Chapter Twenty: Negotiations





	I opened the door for him.  Hilel stepped inside the room.  C.C. was asleep on the floor where we'd left her with Lydia.  The eerie green light was surrounding her.  Hilel looked at her and whispered her name.  Lydia looked up at Hilel.  She stood up to face him.  "Hilel... you shouldn't have come.. I should be the one handling this."


	"Good old Aunt Lydia.  Well, it doesn't look like you're doing a very good job, now does it?  You never were the sort of person  that people could count on in a situation...  But that doesn't really matter now.  I'm here, I'll take care of things, you just stay out of the way, alright?  I'll talk to Odessa for you, but I'm not standing in the way of your destruction like Henri did, ok?  I'm here for C.C., not for you.  Do you understand that?"  Hilel was getting very angry.


	Lydia walked away from him.  "Yes, Nephew, I understand."  She had tears welling up in her eyes.  "It shouldn't be like this.  If only we could have-"


	"If only we could have what, Lydia?  You're the one who disowned the Ardedron family.  Uncle Nate was ready to forgive you, but you had to go and leave like that... Look.  We'll talk about this later.  I've got more important things to do right now."


	Hilel knelt down to C.C.  He reached down to touch her hair.  The force field zapped him and burnt his finger.  He jumped back and Brittany and I flinched.  He looked down at his finger and sucked on it.  He looked around the room.  "Odessa.. Stop playing these stupid games."  Hilel tried to touch C.C. again.  This time, the jolt was less.  He still got burnt, though.  This time he yelled, "Damn you, Odessa!  What the hell do you want with me?!!"


	The mirror rose up from the ground.  The crack in it slowly disappeared.  A gloved hand touched Hilel on the shoulder.  "I knew you'd come here..." said Odessa.  "...I just had to give you enough time.  My, how you've grown!  I don't remember you being so... handsome!  That's wonderful for you!  And look, you've got a little girlfriend, too.  How sweet.  But I don't think you'll have as much fun with her now, since she's a little... tied up, shall we say?  Now, if you really want to see her again... alive and... functioning, then maybe you'll agree to be nice to me, hmm?  You never were very nice to me, Hilel.  Why was that?  What did I ever do to you to make you act so coldly toward me?  Oh, nevermind all that now.  I don't really want to know.  But if you think you're ready to help me out, then I think I can forgive you and help you out.  Here's the deal, cousin.  I'll release your little playmate if you'll agree to set me free.  You are the only one who can do it, Hilel.  You may have run away that night, but I know the whole scene has been playing over and over in your mind for the past fifteen years.  I know because I wished it on you, Hilel.  You were there, and I want you to remember it again so my mother doesn’t have to.  She can't bear the pain and I don't think she's done anything to deserve that kind of torture.  So I want you to remember, Hilel.   I want you to remember what exactly happened that night.  Remember what has to be done in order for me to be free again!  Remember!!"  Odessa pointed an outstretched finger at the middle of Hilel’s forehead.


	Hilel glared at Odessa, then his eyes went blank.  I looked at Brittany.  She was as confused as I was.  So, Hilel had been there the night that Odessa was locked away in the mirror?  I had never made the connection before, but I guess Hilel and Odessa were, in fact, cousins of a sort.  The whole situation was getting a little weird and all the information was cluttering my brain.  I then began to wonder if Hilel had ever mentioned any of this to C.C.  If he had, why hadn't she ever discussed it with Brittany or me?


	Hilel's eyes were focused straight ahead.  Odessa was getting impatient.  She watched him intently as he tried to remember.  His face grew graver and graver.  The color was disappearing from his face.  He looked like her was about to pass out.  Odessa just stared at him.  Soon enough, Hilel collapsed to the ground.  Odessa blinked, and then looked down at him.  She looked shocked and surprised.  Then she looked at me.  "Did you make him do that?"


	"No, you did.  That seems to be your thing.  Knocking people out."  Odessa was upset.  I could tell I'd hit a nerve.


	"I didn't mean to do that... Is he okay?"  She looked at me, then Brittany, and then Lydia.  She really hadn't meant to do it.  I snapped out of my sarcasm and bent over Hilel.  He wasn't breathing.


	"Brittany, come over here! Hilel needs help."  Brittany rushed over to him.  She bent over to listen to his chest.  She shook her head "no."  No, I thought, don't let this happen to him, too.  She then moved up to his mouth to check for breath.  I crossed my fingers hard and hoped he was still alive.  Brittany got closer and closer to Hilel's mouth.  The tension was building.  I could hear my heart pounding.  Brittany was taking her time.  She obviously knew that he wasn’t breathing, and wouldn’t be any time soon. I was about to give up all hope.  Brittany lowered herself so that her ear was right next to his mouth.  She let out a deep sigh.  She was directly above his face when Hilel coughed, and sat up.  The look on Brittany's face was a mixture of surprise and utter embarrassment.  I couldn’t control myself.  It was so funny that I forgot all about worrying over C.C. and Hilel, and I let out a howl of laughter, as Brittany tried to regain her composure, and Hilel tried to figure out why he was about to kiss Brittany.  Odessa was still looking on, not quite sure what to make of the commotion.  I noticed that she still seemed genuinely concerned.  I eventually felt the smile fall from my face.


	"Hilel..." Odessa started.  "Are you alright?"


	Hilel looked at her with his blue eyes.  He looked over towards C.C. and sighed.  He licked his lips, then looked back at Odessa.  She looked truly frightened.  "...Yeah.  I'm okay now."


	"Well, uh," Odessa began.  She tried to regain her take-charge attitude.  "Do you... remember now?"


	Hilel stared at her.  He was messing with her mind.  He knew had her in the palm of his hand.  He stared at her, and she sweated.  He stared her down for fifty seconds before replying, "Yeah.  I remember."








Christina's Story, © 2000 Jessica Prather





