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MOVING EVER SO SLOWLY, careful not to wake his friend who lay fast asleep, he gently pulled the bed covers off his friend's arm. Bringing his nose close to his friend's skin, he sniffed for the scent that had stirred his thirst. Detecting only the natural pheromones and a faint trace of ivory soap, he carefully rolled up the sleeve of his friend's tee-shirt, hoping his memory had led him to the correct arm.

Suddenly, his friend's soft snoring stopped abruptly as he turned onto his side. Pausing, he monitored his own breathing and movements, waiting for the six-year-old's snoring to resume. Only then would he be assured that his stealthy mission could continue. Listening intently, he heard his friend's breathing slow and deepen. Now, with his friend facing him, almost nose to nose, he resumed his search along the length of the arm. Moving cautiously to avoid sudden movements, he inhaled the warmth of his friend's skin. Using the tip of his nose to nudge the sleeve upward, he continued his quiet, deliberate exploration.

As he neared his friend's armpit, the edge of his bottom lip lightly brushed against the treasure he had been seeking. With the tip of his tongue, he felt the edge of the plastic bandage, searching for the center where there was no adhesive. Finding a raised spot, he carefully slid his tongue underneath, letting his saliva loosen the adhesive on one side. All the while, he watched from the corner of his eye for any flicker of movement on his friend's face and listened for any change in breathing.

Soon, with a pool of saliva now dripping down his friend's arm and onto the bedsheet, one side of the bandage popped free. He froze, waiting to ensure his friend remained undisturbed. Once satisfied, he licked the exposed skin with the tip of his tongue and quickly tore through the scab that had begun to form over the wound. Gently, he sealed his lips around the area the bandage had covered and began to suck, quietly and steadily, drawing the thick, rich blood from his friend.

Pausing briefly, he leaned closer to his friend's face, observing his sleep. The warm puffs of air carried the scent of toothpaste, overpowering the faint smell of ivory soap. Assured that his friend remained asleep, he carefully repositioned his lips over the wound and continued to harvest.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​IN MEMORY OF 


[image: ]




Kim (Iriuruq) Nay Jr.

8/22/75 - 1/22/2004
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​Chapter 1
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It was an average September day—slightly cool outside, yet the bright rays of sunlight streaming through the windshield were blinding as Corina and her mom pulled up to Craig High School. “Honey, don’t forget to put your hat and gloves on before you open the car door. You just got over your cold... Lord knows you don’t need another one.”

“Mom... it’s less than fifty feet to the school door. I’ll be fine. Besides, it’s not that cold out anyway,” Corina retorted as she popped open the door. She looked back at her mother, one foot already on the ground, and offered a smile. “I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, sweetie,” her mom replied, then pointed at a male student passing close to the car. “Just stay away from the boys. All they think about is sex, drugs, and alcohol.”

Climbing the rest of the way out of the car, Corina paused and stared at her mom. “Not all boys think like that, Mom,” she said before slamming the door shut. The truth was, even though she was only in her second week as a freshman, she had already developed a crush on a sophomore she frequently passed in the hallway. Too shy to ask his name, she would simply smile at him, and he would smile back.

As usual, Corina walked into her first class of the day, U.S. History, about ten minutes early. Though it wasn’t her favorite subject, she enjoyed the brief conversations she had with her teacher, Mrs. Henderson. Mrs. Henderson, who was elderly—likely in her late fifties or early sixties—often spent a few minutes each morning chatting with Corina about almost anything that came to mind. To an outsider, these conversations might have made the old lady seem eccentric, but Corina listened intently and found most of the topics fascinating. Over time, Corina began to share her own experiences with Mrs. Henderson, including the strange dreams she’d been having for years.

Corina’s dreams had started around the age of ten. Sometimes they were pleasant, but other times they were so terrifying that she would wake up in the middle of the night, scared and crying. Like most dreams, the details would fade moments after she woke up. She could recall fragments, but never enough to make sense of the night terrors.

At exactly eight o’clock, the bell signaling the start of the first class began to chime, and students started filing into the room. Though the class usually felt like it dragged on forever, this particular day seemed to fly by. As Corina left the classroom and headed to her next class, math, she spotted the face of the boy she had a crush on in the distance. To her surprise, he stopped right in front of her. “Hello, how are you doing?” he asked.

Shocked, Corina looked around to see if there was anyone else the handsome young man could possibly be talking to. Not seeing anyone, she turned back to face him. He was perhaps a couple of years older than her, with dark blond hair—nicely trimmed—blue or greenish eyes, and a lean build, maybe around a hundred and forty pounds. "I'm doing good, how are you?" she asked, her cheeks beginning to blush.

"I'm alright... What's your name?" he asked, smiling ear to ear at the sight of her flushed face.

"My name is Corina," she replied. As she spoke, a long-time habit took over: her toes turned inward, her knees followed, and she stuck her index finger into the corner of her mouth, just enough to chew on her nail.

"Well, my name is David. Would you be willing to go out on a date with me, Corina?" At this, the handsome young man reached out and gently took hold of her arm, which was still raised as she continued to chew nervously on her fingernail. "How about right after our last class... around three-thirty?" he continued, still holding her arm.

"Yeah..." Corina started, still in shock. "Three-thirty would be great." Lowering her arm, she offered David a handshake.

Taking her hand in his, he shook it firmly. "Three-thirty it is. I'll see you in just a couple of hours, okay?"

"That would be great, thank you," she said, then, almost reflexively, put her finger back into her mouth as he began to walk away.

The entire encounter with David left Corina feeling as though she were in a daze. This wasn’t the first time she had been asked out on a date, but it was the first time since she had begun to think about wanting a family of her own. She had even started wishing for at least two children, imagining how they would keep each other company on rainy days. Growing up as an only child, Corina had long decided that she wouldn’t wish that loneliness on anyone, not even her worst enemy.

To Corina, the last two hours of the day felt as long as the first six. It seemed as though the hands on the clock had never moved so slowly as they did just before the final bell rang at three-fifteen. When she walked out the front door of the school, she found David waiting for her.

"Hey, how are you doing?" he asked as their eyes met. David was well-dressed, as he always was whenever she had seen him before. He carried himself with a professional demeanor, standing upright rather than slouching like many others. "So, how old are you, Corina? If you don’t mind me asking, that is."

"I'm fourteen," she answered, fighting off the urge to chew on her fingernail, a habit that usually surfaced when she felt nervous. But something about David soothed her nerves. He was gentle, speaking in a soft yet clear voice. "Thank you, David... I've had a crush on you since I first saw you... I just can’t believe..."

"You just can’t believe I asked you out on a date?" David interrupted. Looking up at his face as they walked down the sidewalk away from the school, Corina noticed a slight, yet undeniably cute, smile playing on his lips.

As Corina looked more closely at his face while they walked, she couldn’t help but feel that she recognized him from somewhere else. "David, where else have you lived?" she asked.

"Why do you ask?" he replied with a slight giggle. Gently placing his hand on her arm, he pulled her closer as they approached a road they needed to cross.

"Just... I feel like I’ve seen you before. It’s like I’ve known you, or at least known *of* you," she explained.

"Well, I’ve lived most of my life in Colorado Springs—just south of Denver, on the other side of the state," he responded, his smile unwavering as he gazed at her.

Their walk was nearly two miles long, but the combination of excitement and conversation made it feel as though they reached the restaurant quickly. During that time, Corina felt as though she had shared her entire life story with David. They talked extensively about her hopes of having a family someday, and David revealed that he shared similar dreams.

As they left the restaurant, they retraced their steps back the way they had come. "I live in the yellow house at the corner of Finnly Lane and Ninth Street," Corina said as they continued walking.

"Being that close to the high school, I’m surprised your mom drove you to school," David remarked.

"Well, we had to go to the grocery store this morning, so she decided to drop me off on the way home," Corina explained as they reached the top of the hill. Finnly Lane was essentially one long hill, with the high school at the top—the end of the road—and the business district at the bottom, about a mile away. The stretch in between was entirely residential. Ninth Street was the last crossroad before the school, meaning Corina’s home was practically across the street from the high school. (890 Finnly Lane.)

"Well, just so you know, I live in Ridgeview, on Exmoore Place—the last house on the left at the end of the road," David said. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a pen and a piece of paper, and quickly scribbled down a number. "Here’s my number, in case you ever need someone to talk to."

When they reached Corina’s driveway, David gave her a hug. "Thank you, David. I haven’t felt this happy in a long time," she said.

"Well, if you call me, or let me know at school, we can go out anytime you want," he replied, stepping back.

"Thanks again... Maybe I’ll call you tonight before bed. I’ll see you later," Corina said.

"Unless I see you first," David joked, watching as Corina walked into her house. As he made his way back down Finnly Lane, David reflected on how strange it felt to have gone on a date with a girl on the very first day they’d spoken. He had wanted to talk to her before, but a lingering shyness had held him back—until today, when he finally found the courage to approach her at school.

David had just turned sixteen the day before, and he hoped the age difference between them wouldn’t cause any issues. Corina was just four months shy of her fifteenth birthday, but the way she had described her mother during their meal had left him uneasy. They had discussed many things, but what stood out most was how her mother seemed to stereotype men in general.

It took David about forty-five minutes to get home. Ridgeview, where he lived, was like a small suburb of Craig. Though Craig itself was a small community of about thirty-five hundred people, Ridgeview was located just west of town, separated by about half a mile of open land. As he walked up to his house, he hoped Corina would keep her word and call him that night. For the first time, he felt sure he had found the girl of his dreams.

That night, after calling David as she had promised, Corina fell asleep quickly. Normally, she would toss and turn, struggling to fall asleep, but this time, sleep came easily. As she drifted off, images of David filled her mind. But, as had happened many times before, her dreams soon took a darker turn, and she found herself in the grip of the night terrors that had haunted her for years.

The dreams were always the same—or at least they involved the same people. There were two children who seemed to be the villains, an adult male who acted as her protector, and an elderly man who was just as sinister as the children. Through her conversations with Mrs. Henderson at school, Corina had managed to remember the faces or images from these dreams. Yet, without fail, the details would fade moments after she woke up. Mrs. Henderson had once explained that dreams, even those that feel like they last all night, actually only last a second or two. This, she said, was why the details of dreams disappear so quickly from memory.

To Corina, it felt as though she had just fallen asleep when the blinding sunlight streaming through her bedroom window woke her up. She lay in bed for a moment, staring out the window. The frost that had formed around the edges of the glass narrowed her view of the houses across the street, a clear sign that it was cold outside.

When she finally decided to get out of bed, she slowly slid one leg out from under the covers, only to quickly pull it back as the cold air hit her.

“Corina...” her mom called from upstairs. “...Corina, are you awake, dear? It’s time to get ready for school.” Though she normally disliked this part of the day—getting up so early—Corina found the extra motivation to rise quickly, knowing the sooner she got up, the sooner she’d see David again.

“I’m awake, Mom... I’ll be upstairs in a minute,” Corina responded from under her blankets. Seconds later, she jumped out of bed and threw on the clothes she had laid out the night before.

When Corina entered the kitchen, she only paused to grab her coat and backpack before heading for the door. "Aren’t you going to eat something before school?" her mother asked.

“No... not today. I just want to get to school,” Corina said, giving her mom a quick hug before stepping outside. “I love you, Mom. I’ll see you when I get home.”

Following her daughter to the door, Mrs. Sanchez teased, “What’s going on, Corina? You got a hot date this morning?”

Looking back at her mother as she continued walking, Corina replied, “Yep!” Without hesitation, she turned and picked up her pace.

Mrs. Sanchez stood in the doorway, hand on her forehead, watching Corina walk over the hill toward the high school. It was typical for her to assume the worst whenever a boy showed interest in her daughter. She hoped for the best for Corina and prayed she wouldn’t repeat the struggles of being a single parent. In her eyes, no boy would ever be good enough for her daughter. The one thing she was proud of was Corina’s complete disinterest in alcohol and drugs. She could only hope Corina wouldn’t follow in her footsteps.

As usual, Corina arrived early to her U.S. History class, where Mrs. Henderson was waiting for her. “Well, how are you this morning, Corina?” the teacher asked.

“I’m doing good, Mrs. Henderson,” Corina began as she removed her coat. “I had one of those crazy dreams again last night.”

“That’s too bad. I wish you could remember more details. Maybe then you could confront the issue and put an end to the nightmares,” Mrs. Henderson said, sitting down in her chair. “Corina, I think something else is going on... you seem to be all smiles this morning.”

Clasping her hands together, Corina looked at her teacher. “I’ve got a boyfriend, Mrs. Henderson.”

“Well, that’s wonderful, honey! What’s his name?” Mrs. Henderson’s voice brimmed with excitement for her young student.

“David DeClue,” Corina answered, her gaze drifting toward the window.

“That sophomore who looks so handsome and dresses like he’s worth a million bucks?” Mrs. Henderson asked, a smile spreading across her face.

“Yep... He took me out on a date yesterday after school. We ate at the restaurant in the mini-mall next to the Safeway grocery store,” Corina said quietly, as if she didn’t want anyone else to hear.

“Well, I’m proud of you, honey. Just make sure you don’t get yourself into any trouble... you hear me?”

“I hear you... I can’t imagine any trouble, though. He even walked me home after we ate,” Corina said, covering her mouth with her hands. “Mrs. Henderson... I’ve had a crush on him since I first got to high school. Apparently, he’s had a crush on me too.”

“Like I said, I’m proud of you, Corina. Just make sure you take your time and don’t move too quickly. It would be hard to finish school with the added responsibility of a child,” the older woman advised as she stood up.

Just as the teacher rose, the bell rang, signaling the start of the first class. Students poured into the room, filling the hallway with noise.

When lunchtime rolled around, Corina met David in the hallway outside the cafeteria. “Hi, Corina. How are you doing?” he asked cheerfully.

“I’m doing good... the morning seemed to drag on, waiting to see you,” she replied.

“It felt slow to me too... Hey, would you like to go to that restaurant again after school?” David asked, his smile growing as he saw the excitement light up Corina’s face.

“Sure! What time do you want to meet?” Corina asked, almost instinctively bringing her finger toward the corner of her mouth.

David reached out and gently held her arm, stopping her nervous habit. “How about the same time? I’ve got my mom’s car today, so we won’t have to walk. Besides, it’s starting to get too cold outside.” He finished with a quick hug before turning to walk away.

The hug left Corina frozen in place for a moment, her heart racing. “Corina!” Mrs. Henderson’s voice snapped her back to reality. “I’ve called your name three or four times, Corina. Are you alright, hun?”

“Yeah... I’m doing great. David just asked me out on another date to the restaurant,” Corina said, her face glowing.

“Oooo... Sounds good. Just remember what I told you earlier. Take things slow. You don’t want to make any bad choices at this young age that you’ll regret later,” Mrs. Henderson said before disappearing into the crowd of students.

The day seemed to drag on as Corina waited for school to end. Finally, at three-thirty, she walked out of the building to find David waiting for her in the car. As she approached the passenger side, David reached over and unlocked the door. “Hey, you... how are you doing?” he asked as she opened the door.

“I’m doing good...” Corina responded as she sat down and closed the car door behind her. “The day crept by slowly again... but finally, here we are.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” David said, putting the car into drive and pulling away from the curb. “At least today we have a warm vehicle instead of walking.”

As the days turned into weeks, Corina and David learned more about each other. Within just a couple of weeks, Corina introduced David to her mother, and soon after, Corina met David’s family as well.

Weeks quickly turned into months, and each day, the love between Corina and David grew stronger. There were occasional arguments and differences along the way, but those moments only seemed to bring them closer together. Before they knew it, a couple of years had flown by. As 1997 approached, Corina’s mother finally decided that David was the best match for her daughter. The trust between David and Mrs. Sanchez had grown alongside the love between David and Corina. David had become a regular part of the Sanchez family, just as Corina had become a part of the DeClue household.

One thing that didn’t change or improve over this time, however, was Corina’s nightmares. There was a slight change, though—like a camera coming into focus, the images she had seen before—two children and two adults—had become more defined. She could now remember certain details much better. Between the two adult males, one was elderly, and the other was about her own age. The younger man was white, while the older man had a darker complexion. The two children weren’t exactly white either, perhaps mixed. Most of Corina’s fears and night terrors stemmed from the two children and the elderly man, while the younger man made her feel safe. Despite this, she still couldn’t remember the details of their faces.

It was in the first week of January 1997 when the word “marriage” first came up. Mrs. Sanchez brought it up to David privately, without Corina present. She had known about her daughter’s dreams for many years. “You know, David, the twelfth of this month is Corina’s birthday... I think it would be good timing for you to propose to her.”

With this idea planted in his head, David added a suggestion of his own. “We could set the date for Valentine’s Day.”

Mrs. Sanchez stood up from her seat, walked over to David, and took both of his hands in hers. “I think that would be a wonderful idea, David,” she said, her smile stretching from ear to ear. “In fact, before she wakes up, let’s go down to the mall right now and pick out a set of rings.”

“The only problem is that I don’t have much money,” David admitted, pulling out his wallet to show its meager contents.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got plenty of money, and that way, you won’t have to spend a dime, okay?” Mrs. Sanchez turned away from David, grabbed a writing tablet from the kitchen counter, and pulled a marker from a drawer. “Here... We’ll leave a note on the table just in case she wakes up before we get back.”

“Mrs. Sanchez... I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this. Corina’s the first girl I’ve ever loved. And now, it feels like all my dreams are coming true.”

“Well, David, Corina’s dreams are coming true too, and it’s because of you. Now, let’s hurry so we can get back before she wakes up. And remember... let’s keep this a secret until her birthday, okay?”

“Yes, ma’am,” David responded, turning to head out the front door.

“David...” Mrs. Sanchez called after him. He turned back to face her, his hand still on the door handle. “You don’t have to call me ‘ma’am’ or ‘Mrs. Sanchez.’ You can call me ‘Mom.’”

“Alright,” the young man said, his smile growing even wider. With that, the two stepped out into the cold morning air.

It was about nine-thirty when Corina woke up in tears. She nearly jumped out of bed, sitting on the edge of the mattress and holding her head in her hands.

For the first time, something about the younger adult in her dreams—the one who had always seemed to be her protector—had a voice she could identify. It was David’s voice. She now realized why she had recognized David when they first met. She had been dreaming about him since she was ten years old.

For Corina, this revelation was both comforting and confusing. Part of her wondered if it was just her imagination or her hopes projecting David into the role of her protector in the dreams. But as she thought about it more, she honestly felt that the image of the “protector” in her dreams had always been David. After all, this would explain why she had recognized him from the start. Still, she decided to keep this realization to herself. She only wished she could put faces to the two children and the elderly man in her dreams.

Walking out of her bedroom, Corina went into the kitchen to get a glass of water. After filling her glass, she noticed a note her mom had left on the table.

‘Honey, David came over this morning while you were asleep. We’ve gone to the store and will be right back. Love, Mom.’

As she put the writing tablet down, Corina heard the front door open. “Corina, are you up yet?” her mom called.

“Yeah, Mom, I’m in the kitchen,” she hollered down the flight of steps leading to the door. Just as she turned to set her glass on the counter, her mom and David walked into the kitchen.

Corina wrapped her arms tightly around David and whispered into his ear that she loved him. Embracing the hug, David whispered back that he loved her too. Mrs. Sanchez watched with a grin, then winked at David from behind Corina’s back.

—-
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ABOUT A WEEK LATER, the day before Corina’s nineteenth birthday and the planned proposal, Mrs. Sanchez and David had finalized all the details of how the proposal would unfold. The largest part of the plan had been orchestrated by David and his parents. These details included the date and place of the wedding: February 14th (Valentine’s Day) at a local church just kitty-corner from Corina’s home, as well as the wedding dress and tuxedo for Corina and David. Mrs. Sanchez had already paid for the rings, which together cost just under three thousand dollars, and had planned to host the reception at her own home.

David’s parents, Bill and Patty, had hoped for years that their only son would find a good, decent girlfriend. With Corina, the DeClue family felt David had found the perfect match. Just as Mrs. Sanchez had taken David in, the DeClue family saw Corina as a wonderful addition to their own family. The relationship between Bill, Patty, and Mrs. Sanchez was very much like that of best friends. Overall, all three parents were eagerly anticipating the surprise proposal the following day.

Corina, who believed her birthday would be much like any other in the past, had no clue what was about to happen. She had noticed a lot of whispering going on around her but hadn’t paid enough attention to prompt any questions.

The following morning, Corina woke up—surprisingly, without any nightmares—and lay in bed, watching the particles of dust sparkle in the sunlight streaming through her bedroom window. It seemed strangely quiet in the house as she lay there.

After about twenty minutes, Corina finally decided to get up and head upstairs. Just as she was about to round the corner from the living room into the kitchen, she yawned, covering her face with both hands. When she uncovered her face and opened her eyes, she found herself surrounded by David’s parents, David, her own mother, and her old school teacher, Mrs. Henderson. “Surprise!” everyone yelled. Caught off guard, Corina didn’t know what to say. As she searched for words, everyone began to sing “Happy Birthday” in perfect harmony.

As the song neared its end and Corina fought back tears of joy, David stepped forward and dropped to one knee. Staring into her eyes, he pulled out a small box and held it out in front of him. Knowing what was about to happen, Corina lost her battle to hold back the tears now streaming down her cheeks.

“Corina...” David began, his voice cracking. “Will you marry me?” As he finished his proposal, he took Corina’s hand and held it, remaining on one knee.

“Yes...” Corina said, pulling David to his feet and hugging him tightly. “Yes, yes... I will marry you,” she managed between sobs.

Holding each other tightly, David pressed his face into the crook of her neck as a tear rolled down his own cheek.

“When do you want to do this, David?” Corina asked between sobs. As she asked the question, she realized everyone else had fallen silent, waiting for the answer they already knew.

“February 14th—on Valentine’s Day,” he answered, another tear rolling down his face.

Later that evening, after David’s family and Mrs. Henderson had left, David took Corina out to dinner at the restaurant where they had shared their first meal five years earlier. As they sat waiting for their food, they talked about how quickly those five years had flown by. They also spoke about the proposal earlier that day and how both of their families had come together to make it happen. Throughout the meal, Corina kept staring at the ring on her finger and repeating the name “Corina DeClue” in her mind. She loved the thought of sharing David’s name. But what she loved even more was knowing that David would be in her life forever.

That night, as Corina went to bed, she found herself too excited and energized to fall asleep easily. After about three hours, she finally drifted off, only to find herself staring into the eyes of two children—the same children who had haunted her dreams for nearly ten years.

In her dreams, Corina had reached the point of knowing she was dreaming. Yet this awareness didn’t lessen her fears. Over time, she had come to believe that the evil she associated with the children and the elderly man might not be as sinister as she once thought. She had decided that much of her fear stemmed from not understanding the intentions of the characters in her dreams. As she stared at one of the children, she could only make out its eyes. The child slowly opened its mouth and said, “Hi, Mom... I love you.”

Corina jolted awake, her hands flying to her mouth as she stifled a scream. Tears streamed down her face as the child’s words echoed in her mind. She left her bedroom and headed to the kitchen.

“Corina, what’s wrong, honey?” her mom asked as Corina walked into the room. Mrs. Sanchez stood up from the kitchen table and wrapped her arms around her daughter.

“It’s just...” Corina sobbed. “It’s these damn nightmares. I can’t stand them, Mom. I just... I just wish they would go away.”

“I thought you said they were getting better, honey,” her mom said, tightening her hold on Corina.

“They are... they were... it’s just that new things are coming up in the dreams that scare me.”

“Like what, Corina?” Her mother loosened her grip and pulled back to make eye contact.

“Well, you know I’ve told you about the two children and two adults, right?”

“Yes, I remember you saying that.”

“Well, a while back, I realized that the adult who protects me is actually David. Then, this morning, one of the children said, ‘Hi, Mom... I love you.’” Corina stepped back from her mother and continued. “The strangest thing, Mom, is that the adult I now know is David is the same person from when I first started having these dreams nine years ago. Mom... I’ve only known David in person for the last four years. In fact, I told David when we first went out that I recognized him from somewhere. Mom... These kids in my dreams have always been evil characters. What does it mean when one of them calls me ‘Mom’?”

“I don’t know, honey... I really wish I had the answers for you. But if it makes you feel better, you should make a point to talk to me about your dreams every morning after you have them. Okay?”

“Alright... thank you, Mom.” With that, Mrs. Sanchez left the kitchen as Corina poured herself a cup of coffee her mom had just made.

Corina had chosen to keep the graphic details of her dreams from David. She didn’t want to alarm him. She loved him so much that she didn’t want him worrying about what she considered little things.

Over time, without letting their son know, Bill and Patty DeClue had purchased a wedding dress and a tuxedo for the upcoming wedding.

Patty had gone through a lengthy process to have a custom-made dress created for Corina. The process was challenging because she wanted the dress designed in secret, which meant she had to subtly gather information from Corina about her sizes, favorite colors, preferences in length, and so on, without revealing the purpose of her questions. Finally, the dress was completed and in her hands just a day before February first.

Bill had taken care of the arrangements with the church, sent out invitations to friends and family, and ensured everyone knew the reception would be held at Mrs. Sanchez’s home, kitty-corner from the church—890 Finnly Lane.

David and Corina, the soon-to-be-married couple, had only one mission: each other. David was working full-time as a clerk at City Hall downtown, while Corina mostly stayed at home, waiting for every possible chance to see her fiancé.

Corina knew she needed to find work as well, but her preferred field was law enforcement. She had applied to the Craig Police Department and the Moffat County Sheriff’s Department but hadn’t received any responses yet.

As the wedding date approached, Corina spent more and more time daydreaming about her old hopes of having a family of her own, with at least two children. Along with these thoughts, she couldn’t help but think about the recent nightmare and the new revelation within it. Each time the thought crossed her mind, she shrugged it off as if swatting away a fly. But at times, the nightmare seemed to disrupt her entire thought process. *‘Hi, Mom... I love you.’* “No! Damn it!” At this, Corina got up and decided it was time to take a walk.

“Corina, are you alright, honey?” Mrs. Sanchez had been shuffling through the newspaper in the kitchen when Corina’s sudden outburst caused her to spill coffee over a large section of the classifieds.

“Yeah, Mom. I’m gonna go take a walk for a while. Okay?” Corina said as she put on her coat.

“Alright, honey... Don’t forget your hat and gloves,” her mom replied, wiping up the spilled coffee. “Okay, Corina?”

“I know, Mom...” As Corina walked out the door, the cold, brisk air instantly hit her face, causing her to pause for a moment before proceeding. She stepped off the porch and walked down Finnly Lane.

Finnly Lane was more than just one big hill—it was actually two roads, each one-way. The west side of the median led downhill toward the main crossroad, I-40, while the east side led uphill toward the high school.

As Corina continued to walk, she thought about whether she should talk to David about the details of her nightmares. She had already decided not to, but she couldn’t help but wonder if David should know... by rights, anyway. The reason she had decided not to tell him was that she didn’t want him to worry over something that was only a dream.

After about twenty minutes of walking, Corina decided to turn back toward home. With this decision, she also resolved not to bring up the nightmares with David. He already knew she struggled with night terrors, and for now, that was all he needed to know.

On her way home, she thought about her and David’s wedding, now only about three weeks away. She thought about all the people who would be there to witness and celebrate what would be the best day of her life. Corina also reflected on when she had first met David back in high school... memories that felt like just yesterday... though, in reality, it had been five years.

The next couple of weeks flew by for both the Sanchez and DeClue families. For David and Corina, however, it felt as though time had come to a complete stop. Then, the following week arrived...

The morning of February 14th started slowly. The entire DeClue family, various out-of-state relatives of the Sanchez family, friends of both families, and, of course, David and Corina and their immediate families had all gathered at the church.

Away from everyone else, Corina and David—separated from each other as per tradition—prepared for the wedding. Corina was presented, for the first time, with the wedding dress paid for by the DeClue family. David was being fitted into his tuxedo. Meanwhile, without Corina or David knowing, Mrs. Sanchez and Mr. and Mrs. DeClue were preparing a surprise outside the church for after the ceremony.

Inside the chapel, about one hundred invited family members and guests settled into the pews. Among them was Corina’s old U.S. History teacher, Mrs. Henderson, who was eagerly waiting to see one of her favorite students take the first step toward her dreams coming true.

Then, as the church organ began to play the wedding march, silence fell over the chapel as heads turned to see the bride and groom make their way down the aisle.

For about an hour and a half, tears of joy flowed down the faces of many in attendance. Then, as Mr. and Mrs. David DeClue walked out of the church doors, birdseed raining down on them from all directions, they found themselves face-to-face with a vehicle wrapped in wrapping paper, complete with a large bow. Corina’s mother stood nearby, holding out a set of car keys for David. “Congratulations, you two!” Mrs. Sanchez announced.

David and Corina stood frozen, staring at the gift without even unwrapping it. First, they removed the large ribbon, then together, they tore off the wrapping paper.

Underneath the wrapping was a brand-new 1997 Mercury Sable, its bright white paint gleaming. On the rear window, in large print, were the words “Just Married.” Corina and David looked at her mother in disbelief, thanked her, and accepted the keys.

“I love you guys,” Mrs. Sanchez said joyfully as they climbed into the car. “Now, make sure you’re at the house within the next half hour,” she added.

Before David and Corina could close the car door, Mrs. DeClue ran up and hugged her new daughter-in-law. Then, moving quickly to the other side of the car, she hugged her son. “I love you guys too... hurry back now. We’ll be at Corina’s mom’s house.”

“We love you too, Mom,” David said. He started the engine, which was so quiet you could barely tell it was running.

“Well, *husband*,” Corina said, savoring the new title, “where do you want to go?” The word “husband” had a ring to it that felt like the first step toward her dreams coming true.

“Well, I don’t know, *wife*,” David joked. “How about we go somewhere for dinner before we head back to the reception, okay?”

“I think we should go to our favorite little restaurant at the mini-mall. That’s where we went on our first date,” Corina suggested, unable to stop gazing at her husband. It felt as though they were seeing each other for the first time all over again.

“Actually, what would you think about the Holiday Inn for a quick dinner, and then we’ll book a room to come back to tonight?” David wiggled his eyebrows suggestively.

“That sounds really good... maybe for a couple of nights?” Corina pressed.

“Sounds good to me. Let’s do it,” David agreed. Carefully, he leaned toward Corina to give her a hug. Just as he was about to let go, she slipped in a kiss on his earlobe.

Though the Holiday Inn was the most expensive motel in Craig, David and Corina decided that having a temporary place of their own for the night would be worth the cost. Located just west of town, on the south side of I-40, the Holiday Inn was also the quietest motel in the area.

As they got out of their car at the restaurant, they found it nearly empty. “May I help you folks?” a woman’s voice asked from behind them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
I B L L
: : £ iR






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





