Prologue





The girl struggled to get free from his grip, but he was too strong. 


“I’m sorry,” the girl begged, trying to get free. 


“It’s a little too late for that. You lied!” He screamed in her face, gripping her wrist even harder. “You lied to me!” 


“I didn’t mean too, it was an accident.  Please let me go home, please!” But his fingers just dug into her flesh harder, and before she knew it her wrists were bleeding. She yelped with pain and horror. 


“Oh, am I hurting you Audrey?” he said mockingly. 


 Tears poured down her cheek. “How could he do this? He was so sweet, so nice, so loving.” 


“I thought you loved me.” she said. 


“That was before I found out you were only a little girl, and that you lied to me.” He now overpowered her, and she was on the floor of the dimly lighted little room, the man on top of her. 	


	The girl gave up, she was too weak to fight. If he was going to do anything to her, she would let him do it. Not simply just because she was too tired, but because she deserved it. Because of her, her little sister Lily, was dead. And it was her fault; she was the one that wished she would just go away and die. And she made the mistake of telling the man, who had done it. So if she ever escaped, her parents would forever hate her,  because Lily was the baby of the family, only four years old, and her parents loved her dearly. Even more than Audrey herself.  


	So she gave up, and let the man caress her face. 


“I’m sorry, “he whispered into her ear.  


“Please, you don’t have to do this. “ The man looked into her dark green eyes. Which were dilated because of her fear. 


“You know I have to do this, “he said. “To teach you a very important lesson. “ 


“I know, but you don’t have to. “She pleaded, not even trying to get free of him. “I can get you some help. My parents know some very good doctors, and they can help you. “Outraged by what she said, the man raised the knife from his belt, and let it fall onto the girl’s chest. The girl screamed with pain, but then, within seconds, she lay still, not breathing. 


“I’m sorry,” he kissed the girl’s forehead, picked her up, and then went about getting rid of her lifeless body. 


Then chuckled as he logged on to the internet. 














	“We’re not alone.” Vanessa whispered as her voiced echoed with fear. Annoyed, I slammed the boxes I was carrying on the table, and put a strand of my brown hair behind my ear. 


“Why do you always do this to me?” I asked. “I mean you always make me feel terrible. Every time I’m happy, you ruin it. Why?”


“Sammy, I’m serious.  I mean I’ve never been more serious, I’m telling you we’re not alone in this building. Oh why did you have to start chatting with an old perverted guy? He’s going to kill us now Sammie,” 


“Shut up about Blue.  He’s sweet and kind and I love him, and he loves me. And duh!! There are like a million kids downstairs because of the party. Remember? Or are your stupid thoughts clogging your brain again?” 


“No…I don’t mean that, I mean we’re not alone…as in this classroom, I can feel it. I promise.”


“You know what, I am sick of your promises. How many times how you stood me up to go to a “cool” party or hang out with your cool friends, after you’d promised we’d hang out. You always think you’re better than me, I mean its “I, I, and I” you don’t get it, do you?” Tears were now streaming down my face, so I quickly wiped them with my sleeve and brushed strands of my brown hair out of my face.


   “Well I’m sorry, but I’m telling-”


“Just shut up!!” I screamed letting my anger out, and as I did…a horrendous thunderclap filled the atmosphere, and then the classroom went dark. 


“Samantha?” she called. I hated her. I wished she would die.  Why was she always doing this to me?  Everything was about her. 


	Just as I was about to answer, the lights flickered, and in that split second I saw something move. And panic arose within me. 


“Vanessa…we’re not alone.” 





~~~~~~~~~





LOL!! I typed waiting for a response. 


I’m not joking cutie!  Please give me your phone number. 


Are you kidding? My parents would kill me if they found out I gave our phone number to a 24 year old guy I met on the internet, I mean they’d literally kill me.


Oh come on. You said yourself, they’re never home. 


But still, if they found out, I’d be dead. 


You’re 17, almost 18! And no you wouldn’t. I’d only call you sometimes, not all the time. Besides I want to hear your voice. It’s bad enough you don’t have a web cam; and now you won’t let me hear your voice…that’s even worse. 


I don’t know 


You’re not 18, are you?


Of course I am, �then why won’t you give me your phone number? 


I can’t


Yeah right 


OK, ok fine, I’ll give it to you…


Good and I promise it’ll be our little secret.  No one has to find out…


He had won, and I had given him my phone number except I didn’t have to worry about him tracking me down or anything because the phone number I hadn’t given him was fake. But the strange thing was, was that a couple days after I had given him my phone number; I had started to get mysterious phone calls. 





~~~~~~~~


	“Yes!” Vanessa shrieked stepping out into the partially lighted hall. But suddenly their hopes were shattered as they heard a scream that faded away into the darkness. And then heard a locker slam shut. It seemed to be coming from the other end of the hallway, but because of the lights flickering on and off, it was hard to see…so instead of waiting they ran.  They ran and ran; past the door of they’re math room…and they ran past room of their global studies teacher.  They had almost reached the staircase but then out of nowhere their music teacher…Mr. Red showed up. And because of their speed Vanessa and Samantha crashed him causing him to spill boiling coffee all over his suit. “Damnitt Vanessa! Samantha!” He cursed…throwing his suit on the floor. “What are you two doing up here?” 


“Mr. Red we are so sorry,” Samantha exclaimed. “Mr. Dreblin asked us to take boxes up the stairs and we kind of lost track of time.”


“All right…Samantha…Vanessa, but why were you running? You know the rules.” 


“We heard a scream. And there was something in Mr. Dreblin’s classroom. ” Vanessa said wiping her forehead with her sleeve. 


	“Non-” Before he could finish Mr. Red fell to the floor, at the same time the girls screamed, they then kneeled to the floor. Samantha put her fingers to him neck, “There’s no pulse. “ She said choking back tears. 


“Look. . .” Samantha said pointing to his neck. “Someone stabbed him with this knife.” 


“How?” Vanessa stammered. “There’s no one behind him.”  


“Oh yes there is Vanessa.” Samantha stood up, and looked straight ahead. Vanessa followed her gaze, and there…she could see a dark figure at the end of hall, standing there, staring at them. And despite how far they were, Samantha and Vanessa could hear the echo of his laugh.


	 Without thinking they ran to the bottom of the staircase. And stopped in front of the big rusty clock that had been put there over one hundred years ago. It being there gave the students in the school and eerie feeling…just as it was giving to Vanessa and Sammie.


	“Where the hell is everyone?” Sammie asked. Where was everyone she thought?  It wasn’t supposed to be like this…because tonight had been the school’s annual fundraiser party. 


“Probably home, sleeping.” Vanessa pointed to the big rusty clock, above the library, and there Sammie read, it was ten after eleven.  


“No way, it’s not possible. It can’t be ten after eleven.” Sammie hesitated and then continued. “It was only ten when Mr. Dreblin asked us to take the boxes up to his room,”


“Well maybe the clock got screwed up because of the power outage or something.”


“Maybe.” 


	“Sammy look! It’s Al!” Vanessa exclaimed! Samantha looked at Vanessa, and then looked at Al, who was in front of the library. 


“Oh thank goodness Al-” She was interrupted as Al dropped to the floor. With an axe in his head. And within seconds he was drowned in a pool of dark red blood. At the sight of this both the girls stepped back a step. 


Seeing this sight, Vanessa started to scream and then turned her head away. 


“Oh god Samantha…who’s doing this.” Vanessa started to scream and cry. 


“Him.” Vanessa turned around and there in the library, and there she saw a dark figure in the library, standing there, staring at them. 


“What’s in his hand?” Vanessa asked squinting her eyes. 


“It’s an axe...”  Sammie replied.  Just then they remembered that Al had died from an axe from his head. So they turned to look at Al. The axe was gone. So without thinking they ran. 


	They ran; through the dark corridors of their school; while the lights flickered on and off.  They ran, as laughter filled the hallways, and then finally stopped at the girls’ locker room.


“I think we’ll be safe in here,” Samantha said, gasping for air.  So they went into the girls’ locker room, and then the poolroom, and gasped at what they saw. 


The pool was filled with blood… Vanessa fell to the floor and started crying. 


“God no, please.” Samantha as well start to cry, but not as bad as Vanessa. “Its ok Vanessa.” she said kneeling beside her friend whose face was all red. 


“How could he do this? “ Samantha said taking off her shoes. 


“What are you doing?” Vanessa scolded. “There’s in this building and you’re going try to save someone that is already dead. We have to save ourselves.”


“But she’s our friend.” Vanessa once more looked at her friend in the pool. She was floating atop in the bloody pool water. 


“Vanessa?” 


However Vanessa wasn’t looking at her anymore…she was looking across the pool. Samantha followed her gaze, and there. Samantha saw a man. He spoke. 


“Hello Cutie,” He said. His blue eyes staring at her. 


“Cutie, “Samantha thought. Cutie.  It was Blue. 





~~~~~~~~





“I’m telling you Sammie, he’s the one making all those phone calls!” Vanessa exclaimed 


“Vanny no he’s not, I mean I gave him a fake number. “  I said defensively.


“But Sammie, he tracked you down somehow. He could’ve hacked into your computer, but I’m telling you he’s the one making those phone calls.” 


“Whatever Vanessa.” I said, rolling my eyes.


“She’s right Sam, he could be the one making those phone calls,” Anna said, looking up from her book. 


“So nice of you to join our conversation.” 


“He’s a nice guy Anna. He wouldn’t do that,”  


“Oh Samantha, I know you like him…and it’s not your fault you can’t see. You’re blinded by how much you love him.” After Anna said that we all burst out laughing. 


“You have got to be kidding.” Vanessa threw one of her pillows at her. 


“But as we were saying, please stop chatting with him.  We’re worried about you.” Vanessa said. 


“It could be someone making prank phone calls for all we know.   I mean come on you guys.”  Samantha said defensively. 


“Vanessa and I are still scared for you Sammie, please stop.”


“OK, ok fine I’ll stop.” I crossed my fingers.  





* * * * *  * * * * * * * 





So what do you look like? I asked �well. I have blue eyes, dark brown hair and I’m 6’2


Are you hot? LOL


Of course cutie, I’m one of the hottest guys in the world cutie 


Uh huh, what whatever you say 


AH yes, whatever I say 


Shut up you tease 


LOL…me? A tease. Ur the tease Sam 


Yeah whatever 


So what’s going on with Vanessa?�Vanessa? LOL…u like her?�No of course not…I just wanted to see if you killed her yet 


No, but she’s just trying to get me to stop chatting with you, as well as my “good” friend Anna, I wish they would just die


Be careful what you wish for cutie 


Uh huh 


I’m serious 


I know I know, but I wish they would just go away and leave us alone, and Vanessa, she’s so jealous, she wants you real bad, and she’s pissed at me because she can’t have you


Mmmm, well she’s like ever other girl, cutie 


That’s why I wish she would die. 





~~~~~~~~~~~~


It was finally 6:30 am when I lay down on my soft comfy bed and closed my eyes. But sleep didn’t come to me, instead I twisted and turned. After a while; I was falling asleep when the clear phone beside my bed rang. “Who would be calling at this time?” I asked, looking at my alarm clock which read 7:30am.  I picked up the phone.


      “Hello?” 


“Hello Samantha. I will be coming for you soon, and we can finally be together…forever Samantha…forever.” 


“Who is-” I began, but then I was interrupted by the click. “Probably a prank phone call.” I convinced myself. I shrugged and closed my eyes. I started to fall asleep again, but once again the phone rang. I picked it up. 


“WHO THE HELL ARE YOU!?” I yelled into the phone. “AND WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU, WHOEVER YOU ARE!?”   I was about to hang up, when I heard a familiar voice. 


“Samantha?” It was my guidance counselor, Miss. J. 


“Oh, I am so sorry miss. J I thought you were someone else.” 


“It’s ok Samantha. Are your parents home?” she asked. 


“Wait a sec, I’ll see.” I put the phone down and ran to my parents’ room, as always their bed was empty. Maybe they’re downstairs I thought to myself, I ran to the kitchen, and there lie a note. 





Hey Sammie, 


  Sorry but we had to work a double shift. We left some eggs on the counter. And there’s some leftover pizza from last night from dinner. 


			Love Mom


Samantha sighed, and plopped on the couch, they always had to work a double shift. She picked up the phone in the kitchen. “I’m sorry Miss. J…but they’re not home. Bye.” I slammed the phone down, and returned to my bed. Who cares if I miss school? 





~~~~~~~~


It was Blue. I looked at him once more. “Vanessa…” I started to say. 


“I think I know who it is.” I couldn’t take my eyes off of him. 


“Its It’s...” I couldn’t bring myself to say it. 


“It‘s…” He laughed 


“Oh cutie, you’re so naïve. But hey I love ya.” He laughed once more. But Vanessa and I kept staring at him. 


“You better run!!” He yelled.  


Vanessa and I ran. We ran and ran. Not sure where we were going. 


“I have a cell phone in my locker,” I said gasping for air as we ran up the staircase. 


“Uh huh,” Vanessa replied. Running up the stairs as well. When we finally reached the top of the stairs.  I headed toward my locker. Then slamming into it, I started to fumble with the lock, “Please open”.  I said. 


After a few tries I got it. And just when I was open to open my back pack, my cell phone rang. Sending chills up my spine. 


	“Hello?” I put the phone out for Vanessa. 


“Hello cutie,” Blue said, chuckling. 


“What do you want?” I screamed into the phone. 


“I want you Samantha…I want you.” 


“Why are you doing this? Where are you?” 


“I’m right behind you cutie.” The girls turned around. And suddenly the only sound heard was the dial tone of Samantha’s phone; and then silence, once it fell to the floor and shattered to pieces. 











