
  
    [image: Beautiful Minds]
  


  
    
      BEAUTIFUL MINDS

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        STORMS PUBLISHING

      

    

    
      
        MAYA BLACK

        KEN LA SALLE

        DAKOTA W.R. SENESE

        ANGEL NYX

        CL THORTON

        MA DESTINY

        JA LAFRANCE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          Manifest Demons

          Maya Black

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

        

      

      
        
          Schizo at Sixty

          Ken La Salle

        

        
          
            Schizo at Sixty

          

        

      

      
        
          Who

          Dakota W.R. Senese

        

        
          
            Foreword

          

          
            Who

          

        

      

      
        
          Lorekeeper’s Heart

          Angel Nyx

        

        
          
            Untitled

          

          
            1. Ashlyn

          

          
            2. Miles

          

          
            3. Ashlyn

          

          
            4. Miles

          

          
            5. Ashlyn

          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

      
        
          The Devil Beside Me

          CL Thorton

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

      
        
          Break Me

          MA Destiny

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

      
        
          What They Don’t Say

          JA Lafrance

        

        
          
            What They Don’t Say

          

          
            About JA Lafrance

          

          
            About Storms Publishing

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MANIFEST DEMONS

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          MAYA BLACK

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Skye stands in front of her closet, staring blankly at her dismal choices, reconsidering her life choices. Selecting a pair of jeans and a black tank top with spaghetti straps and a white wolf on the front, she tosses them onto the bed. Then she pulls out her trusty boots with a short heel and a cardigan to cover her tank before adding them to the pile.

      Deciding to apply makeup, she flops into the chair in front of her vanity, even though she knows it wouldn’t do much good. It would take the world’s best artists together to make her look beautiful. Skye attempts to not look in the mirror as she applies it, she’s gotten pretty good at it. Mirrors just show her how disgusting she really looks, otherwise she can just pretend that she’s gorgeous, just like her mom. When she was younger, other kids would make fun of her eyes, saying she didn’t come from her family, that they had adopted her. She then tosses her black hair up into a high ponytail before standing to get dressed.

      Finally ready, Skye heads out her door and down the steps to the living room. “Moon! Are you ready to go to this stupid party you’re dragging me to?”

      “I’m almost ready and I’m not dragging you anywhere!” Moon appears at the top of the steps dressed like always, in a super tight, short and low cut dress. Sliding her earrings in, she walks down the steps to meet Skye. “Is that what you’re wearing? At least lose the ugly cardigan!”

      There’s Moon, looking AMAZING once again. I’m always the ugly friend, why can’t I have plump, luscious lips like Moon? Or those amazing forest green eyes?

      “Yes, I’m wearing this, and no, I won’t take the cardigan off, you know how I feel! Let’s just get this over with already,” Skye huffs, grabbing her keys, phone, and wallet before shoving them into her pockets.

      Her long-time friend should get it by now. Parties aren’t my thing, never have been. Tonight’s plans didn’t suddenly change that!

      “After that party a couple of years ago where that jackass totally made fun of me, calling me fat and ugly and you still can’t wrap your mind around why I hate my looks?”

      “You’re right, I’m sorry. He was totally an ass and you shouldn’t have listened to him. I just want you to live a little and be comfortable with your gorgeous figure. I would kill for your curves, they’re the perfect hourglass shape!”

      “Until you have them, then you’d hate them too. All I am is fat! I can’t even take a step without making the Earth tremble!” Skye rolls her eyes and tries to hide her disgust at herself.

      A loud bang interrupts her tirade. Without permission, her body jumps, and her heart rate increases. Hopefully, her friend had the same reaction, or didn't notice hers.

      “What was that?!” Skye asked.

      “What was what? I didn't hear anything.” Moon’s bewildered face makes Skye blush.

      “You didn’t hear something like nails on a chalkboard?”

      “No. Stop trying to weasel your way out. Work’s been so hectic, we need this time together. I miss hanging out with you, plus we both need this from burnout. All work and no play is not a way to live.”

      “Fine, let’s go!” Skye swings the door open, locking it before letting it swing shut behind her.

      They walk to Moon’s beat-up old Volkswagen Bug, painted pink, because you couldn’t get much more girly than pink. Everything she possesses screams girly, a stark contrast to Skye's neutral style.

      The Bug was the first vehicle her father bought before he died. Often, when they would ride together, Moon would reminisce about the way he used to push her on the swing, or attempt braids when her mom wasn't around to do them properly.

      They both get in and she drives us to the party a few streets over. Moon hops out and practically runs to the door of the house. “Let’s get our party groove on!”

      Skye reluctantly steps out and collects herself while leaning against the door before trudging after her friend.

      “Yea, yea. Party time,” Sky begrudgingly replies, reaching to knock on the closed door as Moon yanks it open with enthusiasm and bats her hand away.

      “Nobody knocks! You just go right in when there’s a party. We’ve been over this so many times, after like every party we go to! Ugh!”

      “Sorry, Moon. I forgot, I was raised to respect private property so I’m used to only walking into close family’s homes without knocking..”

      “Don’t embarrass me!” Moon rolls her eyes before walking through the door.

      “Stop! There’s the screech again! The same one I heard at home. Please tell me you heard it this time.”

      “Are you trying to make me think you’re losing your mind? Cause that’s what I’m beginning to think!” Moon glares at Skye.

      Skye hears another screech at that, but says nothing, and slowly follows Moon into the house of some guy Skye should know but does not remember who he is. Skye just doesn't care about parties.

      Moon rushes off in search of booze and a guy; meanwhile, Skye finds a sealed bottle of water and sits on the couch to wait for the night to be over. Pulling out her phone, she scrolls social media to pass time.
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      After a half hour or so, Moon wanders back into the room, looking around. Skye raises her hand so she can see her and she saunters over before plopping down.

      “Whew, that was fun! You should have come outside, everyone’s dancing.”

      “Moon, no one wants to see me dance. They’d be worried about losing an eye or something.” Skye rolls her eyes. “Plus, I don’t feel like hearing whispers about how my flab’s flopping around. You know how it goes!”

      Skye tilts her head to the side, hearing that screech again. What the hell is that?!

      “Oh my God, Skye! No one thinks that but you! So many guys would love a chance with you but you ignore them all.”

      “Sure they do,” she mocks.

      “Well, come dance with me! We’ll go to a corner where no one can see you. Just take that cardigan off or you’ll get HOT dancing!”

      “Will you leave me alone if I cooperate for one song?”

      “Yes! Pleassseeeee!”

      “Fine. Let’s go.”

      Skye stands up, leading the way outside. She takes off her cardigan, throwing it on a deck chair before letting the music flow into her soul. Everyone, and everything, seems to disappear into the background.

      The song ends and she opens her eyes and sees everyone staring at her.

      “See, I told you they’d all be terrified and wondering if they were going to get hurt!” Skye harshly whispers to Moon.

      SCREECH!

      “They are not staring because of that! You have amazing moves! Sweetie, you’re gorgeous!” Moon’s attempted reassurance fails miserably.

      Grabbing her cardigan and covering the offending fat, Skye storms inside in search of the bathroom. She tears open doors until she finds it, runs inside, slams the door, and locks it before allowing tears to stream down her face.
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      “Dudes, who’s that gorgeous woman dancing over there?” Darren asked his friends.

      They all turn and look before saying, “That’s Moon! You know that, man.”

      “Not her, the one dancing with her. Watch her as she moves, how graceful she is.”

      Peter looks at Darren, shaking his head, “You always go after the chubby ones, man. You could have any girl but go after those girls. I don’t get it! That’s Moon’s bestie, Skye.”

      “How do you not see how gorgeous she is? The way she moves, how you can feel the music watching her, it’s just glorious!”

      “Whatever man. You do you, boo.” Peter laughs.

      Darren watches Skye, waiting for the perfect moment to introduce himself. The music stops and Skye comes out of her trance with a smile before it drops into a frown.

      What happened? Why isn’t she happy now?

      He sees her suddenly run off, entering the house, but before he can stop her, she runs down the hallway trying doors. Suddenly, she runs into a room and slams the door.

      He walks toward where Skye went before changing his mind and going out to Moon.

      “Hey, Moon, that’s your friend Skye, right? What happened? She ran through the house like a demon was following her.”

      Moon turns, “Oh! Hey Darren. Yea, that was Skye. Nothing happened but her mind playing tricks on her.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “She always thinks someone’s watching to make fun of her. No matter what I tell her, she doesn’t believe me. So she got it in her head that everyone watching was making fun of her, not that they were impressed with her dancing.”

      “What?! She was fucking amazing!” Darren’s mouth dropped open.

      “That’s what I’m saying! She just doesn’t believe me, she never has.”

      Skye appears at the door and stomps toward them. “Are you ready to go? I’m over this.”

      “Skye, that’s rude. This is Darren, he came over to meet you but you ran off.” Moon gestures at the (describe him maybe? Hulking jock. Scrawny nerd. Football star.)

      “Oh, um, hi?” Skye responds. “Did you need something?”

      “Hi! My name’s Darren…oh, Moon said that already. Um, I just wanted to tell you that you looked amazing when you were dancing with Moon. You’re so graceful!”

      “Yea, sure you did.” Skye gives an eye roll before turning back to Moon, “Like I asked, are you ready to go?”

      “Excuse me, I wanted to ask you to dance with me, seriously.” Darren interrupts. He grabs Skye’s hand and pulls her against him lightly. “I think we’d make an awesome dancing team.”

      “Oh!” Skye puts her hand on Darren’s chest to catch her balance. “You really wanted to dance with me?”

      “Yes, gorgeous, completely serious!” Darren rocks them lightly to the music. “I can tell how happy dancing makes you, you just glow.”

      Moon catches Skye’s eye and waves before walking off toward a group of guys.

      “Well, I guess she’s not ready to leave, so we can dance for a bit.” Skye looks up embarrassingly at Darren.

      Darren effortlessly twirls Skye around the patio in time to the music. As the music flows over them, they get lost in each other's embrace.
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      Suddenly, Skye feels someone watching them and looks around before seeing another guy standing beside them.

      “Hi, I’m Brad and I’d love to take a spin around the floor with you. If you’d like to, that is.” He places his hand on her arm, almost like he wanted to pull her away from Darren.

      Skye looks at Darren who just shrugs. “It’s your call on what you want to do,” he says with hesitance.

      “Well, yeah, I guess that would be okay.”

      “Great!” Brad’s grip tightens. They move away into a little sheltered area.

      “Why are we over here? Let’s get back to the group.” Skye tries to move that direction but Brad keeps her in place.

      “Come on, baby,” he nuzzles her neck, “take that overshirt off, you must be hot! I know I am.”

      “I don’t know, I don’t feel comfortable.”

      “That’s why I brought you over here, so you would be hidden a bit. I could tell you wouldn’t want to do that in front of all those people.” He moves back and winks before grabbing the bottom of her shirt, lightly lifting it.

      Skye grabs her shirt, holding it tight. “I am getting warm, maybe I should.” She yanks it quickly over her head before she changes her mind and tosses it behind her on a chair.

      “See, so much better, right,” Brad says with a cough.

      “It really is!” Skye beams when he twirls her out into the eyeshot of everyone else. “What are you doing? You said you’d keep me out of sight!”

      Everyone laughs, including Brad. Skye can even see phones pulled out and pointed at her.

      Skye screams just as she hears a SCREECH nearby and sees an imp pop out of nowhere.

      What the hell is that?!
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      Rushing over, Darren pulls SkyeDarren rushes over to Skye and pulls her behind him, whispering, “I got you, baby.”

      “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?!” He punches Brad before he even knows what’s happening.

      Brad gets up quickly and goes to punch Darren in the face but Darren moves quickly to the side. He pivots on his feet and kicks Brad in his ass, right into the pool he was headed towards with a loud splash.
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