Chapter Eight: C.C.'s Little Secret





	It didn't take long to figure out that there was something strange about Cassandra.  Aside from the periodical  déjà vu I’d experience around her, Cassandra had some secrets.  One day, Brittany, Cassandra, and I were sitting in the atrium during a study period.  We were quietly talking about grade school experiences.  Brittany and I were discussing my first day at Danae.  Cassandra laughed when I told her about the scared little girls.


	"That must have been some sight!" she said.


	"Cassandra," Britt asked, "Where did you go to school?  I mean, was it around here?"


	Cassandra rolled her eyes and shook her head.  She put her hands up in the air, looking very exasperated.  "Oh, please!  Stop calling me that!" she exclaimed.  Brittany and I looked at each other questioningly.  Cassandra laughed.  "You sound like Mr. Earlin when you call me Cassandra!  I'd really like it better if you'd call me C.C."


	Brittany took a minute to recuperate from C.C.’s short-lived spazz, and regained her thoughts.  "Okay, C.C., where did you go to school?"


	"I went to Kanadia Elementary in Orangeburrow.  It's not that far from here.  I kinda wish I was still there...”  She looked up at us and her eyes got big.  “Oh!! Sorry..  It's not that I don't like you two or anything- you're pretty much the reason I'm not begging my mom to take me back there!  It's just that I left someone very special there."


	Brittany was staring intensely at C.C.  "Was he your boyfriend?" she blurted out.  I hit her one more time.


	"Uhh... I don't know... uh... maybe?" C.C. blushed.  I looked back and forth between her and Brittany.  "Well, you know, we're only twelve years old!  Who really has a boyfriend at our age?"  C.C. tried to get Brittany off the subject, but she wouldn't back down.


	"Ooh!  What’s he look like?  Is he cute?  I bet he is!!  Look, C.C., you're blushing!  C'mon, tell us what his name is!!  Do we know him?"


	"Probably not," C.C. went on, "'cause most of the people at our school didn't even know he was alive."


	"So!!  What's his name?  I bet it's something mysterious and romantic!  Like Romeo!  Or Dominic!  Or..."


	"...Hilel."  I said it without thinking.  I looked up and saw C.C.'s face.  She looked thoroughly confused.


	"How did you..." was all she got out before she started to cry.  Brittany and I glanced at each other and then tried to comfort her.
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