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I hoped that Adrian would not try to call me. It was a muggy Friday night and the end of my 

junior year was nearing at last. Tonight marked the opening of the Osnaburg Township 52
nd

 annual 

summer festival hosted by St. George’s Preparatory Academy Student Council. The three nights that were 

to follow; similarly, were filled with community driven events and activities which highlighted the social 

calendars of all 3,712 residents of our rural town. As President of the Student Council body, an immense 

amount of pressure had been upon me over the course of the final quarter to ensure that no detail, no 

matter how small, was overlooked.  

I sank lower in the worn; zebra print upholstered seats of Stacy Loughton’s Escort and watched 

the cars wiz by the twists and turns of Big Bend, a dirt country road four miles south of St. George Prep. 

Metallica’s Enter the Sandman blared at an inconceivable decibel, and my eardrums throbbed from the 

abuse. I silently cursed the fact that I had accepted Stacy’s invitation for a ride. I would have much 

preferred to meet her and the rest of my friends at the festival, driving my blue Audi, and saving myself 

from probable, permanent ear damage. I sighed, at least this way Adrian would think I was at home if he, 

just so happened, to come looking for me. I had practiced my lines over and over, as every good actress 

does, in order to prepare for what I would say to him. I would lie through my teeth. 

I had worked tirelessly to promote the festival and elevate it to a level never achieved before. I 

deserved to enjoy myself tonight- with my friends and committee staff, but Adrian had said the day before 

that I was not permitted to go. In his selfish way, he had declared that he didn’t care it was my 

responsibility as Student Council President; I was not going without him. It was unfair that he never let 

me do anything; he always had to control me. He hated all my friends, and they in return hated him even 

more.  

As the car rolled to an abrupt halt at the corner of Big Bend and Main Street, I nervously peered 

out of the window and prayed that I would not see him walking, on his way to Eric and Steve Wise’s 

house which stood directly on the corner. Thankfully he was not, and as Stacy hit the gas, leaving the 

country roads and serenity of rural Osnaburg behind us, I finally was able to exhale. We had been silent, 

immersed in our own thoughts, but my constant nervous twitching must have given away my hidden 

fears.  

Stacy eyed me cautiously. She must have guessed what was going through my head because she 

sighed and shook hers. Her stiff chocolate colored curls were tied securely in a low ponytail and her 

meadow green eyes squinted in the fading sun. “Why are you two still together?” she questioned. “I just 

don’t get you Autumn. He isn’t cute or smart, nice or funny. You are way too good for him.” 

I didn’t say anything in reply. I had heard this a thousand times over the years that Adrian and I 

had dated, and at this point, I don’t think that my friends expected an answer.  

“I mean what an ass. Here you are riding in my car to the festival because you’re worried that he 

will find out that you went out with your friends. Tonight you won’t even be able to enjoy yourself 

because you’re going to be freaking out that he will find out you aren’t at home.” 

“You see it that way, but Adrian and I have a lot of history. I can’t just break up with him,” I 

snapped defensively. “Things aren’t always bad you know.” 

“Right, like the time he ditched you at the football game against Local because you spoke to Tony 

Greggory. Or what about the masquerade ball last month when he made you cry right there at the dinner 

table because you accidently knocked his steak knife on the floor and got it dirty? Seriously Autumn, you 

can’t fool me,” she replied with a knowing air. 

“Well, maybe things will change between us. I really don’t want to talk about Adrian right now,” 

I said in an almost whisper. We drove on quietly for half a mile. “I talked to Tony early this morning,” I 



began again.  “He said that he was planning on attending the festival tonight and that there was someone 

he wanted me to meet.” 

“Tony is so much more your speed. You deserve to be with an intelligent athlete, just like 

yourself,” Stacy mused. 

“We are just friends,” I emphasized. Although we never had attended the same school, I at St. 

George’s and Tony (and Adrian) at Local- the public school just a few miles away- Tony and I had been 

friends since middle school. Stacy was right about Tony, as she was about so many things, he was perfect 

for me. He was the elite wrestler and football star at Local, and a very strong pole-vaulter as well. 

Whenever I wanted to see Tony, I simply opened the Sports page of the newspaper and I was sure to see 

his handsome face smiling back at me. He was an honor student who was very talented in mathematics 

and sciences; he volunteered at the church and was active in the community. I was sure that he would earn 

a scholarship to a top university and do well for himself- and deservedly so. I compared him to Adrian 

and snickered. Tony outmatched him in every possible category: brains, brawn, and beauty. Maybe I was 

pathetic for staying with Adrian…but how could I ever break up with him? He would never let me go.  

Stacy slowed the car as we approached the parking lot in the rear of St. George’s carefully 

maneuvering her Escort between Cameron’s Civic and Lauren’s Impala. I glanced about quickly; 

checking to make sure Adrian wasn’t waiting to sabotage me.  

“So, who is ready to party?” Cameron squealed throwing her arms in the air. Cameron Richmond 

always looked as if she were ready to party, with her short hair crimped wildly and her makeup dark and 

bold. She was always determined to play up her scant features and draw attention to her streaky 

blonde/black locks and attractive petite frame. 

“No Adrian today Autumn?” Lauren said flashing her sandstone eyes at me. 

I hated when she made comments to that effect- when she mocked me. I knew she was trying to 

steer a wayward reply from me. “Not today,” I glared back at her, shooting her a look that said I didn’t 

feel like playing her game. Lauren Vanderbilt was one of my best friends, but her pessimism and 

narcissistic personality, sometimes, was too much for me to bear. If one were to look up the word 

narcissist in the dictionary, a picture of Lauren would be found. She would, no doubt, take up the entire 

page! Her lovely face complete with a fake smile would expose a set of gleaming teeth and a pair of 

calcareous eyes lined with silver sparkling glitter. Glitter and Lauren always went in the same sentence- 

she loved glitter hairspray, glitter nail polish, and glitter lotion. She was the Glitter Queen and everyone 

loved her for it. “Let’s go,” I said slinging my rhinestone embezzled purse over my shoulder. 

“Aren’t we going to wait on Vicki?” Stacy called after me. 

“Yeah, you guys stay and wait for her. I need to get going and meet up with Tony. I haven’t seen 

him in nearly a week and I want to know who he brought with him.” 

“Let her go,” I heard Lauren say. “She doesn’t get much time away from the psychopathic 

tyrant.”  

I pulled my waist long, sable hair into a sloppy bun and flipped Lauren the middle finger as I 

trotted off in the general direction of the fresh squeezed lemonade stand where Tony had asked me to 

meet.  

Butterflies began to rise and flutter in my stomach as I crossed the walkway into the quad, a 

sprawling grassy area in the middle of campus. Spanning nearly two acres, the quad served in many ways 

as a recreational site for school and community activities. Anxiety over the success of the festival was 

daunting. Tonight’s kickoff was the most important aspect, always organized by St. George’s and 

decorated by members of Student Council. As Project Manager, I was quite pleased with the outcome. 

Arrays of contrasting colors were used this year, thanks to the adopted theme idea submitted by Cameron- 

Vanity Fair. We had read Thackeray’s satirical novel in British Literature class last quarter, and her 

inspiration, to turn this year’s festival into lively Russell Square, was both elegant and theatrical. The 

light posts, which lined the path, were wrapped in fantastical colored scarves. Rustic wooden booths were 

stationed intermittently between food vendors and carnival tables that were radiant and whimsical: henna, 

fortune tellers, local art works, makeup designers, photography, and crafts. To my right, picnic table’s 



setup in a spiral design pattern provided an ample eating area. Cameron said the idea was so vanity and so 

fair- whatever that meant. 

I spotted Tony half way down the second aisle of food booths, at the lemonade stand as he 

promised, leaning on the edge of a picnic table top. I decided to circle back around so that I would pass 

him from the opposite direction. I desired for him to see me first, so that he could be the first to speak. I 

discreetly glanced at him, but kept walking; ready almost to pass him, my face was ruddy with 

humiliation over my near faulty plan. But…at the last second he grabbed me by the arm and pulled me in 

for a hug.  

“Hey you,” he said in a hushed voice. 

“I was worried that I wouldn’t find you,” I lied. “There are so many people here and of course 

you aren’t even that close to the lemonade stand.” 

“It’s right over there,” he said pointing and releasing me from his tight grasp. 

“I’m glad I finally get to see you. It seems like forever.” 

“So you said it was girl’s night out. How the hell did you manage that?” 

I sat down on the picnic table next to him and mumbled, “I didn’t figure Adrian would look for 

me here.” 

“Really? Why wouldn’t he look for you here? You aren’t with him and everyone in town is here,” 

he asked darting me a curious look. 

A hundred amperes spiked through my veins in a jolting blast- he was right. If Adrian called me 

and realized that I wasn’t home he would come here. Shit!  A horrified expression settled on my face as I 

weighed out my limited options and thought of the most efficient escape route. 

Tony placed his arm around the small of my back and turned my head toward his. “Don’t worry 

Autumn,” he reassured me.  “Nothing bad is going to happen while I’m around.” 

I breathed a sigh of relief- Tony always had a way of making me feel protected- and I loved him 

for that. “The girls should be on their way any minute,” I added. 

“You forget this is Vanity Fair. I’m sure they have gotten themselves enchanted by now and are 

wandering aimlessly, absorbed in their own vain existence.” 

“Aren’t you feisty today,” I said giggling. 

He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket, glanced at it intently, and then placed it back in his 

pocket. He stood erect- all five feet eight inches of him- and leaned in toward me. “Our friendship means 

a lot to me you know,” he started looking down, “I just want to know that you are safe and happy.” 

Our eyes met and in a faltering tone I replied, “I’m fine really… and our friendship means a lot to 

me too.” I had perjured myself. Just as I was about to concede that I didn’t want to be with Adrian 

anymore, I stopped. A perplexing sensation enveloped me. It felt as if I was suffocating. For a moment I 

was dazed, the world around me slowed, and an intense and tightening knot formed at the base of my 

stomach. I gulped in raspy mouthfuls of humid air, panicking, I was confused by the gripping emotions 

that pulsated through my body. I felt that someone was watching me. Frantically, I searched the faces of 

the people around me; however, no one was paying me the slightest notice. 

“Autumn,” Tony said shaking me. “Are you alright? You look like you’ve just seen a ghost.” 

“I’m fine… I think.” 

“Ah… there he is,” Tony said pointing across the quad toward the stage where several punk 

rockers from Local were tuning their guitars.  

As the stranger approached our table, a feeling of calmness warmed me, just as my grandmother’s 

patchwork quilt does through the blustery Ohio winter nights. His piercing eyes, blue as the sky which 

dawns the morning star, latched on to my heart. I could feel them burrowing deep within, and though I 

tried, I could not break my eyes away from his. He was an angel I was sure. I had never seen someone 

more magnificently perfect and bewitching in my entire seventeen years on Earth. His hair was pure 

sunshine which paired with his smooth milky skin. I took him in, awed by his graceful appearance and 

intrigued by his gregarious; yet, striking demeanor. I wondered if everyone else was as smitten as I by the 

newcomer, but I was too mesmerized by his cogent eyes to tell. I thought I saw a smirk peek out from the 



corners of his full ruby lips, but I couldn’t be sure. Slowly, the noose was loosened from around me and I 

bashfully turned away. 

“This is who I told you about,” Tony said nudging me in the ribs, “he’s new to town and started at 

Local earlier this week.” 

I inwardly snorted. Of course he attended Local- I couldn’t be so lucky- I was sure that if he ever 

did grace the mosaic halls of St. George Prep – he would be deemed, by Sister Mary Thomas Bernard, the 

last archangel. “Autumn Marseille,” I said coyly. 

“David Huntsmen,” he said, quite cavalier, “I’ve heard a lot about you. 
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 Just as I was about to inquire what he had heard about me and from who, my purse began to 

vibrate under my arm. “I have to take this,” I said. 

Tony shot me an apprehensive look; we both knew who was calling.  

I fumbled through my purse frantically, afraid I would miss the call all together and spark 

unwanted suspicion; and finally, I found it near the bottom of my bag. I flipped it open and took a few 

steps away from the table to distance myself from Tony and David. “Hello,” I said wearily. 

  “Where the hell are you and what are you doing?” Adrian growled. 

  I instantly turned defensive; I knew that he had planned on going over to Eric and Steve’s house 

after school, and it angered me that he always thought it was okay for him to do exactly as he pleased but 

it wasn’t okay for me to do anything. “I'm at home,” I lied convincingly. Over the years I had become a 

perfectionist at masking the truth and deceiving him. I hated that after all our time together things had 

gotten to this point; Adrian was jealous and hypocritical. Sometimes I wondered if he could sense the hate 

I too often felt for him. “I'm packing my things for the track meet tomorrow.”  

“I had forgotten about all that actually,” he replied sarcastically. “I guess you want me to come, 

huh?” 

  For some reason I did. The track meet tomorrow was going to be a big day for me, I was going 

after the school record in the long jump and this was my final attempt for the year to grasp the title which 

I had worked so diligently to achieve. My personal best, so far this season, was only 2 inches shy. “Yes, I 

was hoping that you'd be there for me. If you don't mind coming early I could give you a ride.” 

  “Nah, that's okay,” he said shortly. “If I do come, I'll get a ride from Steve and Eric.” 

  I felt David boring holes in the back of my head. Had he been staring at me the whole time? Self-

conscious, I looked around auspiciously, but only noticed a table of three young girls in pleated skirts and 

white tailored shirts looking my way. Why was David so interested in me- in my conversation? I decided 

to try and cut things short with Adrian. “Okay, that's fine I guess. Let me know in the morning if you 

change your mind.” 

  “Yea, well I'm going to get off of here. Eric just got back and we are about to start playing this 

new videogame he picked up. Maybe I’ll come by your house later and say what's up,” he said in a voice 

reeking of contempt. 

  “Fine, I will probably be in bed though, so don’t go out of your way.” 

  “Right…you want to look your best to impress that pole-vaulter from my school,” he spat with 

jealous anger. “Don’t bullshit me Autumn, and now that I think about it, I will come just to show him 

what the deal is.” 

  I tried to image Adrian, who at five feet- ten inches tall and one hundred and forty-five pounds, 

telling Tony the deal.  It was hate that had been brewing for several years: but one so far, I had been able 

to persuade Tony out of. “I'm not trying to impress him," I insisted. Adrian slammed the phone down and 

the line went dead. Breathing a sigh of relief, I returned my cell phone into my pocket and strolled 

casually back over to the picnic table. Tony had disappeared, and the seraph, David, was standing right 

where I had left him. “Where did Tony run off to?” I asked barely able to form a coherent sentence while 

standing next to him.  

 “While you were on the phone with your boyfriend, your friends wandered by and he took off 

with them.” 

 I wondered how much of my conversation with Adrian he had overheard. “You know my 

boyfriend?” I asked surprised. 

 “Yes,” he answered slowly, never unlocking his eyes from mine. 

 I could feel myself blushing. It was uncomfortable to have someone so sublime stare at me the 

way that David did. 



 “He’s a bitch.” 

 My face flushed with embarrassment. “What do you mean?” I asked. Tony had told me that 

David had just moved into town. There was no way that he had come to that conclusion in a week. Was 

there?  

 “I mean that anyone who hits on girls is a bitch. I mean that Adrian is a puppet and he does just as 

he is told,” he replied with an air of knowledge. 

 I turned away mortified. Who had told him that Adrian was violent and had hit me before? Even 

Tony didn’t know about that, I had definitely kept that a secret from him. I wanted to change the subject- 

badly. “Do you want to walk around too and see if we can find Tony and my friends, or maybe get 

something to eat?” 

 His lingering glare said that he knew- that I knew- that he knew everything. He made me stand 

there, wallowing in shame for what seemed like an eternity; then boldly, he took my clammy hand into 

his. “I’ll walk with you anywhere.” 

 My stomach began a series of acrobatic somersaults. Never in life had I felt so blissful and 

secure; but at the same time, I was worried that someone would see me walking side by side with David, 

and that somehow, it would get back to Adrian. Nevertheless, we strolled hand and hand down the 

walkway lined with greasy food booths and cotton candy stands. Periodically I would check my blind 

spots, in vain, for my group of friends. Once I found them, I would at least be in a small cluster and 

would draw less attention to myself. David was taciturn, lost in his thoughts, and seemingly unconcerned 

with what anyone else was thinking or what gossip was being brewed. We glided around the festival, as if 

on a cloud, wandering aimlessly, until we stopped in front of a shabby tent advertising itself as Madam 

Therriot Fortune Telling. 

 “Did you see them?” I questioned peering around a group of middle school students who were 

shouting excitedly and tossing plastic rings at small bottles which bobbed back and forth in a tank filled 

with water. 

 David shook his head. 

 “Miss Marseille…Miss Marseille,” a young man with creamy beige skin, spiky auburn hair and 

who was dressed in a navy blue soldier’s uniform called out to me. He appeared to be in charge of a 

military recruiting booth that offered free T-shirts and lanyards for completing a set of chin-ups within a 

sixty second period.  

 I vaguely remembered meeting him, along with several other entertainment vendors at an 

informational gathering which took place in the school gymnasium a few days ago. I waved at him and 

smiled. 

 “Miss Marseille, come try your luck. Come try your luck at some chin-ups,” he called out and 

gestured for me to come over.  

 I paused and waited to gauge David’s response. I glanced up at him but his attention was diverted 

elsewhere- as if he had not heard the soldier at all.  

 “Come with me,” David said in a virile tone and guided me through the parse flaps of Madam 

Therriot’s modest, enclosed canopy.  

 A delightful aroma of lilac and rosemary stormed up my nostrils, and I spun around to take in all 

the mystical sights before me. The tent was drab and from the ceiling hung dozens of sparkling bulb 

ornaments of all shapes and sizes. In the far corner, a reading table was adorned with an ivory laced cloth 

and a stately crystal vase which held several roseate plume feathers and a large vibrant orchid flower 

arrangement. A musical symphony played in my ears; for there must have been over twenty rustic bronze 

bird cages which cluttered the cramped entryway and were filled with bright yellow canaries who all sang 

the same tune, in varying octaves. “Wow,” I breathed aloud. I had never been to a clairvoyant before, but 

this certainly was not what I had expected.  

“Be with you two in just a second,” a rickety, old voice called from a distance. Could this be the 

mysterious Madam Therriot, and if so, how did she know there were two of us waiting for her? 



David looked at me as if he had read my mind. A slight grin reappeared on his lips. “She is 

psychic you know.” He winked at me as he browsed around, sifting through the arbitrary displays of 

tacky jewelry, fortune reading how-to manuals, incense, and racks of yarn woven frocks. 

I had no intention of exploring Madam Therriot’s lair and all its oddities. I wanted to flee- I 

wanted my fortune to remain untold, but sensed that David was content, and in a strange way that made 

our current predicament perfectly fine with me. The beaded curtain, which hung behind the checkout 

counter, swayed in a rhythmic motion and Madam Therriot appeared. 

“May I help you?” she asked in a thick eastern French accent.  

“Yes, we are here to have our futures told,” David replied leaning over my shoulder. He had 

come up behind me and as he spoke, his cool breath tickled the nape of my neck and sent a rush of chills 

down my spine. 

  “Ah yes,” she said eyeing us from behind her oval spectacles. “I've been expecting you.” 

 I had no idea what she meant by that. How could she been expecting us? I pondered that thought 

for a moment and finally came to the conclusion that I had met her at the vendor’s meeting and that she 

expected me, as Project Manager to stop in on her. I choked back a laugh as I took in her golden braided 

turban and flowing embezzled gown. “I love your costume,” I said jeeringly. She did not look offended, 

but rather puzzled, at my snide remark.   

 “Follow me,” she said and motioned for me to proceed behind the counter.  

I felt David's firm hands wrap around my waist. Electricity flowed freely through my body and an 

intense heat burned my cheeks and chest. “Aren't you going back there with me?” I pouted.  

“I think we should go back separately.”  

I protested, but it was no use. “This was your idea,” I whined. “I didn’t want to come in here.” 

“Well,” he said in a hoarse whisper. “Would you agree to have your fortune told if I told you it 

was for your own good?” He gave me another nudge- this one more forceful and direct. 

  “How so?” I spat. I was tired of everyone telling me what was best for me. When was I ever 

going to be free to make my own decisions? I had heard in a movie the saying 'fate is what we make', but 

for me-in my life- it never seemed the case. 

  “I just didn't think that you wanted Adrian finding you here at the festival...and certainly not with 

the likes of me.” He cocked his head toward the opening of the tent. “Go!” 

 My knees had turned to putty, and the afflicting knot returned to my stomach. I was in a 

catastrophic fuck mess. Excuses swirled through my head- racing one after the other- but none of them 

would save me if Adrian found me. Conquered, I parted the dense drapery and followed the sound of 

Madam Therriot as she hummed Edith Piaf’s La Vie en Rose- a cherished melody from my homeland. 

How in the world had David known that Adrian was at the festival? I seethed as I inched down the 

tapered and musty corridor and considered the possibility that he had fabricated the story to lure me back 

into the enchanted wonder-world of Madam Therriot. After several steps more, I stumbled into an open 

area. 

 “Here we are my darling,” sang Madam Therriot as she pointed to a chair in the center of the 

room. “You sit there. Try to relax your mind and I will tell you what lies ahead in your future.” 

  I swallowed nervously and watched her begin to dance fluidly around me. She strutted and 

twirled, slowly at first, but gradually she increased in speed. Her frayed, flowing gown swooshed about 

her feet and the haystack turban shifted on her head from side to side. If I were not completely taken 

aback, I would have laughed at her. She babbled and chanted for several minutes and swayed her arms up 

in the air and then brushed her long, gnarled fingernails across the grass at her feet. I sat in mortified 

silence, thinking of all the ways I would kill David when this was over. There was no doubt in my mind 

that after this blatant display of foolishness, he had set me up for sure.  

  “Hard as you try, my darling, you can't escape the pain. It will be sometime before the nightmares 

will stop.” 

  Was she referring to Adrian? I was not impressed- a lot of people have pain and nightmares. 

  “You will never be able to let him go,” she trailed off. “It's impossible.” 

  “Who?” I asked, “Who are you talking about?” 



  “You know very well that I mean the one that you love to hate.” 

 Adrian that bastard! Madam Therriot’s visceral prophecy caused an unsettling feeling to 

encompass me. It was not true! The Student Council hired these people for god’s sake! She slowed her 

dance until she stopped in front of me. She looked down on me and extended her hand slightly above my 

head. Her dropping eyes closed, and for what seemed like an eternity, all was still. When she opened her 

eyes again, a startled expression filled her wrinkled face. “What?” I demanded. “What did you see?” 

 “No matter,” she cooed. “I sense that you believe this all a farce. There is nothing to worry 

about.” Abruptly, she turned her back to me and adjusted the tilted hat; so again, it was situated properly 

on her full head.  

 “No, tell me,” I pleaded. 

 Madam Therriot was motionless. “I understand what you see in him, but he is no good for you. If 

you stay with him…you will die soon…too soon.” 

 I was stunned. I tried to ask her for clarification, but I stammered badly, and after several 

moments, dazed, I followed the sound of the chirping songbirds and the concentrated scent of the fresh 

picked herbs back down the dim hallway. I didn't know what to make of Madam Therriot's predictions of 

my future. No matter how much Adrian hated me, there was no way possible he would ever kill me- 

would he? I shook the deranged thought out of my head; we had too much history, and nothing that 

Madam Therriot, or anyone else, could say would ever dispel the hardships that we had endured together. 

It became increasingly difficult for me to breathe. I paused at the end of the hall, sucking in rapid gulps of 

air; I tried to tame the anger that flowed inside of me. A sound just beyond the beaded curtain made me 

stop and strain to listen.  

David was saying, “I just got here myself.” There was a pause. Hard as I tried, I could not make 

out what the other person said to him in reply. I inched closer and delicately swept a small portion of the 

hanging valence to the side to better ascertain the dialogue between the two.  “A lot of people at Local 

talk of her, but no, I've not had the pleasure,” David responded. I had to know who David was talking to 

and I desperately wanted to know who he was talking about. Just as my curiosity teased me to emerge 

from behind my cloaked position, something inside of me told me to stop. Nervously I took a step back. 

“Tony Greggory? He is walking around with a group of girls from St. George’s.” Pause. “Yea, I'd like a 

Catholic school girl myself, but no, I'd remember if I saw someone like her,” David laughed.  

I saw a shadow shift and sweep across the adjacent tent wall and then, Adrian’s figure became 

visible. I shrank down in an attempt to better conceal myself. Damn! He had come to the festival to search 

for me. If he did run across Tony or my friends they would vouch for me I was certain. 

  “Alright, see ya around then,” Adrian said. His glance lingered on the entranceway, for just a 

second, but he coolly turned and left. 

David let out a low and mischievous chuckle as he ducked behind the parted curtain. “Come 

here,” he said lifting me effortlessly from the shadows. “I just had a nice talk with your boyfriend- he is 

looking for you.” The left corner of his perfect mouth was curled up into an amazingly attractive smirk. 

“He asked me if I had seen you and I told him I didn't even know who you were. He then proceeded to 

describe you to me, and let me add he didn't do you justice at all.” 

  “I told him I was at home and going to bed,” I groaned. 

  “He seems pretty insecure,” David asserted backing me against the wall. He placed his hands on 

the wall above my head and seductively hovered over me. He was a good six inches taller than me, 

putting him at six feet- one inch, which caused me to raise my head slightly in order to meet his gaze. In 

such close proximity, I was intoxicated by the heavenly fragrance that lingered around him. It was spicy 

and sweet: cinnamon, oak, and citrus- a perfect combination of sex appeal.  

“Do you love him?” David asked dipping his head closer to mine.  

It took a moment for his question to register- I had been lecherously daydreaming about wrapping 

my fingers around his sculpted neck and drawing him in for a kiss.... 

  “Autumn, do you love him?” he said again. He was tugging at my vulnerable heart-latching on 

for the kill.  



I couldn’t decipher my mixed and bleeding emotions. Of course I loved Adrian, in my way, but I 

hated him too. “I don't know.” The sincerity in his expression lured me in deeper, as he gently brushed the 

tip of his nose across my cheek. It felt like a strand of silk- sweeping and smooth. 

“Let me know when you figure it out,” he said pulling himself away and taking my hand once 

more into his. We then exited Madam Therriot’s tent and entered back into the moonlit scene of Vanity 

Fair. 

“I think I better get home,” I said tugging on David's arm. He ignored me and rounding another 

corner of food vendors we stopped in front of a group of art booths. “David,” I said beginning to panic. “I 

really shouldn't be here. You said yourself that Adrian is here and he is looking for me.” 

  “I'm not concerned, so you shouldn't be either.” 

Perturbed I said, “no offense, but you really have nothing to do with my situation.”  

  He shook his head, “I said don't worry about it. Adrian’s got more on his mind tonight than 

looking for you.” 

 Madam Therriot’s terrifying omen still rang clearly in my ears. You will die too soon. I wanted 

nothing more than to leave the festival and evade all the negative energy that surrounded me. I was on my 

phone again, this time ringing Stacy, hoping to find out where they had gone. I let the seconds roll, one 

after the other, but she didn’t answer. I cursed under my breath, irritated that I was trapped, and presently 

being hunted by the person who I was supposed to love.  

 “What are you thinking about?” David inquisitively asked.  

“I don't know,” I lied. 

  “I heard that you were a pretty intelligent girl, but tonight, there is a lot of stuff that you don't 

know.” 

  “What else have you heard about me?” I asked cautiously, afraid of what he might say. 

  “A lot of things really. You're charming.” 

  I didn't know what to say in response to that, so I said nothing for some time. “We need to find 

Tony and my friends,” I said instead. 

  “They are down that way,” he pointed. “They went to hear the concert.” 

“Figures,” I said, “nobody can hear their phone.” 

  “Do you want to go that direction and look for them?” 

Listening to a group of wannabe rock stars was not something that I was remotely interested in 

doing. Damn them. “I'd rather just get out of here,” I uttered. 

“Let me call Tony and tell him that I'm going to take you home; that way, they won't be worried 

about you,” he replied. 

  I nodded in relief and tried to remain inconspicuous as he placed the call- Adrian could be lurking 

anywhere and my tense nerves would not settle until I was removed from danger. At last, he snapped the 

phone closed and we wandered back, through the maze of Vanity Fair, toward the main parking lot. The 

idea of being completely alone with David was troublesome. The entire evening, I had wanted nothing 

more than to grab him and kiss him and... I couldn't trust myself with him. Whenever his eyes met mine, a 

tightening feeling stirred within me- I had never experienced anything like it before. We crossed the 

avenue and zig zagged around the endless rows of cars until he finally released my hand. “Wow, nice 

car!” I gushed, dazzled by the sleek and sexy peril white beauty with ebony race stripes, which accented, 

from hood to bumper, the exterior body. 

“Thanks,” he said proudly as we settled in. “It’s a 1967 Chevy Camaro- completely restored.” 

“It’s amazing,” I said noting the custom interior restoration- the carpets, the fabrics, the gadgets, 

and the wood. 

“Want one?” he asked, thrusting a pack of cigarettes in front of me and exhaling a thick cloud of 

hazy smoke. 

“I don't smoke.” 

  “I know that, but you should, it will relax you.” 

  Reluctantly, I accepted one and reached out for the lighter. 

“They say a gentleman always lights a ladies cigarette,” he said sparking the end. 



  I sucked on the filter, allowing the rancid smoke to fill my lungs. I gagged. A fit of coughing 

followed, and when it finally subsided, I caught David snickering back at me. 

“Good shit,” he laughed. “Now that I have you alone and the nicotine is loosening you up, tell me 

what the old sibyl said in regard to your future?”  

  I shuttered, reflecting back on the dancing French woman. “She said she knew what I saw in 

Adrian, but if I stayed with him I would die too soon.” 

  David flinched and the twisted grin that accented his lovely face disappeared. “Are you sure that 

is what she said?” His thin arched eyebrows crinkled in doubt. 

  “Yes, she said that she could understand what I saw in him, but I would never be able to let him 

go,” I replied exhaling a mighty lung full of menthol smoke. 

  “Shit,” he said in disgust. We sat for several minutes saying nothing, smoking our cigarettes. 

  “Aren't you worried that someone will see us out here smoking?" 

  He flicked his Newport out the window. “Just worry about what I think of you.” The tires rotated 

rapidly, spitting gravel, as he jetted from the parking lot.  

“What do you think of me?”  

  “I think I'd like to keep you around for a long time.” His voice was extremely inviting: deep, 

consistent, and pure. I nearly fainted.  As we raced through town, I couldn't help but notice the way the 

passing lights gleamed off his flawless skin. I wanted to reach out and graze my fingers across his 

exposed forearms, but I restrained myself. We turned off of Main St and fishtailed onto Big Bend. The 

engine roared and screamed, and the faster we accelerated the more I wished we could spend more time 

together.  

“What do you think of Madam Therriot’s vision?” I questioned, afraid of his reply. 

  He sighed and drummed his fingers on the wood-grain steering wheel. “I think what she said will 

take further examination.” He broke eye contact and redirected his focus on the winding road ahead of us.  

“I live just over this next hill,” I said with a reluctant air. I loved the time that I was with David, and I 

hated that it would soon commence. A radiant smile spread across his face, exposing two playful dimples. 

He whipped the Camaro down my steep double driveway and we sat in the darkness, where all was still 

except for the low hum of the mighty V-8 engine.  

“Tomorrow then?” 

 “Oh, the track meet,” he grinned. “Yea, I told Tony I would be there to support him.” 

  “Great,” I said relieved. At least I would get to see him again; although, it would make it rather 

difficult to concentrate on hitting my mark, knowing he was watching me. Quit being so egotistical. Who 

is to say that he even will be paying attention to what events I'm doing? He just said he was going there 

for Tony- pole vault is more entertaining anyways. I stumbled out of the car and slammed the heavy door 

shut behind me.  

  “Now I have more important and pressing reasons to go,” he said in a serious tone. 

“What reasons?” 

“Do you think that I would miss you, sporting a pair of skin tight spandex shorts?” 

  My mouth fell open in shock. I couldn't believe that David had been so imprudent, and before I 

could give him a feisty reply, he flipped the car in reverse and I could hear him laughing as he sped away 

into the darkness. 
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I slipped into the house quietly, passing my father’s study on the way down the secondary hall in 

our restored Tudor home. He was at his desk, smoking a Cuban cigar and drinking a tumbler of brandy. I 

could hear him mumbling to himself agitated. I sighed- another speech he was preparing for. The hall 

branched off again, and taking a short cut through the library- my favorite room of the house which 

owned such marvels as a first edition copy of Pride and Prejudice, a hand scrawled manuscript of Alice’s 

Adventures in Wonderland, and my favorite, a first British edition of Virginia Woolf’s To the 

Lighthouse-I made my way up the ancient stone steps which wrapped up and around the back portion of 

the house and led to the second floor. My room was the second door on the left, one of six bedrooms on 

the upper level.  

I began my typical routine of packing my sports bag for the track meet tomorrow. It was as if I 

was in a trance, systematically placing item after item in its proper place. I quickly scanned my email to 

see if anything interesting was waiting in my inbox, but no such luck. My conversation with Adrian was 

dull and brief- he had decided to spend the night at Eric and Steve’s house and said that he would see me 

sometime tomorrow- he mentioned nothing of crashing the festival and looking for me there.  

That night I could barely sleep. I tossed and turned for what seemed like hours, but each time I 

glanced across the room, allowing my eyes to focus on the alarm clock which was positioned on my 

computer desk, only a few minutes had elapsed. Inwardly I was content- knowing that the festival was a 

great success. I would have to thank Cameron tomorrow for supplying a wonderful theme idea and all her 

hard work bringing Vanity Fair to life. Around 3:00 AM I finally fell into a deep sleep. 

David is in front of me. He is only an arm’s length away. I reach for him but he is just out of my 

reach. I am drifting away from him. No….I am so close. Further and further- the gap between us widens. 

Out of the sky soars a massive black raven. It swoops down and grabs me at the waist. Its powerful talons 

dig into my flesh. We glide through the air. With a painful thud, I’m dropped to the ground at David’s 

feet. The sooty bird bobs its head at me. A forceful thrust- David is on top of me…kissing me…touching 

me… inside of me. 

I jumped- something vibrated under my pillow. It had to be my phone. I found it at last and 

checking the caller ID I recognized the number blinking across the screen. It was Tony.  “Hello,” I said 

groggily. 

“I should have known that you were sleeping,” he said softly. “I just wanted to make sure that 

everything was okay and that got home safe. I talked to David a little bit ago and he told me what 

happened at the festival. Adrian came looking for you?” 

“Yea, everything is fine,” I replied a little more coherent. “I had a really nice time with your 

friend David; except, he talked me into getting my fortune read by some old French gypsy, Madam 

Therriot. 

 “Madam who?”  

“Therriot,” I repeated. “Don’t tell me that you didn’t see the obnoxiously purple tent with the big 

sign in front?” 

“No, unfortunately I missed that one. I’m kind of upset by that too. I wanted to have my fortune 

told.” 

“Trust me,” I said dryly, “the only thing you missed was her babbling and dancing like a genie in 

a bottle.” 

Tony laughed heartily and when he had recovered said, “I would have loved to see your face 

while all that was going on.” 

“If I recall, you were too busy sticking your nose up Vicki Tinsdale’s ass,” I said coolly.  

“Okay, where is this coming from?” Tony asked turning defensive. 

“I know you like her. I can hook you guys up if you want me to.” 



“Vicki is a cool girl, but she isn’t really my type,” Tony replied.  

Our tense conversation lasted only a few minutes more. I wanted desperately to fall back into my 

virile dream; but again, I couldn’t sleep. Mentally frustrated, I lay awake cursing my current emotional 

dilemma. I was stuck in a relationship that I desperately wanted out of. Although the thoughts of hating 

Adrian snaked through my head, nothing preoccupied my mind as much as David. It felt as if I had 

known him all my life, as if all this time, he had been an intricate part of it. I had met him only a few short 

hours ago, but I could not deny the fact that from the moment I laid eyes on him I loved him. I shivered 

and pulled the covers closer to my chin. I love him. I was absolutely certain that I did. His beauty was 

unsurpassable: the crystal eyes of his had lured me in like the cerulean ocean- swallowing its victims and 

never letting go. I had never met someone so ethereal. 

I couldn’t help but smile as I replayed the night’s events over and over. His fervid face burned 

fresh in my mind, and I could not help but wonder what it would be like to wrap my arms around him. I 

wanted to breathe in his divine smell; I wanted to feel his warm smooth hand in mine. I wanted more than 

anything to be with him again. My heart raced as I thought to tomorrow- he had promised to see me then. 

As I closed my eyes, for the final time that night, I firmly decided that David must be an angel. Every hair 

on his delicate head was a strand of glistening sunlight. Every inch of his skin was unblemished and fair, 

as if he had gone through his life escaping the common cuts and bruises of childhood. His proportions 

were distributed exactly, as if a mathematician had applied a complex formula in creating him. The 

elevated manner in which he walked was notable, though it reeked of neither pride nor condescension. I 

drifted off to sleep knowing that I would love him for the rest of my life.  

I awoke the next morning to a fine northeastern Ohio spring morning. The sun’s beaming rays 

peeked through the window blinds across from my bed, and I shielded my eyes from their blinding light. I 

was up before my alarm had sounded, an occasion strictly out of the ordinary.  I sludged out of bed and 

made my way to the cluttered computer desk in the corner. A mural of photographs hanging on the 

adjacent wall greeted me. There were several team pictures, ranging in years- volleyball, track, basketball, 

and cross country; there was an array of candid shots: Cameron hanging out the window of her boyfriend, 

LJ’s car, Lauren hugging Stacy in the school cafeteria, Vicki at a drama recital in the auditorium, and 

Tony flexing his muscles for the camera, holding his shoulder pads in one arm and his helmet in the other. 

Several photos were grouped together of the winter homecoming and St George’s annual masquerade 

ball, and then there were the pictures of Adrian and me. We looked happy together in all of the pictures- a 

convenient façade.  

I decided to check my instant messenger before showering and eating breakfast. Like so many 

things in my life, it was a routine. AOL instant messenger was the only place that I did not have to hide. 

Adrian didn’t have a profile so I never had to worry while chatting with friends. I had several messages 

and read them all quickly. Most were from my friends at St. George’s wishing me good luck at the track 

meet today. Tony had also left me a message asking if I wanted to come to his house that night for a party 

the wrestling team was throwing. Hmm…I would have to think of a way to do that. I grabbed my uniform 

and warm ups and headed to the bathroom to get ready for the day. I emerged twenty minutes later; my 

hair wrapped securely in a towel, and began doing my makeup. I had plenty of time before I had to leave, 

and in the hopes that today would be my big day, I took extra care in applying my makeup and tying my 

hair into a stylish ponytail. Despite what I had said to Adrian, I always did want to look my best at the 

meets that Local attended because Tony and his friends would be there. When every strand of hair was in 

its place, I grabbed my track bag and spikes to head out the door. As I turned to leave, a message popped 

up on my computer screen.  

Huntsmen12: did you think about me last night? 

I blushed and sat down once more at my desk. 

Autumnallstar: who is this? 

I waited impatiently for a few moments until the reply came, and my heart jumped into my throat. 

Huntsmen12: DAVID…did you forget me already? 

Autumnallstar: how did you get my screen name? 

 I ignored the second part of his response. 



Huntsmen12: Well let me see…not that I needed help attaining it, but I got it from Tony. 
Autumnallstar: I see…it’s nice of you to check up on me 

Huntsmen12: Sarcasim-  I love it 

I rolled my eyes in frustration. Why was he so hard to interpret? 

Autumnallstar: Yea, I was just getting ready to get some breakfast and head over to St. George’s 

Huntsmen12: I figured that. Big day for you. For some reason I just have the feeling that you are 

going to do outstanding today.  

I smiled, he was so sweet. I was glad that he was so confident because in the back of my mind I 

knew today would be a very difficult day for me. I was up against the best long jumper in the 

state and our relay teams would struggle against Local.  

Autumnallstar: I hope you’re right. So I’ll see you there? 

Huntsmen12: No…I will see you in ten minutes because I’m coming over to take you to 

breakfast. 

I froze. There was no way possible that I could go out to eat with David. I shook my head. Didn’t 

he get that I had a boyfriend? 

Autumnallstar: Not a good idea. I’m with Adrian remember? 

Huntsmen12: I don’t forget anything. See you in a few. 

 

I sent him a message reiterating my concerns, but he had already signed off his computer. I 

cursed David and his deviant intentions. If he only he knew how bad things would be for me if Adrian 

found out. Worried, I dialed Adrian on his cellphone and let it ring for over a minute before I hung up. It 

was no surprise that he didn’t answer. It was nearing 8:00 AM- much earlier than his lazy ass ever got out 

of bed. I descended the stairs with my bag over my shoulder and my CD player in hand. I bounded into 

the kitchen and plopped down on one of the tall chairs behind the breakfast bar. 

“Good morning sweetheart,” my dad said barely looking at me from behind his newspaper. 

“Are you all set for your big day today?” my mother asked placing a steaming bowl of oatmeal in 

front of me. 

“I guess so,” I said eating a spoon full. 

“Of course she is Denise,” my father replied peering over the paper for a brief second. “Don’t you 

look just lovely today.” 

A waxy smiled smeared across my mother’s face as she primly sat in the chair next to me, “your 

father is a little preoccupied this morning.” 

“Why?” I asked disinterested.  

“I received a call this morning from Washington,” he said happily, “they want me to speak at the 

black tie gala at the Embassy tomorrow night.” 

“That’s great dad,” I said insincerely, pushing my oatmeal away. My father, Dr. Bellino 

Marseille, had been a State Representative for the 51
st
 District for over fifteen years and was well 

respected in Osnaburg Township as well as highly connected in Washington D.C. 

Folding his paper, my father looked at me and said, “I expect great things from you today my 

dear, and your mother and I both regret that we won’t be able to attend today.” 

“I wouldn’t expect anything different.” 

“Autumn, you barely touched your food,” my mother scolded. 

“Mom, I’m going to breakfast with one of my friends.” I grabbed my bag and headed toward the 

front door. 

“We won’t see you this weekend either dear,” my mother said following me to the door. She was 

involved in so many charity organizations and clubs that I could never keep them straight. 

 I didn’t remember. “What do you have going on now mother?” I shot her a questioning stare.  

“Well, with the gala in Washington tomorrow night tonight and the benefit for the Southern Ohio 

Wildlife Conservatory the following evening in Marietta, we decided to make a weekend of it.” 

I nodded. 

“We’ll be back in a few days,” she cooed stroking my hair. 



I rolled my eyes at her. “Great, I will see you later then,” I replied and shut the door behind me. 

David was already waiting for me in the driveway. A distressing knot formed in my stomach and 

I suddenly had the urge to vomit. I was nervous to see him again, even though I had spent all night tossing 

and turning over him. I approached the car dubiously and pretended to fumble for something in my bag as 

I sank into the car’s plush leather seats.  

“Good morning princess,” he said grinning. 

I had planned on staring ahead and diverting my eyes from his, but his smooth, enticing voice 

drew me in and I turned to face him. I nearly fainted. He was more beautiful today than he had been 

yesterday, if that were possible. His flaxen hair was covered with a light blue baseball cap and his skin 

looked almost translucent paired with a cream and light blue polo shirt. I was in complete awe, and 

sensing that my jaw was gaping open, I quickly looked down, acting as if I were still preoccupied with 

finding something in my bag. 

He laughed, and we pulled out of the driveway. “I was thinking we could go to that little diner in 

Meriton. I know that you don’t really want to be seen with me, but humor me Autumn.” 

His comment stung. Did he really think that I didn’t enjoy his company? “It’s just that you are 

new in town, and you really don’t understand my situation,” I said avoiding his cutting eyes. 

“I fully understand your situation. You are with someone that you hate. You stay with this person 

out of guilt and unintelligible regret.” It was as if he had known Adrian and me our entire lives. Tony 

must have told him about us. 

“Why are you doing that?” he questioned. 

“Doing what?” 

“You never look at me,” he said vexed. 

We were nearing the diner and the closer we got to our final destination, the more the knot inside 

of me tightened. My mouth was dry and my hands were beginning to sweat from nervousness. “I don’t 

know what you mean,” I said deliberately meeting his glance. “I was looking for something in my bag.” 

“I know I’m not much to look at so I don’t blame you.” 

What did he mean by that? His modesty was false and his attempt to pacify me only added to my 

frustration. David was, by far, the most attractive person I had ever met. He certainly did not appear to 

have low self-esteem or insecurity issues. Maybe he was simply trying to come down to Earth with the 

other peons- like me. In so many ways it did not fit- he was too perfect- he had to know it. 

As we pulled into the diner’s parking lot and made our way inside, I was determined to uncover 

as much as I could about David. The diner was already busy, filled with mostly cute little senior citizens 

enjoying their morning coffee and bland breakfast bagels. The fans above our head circulated a 

welcoming, cool breeze and the noise of the kitchen staff could be heard over the soft riff of the juke box 

in the corner. I barely acknowledged our waitress as she approached our table. I didn’t hear what David 

ordered, but I nodded that I wanted the same. As she waddled away, I turned to David and said. “So you 

moved to Osnaburg from where?” 

He flashed his hiemal eyes at me and I could almost feel their sting. “Here and there. My family 

and I are kind of wanderers.” 

I waited for him to continue but he didn’t- he continued to stare. “I see, so do you like it here?” 

“There are some things I like and some things I don’t like.” 

He was being curt, avoiding directly answering my questions. “Have you made many friends?” 

“Friends? Friends are never hard for me to come by,” he said shooting me a devilish grin. 

 “I can see why,” I retorted accepting my coffee from the waitress who had returned with a tray of 

beverages and toast. 

“I doubt that,” he said helping himself to a piece of toast and pouring cream in both of our coffee 

cups. 

The waitress said she would return shortly with our meals and smiled toothlessly at David. He 

nodded at her in return. 

“I bet most of your friends are of the female gender,” I said playfully. 

“Why do you assume that?” 



“I’m sure most girls find you handsome.” 

“I have just as many girl friends as guy friends.” 

“Well aren’t you popular!” 

“They are all jinn,” he mumbled, “people see what they want to see.” 

We were silent until our food arrived: eggs over medium, bacon, and hash browns. I wanted to 

ask him so many questions, but his flat and non-descriptive answers intimidated me. He smirked at me 

from across the table and said very little the remainder of the meal. I stepped outside the diner for some 

much needed fresh air the moment old Helga, as her name tag declared, cleared the plates from the table. I 

was beginning to think it an opportunity lost; not to press him further, I wanted to know everything about 

him, but he wasn’t letting me in. I was disheartened. It felt as if I had no choice but to open up to him, but 

in return, he remained guarded and coy. I watched him from the car as he lit a cigarette and gazed keenly 

at the people walking across the boulevard. I thought I could discern an occasional change in his 

demeanor- his lips would slightly purse and a hint of amusement would cross his face. 

I tried dialing Adrian again but got nothing. It was after 9:30 AM. I shrugged, he probably was 

still asleep. 

“Who are you calling?” David asked getting into the car and snapping on his seatbelt. 

“Adrian, but he still isn’t answering.” 

He sniggered and pulled his ball cap lower on his brow. “No surprise there.” 

“You seem to know a lot about him.” 

“You have no idea.” 

I stood on the elevated platform and accepted my medal graciously. I had won the Regional track 

meet, on my home turf, with a distance surpassing St. George’s school record by over a foot and a half. 

The speakers crackled to life and the announcer hacked his way through my French surname, announcing 

me the victor of the long jump and Regional Championship MVP. The winning distance, my second jump 

of the semifinal flight, had come only moments after Trisha Pritchard, the most consistent and talented 

jumper in the State, was walked out of the sandpit with what appeared to be a grave meniscal injury. But, 

I had won none-the-less- and that is all that mattered-except the pretension that rose up and shouted- 

David was watching!   

My eyes wandered through the crowds of spectators standing along the fence which stretched the 

circumference of the track, the opposing teams’ tents that dotted the hillside beyond the visitor end zone, 

and the vast wave of supporters who flowed in and out of the bleachers like the steady ocean tide. I hadn’t 

seen him since the long jump semifinals and with all the commotion of athletic trainers and ambulance 

personnel assisting Trisha, I had lost track of him. I had hoped that because Adrian hadn’t shown up, he 

would have approached me- spoke to me, but instead he was blatantly avoiding me. I didn’t understand 

why. We had such an enjoyable time last night, and he had taken me to breakfast too. Maybe he was 

offended by our conversation earlier? I caught a glimpse of his gleaming blonde hair and settled my 

roving eyes on him. He was across the field in the concession stand line, and I was determined to make 

my way over to him and instigate a conversation. I felt compelled to be near him again and hear his low 

and deliberate words. I couldn’t stop thinking about him; he had charmed me from the moment I laid eyes 

on him, captivated my heart and my thoughts, and even knowing this I couldn’t get enough of him. 

Hastily, I grabbed my belongings and dusting the sand from my bronzed legs; I cut across the two 

hundred meter start area and headed toward the concession stand.  

David was leaning against the outer stadium fence with his back turned to me. Just behind the 

fence, in the gravel parking lot stood a couple and another young man who were conversing with him. 

The couple looked to be in their early twenties and very much in love. The girl, who had chin length black 

hair with white globby streaks, had her arm affectionately intertwined with her mate. She was tall and 

voluptuous, with deep-set sod eyes, a leather corset, and matching shorts which screamed for attention. 

Her boy-toy was athletically built, with matching green eyes, a comic tee, black leather pants, and fiery, 

artificial red hair.  The second male was older, perhaps in his mid to late twenties, and towered over 

David. His dark chocolate skin seemed to be pulled tightly over the bulging muscles which accented his 



thick figure. I shuddered as I looked past David and connected with his eyes which hosted corneas that 

were so light they drowned into white.  

I heard the redhead say, “I’m sorry we couldn’t meet last night but there were urgent matters to 

attend to.” 

Zebra girl added, “we were all very busy.” 

The three of them looked down to the ground, as a young child does when they are chastised.  

“As you can see, I’ve been busy here today. I’m always busy, but there are important things to 

discuss.” 

White eyes nudged David through the fence. “We have company,” he mouthed. 

David jerked his head around and glared at me. “We can finish this discussion later.  In the 

meantime, I want you to back off.” 

 Something in his reaction caused me to repeal back in uncertainty; but to my relief, his three 

acquaintances- with their heads bowed low sulked away.  

David shook his head at them, disgusted, and then casually walked toward me.  

“Were you ignoring me on purpose because it certainly felt that way,” I said wounded. 

“Autumn, you would know if I were doing something to you on purpose. I have a lot going on 

right now, but that doesn’t mean that I am ignoring you.” 

“Who were those people you were talking to?” I asked pointing to the three disappearing out of 

sight. 

“The royal pair: Mara and his wife Lamia, and Stolas. They are close friends of mine,” he said 

and a twisted grin spread over his face.  

“I’ve never seen them before. Are they here visiting you and your family?” 

“They just can’t get enough of me,” he laughed. “Yes they are visiting and will probably be 

around for some time.” 

 “You were being modest earlier when you denied that people are attracted to you. I mean, you 

have been in town less than two weeks and your friends already are flocking in for a visit.” 

“I figure why be honest with you when you aren’t honest with me.” 

“What does that mean?” I said in a shrill voice. I was beginning to see that David was quite 

proficient at convoluting the things I said to his better advantage.  

“It means that what you really want to say is that you are attracted to me, and you are looking for 

a way to be with me.” 

I decided to go along. “You’re exactly right. I want to be one of your close friends too.” 

“I won’t let you.” 

Honestly…you tease? “I’m surprised that you associate with them, they try too hard to be perfect 

like you, but they are so beneath you.”  

“I’ve never been picky about who I associate with- them or jinn, but you’re right, they are 

beneath me.” 

“What is jinn? You said that earlier at the diner this morning too.” 

“Oh, that is what my friends and I call everyone and anyone. Or would you prefer John and Jane 

Doe?”  

It took all of my inner strength not to lunge out and bite off his luscious lips. “You are perfect,” I 

whispered to him.  

“I’m just for you,” he said seductively.  

I was about to ask him if he truly meant what he said or if he just wanted to play on words and 

my emotions, when I heard someone calling my name. It was coming from the side of the concession 

stand diagonal from us.  

“Hold on,” I said to David and jogged toward the outcry. I stopped outside the women’s 

restroom. The line wrapped around to the back of the building and ended at the sidewalk. A few meters 

away I saw Eric and Steve Wise sitting on one of the benches, and as I drew closer I could distinguish a 

look of panic on both of their faces. “What’s the matter?” I asked collapsing down next to them.  

“You aint gonna like this,” Steve said reluctantly. 



“Where the hell is Adrian?” I shot back. “There better be a damn good reason he wasn’t here. He 

knew how important this was to me.” 

“There was a problem last night,” Eric said sheepishly. 

“What kind of problem?” I asked, but it was beginning to sink in. Adrian had got himself in 

trouble with the police…again. “What the hell did he do this time?” Eric kicked several loose rocks from 

the sidewalk back into the crowded lot and Steve jammed a half smoked cigarette butt into a wide crack 

in the cement. They were silent. “For Christ sake!” I screamed. “I am so sick of bailing him out.” I stood 

up and paced in front of them. “What the hell did he do this time- assault, underage consumption … 

what?” 

Steve stood up and grabbed my arms to hold me still. “It’s pretty bad this time Autumn.” 

A group of three middle school aged girls brushed past me, giggling, and headed for the 

restrooms- the same girls I had seen the night before at the festival with pleated skirts and white button 

shirts. At that moment, I wanted to turn and follow them inside- so I could puke, or scream, or both.  

“We went with Adrian to pick up some stuff last night,” Eric said. 

“What kind of stuff?” 

“Drugs,” Eric said sheepishly. 

“Holy shit!” Furious, I threw my arms in the air.  

“Yea, he got the stuff but it was a setup. We were in the truck waiting for him and then the cops 

busted in for the raid. 

“They got a warrant for us too,” Steve added. 

Unbelievable. I covered my face with my hands and tried to keep from hyperventilating with 

rage. “What are the charges?” 

“Probably felony drug possession, disorderly conduct, assaulting a police officer, and god knows 

what else,” Eric said quaking with fear. “We got to get out of here though.  They’ve got to be looking for 

us now too.” 

“Felonies? He’s a minor they can’t be serious.” 

“This aint the first time that Adrian’s been taken in,” Steve retorted matter-of-factly. 

 “Don’t remind me Steven,” I said through clenched teeth. “Who do you think was always there 

to pick up the pieces? Let’s go.” 

I sat in the driver seat of Eric and Steve’s rusted F150 and waited for David to wander past us. 

Eric and Steve were engaged in a frantic dispute about what the next course of action should be. I tuned 

them out as David wandered past the driver side. He didn’t slow. Come here. Come here. I want you. A 

sagacious expression was painted on his brow and an appetizing smirk slithered across his angelic face.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


