Chloe leaned her head against the locker and
silently prayed for it to open. She was starting to feel a little
bit stressed with everything from the unexpected curious attention
to the locker to the traumatic events of the night before. She just
wanted things to start going smoothly.

“Need some help?” a male voice interjected,
snapping Chloe out of her reverie.

Chloe looked up to see the mocking guy from
the night before smiling at her in amusement. He was the one who
had caught her, when she had first fallen down the stairs last
night, the one who had impressed upon her his arrogance and
mocking, despite his handsome face. Great.

Chloe threw up her hands in defeat, nobody
else had offered to help, “I can’t get my locker open.”

“I noticed,” He grinned.

Chloe just stared at him.

He kept smiling, "I'm just teasing you."

“It's been a bad day. You want to give it a
try?” Chloe said, offering him the paper with the combination.

"Sure," He took the paper, “Aren’t you afraid
of giving your locker combination to a complete stranger? You don’t
know what I might do with it.”

“Well, I can’t open it, so right now there’s
nothing even in it,” Chloe frowned.

He smirked and then twisted and turned the
dials expertly. The locker opened with ease.

“How did you do that?” Chloe demanded,
amazed.

“Years of experience,” he smiled wider, “I
turned the dial twice on the middle number. Everyone screws that
up.”

He turned to walk away, as if opening her
locker for her had been his only purpose in speaking to her, but
Chloe called after him, realizing she should have been friendlier,
“Hey, what’s your name?”

He looked back at her, dark eyebrows raised,
“ Grey.”

A moment later, he disappeared into the
throng of students. Chloe looked into her empty open locker and
threw in some of her things mechanically. Her mind was elsewhere.
It was proving to be an interesting first day.

The rest of the morning flew by. Chloe was
growing increasingly used to the whispers. Even though she wasn’t
as embarrassed by them as she had been at first, they were starting
to annoy her. She had hoped to meet people on her first day of
school and at least begin potential friendships, but everyone was
treating her like a sideshow, keeping her at a distance, but also
loudly commenting and watching her.

Chloe was not looking forward to lunchtime,
but it arrived all too quickly. Jake wasn’t in her lunch hour, so
she walked into the lunchroom alone and stared dismally out over
the crowds of students laughing, gossiping, and eating at their
tables. Chloe would even have been glad to see Kate, even though
Kate disliked her. At least she could have had a pretense to sit
with someone then.

Chloe turned toward the lunch lines, grabbing
food and putting it on her tray, absently as she pondered where she
would sit and eat her lunch. She paid for her food and was faced
with a decision – sit with a group of people she didn’t know or sit
by herself at one of the few lonely tables in the cafeteria. She
chose to be brave and sat down at an otherwise crowded table, with
only one empty seat.

“Hi!” Chloe said a little too brightly,
setting her food down in front of her as she sat down.

The discussion at the table went silent as
the group of guys and girls sitting there turned to stare at her.
The silence lengthened into a really uncomfortable one and Chloe
wasn't sure what to do. She stared down at her food and then looked
back up at the group around her. They were still just looking at
her in shock.

“What was it like to find her?” a blonde girl
asked excitedly.

A girl with wavy brown hair and slightly red
eyes looked away from her, as if about to cry, shielding her
face.

“Did you touch her? You didn’t, did you?”
another girl asked, eyes wide with curiosity. Chloe recognized her
as Jana, the girl she had caused to spill her drink at the
party.

Chloe was speechless. The girl with the wavy
brown hair was looking at Chloe intently now, unnerving her almost
with her gaze. She seemed to want to speak, but seemed wary of
those around her. Jana put her hand on the girl’s arm in a
comforting gesture.

“I bet you screamed,” a thin boy with unruly
hair chimed in.

“How do we know you didn’t do it?” a serious
girl with brown eyes asked.

Chloe felt her cheeks burn pink. She felt
intensely uncomfortable as they all turned to sit silently staring
at her, awaiting her answers.

Chloe smiled uneasily, “Actually, I see a
girl I know. It was nice to meet you all.”

“Wait,” the wavy brown haired girl said as
Chloe abruptly got up and moved away from the table. Chloe didn’t
look back to respond. She wasn’t sure where to go and she
definitely didn’t want to sit at another table only to get barraged
by questions again.

Chloe was seriously contemplating throwing
out her lunch and spending the rest of the lunchtime in the
bathroom until she spotted the girl she had met at the party the
night before, Emma, sitting alone at a table on the other side of
the cafeteria. Chloe rushed toward her, feeling the eyes of her
classmates on her back as she walked.

Chloe sat down and without taking a breath
said, “Hey! I hope you don’t mind me sitting here. We met last
night. Emma, right?”

“Yeah. And, you found Lora Kelly dead,” Emma
said, with definite interest.

“Oh, not you too!” Chloe was dismayed,
although she knew realistically that everyone was curious about her
experience.

Emma shrugged, “Hey, it’s interesting. The
whole school is talking about it, you know. You’ve practically
taken over as the most popular girl in school, now that she’s
dead.”

“Don’t remind me,” Chloe nodded, “Believe me,
I know. It’s like I can feel the whispers and eyes of the entire
school every time I move. I just want to blend into the wall.”

"It probably didn't help that you just sat in
Lora Kelly's seat, at her lunch table. Trying to take over for
her?" Emma said.

"What?" Chloe asked horrified. No wonder that
group had all looked at her in shock at first. Could she have made
a worse move? The girl who found Lora Kelly dead sits in her seat
at lunch. It was going to be all over the school by the end of the
period.

Emma smiled ruefully, “I’ve been there. It’ll
go away.”

“You’ve been there?” Chloe asked.

Emma shrugged, “Yeah, last year, I got myself
into a bit of a scandal. Plus, the funky red streaks in my hair
don’t make me blend in or anything. Whatever. I gave up on the
popular thing a long time ago. I pretty much consider popularity
evil.”

Chloe’s curiosity was peaked, “What happened
last year?”

Emma paused as if unsure that she should tell
her story, but then said, “Funny enough, I got caught by Lora Kelly
making out with her then boyfriend of the moment. She made a big
shit. She hated me anyway and it was her excuse to try and decimate
me. She loved to do that. She called me a slut to the whole school
and basically made me a huge outcast that everybody loved to gossip
about. Funny enough, nothing happened to the guy. How is that
fair?”

“Wow, that’s crazy. That really happened?”
Chloe asked.

“Yeah, but it’s not that big of a deal
anymore. I got used to it. People here will have you believe I’m a
slut, but the truth of the matter is, I’m not and I actually didn’t
know he was dating Lora Kelly at the time. She seemed to have a
different boyfriend every other second. Who can keep up and why
would they even want to?” Emma paused, cheeks pink and looked
directly at Chloe, “Well, except for your friend Jake. He and Lora
had a major thing. They were the couple sophomore year.”

“Jake dated Lora?” Chloe asked, mind
whirling, thinking that would explain Lora’s enthusiastic hug at
the party. Still, why didn’t Jake mention that he had dated Lora,
especially after she was found dead?

“Yeah, people were saying that they were the
epitome of true love that year. Everyone thought it was so
romantic. Jake didn’t mention it to you?” Emma looked at Chloe,
eyebrows raised.

Chloe shrugged, noncommittally. “We haven’t
had that much time to talk since everything that’s happened. I only
got home after four. It was sort of an insane night.”

“Still, you think he would have mentioned it
to you, but then again, they have been broken up for over a year.
Maybe he could care less. He should care less if the rumors about
how they broke up are true,” Emma said.

“Maybe it was just a little weird for him to
mention it to me. You know, with being upset about her dying and
all…” Chloe said.

“Maybe,” Emma paused in thought, “I would
think he might end up being a suspect, though. Their break-up was
pretty terrible.”

Chloe was riveted. “What happened?”

“That’s the thing. Nobody knows for sure
except the two of them. People said that she broke up with him for
someone else. I don’t know who for sure, if that’s even what really
happened. There were rumors, but… Regardless, he was certainly
devastated when it happened. Like, seriously depressed and mad
about the whole thing. Lora Kelly definitely drove him to an insane
place in his head for a few months,” Emma said.

“Wow,” Chloe thought back to the night before
and Lora’s suggestive glances at Jake. They may have broken up, but
he had still intrigued Lora.

Emma nodded, “I know.”

“So, who was the guy who was two-timing her
with you?” Chloe asked curiously.

Emma ducked her head, “I’m sure you wouldn’t
know him.”

“But, do you think it was him that was dating
Lora at the same time as Jake? Maybe he’s the killer,” Chloe
said.

Emma frowned, “I don’t think Grey would do a
thing like that.”

“Grey?” Chloe felt her mouth go dry. Emma had
dated the arrogantly handsome guy that had helped her open her
locker this morning? Was he the killer?

Emma’s frown deepened, “Have you met
him?”

“Yes, yes I have,” Chloe said
thoughtfully.

Emma’s eyebrows shot up. “And?”

“He just helped me with my locker this
morning,” Chloe said lamely and then immediately changed the
subject. “So, how are your classes going?”

Emma gave her a curious look, but let the
subject drop. Chloe felt instantly relieved, although she wasn’t
sure why. As Emma rambled on about her classes, Chloe’s mind was
still dwelling on Grey and the story of Jake and Lora’s dramatic
prior relationship. Surely, Jake didn’t have anything to do with
Lora's death. Chloe dismissed that immediately. Regardless of how
long it had been since she’d really known him, he wasn’t a killer.
Still, her mind kept traversing the details she had learned from
his past and she wondered what more there was to the story of Lora
Kelly’s death.

Chloe finally had a class with Jake sixth
period. She hadn’t even seen him in the hallways all day. It was
good to see a familiar face waiting for her in the classroom when
she walked in. The class was Biology and Chloe sat down next to
Jake at his lab table.

“Do you mind if I sit here?” Chloe asked,
suddenly feeling shy. Maybe he didn’t want her as a lab
partner.

“Not at all. This should be fun!” Jake said
cheerily, unlike the moody guy he had been that morning when he had
obviously been lost in thoughts about Lora.

The bell rang then, silencing the class as
their Biology teacher, Mr. Edwards, started to lecture on classroom
safety.

Two hours later after her seventh period
class, Chloe was happy to hear the final bell ring. She had been
longing for the day to end. The whispering was getting to her again
and she just wanted to go home and go to sleep. It felt like it had
been an excruciatingly long day. She gathered up her books and
walked out of the classroom without talking to anyone. The hallways
were crowded with people, but Chloe felt alone amidst the crowd.
People were talking and yelling to one another, but she was in her
own world. Her focus was on going to her locker and then going
home.

Chloe set her books down on the floor and
looked at her locker. She hoped she wouldn’t have trouble opening
it again. She wasn’t in the mood. Chloe spun the dial according to
the combination and tried the door. It swung open. She sighed in
relief, until she took a look at what was inside the locker.

Chloe froze in horror. Attached to the
doorway of the locker was a torn out yearbook page. Lora Kelly’s
face was crossed out in blood red marker and underneath, in
chilling letters, Chloe read the following words, “Watch Your
Step.”

 


 


 



Chapter 4: The Scared Girl

Jake and Kate were
in the front seat of his car talking about a teacher that they both
had this year and lamenting the amount of homework that they had
already received on this, the first day. They didn’t notice Chloe’s
silence behind them.

Chloe’s thoughts were on the torn out
yearbook page marked in red that she had quickly torn off the wall
of her locker and stuffed in her backpack. Who had put it there?
How did they get into her locker? And, why were they threatening
her?

Questions that she had no answers to kept
flowing through Chloe’s mind. She had to start with what she knew.
She definitely knew that it had something to do with Lora Kelly’s
death. Did the killer think she knew something? She didn’t know
anything. She had just found the body. Did the killer think she saw
something? Chills ran up her spine. She didn’t want Lora Kelly’s
killer to think about her at all. What was she going to do?

Chloe puzzled over this. Should she tell
someone that she had been threatened? It was only a note and it had
said, “Watch your step.” Well, she would watch her step. She didn’t
want to talk about the murder. In fact, she wanted the whole school
to stop talking about it. If she brought this to anyone’s
attention, the whole school would know about it. The whispers would
only increase. Chloe couldn’t tell anyone. She needed to be able to
bear going to school.

And, how did someone get into her locker? The
only person that knew the combination was the school, herself,
and…Grey! He had helped her that morning. Had he come back and put
the malicious, threatening yearbook page in her locker? She didn’t
want to believe that, yet he did have the means to get her locker
open…

Chloe paused in thought. Maybe it was a
prank. Someone could have gotten her combination from the
principal’s office. That made sense too. Maybe it was a funny joke
pulled by one of the kids who had whispered about her in the
hallway. It would be completely normal for someone to torment the
new girl, especially since the new girl had found a dead body the
night before the first day of school. Chloe wanted to believe that
line of thought, but there was still something very creepy about
that yearbook page. She couldn’t quite shake the feeling that
someone had put it there specifically as a warning to her. Watch
your step…

“What did you think Chloe?” Jake interrupted
her thoughts.

Chloe looked over at him, “About what?”

“About the first day of school? Do you like
PV High?”

“Well…” Chloe hesitated, “It was an
interesting day. Most people were talking about the murder.”

There was a sudden silence from the front
seat that seemed to last for an eternity.

“Yeah, well, nobody will miss her anyway. She
was a bitch,” Kate said, turning to look at Jake.

Their eyes met and a form of silent
communication seemed to take place. Chloe watched, intrigued. Jake
said nothing and then turned away to watch where he was driving. A
moment later, Kate turned and stared silently out toward the side
of the road. They drove the rest of the way home in silence.

Chloe took a much-needed nap when they got
back home. She awoke just as dusk was falling outside, the air
turning cooler with the advancing night. She glanced at the clock.
It was almost seven. She walked out of her room and into the
kitchen, wondering if she had completely missed dinner. Jake was
sitting at the kitchen table alone eating a sandwich.

“Where’s your mom?” Chloe asked as he chewed
away on his meal.

Jake paused in eating, “She takes classes a
couple nights a week. She’s really getting into arts and crafts. I
think tonight is basket weaving or something.”

“Cool,” Chloe said.

“Yeah. She’s happier going to do something
after work after everything with my dad. Anyway, if you’re hungry,
feel free to raid the fridge. I usually just have a sandwich or
something,” Jake said, mouth full and chewing.

Chloe walked to the fridge and opened it,
pulling out bread, mustard, and an assortment of lunchmeat and
cheese. She put together a ham, turkey, and provolone cheese
sandwich with mustard and sat down across from Jake, who was onto a
second sandwich.

“I can barely eat one sandwich,” Chloe said,
taking a bite of her concoction.

“I worked out in my room after school.
Working out makes me hungry,” Jake replied.

Chloe nodded, “Makes sense.”

“Oh, actually, I’m starting regular football
practice tomorrow,” Jake looked up from his sandwich.

“Okay?” Chloe said after a moment.

Jake continued, “It means I won’t be able to
drive you home right after school. You can take the bus or wait the
couple hours for me. Your choice. Sorry.”

“How long are the practices?” Chloe asked,
thinking that she’d loathe taking the bus home.

“About two hours. Sometimes a little more,”
Jake managed between chews.

Chloe thought for a moment, “Is there a
coffee shop or something nearby? I can just go do my homework and
wait for you.”

“There’s a coffee shop literally down the
street called The Latte,” Jake said.

“Okay,” Chloe said.

Jake nodded as if the matter had been
settled. They ate in silence for a few minutes. The only sound in
the kitchen was the monotonous ticking of a kitchen clock and the
sound of crunching potato chips.

“I heard you and Lora Kelly used to date,”
Chloe said tentatively breaking the silence.

Jake looked up from his food. “I don’t want
to talk about it.”

Then to Chloe’s surprise, he got up, took his
sandwich, and walked out of the kitchen. Chloe heard his bedroom
door shut a moment later and music start to blare. Chloe continued
to eat her sandwich in silence, shell shocked by Jake’s reaction.
She hadn’t meant to upset him. Chloe just wanted to talk to him and
let him know that she was there to listen if he needed her.

The next day, Chloe and Jake rode to school
without talking. Jake had turned the music on in his car to an ear
splitting decibel level as soon as they got into the car. Chloe
wanted to apologize for asking Jake about Lora the night before,
but she wasn’t sure where to begin. She also admitted to herself
that she wasn’t sure there had been anything wrong with asking Jake
about his relationship with her. Still, she hadn’t meant to upset
him so much. He seemed to be taking Lora’s death pretty hard and
for that she felt bad. She still wished he could talk to her about
it.

They got to school after what felt like eons
and when they parted ways, Jake still hadn’t said anything to her.
He just got out of the car and without a backward glance, walked
into the school, leaving Chloe alone to make her way to her locker.
She watched him go, sadly, vowing to try and speak to him during
Biology class when they would have no other choice but to talk to
one another to do the day's assignment.

Chloe had spent the night tossing and
turning, visions of a dead Lora Kelly intermixing with the
graffitied yearbook photo and then her locker drenched in red. It
had not made for a relaxing night’s sleep. Chloe felt just as tired
as she had the day before, even though she had gotten many more
hours of sleep.

She was lost in the fog of early morning, so
she only noticed Grey standing at her locker when she was a few
steps from it. Her stomach flipped, nervously. Chloe stopped and
then walked toward him cautiously.

“Hi,” Chloe said, tentatively, watching him
from the corner of her eye, as she twisted the dial of her locker
combination.

“I need to talk to you,” Grey said softly,
almost whispering.

“About what?” Chloe asked, opening her
locker, relieved to not find a new surprise left for her.

“About Lora Kelly,” Grey started.

Chloe felt a knot of dread tighten in her
stomach and she looked directly at Grey, “What about her?”

Grey paused and looked intently into Chloe’s
eyes, “I don’t feel comfortable talking about it here. There are
too many people. Can you meet me after school? In the photo room? I
have a class there last period and the teacher likes me. He’ll let
me stay if I tell him I need to finish a project.”

“On the second day of school?” Chloe asked,
suspiciously.

“I like to take pictures. I work on my own
stuff all the time. He likes to help me out,” Grey shrugged.

“I don’t know,” Chloe felt unsure about this
meeting. Surely, if she were in a public place like the school
she’d be safe. Although, Lora Kelly had been at a crowded party and
the crowd hadn’t managed to save her.

“Please. I really need to talk to you,” Grey
said, putting a hand on her arm and drawing her closer.

Chloe looked into his eyes and felt her
breath catch slightly. His grey shirt brought out the grayish blue
of his eyes. Grey was the perfect name for him – those eyes. Her
stomach was suddenly full of a pleasant sensation of
butterflies.

She smiled and without thinking said,
“Okay.”

At her confirmation, Grey stepped away and
air rushed between them. Chloe blinked as if waking up from a
trance. Grey was already down the hallway, disappearing amongst the
crowd of students before Chloe could second-guess herself.

Chloe made her way straight toward Emma after
she had purchased her food from the lunch line. Emma was already
sitting at her usual table against the wall, on the far side of the
cafeteria.

“That looks tasty,” Chloe commented, walking
up to the table, as Emma took a bite of a cheese fry.

“It’s not healthy, but it tastes good,” Emma
quipped.

Chloe sat down across from Emma and took a
tentative bite of her grilled cheese.

“I saw you with Grey this morning. What’s
going on with you two?” Emma said suddenly.

Chloe looked over at her, unsure, “He wanted
to talk to me about something.”

“What?” Emma asked.

Chloe wasn’t sure what to say. She didn’t
want to make her one and only friend in the school upset, “He
wouldn’t say exactly. He wants me to meet him after school in the
photography room.”

Emma paused and then continued awkwardly,
“You know he and I dated briefly…”

Chloe remembered and felt instantaneously
guilty, specifically at the emotions she had already been feeling
toward Grey. She couldn’t lose her first friend in this school over
a guy she barely even knew.

Emma continued, “But if you’re into him we
really didn’t date very long and it was over a year ago. After Lora
made a big shit about the kiss, it was over. We’re kind of friends
now. I’ll say hi when I seem him in the hall and it’s better that
way, but…yeah.”

“So, you don’t hate him?” Chloe asked,
wondering if Emma was lying to cover up any residual feelings for
Grey.

“No, what happened to me after wasn’t his
fault. It’s weird, though, because even he denied dating Lora at
the same time as he was dating me. Still, you know guys. Lora was
making life horrible for me at that time and I just didn’t want to
deal with any of it. She could make anyone’s life a living hell and
she loved using her popularity to do it. We parted ways, but I
never felt mean toward him,” Emma shrugged.

“Do you still like him?” Chloe asked
tentatively, but she had to know. It wasn’t like anything was going
to happen between her and Grey, but in case it did, she didn’t want
to step on any toes.

Emma frowned, “I was just so turned off by
the whole situation. Just be careful. I mean, he obviously was not
honest with me and if you’re interested at all…be careful.”

“You don’t think he had anything to do with
Lora’s murder, do you?” Chloe asked intently.

“No, I don’t think Grey’s a murderer,” Emma
paused, in thought, “Although, he has gotten into a bit of trouble.
Right before I started dating him there was a rumor that he got
arrested. I don’t remember for what, though. So, he’s a definite
bad boy, but I don’t think he’s dangerous.”

“Good to know,” Chloe said, mind curious
about what Grey might have been arrested for and if she should
worry about it despite Emma’s reassurances.

Chloe walked into Biology class feeling a
slight surge of trepidation. She needed to make things right with
Jake and she still wasn’t sure how to do that.

Chloe walked in and sat down at their lab
table, but Jake wasn’t there yet. The minutes ticked by too slowly
and the bell rang, but Jake still hadn’t shown up for class. The
teacher started lecturing, but Chloe couldn’t help but let her mind
wander. Where was Jake? Why wasn’t he in class? She knew he was at
school today. Would he ditch class just to avoid her?

Chloe barely focused on the teacher’s lecture
as the minutes ticked by and her eyes watched the clock. With ten
minutes left of class, Jake walked in, handing the teacher a pass.
The teacher looked at it and nodded, gesturing for Jake to sit down
at his lab table.

Chloe watched as Jake walked past her,
without a glance, and sat down next to her. His eyes immediately
went to watch the teacher. He made no move to even acknowledge
Chloe’s existence.

Chloe felt a surge of annoyance. There had
been nothing wrong with asking him about his relationship with
Lora! Why was he treating her as if she had done something horrible
to him? It just didn’t make sense.

Chloe watched the last few minutes of class
tick by and as soon as the bell rang, she turned to Jake.

“Hey, what’s going on?” Chloe said, putting a
hand on his arm.

Jake turned, his eyes focusing on her, “What
do you mean?”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/72753
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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