They call Maureen Death Girl because she's obsessed with mass murderers. That is, when anyone in her high school speaks to her at all, which isn't often.
A teenage outcast, Maureen thinks she'll graduate high school before going on a date or being kissed. But in the first month of senior year, she attracts the attention of both enigmatic Jared, whose idea of fun is burning down old shoe factories, and distant Trevor, who dreams of violence and blood.
Jared has a plan. Trevor has a secret. And Maureen is about to be twisted up into a bleak world of desire, destruction, and sadistic glee.
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Chapter One
Jessica Walker was thin, blonde, and popular. She usually spent at least part of her lunch hour making sure other students knew that they weren't.
Maureen Paulsen was eating lunch at one of the picnic tables outside of Whitmore High School, and she could see Jessica coming for her, flanked by two of her entourage, girls who wanted to be just like Jessica. Since Maureen was considered a freak by the entire high school, she didn't think Jessica was coming to have a friendly chat.
"Jessica's coming," Maureen told her best friend Frances. Frances had just shoved an entire cookie into her mouth. Frances chewed, but her eyes got wide. Maureen rolled her eyes. God, why did Frances have to eat so much? Frances was fat. Frances never skipped a meal. In fact, she ate between meals. And her meals themselves were generally large enough to feed a small country in Africa. Today, Frances had several slices of cold pepperoni pizza, a large bag of chips, two pudding cups, a pack of twizzlers, and a bag of cookies. Maureen watched her friend stuff her face and felt slightly sick to her stomach.
She didn't feel like waiting for the onslaught, so Maureen smiled a large, plastic smile at Jessica and waved. "Hi Jessica," she said.
Jessica swiftly approached the picnic table where Maureen and Frances were sitting. "Wow," she said, "it's so good to see the both of you haven't succumbed to the ravages of anorexia."
Maureen rolled her eyes. Jessica was really witty, wasn't she? Maureen's own lunch consisted of a turkey sandwich on a bagel with mayonnaise and provolone cheese. Maureen liked the taste of flavors together. She also liked the fact that they all matched. They were white foods. Her lunch was color coordinated.
"Anyway," said Jessica, "I'm here now, so you two need to leave."
Maureen raised her eyebrows. "Why would we do that?" She picked up her sandwich and took a bite. Mmm. Turkey.
Frances swallowed her cookie and gazed up at Jessica with terror in her eyes. "We can move," she said.
Maureen glared at her and chewed. Frances had no spine. Maureen didn't actually like Frances. Maureen didn't like anyone. She guessed she maybe liked Frances a little better than she liked other people, but that was about as far as it went. Frances was fat, dumb, and always feeling sorry for herself. Sometimes, Maureen thought she would strangle her. Of course, she didn't. For one thing, she didn't want to go to jail for murder, and for another, Frances was her best friend. If she strangled Frances, she would have to eat lunch alone every day.
The two were best friends by default. It had started freshman year. Whitmore was fed by the two middle schools in the county: Potomac and Lost Bridge. Maureen was the class outcast from Potomac, Frances from Lost Bridge. Instead of taking the ridicule alone the way they had in middle school, they decided to band together. So now they did the things most best friends did together. They ate lunch together, talked for hours on the phone, and occasionally went shopping.
Jessica ignored Frances. "Well," she said, "despite the fact that seeing Death Girl and Fat Fran at a picnic table in front of the school does nothing for our scholastic image, school spirit, or the general appearance of the building, it so happens that I want to sit at this picnic table today."
Maureen shrugged. "So sit." She gestured with her sandwich to the rest of the table.
Jessica laughed, a musical sound, like bells. It was maddening that she was so pretty and poised, but yet so horrible. "There's no room," she said. "Fat Fran is so huge, she's taking up the entire universe."
Frances' face fell. She began to break one of her cookies up nervously.
Maureen might not be very fond of Frances, but Frances was her best friend. She wasn't going to let Jessica get away with saying stuff like that.
Maureen set down her sandwich and wiped her lips carefully with a napkin. "Do you know why they call me Death Girl?" she asked in calm voice, staring into Jessica's deep, twinkly, blue eyes. Jessica didn't know. She was from Lost Bridge, and Maureen had gotten the name at Potomac. "Do you?"
Jessica broke her gaze. She looked a little nervous, but tried to cover it up. "I'm sorry. Were you talking, because I just—"
"They call me Death Girl because when I was younger I killed someone." Maureen made sure to keep her voice matter-of-fact. And she kept staring right at Jessica.
"Right." Jessica was sarcastic, but she sounded unsure now.
"You hear about Ashley Cannon?"
"The little girl who fell off the wall at the edge of town? That was an accident." Now Jessica's voice was definitely unstable.
Maureen shook her head. "No. I pushed her. Ashley was a lot like you. She thought she was so much better than everybody else. Ask anyone. She used to pick on me all the time."
Rattled, Jessica turned to her entourage. "Let's get out of here," she said. She and her girls stalked off.
Maureen picked her sandwich back up. Darn Jessica for ruining a perfect meal.
"You should stop telling people that you killed that girl," said Frances.
"How do you know I didn't?"
"I'm your best friend. I know."
"Fine," Maureen said.
"They call you Death Girl because of that report you did on murderers."
That was the truth, of course. "Maybe," said Maureen.
"Anyway, thanks," said Frances. "You got rid of them. And that's cool, because I told Jared French to sit with us today, and I think he's coming over here."
"You did not!" Maureen had kind of a crush on Jared. She looked around. Sure enough, he was headed for their table, lunch tray in hand.
Jared wasn't really good-looking. He had harsh features and cool gray eyes. But he was sort of compelling all the same. He was new. He'd just started at Whitmore a few weeks ago. And for some reason, he talked to Maureen. Besides Frances, he was the only other person in school who did. He sat down at the picnic table, grinning a disarming smile. Maureen felt heat creeping up her cheeks. What had Frances said to him?
"Hey girls," said Jared. "What'd you say to Michelle? She cleared out of here pretty fast."
"I told her I killed somebody," Maureen said. God! That was stupid. He was going to think she was weird. Actually, he probably already did. She had no idea why he talked to her.
Jared laughed. "Did you kill someone?"
"Maybe." Maureen took a bite of her sandwich. This was going all wrong.
"You keep talking like that and they'll expel you," he said.
"It's just talk," said Frances.
"Sure," said Jared. "I got kicked out of school once for joking about planting bombs in the bathrooms."
Really? So, he understood. Jared was totally cool.
"You did not," said Frances.
"Totally," said Jared. "Why do you think I'm here? No tolerance and all that. They want to avoid another Madison."
"Yeah, but that guy didn't use bombs," said Frances. "He shot people." She looked at Maureen for support, knowing that Maureen knew all about mass murderers.
Maureen shrugged. "He had bombs. He just rigged them wrong, and they didn't go off."
"Really?" said Frances.
"Really," said Maureen.
"I didn't know that," said Jared.
"It's true," said Maureen. "He only killed 14 people, but if the bombs had gone off... He was trying to outdo Michael Ray Macino. You know, the guy that blew up that courthouse in Ohio?"
Frances shook her head. Jared nodded.
"Michael Ray Macino killed 85 people. That's the most anybody's ever killed."
"Please, Maureen, I'm eating here," said Frances.
"Sorry," said Maureen. Frances should know better than to get her started.
"So," said Jared. "What do you girls do on the weekends?"
"Um..." Maureen looked at Frances for help. Was Jared going to ask if she wanted to go somewhere? "We hang out."
"Cool," said Jared. "I might be going to play pool at the billiard place on Saturday. Maybe you guys might stop by too."
"Yeah," said Maureen. "Maybe." What did he just say?!
"Right on," said Jared. He got up from the table and sauntered off.
"Did he just ask us to hang out with him?" Maureen said.
"If he asked anyone, he asked you," said Frances. "I'm way too fat."
"Frances..." Maureen trailed off. "You know, if you wanted to go on a diet, I'd do it with you."
* * *
Frances knelt in front of the toilet in the girl's bathroom on the west wing of Whitmore High School. The bathrooms on the west wing were single bathrooms—no stalls, just one toilet in the room—and that's why she was there. Privacy. Every few weeks, someone got caught smoking in one of them, and they closed them to students for two weeks as punishment. Frances hadn't even been sure if she'd be able to get into the bathroom. But apparently, no one had been smoking in them recently, or at least, no one had been caught smoking in them, so they were open.
The door locked behind her, Frances stuck her middle finger as far down her throat as it would go and waited to heave. Nothing happened. She didn't even gag.
Maureen's stupid quip about dieting had really gotten to her. Maureen might be her best friend, but sometimes, Maureen was really just...mean. It was easy for Maureen. Maureen had always been rail thin. She was tall and willowy. The girl could eat anything she wanted. Witness the fact that she always ate lunch every day. Practically no one else in the senior class did that, and most of them skipped breakfast.
Frances couldn't do that, of course. She got hungry. And besides, it was healthier to eat breakfast. Healthy. Right. That's why she was 5'4" and 230 pounds. That's why she was currently trying to make herself throw up her lunch. She was concerned with health. Whatever.
Frances wiggled her finger around in her throat. She convulsed! She wiggled more and continued to convulse.
She couldn't diet. She had to eat. But maybe if she ate and threw it all back up, it would be easier. Bulimia. It was so the way to go.
Frances continued to gag and convulse. Her eyes started to water. Her esophagus muscles squeezed against each other spasmodically. But she didn't vomit. She didn't even feel like vomiting. Her throat felt a little sore and her mouth tasted like her finger.
She sat back. Goddamn it. This wasn't supposed to be so hard. Didn't people always say sticking your finger down your throat would make you throw up?
One more try. She leaned back over the toilet and reinserted her finger in her throat. Immediately, she gagged. She gagged and gagged and gagged and...nothing.
Frances laid down on the cold tile of the bathroom and sobbed.
* * *
Trevor hated Whitmore High School. It was his first day, but he could already tell that he hated it. When his parents had announced they were moving here, he'd seen the sense in getting out of Praxton. All the people in Praxton looked at his family out of the corner of their eyes, but never spoke to them. Everyone whispered about his family behind their backs. It was a bad situation. They did need to go somewhere and start fresh. But God, why did it have to be here?
Trevor hated the country. Admittedly, they'd lived in the suburbs before. Praxton was not exactly a bustling metropolis, but at least it was civilized. There were malls and Wal-marts and grocery stores, all within a few minutes drive. Here, the nearest mall was an hour away and there was one grocery store in the entire town. One. It wasn't even a nice grocery store with a salad bar and a deli. It was crappy and had no selection.
And this school. It was small. There were only 200 kids in his class. That meant the teachers knew everyone and would easily be able to spot cutters. Trevor didn't cut class a lot, but he liked to have the option. He'd been here one day, and already, his first period teacher knew his name. Ms. Trask taught English, and he'd seen her in the halls before lunch. "Hi Trevor," she'd said. One day and she already knew his name. Jesus, that sucked.
He wanted to be able to melt into the scenery here. He didn't want to be noticed. He'd been noticed enough as it was back in Praxton. He'd been noticed enough to last an entire lifetime. At least now no one was paying any attention to him. He was sitting on the bleachers outside, munching on the bag of chips he'd grabbed from the vending machine for lunch. There were girls walking around the track surrounding the football field, but none of them were looking at him.
A few of them were really cute, too. One of them—red curly hair, tight tank top—was bouncing by right then. And Trevor did mean bouncing. He gazed appreciatively at the swell of her breasts as they bobbed up and down in rhythm with her step. Very nice. And there was another girl with her, in a pair of those tight jeans. Those jeans were made for her backside. They caressed her curves. Briefly, Trevor quickly fantasized about caressing her curves himself, sliding his hands over her—
His hands came back covered with blood. It dripped off his fingers, making puddles on the ground.
Trevor shook himself and blinked. His hands were clean. There was nothing on his fingers but a few chip crumbs. God. Not that again. Not the... He shivered. He had an erection, and he felt like throwing up the chips he'd just eaten. Disgusting. So fucking disgusting. Trevor stood up. Lunch had to be almost over. It had to be time for class soon.
Chapter Two
Maureen kept files on mass murderers. It was her hobby. Mass murderers were those murderers who killed more than four people at one location or during one event. They were different than serial killers, who usually killed one victim at a time over a long period of time before they were caught.
Maureen didn't know why she was interested in mass murderers, but she had been for a long time, since middle school. She'd given a report on them in her eighth grade social studies class, and due to her unmasked enthusiasm on the subject, she'd been dubbed "Death Girl." Now she mostly kept her interest to herself. She certainly didn't idolize the murderers. They were usually very fucked up people with enormous problems. But there was something about it. Mass murderers were usually the underdogs. Like Darrell Jones in 1987 who'd been fired from his job the previous day because his boss had incorrectly identified him as the one stealing from the office's petty cash. Darrell Jones was so angry, he came back to work the next day. He came back to work with a gun and shot forty of his co-workers and supervisors. Thirty of them died. Ironically, Jones' boss was late for work that day, and he survived. Jones himself couldn't take what he'd done, so he hurled himself to his death by leaping from a fire escape.
Maureen would never do anything like that, but she couldn't help identifying a little bit with the man's plight. And she couldn't help rooting for him a little bit. He was the underdog. He'd stood up. He'd shown everybody not to mess with him. Of course, then he killed himself. Most of them did. Whether it was because they couldn't deal with the horror of what they'd done, or because they didn't want to go to jail, or because they were simply suicidal in the first place, Maureen didn't know. But they usually killed themselves.
Robert Gordan had. She thought about Robert because Jared had mentioned Madison High School this morning. Robert was the only school shooter who'd managed to make it to mass murderer standing. He'd killed fourteen people, twelve of them his fellow students. Robert was one sick puppy. At first, the news had tried to make it out like a hate crime, saying Robert was targeting gay guys and black kids. But of the people he'd shot, only one was black. Then they'd said he was doing it to get back at the jocks and popular kids who'd made fun of him. Maureen had thought that might have been part of it, but she was an outcast and people made fun of her, and she'd never gone crazy and tried to shoot up her school.
When they found his journal, it started to all make sense. Robert Gordan's heroes were Michael Ray Macino and Joseph Fitzergald, who'd killed eighty-five and seventy-seven people respectively. Both were bombers. Bombers were Maureen's least favorite mass murderers. She always felt like they kind of cheated. Anyone could kill a whole bunch of people with a bomb. Using a gun evened the stakes a little more. It was more personal. If you shot someone point blank, you'd made a commitment. If you set a bomb, you didn't even have to be anywhere near the place when people died. It was kind of cowardly if you asked her. Anyway, Robert Gordan hadn't agreed with her. He was gung-ho for bombs. Robert kind of saw the world like a really big video game, and in his mind he awarded points to people for how many people they'd killed. His greatest ambition in life was to kill more people that Michael Ray Macino. Seriously.
Maureen thought he was kind of dull as mass murderers went. He didn't seem to have a soul. He was like a serial killer in that regard. He didn't seem to have a sense of right and wrong or a respect for human life. Serial killers usually saw their victims as less than human—almost objects. That's why they always said that when you negotiated with serial killers, you were supposed to stress the feeling of their victims, because that would make them uncomfortable. Robert was the same way. All the people in his school were just objects for him to kill so he could rack up his score. And he planned the whole thing meticulously. He didn't wake up one day and snap. He had it all planned.
Maureen guessed she was interested in mass murderers because she wanted to know what could possibly happen to a person that would make him do something so horrible. She wanted to understand it, make the situation reasonable. A human motive, even if it was as stupid as getting fired, made it easier to take. Someone like Robert Gordan just made her skin crawl. Could people really be that evil? She just couldn't understand him. Couldn't identify with him. That was frustrating. It was also a little frightening. She pulled out her file on Robert Gordan. She had newspaper clippings—pictures of Robert, articles on the Madison incident, the printing of segments from his journal.
"Maureen," called her mother from somewhere else in the house. "Maureen!"
Sighing, Maureen gathered up the clippings and tucked them back into the file folder they belonged in. She kept her files in a small black file cabinet next to her desk, and she filed Robert Gordan back in his place, alphabetically by last name. Then she opened the door and wandered down the hall in search of her mother.
She found her in the kitchen, holding the refrigerator door open and peering inside at its contents.
"Mom?" said Maureen.
"Maureen," said her mother. "Have you eaten? I haven't eaten."
Maureen shrugged. "Not since lunch."
"You want me to heat up the leftover Chinese or the leftover pizza?"
"We aren't waiting for Jim?" Maureen asked. Jim was her stepfather. He worked an hour away and was often late getting home. Usually, Maureen's mother waited for him to get home to eat. If he didn't get home until eleven, Maureen usually warmed something up for herself. Her mother never cooked, which was really a good thing, because her mother was a terrible cook.
"Jim called and said he's having dinner with a client," she said to the refrigerator. "Oooh. I think we've got some curry leftover from that Thai place. You want that?"
* * *
Jared had gym first period, but he almost never dressed for it. Even after a heart-to-heart with Coach Myers (who claimed he "really liked Jared," but if he didn't dress, he'd fail gym, and Jared didn't want to fail gym, did he?) he'd only bothered a few times, then stopped. High school was a joke, anyway, and gym was the biggest joke of all. He pondered. Maybe failing was the biggest joke of all. He'd met some really stupid people with high school diplomas.
Jared generally spent his first period sitting on the bleachers in the gymnasium, watching his fellow students sweat. It was unusually warm for the time of year, and Coach Myers lesson plans had dictated they be inside, even though it was certainly nice enough for the class to be out on the field. Instead, they were gathered in the gym, playing volleyball.
Myers had divided the class into teams and erected a huge net at half-court. Jared lounged on the bleachers and watched. Maureen Paulsen was in this class. He smirked, looking at her gym clothes. Maureen was wearing a black tank top, black shorts, and torn up fishnets underneath. She had on black canvas Mary Janes. Why didn't Myers ever get on her case about not dressing for gym? She didn't look like she was dressed to sweat. Jared answered his own question: Myers was afraid of Maureen. They didn't call her Death Girl for nothing. She looked like death warmed over.
The girl was so freaking skinny, and she was just shy of being frighteningly tall. Jared guessed she was maybe 5'11". Any taller, and she'd look like something out of a Tim Burton movie—too weird to actually exist.
Still, the chick was interesting. Like that comment she'd made yesterday about Michael Ray Macino. How many girls in high school knew how many people Macino had killed? Maureen was probably the only one ever. And Jared liked that about her. He liked that she was fierce, and that she didn't care what people thought about her. And watching her sidestep the volleyball as it headed right for her, he felt an odd sense of attraction. She didn't have any curves. Her breasts were bumps on her chest, and her ass was as flat as a wall. Still, she had a certain...grace. He'd fuck her. Maybe he actually would do it too. And maybe she might be useful. A sharp girl like that in the mix might really help his plan along.
Myers was yelling something at Maureen. Something about not being afraid of the ball. Jared saw Maureen shoot Myers a look, her eyes full of disdain. Myers shut up. Jared chuckled softly. She was definitely an interesting chick. He wondered what the teachers said about her in the faculty room at lunch. The young ones, ones like Ms. Trask, the English teacher, who was still starry eyed and hopeful that she'd touch children's lives, probably said they just didn't know how to reach her, but she seemed bright and very capable. Older ones, worn down by years in the education system, probably just called her choice names. Jared had no illusions about what teachers said about students when the students weren't there. He knew. He'd been around. When students thought a particular teacher was out to get them, it was usually because the teacher really was. Teachers were just high school students with faculty badges. They carried all their high school battle scars with them in their briefcases, and even if they didn't want to be petty, they couldn't help it. They were only human.
He liked the young ones, though. He especially liked Ms. Trask. So idealistic. So capable. So sexy. Ms. Trask was a babe. There was no getting past that. She was distracting. Jared was at Whitmore for a reason. He had a specific purpose, a project. He'd been working on his project for quite a long time, and he wasn't about to let it get fucked by sexy Ms. Trask. He should ease off.
Additionally, he probably shouldn't fuck Maureen. Distractions led to failure. Focus was the only true way to achieve success. But if he could get Maureen on board... If he could find a way to make fucking Maureen part of his grand plan...
Maureen was walking off the volleyball court and up the bleachers to where he was sitting. He shrugged.
* * *
Jared French was staring at her, and she couldn't decide if she was flattered or pissed off. Maureen could see him, gazing openly down on her from his perch on the bleachers. He was grinning. Well, leering was more like it. And she could swear he was doing eye sweeps of her body, taking her all in. Unable to stand it anymore, she stalked off the court and started climbing the bleachers.
"Hey," he said, his grin widening.
"You're staring at me," she said. Well, that had come out blunt and accusing. If she were ever going to have a chance with this guy, she'd have to stop doing that. She should be coy or something.
"Yeah," said Jared. "I was admiring your gym clothes."
Was he making fun of her? "I don't own sneakers, and I haven't shaved in two days," she said, holding out her leg so he could see the blonde stubble catch the light. God! That was great. Yeah, he was totally gonna be attracted to her with her hairy legs. What was wrong with her?
Jared kept grinning. "I just thought it was kind of ballsy," he said. "How do you keep Myers off your case?"
"I don't," said Maureen. "Didn't you just hear him yelling at me?"
"Yeah, but when you looked at him, he shut up pretty fast."
Maybe he had... Huh. Power she didn't know she had. "Whatever," she said, brushing it off. "So, um, about that billiards thing."
"Yeah, I think I'm gonna blow it off," Jared said.
"Oh. Right," said Maureen. Of course he was. Or maybe he just wanted to get rid of her. "Well, I guess I should be playing volleyball or whatever."
"You don't seem like the kind of chick who always does what she should," Jared said.
That was true.
"Hey," said Jared. "I do want to hang out with you. But this weekend isn't good. Maybe next week sometime, though?"
"Really?" Jesus Christ, had he really said that? She was dreaming. She was going to wake up and—
"I don't know," Jared continued. "I mean nothing definite or anything, but maybe something to keep in mind?"
He was trying to get rid of her.
"Paulsen," yelled Coach Myers. "This is gym class, not social hour."
"I better go," said Maureen.
"Don't dress next time," said Jared. "We can hang out."
"You don't dress, you fail gym," said Maureen. "I don't want to fail gym."
* * *
Trevor had cut Ms. Trask's first period English class, because even though she knew his name, he figured first period was the safest, as far as cutting went. If he cut first, he got counted absent, and if he was absent, he had a free ride to cut whatever other classes he felt like cutting that day. Teachers would see his name on the bulletin as absent and wouldn't bat an eyelash when he wasn't there. Even if he signed in late, his name would still appear on the absentee list. It was good trick, but it wouldn't work consistently. He'd have to use it sparingly, once a month or so, or teachers would catch on. Anyway, he wasn't sure that cutting was such a great idea at this school, anyway. At Praxton, there was a group of cutters and they usually all gathered in a certain place to hang out. Usually, it was behind the gym. Here at Whitmore, no one seemed to cut classes. He'd been wandering around inside and outside the building for the most of the period, and he hadn't seen anyone in the halls without a hall pass. Oddly enough, he hadn't been stopped for one either, so he guessed he should count his blessings.
But he hadn't cut just for the sake of cutting. Okay, part of him had, but that wasn't the only reason. Part of him just loved the freedom of cutting. It had been nearly two years since he'd been able to cut at all. The last school he'd been in, not Praxton, but the freaky private school his parents had sent him to, had made it impossible to cut, mostly because there weren't really classes. The school was a handful of kids, forty of them, K-12, and it focused on personal motivation for learning. There was no curriculum to speak of. Students were just supposed to decide what they wanted to know about and then the teachers helped them find information and design projects and all that crap. Actually, the place would have been kind of cool if Trevor hadn't been too drugged to know if he was dressed or not.
The past six years of his life were a kind of blur for Trevor. Right after the thing happened, he'd been understandably disturbed and depressed. He'd never been medicated up to that point. His older brother had. His older brother had been on a ton of meds. Trevor hadn't even been on Ritalin. He just wasn't a hyperactive child. But his parents were big into the psychiatry thing. Trevor guessed he didn't mind it so much. The talk therapy was even kind of cool, since his parent refused to ever talk about the thing that happened. But then, when apparently the talk therapy wasn't doing the trick, they put him on drugs. All different kinds, one right after another. Some of them made him feel like he had a plastic bag over his head. Some of them made him feel slightly euphoric. Some of them made him angry or even violent. Some of them did nothing at all. The one they finally settled on, that one just made him feel detached. He stopped caring. He stopped feeling. He stopped thinking. He just kind of wandered through his days in a haze. He got up, got dressed, ate if someone forced him, and went to school. That was when he started to cut.
He was still at Praxton then, and it was easy to cut classes. No one really noticed. Besides, because of what had happened, all the teachers at Praxton gave him a fairly large amount of space, almost as if they were afraid of him. They let him do pretty much what he wanted. Of course, all that cutting meant his grades started to slide pretty drastically. Trevor had never been the kind of guy who made really great grades. He did all right though. He made Bs and Cs and passed. Maybe he didn't pass with flying colors, but he passed. After he started cutting class all the time, his grades were Ds and Fs. This worried his parents, so he told them the truth. He just wasn't interested in school anymore. That's when they yanked him out of Praxton and put him into the other private school.
Trevor hated the school, because he couldn't just melt into the background there. There was too much focus on him. He was responsible for his education, and Trevor didn't feel like taking responsibility for anything. On top of everything, the pills he took made it tough to have ideas or think originally or even to concentrate. Sometimes he felt sleepy all the time. So, here he was with people telling him he could learn about whatever he wanted at whatever pace he wanted, and Trevor couldn't remember exactly what it was like to want things. He knew that then he really didn't want anything, except maybe to be able to switch off, like a television. He wanted to be unplugged, blank and black. To rest.
Trevor had stopped taking his pills about a month ago. He'd done it little by little, in case he'd developed any kind of dependency, chemical or psychological, and weened himself off the drugs in a few weeks. His parents didn't know. They thought he was still taking them, so they were still filling his prescriptions. Because of this, he still had a whole lot of pills. He had cut today in the hopes of trying to sell them. They weren't party drugs in any sense, but Trevor had found that some kids were stupid enough to try anything if they knew it was illegal. People would pay for the pills. People had offered him money for them before, when he was actually taking the prescription. Trevor had hoped to sell some here and hopefully make a little extra money. It was better than getting a job. But it didn't look promising. There was no one around, so he'd probably just have to forget the whole thing.
Trevor checked his watch. First period was almost over, and he was outside at the football field. He headed up the hill to the main building, staring at his shoes as he trudged.
"Hey," said a voice.
Trevor looked up. A guy was approaching him on the path towards the school.
"Hey," said Trevor.
"You're new here, right?" said the guy.
"Yeah," Trevor said. There was something weird about this guy. He looked really familiar, but he couldn't figure out where he'd seen him before.
"I'm Jared," said the guy.
"Trevor," said Trevor.
Jared stuck out his hand. Trevor took it and they shook. "Nice to meet you, Trevor," said Jared, smiling hugely.
That smile... He looked like...but no, that wasn't possible, because the person he looked like was dead.
"Yeah, you too," said Trevor. "You, uh, cutting class too?"
"Gym," Jared acknowledged. "Although they're sticklers around here. They find out you cut, and you're in deep."
Trevor nodded. "Yeah, I'm kind of getting that." He stuck his hands in his pockets. "You, uh, wanna buy some pills?"
Jared grinned. "What do you got?"
Trevor told him, still weirded out by Jared's grin. It was eerily similar to someone's that he used to know. He wasn't sure he liked Jared. Just standing here next to him made him feel uneasy, like something was crawling at his neck. Trevor fought the urge to run away. It was nothing. It was withdrawal from the pills. It had just kicked in late.
"I don't know," said Jared. "That stuff doesn't do much to you."
"It depends on how much you take," said Trevor. "More is better."
"Right," said Jared. "So what are you selling them for?"
"Five bucks a pill," said Trevor. "You'd need at least three to feel anything."
"Okay," said Jared. "Myself, I'm not so much into that kind of thing, but I might know some people who are, so I'll send them your way."
Suddenly, students began pouring out of the doors of the main building behind Jared and heading towards the various annexes of Whitmore.
"Guess the bell rang," said Jared.
"Yeah," said Trevor. "I better get going." Saved by the bell, he thought. He didn't want to talk to Jared anymore. In fact, he thought he might be okay with never talking to Jared ever again.
Chapter Three
Maureen was smoking on the cross-country track. The cross-country track started on the football field and wound around the school. It was a mile long, on various kinds of terrain. It even dwindled to a tiny, foot-worn path in a stretch of woods briefly. That was the best place to smoke. No teacher ever came out and checked the cross-country track, and the unwritten law among smokers was to pocket your butts, so that no teacher would ever suspect the place of a smokers' spot. Maureen didn't really smoke. She bought a pack once every month or so, and she usually had to throw half of it away because the cigarettes went stale before she actually smoked them. Smoking was a habit she was toying with.
She knew it was highly addictive and all that, but she could easily take it or leave it at this point, and she figured if she did nothing more that flirt with it, she could quit at any time. She also knew that most heavy smokers started in their teenage years, and the earlier you started smoking, the harder it was to quit. Plus, she was well versed in the dangers of smoking. Lung cancer, emphysema, etc. Still, she kept doing it. Occasionally. She wasn't totally sure why she'd snuck out for a cigarette today. Maybe it had something to do with that embarrassing conversation she'd had with Jared earlier. She could have just died. Why on earth had she told him that she hadn't shaved her legs?
She shook herself, squeezing her eyes shut, trying to shake off the memory. She had to think about something else. She took a long drag on her cigarette, and got a coughing fit for her trouble. Yeah, Maureen wasn't really a smoker. The coughing fits made that painfully apparent, and it was mortifying if she happened to have one while smoking in front of another smoker. It made her feel like a pretender to the throne or something.
Maureen sat down on the ground and studied the bark of a tree that grew next to the path. It was one of those weird trees, smooth and white underneath, with brown stuff peeling off of it. She didn't know what those kinds of trees were called. They looked cool, though. Like a spotted horse.
There was a crunch behind her. Someone stepping on dry leaves. She turned in panic.
It wasn't a teacher. It was a guy she'd never seen before. It must be that new guy, Trevor. Frances had a few classes with him.
"Hi," said the guy.
"Trevor, right?" said Maureen.
"How do you know my name?"
"We don't get a lot of new kids around here," said Maureen. "You and Jared French are it."
"Jared? He's new, huh?"
"You know Jared?"
"Just met him. He's kinda...creepy."
"I think he's okay."
"Right. Maybe I'm just nuts. Um...could I bum a smoke?"
"Sure," said Maureen. Trevor was really, really cute. He had dark, dark brown curls cut short and a goatee. Maureen dug out her cigarettes and handed one to him. "They're ultra lights," she said. "Sorry."
"It's cool," said Trevor. "I don't smoke much anyway."
"Me either," said Maureen. "Look, I don't know if you've noticed, but I'm kind of the school pariah, so if you want to have a chance to make friends around here, hanging with me is probably not a good idea."
Trevor laughed. "What the hell's a pariah?"
"You know, like an outcast."
"Yeah, okay. Well, you gave me a cigarette, so you're okay in my book." He popped the cigarette between his lips and fished a lighter out of his pocket. He inhaled deeply on the cigarette and coughed the smoke out. "Right," he said. "I really don't smoke much."
"It's cool," said Maureen. "I was coughing a couple minutes ago too."
"So, what's your name?"
"Maureen."
"And you're like a goth chick?"
"No."
"The fishnets. I thought—"
"I'm just wearing them so you can't see that I haven't shaved in two days." Jesus! Why did that keep popping out of her mouth?
Trevor laughed. "You're some kind of girl, aren't you?"
"What the hell does that mean?"
"Nothing," he said. "So, are you cutting class?"
"Not really. I'm just gonna be very tardy."
They were quiet for a few moments. Maureen studied Trevor's face. He looked vaguely familiar to her. Like he looked like someone she knew. No, not someone she actually knew, but someone she'd seen. A movie star, maybe or a musician...? She couldn't quite place it.
"So," said Maureen. "Are you cutting?"
Trevor nodded.
"Cool," offered Maureen.
"I was trying to sell some pills," said Trevor. "Do you want to buy any pills?"
"What kind of pills?"
"My prescription. They're antidepressants."
"Oh. Well, maybe. How come you're selling them? I mean, don't they make you, you know, like less depressed?"
"I'm not really depressed."
"Yeah, you think that because you've been taking your medicine. I know about this shit. My mother does this all the time. She takes her pills for like five months, and feels so good, she decides she's cured, so then she stops taking them, and then she gets all depressed again."
"It's not like that," said Trevor. "Really. I was never depressed. I was a little...upset, but that's not the same thing."
"Upset?"
"Yeah."
"How come?"
"A thing happened."
"You don't want to talk about it?"
"Not really," said Trevor. He took a drag on his cigarette and coughed again.
"Cool," said Maureen. She almost had it. Who Trevor looked like. She could see his face in her mind. In a picture, maybe from a magazine or a newspaper or something. She thought the guy was an actor. What was his name?
"My brother died," said Trevor suddenly.
"Oh," said Maureen. "Shit. I'm sorry."
"Thanks," Trevor said. He started to take another drag, then thought better of it and dropped the cigarette, grinding it out with his foot.
"Um," said Maureen. "We don't leave butts out here. The teachers..."
"Oh," said Trevor, stooping to pick it up. "Sorry."
"No, it's okay. It's just—"
"Yeah, yeah. I totally understand. Really."
"Okay." Maureen wasn't quite finished with her cigarette either, but she put it out, rolling the filter between her fingers until she squeezed the remaining tobacco out. "I'm really sorry about your brother. I didn't mean to say anything about the cigarette—"
"Hey, it's cool. Look, all I meant was, when my brother died, I was sad. That's normal, right? To be sad when someone dies?"
"Of course," said Maureen. Did he look like that actor in the action movie she'd seen last month? No, that wasn't it.
"My parents didn't think so. That's why they put me on drugs. I was sad after my brother's death."
"Huh," said Maureen. "Well, that's kind of screwed up." Maybe it was the guy in the Pepsi commercials. No. Definitely not.
"So I stopped taking them. I feel better now. Sure sometimes I'm sad, but it's okay to be sad, you know? Like, humans are supposed to have a range of emotions. We're not supposed to be smiling little drones. I think there was a Twilight Zone episode like that. Did you ever see it?"
"Uh-uh."
"Maybe there wasn't. But if there wasn't, there should have been. That would make a really good episode of the The Twilight Zone."
"A group of really happy people?"
"Yeah. You know, first they'd seem all cool, and then they'd get creepy."
"I guess I can see that." Maybe it wasn't an actor. Maybe it was a newscaster or something. God, this was bothering her.
"Hey, do you want to be left alone?" Trevor asked. "Because if I'm bothering you, I can..."
"You're fine," said Maureen. "Sorry if I seem distracted. You remind me of someone, and I'm trying to figure out who it is."
"Sometimes people tell me I look like the guy on that Superman show."
"Maybe that's it. Anyway, it's no big deal. I'll try to stop thinking about it." It was not the guy from the Superman show.
"Whatever."
"Yeah." Maureen tried to think of something to say.
"Anyway," said Trevor, "my parents suck. They don't know anything that's going on with me, and they don't try to find out. They just don't want to be bothered. That's why they medicated me."
"Parents suck in general," she agreed. "My mom is basket case. She's manic. Bipolar or whatever. And my stepdad is completely out of touch. All he does is work."
"What about your dad?"
"Never met the guy. He ran off while my mom was pregnant with me. She says he was a jerk. Your parents are still married?"
"Yeah. Weird, right?"
Maureen laughed. "I think that kind of family is the normal kind."
"Oh come on. How many other people do you know whose parents are still married?"
She considered. "You're right. That is weird."
"I've always thought so."
"So how come you moved here?"
"My mom's got family here."
"Where'd you used to live?"
"Praxton, Ohio."
"Did you like it there?"
"Not really. It was better than here, though. I freaking hate the country."
She nodded. "It's pretty boring around here, all right." She checked her watch. "Look, I should probably get to class if I want to be considered tardy and not absent."
"Okay," said Trevor. "I'll see you around."
"You don't have to. If you see me in public, you can pretend like you don't know me. Trust me, being seen with me is social suicide."
"Why don't people like you?"
"Hell if I know. I guess I'm just too weird."
"I don't think you're that weird."
"Thanks, I think. Look, all I'm saying is that I won't be offended if you don't talk to me again."
"Yeah? Well, I guess I'm saying fuck that. You seem cool, and I'll talk to you if I want."
Maureen shrugged. She'd see if he meant that. He didn't truly understand the situation yet. Once he saw how much everyone hated her, he'd get it, and he wouldn't talk to her anymore. Which was too bad, because he was awfully cute.
* * *
"What'd you rent?" Frances asked Maureen. The two were in Frances' living room. Frances sprawled on the couch with a bag of chips, and Maureen knelt in front of the DVD player. It was Wednesday and every Wednesday was movie night. The girls always did it. They took turns renting movies because the two of them had nothing in common taste wise. Frances liked romantic comedies, historical flicks, and epics. Maureen liked horror movies and mysteries. A long time ago, they'd decided it would be easier if they just took turns. Every other week, the other would have to suffer through her best friend's picks. It worked easier that way. They were less likely to argue.
One thing was always the same, though. They watched the movies at Frances' house for two reasons. Frances' mom worked late, and Frances had her hoard of snacks at home and didn't want to lug it over to Maureen's. Maureen's mom was cool, but she didn't approve of some of the movies the girls picked out. It was easier to do it without parental intrusion, that was all.
Maureen held up the rental box.
"I can't read it from here," Frances said.
"Texas Chainsaw Massacre," said Maureen. "The old one."
"Oh," said Frances. Yick, she thought. "You're trying to pay me back for renting When Harry Met Sally last time, aren't you?"
"Absolutely not," said Maureen. "I just wanted to watch it again, that's all. I haven't seen it in a long time."
Frances got up and went into the kitchen to retrieve some cupcakes from the refrigerator. She'd made them last night in honor of movie night. "You want some cupcakes?" she asked Maureen.
"What kind?" Maureen wanted to know.
They were double fudge chocolate with chocolate icing. Maureen consented to eat one, but Frances brought out the whole tray anyway. Maureen would probably eat more than one, no matter what she said, and Frances felt like she could eat ten. She just hoped the movie didn't gross her out too much. One of her favorite things to do while watching movies was to snack. Hell, who was she kidding? One of her favorite things to do was snack, period.
Frances settled back in on the couch, taking a cupcake and setting the rest within reach on an end table. She took one and bit into it. Mmmm. Heaven had to be something like eating chocolate, didn't it?
Maureen got a cupcake too. "Wow, Frances. These are awesome. You're a good cook. You should be a chef or something."
Frances shrugged. She liked cooking. "Thanks."
"So I met the new guy today."
"Trevor Gordan?"
"Yeah."
"How could you? He was absent. I have two classes with him, and he wasn't in either."
"He was skipping classes to try to sell pills," Maureen said. "I ran into him on the cross-country track. I snuck out for a cigarette."
"You really shouldn't smoke. It's not good for you."
"And you really shouldn't carry around that extra hundred pounds. Come on, Frances."
Frances got another cupcake. She hated it when Maureen said stuff like that.
"Hey, I'm sorry," said Maureen. "It's just—"
"It's okay," said Frances. "You're not wrong." The cupcakes were good. Maureen wasn't wrong about that either. "So, didn't I tell he's a cutie?"
Maureen nodded. "Yeah, he's hot. And he was pretty cool."
"You talked to him?"
"I gave him a cigarette and everything."
"Guess he hasn't been around long enough to know to steer clear of us. Well, you."
"True," said Maureen. "But, you know, Jared's new and he talks to us. Maybe it's a new guy thing. They'll let new kids get away with it."
"Dream on."
"Yeah, you're right. He'll never talk to me again." Maureen chewed thoughtfully on her cupcake.
"You wanna start the movie?" asked Frances.
Maureen chuckled. "Anxious to get it over, huh?"
Frances smiled. "You're not wrong."
Maureen started the movie. Frances tried to get in as much food as she could in the first fifteen minutes. Typically, the first few minutes of a horror movie weren't gross. Frances knew this because Maureen made her watch so many of them. This movie held to the same rule, except for some gruesome images underscoring the opening credits. Even after the movie was over, Frances couldn't quite figure out what they had to do with the plot. What plot there was anyway. Frances couldn't figure out why Maureen liked these kinds of movies, anyway. Secretly, Frances thought Maureen just watched them because she thought she should. After all, she was Death Girl. Horror movies fit in thematically.
Frances knew that Maureen was interested in mass murder. They didn't talk about it too much. Maureen knew the subject both disgusted and bored Frances. Likewise, they didn't discuss the plots of the soap operas Frances kept up with. That stuff disgusted and bored Maureen. But occasionally, both of them had to get it out. So Frances knew a little about it, and she knew a little about why Maureen liked the subject. For Maureen, Frances thought, it was all about trying to figure out why people did horrible things. Maureen wanted there to be reasons for evil. If evil was understandable, it wasn't frightening. Maureen probably wouldn't admit it, but Frances thought Maureen was deeply afraid of a lot of things. She wanted to understand things, control them. That was what fascinated her in mass murder. But that was only Frances' theory. Maureen said she liked it because she liked death.
Maureen was weird. Frances knew that. And Maureen wasn't even always a particularly nice person. Frances knew that too, because Maureen wasn't always very nice to her. But Maureen was her best friend, and there were some things that went deeper than the surface. Friendship was one of them. So Frances accepted Maureen, horror movies, death obsessions, fear, weirdness and all. Because she believed that's what you did for friends.
She polished off a cupcake and watched the movie. God. They were not going to go into that house, were they? And that kid in the wheelchair? She felt kind of sorry for him, but he was so annoying. She hoped he died next.
* * *
The cross-country track was barely lit by the moon filtering through the trees overhead as Trevor trudged through it. The night air felt crisp and clean. It was just cold enough that he could see his breath dissipate into the air. He had one hand jammed into his jeans pocket to keep warm. In the other, he carried a gun. The gun felt slippery in his hand. Even though the rest of him was cold, the hand holding the gun was sweating. He struggled to keep his grip on the gun.
He was nervous, because he knew where the cross-country track led. It led to the party place. Where all the smokers were. Smoking cigarettes, drinking beer. He could hear them in the distance. Their voices, their music. With every step he took he got closer to them. He knew what he had to do when he got there. It wasn't a question of whether he wanted to anymore. It was just a fact. He had to. He knew it. But he was still nervous. No, not nervous. He was terrified. He didn't know if he'd do it right. What if he screwed it up?
He was much closer now, and more than ever he knew what he was. Trevor was a colossal screw-up. Everyone knew that. His parents knew that. His teachers knew that. His friends knew that. His brother had known that. And what if he just couldn't handle this? What would happen?
Simon would be really pissed off. Trevor could see Simon when he looked over his shoulder. Simon was walking behind him, except everyone called Simon Jared now. Simon was Jared. And Jared—Simon—said he had to do this. The music was so loud. He was close. He could see the lights up ahead. He'd round one bend, and he'd be there.
Trevor clutched the gun tightly, easing the safety off with his finger. He moved steadily, raising the gun. A few more steps and he'd be able to see them...just a few more steps, and...
Now!
Trevor aimed at the first girl he saw. She was the one from the track. The one with the nice ass. He shot her. The bullet struck her head. It drilled into her skull. Blood arced out of the wound, freezing in midair. The girl floundered, her body writhing, dancing as she fell.
One down, Trevor opened fire on the rest of the party. Shots rang out, blood spattered, bodies thudded against the ground. The music throbbed. Trevor breathed deeply. He felt good. He felt alive. He was alive. What better way to prove he was alive than to kill everybody else? He screamed in exultation. It was a moment before he realized he was screaming words. He was screaming, "I hate faggots, I hate jocks, I hate niggers, I hate crackers—"
Those weren't his words. This wasn't him.
He sat up straight in his bed, hair plastered to his forehead with sweat, his cock so hard he thought it might explode. He was still wearing his clothes, and the light in his bedroom was still on, because it was eight-thirty. He must have drifted off...
He got up and went to the kitchen for a drink of water. Those dreams were getting worse.
Chapter Four
Maureen spotted Trevor the next day during lunch. He was carrying a tray through the cafeteria, and it looked like he was coming straight for the table where she and Frances were seated. It was still warm outside that day. High temperatures had been predicted in the eighties. It was a little weird, but Maureen wasn't complaining. Instead, she was enjoying her turkey sandwich and trying to explain to Frances that in The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, the kids who got killed weren't supposed to be interesting. The murderers were. "You're not supposed to care if they get killed," she said. "They're stupid. The interesting part is the fucked-up family of killers."
Trevor was definitely coming for the table. Maureen pretended not to notice.
"But," said Frances, "that girl gets away. You're supposed to be rooting for her."
He was there. "Hey, Maureen," he said.
"Hi, Trevor," she said.
"You mind if I sit here?" he said.
Maureen looked at Frances. Frances shrugged. Maureen nodded. Trevor sat down.
"We were talking about The Texas Chainsaw Massacre," said Frances. "Maureen made me watch it last night."
"Oh," said Trevor, surveying his tray. "You know, in Praxton, you could buy Pizza Hut for lunch at school. They set up right in the cafeteria."
"Welcome to bumfuck," Frances said cheerily. "You want some Cheetos? I have two bags."
Trevor shook his head. "So Texas Chainsaw Massacre, huh? Don't let me ruin your conversation."
"Do you like the movie?" said Maureen.
"Not really. It's based on a true story, and I never liked the idea of turning real horror into slasher movie."
"It's not based on a true story," said Maureen.
"It said it was," Frances countered.
"It's based on Ed Gein," Maureen said. "That's the same guy they based Norman Bates in Psycho on. Ed Gein lived out in the middle of nowhere, and he killed people. But he didn't have a family of crazy killers, and those kids in the movie are totally made up."
"Really?" said Trevor. "How'd they get away with saying it was a true story, then?"
"I think the key word there is based," said Maureen.
"Yeah, but you're making it sound like they could have said the same thing about Psycho, and they didn't."
Maureen shrugged. "You've seen the movie, right? Did it seem very true to life to you?"
"You've got a point," said Trevor.
"Hey," said Frances, "you should be careful. Sitting with us at lunch is like signing your death warrant around here."
"Oh right," said Trevor. "You guys being pariahs and all."
Frances made a confused face, but didn't say anything.
"I asked around about you two," said Trevor. "Maureen, what's this Death Girl stuff?"
"It's dumb," said Maureen. Usually she didn't care about the stupid nickname. Actually, truth be told, she sometimes kind of liked it. It felt edgy. But now, with Trevor asking about it, she felt really embarrassed, and she wished he'd drop the whole thing.
"Maureen did a report in eighth grade on mass murderers," said Frances. "She's really into that."
"Kind of," said Maureen. "It's just a hobby."
Travis raised his eyebrows. "That why you know so much about Texas Chainsaw Massacre?"
Maureen shook her head. "No. I just picked that stuff up. Ed Gein was a serial killer. Serial killers are different than mass murderers."
"God," said Frances. "Don't get her started."
Maureen glared at Frances. "I wasn't gonna say anything else."
"How are they different?" Trevor asked.
"Well, serial killers usually kill serially. You know, like a serial monogamist? One person right after another. Mass murderers kill a whole bunch of people at one time."
Trevor nodded. "Yeah, but is that really all that different?"
"Totally. They have whole different psychoses. I mean, serial killers are deeply fucked up from day one, practically. Mass murderers usually just snap. They have perfectly normal lives until one day they just go nuts and kill people."
"Don't a lot of mass murderers plan it all out, though?" said Trevor. "Like that dude. The guy in Texas who shot all those people from the roof of his house in the seventies?"
"Gus Lee Perry?"
"Yeah. I saw some thing on him on the History Channel once. Didn't they find all these massive plans written out in his house? He'd been planning the whole thing for like weeks, and he didn't have any reason to do it."
"Well, Gus Lee Perry was crazy. He thought he heard bees buzzing in his head. And he was a Vietnam vet," said Maureen. What was Trevor's point anyway?
"Oh, so that makes it okay? I mean, sure, some people came back from Vietnam all fucked up, but they didn't all go shoot up their neighborhoods, did they?"
"I'm not saying it makes it okay—" Maureen started.
"You said mass murderers just snapped. I don't think that's always true. I think sometimes they're just as deeply fucked up as serial killers." Trevor was pretty adamant about this, which was weird, because Maureen had never met anybody else who knew about this kind of stuff or cared about it.
She nodded. "You're right. Gus Lee Perry was one sick puppy."
"Don't you have to be pretty sick to kill a whole bunch of people?" said Trevor.
Maureen nodded. "Sure. But I guess there are levels of sickness."
"Levels? Like what?" He paused. "Hey, you're not one of those girls who idolizes killers, are you? You aren't a pen pal with a bunch of guys in prison, or something?"
"No!" said Maureen. The force of her response surprised her.
"Okay," said Trevor, holding up his hands in surrender. "Sorry."
"I'm just saying that doing something once, like shooting a whole bunch of people, and doing something over and over, like killing someone and sodomizing his dead body, are fundamentally different on a psychological level."
Trevor shrugged. "Maybe. But you made it sound like you thought it was better to be a mass murderer than a serial killer."
"Not better," Maureen said. "Easier to understand, maybe."
"How?"
"Oh come on," Maureen said. "Haven't you ever thought about doing it? Just blowing away everyone you hated?"
Trevor hesitated. He looked down at his untouched tray. "No."
"Thinking about it doesn't mean you're going to do it," said Maureen.
"I have," said Frances.
"Really?" said Maureen. That surprised her. Frances was not the violent type. She rarely even got angry, even when Maureen said really mean things to her.
Frances nodded. "Yeah. Sure. Sometimes, the way people treat me just gets to me. You'd think I'd be used to it by now, but sometimes I just get so angry. I think about doing something like that guy did at Madison, like we were talking about the other day."
"Robert Gordan," said Trevor. "You don't want to do what Robert Gordan did."
"You know his name," said Maureen. "Most people don't remember his name."
A look of alarm crossed Trevor's face. "Um, he had the same last name as me. I guess that's why I remember it."
"Yeah, I guess he did," said Frances. "How freaky. God, what if you were like related, you know, hundreds of generations back?"
Trevor shrugged. "That'd be weird."
All at once, the feeling that Trevor reminded her of someone rushed back at Maureen. He looked like—Damn. It had been on the tip of her tongue. Who was it?
"You seem to know a lot about mass murderers," said Maureen.
"I really don't," said Trevor. "I didn't even really know what they were called."
"Yeah, but you feel really strongly about it," said Maureen.
"I'm like that," said Trevor. "I come on really strong when I think things about stuff. I didn't mean to argue with you. I just do it for fun, really. Don't take it personally."
"I didn't. It's cool to talk to someone who cares," said Maureen.
"So you've thought about it," said Trevor. "About killing people?"
"In an abstract sense," said Maureen. "Sure. I wouldn't. But I've thought about it. Everyone has. It's natural."
"You think so?" Trevor asked. "Because I keep having these dreams."
"Hey girls," said a voice.
Maureen hadn't even noticed Jared French approaching them, but there he was. "Hi Jared," she said.
"Hey," he said, grinning. "Hey Trevor."
Trevor eyed Jared and nodded in greeting. He didn't say anything.
"Can I sit?" Jared asked.
"Sure," said Maureen. The end of the table was completely open, but Jared motioned for Maureen to scoot over, and settled in right next to her.
"You guys talking about dreams?" Jared asked.
"No," said Trevor.
"That's funny," said Jared. "Because I thought I heard you saying—"
"No," said Trevor.
"Cool," said Jared.
Wow. Trevor really didn't like Jared, did he? Maureen thought that was kind of strange.
"Maureen, you and Frances still up for playing pool with me next week?"
"What?" said Frances.
"Oh, I forgot to tell you," Maureen said. "I didn't think you were serious," she said to Jared.
"Of course I was," said Jared. "Trevor, you should come too."
"Thanks," said Trevor. "But I have plans. Um, I gotta go. I'll see you guys later." He got up and walked quickly away from the table.
"That new guy's kind of weird, huh?" said Jared.
"He's cool," said Maureen.
"He tried to sell me some pills," Jared said. "Maybe we should let somebody know about that. Like a teacher or something. It could be dangerous."
"No way," said Maureen. "How come you don't like him?"
"I don't know him," said Jared. "You seem to like him a lot."
"I don't really know him either," said Maureen.
"Well, he's cute," said Frances. "He's awful nice to look at."
"Right," said Jared. He looked at Maureen, a wounded look in his eyes. "Is that it, then? Are you his plans?"
"No," said Maureen. "I didn't—"
"Whatever," said Jared. "I get the picture. I'll back off." He stalked away from the table too.
Maureen made a face at Frances. "What the hell?"
"I think Jared likes you," said Frances. "I think Trevor might too. Maybe they'll fight over you like on Bridget Jones' Diary."
"Oh, good God, Frances," said Maureen. "Boys don't like me. It's just not the way my life works."
Frances just smiled, opening a package of Oreos.
* * *
After lunch, Maureen had history. That day, the class was working on a research report in the computer lab. They were supposed to be using the internet for source material. The report needed to have at least three internet sources and three hard copy sources, like books or magazines. Maureen already had her internet sources; it was the book sources she needed. She'd asked Mr. Peters if she could go to the library, but he said this was internet time. When she told him she had three internet sources already, he'd told her to look for more. They'd already spent a day at the library. It was Maureen's fault if she hadn't been in class that day.
So Maureen went back to her computer and tried to concentrate on her history report, which was about World War II. She just kept thinking about what they'd been talking about at lunch today. She didn't believe Frances for a second when she said that two guys liked her, but it was odd that Jared had acted the way he did, and he had sort of asked her on a kind-of, sort-of date. And she did have a crush on him, so why was she so disappointed at the prospect that he might like her?
She knew why. She liked Trevor now. Which was stupid. There was absolutely nothing wrong with Jared, and she should jump at the chance to actually have a boyfriend before graduating high school. But that’s all it was, really. A chance. Not a guarantee. Jared had definitely seemed...interested in her. Well, actually, Jared had seemed jealous of Trevor. The two really didn't seem to like each other. She told herself that she was crazy. Jared couldn't actually like her. No one liked Death Girl. But if he did... If he actually did, then...
Did she really want to be involved with a guy who got jealous over nothing?
The whole lunch hour had been strange. First of all, Trevor came and sat with them, which was weird in itself. But then he knew all this stuff about mass murder and was so cool to talk to. She hadn't talked to someone who had an opinion on the subject in...well, she never had. It was neat. She thought back over the conversation. He'd known about Gus Lee Perry and Robert Gordan. She supposed that there were other people who would recognize the names, but he seemed to know an awful lot for having the casual interest he claimed he had.
Especially the thing he'd said about Robert Gordan. What was it? "You don't want to do what Robert Gordan did." Something like that. And the way he'd reacted after she'd pointed out he knew Gordan's name. She could swear he knew something more than he was letting on. But why wouldn't he let on? Was he hiding something?
Suddenly, it was as if a puzzle piece slid into place. Where was Trevor from again? Ohio, right? Madison High School was in Ohio. But the town it was in wasn't called Madison. It had some weird name...Praxton! Trevor was from Praxton, Ohio. He'd probably gone to Madison High School. Not when Robert Gordan had shot up the school. Trevor would have been too young, then. He would still have been in middle school, but still. How weird. And no wonder he had such strong opinions about mass murder. He'd probably known some of the kids that had been killed. Hell, they could have been friends with his older brother, who'd died! Oh God. What if his brother had been killed in the school shooting? Jesus, she'd been going on about the whole issue without any sense of tact. He must think she was—
It hit her cold, like a punch in the stomach. She knew who Trevor reminded her of. Trevor reminded her of Robert Gordan. Because Trevor was Robert Gordan's little brother. She was sure of it. Some of the articles she'd read mentioned Robert's family. He had a younger brother. And Robert was his older brother who'd died. No wonder Trevor was on pills. Jesus, how do you deal with the fact your older brother was a psychopath who wanted to annihilate people?
Maureen covered her mouth with her hand, sitting back from the computer screen and shaking her head. It was too horrible. But it was true. Now that she'd realized it, she didn't know how she hadn't seen it all along. Trevor and his brother looked so much alike.
"Maureen?" said Mr. Peters. "You okay?"
"Uh..." she floundered, sitting forward. "The Holocaust was a terrible thing, Mr. Peters."
He nodded. "Yes it was, indeed."
"Did you know they used the Jews for scientific experiments?"
"Yes, Maureen, I did."
"Oh right. You would know, because you're a history teacher." She smiled at him and scooted back up to the computer screen. One thing was for sure. No one else could know who Trevor really was. The guy deserved to have a halfway normal life. Poor kid.
* * *
Frances was trying to remember why in God's name she was taking calculus. Maureen had opted out of math senior year. They'd both finished their requirements. Calculus wasn't one of them. It was just that Frances was usually good at math. She always had been. But calculus wasn't like regular math. It was different. It was hard, and Frances was seriously considering dropping the class.
Trevor was in calculus with her. That day he was sitting next to her. She guessed that was because he now considered her his friend. They'd eaten lunch together after all. They hadn't talked much though. He and Maureen had dominated the conversation. Frances was trying to be happy for Maureen, but really she was jealous. She'd seen Trevor Gordan first, after all. She knew she was too fat to have a chance in hell with him, but he was just so good looking. She thought he might be the most gorgeous guy who'd ever spoken to her in her life.
If only she could lose weight. She was pretty. She had a very nice face. If it weren't surrounded with rolls of fat, it would be attractive. She was going to have to do something about it, because she couldn't handle spending the rest of her life like this. She couldn't be fat forever. But she knew she couldn't diet. She'd tried it before, many times. It never worked. She didn't have the willpower for it. And exercising was a really great idea, but she found that every time she'd try to do it, she'd come up with really good excuses to put it off. She felt out of control. It was as if her body was conspiring against her, trying to keep her fat and miserable.
If Maureen had a boyfriend, she'd never see Maureen. Maureen wasn't the sweetest best friend in the world as it was. Maureen with a boyfriend certainly couldn't be an improvement. Basically, what it would mean was that Frances would be alone all the time. No more movie nights, no more cupcakes, hell, they'd probably stop eating lunch together. The thought hurt Frances, and without meaning to, her throat tightened and tears began to form in her eyes. No, she told herself. I'm not going to cry about nothing in calculus class. Because it wasn't anything. It was just her imagination. She didn't know if Maureen was going to get a boyfriend. And she didn't know if Maureen got a boyfriend, she'd abandon her. However, she had to admit, it seemed likely.
Frances stole a longing glance at Trevor. Why couldn't he like her? Despite being fat, she was way more normal than Maureen. Neither of them looked like everybody else, but Maureen didn't think like everybody else either. Maureen was just different. That's why no one liked her. She was just too odd for people to understand. Frances felt a twinge of guilt for thinking this way about her best friend. After all, Maureen was all she had. She couldn't afford to get angry with her. If she didn't have Maureen, she'd be really pathetic, and right now she was too pathetic for words.
Still, Maureen wouldn't even appreciate a boyfriend. She was incapable of being nice to anyone. If she had a boyfriend, she'd probably just drive him away. And while driving him away, she'd probably just blame the guy. Frances indulged herself in a pleasant fantasy of a heartbroken Trevor seeking comfort in her arms. "Maureen just doesn’t understand me," he'd say. "You're so understanding, Frances."
Frances sighed out loud. Trevor looked up at the sound. Frances felt her face get hot. Trevor looked at her. She looked away.
What was she supposed to be doing anyway? Oh yeah, calculus. They had twenty minutes to get a jumpstart on their homework. Frances forced herself to look at the book. She tried to read the next problem, but the numbers and words didn't seem to make any sense. She read it four times and still didn't comprehend it. Focus, Frances, she told herself.
That was when the spitball hit her on the cheek. Frances turned, reaching up to remove the wad of paper from her face. James Mitchell was lowering a straw from his mouth, an impish grin on his face. Frances stared at him. What an ass. While she was turned, Jared, who'd just transferred into this class from second period, put a straw into his mouth. Looking directly into her eyes, he blew. A wet wad of paper hit her square between the eyes. Frances' jaw dropped. How could Jared have done that to her? He was always nice to her.
Jared smiled lopsidedly, but the smile didn't reach his eyes. They bored into her, dark, menacing. Frances couldn't keep the shock and hurt out of her expression. To her horror, the tears that she'd built up began to spill out of her eyes and onto her cheeks.
"Awww," whispered James Mitchell loudly, "Fat Fwan's cwyin'."
Frances turned around in her seat, pulling the spitwad off her forehead. She tried to stop the tears, but they wouldn't stop. They streamed down her face in rivers. She looked down at her desk, her hair falling like a curtain around her face. She felt another spitball strike the back of her head, and in a few minutes one hit her neck. She knew they were getting stuck in her hair, but she didn't try to move them. She'd wait. She'd pretend she wasn't here. This wasn't the first time she'd had spitballs launched at her. It probably wouldn't be the last. The best thing to do was keep quiet. Eventually, they'd lose interest. After class, she'd go to the bathroom and try to extract them from her hair as best she could.
Another one hit her. It was wet, and she could feel the warm liquid on the back of her skull. She gritted her teeth, and the tears stopped. She wasn't sad anymore. She was angry. She flipped her head back and turned her head. Trevor was twisted around in his seat, whispering angrily at Jared. "Stop that," he was saying. "Leave her alone."
Frances looked at Trevor in awe and adoration. No one besides Maureen had ever stuck up for her before.
In response, James Mitchell hurled a spitball at Trevor. It caught him on the jaw. Trevor picked it off his face and stood up, his face going deeply red. "I can't believe you just did that," he said to James.
James laughed.
Trevor crossed the distance between them. Grabbed James by the collar. "If you ever—"
"Mr. Gordan," said Mrs. Reese, the calculus teacher. "You need to get back in your seat."
"Yeah," said James, grinning wildly at him.
"No comments are necessary, Mr. Mitchell," said Mrs. Reese.
"Dude just attacked me," said James. "I don't feel safe, Mrs. Reese."
Trevor let go of James' collar. "Later," he hissed, and went back to his seat.
Mrs. Reese looked back and forth between the two of them. "Ms. McCool, you didn't happen to see what happened, there, did you?"
Frances felt like shrinking into her seat. Why did Mrs. Reese always have to put her on the spot like this? She didn’t want to be class monitor. That was Mrs. Reese's job. "No," she said softly.
"What?!" Trevor exploded. "Those two morons were launching spit wads at her head."
Mrs. Reese raised her eyebrows. "Ms. McCool, is that true?"
Frances just shook her head.
"Some of them are still stuck in her hair," said Trevor.
"Ms. McCool?"
"It's true," Frances said. "Trevor told them to stop, and then James spit one at Trevor."
"I see," said Ms. Reese. "Mr. Gordan, your actions are admirable, but in the future, when you see someone acting out, please inform me. Don't take matters into your own hands."
"Oh right, so you can do what? Glare them down?" Trevor demanded.
"I guess I'll be seeing all three of you in detention this afternoon then, then," said Mrs. Reese. "Mr. French and Mr. Mitchell will be cleaning my floor. Mr. Gordan, you'll be writing an essay on respect for authority."
Chapter Five
Mrs. Reese held senior detention during Flex. Flex was a 25-minute period at the end of the day, set aside as a study hall/activity period. Clubs like Drama Club and SADD met during Flex. Those students who hadn't joined any clubs were to work on homework. Trevor had been assigned detention, so he dropped by his Flex teacher's classroom so that she could sign his detention slip, then he headed back to Mrs. Reese's room.
Detention was crowded. Every seat in the classroom was taken, but unlike the first few minutes of any other class, none of the kids were speaking. They all sat in their chairs, facing forward silently or working on some sort of assignment. Jared and James were already sweeping the floor with two large push brooms. Mrs. Reese met Trevor at the door. She pointed him to a seat and told him to get busy on his essay about respect for authority. If he didn't turn one in at the end of detention, he'd be back tomorrow.
Trevor rolled his eyes, but took a seat and began to write. He stated in his essay that respect needed to be earned. He also stated that persons of authority had a certain responsibility to the people they wielded their authority over. Trevor felt that during that afternoon's class, Mrs. Reese had not lived up to her responsibility. She should have been watching the class. She shouldn't have let Jared and James throw spitballs at Frances. In that regard, Trevor didn't feel she'd earned his respect. He felt perfectly justified in his actions and in his challenging of Mrs. Reese's methods.
Trevor concluded by saying that high school was a dangerous place these days. Terrible things were happening all over the country. It wasn't just about spitballs anymore. Sometimes it was about bombs and guns. Teachers hadn't proved that they could protect kids from those kinds of threats. Trevor felt that kids needed to stand up for themselves. "I could teach Jared French and James Mitchell a lesson," he wrote, "and nothing much would happen to me. If a teacher did it, he'd get in big trouble. It only makes sense that I should do it."
He seriously doubted this was the kind of essay Mrs. Reese had in mind. He wondered if she'd make him come to detention tomorrow and rewrite a more conventional interpretation of the theme she'd given him. But she didn't read it when he handed it in, just tucked it into her folder and dismissed him.
Maureen was waiting outside the door.
"Hey," he said. "Are you waiting for Jared? Because I think he already left."
"I was waiting for you," she said. "Frances told me you were in detention. That was cool of you to stick up for her."
Trevor didn't know what he thought about this Maureen chick. She seemed cool, but she was the class outcast, and she was probably right that he should stop hanging out with her if he wanted to make any friends. On the other hand, it had been so long since Trevor had had friends he didn't know if he quite cared about them. Maureen was sort of...dark. He didn't know if he was comfortable with her obsession with murder. It didn't seem healthy. Even if it was, it was a subject he certainly didn't care to talk about that much.
"Yeah, well, she was crying," he said.
"I wanted to talk to you about something," she said.
Trevor headed up the hall. Maureen came too, walking in step with him. "So talk," he said.
"Not in front of people."
What the hell was this chick's problem? "Look, Maureen, don't get any ideas."
She shot him a look that could freeze blood. "Don't flatter yourself," she said.
"Fine then," he said. Obviously, she wasn't going to express her undying love. Oddly, he felt a little disappointed. "I don't care. Say whatever you want."
"I don't think you want me to just blurt this out in public," she said.
"Say it," he insisted.
"I know," she said.
"You know what?"
"I know who you are."
Uneasiness crept up Trevor's back. "Okay, okay," he said. "Stop right there. We'll take a ride."
"You have a car?"
Trevor nodded. "Come on."
Once they were safely inside, and Trevor had gunned the engine, he told Maureen to go ahead.
"You know how I said you reminded me of someone?" she said. "I figured out who it is."
Trevor swallowed. "Who?"
"Robert Gordan. He's your brother, isn't he?"
Trevor busied himself with backing out of his parking space, and navigating his way through the lot. After they'd pulled out on the main road, he finally said, "Was."
"What?"
"He was my brother. He's dead, or didn't you hear?" Trevor was angry. How dare this stupid Death Girl chick go rummaging around in his past? He didn't need this shit. He was supposed to be away from all that here. No one was supposed to know.
"I'm sorry," Maureen whispered.
"Oh, don't be like that," Trevor said. "You're not sorry. He was a freaking psycho. No one's sorry he's dead."
"Well, what should I say?"
"Nothing. Just...what do you want? So you figured it out. Great. Are you gonna blackmail me or something?"
Maureen snorted. "Get real. I just wanted to—I don't know. I thought you should know that I know."
"Now I do. You got a particular place you want me to drop you off?" He wished he could just pull over and leave her on the side of the road.
"I didn't mean to make you angry," said Maureen.
"I'm not angry."
"Like hell. You're pretty pissed."
Trevor didn't say anything.
"Drop me anywhere. I'll call my mom, and she can come pick me up."
"I'm not leaving you on the side of the road. Where do you live?"
"Not far." Maureen gave him some quick directions.
They drove. Trevor watched the brightly colored foliage stream past as they drove. He might hate the country, but he had to admit it was pretty. All the mountains, covered in orange and red, layered on each other as far as the eye could see.
"So that's it?" said Trevor. "You figured it out, just 'cause I look a little like Rob?"
"That and you said you were from Praxton."
"Nobody remembers that Praxton is where it happened."
"Nobody except me. And I didn't. Not right away."
"Fuck," said Trevor. "So I guess you told Frances."
"No. Of course not. I didn't tell anyone. I'm not going to."
"Good."
Within a few moments, they pulled into Maureen's driveway.
* * *
Jared was frustrated, and he found that nothing relieved frustration better for him than sex. That was why he'd just been doing the nasty with Ms. Trask on her desk. Now she was standing next to it, surrounded by papers and books, which he'd swept aside in order to make room on the desk for their bodies, struggling to button her blouse with trembling fingers. Poor Ms. Trask. Young, idealistic, hot as hell. Nice tits too. He'd suspected a padded bra. Turned out they were just nice. Not too large. Firm, but soft. Perfect, actually. He wished she wasn't in such a damned hurry to cover them up.
Of course, he liked the fact that she was so flustered. She looked lost and afraid.
"Oh Christ, Jared," she murmured.
He sneered at her. "Get over it, Ms. Trask." She kept asking him to call her Amy, but he wouldn't. Calling her Ms. Trask turned him on. "You're young. What, like 26? And I'm older than I look."
She sat down heavily at her desk, surveying the destruction of her classroom. It was going to take her hours to reorganize all her stuff. There were papers everywhere. "Jared, don't be silly," she said distantly. "I know your birth date."
"You know the birth date I wrote down when I registered here," he countered. Despite everything, he did want to make her feel a little better. Well, maybe.
"What are you saying?" she said.
"Nothing," he said, waving a hand in dismissal.
She really wasn't having much luck with that blouse. She had it buttoned, but it was crooked. She hadn't matched up the buttons to their proper buttonholes.
"Here," Jared said, going to her and quickly unbuttoning the blouse. Deftly, he rebuttoned it correctly. "That's better."
"I didn't—" she began.
"Save it," Jared said. "It's over. It happened. I had fun. We won't tell anyone." He smiled at her.
She bit down on her lower lip. She looked as if she might start crying. Jared half-wished she would. It would be cool to know he could do that to her. Make her break down. But instead, she seemed to collect herself, tucking her blouse into her skirt and standing. "This can never happen again," she said.
Jared shrugged. "Sure it can. It might not, but it certainly can."
"No, Jared, it can not."
"Okay, Ms. Trask. See you in class tomorrow." He started for the door. "Oh," he threw over his shoulder, "very nice tits, incidentally."
Jared shut the door after him, hoping the last comment really upset her. God, it would be nice if she were just wrecked. He briefly fantasized about a broken Ms. Trask sobbing helplessly on her bed. He grinned. Yeah, fucking Ms. Trask definitely made him feel better. He walked down the now empty halls of Whitmore High, whistling Mozart. He pushed open both the double doors and stepped out into the warmth of the autumn afternoon. They slammed behind him satisfyingly.
Jared felt on top of the world during the entire walk back to his car. Digging his keys out of his pocket, however, he remembered why he'd been frustrated in the first place. Maureen fucking Paulsen. What a little bitch she was turning out to be. How the hell had she and Trevor ended up hanging out anyway? That wasn't supposed to happen. Trevor was supposed to be hanging out with him. He and Trevor were supposed to be the best of friends by now. Maureen was nothing. She was just some twisted girl he'd hoped to have a little fun with later on. But now, she was really starting to get on his nerves.
Jared had been waiting for this for way too long. He couldn't afford to let some idiot like Maureen mess it all up for him.
But this was the weird thing. Even without Maureen, Trevor didn't seem to like him. Jared could feel it when he was close to Trevor. Waves of revulsion pulsed from Trevor. He didn't want to be near Jared. He certainly didn't want to be Jared's best friend.
Was it possible he recognized him? No. That couldn't be. He'd never been recognized.
Jared slid into the driver's seat of his car and leaned his head against the headrest. What the hell was he going to do? Everything was spiraling out of his control. He needed to get things back on track. Maybe the problem was that he didn't know Trevor anymore. It had been years since he'd seen him last. Trevor had changed. Maybe Trevor really just wanted a girlfriend. It wasn't unheard of for guys his age. But girlfriends never helped the equation. Girlfriends got in the way. They served as moral compasses, tethers to the world. But if that's what Trevor really wanted, then Jared would just have to find him the right girlfriend. He considered. Oh yes. He had just the girl.
* * *
When Trevor got home he slammed a lot of doors. He slammed the porch door. He slammed the front door. He slammed his bedroom door. Then he stood just inside his room, breathing heavily, waiting for his mother to ask why he'd slammed so many doors. He held his breath, expecting it at any moment, hoping for it, then almost praying for it. She didn't ask. No tentative knock came on his door. No soft voice asked, "Trevor, is everything okay?" Nothing. He should have known better than to think she cared.
Giving up on parental consolation, he began to pace. He'd been angry, but he wasn't now. Now he just felt confused and a little sad. He didn't want anyone to know who he was, but he had to admit, he'd been pretty sloppy. He'd told Maureen the real name of where he'd come from. Praxton was close to Cleveland. He could have just said Cleveland. He'd mentioned his brother's name out loud. He could have played dumb. Maybe some part of his subconscious wanted someone to know. Maybe some part of him needed the event to be acknowledged. God knows, his parents never talked about it.
Rob had been five years older than Trevor, and the two had never been close, partly because of their age difference. Partly because Rob was mean. Rob had tortured him mercilessly when he was young. He'd "play" with Trevor, but Trevor would always end up being the captured prisoner or the criminal about to be hung, or the witch being burned at the stake. Trevor couldn't count the times Rob had "killed" him while they were playing.
When Rob got too old to play games, he'd taken to beating up Trevor for fun. Or at least that's why Trevor thought he beat him up. He certainly never articulated any reasons. He would just come home from school and start in on him. Trevor's parents' response to this was to put Rob on more drugs. Rob was never punished. His parents seemed to think if they found the right combination of medication, they could medicate the meanness right out of Robert. Of course, that hadn't worked real well, as the events at Madison proved. Still, Trevor had struggled to come to terms with what his brother had done.
Mass murder was a serious thing. The fact that Rob was a mean big brother proved nothing. Brothers fought. Big brothers picked on little brothers. That was normal. Rob's actions towards Trevor in no way proved that he was born bad or that he was mean through and through. Sure Robert had never been what you might call a pleasant guy. He'd been withdrawn, a loner. He hadn't made good marks in school. He hadn't been a good athlete. He'd had very few friends, and in elementary school, Rob had been considered the school bully. But none of that stuff meant he would grow up to shoot up his high school.
Trevor kept Rob's journal in a box in his closet. His parents didn't know he had it. They'd told the police officers to throw it away when they were done with it. Trevor had asked for it when his parents weren't around. The journal was sensational stuff. Portions of it had been published in news articles after the shooting. Mostly what they'd published had been the first page, on which Rob had written in his large blocky handwriting, everything written in all caps: "YOU KNOW WHAT I HATE? I HATE FAGGOTS. I MEAN WHAT HAPPENS TO A GUY TO MAKE HIM WANT TO WATCH MUSICALS AND GO SHOPPING? I HATE JOCKS. WHAT'S THIS OBSESSION WITH BEING SO GOOD AT SPORTS? IT'S A FUCKING GAME, MORONS. IT DOESN'T MEAN ANYTHING. I HATE STAR TREK FANS. THE FIRST SERIES WAS BAD ENOUGH, BUT IF YOU'RE INTO THAT VOYAGER SHOW OR ENTERPRISE OR WHATEVER, GIVE IT UP. IT'S OVER. THE WHOLE DAMN FRANCHISE SUCKS." It went on and on like this. Rob hated everybody. He hated white people. He hated Asian people. He hated Indians. (AND DON'T TELL ME TO CALL THEM NATIVE AMERICANS EITHER. I'M A FUCKING NATIVE AMERICAN. I WAS BORN HERE. DO YOU FUCKERS KNOW WHAT NATIVE MEANS? IT MEANS BORN HERE, YOU ASSHOLES.) He hated people who chewed gum. He hated religious fanatics. He hated racists. He hated vegetarians. He hated fat people. He hated people who hunted, which was ironic, because Rob loved hunting. He hated clowns. He hated—
There were four pages like that. Rob just listed everything he hated, which was...everything. The newspapers used this to say that Rob was disturbed, and he was a psychopath, and a bunch of other shit. But Trevor didn't think that the journal was supposed to be taken so seriously. It read kind of like a joke, especially the stuff about Star Trek and the clowns. Trevor had trouble believing that Rob's exhaustive list of everything he hated was directly correlated to his onslaught on Madison. Other stuff in the journal clearly was.
Stuff towards the end wasn't so much of a journal anymore. Rob had scrawled recipes for explosives, drawn diagrams of the school, plotted his day out in excruciating detail. Even though his plans included Simon, the FBI had ruled out the second shooter theory. Admittedly, the Simon stuff was kind of vague. In one diagram, Rob had a two Xs at the school entrance, one marked R and the other marked S. Also, Rob mentioned Simon a few times in some of his later entries. Simon was helping him make a bomb. They were going to set it off in the woods. He and Simon were going hunting the next day. Simon had a pretty cool shotgun. It was nothing specific, but the FBI had never met Simon. They'd just found his dead body in the school.
Trevor had met Simon.
Simon had moved to Praxton probably halfway into Robert's senior year of high school. The two quickly became close friends. They did everything together. Simon was over at the Gordans' house a lot. He always made Trevor feel uneasy. Sometimes he'd smile at Trevor, and Trevor would go cold all over. He was a nice enough guy, but he just didn't seem...normal. He was a bomb expert. A real pyromaniac, from the sound of Robert's journal. And Rob had set bombs up all over the school. They hadn't gone off, but they'd been his big plan. And Rob didn't know how to make bombs until Simon came along.
Trevor wasn't sure exactly why he came back to this line of thought as often as he did. He didn't know if part of him wanted to exonerate his brother from blame. That was probably it, he guessed. Robert wouldn't have set up bombs if it hadn't been for Simon. Of course, none of the bombs went off. Sometimes, Trevor even thought that Simon had set up the bombs, and that was why Robert had shot him. Because the bombs hadn't gone off. He didn't guess it really mattered. They had zillions of eyewitnesses placing Robert in the school with a gun in his hand and a journal full of diagrams of the school. Robert was guilty. That was pretty much the end of it.
But... There were several eyewitness accounts that claimed they'd seen a guy with a gun in a blue t-shirt. Simon had been wearing a blue t-shirt. Of course, Robert had been wearing a blue t-shirt too, but he'd been wearing a jacket over it. Surveillance cameras did confirm that at one point, Robert had taken off his jacket. So police surmised that Robert took off his jacket and the eyewitnesses had seen Robert without the jacket on. But Rob had only had his jacket off for maybe ten minutes. He took it off, was carrying it, and then put it back on. Nobody knew why he did this, but Trevor figured it was because it was Rob's leather jacket. He loved that jacket. It had been expensive, and Rob had hoarded Christmas and birthday money to buy it. He'd probably taken it off because he was hot. But he wouldn't have left it somewhere. He loved the jacket. So he was probably trying to carry it, and found it was in the way, so he put it back on. Even to Trevor, that seemed kind of weird, because Rob killed himself less than two hours after taking off the jacket. Why did he care about it, if he knew he was going to die?
Maybe he hadn't known he was going to kill himself. But what did he think? Did he think he was going to murder a ton of people and walk away? Was Rob that far gone? He must have been. To do what Robert did, he had to have been crazy. Because sane people didn't do shit like that.
Trevor sometimes wished he could have talked to his brother afterwards. Not to ask him why. Rob probably didn't really know why. Mostly, he wanted to ask him about the dreams. Trevor had been having these dreams. They were violent and bloody. He'd had them before Robert shot up the school. Pretty steady for about six months before it happened, and pretty steady afterwards for a few months. When he went on the meds, they stopped, and now, since he wasn't taking them anymore, they were back. Trevor kind of wondered if it was genetic. Maybe both he and Robert had picked up some sort of recessive violence gene. If Robert had been having dreams...
Maybe Trevor wanted to believe that Simon had something to do with the whole thing because that might mean it wasn't genetic. It could be Simon's fault, and Trevor wouldn't have to deal with the creeping horror he felt. Trevor thought that maybe he was just like his brother. Maybe one day he'd snap and start doing the stuff he did in his dreams. If Robert hadn't really been responsible, then the dreams could just be dreams. They wouldn't have to mean anything. But if Robert had done it all on his own, then Trevor had to consider the possibility that he himself might be dangerous. Sometimes the violence in his dreams felt so good. It felt right, like putting on a pair of well-fitting jeans.
* * *
"I need new jeans," said Maureen, surveying a row of them at Deb.
Frances nodded. "I know. That's what you've been saying." The two of them had been shopping for a little over two hours. Maureen had purchased two tops, a skirt, and a pair of shoes. Frances had yet to try on anything that fit. Everything she put on was far too small, and it was starting to get on her nerves.
"I've been saying it, because it's true," Maureen said.
"You've tried on like fifty pairs of jeans," Frances said, "and all of them have looked great on you. Why can't you just buy some?"
"They have all not all looked great," said Maureen. "In fact none of them have looked even good. All of them are cut for people with hips. I have none, in case you hadn't noticed."
You can have some of mine, Frances thought darkly. She really wished she could give Maureen some hips. She wished she could take all of her extra weight and lump it onto Maureen's body. How would Maureen like being that fat?
Maureen flipped through the rack of jeans. She pulled a pair out and held it up. "What do you think?"
Frances nodded. "Nice. Very cute."
Maureen folded them over one arm and continued to search. "Aren't you gonna try anything on?"
"No," said Frances.
"How come?"
"In case you hadn't noticed, I'm fat," Frances said.
Maureen stopped, and turned to look at Frances, a startled look on her face. She probably wasn't used to hearing Frances talk like that. Frances didn't care. She was sick of being sweet to Maureen all the time.
"Deb's has a plus size section," Maureen said, gesturing to the other side of the store.
Frances turned. The plus size section was the size of postage stamp. But if she didn't have to listen to Maureen go on about how horrible it was to have narrow hips, it might be worth going through. She made her way over. As she'd suspected, the clothing was pretty horrible. It was bigger, sure. But it was just oversized versions of Deb styles. No fat girl should wear Deb clothes. They were designed to show off cute figures and smooth young skin. Frances half-heartedly selected a few shirts that didn't look too tight and went to the dressing rooms. Maureen was there too, with an armload of jeans. "Hey," she said, pointing to the shirts. "Those are cute."
"Yeah," said Frances. "They're going to be too tight."
"God, Frances," said Maureen. "What's up? Doom and gloom's my thing, remember?"
"Whatever," said Frances. She hated Maureen right now. She really did. Earlier that day, Maureen had informed her that she'd gotten a ride home from school with Trevor. He'd stuck up for her and everything, and it had meant nothing. He was all about Maureen. Right now, Frances felt like Maureen was ruining her life.
"So you're fat," Maureen said. "If you don't like it, do something about it."
That was it. Frances wasn't putting up with this anymore. She hung her shirts on the discarded rack to be restocked. "I'm leaving," she said.
"What?"
"I'm leaving."
"Well, you're my ride, I'm coming with you."
"No. I don't really want to be around you right now," said Frances. She turned on her heel and left the store. She wouldn't mind if she never saw Maureen again.
* * *
"How did you get my phone number?" said Trevor to Maureen on the phone.
"I dialed information," she said.
Trevor wished like hell his parents would get an unlisted phone number. He wished the government would assign them new identities like in the witness protection program. "What do you want?"
"Can you come pick me up from the mall?"
"The mall's like an hour's drive away."
"Yeah, I know." Maureen sounded sorry.
"Can't you call someone else?"
"Well, I was here with Frances, but she's mad at me, and my mom and stepdad are out of town, and in case you hadn't noticed, Frances is my only friend, so you were kind of it."
"Okay," said Trevor.
"Really?"
"Yeah. Where can I find you?"
They set up a place to meet and hung up. Trevor told his mom he was going to the mall. She barely looked up from the newspaper she was reading to nod. Then he drove. An hour later, Maureen was in his car, and they were driving back home. Though he wasn't about to admit it, Trevor was kind of glad Maureen had called. He'd been having a pretty boring day, and as weird as she was, he kind of liked being around her. It was nice to be with someone who knew his secret. He didn't feel like he had to put on a show or hide anything.
The ride up to the mall had seemed interminably long, but it was going much quicker on the way home. He and Maureen talked about songs on the radio and school and movies and tons of other stuff.
Before he knew what he was saying, he said, "Hey, you wanna go out sometime?"
"What?!" Maureen replied. She'd been hunting through radio stations for something decent to listen to and she stopped. Country music blared into the car.
"Oh God, change it," Trevor said.
Maureen hit seek. Better.
"So, again I say, 'What?!'" said Maureen.
"I think I just asked you out," said Trevor.
"You can take it back if you want," Maureen said.
That was kind of sweet of her. Or maybe she really didn't like him. "No, I meant it," he said.
"Oh," she said. "Really?"
"Do you want to or not?"
"Oh, I totally do," she said, laughing. "Yeah, absolutely."
"Cool," he said. "How about tonight?"
Maureen giggled. "Yeah. Okay."
* * *
On the outskirts of town, the old Murray Shoe Factory squatted on a cracked and abandoned parking lot. The Murray Shoe Factory had closed several years ago, but since then nothing had moved into the building, except some weeds and probably some rodents. Jared had kicked in the door and was currently wandering about the building, whistling as he poured a trail of gasoline into each room.
Little things like this kept Jared from chomping at the bit. He liked destruction, but sometimes destruction took such a long time. Like with Trevor. He was impatient. He needed something to do. Burning down buildings was a little childish, but he enjoyed it. Right now, Jared felt totally at one with the cosmos. Or whatever.
The point was he knew that was fulfilling his destiny. He was doing exactly what he was supposed to be doing. He was acting according to his raison d'etre.
He poured gas until he ran out of it. Then he dropped the gas can, made his way out and stood outside. He took a book of matches out of his pocket, lit one, and tossed it through the door he'd kicked down. Fire was pretty.
* * *
Maureen spent two hours getting ready for her date with Trevor. She tried on every piece of clothing in her closet, even though she'd just bought new clothes at the mall. She blow-dried her hair. It looked terrible, so she got it wet again and let it air dry. She shaved her legs, even though she was wearing pants and he wouldn't see them. She was mortified at having told him that she hadn't shaved them before. She put on makeup. Maureen rarely wore makeup, and she wasn't very good at putting it on. Her first attempt made her look like a streetwalker. Her second attempt was going well until she smeared her liquid eyeliner. For her third attempt, she skipped the eyeliner entirely.
Finally, Trevor showed up at her door. Maureen was a little upset her mother wasn't home. When she told her mother she had a date, her mother probably wouldn't believe her. Maureen's mom was always going on about her high school dates, and expressing concern that Maureen never had any. It would have been fun, showing off Trevor. After all, he was damned cute. Maureen was also really relieved when he did show up. She'd been afraid that he would come to his senses all afternoon.
This was Maureen's first date ever. She just didn't attract boys. She wasn't sure why, because she knew lots of other uglier girls who had dates all the time. But something was wrong with her. She was maybe too skinny. She knew she didn't really have curves. Her breasts were too small or too big or her waist was too straight or, well, she didn't really know, but she knew something was wrong.
"Hey," said Trevor, when she opened the door.
"Hey," she said.
They looked at each other for a few moments, neither speaking.
"Sorry," said Trevor. "I'm not really sure what I'm supposed to do now. I've actually never really been on a date before."
"Me either," said Maureen. "How come?"
"Well, in Praxton, I'm guessing having a psycho killer big brother wasn't much of a turn on."
"Yeah," said Maureen. "I can see that."
"How come you?"
"I'm guessing I'm just too weird. Or something. I don't really know."
"So, we go now?"
"I think so, yeah. Where are we going?"
Trevor took her to Leone's, a pizza and pasta joint in town. It wasn't a really nice restaurant, but it was a sit-down place with waitresses and stuff, so it seemed appropriate.
During dinner, they didn't talk much. Mostly, they just ate. Maureen felt awkward. Trevor kept trying to start conversations, but he was bad at it, because he kept asking yes or no questions. Maureen would answer and then rack her brain for something else to say.
Afterwards, Trevor drove her home, and Maureen was pretty disappointed. It hadn't been much of a date. In an attempt to salvage the evening, she invited Trevor inside. They spent several more awkward moments sitting on the couch in her living room, until Maureen asked him if he wanted some wine. She knew her mother where her mother kept it, and alcohol seemed like a viable way to pass time.
Halfway into their glasses, they loosened up.
"Why did you ask me out?" Maureen asked.
"I have no idea," said Trevor. "I wasn't planning on it. I was mad at you."
"I thought you were mad at me."
"Because I was. But it just came out of my mouth and I realized I wanted to. I think you're really cool."
"Yeah, but everyone at school—"
"Oh fuck them. They don't know you. They've never even tried to know you," he said. "Plus, I guess it's cool that you know about Rob and all, and you're not freaked out by it."
"Well, I mean I just felt bad, because when I was talking about stuff earlier, I was being totally insensitive."
"No, you weren't. You didn't know."
"Still, I felt horrible. But I'm not freaked out about it. It's just gotta be hard."
Trevor shrugged. "I've never really dealt with it. I was on so many pills. I think it's totally natural for me to have freaked out a little bit—okay a whole lot—about what my brother did. But it didn't mean I had a chemical imbalance in my brain. I was sick, but I didn't have a chronic illness, you know?"
"Yeah. Any healthy person would be reasonably freaked out if their brother...you know."
"Right. My parents just suck, though."
"They're probably pretty freaked out, too. They probably feel responsible."
"They weren't. Robert was just...mean. He was always mean. I think he was kind of born that way."
"Really? I don't believe that about people."
"I'm not saying he couldn’t help what he did," said Trevor, "if that's why you don't believe that. I don't think he should get off the hook or anything."
"I guess I just don't like to believe in stuff like fate and destiny, and you're born this way. I think you can do anything you want."
"Me too, but there are some things you're born with that you can't change."
"Physical stuff."
"Physical stuff affects other stuff. And I think it's more than physical stuff. Some people are born with certain abilities."
"Like what?"
"Like musical genius. You gonna tell me that Mozart got nurtured into being Mozart?"
"No. I guess not. So you think Robert was born with the ability to..."
"No. I'm just saying. He and I both had the same parents. He and I both went to the same schools. But he was just always a certain way. You know guys that are like him. Sort of depressed and angsty and angry."
"Yeah, but they don't do what he did."
"Yeah. I don't know why he did it."
Maureen didn't know what to say. "I'm sorry."
"Don't get like that. Like I'm all fragile and you got to be careful around me. I hate that."
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry."
"Okay." She paused. "Why do you think he did it?"
Trevor shrugged. "I think someone helped him."
"The second shooter theories?" Maureen was excited now. "What do you know?"
"You know about that? Well, I guess you would. I don't know if there was another shooter..."
"But you think there might have been? Who do you think it was? Adam Cleves, Dorian Michaels, or Simon Finch?"
"Simon," said Trevor. "It was definitely Simon."
"But he was killed. Adam and Dorian are alive."
"Yeah, well, my brother's dead too."
"Okay." Maureen was trying not to treat Trevor like he was fragile, but she didn't want to be rude either. "But why is that important?"
"Maybe it was a suicide pact between the two of them. Maybe Simon started to wuss out. He got my brother into bombs, you know. And the bombs didn't go off. Maybe Rob got mad. Maybe they were supposed to shoot each other, and Simon didn't hold up his part of the bargain. I don't know, but Simon had something to do with it. I knew that guy, and he was creepy."
"I always thought it was kind of weird how Simon's parents wouldn't let the police search any of his stuff."
Trevor nodded. "But at the same time, it makes sense. They didn't have probable cause. They couldn't search without permission. Oh, and it's just parent. Simon only had a dad. His mom was dead."
"Oh," said Maureen. "Still, it seems like an admission of guilt. It seems like his dad was hiding something."
"Hell, maybe he was." Trevor drained his glass of wine.
"Do you want some more wine?" Maureen asked.
Trevor did, so she poured more for both of them. When she reentered the living room, she brought the wine bottle. "I'm sorry," she said. "You probably don't want to talk about this."
Trevor took a sip of wine thoughtfully. "I don't know. Sometimes I feel like I never really have gotten to talk about it, and so I should. But then, what is there really to say? My brother was crazy. I'm not. End of story, I guess."
"Yeah," said Maureen.
"I never really did know him," said Trevor. "Not really. I found out more about him from reading his journal than I did from living with him for twelve years of my life. You know, my brother died a virgin? He died without ever having kissed someone."
"That's kind of sad. Especially when you think, 'What if he'd had a girlfriend?' Would that have made a difference?"
"No way. It wouldn't have changed anything."
"Maybe not. Some mass murderers start their killing spree day by killing their wives. But a lot of them don't have wives. They don't have families. They're loner types. You know, the loser guy who can't get a girlfriend and works a shitty job and no one really likes? They're that guy."
"So?"
"So, maybe they'd have been happier if they'd had a girlfriend."
"I don't think so. If they'd had a girlfriend, that would just mean they'd have had one more victim. People who do that stuff are just sick. That's all."
"You think your brother was sick?"
"Yes, I do. I think something was seriously wrong with him."
"But you also said you blamed Simon. You can't have it both ways."
"There was something wrong with Rob, but Simon made it worse. That's all I was saying."
"So why couldn't a girlfriend have made it better?"
"Because..."
"It would have given him something to be attached to."
"Maybe," said Trevor. He stood up. "You wanna go outside and smoke a cigarette?"
Maureen nodded. "Okay." It was funny. Even though she was arguing with Trevor, she still felt comfortable around him. It wasn't so much like arguing. It was more like exchanging opposing points of view. It was a lot of fun. She really enjoyed talking to Trevor. She liked that he didn't mind talking about what happened to his brother too. He seemed to approach it from a healthy standpoint. She couldn't understand why anyone had put this guy on pills. There was nothing wrong with him.
She led him outside to their back porch. Trevor had some cigarettes, so he gave her one. "I owe you anyway, right?" he said.
The night air was a little chilly, and Maureen hugged herself.
"I'm about his age now," said Trevor softly. "Sometimes I think that if I died now, I'd die just like he did. Never having had any real experience in the world."
Was Trevor saying he was a virgin? Was this some sort of line? Was he trying to get her to sleep with him? If he was, maybe she would. She wanted to have some "real experience" too. "Well," said Maureen, "at least now, you've been on a date."
Trevor smiled. "Yeah. That's true."
Maureen waited. Would he try to pursue it further? She didn't want to say anything if she'd misread what he'd said. He didn't say anything. "Um," she said. "I sometimes feel like that too. Like nothing has ever really happened to me. I wonder if I'll spend the rest of my life without ever...you know...doing certain things."
"What things?"
"Stuff that your brother didn’t get to do."
"Like what?"
"I don't know. Whatever you said before."
"I said—" Trevor broke off, and even though it was dark outside, Maureen could tell he was blushing. "I didn't mean... Uh..." He trailed off, laughing embarrassedly.
"Of course you didn't," said Maureen. "I didn't either." What the hell was she thinking? Trevor took her out for a date. That didn't mean he'd want to have sex with her.
"But," said Trevor, "if I had meant that, what would you have thought about my meaning that? Not that I'm trying to get you to like...fuck it. Never mind."
"It would have been okay if you'd meant that. I'm not saying that I would do something like that right away or—Jesus. Are you starting to wonder if we're even talking about the same thing?"
"I can't bring myself to say it out loud," said Trevor.
"Me either."
And then they kissed.
It was sweet and surprising, and Maureen's insides trembled. Kissing was nice.
Chapter Six
When Frances had gotten to lunch that Monday, they were together. Trevor and Maureen were already sitting together at the table she and Maureen usually sat at. She hadn't talked to Maureen since the incident in the mall on Saturday. Maureen had called Sunday, but Frances had told her mom to take a message. Now it was Monday, and Frances didn't want to talk to Maureen, but she also didn't want to eat lunch alone. She stood at the window, staring outside at the two of them sitting at the picnic table, trying to figure out what to do. Too late. Maureen had spotted her and was waving her over. Frances headed for the door and the two of them.
"Hey," said Maureen as she sat down, "no need to apologize for Saturday. I was a bitch. I know it. I shouldn't have said what I said."
Frances tried to smile. Jealousy was eating her up inside. She could see that Maureen and Trevor were holding hands under the picnic table. How the hell had that happened so fast? "It's okay. I am sorry."
Maureen grinned. Her face lit up in a way that made her look light and carefree. Maureen never looked like that. Frances felt sick. "God, I can't wait to catch up, Frances. We so have to hang out. Lots is up."
Trevor eyed her, a teasing grin on his face. "What are you gonna tell her?"
Maureen elbowed him, smiling back. "Nothing. Girl stuff."
Frances stood up. "I don't really feel hungry. I think I'm gonna hit the library. I've got a big test in calculus, and I don't know what the hell I'm doing."
"Frances?" said Maureen. "Are you okay?"
"Fine," said Frances.
"Okay," said Maureen. "Well, call me tonight."
Frances nodded. She couldn't get out of there fast enough. She half-walked, half-ran to the west wing bathrooms and locked herself inside. Sitting on the floor, she inhaled every bit of the lunch she'd brought. Then, without using her finger or anything, she vomited it all back up again.
She was still wiping at her mouth when she ran into Jared in the hall.
"You okay?" he said.
"What the hell do you care?" she said, trying to slide past him. She was too big. He was blocking her path, because she was so fat that she had to have a huge path. God. She was trapped by the guy who'd shot spitballs at her face and made her cry. Could this day get any worse?
"I don't," Jared admitted. "But I want to talk to you."
"Just let me through."
"You know," said Jared, "I used to be fat."
Where was he going with this? "Good for you," she said, moving left.
Jared moved with her. "Actually, it wasn't good. But it was good when I lost weight."
"I'm sure it was." She moved right.
Jared moved too. "Wanna know how I did it?"
"Not really."
Jared took a pill bottle out of his pocket. "Prescription pills," he said. "Want them?"
"Do I look like an idiot? For all I know that stuff will just make me fatter. You'd only try to help me if you were actually trying to hurt me."
Jared considered. "Maybe. But what if it were like a trade?"
"What?" Frances had given up trying to get past him.
"I need a favor," he said. "Maybe two favors, actually."
"I'm not doing you any favors. Now can I go?"
"You like Trevor Gordan, don't you?" Jared said.
"No."
"Sure you do. I saw the way you looked at him in calc. You want him bad. You want him maybe as bad as I want Maureen."
Frances looked at him. This was starting to sound a little bit more on the up and up. "I thought you liked Maureen."
"I do. She's real, you know. Everybody else is so fake."
"Uh-huh." Whatever. That made no sense at all.
"Well, I guess you saw her with Trevor today, didn't you?"
Frances nodded.
"Trevor told me that if you weren't so fat, he'd rather date you."
"He did not." Did he really?
"I can help you get thin," said Jared. "With a little nudging, he'll fall into your arms, and Maureen will fall into mine." He jiggled the pills in her face. "Just try them. If you don't see a difference in a week, deal's off."
* * *
Trevor quietly closed the front door and slipped into the darkness of the kitchen. It was late. After midnight on a school night, and he didn't want to wake his parents. He and Maureen had been making out in his car for hours. He had a dreadfully apparent hard-on that would not go away, and he wanted to get to bed and rub one out before his balls started to hurt.
"Trevor?" called a voice from the living room. "Where have you been?"
Shit. They were awake? They'd noticed he was gone? What the hell? They barely knew he was alive.
Trevor went into the living room, his penis instantly deflating. Funny how that worked. Both his parents were sitting up on the couch.
"I, um, was studying," he said. "At a friend's house. We didn't notice how late it was."
His mother held up three full pill bottles. He kept those in his sock drawer with his porn. Jesus Christ, this was not good.
"How long?" said his father. "How long have you not been taking your pills?"
Did they find the porn? God. Trevor decided righteous anger was the best course. "How dare you go through my stuff?!" he shouted.
"Please calm down," said his mother.
Trevor sat down opposite them in an easy chair. "You had no right," he said.
"How long?" repeated his father.
"Four months," Trevor said.
"Trevor," said his mother, "you're not well. You need—"
"I'm fine," said Trevor. "I'm fine. I don't need them. I'm fine."
"You'd never have gone out this late when you were taking them," said his mother.
Trevor shrugged. "Going out late is a normal teenage thing, Mom."
She started to cry.
Oh Geez. Not the crying. He couldn't handle it if she cried.
"Mom..."
"Evelyn..." said his father.
"I just can't believe you lied to us," she said.
"I can't believe you went through my stuff," said Trevor.
"Where were you really?" she said tearfully. "Were you really studying?"
"Yes," said Trevor.
"Please," said his father. "The truth, Trevor."
Trevor decided he didn't care. "I was with my girlfriend," he said.
His mother stopped crying. "You have a girlfriend?"
"Yeah," he said. Was she mad?
"Oh, honey," she said, "that's wonderful. Oh, that's—" She started to cry again.
"Evelyn, please," said his father. "We can't be sure he's telling us the truth."
"You think I'm lying?" Trevor couldn't believe it. "You think I'd tell you I had my hands up some girl's shirt for the last two hours in the hopes of getting myself off the hook?!"
His father coughed. "Trevor, please. There's no need to get graphic. We did...remove the, uh, magazines."
He was going to die. Trevor felt his face redden.
"Michael, don't embarrass him," said his mother. "After all, he's a teenage boy. He has certain urges—"
"Mom, don't," Trevor choked out.
"Although," she said, "I do want to make sure you're being careful, Trevor. If you're too embarrassed to buy condoms—"
"Mother!"
"We want to trust you," his father said, getting back on track, "but in light of the fact you aren't taking your pills, we feel your behavior could be too erratic. We simply can't be sure."
Fuck this. Trevor stood up. "I'm not taking the pills anymore. I don't need them."
"Please, don't be that way," said his mother. "Sit down. Let's talk."
"No," said Trevor. "I'm not taking them."
"We just don't want you to do anything that you'll regret. Without the pills, you're not in control," said his father.
"I'm in control," said Trevor.
"No," said his father. "You aren't. You need them. They were prescribed to you for a reason, and if you stop taking them, you might—"
"Rob was taking his pills like a good little soldier when he pumped his classmates full of lead," Trevor interrupted, his voice low and even.
"Oh God," said his mother. "How can you—"
"How can I what? Say his name? It's easy. Rob. Robbie. Robert. Your other son, remember?"
"You're upsetting your mother," said his father tightly.
"Did you know that psychotropic drugs have been linked to violence?" Trevor said. "Do you know how many mass murderers were on Prozac or Lithium or—"
"Stop!" screamed his mother. She stood up. "Don't take the pills. I don't care." She started forward, then turned. "He wasn't. What you just said. That's not what Robbie was." She walked out, stumbling like she was drunk.
Trevor and his father stared at each other silently for a few minutes. Finally, his father nodded. "Okay, then," he said. "Don't take the pills."
There was a funny look in his father's eyes as he left the living room. Trevor stood alone for a moment, thinking about it before he went to his room. He'd almost never seen that look in his father's eyes. It was fear.
* * *
"I'm gonna take the bus," Maureen said to Trevor. They were standing outside the school at the end of the day in front of the student parking lot.
"The bus doesn't get here for another forty minutes," Trevor said. "Let me give you a ride home."
"I have some homework I can get done while I wait for the bus," Maureen said.
"You can do your homework at home," said Trevor, "after I take you there. You'll be home in ten minutes."
Maureen shook her head, smiling. "Come on, Trevor. You and I both know that if I get in that car, the last thing I'll end up doing is homework."
"I promise. I'll take you straight home," Trevor said.
"I need a break," said Maureen.
"A break?!"
"No, not like a break break," she said. "I just need a night, okay? I need to do homework and go to bed early. And it's Wednesday. Frances and I have movie night on Wednesdays, and I blew her off last week to be with you, so I owe her, all right?"
"Maureen, just get in the car," said Trevor.
"No," she said.
"This is stupid," he said. "You're being stupid."
What the hell was Trevor's problem? She spent every spare moment with the guy, and she didn't really mind. He was gorgeous and totally into her, and she felt lucky to be alive. Twice every day she pinched herself to make sure she wasn't dreaming. But suddenly, because she wanted to get some homework done, he was calling her stupid?! "I'm stupid, huh?" she said. "Great work trying to convince me. Little shaky on the dismount."
"Maureen—"
"I'll see you tomorrow in school, Trevor."
"I'm sorry."
Whatever. She went back into the school building. Before dating Trevor, she used to use this time after school to catch up on homework. The bus to her house didn't show up for nearly an hour after school let out. That didn't bother Maureen, because by the time she got home, she was usually done with whatever homework she'd had, so the evening was hers to do with what she would. Since dating Trevor, she'd started to get woefully behind on her homework. It had only been a few weeks. They'd been hands down the most wonderful weeks of her life, but the way they'd been living was starting to wear on her. She'd been sneaking out after her parents went to sleep almost every night. Trevor would pick her up at the end of her driveway and they'd make out for hours. Which was also awesome, but Maureen sometimes worried they were moving too fast.
And sometimes, like today, she worried a little about Trevor. He was so possessive. He wanted to be around her all the time. At first, she'd felt exactly the same way, but now, she was afraid if they kept up the pace, her life would crumble into tiny pieces and she'd have nothing left but Trevor. What was scarier was that she sometimes felt like that was what Trevor wanted. They almost never talked anymore. They just kissed. And...other stuff too. She was starting to feel like, even though she'd been fairly intimate with Trevor, she didn't really know him at all.
And Frances wasn't around much anymore. She never called. She'd talk to Maureen if Maureen called. She sometimes showed up at lunch, but she never ate anything, which worried Maureen. When she'd said that stuff to Frances about going on a diet, she'd meant a normal, healthy one, where you ate food, just not as much. Frances was losing weight, though. Maureen could tell. Everyone could tell. Frances seemed pretty happy about it. Maureen couldn't blame her, but for some reason, she wasn't happy for her.
* * *
Trevor glared after Maureen as she disappeared into the school building. He couldn't believe she'd just blown him off like that. He'd thought everything was okay between them. But if she'd rather do homework than spend time with him, things were clearly not okay. Shaking his head, he turned and headed for his car. Jared was leaning against it.
"Get away from my car," said Trevor.
"Troubles with the little woman?" Jared asked.
"Get away from my car," Trevor repeated.
"You ever think the two of you just might not be right for each other?"
"What the hell are you doing?"
Jared backed away from the car. "What am I doing? I'm gonna make some bombs. Do you like bombs, Trevor?" He laughed, a low, rolling chuckle.
Trevor's heart stopped for a second. His breath stuck in his throat. "You stay away from me," he rasped. Trevor got in his car and drove away as fast as he could.
No way. No way, no way. It was just a coincidence.
* * *
Five years ago, Trevor was twelve years old, waiting for his brother to get home from school. Both his parents were still at work, and Robbie had the Sega in his bedroom. Trevor wanted to play a video game, but Robbie had told him never to go into his room when Robbie wasn't there. So Trevor waited. He knew Robbie meant business when he said things like that. Once, Robbie had told him not to play with his Star Wars action figures. "They're collectibles," he'd said. But Trevor hadn't been able to resist. Robbie had caught him doing it. He'd pulled Trevor to his feet by his hair and slammed Trevor's head into the wall three times. Trevor had cried and claimed he would tell, but Robbie said, "If you tell Mom and Dad, I'll kill you, Trevor. I swear to God, I will."
Trevor believed him. So, he wasn't going into Robbie's room. No way was he going into Robbie's room. He waited and waited. Finally, Robbie showed up with his friend Simon. Trevor didn't like Simon. He was never very nice to Trevor, and Simon had a kind of scary smile. It reminded Trevor of the Joker on Batman. Simon was very fair, with blonde hair like corn silk and eyes like ice. He had huge shoulders and enormous pectoral muscles. When he looked down at Trevor, his face was half-hidden by them.
"Hey, Trevor," said Robbie.
"Hey, kid," said Simon, smirking at Trevor.
The two took beer out of the refrigerator and went to Robbie's room. Trevor followed behind. He still wanted to play his game.
"Get lost, Trev," said Robbie, when Trevor followed them into his room.
"But I wanted to play Sega," Trevor said. "You said it was okay if I was quiet."
"Not today," said Robbie. "Simon and I have stuff to do."
"But you said—" started Trevor.
"No," Robbie said. "Go away."
"Come on dude," said Simon from behind Robbie, "let the kid play a game."
Robbie looked at Simon as if Simon were crazy. "No way, dude. I don't want him hearing shit."
"He's a kid," said Simon. "What's he know, anyway? Besides, he'll be paying attention to the game."
"Hey," said Robbie, "he's a smart kid. He's my brother. No way. I don't want him mixed up in this. Go away, Trevor."
"I won't listen," said Trevor.
"See?" said Simon. "He won't listen."
"What are you doing, anyway?" Trevor asked.
"Nothing," said Robbie.
"We're gonna make some bombs," said Simon. "Do you like bombs, Trevor?" He grinned his horrible Joker grin, and Trevor shivered.
Robbie shoved Simon. "Dude, what's your problem? That's my kid brother. God." He turned to Trevor, and his words were the same, but his voice wasn't. It was softer. Sadder. "Get lost, Trev, okay?"
Simon chuckled. His icy eyes bored into Trevor's own. Trevor turned and ran.
* * *
When Trevor got home, neither of his parents was home. Not that it mattered. Since the big argument about the pills, they'd mostly steered clear of him. Things were back to normal. They were pretending he didn’t exist, and he was doing whatever the hell he wanted. He wouldn't admit to himself, but he almost wished that when they'd found the pills and the porn, they had taken some kind of action. He didn't want to be punished, and if they'd tried to do anything, he wouldn't have listened, but it was kind of disturbing that they hadn't even tried. It was like they'd just given up. They really didn't care about him.
He wished he were with Maureen. When he was with her, he didn't have to think so much. It was weird. He hadn't planned on pursuing her. He hadn't planned on having a relationship with her. But now that they were together, he was seriously attached. She was smart and witty. She might dress kind of funny, but she was actually very pretty. And she had a beautiful body. She looked like a model. He just couldn't believe she was an outcast at school. And she'd been right. Dating her had not helped him socially. He'd even had a few guys say shit to him about it. He didn't care if people mocked him for dating her, though. He liked her a lot.
Just thinking about her had kind of turned him on. It was still afternoon, but... He pulled his shades and locked his bedroom door. There were lotion and tissues in his sock drawer. He got them out, squirted some lotion into the palm of his hand, and closed his eyes.
He imagined he was undressing Maureen, one piece of clothing at a time. She was undressing him. They were kissing. He had his hands on her and she was jacking him off. He pumped furiously with his hand, feeling an inevitable orgasm building. He dropped the fantasy and just felt it. It was overwhelming; the pleasure was growing and growing and—
An image flashed in front of his face. It was Maureen. She was naked. Her stomach was ripped open, and her entrails were spilling out of it, red and steaming. She had caught them with one hand, as if she was trying to push her guts back inside of her. Blood was gushing over her fingers. She was screaming.
He came.
Waves of pleasure racked his body and he spasmed again and again and again. It was the best orgasm of his entire life. It had never felt that good.
Trevor heaved and threw up all over himself.
Chapter Seven
The dry heat of the cigarette smoke hurt Maureen's throat. She fought not to cough. She was sitting Indian style on the grass. It was dark, and the sky was crowded with stars. Trevor's car was parked nearby. They were up on a dirt road that dead-ended at the top of a mountain. Probably, they were on private property. It didn't matter. No one came up here. For that reason, it was one of their parking spots. She and Trevor came here to make out.
Except they'd just done more than make out. She sucked in smoke and blew it out.
Trevor sat down beside her, putting his arm around her shoulders. "You okay?"
She nodded and offered him a cigarette. He took it and lit it.
"You sure?" he said.
She smiled and offered him her lips. He kissed her.
It hadn't been bad. It hadn't hurt. Well, it kind of had, at the beginning, but then it had stopped hurting. There hadn't been any gush of blood like in the romance novels she'd read. It had just been, well, boring. Disappointing. She felt like she had the first time she'd drunk wine. She'd been expecting a sweet, sparkling nectar. Instead, she'd tasted a bitter, lukewarm liquid. It had tasted gross. Maureen remembered feeling vastly cheated. That was wine? How could people actually drink that? It was disgusting.
Of course, after she got used to it, she started to appreciate it. Like cigarettes. Same thing. But of all the things in the world, she'd never expected she'd have to learn to like sex.
People made it sound so great. It was supposed to feel really good. But it didn't. It didn't feel like anything. Maureen would rather kiss. Hell, she'd rather be groped. Being groped was nice. And the whole time Trevor had been groping her, she'd known they were leading up to sex, eventually. She'd expected sex to top groping. It was supposed to be the climax. The big finish. And it was just kind of gross. It was messy, and Trevor had gotten all sweaty. She was coated in his sweat. She wanted a shower. She wanted to cry. She'd never felt so alone in her entire life.
"Your shirt's on backwards," said Trevor.
She wriggled away from him, popping her cigarette into her mouth, glad to get his arm off her shoulder. Tucking her arms inside her shirt, she scooted it around the right way and stuck her arms back through the sleeves. She ground out her cigarette and stood up.
Trevor stood up too. "Well," he said.
"I think I wanna go home," said Maureen. "It's kind of late."
"It's not that late," said Trevor.
Maureen checked her watch. Nine-thirty. It really wasn't that late. She fumbled for another cigarette.
It was quiet for a really long time.
Finally, Trevor said, "Did it hurt? I've heard that it hurts girls sometimes, the first time."
Maureen shook her head. "Not really. I'm okay."
"You can tell me."
"It really didn't hurt that much. It hurt for like a couple minutes."
"I'm sorry. I didn't want to hurt you."
"You didn't. I'm fine. I'm really fine," she said. For some reason, all she really wanted was away from him. It bugged her that they had both had the same experience and it had been so different for both of them. It bugged her that it had obviously felt good to him, and it hadn't felt good to her. It wasn't fair.
"Okay," said Trevor. "Do you really want to go home?"
She thought she did. But maybe she could...fix it. If she could just feel close to him, the way she did before, when they were just kissing. She moved close to him and laid her head on his shoulder. "Hold me," she said. She'd always wanted to say that. Women always said that on the movies. His arms came around her like a warm blanket, and it did start to feel better. She felt safer.
They stood like that for a long time. Trevor stroked her hair. She nuzzled into the crook between his neck and shoulders. It felt nice. Finally, Trevor asked her again: "Do you want me to take you home?"
She pulled back. "I like being close to you. Can we just cuddle in the backseat?"
They did. They kissed a little too. Maureen was starting to feel a huge balloon of affection for Trevor growing in her chest. She stared at his face, trying to memorize it. She was bonding to him. She knew it. It must be some sort of biological female response to sex. She didn't want to let him go. She mused on that for a few seconds. What was she feeling? She didn't want to think it was purely emotional on her part, because she wasn't sure Trevor felt the same way. If she could blame it on something, she wouldn't feel so vulnerable. Because right now, she felt like she loved Trevor.
"Can I tell you something weird?" asked Trevor.
"Sure," said Maureen.
"I think Jared is Simon Finch."
"What?!" The two had been entangled, arms and bodies entwined, but now Maureen moved away. Where in the heck had that come from? Obviously, sex hadn't had nearly the same effect on Trevor that it had had on her. How was that fair in any universe? She hadn't even liked having sex, and now it was making her feel all attached to Trevor. Trevor had enjoyed it and didn't get any annoying attached feelings. Why was the world so unjust?
"Jared said something to me about bombs, and it was the same thing Simon said to me once. Word for word," Trevor said.
"Trevor, Jared looks nothing like Simon Finch," Maureen said.
"I know," said Jared. "But maybe he could have surgery. Or he's wearing a face mask. Or—"
"Are you crazy? Simon Finch is dead, for one thing. I saw pictures of his body. For another, even if he happened to be alive, why would he pretend to be Jared?"
"Because of me," said Trevor. "He wants to hurt me."
"Jesus. Paranoid much?" Maureen said. She laughed. "Come on, Trevor."
"Don't laugh," he said. "It was creepy. He said the exact same thing."
"It's a coincidence. That's all." Maureen was starting to get creeped out herself. Trevor was serious. He really thought this absurd thing. "Maybe you should start taking your pills again."
Trevor looked at her in horror. "Take that back."
"I'm just saying—"
"Take it back."
"Trevor, listen—"
But Trevor was climbing into the front seat and starting the car. He wouldn't speak to her on the drive home.
* * *
"What are we watching?" Frances asked. "Is it too gross, because I don't feel like being grossed out."
Maureen shook her head. She'd just arrived at Frances' house for Wednesday movie night. "I rented Sex and the City."
"No horror?"
Maureen surveyed the living room. "No cupcakes?"
Frances wasn't eating anything. She usually had a lot of snacks. Frances shook her head. "I'm on a diet."
"Yeah, I've noticed you haven't been eating much. I know I said stuff to you about that, but I didn't mean—"
"I'm fine, Maureen. Don't worry," said Frances. She was losing weight. The pills Jared had given her worked really well. And even though she was still pretty mad at Maureen, Jared said for his plan to work, it was better that she held onto the friendship. She'd been spending a lot of time with Jared recently. "So, how's Trevor?"
Maureen shrugged. "I don't know."
"What's wrong?" Frances hoped she sounded sincere.
"Well, we had sex," said Maureen.
"Really?" That little bitch. How dare she? The thought of Trevor with anyone besides her made her sick to her stomach. But Frances leaned forward and said in her best excited girly voice, "What was it like?"
"I don't know. It was okay. I think it'll get better, but you know the first time is..."
Frances nodded. "Did it hurt?"
"Not that much."
"Did you bleed?"
"No." Maureen shrugged again. "It was fine, but he got really mad at me afterwards."
"Why?"
"He said this stupid thing. He said that he thought Jared was...somebody else. A dead somebody else. And he was serious. So I told him maybe he should start taking his meds, because he sounded really paranoid."
"Oh, wow," said Frances. "Gosh, you really shouldn't have said that."
Maureen looked miserable. "I know."
"Have you talked to him since?"
"Yeah. He called me and apologized that night."
Damn it.
"So, everything's okay?" said Frances.
"I don't know. He's different now. And I'm...Frances, I think I'm in love with him. I don't know if it's just because he's the first guy I've had sex with that I feel the way I do, but it's like, when he's not around, the world's not nearly as bright."
"Wow," said Frances. Clearly, Trevor didn't love her back. Good.
"Anyway, we haven't gone out since it happened. I'm worried. You don't think he's the kind of guy who'd just use me to get laid and then get rid of me, do you?"
"Maybe," said Frances. "I don't know him as well as you do. Or...I don't know. You didn't really like the sex. Did he like it?"
"Yeah."
"Did he say he liked it?"
"Well...no."
"Maybe he doesn't want to be with you because of that."
"How was I supposed to be good in bed? It was my first goddamned time," Maureen said. "Jesus, I'm so freaked out. Let's just watch the movie."
"Okay," said Frances. "I'm sorry you're so upset." Yeah, right. She was ecstatic.
* * *
Trevor stared at the clock in Ms. Trask's classroom. He could swear it hadn't moved in hours. It felt like hours, anyway. Assuming the clock was actually correct, it had only been seconds. Trevor felt like he'd been in school for eons. And it was only first period. He slumped down in his chair and tried to concentrate on what Ms. Trask was saying.
They were reading some Shakespeare play. Well, Trevor wasn't reading it, but it was assigned for class. He honestly had no idea what it was about or anything. Maureen had suggested renting the movie, and he'd seriously thought about doing it. It seemed like a good way to figure out what was going on in class, but he hadn't done it yet. He kept meaning to, but things kept coming up.
Things. Whatever. Since the whole thing with Maureen—God, that was pathetic. He couldn't even think the words. He and Maureen weren't especially talking about it in specifics, but he should be able to think it at the very least. Right. So, since Trevor had lost his virginity, everything had seemed worse. He guessed it was partly because of the argument they'd had. Hell, who was he kidding? It hadn't really been an argument. He'd said something weird, and she'd told him he ought to be medicated. He guessed she was justified in saying that. After all, it was an extremely strange thing he'd said. Maureen would obviously think it was crazy to think Jared and Simon were the same person. And she probably hadn't meant the comment about the pills as seriously as he'd taken it. He really liked Maureen. He didn't want to be angry with her. And he really wasn't.
It was just...well, what if she was right? What if he really did need to be on those pills? It wasn't just the Jared thing, although he really didn't like Jared. It was also the dreams. He'd been having really violent dreams lately. Every night, he woke up with the image of his dead parents emblazoned on his brain. He killed other people in the dreams. Jared, his teachers, Maureen, Frances, but he always ended up shooting his parents. The dreams weirded him out. They were so vivid, and while he was sleeping, they seemed so real.
And that wasn't the worst of it. When he and Maureen had... When he had lost his virginity, he'd had a flash, like the one he'd had earlier while jacking off. A gory picture. A naked chick. Anytime he got off, he saw one. Usually it was Maureen. She was always alive, but ripped up somehow. Missing limbs or bleeding from her throat or being riddled with bullet holes.
He didn't think that was normal. If he took the pills, they might go away, but so would his chance of ever having another orgasm. The pills really destroyed his libido. Which maybe didn't make much difference, really, because the flashes of wounded naked chicks were pretty much destroying his sex life anyway. He hadn't been with Maureen since. She hadn't said anything about it. That worried him too. He knew she hadn't really enjoyed having sex, but he'd hoped she'd at least want to try it again. She probably hated it. He was probably so bad in bed, she'd never touch him again.
Sex complicated things. It just did.
Frances nudged him. He had three classes with her and she'd somehow managed to end up sitting next to him in all of them. She was losing weight, but she seemed different. Not good different, either. It was like all her sweetness had been in her fat.
"What?" he whispered.
"Do you have a pen?" she whispered back. "Mine's out of ink."
Trevor shook his head. "Sorry." Pens? Who brought pens to school?
"Trevor," said Ms. Trask.
Trevor's head snapped up. Shit. She was talking to him.
"Did you have something you wanted to share with the class?" Ms. Trask asked.
"Uh, no. No, I'm good," said Trevor.
"Well, maybe you could offer your opinion on the question I just asked."
What question? Jesus, was everybody looking at him? He hated school. Opinion, huh? "I think it's good," he said.
Ms. Trask considered. "Interesting response. My question was, 'Why does Iago do what he does?'"
"Oh," said Trevor. Fuck this shit. He already looked like an ass. Maybe he'd just give a ridiculous answer. "I don't know. He's crazy."
"Yes," said Ms. Trask. "That is definitely one point of view. When Bob Hoskins was playing Iago, he gave an interview in which he said Iago is a psychopath. Can anyone tell me what a psychopath is, clinically?"
Score one for Maureen and her mass murderer obsession. Trevor raised his hand.
"Yes, Trevor?"
"Psychopaths don't have the same set of morals that we do. They do things primarily for their own benefit. They're not really able to feel empathy for other people."
"Exactly," said Ms. Trask. "Good, Trevor. But is this how Iago behaves?"
Jared raised his hand.
Ms. Trask ignored it. It was the only raised hand in the class.
"Anyone," said Ms. Trask.
Jared just started talking. "Iago's just having fun," he said. "He doesn’t have a reason for why he does the things he does. It's just his idea of a good time."
"Anyone at all," said Ms. Trask.
"Don't ignore me," said Jared.
"Jared," said Ms. Trask, "can you read me the third of this classroom's rules?"
Jared didn't say anything.
"Fine, maybe someone else can," Ms. Trask said. "Trevor?"
"Hey, don't get me involved in this," said Trevor. "Jared's an asshole, but you're a teacher, and he's right, you shouldn't ignore him."
"Rule Three states that students are not to talk out of turn," said Ms. Trask. "That means all of you are to wait to be recognized."
"If a student has something valid to say, then he should be allowed," said Trevor. "We're here to learn, right?"
"Both of you out," said Ms. Trask.
No one moved.
"I mean it," she said. "Jared. Trevor. To the office. Now."
Trevor got up. That was weird. Ms. Trask was usually really cool. And plus those classroom rules she was referring to clearly stated that students got three warnings before being sent to the principal's office. What was up with her?
Once in the hall, Jared smirked at him. "Iago's crazy, huh? You been doing your homework like a good boy?"
Trevor just shook his head. He didn't want to talk to Jared.
"Of course," Jared continued, "you know all about being crazy, right? Any takers on those pills, or did you wise up and decide you need to take them yourself?"
"You set Ms. Trask off," Trevor said. "Why the hell did you say anything?"
"Just my idea of a good time," Jared said.
"Look, I know who you are—"
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