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5 
My new town, though small by many standards, has a 

frustratingly enormous high school. You could hide a small army 

inside and never know it. So I was very proud that I had finally 

learned the labyrinth of halls by the end of my first week (well, 

almost) and how to avoid collisions, planned and accidental. 

Occasionally, Nikki would see me in the hall, but I would manage to 

tuck in next to someone else and avoid further confrontation.  

I also avoided The Crimson Moon like the plague.  

Dalca was nice and all, but the vial on her neck kept me far 

away, like a talisman conspiring against me. I knew I was just being 

paranoid . . . I hoped.  

Crap, what if she HAD murdered somebody? What if the 

gray stuff really WAS a dead person’s ashes? Did cremated people 

even stink? Good grief, I sounded like a crazy person. This is Cape 
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Cod for crying out loud; no one is murdering ANYBODY.  

Well, except maybe Nikki, who wants to kill me. 

On the plus side, I had found my little niche in school in 

which I felt comfortable. And the students, for the most part, were 

very welcoming. Jesse talked with me everyday in English, and I had 

met a nice girl in gym class – a redhead named Cara. She talked a 

mile a minute to the point that I was unsure how she didn’t pass out 

from lack of oxygen.  

I even managed to swap out Chemistry for Ecology, 

accomplished with no small amount of begging in the guidance 

office. Kids had begun to say “hi” to me in the halls and though I 

was terrible at remembering names, I was good with faces and always 

returned the greeting.  Nikki and her cronies, however, never smiled 

at anyone who was not on her ‘A’ list.  Or anyone who remotely said 

“hello” to me for that matter.  

She made no attempt to hide her distaste for me, a fact that 

was undoubtedly accentuated by Raef. That girl loathed me and I 

knew it.  Most of the school knew it too. On the plus side, most of 

the school didn’t like her either, but they sucked up to her in order to 

avoid her wrath. 

It wasn’t that she scared me – I simply didn’t want the drama 

that followed Nikki everywhere. And drama was Nikki’s middle 

name. She lived it, breathed it, damn near held court with it.  

I did have one thing going for me when it came to Nikki . . . I 

wasn’t her only target. Everyone was on Nikki’s radar and if you 

were anything less than a perfect, adoring fan, life could be plagued 
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with high school misery.  For the large majority of Barnstable High, 

it seemed that students fell into one of four categories in regards to 

Nikki:  

1. You actually worshiped her, in which case you were part of 

her “in crowd.” 

2. You feared her like an ancient deity and therefore sacrificed 

your dignity to appease her. 

3. You were enough of a geek that your existence was of 

insignificance. 

And lastly . . .  

4. You were a most-loathed heathen and would be crushed like 

a bug. 

 

I fell into fun category 4. Raef, I suspected, was on his way there 

as well, given his strange desire to be my friend. Why the most 

handsome boy in school seemed to enjoy my company was a 

fabulous surprise, but completely stumped my average self.   

We would talk briefly after English and he would often wave 

to me in the hall. He had even started to “eat” lunch regularly with 

MJ, Ana, and me, though technically he only drank protein shakes 

(no doubt a huge asset to his stunning physique).   

I did feel bad for Ana and MJ, whom I suspected had 

enjoyed the anonymity of category 3 until I descended on the school. 

Being my friend meant you were fair game in Nikki’s eyes. It was a 

fact that I apologized for profusely many times, though they all said 
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that pissing her off was completely worth every moment of pain.   

Pain included writing not-so-nice observations on MJ and Ana’s 

lockers in ruby-red lipstick, stealing MJ’s backpack and papering the 

restroom with his academic accomplishments, and other such 

irksome issues.   

I could feel my irritation evolving into rage, but I managed to 

keep myself distracted, especially since I was due to take possession 

of a certain Jeep within hours.  

Thank the stars it was Friday.    

 Ana gave me a ride home from school in the afternoon.  When 

we pulled up to my house, I saw it, my Wrangler, gleaming in the 

falling sunlight.  I thanked her for the ride and hopped out, waving 

to her as she backed out of the driveway. 

After watching her car disappear in the distance, I walked . . .  

okay SKIPPED, over to my beautiful black and chrome vehicle.  

Any and all memories of the week and near trampling in the BHS 

hall were a distant past as I basked in the thrill of such a fabulous 

ride.  I went to open the door, but it was locked.  What the . . .?  

I put my hand to the glass to shade the sun from my eyes and 

looked inside.  On the seat was a note with a dweebish smiley face: 

Come find me at THE MILK WAY and I will 
give ya the keys!  Sniff . . . I MISS IT 

ALREADY!!! –MJ 
 

I smiled broadly and trotted down the seashell driveway and across 

the road.   

Sixty seconds later I was pulling open the door to the 



K.R. CONWAY 

72 

fragrant shop as the rusted cowbell heralded my arrival.  The place 

was mobbed with classmates and the long chrome and green counter 

was jammed to capacity.  Even the smaller, side area of the shop 

where there were little booths and tables was standing room only.   

MJ and another girl sporting a mocha-streaked ponytail were 

zipping around the back of the counter, occasionally stopping to 

laugh with a friend while rapidly multitasking.  I decided to wait until 

MJ had a moment to breathe and stood against the wall near the 

entrance.   

I was reading down the chalkboard menu when I heard 

someone call my name from the table area. I looked over and saw 

Cara and Jesse waving wildly. “Eila! Hey Eila!  Get your butt over 

here!” yelled Cara in her high voice. I wandered over to where she 

and Jesse were sitting. 

 “Come for a root beer float?” asked Jesse, smiling warmly.  

“The food is awesome and the ice cream is killer,” said Cara, 

her bubbly personality shining, near blindingly so. “Move over a bit, 

Jes!  We can squeeze her butt in with us!” 

“Absolutely!” said Jesse, obediently starting to slide farther to 

the right.   

“Oh thanks, but that’s okay.” I said, waving off the warm 

invite. “I’m just grabbing something from MJ. I’m waiting for him to 

have a second.”  

“Honey – look around,” said Cara. “This place will be crazy 

for at least another half hour. So please, SIT!”  

I looked around. MJ and the girl seemed to be on rollerblades 
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as they flew around the shop. Cara was right. There was no way I 

was getting those keys for a while. 

The wafting, warm scent of fresh cream and fried food made 

my stomach growl.  I was fairly certain that if I licked the air, I could 

taste a mint chocolate chip French fry.  I nodded, “You know what? 

You’re right!  Live a little, eh?” I squeezed in next to Jesse who 

pulled a red basket of mini, circle shaped fries toward me. 

“Help yourself, best around,” he announced cheerfully. 

“They do smell awesome. I did hear the fries were great,” I 

said, tossing one into my mouth.   

Jesse looked at me, an eyebrow raised. “Uh, that’s not a . . .” 

As soon as I chomped down on the “fry” I knew it wasn’t a 

spud. I shifted the crispy, but chewy lump to one side in my mouth 

so I could speak. “Is this fish?” I nearly whispered, my stomach 

starting to twist. Even the thought of eating something with gills 

made me ill. 

“No, no,” he said, waving off my panic. “Nope, not fish.” 

I eyed him carefully and took a tentative chew.  It still didn’t 

taste like a fry.  

“Seriously – it isn’t a fish,” protested Jesse at my obvious 

disbelief.  I finished chewing and swallowed, trying to convince 

myself it was some sort of veggie, but was having a hard time buying 

it.   

I wiped my mouth with a napkin and narrowed my eyes at 

him and the basket of suspicious, fried rings. “Not fish? Really?” 

“Nope,” said Jesse, taking a swig of his root beer float. “It 
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was a CLAM BELLY!” 

“ACK!  CLAM?  Oh gross!” I wanted to puke, preferably all 

over Jesse.  

Cara was chuckling. “Here – have some,” she said, sliding her 

milkshake toward me, a huge smile on her face.  

“Oh thank god!” I said and greedily took a cool, creamy gulp 

to eliminate all remnants of my briny snack. The ice cream was truly 

a gift from the gods. “Wow.  Now that is ice cream,” I gushed. 

Jesse’s cell phone rang and he snapped it open, greeting the 

caller loudly in some male-jock lingo that was tough to get a grasp 

on. I tuned him out. 

“So, you’re buying MJ’s Wrangler, huh?  Nice ride!  I’m 

envious,” said Cara.  

I looked at her, surprised that she knew I bought it and more 

floored that she actually knew what the 4x4 was called. “Uh, yeah. 

Came here to get the keys.  How did you know?” 

“Hun – this is the Cape. Small town. That and, well, have you 

seen the hunk of junk he is driving now? No way he would willingly 

park the Wrangler and drive that old thing,” laughed Cara. She began 

chatting a mile-a-minute about who’s dating who and the local 

gossip, barely pausing to take a breath.  She was nice, but standing by 

the screen door seemed like a much better option in retrospect. 

The weathered bell heralded the arrival of another patron and 

I glanced over. Coming through the door was none other than Nikki 

and one of the Pompoms.   

She didn’t see me seated in the far corner with Cara and 
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Jesse.  She strode in, her superior mentality obvious in her every 

move.  Two younger girls, probably freshmen, were seated at the 

counter, chatting happily.  She laid her hand on the shorter one’s 

shoulder and squeezed.  The girl looked up and quickly vacated her 

seat with her friend, making room for the Queen and her Lady-in-

Waiting. 

Just the sight of her – the way she treated everyone around 

her – was infuriating.   

My two tablemates didn’t seem to notice her. Cara’s phone 

had chirped, breaking her monologue, and she was now texting 

someone, while Jesse was still on his cell.  I sat there, watching Nikki, 

the ambient noise in the room fading fast. It was as if I could see 

only her, my peripheral awareness Gonesville.  

MJ hadn’t noticed the two, irritating new patrons at the 

counter.  He was madly scooping ice cream when Nikki reached past 

the counter and grabbed onto his sleeve. MJ, jerked short by her 

grasp, dropped the large sundae he had slaved over, and the tin bowl 

created a resounding clang on the tile floor.   

He turned, stunned, and saw Nikki. From her gestures, I 

could tell that she wanted to be served, quickly, and ahead of the 

already waiting customers. MJ, no doubt using all his willpower to 

not strangle her with his apron, nodded dutifully as he started 

cleaning the mess. Nikki tossed her flawless locks and turned to talk 

with her subservient sidekick. 

I felt the darkness of rage, laced with a need for vengeance, 

overtake the saner part of my brain. The Queen had already shown 
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her absolute distaste for me. I might as well kick the hornet’s nest 

and bring the rain.   

All sense of sanity gone, I turned to Cara, whose thumbs 

were flying over the microscopic keyboard of her phone. “How 

much is a milkshake?” I asked calmly, stroking the sweating, icy glass, 

which was nearly full. 

“Hmmm?” asked Cara absently, her eyes never leaving the 

phone, “Uh, three-fifty.” 

“Then I owe you three-fifty,” I said calmly, my plan solidified 

in my head. I stood up from the bench seat, the milkshake firmly in 

my hand. 

“Wait. What?” said Cara, finally looking up from her phone, 

but I was already making my way through the packed room.  

Stealthily.  

Deliberately.  

I could feel my body tingle with excitement and an absolutely 

fabulous feeling of imminent justice. 

As I approached the far end of the counter, luck was for 

once on my side. Nikki had her back to me and was still deep in self-

absorbed conversation with the Pompom, who was nodding 

obediently at everything she said.  

I caught MJ’s eye and he, understanding my devious intent, 

started to frantically shake his head ‘no.’ I simply smiled back to him. 

If this girl was going to make our lives a nightmare, then it was my 

duty to repay the courtesy. 

I saw MJ, still behind the counter, also start towards Nikki’s 
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seat. I was almost to her, when she saw MJ out of the corner of her 

eye.  

She turned slightly and yelled to him, “You know, if you were 

any slower, it would be prom season before I got what I wanted!”  

The twit sealed her fate.  

I pretended to trip, letting out a yelp. Nikki turned toward 

the sound of my voice just as a double thick chocolate shake 

splashed all over her face and perfect hair, soaking her True Religion 

jeans and top. 

She launched to her feet, howling in rage and disbelief. Her 

mascara began a southern trek down her face, adding to her 

ridiculous appearance as she frantically wiped the ice cream from her 

eyes. The entire shop went completely silent.  

Pompom was stunned.  

It was as if I was David and got Goliath square between the 

eyes. No one could believe that I had just taken on the wrath of the 

beast. I heard someone at the end of the bar swear and looked over 

to MJ whose eyes were huge, but his mouth barely contained a grin. 

When she was finally able to open her eyes, Nikki was 

beyond livid. She was shaking with fury and when she saw me with 

the glass, I actually thought she would combust. 

“I . . . am . . . going to KILL you!” she roared and launched 

herself at me.  

I threw my hands up, ready to defend myself, but there was 

suddenly a wall of black between us. 

“Ladies,” said a rich voice emanating from the wall. I looked 
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up and all I saw was broad shoulders cloaked in a black t-shirt, 

topped with a head of straight, shoulder-length ash blonde hair.  

Whoever he was, he had a solid build, but I couldn’t see his 

face since his attention was turned to Nikki. He was bracing the 

roaring cheerleader so her arms couldn’t reach around him and tear 

my limbs off. He seemed to contain her easily, even though she was 

channeling the aggression of a rabid hyena. 

“Calm down. Calm Down! It was an accident,” said the wall. 

“Like Hell it was!” screamed Nikki. She let loose with a tirade 

of what she was going to do to my life, accentuated with more foul 

language than most sailors could muster.  

Over her ranting, MJ called out to my defender. “Get her out 

of here, Kian!” he said, pointing to the door.  

Kian? This wall of black is Raef’s brother?  

As if on cue, Kian glanced over one shoulder and down at 

me. He must have been at least a foot or more taller than me. Like 

his brother Raef, Kian was handsome on a whole different level. He 

looked like he had been picked out of a broody, high-end clothing 

ad. 

“You okay?” he asked me, his voice cool and deep. 

“Uh, yeah. I’m fine,” I said, though the hairs on my neck 

stood on end. Adrenaline is a funky chemical. 

Nikki managed to twist herself around Kian to look me in 

the eye. A tsunami didn’t throw as much fury. “You just made the 

biggest mistake of your life,” she growled. 

“You’re right. Wasting a milkshake from this place is a true 
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crime. We will all mourn the loss.”  

I had a death wish, without doubt. 

Someone snickered and Nikki made one last attempt to 

launch herself at my throat, but Kian was unyielding. MJ pointed 

firmly to the door again and Kian nodded, hauling the chocolate 

covered teen from the shop. Her minion, finally regaining her senses, 

hurried out to her owner.  Chairs scraped along the tile floor as 

everyone stood in near unison and watched her through the 

windows.  

Kian dragged her to her convertible and she screamed at him. 

He stood there, arms crossed, not reacting to her tirade. Eventually, 

she got into her car with PomPom and tore out of the parking lot 

onto Main Street. She must have been doing 60 by the time she was 

roaring past my home. We all watched out the windows as her 

engine’s sound faded.   

Jesse and Cara were standing at their booth, staring at me in 

amazement. A sophomore sitting at the counter finally looked over 

to me and broke the strange silence in the shop, “You are some type 

of brave, but completely suicidal.” 

I turned to her, my legs getting wobbly with the fast-fading 

adrenaline vacating my system. “Some things are just worth the 

pain,” I said, smiling. “Besides, who wants to live forever?”  

Apparently not me, the way I was going. 

“Jeez woman!  You are crazy,” said MJ with a bold smile. 

“Here, have a seat before you keel over!” MJ turned to the crowded 

shop, which was slowly starting to regain its normalcy, “Sorry folks!  
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All over now!  Please enjoy yourselves!”  He reached up to a high 

shelf and turned the station up a little louder to coax the casual back 

into the stunned patrons.  

The cowbell rang as Kian returned. “Well, she was 

delightful,” he said, his voice rich and smooth. 

“Thanks Kian,” responded MJ, somewhat stiffly. He came 

around the counter to clean up the milkshake that had cascaded all 

over Nikki and the floor. I felt bad that I made a mess. 

“Oh here, let me clean it up,” I said to MJ, reaching for the 

rag.  

He quickly put up a hand to stop me, “You, my friend, 

earned all the brownie points tonight. It is my pleasure to tidy such a 

historic moment.”   

I sat back down on my stool. Kian took a seat next to me and 

MJ glanced at him briefly, almost coldly. Kian may have been a big 

help, but MJ didn’t seem thrilled he was here.  

Kian’s presence made me nervous. It was a sensation not 

unlike when I first saw Raef, though not nearly as strong. I made a 

mental note that I needed some more practice being calm around 

gorgeous guys. 

“So, you must be Eila Walker. I’m Kian O’Reilly.”  

Seated next to me, I was able to more closely size him up.  I 

guessed him to be 20 or 21. His hair framed his angular face in such 

a way that he looked exactly like one of those obscenely hot, surfer 

guys from California. 

“I guess I must,” I said, shaking his hand. My whole arm 
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tingled and I quickly released his hand. “You’re . . . uh, Raef’s 

brother,” I said, the electricity fading. The O’Reilly boys had some 

serious talent at making females weak.  “Thanks for the quick save.” 

“Not a problem, I was passing by and saw what you did 

through the window.” 

“Accident,” I corrected. 

“Uh huh, yeah. Sure it was. Anyway, she was going to blow a 

screw and I decided to step in.”  

“So glad you did,” I replied, truly grateful. 

“So, how is my little brother adjusting to Barnstable?” 

“Good. He speaks highly of you,” I fibbed. Technically Raef 

acted about as close to an only-child as I had ever been. 

Kian raised one suspicious eyebrow and leaned back slightly 

to where MJ was wiping up the floor, “Dude. This chick is a rotten 

liar.” MJ didn’t react. 

“Hey now!” I protested. 

“Eila, my brother would never sing my praises. Ever. But 

thanks for trying.” He got up from his stool and started heading for 

the door. “I need to go grab dinner, but I’m sure I will see you 

around again Eila.”  

“Wait! Why don’t you eat here? Food is great,” I said, hoping 

to get some details about the O’Reilly brothers and possibly Ana. MJ 

glanced up at Kian, but kept cleaning. 

“Not today. I already have plans.” He looked thoughtful for 

a moment. “Take-out.” 

I was disappointed, but nodded. “Nice to meet you.” 
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“You too,” he said, “And MJ – tell Ana I’m looking for her. 

We need to talk.”  MJ made a somewhat disgusted snort and shook 

his head, never looking up.  

Kian headed to the door, but looked back at me. “Try not to 

piss off the rest of the squad, will ya?” he said, smiling as he let the 

screen door slap the frame behind him. I shook my head, still trying 

to grasp all that I had just done. 

I heard jingling and looked down to see that MJ was fishing 

something from his pocket. He held up a pair of silvery car keys and 

dropped them in my hand. “Next time I will just leave the keys with 

Mae,” he said with a wink. 

 

The woman’s body lay crumpled on the ground and the man, gone. Next 

to it, the fountain poured peacefully, but was now dusted in ash. The same gray 

material that I recognized covered the road, the edge of the woman’s skirt, and the 

ornate pillar at the fountain’s center. 

 I turned as I heard someone calling through the darkness and caught 

sight of two figures staggering to their feet near a building. I called out to one of 

them, pleading for help, but he stood like stone, unflinching, uncaring . . . and 

100% recognizable. I screamed his name over and over, and he turned to look at 

me. His doll-black eyes reflected no emotion and his gaze sent an electric shock of 

panic through my chest. 

 

My heart was pounding madly, sweat soaking my tank top.  I 

sat up too fast in my tangle of sheets and the sudden motion made 

my head spin.  Disoriented in the darkness, I was quickly losing the 
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memory of the nightmare once again. I tried to replay it in my mind 

– tried to remember something about the repetitive scene that was 

plaguing my dreams.  

I scrambled out of bed and hurried over to my desk, 

fumbling in the darkness for paper and pencil. I scrawled the words 

fountain and ash on the pale sheet. I knew a woman died near a 

fountain, but the details of how her life ended were gone once again. 

I tapped the pencil against the paper, as if it would start writing on its 

own.  

The yellow light drifting up from the street lamp across the 

road cast the slightest, golden glow to my paper.  I took a deep, 

cleansing breath, and dropped the pencil down on the worn, wooden 

desk. Someday I would be fast enough to recall the dream that was 

haunting me.  

I glanced out toward the street and was shocked to see a man 

standing under the lamp, directly across from my house.  He was just 

standing there, in the dead of the night, partially in the shadows.  

His face was hidden from the light thanks to his dark hooded 

sweatshirt and he dodged out of the light, disappearing into the 

darkness. I stepped quickly away from the direct view of my window 

and looked toward the street from behind the curtain. What the 

frick? Was some degenerate casing my house for a robbery? 

The street was quiet and the man nowhere to be seen. I 

rubbed my eyes, questioning my mind, uncertain he had been there 

in the first place. Maybe the house had lead paint and it was messing 

with my brain. Of course, if the walls were harboring a toxin, it 
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wouldn’t explain Dalca’s vial. Nothing made sense anymore. At least 

my friends were normal. 

I slowly drew the curtains closed across the window and 

climbed back into bed, pulling the covers up tightly around my neck 

trying to shake off my goose bumps.  I closed my eyes and pictured 

myself holding Raef’s hand and I instantly felt safe. 

Calm.  

Protected.
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The next morning revealed itself as a spectacular day 

to be a Cape Codder. It was sunny and unusually warm, all in all the 

perfect beach day.  I was determined to put the vial, the dreams, and 

the man that I may have hallucinated to the back of my frayed brain. 

I was also thrilled with my awesome new ride, so I called Ana 

and MJ at the irrationally early hour of 8 a.m. to make plans to head 

to the off-road portion of Sandy Neck.   

MJ was groggy but thrilled at the idea when he answered the 

phone, mumbling something about a new skim board. Ana however, 

wasn’t such a ray of sunshine in the wee morning hours. After 

explaining the finer points of never calling her so early and the 

repercussions of doing so in the future, she agreed to come along.  I 

even debated calling Raef, but lost my nerve when I went to dial his 

number. 
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An hour later, both Ana and MJ arrived at my home.  While 

Ana and I packed up beach necessities, MJ proceeded to remove the 

doors from the Wrangler - a task I had attempted and failed 

miserably at earlier.   

With top down and the doors off, we all jumped in and 

headed down King’s Highway towards the off-road section of Sandy 

Neck.  The north-facing beach stretches miles from one end of the 

Cape to the other and is a spectacular site to behold. 

I paid the gatekeeper at the entrance and MJ signaled me to 

pull over. I assumed he wanted to drive. Typical male. 

“I think I can drive this section.  I am not a complete female 

fruit,” I protested. 

“Well, you can drive . . . and be dug in within a half mile if I 

don’t let some air out of the tires,” said MJ with a wry grin as he 

climbed out. 

“Ahh . . . gotcha,” I replied, feeling off-road ignorant.  I 

glanced back at Ana in the backseat. She was absorbed in some book 

she was reading, though her barely disguised smile told me she 

thought my poor sense of 4-wheeling was amusing. 

It took us about 15 minutes to get out to a more remote area 

of the beach.  The scenery was gorgeous, with softly rolling mounds 

of powdery sand and tall dune grass.  Here and there a weather 

beaten fence would show up. Ana explained that the fences helped 

stave off destruction during storms. 

“Someday that home of yours will be waterfront property 

due to the erosion.” 
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“Be serious,” I laughed, “I am like a quarter mile from 

Craigville. There is no way I will be sitting on my own private beach 

anytime soon.” 

“Note I didn’t say you would still be alive when it happens,” 

she said with a smile.  

I gave her a knowing wink, but the reality was, I rarely knew 

exactly what Ana was thinking. In fact, I wasn’t sure she actually 

liked me much.  She seemed often distant, as if she wore armor all 

the time. 

 I watched as she leaned forward from her seat behind MJ and 

said something in his ear as she pointed towards the ocean. He 

nodded, and she sat back to watch the view.  

I found it interesting that Ana and MJ seemed so well 

connected yet were not boyfriend and girlfriend. Every moment they 

spent together, the subtle ways they knew each other, spoke to the 

way they adored one another. I was fairly certain, however, that 

neither was bold enough to pursue anything other than the 

friendship they had known for so long.  But no one could ignore the 

fact that these two people, so different, were ideal for each other.  

“Ana said that there is a nice sandbar down and off to the 

left.” MJ pointed to where Ana had also directed. “Drive a bit more 

toward the water and we’ll park and set up our stuff.” 

Fifteen minutes later, we had set up a great sunbathing area, 

complete with picnic lunch, cooler of drinks, fluffy towels, and my 

ratty old blanket.  

I couldn’t get past how odd it felt to be on the beach with my 
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car.  I could lean back against the hubcap to read or lay down by the 

bumper for shade.  It was just so weird . . . but so much fun. 

Before I knew it, MJ had stripped himself of his t-shirt and 

taken off with his super-thin, mini-surfboard.  He would run along 

the edge of the water and, at just the right moment, drop the boogie 

board down to the water and hop on. He would ride the thin piece 

of wood along the waves in about five inches of water.  It was 

amazing to watch.  I also knew that I would break my neck trying to 

do it.  

Ana and I sat for a while in silence, taking in the view and the 

salt breeze.  I finally broke the silence. “Do you mind if I ask you 

something personal?” I questioned, always slightly nervous around 

Ana. 

“You can certainly try. It’s a free country,” she replied, 

turning her attention to me, her dark sunglasses obscuring her eyes. 

“Well . . . do you like me?” I asked, morbidly curious. 

“Oh man. Are you one of those insecure chicks? I was really 

hoping you weren’t a Cling-On,” she said flatly. 

“No, no. Not asking as a needy twit! It’s just that you are 

hard to read,” I replied, fiddling with a shell. 

“Oh.” Ana picked up a pebble and tossed it toward the 

water. “Yeah. I like you Eila . . . I just, keep my emotions and 

thoughts to myself,” she said. “Better to be a locked vault than an 

open book I guess.” 

I nodded. “I think that’s probably smart . . . And just for the 

record, I think you are a great friend to have.” I smiled but Ana, the 
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locked vault, simply nodded. 

We hung at the beach till almost dinnertime.  I wished I had 

packed more than just lunch as I watched the sun start to set.  Some 

people around us were gathering wood for bonfires and I wanted to 

stay. 

“No worries,” said MJ, offering to drive us out in the falling 

light. “We will be back! There are lots of parties out here during the 

fall!” 

I was looking forward to returning but then noted that the 

tide had receded into the bay and there was no smell.  

Salt flats? I think not. Something else was in that vial for sure. 

 

That evening, I had made a small dent in my volume of 

Kansas junk that was still piled around my room. It was a vain 

attempt on my part to not think about the Crimson Moon sniffing 

incident, now fresh in my mind thanks to the smell-free low tide. I 

ended up sniffing every old, beloved t-shirt I owned, testing my nose.  

They all smelled like a boxed-up version of me, which actually didn’t 

smell half bad. Raef, I already knew, smelled downright divine. 

Mae was busy in the kitchen making dinner and once I 

caught the scent of something tomato-laden and zesty wafting up the 

back staircase, I ditched my pitiful attempt at organizing.  

I entered the kitchen just as Mae was pulling a pan of 

bubbling Italian goodness from the oven. “Your room spotless yet?” 

she asked, shaking Parmesan on top of her oozy creation.  

“Ummm. Sort of,” I replied with a shrug.  She looked at me 
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and rolled her eyes.  

 “Did you know we have a visitor?” she asked, smiling at me. 

“He’s been hanging out on the front porch for at least a half hour. 

He’s quite hard to miss.” 

 I raised my eyebrows at Mae, questioning. Raef?  She left Raef 

on the front porch for THIRTY MINUTES? What the heck! 

Suddenly I was completely self-conscious of how I smelled 

from the hours of digging through dust bunnies and musty clothes.  

“Uh, I’ll be right back,” I said, hurrying out of the kitchen through 

the parlor and to the front door.  

I glanced quickly at the hall mirror and attempted to fix my 

hair and sniffed at my shirt. I opened the front door and stepped out 

onto the porch to greet . . . “Marsh?” 

 Dalca’s massive black dog was lying on the front porch and 

looked up at me expectantly, his huge tail thumping the wooden 

decking rhythmically.  

“Marsh, what the heck are you doing here? Where’s Dalca?” I 

asked the dog, absurdly. As if he was Lassie and knew where Timmy 

fell in the darn well.  

His tail thumped faster as he slowly got to his feet and 

wandered over to me, rolling his head under my hand. I stroked his 

thick fur as one of his huge, brown eyes looked at me. I had the 

strangest sense that he could understand me, and I fluffed his thick 

ears, a bit unnerved.   

“I should have had you out here last night. No way that guy 

would have been hanging around if you were here . . . although, I’m 
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not sure there was actually anyone out here.”   

Marsh pulled his head away from me and looked at my face, 

his eyes studying my own.  

“What?” I asked, only half aware I was talking to a dog. I was 

losing my mind, I was sure. Two words: lead paint.   

“I thought I saw a guy outside last night. No biggie – I’m 

sure it was just my imagination,” I said, defending my story to a 

canine. To my amazement, he actually let out a low growl.  

“Alright. You know what? I have had enough of a ride on the 

Crazy Train for the weekend. You need to go home.” I crossed my 

arms defiantly in front of me.  

Was I actually arguing with a dog? Good grief I was! 

He looked at me and snorted.  

“I’m fine! And I’m hungry, and Mae is going to be pissed if 

her homemade lasagna gets cold.” He licked his lips, pushing the 

ridiculous into down right creepy. 

“Ana said you were getting chunky, so no lasagna for you. 

Now go home!” I demanded, pointing sternly in the direction of The 

Crimson Moon. 

He let out a low grunt and turned, heading down the front 

porch steps. I watched him go and as he reached the sidewalk, he 

turned and looked at me. “Bye Marsh,” I said, as he trotted for 

home. I watched him leave and made a mental note to Google 

intelligence in dogs. 

Back inside the table was set for dinner. Mae was pouring ice 

tea as I sat down. “So, has the dog gone home?” She seemed 
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remarkably nonplussed about the giant that had taken up a quarter of 

the porch. 

“Yeah. I sent him home. He’s huge but harmless. He belongs 

to this lady named Dalca. She owns that herb shop down the street,” 

I said, pulling a piece of garlic bread from the basket in the middle of 

the table. 

“Oh, I know where he’s from. Dalca is the one who gave us 

the muffins our first morning here.” replied Mae. “I met Marsh the 

other day when I popped into her store.  Such a great little place!” 

Mae sat down across from me. “I picked up a witch ball.” 

I stared at her, as if she spoke in a foreign tongue, “A what-

what?” 

“A witch ball.  Dalca was insistent that old homes like this 

traditionally had one. I hung it over the sink,” she said, nodding to 

the counter behind me. 

I swiveled around in my chair, still chewing on the bread. 

Hanging delicately above the kitchen sink was a stunning glass orb, 

the size of a man’s fist. It was translucent, swirling with purples, 

blues and touches of gold. 

 “It’s beautiful. Not sure what it does with witches, but it sure is 

stunning,” I said turning back to Mae. 

 “Supposedly it will attract malicious spirits and they will become 

trapped inside,” replied Mae, proud of her knowledge. 

 “Casper will not be pleased,” I muttered.  

 “You know, Eila, I actually like that big beast hanging out on the 

porch. Especially since I’m going to be leaving in a month.” I could 
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tell the wheels of Mae’s mind were furiously spinning. Truth be told 

however, I also felt safer with Marsh at the house, especially given 

the possible stalker I had seen.  

 “I know a friend of Dalca pretty well,” I said. “That girl, Ana, 

from school - she’s pals with her. I’m pretty sure she would let Marsh 

come live with me while you were away. He seems to like it here 

anyway.” 

 Mae nodded, thoughtful.  “Please be careful while I’m away. I’m 

still not sure this is a great idea.” 

 “I’ll be fine,” I said, my mind jumping to one particular boy. 

“You deserve this, and it took you forever to save for it.” I got up 

from the table and walked around to her, bending down to hug her, 

“I love you and I will be fine. I’m boring, remember?” 
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7  
Monday morning dawned with a dusting of crystal dew 

on the ground. I cranked the heat in the Jeep as I drove to school, 

my teeth chattering since my jean jacket did not suffice in the Cape’s 

suddenly cooler temps. I made a mental note to try and locate the 

box of winter clothes that were stashed somewhere in the house.  

How Cape Cod could be sunny and warm one day, and frosty cool 

the next was maddening. 

Walking past some of the still unlit rooms, I couldn’t help but 

think of the dude that hid so well in the shadows across from my 

house. By the time I reached my locker, I was consumed with 

thoughts of creepy stalkers.  

As I shuffled books and folders into the steel box well past its 

prime, I reflected on how fast that blissful life I was daydreaming 

about only hours earlier at the beach, had taken such a wrong turn.   
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I jammed one last book in the locker and slammed the door 

shut and let out a howling scream.  Raef had been standing behind 

the locker door and the sudden sight of him scared the life out of 

me.  

“Eila! I am so sorry,” he said, amused but a bit alarmed. “I 

didn’t mean to scare you like that.” 

I leaned back against my locker and took a deep breath. I felt 

exhausted, and the stress swirled through my body like a wayward 

river. “It’s not your fault,” I said, looking first at the ceiling, then to 

his beautiful, worried face. “I’m just . . . tired.” 

“Just tired, huh? Usually ‘just tired’ people yawn, they don’t 

scream to shatter glass,” said Raef, questioning my lame excuse. 

“You look drained. Is everything alright?”  

I debated telling him about the man I thought I saw, but 

worried that he would take it upon himself to go looking for the dark 

stalker and end up in a dangerous situation.  I decided to keep the 

incident to myself. 

“I just didn’t sleep well due to nightmares,” I lied. Sort of. 

“Nightmares? What about?” 

“You don’t want to know. You’ll think I have a seriously 

twisted psyche.” 

“Try me,” he said, leaning a broad shoulder against the 

adjoining locker.  

I looked at him for a moment, debating whether to skirt the 

issue, but went with it instead. “I keep dreaming about a woman who 

seems to get . . . murdered. I only get quick snapshots though, once 
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I’m awake, so it’s kind of jumbled and hazy.” 

Raef seemed to stiffen, “Seriously? You think it’s some sort 

of future premonition?” 

 “No. I think I just read about it somewhere, because the scene 

looks like it is from the past. Like, WAY past.” I glanced up at Raef 

and sighed. “You know what? Do me a favor and don’t tell anyone. 

They think I’m weird anyway.” 

He laughed a bit. “That’s probably wise. Especially after what 

Kian told me about you and a certain aggressive toothpick with 

pompoms. You sure do steer yourself into the lion’s den. Tripped 

huh?” 

I moaned. “Please just tell me to duck when she hurls 

something at my skull, will ya?”  

“Will do. I’ve always got your back,” he said, lifting my 

backpack from the floor and pitching it over his shoulder. We 

headed out to first period English together, my improbable 

companion and I. 

 

By the time lunch rolled around I was amazed at my luck, as I 

had not seen Nikki at all. I mentioned her absence to Raef as we 

walked to the cafeteria. He was as pleased as I was, especially since 

he had to leave school early to meet his brother.  I missed him, 

almost painfully, the moment he was gone. 

 I sat down across from Ana and MJ. Our seating arrangement 

never changed, as if the chairs only fit each of us and couldn’t be 

traded. MJ, as always, was chowing the instant he sat down. How he 
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remained so slim and toned while consuming so many calories was 

beyond me. Hello envy. 

I decided to feel out the dog-borrowing idea with Ana before 

asking Dalca. “So, guess who visited me last night?” I asked, though 

the stalker from the road immediately burst into my mind. 

 “Do tell,” replied Ana, but my brain had fallen back into the 

night. “Hello?” she said, louder,  “Earth-to-Eila. Who visited?” 

 I yanked myself back to the present. “Uh, Dalca’s dog, hung out 

on my porch,” I said, twisting the cap off my water.  

Ana’s silence made me look up. She was staring at me. 

“Really?” She seemed almost annoyed. “That dog really gets around.” 

 “I’m sorry. Is he not supposed to be out?” 

 MJ snorted. “He’s not Dalca’s dog,” he replied, managing to 

actually speak without food in his mouth. “He’s a  . . .” 

 “Mangy stray,” finished Ana. 

 “I was going to say ‘adventurous rogue’.” MJ shot Ana a pointed 

look. He turned his attention back to me. “No one owns Marsh. He 

goes where he wants.” 

 I was surprised. “The town doesn’t mind some massive, black 

dog wandering around?” 

 “Nah. Everyone loves him,” said MJ, cheerfully. Ana just shook 

her head, clearly not a platinum member of the Marsh Fan Club. 

 “So I don’t have to ask Dalca if he could come and stay with me 

while Mae is gone?”  Both MJ and Ana were silent, looking at me like 

I sprouted another head.  

Finally MJ spoke up, “Uh, no. You don’t have to ask her 
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permission. Just open the door to the house and call him when you 

see him. I’m sure he’ll come in.” 

 “I’m sure,” said Ana dryly. “And don’t forget to feed him. That 

dog loves to eat.”   

I looked at both of them as Ana flipped open a notebook 

and MJ waved to someone across the room.  Sometimes you just 

know you are in the dark about something, and I knew I just missed 

a lot of info on Marsh.   

With my luck, he’d end up being Cujo.  

Fantastic. 

 

My last class of the day, New England History, was slowly 

becoming 90 minutes of my academic schedule that I actually 

debated skipping. Daily.  

For the first few days, I really found the information about 

the area fascinating.  New England, especially Cape Cod, was so old 

and rich in history.  The volumes of information and the fortitude of 

the settlers in the darkest winters amazed me. The class kept my 

attention and I thoroughly enjoyed it. That was until Mr. Grant, our 

somewhat creepy teacher, started asking me to wait at the end of 

class.  

Frequently.   

It wasn’t that he screamed “pedophile,” but he seemed 

somewhat obsessed with the history of my family and especially, my 

house. Even more disgusting was the fact that the girls in class 

regularly drooled over him like he was some hot, older rock star. And 
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yeah, he was real good-looking – almost like Tony Stark from the 

Iron Man movies. Heck, he even had the goatee and everything. But 

still . . . it was just plain gross. 

Many times our after-class chats were just a quick, semi-

interrogation.  He would ask if I had found anything interesting in 

the home, learned anything else about my family.  He often 

mentioned that he would like to stop by sometime to see the house 

from the inside, which was SO not happening.  

The dude just plain made me nervous, especially the way he 

moved when we were alone. He kept an appropriate distance, but I 

felt like he almost prowled around my perimeter.  

Freakin’ weirdo. 

 Today, thankfully, Mr. Grant was absent, replaced by a 

female teacher sitting at his desk. Though I knew the smart money 

was that she was a substitute for the day, I hoped like mad that she 

would find her position permanent.   

As I sat and listened to her talk about the whaling industry, I 

reminded myself that I needed to swing into the Guidance Office 

before heading home. I wanted to pick up some information on 

colleges and, more importantly, scholarship opportunities. Though 

408 was worth nearly two million, I was far, FAR from a millionaire.  

 

By the time I had gotten out of the guidance office, a good 

portion of the students and teachers had left for the day. I headed 

out to the parking lot and my beloved vehicle. As I unlocked the 

door I heard the low rumble of a motorcycle approaching me.  I 



K.R. CONWAY 

100 

turned and saw Raef pull up on an alien looking, coal-black bike.  He 

turned the key off on the top of the beast he was riding, and swung 

his leg off. 

“I drove by your house just a few minutes ago and your car 

wasn’t there,” he said, walking over to me. A flash of adrenaline cut 

through my body as he approached. Would I ever get used to his 

presence? 

“I was getting some college stuff, so I was running late.” I 

raised an eyebrow, curious, “Are you spying on me?” Not that I mind. 

Raef shook his head. “Of course not. I was just on my way 

home and noticed your Jeep was missing. I swung back here to make 

sure you weren’t having problems with it,” said Raef taking a black 

helmet off the bike’s seat. He held it out to me, “But since you’re 

here, come take a ride with me.” 

My heart leapt into my throat. “You’ve got to be kidding.” 

This would, without doubt, end up as a lesson in what not to do. 

“I’ve been riding for years. You’ll be safe with me,” he said, 

still holding the helmet out to me. 

“I’m more worried about the old lady with the two-ton 

Caddy that doesn’t see us,” I mumbled. I took the helmet and 

shoved it on my head. Raef adjusted the strap for me and as his hand 

brushed against my chin, my heart nearly skidded to a halt. 

“Uh, you know these things are called Donor Cycles for a 

reason, right?” I said, nervous. “What is this thing anyway?” 

Raef stepped back from me. “It is called a MO-TOR-

CYCLE,” he said slowly, smiling ever so slightly. 
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“Ha ha, no kidding? I meant what kind is it, because it looks 

like a NASA reject.” The bike’s body had twisted pipes and a 

sweeping look unlike anything I had ever seen before. 

“It’s a Night-Rod, but Ana added a few things for me,” said 

Raef, getting on the bike and standing it upright so I could join him. 

He nodded his head toward the seat behind him.   

“What did she add?” I asked, trying to calm my nerves with 

senseless questions as I carefully climbed aboard and lightly placed 

my hands on his waist. 

“I asked her to give it a bigger seat in case I had a passenger,” 

he said plainly. 

“Oh . . . have you had a lot of, uh, passengers?” I reminded 

myself a boy this handsome must have had girlfriends in his past. I 

prayed I didn’t sound jealous. I wasn’t . . . was I? 

“You’re the first,” he replied, starting the bike. It rumbled to 

life and made my spine vibrate. “I had her put it on the day I met 

you,” he continued, over the engine’s growl.   

I sat there, stunned. 

He reached down to my hands and pushed them into his 

sides. “Hang on, alright?” he said, putting on his own black helmet. I 

nodded, the butterflies going psycho in my gut for multiple reasons. 

He pulled out of the parking lot and onto the main road, his 

bike fast and agile.  The first corner he took, I instinctively feared 

crashing down to the ground as the bike leaned heavily into the 

curve.  I tried to counter it, leaning away from the road that seemed 

dangerously close and conspiring with gravity to flatten me.    
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When we stopped at the next street light, Raef set his feet 

down to balance the heavy machine. He turned slightly and I could 

see his chiseled profile as he glanced back towards me. “Lean with 

me, okay?” he asked loudly over the rumble of the bike. “Don’t 

worry. I won’t let you fall.” 

 I nodded. “Sorry,” I yelled, a bit embarrassed at my terribly 

poor biker skills. The light turned green and we were off again. I 

could feel the subtle change of the bike’s forward motion every time 

Raef shifted gears and it made me clutch onto his jacket even tighter. 

 I found that every time he slowed, I would slip down the 

angled, leather seat and become wedged against his back.  I would 

wiggle myself back, but within minutes be pressed against him again. 

Eventually I gave up, allowing myself to relax and enjoy the tight 

closeness of his strong back. He changed gears so smoothly that the 

motion of the bike became a steady heartbeat.  It was soothing, as I 

sat tucked into the double seat he had installed . . . for me. 

I couldn’t get past that amazing revelation; that Raef O’Reilly, 

the day he met me, modified his bike in the hopes of someday fitting 

me into his life.  I smiled so wide that I nearly started to laugh.  I 

took a deep breath in an attempt to act more composed as I watched 

now familiar roads zip by. I soon realized we were headed toward the 

harbor. 

I tipped my chin forward to Raef’s helmet, “Where are we 

going?” I yelled over the wind, confused. 

“My place,” said Raef, his voice muffled by the engine. 

Suddenly I was wishing beyond words that I had dressed 
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better for the occasion. “So, um, will your parents be home or do 

they work?” I hoped they were type-A workaholics. 

“It’s just me and Kian,” said Raef, as he leaned the bike into 

a right turn heading toward the harbor. I gripped him tightly, still not 

100% sure that gravity would play fair. 

As we approached the water, I noticed the ferry dock was 

lacking the Nantucket Steamship. The workers, however, were busy 

organizing ropes and talking to one another. No doubt the ferry was 

in transit from the island.  

 I was surprised when Raef hooked a left into one of the parking 

areas for boat owners.  He drove slowly through the parking lot, 

parallel to the docks, the boats growing in size and price tag.  We 

approached the end of the lot, where the largest boats - well, 

YACHTS - were tied, each one taking up its own expanse of dock.   

Raef pulled into a spot next to a sleek, gunmetal gray sports 

car with a small, raised “ZR1” on the side.  He planted his feet to 

steady the bike and cut the engine, the void of noise making my ears 

ring.  

“We’re here. You can take your helmet off now,” he said, 

removing his. I pulled mine off and tossed my hair slightly with my 

hand, hoping my locks didn’t look too ridiculous. 

“I thought we were going to your house,” I said, looking at 

the amazing, sea-faring vessels. 

“I never said ‘house’,” replied Raef casually, dismounting the 

bike and helping me do the same.  

We started walking toward the long line of bank-busting 
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boats. He jumped down off the seawall and onto the pier, then 

turned to help me down, but I hesitated as that strange flash of 

caution passed through my body.  

“You coming?” he asked, looking up to me. 

It was only then that I realized that the place Raef called 

home was one of these multi-million dollar yachts. “You live on a 

boat?” I nearly whispered, finally taking his hand and jumping down 

next to him. Though the caution was gone, my hand tingled at his 

touch. 

“Well, yeah,” he said, looking almost ashamed. “I know it 

isn’t like your house, but it’s all we have.” 

I couldn’t believe that he thought these yachts were anything 

less than jaw dropping. All we have I mouthed to myself, amazed at 

the marvels of engineering, barely rocking in the sea. “Trust me 

when I say that I’m seriously impressed by your home.” 

He turned to me and smiled, “Well, that pleases me then.”  

We walked along the dock and each yacht we passed seemed 

larger than the last.  Most had broad arched sterns with stairs built 

into their polished skins.  Each had been named and included such 

stellar choices as Making Waves, Sea Urging, and Beauty N Boat.   

Raef suddenly stepped away from me and onto the dive deck 

of an enormous yacht named Cerberus. It was a magnificent boat, 

beautifully crafted with a mirror-like ruby hull and a streak of black 

windows. I looked at Raef, who was still standing on the platform 

waiting for me. 

“Oh, right! Permission to come aboard?” I asked. 
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“Permission granted, Miss Walker,” he replied, helping me 

step aboard. He pulled me so close on the narrow dive deck that our 

bodies touched and my face flushed pink as my heart hammered 

away.  He looked down at me and I tried to distract us from the 

moment, “So, uh, someone a Greek mythology fan?” I asked.  

“What?”  

“The name? Cerberus? Isn’t that the three-headed dog that 

guards the Underworld?”  

“Oh that. Yeah, though technically Cerberus sort of works 

for the living, keeping them out of Hell. Well, at least he tries.”  

“I stand corrected,” I said, as he moved slightly so I could 

walk up the bow stairs onto the yacht deck. The inside of the top 

deck was all polished dark woods accented with modern tones of 

burgundy. There was a curved, white lounging bed built into the back 

of the yacht and a gleaming wood table centered the outside aft area.  

An upper section of the boat, what Raef called the flybridge, 

overhung the table and an expanse of tinted glass centered with an 

ornate, stained-glass door. Raef opened the door and stood aside so I 

could enter what I could only describe as the parlor, complete with 

furniture and a bar.  I instantly felt as though I had trespassed onto 

some Hollywood hotshot’s private oasis. 

Raef smiled as he took my hand, “Come on and I’ll show you 

around.”  I was so dumbfounded by the yacht’s glory, that I could 

only manage a lame nod. 

He led me through the parlor and to a chrome staircase that 

wound lower beneath our feet. I followed him down into a 
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spectacular modern kitchen and I let out a long whistle, impressed. 

Raef just smiled and nodded toward the hallway connecting to the 

kitchen.  The hallway itself had a white, polished floor with little blue 

lights lining the wall. Raef opened a variety of doors along the hall, 

which revealed a beautiful bathroom with glass shower, and two 

bedrooms, one of which was Kian’s.   

“This is my room,” he said opening the last door. The same 

color tones and fabrics continued into his room and splashed over a 

beautiful, round bed.  

“Wow. What an awesome bed,” I said, impressed at the 

unusual design, but quickly realizing I complimented his bed . . . in 

his bedroom.  I started to feel flustered.  Raef tried to control his 

smile and cleared his throat.  

“It was part of the design of the boat. I actually prefer old 

architecture like your home,” he said, moving around the opposite 

side of the room. “I mean, workmanship like that requires a passion 

for the trade. Your four-poster is just beautiful. It’s a piece of art.”  

He stopped short and seemed suddenly at a loss for words. 

We stood there for a moment, just looking around the room, 

my feet glued in place. I couldn’t believe I was in his bedroom. 

Finally Raef cleared his throat, “So, uh, want to see the flybridge?” 

He acted restless, as if he’d never had a girl in his bedroom before. 

His nervousness I found cute.  

Nevertheless, I was ready to spontaneously combust and 

rapidly agreed. We both moved quickly out of his room, which I 

swear got hotter by ten degrees while we were in it.   
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As we walked back up the staircase I realized I needed to call 

Mae and let her know I was running late, though my whereabouts 

might require some creative editing. “I should call Mae. She is going 

to start to worry and she can stress on a whole different level, if you 

know what I mean.” 

“Of course. If you go outside there’s a set of stairs going up 

to the flybridge.  Reception on a cell is best up there.” He smiled at 

me. “Want something to drink?” 

“Sure. Thanks,” I replied, fishing my cell from my hip pocket 

and heading up the stairs. 

 

The view from the top of the yacht was spectacular.  The 

harbor water reflected the setting sun and the light wind ruffled the 

wrapped masts of the sailboats.  The homes along the shoreline were 

slowly winking on their lights.   

I took a deep breath, drawing in the crispy, salt-air oxygen 

and smiled at the peace I felt.  I dialed my cell and left a message for 

Mae about studying with some friends. Deleting the bit about a 

certain boy I was falling for was a necessity if she was going to keep 

her trip plans and, therefore, the freedom of having the house to 

myself.   

I closed my eyes and let the cold air run across my face and 

twist my hair.  So relaxing, so peaceful . . .  

“Stalking is against the law,” said a deep voice, so close to me 

that the hairs stood on the nape of my neck. My eyes flew open and 

standing right in front of me was Kian.  



K.R. CONWAY 

108 

“I mean, I know I have that effect on women, but really? 

Next time you want to snuggle, just ask,” he said with a wiry smile. 

“Jeez, Kian, you almost gave me a coronary!  Are you trying 

to kill me?” I demanded, only half furious.  It was hard to be livid 

with the devastating O’Reilly brothers.  One could only wonder what 

the rest of the family looked like. 

“Definitely not trying to kill you,” said Kian, still intimately close.  

Too close.   

My personal space feeling squeezed and my skin prickling, I 

casually stepped back but my leg caught on the low table and I lost 

my balance.  

I didn’t even see him move, but my swan dive was halted by 

Kian, who now had his arm hooked around my back. He held me for 

an extra second, his brilliant blue eyes studying me with an unnerving 

intensity. When he released me, my brain was on fire and every nerve 

in my body was raw. I swallowed hard and glanced over my shoulder 

to see where the heck Raef was, but Surfer Boy cleared his throat. 

He stepped over to a white lounge chair, flopping into it.  

“So how do you enjoy your new home?” he asked. 

“It’s, uh, really nice. I still can’t believe I was so lucky.” I 

swallowed, an odd chill flowing up my spine. 

“Somehow I doubt luck was involved,” said Kian, glancing 

behind me. I heard footsteps on the stairs and turned to see Raef 

appear with a glass of soda. He walked over to me and placed it in 

my hand. Thank goodness. 

“Kian. Didn’t know you would be here,” said Raef, standing 
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next to me, his arm brushing against mine. He almost seemed . . . 

possessive. “You remember Eila, I’m sure.” 

“She is quite unforgettable.” Kian’s voice was rich and 

smooth like Raef’s. My brain was filled with cross-wired neurons 

thanks to being stuck between the two local gods. 

“Uh . . . are you in school, Kian?” I asked, trying desperately 

to pull my thoughts together. 

Kian just gave a stunning smile, “You could say I am 

studying risk management. Assets and what not.” He pushed off the 

couch and headed for the stairs, but paused in front of me, as if he 

was searching for a perfume. “I’m headed out for the evening. Take 

care Miss Walker,” he said quietly, then left Raef and me standing 

alone.  

I am not sure whether it was the coolness of the coming 

night, or the fact that Kian made me ill at ease, but suddenly I felt 

cold. Raef saw me shiver, “Let’s get inside and warmed up.” 

I nodded, but in the distance I could see Kian open the door 

to the fancy sports car. He paused as he was about to get in, and 

looked back at me. Even at the distance he was, my body felt 

panicky. Raef must have picked up on my stiffness. “Are you 

alright?” he asked as I watched Kian drive out of the parking lot. 

“Yeah. Just cold,” I said, smiling weakly at him.  

His brow furrowed, “You sure?” 

I glanced back to the lot and seeing the empty parking spot 

made me feel better. I smiled, a more calm and happy state settling 

in, “Absolutely. I’m fine.” 
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He looked at me like he was debating whether or not to 

believe me, but then smiled, “How about something hot to eat? It’s 

nearly dinner.” 

“That sounds fabulous!” I declared and we went down the 

stairs, back into the yacht. 

 

In the kitchen of the Cerberus, Raef and I gathered vegetables 

and cooked chicken to make soup. It was the perfect night for warm 

comfort food.  

We stood next to each other at the counter working on our 

mutually assigned tasks. Raef pulled the meat from a cooked hen 

while I chopped a variety of vegetables. I pulled a second celery stalk 

from the bunch beside me and started cutting it. “So, where exactly 

are your folks?” I asked, trying to be nonchalant, though truly 

curious. 

“Well it’s, uh, just Kian and me,” said Raef, glancing in my 

direction. “Our folks were older when they had us. My dad died 

when we were younger and my mom died a while ago too. Our 

parents left us well off, financially. We’ve done well on our own.” He 

reached over to my celery that I had finished chopping. “Here, let me 

put this in the pot.” 

“I’m sorry about your family,” I said as he gathered the little 

green pieces.  

He looked at me and gave a small smile. “Thanks,” he said as 

he took my assignment over to the pot.  

I grabbed a skinned potato and sliced it through. “You know, 
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my folks are gone too,” I said, slowly cutting. The knife looked razor 

sharp and brand new. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Raef’s 

hands pause briefly over the chicken.  

“I had heard that at school,” he said quietly, “I’m very sorry.” 

“It’s okay,” I said, flipping the spud sideways to make 

another cut. “I never really knew them. A friend of my mom’s raised 

me. I love her like a sister. To me, she is my real sister,” I said, 

confident in the truth I just spoke. 

Raef added the chicken to our soup, then walked around the 

counter and sat down on a stool opposite me, watching me slice. “I 

also heard that you inherited the house.” 

“Well, not really inherited, more like, won,” I said, 

remembering back to that day the auction house called. “I still don’t 

know why, but some random person bid on the house when it was 

up for auction. I guess a trust fund for it had run out, so it was put 

up for sale. This buyer, whoever the heck he is, then said the house 

was to go back to its rightful owner and gave MY name.” 

“So you’re related then? To the original owners?” asked Raef. 

“Well, yeah, but I mean I never knew about them, or the 

house. It was built by my great great great great grandfather, or 

something like that,” I said, losing track of the “greats.” 

“Well, it had to be a family member that bought the house. 

Eccentric Uncle or something?”  

“That’s the thing,” I said, knotting my forehead. “I don’t 

have any living relatives that I know of. Nobody. So how this person 

found me, I just have no idea.” I shook my head. “Oh, and here is 
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the real kicker!  He paid cash and never used his name on anything, so 

I can’t even thank him.” 

“No offense, but that didn’t strike you as strange?” asked 

Raef, watching me.  

“Well yeah, but . . .” I sighed, “We had nothing to lose. Mae 

and I were barely making ends meet. She was working these awful 

jobs and I knew my fate was going to be the same.  We saw this 

crazy gift as a chance to start again. Leave behind all the crap and just 

reinvent ourselves, you know? And so far, the Cape is such a perfect 

place for us.”  Well, except for the weirdo outside my window the 

other night. Okay, maybe perfect is a tad too strong of a word. 

 I quickly changed the subject. “Can I ask why you live on a 

yacht?” 

“Kian and I like to travel a lot,” said Raef. “And we don’t 

want to be locked into any one place. If we bought a house, we 

would have to deal with what to do with it if we wanted to leave. 

This house goes wherever we want as long as there is water.”   

He went quiet for a moment and then looked at me, “And 

we have never had a reason to stay in any one place . . . in the past.” 

Was he telling me that he had a reason to finally settle into 

one place?  Could that reason be me?  Or was he saying he wasn’t 

planning on staying?  UGH!  He was maddening to decipher. 

My phone began vibrating in my pocket. I fumbled for it and 

snapped it open. “Yeah, I’m just studying with a friend,” I said to 

Mae, who wanted details. I sort of skirted some of the finer points as 

I watched Raef head over to the pot on the stove and pulled down a 
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bowl as I talked. I told Mae I would be home within an hour and she 

seemed fine with that answer.  

I tucked the phone back in my pocket as Raef slid a bowl of 

soup across the counter to me along with a glass of ice water. 

“Studying with a friend, huh?”  

“Yeah, uh, she would probably flip if she knew about the 

motorcycle.” And you, I thought to myself. “She’s leaving on this two 

week trip to Europe in a few weeks and she has saved for it forever. 

I just don’t want her to think she can’t trust me enough not to go. 

It’s her dream to travel overseas. We had discussed it all before 

moving here.”   

I looked to Raef who was leaning against the sink. “Aren’t 

you going to have some?” I asked, feeling like a glutton. 

“No. I’m fine.”  

“You sure? It’s really good.” 

“Nah. Soup is not really my thing,” he said with a smile.  

Weirdest. Boy. Ever. 

 

A half hour later, Raef had brought me back to the high 

school parking lot. As I drove home in my Jeep, I replayed the 

moment Raef and I shared in his bedroom, adding a few fictional 

rewrites as I daydreamed.  

Soon, however, something began nagging me.  

By the time I pulled into the driveway of my magnificent 

home, I knew what it was.  

Raef had complimented my bed, which would have been fine 
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except for the fact that he had never been in my bedroom.  

Ever. 

I looked up at my room’s window and suddenly felt uneasy.


