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Stolen Dreams

Andrea Smith

Book 2 of the ‘Limbo Series’ takes Parrish Locke to Wyoming and then even further, back to the tumultuous 70’s to help a stalled soul.
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Prologue

My name is Parrish Elizabeth Locke and this is my story. I’m twenty-seven years old and single. I do have a significant other. His name is Ryan Van Zant and we live together when we’re in the same zip code, which, up until this point, has not been all that often. Our zip code, by the way, is 10065—that’s Manhattan.

I’m a model—the photo shoot variety—no strolling the red carpet for me. Ryan is a photo journalist with a nationally acclaimed periodical. He travels; I travel. A lot.

I’ll try to make this short and sweet—well maybe not sweet considering some of the dark content that is my life. So, how about concise?

You see, I have the ability to see and communicate with ghosts under certain conditions. I actually prefer to call them “stalled souls” because that’s really what they are.

On one such occasion, in early December, I found myself on an icy road in Chester, West Virginia. Nothing exciting happens in perhaps one of the most obscure places on the planet.

Except to me.

That icy road I was driving on? Yeah, it landed me smack dab in the middle of a cemetery. Was it just the icy road? Or was it fate? Who knows, but I did learn quite a few things that night that I never expected to in a place like Chester.

So, the car accident I was involved in that snowy night comes into play, because in that particular cemetery where I ended up with a banged-up noggin, just happened to have a ghost wandering it. And it wasn’t just any ghost you see; it was the ghost of Karlie Lynn Masterson, my biological mother.

Yep! ‘Ma’, as I’ve been instructed to call her, was there. And she did what any determined, got-to-get-the-hell-outta-Limbo ghost would do. Her spirit possessed my body so that my knowledge banks would have the necessary information to tie up the loose ends of her life—and her untimely death. We took a trip to the 1980’s and, let me tell you, it was kind of cool.

I learned that the mother who raised me, Lana Jean Locke, was not my birth mother, but actually Ma’s best friend.

It seems Lana’s husband, and the man I thought was my father, Walter Locke, had mechanically compromised Karlie’s car so that she would meet her untimely death.

Of course, Mom—Lana, that is, hadn’t known and I will never tell her because I love her and because she still thinks Walter hung the moon. Walter passed away when I was five years old. I have it on good authority that he’s doing a bit of time in Purgatory, but will eventually cross over.

As it turns out, my biological father is a former member of a high-profile La Cosa Nostra, or mafia if you will, named Dominic Castellano. He was also the family member who worked with the FBI back in 1987 to bring the family down.

From there, he went into the Witness Protection Program for a few years until he deemed it safe to leave. He now goes by the name of Nick Parenti and didn’t even know I existed until recently. You see, he and Karlie loved one another like crazy.

I won’t go into their whole history together, but suffice it to say that through a series of misunderstandings, risks of eminent danger, outside interference and the usual “mob” drama, my biological mother took off, never telling him that she was pregnant with me. They were truly star-crossed lovers—the kind you read about in novels or the ones that operas are written about. I know because I witnessed it firsthand.

So, having traveled back in time with Ma’s spirit at the wheel provided me with the critical information that allowed me to find my father, Nick Parenti, who lives with his second wife, Sheila, in Park City, Utah, where they own a ski resort.

It has also allowed my mother and father to tie up some loose ends of their own with respect to their relationship from twenty-eight years ago and has resulted in my Dad actually buying the grave next to hers. If that’s not an indication of their undying devotion to one another, I don’t know what is.

I’m my father’s only child and he adores me. Frankly, he’s starting to grow on me as well.

Oh, and Sheila?

Yeah, she’s totally fine with it because her final resting place will be right beside the love of her life, Charlie—her first husband who passed away. So you see, it all worked out and Ma crossed over and now resides within the pearly gates.

But that’s not the end of the story. Oh no. That’s where this one begins. You see, my little accident in Chester unleashed a special gift that I’ve always had, but never knew about. It was dormant until that night I banged my head pretty good in the cemetery where Ma had been laid to rest. Ma made lots of friends with the other “stalled souls” or as she refers to them, “Limbonians.” Even though I can’t see Ma anymore in her spiritual form, she still visits me occasionally in my dreams, mostly for the purpose of directing me to a nearby stalled soul for help.

Yes, I agreed to give this a try for her; using my gift that is, in order to help other stalled souls, because I love her. I know that it means a lot to her that I help them the same way that I helped her—though seriously, I didn’t have much of a choice when she infiltrated my human body as she did.

She made her first dream appearance just last night, while Ryan and I slept in my new pink bedroom at my father’s house in Park City.

Ryan and I are here for New Year’s and we had just made mad, passionate love like never before. It’s almost as if Ma’s spirit has awakened some deep sensual passion within me. Ryan has no complaints at all. As I drifted off to sleep, there she was showing off her new look since going to heaven; rocking a new hairstyle that was no longer the 80’s look she had going while in Limbo.

Anyway, she told me of a stalled soul not too far away it seems—Evanston, Wyoming. The girl’s name is Cecily Adams and Ma provided directions to the cemetery where we’re to meet. It looks like I’ll be taking a trip to the ‘70’s—no pun intended.

Now, my father is vaguely aware of my gift. Ryan, however, is a different story. I mean, he knows about my mother’s spirit having appeared to me and he hasn’t been skeptical or judgmental about that at all. He is a very open-minded person, and it’s served him very well in his field of photo journalism, but I know he’d worry like hell if I told him about the mission I am preparing to embark on without him.

So, for now, I only plan to share this with my father. Besides, Ma assured me that I was free to decline any assignment as I saw fit. She also assured me that she could vouch for each and every Limbonian that she sends my way.

So, maybe I’ll just give this one a shot and see what happens. I mean, I’ve heard that the seventies were kind of far out, you know?




Chapter 1

The sun is filtering through the mini-blinds of my ‘Pretty in Pink’ bedroom that Dad and Sheila decorated especially for me. Ryan is wrapped around me and his warm body is making me hot.

Not the ‘hot’ you’re thinking of; uncomfortably hot is what I’m referring to. My mind drifts back to the night before and all the racket we’d made after I’d moved the two twin beds together that had originally been against opposite walls.

Ryan and I had screwed like sex-starved maniacs on Ecstasy; I could recall the banging of the wrought-iron headboards against the wall.

Oh my God.

I have to face Dad and Sheila this morning and my face flushes warmly with embarrassment. I’m starting to see a pattern here. I recall back to when I came-to in the hospital after my car accident/ghost possession ordeal. I had been extremely horny and verbally suggestive—not concerned at all about who might be in the audience. Last night, that same feeling overwhelmed me.

Maybe it’s a symptom of ghost energy being in the realm of my aura somehow?

Geez. Now I’m thinking in supernatural terms!

I chuckle audibly and Ryan stirs.

“Hey babe,” he greets me with a yawn. “That was some workout last night. How about a repeat performance?”

I wriggle out from underneath his arm, wrapping the sheet around me. “I can’t believe you made all that noise,” I say, jumping up from the bed and taking the sheet with me.

Ryan lays there naked and not caring. Men have no modesty at all. “Me?” he asks, his eyes widening. “You were one wicked wench last night, girl.”

“Shhh,” I hiss, putting my finger up to my lips. “They’ll hear you, Ryan.”

He chuckles good-naturedly, getting out of bed and he’s got his swagger goin on as he closes the distance between us. I love his looks. He has thick dark-brown hair and gorgeous green eyes that darken into a sea of lust when we make love.

“Parrish,” he says, cupping my face in his large hands, “You made enough noise last night to wake up the dead and make them horny.” He shrugs on his boxers. “Wanna share a shower?” he asks, quirking a brow at me.

I grin because I just can’t help it. “You get it started. I’ll be right there.”

I grab a robe to put on and some clean clothes for the day. Several minutes later, Ryan and I are lathering each other up in our second shower in less than ten hours under my father’s roof.

I don’t give the previous night another thought until we’re seated at the breakfast table, wolfing down Sheila’s homemade waffles, which is so not what a model should be eating, when my father joins us.

“I trust you two slept well last night?” he asks, giving Ryan the evil eye, Italian style, which of course, causes my cheeks to turn as pink as my bedroom walls.

Sheila places a warm waffle on my father’s plate and a look passes which says, “Let it go, already.”

“Slept great, sir,” Ryan responds nonchalantly. “Must be the high altitude or something.”

“And you, Parrish?”

“It was all good, Dad,” I blubber, my face turning crimson under his gaze.

And now I have to stop here to tell you that at age fifty-nine, my dad is still a hottie. I mean, through my “episode,” as I call it, when my mother was in the driver’s seat so to speak, and I was a voyeur to certain things in her life, he was seriously smokin’ hot.

He’s got the whole Italian-look thing going on big-time. Dark eyes, dark hair—well it’s graying at the temples now, but it only makes him more handsome I think. He’s tall and still has a great build for an older dude. He’s kind of serious most of the time, but occasionally he slips up and shows his dry humor and wit.

I’ve heard that I look like him, but act like Ma. I can live with that. I’m five feet, eight inches tall, with longish dark brown hair that I have highlighted to make it more photo-friendly, as my agent Leonard says. I have my father’s dark brown eyes, straight nose and full lips. In other words, I’m kind of his female clone. Ma was blond, blue-eyed and no taller than five-four.

“What are your plans for today?” Sheila asks, taking her seat at the table.

“I’m going to hit the slopes again, I mean if Parrish doesn’t mind,” Ryan pipes up. “Is it okay with you?”

“Sure,” I reply, glad that he’ll be otherwise occupied so that I can focus on my trip to Evanston, “I have other plans anyway.”

“Oh yeah?” Ryan and my dad both say at once.

Oh hell…

How do I explain this without explaining it?

“Yeah—there’s an acquaintance of my mother’s in Evanston, Wyoming. She thought maybe it would be nice if I stopped by for a visit as long as I’m so close.”

“Sounds like a plan then,” Ryan replies, taking a sip of his coffee. “I’d go with you but I’ve got a conference call later on with Cassie to de-brief for my upcoming assignment.”

“Cassie?”

“Yeah,” Ryan, says, “I told you about her. She’s the new photo journalist I’ve been mentoring. We’re doing that wilderness layout in the Canadian Rockies, remember?”

“Vaguely,” I reply, sipping my coffee.

“Hey, the rental has GPS so just plug the address in and you’ll be fine. I mean I can skip the slopes if you really need me to go with you, babe.”

Truthfully, I wanted to go alone. “No, really, Ryan. I wouldn’t hear of it. Enjoy yourself, I won’t be gone long.”

Later on, after Ryan left for the slopes with Sheila, my dad comes up to my room, knocking softly on the door. “Parrish, may I speak with you for a moment?”

“Sure. Come on in.”

He enters the room and I know he wants more information on my excursion to Evanston. I’m able to read him pretty well and it seems as if the same applies to him with me.

“Parrish, this acquaintance of your mother’s—would that be your mother here?”

As on Earth.

I turn from the mirror where I’d been brushing out my hair to face him.

He knows.

“She came to me last night. Just like she said she would. She came to me in my dreams. She needs me to use... my gift. There’s a stalled soul. That’s why I have to go to Evanston...to the grave.”

He is at my side in an instant, pulling me to my feet. “You’re not going alone,” he says, and his tone leaves no room for argument. “I may not understand the full scope of this gift you have, but I’m going with you to make sure that you’re not in any danger.”

“I won’t argue with you, Dad, trust me. This is kind of my solo flight after all.”

“Which begs the question as to why your. . . boyfriend didn’t insist upon accompanying you.”

I can see that he is looking for reasons not to like Ryan and it’s a bit comical that this has just surfaced, since he undoubtedly heard our raunchy play last night.

“Ryan doesn’t know about my gift. You’re the only one I’ve told.”

“Why?”

I shrug and turn away from him as I get my coat out of the closet. “I don’t know how to explain it for one; and I guess I don’t want him thinking I’m some kind of…of…freak maybe.”

My father takes my coat, holding it up so that he is helping me on with it. He’s a perfect gentleman for sure. “Bambolina, it’s nothing to be ashamed of - this gift that you have.”

“I know that, I do. But, it’s new to me and I need to get my own brain wrapped around it before I share it with anyone else. Does that make sense?”

“It does as long as that’s your true reason, Parrish, and it’s not something else.”

For not knowing me long, he certainly knows me well enough.

Yes, I am afraid of what Ryan might think. I’m afraid he’ll think I’m nuts or, at the very least, he’ll have some concerns about what type of DNA would prompt such a physiological—or maybe it’s psychological—aberration in me. I do need to process this for myself, that part is true. My dad is the only one for the time being that I trust with this knowledge.

On the way to Evanston, I fill Dad in with as much information as Ma has shared with me on all of this with the stalled souls. A couple of times, I catch the sparkle in his eyes when I tell him about her referring to them as “Limbonians” and assuring me that she could vouch for them all.

“What?” I ask when I hear his soft chuckle just as I am describing how she looked in my dream the previous night.

“Oh, it’s just that I know my Karlie and it tickles me that the first order of her business after reaching her…uh, final destination was to make sure her hair and wardrobe were up to date.”

“I guess fashion and style were her thing, yeah?”

“Oh, absolutely,” he replies, his smile as broad as I’ve ever seen. It’s funny, but as serious as Dad always is, each and every time Ma comes up in a conversation, it’s like he makes up for all the smiles he’s missed over the years. “Did she ask about me?”

“Yes, apparently she knows that I’m staying here with you and Sheila.”

I could see him visibly tense up. “Is that an issue?” he asks.

I look over and touch his hand that’s on the steering wheel, forcing him to glance over at me briefly. “She’s totally fine with it,” I reply. “In fact, I told her how nice Sheila is and that she would really like her. She loves you, Dad. And because of that, she wants your life to be happy since she can’t be here with you.”

He nods and the rest of the trip is spent in silence.

We reach the cemetery that she spoke of in my dream. It is exactly the distance she said it would be on the highway to the north of Evanston.

Dad parks the car and says he’ll go to the office and see where the grave is located in order to save time. Within five minutes, he returns and maneuvers the car around a winding paved drive towards the wooded section of the graveyard.

It’s a fairly remote section of the cemetery, an older section, where only sporadic graves are still decorated for the holidays. He pulls the car over and shuts off the engine.

“This is the area,” he says. He gets out of the car and opens my door, helping me out. We trudge a few yards—me following him. The snow has covered many of the headstones, but Dad finds it with no problem. He brushes the snow off of the flat headstone and peers down.

“Cecily Rene Adams; born September 18, 1956, died February 15, 1974.”

I feel the chill of the December wind whip around me. It feels like icy fingers caressing my neck and shoulders. Today is December 30th and it is bitterly cold here. I’m not sure what to do since the only other time I have interacted with a stalled soul was the result of a car accident and I was sort of ‘out of it’ at the time. Something inside tells me that I need to do this alone.

I turn to my father. “I kinda need to do this on my own, I think.”

“Bambolina, I’m not leaving you here.”

“I’ll be fine. Do you trust Ma?”

He nods, but doesn’t look convinced. “Of course I do Parrish, it’s just that…”

“Okay, then please just go back to the car and wait. I promise you that I’ll be okay. You can watch me and see if anything requires your intervention.”

“I’ll not take my eyes off of you, sweetheart, I promise.”

Once he’s back inside of the car, I get down to business.

I clear my throat, wondering how I need to start this whole process.

“Hello?” I mutter sounding totally clueless. “It’s me, Parrish Locke? I think you know Ma…I mean, Karlie Masterson? She sent me to you, Cecily. I’m uh…I’m here to help?”

I feel like a complete idiot. I will never get used to this stuff. I’m sure of that.

“So, I’m sure that Karlie filled you in about me coming by and the sooner you appear, well, the sooner we can get down to the nitty-gritty of your...issues. I mean, that’s why I’m here.”

Oh for crying out loud. I’m totally blubbering here.

I look over to where Dad has parked the car and I can see that he’s watching me, making me feel more self-conscious if that’s even possible. I release a heavy sigh. Perhaps Ma is wrong about this gift stuff. Maybe it’s only a one-time thing and she somehow got her signals crossed with ‘Alpha Control.’

Then a voice, barely an audible whisper, floats to my ears.

“Call me Cece,” it says.

I whirl around to where I see her behind me. There she is, sitting on the frozen, snow-laden ground right by her flat headstone wearing the clothing that I presume she was buried in.

Oh. My. God.

It’s a freaking cheerleading sweater in gold, with a kelly-green pleated skirt, white bobby socks and tennis shoes. She’s got an awesome figure and her dark blond hair is pulled up into a ponytail with a kelly-green ribbon tied around it. She is cute…not beautiful, but definitely very cute.

“Hi, Cece,” I say, the nerves evident in my voice because I don’t want to screw this up.

“Hi, Parrish,” she responds in her hoarse, but loud whisper. “Your mom’s pretty far-out. She said you could help.”

When she smiles, I see that she has a dimple.

“Yes,” I stammer, “I’ll do everything that I can to help you, I promise. I’m fairly new at this, so where would you like to start?”

“It’s probably best if I show you. Do you mind?”

I watch as she stands up and then comes closer. All I can do is nod my head ‘yes’ even though I’m scared as hell at the moment. Of course, I know that my dad can’t see her and that however much time it takes for me to travel back in time to witness and observe Cece’s story will only be minutes of real time for us, but still.

Shit!

A  cheerleader?

Oh, Ma. You owe me.

And that’s the very last ‘Parrish’ thought that I have before Cece takes over my body as we begin the trek into the circumstances of her death.

 


Chapter 2

April 10, 1973

Evanston, Wyoming

“Cecily! You’re gonna miss the bus if you don’t shake a leg, girl!”

I’m looking under my bed for my other tennis shoe, which I finally locate and toss into my athletic bag.

“Did you hear me?” Mom hollers once again.

“It’s cool, Mom,” I yell back. “Erik’s driving me today anyway.” I cram the rest of the stuff I need for tryout practice this afternoon into the bag and zip it up.

I grab my books and head out of my room towards the living room only to be greeted by my mother’s disapproving glare.

“Why is Erik driving you to school?”

“Because I asked him to, why?”

“You know how I feel about that boy,” she replies, frowning as she pulls a cigarette out of her pack and taps the end of it on the countertop in the kitchen.

“That boy,” I say, “has been my best friend since we moved here eight years ago and my boyfriend-boyfriend for almost two years, so I guess you better get used to it, Mother. Besides, what’s he ever done to you besides being respectful and polite?”

She lights her cigarette, blowing the smoke from her nose as she finishes packing my lunch. “Yeah, well he wasn’t smoking dope when he was nine,” she replies, shaking her head. “And, think about it, Cece, what are his aspirations?”

“Grass is a natural herb. Native American Indians smoked it in their peace pipes, you know? And, Erik is a musician and that’s his dream. There’s a ton of musicians out there making major bucks and I think he’s every bit as talented as they are.”

She remains quiet, shaking her head unconvinced.

Luckily, I hear the sound of Erik’s horn outside before I’m forced to listen to her rant about how smoking pot leads to heroin addiction and that all rock stars are dopers or burnouts. “I have cheerleading camp after school, remember,” I remind her as I open the door to our mobile home and make a quick exit.

“Do good,” she hollers after me. “Those tumbling lessons weren’t cheap, ya know?”

I roll my eyes, glad to be out of there. This is almost becoming our morning routine. Mom was fine with Erik until we started going steady and then, suddenly, it’s as if I’ve somehow thrown a wrench into her plans for me.

I understand that. Since she and my father split eight years ago, she’s been doing it all on her own. She works two jobs to keep us afloat and she’s hell-bent on me going to college, although I can’t see how that’s going to happen. My father has remarried and lives out of state now. He doesn’t help out financially…at all.

I pile into Erik’s ‘65 ‘Stang and immediately the sound of Led Zeppelin IV greets me. Erik’s favorite rock group and one of mine as well.

“Hey you,” I say. “Just in time.”

“Your mom jumping in your shit again?” he asks. He looks over at me and, as always, I am totally enraptured by his brooding dark looks. His thick, dark hair is nearly to his shoulders, but it only makes him look hotter and those dark blue eyes pierce right through me.

“Yeah, the usual,” I reply.

He cranks up his 8-track and backs out into the drive of the trailer park. We head down towards the two-lane highway that snakes around the county and ends up at Mountain View High School. I’m a sophomore and Erik a junior.

“I’m staying after school for the cheerleading practice for try-outs,” I say. “Can you hang around and give me a ride home around four-thirty?”

“I’ll come back and pick you up,” he answers, changing tracks on the tape so that ‘Stairway to Heaven’ starts playing. “And, why are you trying out for the pep squad? I thought you said those chicks were plastic?”

I have to smile because that’s exactly what I said to him when I didn’t make the squad the year before. “Decided to give it another shot. Besides, Mom keeps reminding me how much money she spent on those gymnastic lessons, so I guess I owe it to her to give it another try.”

“Your mom wants you to do that whole preppy scene, including having a jock boyfriend, huh?”

Erik Laughlin is a deep and perceptive person, but then again, my mother is not subtle with her words or her actions. It’s been obvious to him these last couple of years that she’s hell-bent on pushing me into a different social group.

“Yeah, well I’m my own person,” I reply. “No cheerleading sweater’s gonna change that.”

Nothing more is said until he pulls up into the half circle drive in front of the school rather than in the student’s parking lot in back. I look over at him quizzically.

“I’m bugging out of classes today. Gonna spend the day with the band. Dave’s parents are gone, so we can practice there.”

I give him ‘the look,’ but remain silent. Erik is so bright, so smart, but school is not a priority for him. It’s all about his music. And, I’ve got to say, he’s extremely talented in that arena as well. He’s the drummer and back-up singer for a local rock band called ‘Roxy.’

I lean over and give him a kiss. “See you at four-thirty then?”

“Later,” he says, kissing me back. “Love you.”

“Me too.”

I watch as he drives off, wondering if things might be changing between us. I can tell that he feels it even though he doesn’t say it out loud. I love Erik, but I’m only sixteen years old and I’ve been focusing on my future plans lately. Getting a part-time job, planning for college. I’m like that. I like to have some sort of blueprint on where my future is heading. Maybe at seventeen, he’s doing the exact same thing. Are we drifting apart?

It feels like it.

He started off as kind of the boy-next-door best friend, who then morphed into the guy who gave me my first kiss and, ultimately, the one who asked me to go steady with him.

But, I know that he’s not happy that we haven’t taken our physical love to the ultimate level just yet. I mean, we make out like crazy at times and, yes, he’s been under my shirt many times and down my pants once, but that’s as far as it’s gone because I always stop him and he’s not been happy about it.

“What’s your deal, Cece? I have rubbers that are turning to dust.”

“I’m not ready, Erik.”

“When will you be ready?”

“You’ll be the first to know.”

My thoughts are interrupted when my best friend comes up to me, looking perturbed for some reason.

“I wondered where the heck you were,” Kim says, looking down the road. “So what? Erik’s skipping school again? What is it this time?”

“The band,” I say with a sigh. “What else?”

She shakes her head, flipping her long brown hair back over her shoulders. “I don’t get it. Why do you bother with him at all? I mean I get that he’s good looking and deep, but shit—those dudes in his band are losers for sure.”

“Erik’s not a loser,” I snap back instantly. “He’s got talent and I don’t own him, so drop it, Kim.”

“I didn’t say he was a loser,” she quickly interjects. “It’s just that you need to broaden your horizons here. I mean, if you make cheerleader this time, you’ll have a whole new social circle available to you. I don’t see Erik fitting in.”

I quickly stop and turn to her. “Is that the only reason you’re trying out? To what? Hang with the clique?”

“What’s wrong with that?” she asks, defensively. “Aren’t you tired of being on the outside looking in?”

“That’s not how I see myself. I’m happy in my own skin. Besides that, what if one of us makes it and the other one doesn’t? Does that mean we won’t hang with each other anymore?”

We’ve reached our lockers by this time and Kim takes a moment before replying. “Don’t be dumb, Cece. You know we’ll always be friends. I mean, if you don’t make it, nothing will change between us, I promise.”

Kim obviously feels she’s got a better chance of taking one of the three open slots for the varsity squad next season. I feel a bit ticked at her assumption, especially since she hasn’t perfected her back handspring yet and I have.

“Pretty sure of yourself, huh?”

“I didn’t mean it like that,” she replies, slamming her locker shut. “It’s just that I’m going with Keith and he is a super jock who’s pretty tight with the senior cheerleaders. They’re the ones doing the judging. So, yeah, it just might give me the edge I need.”

We head down the hallway, turning the corner towards our homeroom when I collide with a varsity letter jacket. I’m knocked against the wall and immediately I’m ready to hurl a profanity at the dickhead wearing it.

Then I see who it is and I’m overcome with shyness.

“Hey - sorry, Cece. Are you okay?”

I swallow nervously, feeling my tongue getting tied up like it always does when I look into those pale blue eyes. I simply nod.

“You sure? I slammed into you pretty good there.”

“I’m cool, Marshall,” I finally sputter. “No harm.”

He gives me a dazzling smile and a wink and saunters off in a fast pace, once again, heading to his homeroom before the bell goes off.

Marshall Rydell is the Big Man on Campus at our high school. He letters in every sport offered and, even though he’s a junior, he makes first-string everything…including the ladies. It’s no secret that Marshall can have any chick he wants within a hundred mile radius. With looks like a young Troy Donahue; tall, blond and built like a brick shithouse, along with his many achievements on and off the playing field, I’m both surprised and flattered that he knows my name.

“Earth to Cece,” Kim interrupts my train of thought. “He knows your name. Do you realize that?”

“We have a study hall together,” I reply, trying my best to act ambivalent when, at the moment, I know my heart is still racing wildly and that makes me feel guilty. “C’mon, we’re going to be late to homeroom.”

“You see? This is exactly what I’m talking about, Cece. You’re so out of touch with the possibilities here. I mean, Marshall Rydell? He’s the ‘golden boy’ of this town. Handsome, a jock and his family is flippin’ rich out the ass.”

“Erik’s better lookin’,” I reply as we hear the bell ring.

“You’re hopeless.”




Chapter 3

“Cece, I’m leaving for work early,” Mom tells me as I’m painting my fingernails alternate colors of green and gold. “You sure you have a ride to the pep rally?”

“Yep. Kim’s got her mom’s car and we’re going to the bonfire after the rally and then she’ll drop me off here.”

“Mind your curfew. Just because I won’t be home until one doesn’t mean you can stay out past midnight, you hear?”

“I hear.”

She brushes a kiss on the top of my head. “Did I mention how proud I am of you for making the squad?”

“Yeah, you did,” I reply giving her a smile. “Several times.”

She sighs, brushing my hair back from my face. “You’re gonna have a better life than I ever did, that’s for sure.”

“Why? Because I made the cheerleading squad?”

“Not just that, honey. You’re learning to compete and going after something and getting it. You’ll be in a whole new social circle.”

That statement prompts an eye roll from me.

“Just you wait and see,” she replies. “Have fun and remember to have your butt home by midnight.”

“Later, Mom.”

Once I’m alone, I contemplate her words. I don’t see how this one accomplishment is going to do all that for me. I look out the window of our mobile home and see Erik working on his car. I know he’s got a gig tonight. He blew off going to the bonfire for that reason, but I know he wouldn’t have gone regardless. High school social events are not “his thing.” This particular event marks the last week of classes. Finals start next week and then school is out for summer break.

I wave my hands in the air to help dry my nails. I’ve got about fifteen minutes before Kim gets here and I need to talk to him.

I saunter over across the road to where he’s fiddling with something underneath the hood of his car.

“What’s happening?” I ask, startling him momentarily. He straightens up, doing a quick perusal of me in my short green skirt, gold tee shirt and white tennies.

“You’re lookin’ like ‘Susie Sorority’ these days,” he comments, wiping off the oil dipstick on a rag. He gives a slight smile so I realize he’s just poking a little fun at me.

“Wish you were gonna be there,” I reply.

“You’ll do fine without me,” he remarks, opening a can of motor oil. “You’re really starting to fit in with the preppies these days.”

“Is that what this is about, Erik? Are you feeling left out? Because that’s your choice, you know?”

And he immediately stops what he’s doing and glares at me. “Hey, I know it’s my choice, Cece. And I’d be fine with the direction you’re headed in if I was sure that it was your choice.”

“Meaning what?”

“Meaning, you’re living your life the way your mom wants you to live it. You’re not being real.”

“Oh, I see. And I guess I’m just plastic like everyone else that doesn’t fit into your scheme of things, right?”

“Hey, at least I’m my own person. Not someone else’s version of it.”

He is really starting to piss me off. “You know what Erik? You start senior year in the fall; I start junior year. Maybe we’ve outgrown one another. We don’t spend much time together anymore, so what’s the point?”

“The point is that I thought we loved each other, Cece. I thought we both had the same dreams.”

“How can you say that? Do you even know what my dreams are?”

He looks at me - I mean really looks at me and his eyes seem to flash even darker. “I thought us being together was both of our dreams.”

And my heart feels heavy with the realization that what he just said is too simplistic; too damn easy.

Not definitive enough.

I start to tell him just that when I hear Kim tapping the horn of her mother’s Chevy as if she’s impatient for me to get away from Erik, which is exactly what she is.

“I guess I’ll see you later,” I say, moving closer to see if he plans on giving me a kiss before I go. I don’t like leaving things strained.

He turns back to his car engine and mumbles, “later.”
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