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Eight minutes. The video that I didn't even remember freaking taking had changed everything. All I knew, all the people I loved, and all the things I enjoyed.... were gone. 

I've wondered a million times if things would have remained the same in my world if I had just deleted the damn video and never watched it. But I always end up giving myself the same answer, and I know it wouldn't have mattered. The truth was told and it can't be undone.

My best friend is also gone. Well, I guess I'm the one that's missing from his life. My beautiful Lucas, the one person who loved me every single day of my life, is now just a memory. I can still hear his voice, using the nickname that he'd given me in the third grade. My name is Sinthia, and most people called me Sindy. But not Lucas. He always had to be different, and my name was given to me years ago during recess. Sin.

Lucas was known to give names to people that didn't make sense, but at least in my case, it worked. I still use it to this day when meeting new people, but lately, I haven't done that much either. In fact, meeting people is the last thing I want to do since I'm running for my life. And, that takes me right back to the fucking video.

Lucas wanted to celebrate, and I didn't even ask him why. I never needed a reason to kick it with my best friend. I just picked him up and drove to the beach like we'd done every Friday since the beginning of senior year. But that night, he had brought enough booze for more than our party of two.

I have a lot of freedom to do what I want since I was raised by only my mom. My dad took off when she was pregnant with me and I've never even met him, but mom did the best that she could. She works as a waitress in the busiest restaurant in town, and I'm pretty sure she's been there since she was in high school. They depend on her for everything and she spends most of her life there. That, of course, has left me to spend almost every night alone or with Lucas. So, our Friday night beach parties were never missed, even though I wish it had been that night. Stupid video.

He was different as soon as he got in my car. I mean, he was always high strung and ready for fun, but that night he seemed on top of the world. 

“Did you fall in love? Win the fucking lottery? Wait! You got accepted into Ohio State!” That was his dream, but it seemed as if I had guessed wrong because he laughed and shook his head like I hadn't even come close to the thing that would make his life so freaking great. “Tell me!” Lucas didn't say anything and he cranked the radio which blasted until I pulled off the service road and made the half mile drive to the sand.

I didn't ask again since I figured he'd tell me, and we found our favorite spot near the water where a huge pecan tree had washed up and gave us the most perfect seats.

Marlow, Texas. A small beach town that tried to have a close knit feel but was overrun with rich snobs who dismissed anyone of lesser means. I was the lesser, but Lucas never made me feel that way. Even that night as we drank far too fast and spilled tea about anyone and everyone we knew, he treated me as his equal.

I can remember what he wore that night because he looked more casual than I'd ever seen. He had on a black tank top and white board shorts. I actually wondered if his father had been out of town because Devin Wilshire would never have let Lucas leave the estate in common clothes. It was a nice change, and it somehow made us both feel even more relaxed than usual. I suppose it might have been the reason that the tequila and pineapple juice had gone down so easily, and in abundance.

We laughed hard that night, more than usual which I didn't think was possible, and it was at least an hour later when I realized I could barely walk. I tried to find a place to pee and kept landing on my ass in the sand after I picked my spot. That was even funny and I screamed a play-by-play to Lucas who was pissing into the surf. God I miss him. I think I yelled that my buns are crusty after the third attempt at squatting, and failing. Strange, I can remember that but everything after my repeated piss-and-fall is a blur. 

I can see flashes of laughing and hugging, and I think I remember a second or two of telling him that he already came out to me. I don't know if it's real or if he was talking about the fact that he'd known he was gay since he gave a Valentine's card to Jack Newlie in the fifth grade. Still, if the memories are real then I'll keep them as well. They're all I have of the greatest friend I've ever known.

The following morning I woke up in my bed, with my mom yelling that I parked in the yard. It scared the shit out of me that I drove home that night, and also that I had risked the life of Lucas as well. 

I sat up and nearly ran from myself because I reeked of tequila and piss. Obviously, during my failed attempt at squatting, I got enough drops on my shorts that I had to peel them off as quickly as possible. I was so grossed out, but it was nothing that a shower couldn't fix, right?

I got dressed and dried my hair, and it was after that when I finally grabbed my phone. I hoped that Lucas wasn't mad at me for driving him home drunk, but he was worse off than I was.... I think. I was nervous so it wasn't a big deal that my phone was dead and I would have to charge it for a few minutes before calling him. It was then that I realized that I couldn't remember much at all. 

“His big news! I don't even know what it was!” I couldn't believe that I drank the night away and couldn't even remember what Lucas was celebrating! That thought sped up the process and I turned my phone on with only a five percent battery. I didn't care because I had to talk to him and ask all the questions that I had.

Lucas didn't answer, but I left a voice mail that was followed with a text. I had to know that he was safe, I had to apologize for driving him home, and I had to know his big news. What I didn't know, and wish I would have, was that turning my phone on at all was the biggest mistake I had ever made.

I stared at myself in the mirror as my phone continued to charge. My hair was dry but not styled by any stretch. Still, it was usually stick straight and behaved well enough since it was long and heavy, so I could get away with not doing much at all. But I do remember it was the last time that I thought of my appearance in that way, so much had changed, but the days of thinking that my blonde color was getting a little dull were long over. In fact, it wasn't long after that when I was lucky if I found food for the day to keep myself alive.

My mom had left and I made my way to the first floor of our shitty house. I always thought of it as a shack with a few rooms and a tiny kitchen, but it was the only home that I knew. I shockingly miss it, and I miss my mom most of all.

I don't remember what I ate that morning, or what I did to kill the time, but I do remember being back in my room and grabbing my phone again. I started to look for a message from Lucas but that's not what I found. 

“A video? When did I take this?” An eight minute video had been sent to Lucas, and it was obvious that I was the one that took it and sent it to my best friend. I didn't remember anything about it, and just as I was about to hit play, I heard a crash from downstairs. It sounded like the front door had been ripped completely out of the frame! I ran to the top of the stairs and I was too shocked to speak, but I remember thinking that it was my mom and maybe she had returned home and pushed the door too hard. But a part of my brain wouldn't accept that a person, especially not my mom who barely weighed a hundred pounds, could create a sound like that. Then, before I could move any further from that top step, I heard his voice.

“Sin!” I'm not sure how I knew who it was because I hadn't been around him much, but Devin Wilshire was screaming my name. Lucas' dad was standing in my house and had obviously busted down our door. I couldn't speak. I could barely breathe. What had I done? Was Lucas safe? “Sin! I know you're here!” I freaked out and did the only thing that I could think to do. I ran.

I was back in my room on legs that felt numb, and I climbed out of my bedroom window with only my phone in my hand. I shimmied down the old metal antenna tower that I had decided years earlier was too rusted to ever use again. That day was the exception and I made it to the ground and hit the grass running.

I could still hear him screaming my name as I ran from the house and toward town. I had to get to my mom, she would know what to do, and I didn't stop until I was on the main street that held almost every business in Marlow. I know I had a head start because he didn't realize that I had left, but it wouldn't be long until he realized I wasn't in my room. 

I had to rest, just for a few seconds, and my legs were hurting just as badly as my lungs. I don't think I had ever ran that fast, but my adrenaline was higher than it probably had ever been up to that point.

I stood tall and took a few deep breaths, ready to take off running again, when I heard it. The quick hits of shoes against the sidewalk had forced me to look to the left. “Holy shit!” Devin was coming right for me and I couldn't process how he'd gotten to me so quickly. I had seconds to figure out my next move and I turned around to see the town's old church only a few feet from where I stood. I didn't even think after that and I ran inside and slammed the door behind me. He was right on the other side and I could hear him chanting my name as if he was almost entertained by the chase. The man didn't even sound human, and his tone alone tried to scare me literally to death.

“Sin.. Sin... Sin. I know you watched the video, little one. And you know I can't let you live. Sin.. Sin.” His words didn't make sense, but I was too messed up from the panic and shock of it all. I remember blurting out that I saw a video was sent to Lucas but that I didn't watch it. I think I even said that my phone was almost dead, or some random but honest shit. He didn't care, and I was still confused. “You can't hide in there forever.” His words were spoken, then I heard nothing but silence. Devin was gone.

I don't know how long I kept my back against that door, but I eventually walked further into the church and took a seat on the last pew closest to the front door. I had never been inside the building until then, and it didn't look as if it hadn't been used for years. It was covered in dust and the roof had several holes that let nature in from above. It was a shame, really, because it was otherwise beautiful.

I thought about Devin's words and I tried my best to make sense of them. There was something on the video that he was going to kill me for watching. What could be that terrible? And what happened to Lucas? I broke down completely on that small corner of the long dirty bench. I was so confused, and the only answers I would have were sitting in my hand. The video that I had taken, and sent to Lucas, might cost me my life. And right then, I had to know what was important enough to threaten to kill or die for.

I brought up the video and could barely get my shaking hands to hold the phone as I hit play and turned up the volume. Right away I could see that both of us were so drunk that we were slurring almost every word we spoke. Still, I could make out the story that Lucas told, and the eight minutes that it took to watch to the end had felt like absolute horror.

“I'm not like you, Sin.” That's how he started his story, and it went insane from there. “Have you ever heard of Druids? Or Seers?” In the video I had nodded, and laughed. “Well,” Lucas continued, “those were my ancestors. There aren't many of us from that ancient and powerful line,” he slurred, “and I think there are only three families of us left in the States. But we're the strongest.” I watched myself as I listened to his every word, even if I only laughed and dug my toes in the sand while he told it. “We were born with magic, Sin. Crazy magic. And do you want to know what we can do with it?” I didn't answer in the video. Clearly, I wasn't listening as well as I had thought. “We can change into... something else.” It sounded more like elsh but I understood. “When we're ready, we drink from the bottle. And then we change. But do you want to know the most fucked up part?” Still, I didn't answer on the video. “We get mates! And my gay ass has been so scared, Sin! I was dreading this shit for years because I didn't want to end up with a girl! Could you imagine? Having to spend eternity with a female? When I'm gay?” I nodded at him, as if my drunk ass actually agreed with what he was saying. “My grandmother is visiting, which she never does, but she came for my birthday.” His birthday! I forgot all about it until I watched the video! He was turning eighteen! “And she sat me down today and told me that I'd find my mate soon after I change. And I don't know why I blurted it out, but I told my old granny that I was gay and I didn't want a female soul mate! Can you believe it, Sin? I hadn't even told my parents yet!” I actually smiled a little when I listened to that part, not that I had much else to smile about while I was hiding in fear of death. But everyone already knew, so his belief that his parents were clueless was actually funny. “But she told me that my mate will be a man! I had nothing to worry about! All this time I was considering turning down the change, but I can do it now, Sin! I can live forever!” 
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