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The Last Few Days
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All my plans were in place as I prepared for school the next morning, March 20th. I was obsessed with ‘stopping the cycle’ of everything that happened since Military Ball, stopping the rollercoaster ride of emotions I had experienced. I hated it; it was something ugly, something strangely terrifying, and I knew I had to stop it. There was no other way.


Right as I walked in the cafeteria Angela ran up and pulled me aside.
“What happened at church yesterday?” she asked.

“Nothing, but why are you asking?”

“I saw Lucy-that’s her name, right?”

“Right.”

“Ok, well, I saw her standing outside of the church with her friends watching you walk away. I was sitting in my car at the light.”

“Yeah, but why does that make you think something is wrong?”

“She didn’t look very happy.”

‘I hope it wasn’t what I said…’

“Nothing happened,” I responded after a pause.

“Exactly,” Stephanie added as she walked up. “So what did happen?”

“Yeah, what’d you say?” Angela added.

‘They can’t know about the plan…’
“I only said that if she was happier with Jerry, then I can be happy for her; as long as she’s happy.”

I turned my back to them and left to set my things down.

“Do you believe him?” Angela asked Stephanie.

“Of course not, he’s up to something.”


JoAnn and Megan chatted between themselves as I passed their table. They both grew quiet as I passed them and JoAnn glanced at me and again and Megan.

“What?” she asked.

“I have to talk to Tracey,” I said to JoAnn, “tonight if I can.”

“What do you want with her now?”

“Yeah, I thought you hated her?” Megan added.


“Call it a change of heart.”
“So you finally realized that you were meant to be with her instead of that other chick?” JoAnn responded.

“Not really, but if you keep asking questions, I’ll leave Tracey alone for good.”

“Fine, you can talk to her tonight. Call her at-”

“No, I want to meet in person.”

“Even better! Come over her house at 7:30 tonight!”

“I’ll be there then.”

I finally reached my table and set down my things. Angela walked toward me and I motioned for her to sit down next to me.

“This…thing with Jerry and Lucy is a bit of a sensitive subject, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“And isn’t it painful for you to see her with him?”

“Yes.”

“Then I understand a little bit more now.”

She sat back in her chair silently.


“Let me tell you a story,” I began. “My best friend Ashley dated this guy Brad for almost two years. She thought she loved him and that he loved her and everything looked pretty good. One night she walked over to Brad’s house because his parents weren’t home, and she found him on the couch with two other girls. Ashley was so heartbroken, and ran all the way to my house about ten blocks away. She caught me right when I was about to sleep at midnight or something like that, tears streaming down her face. We sat up most of the night talking and trying to get over that together, and she fell asleep in my arms. I swore to her that I’d make him suffer for doing that, and I did- I dogged him for the next two years, playing pranks on him, jumping him after school, and anything else I could do to make his life crappy.”

“So what happened to them? To Brad and Ashley?”

“Ashley is another sad little story, but Brad eventually moved away to live with his dad. I made him promise to never return. Brad wasn’t the best guy, but he was a lot better than Jerry. I can’t let something like that happen to Lucy, not like that. Not this time.”

“What are you planning to do?”

“You’ll see when I get done.”

“No, I want to know now. I’m a little worried about you, Andre…it’s like, ever since Military Ball you’ve been a bit…disturbed.”

‘Someone finally figures this out!’
“I can’t tell you what’s about to happen; just wait for it.”
I left the cafeteria that morning hoping that I had set the stage for my plan. I wanted to get the point across that I needed help; I needed people to care and to love. I needed attention, the kind that everyone craves. No one acted like they cared. Sure, I had a lot of ‘acquaintances’ and ‘good friends’ but no true friends, no one that would try to understand my problems. Everything wit Lucy just forced me to see how beaten down I really was; how tired I was after all that I’ve been through. It was time to surrender to that awful phenomenon which had chased me for so long. After diving into the darkness so much to find that there is no hope at the bottom of that ocean, I had begun the final solution. I needed this to happen, more than anything else. It would cure all my pain for good, and everyone would be so much better when I got done. I was going to fix everything all at once. ‘They don’t like it now, and they might not later, but they’ll love me for this one day,’ I thought. ‘None of them understand that this is the only way to go.’

Lucy was the closest I had to a best friend since Ashley. Actually, she was very much like Ashley-the same sprightly personality, versatile mind, childish curiosity, and flowing figure coupled with the grace to make it all look good. Neither of them would hold back secrets or emotions; they’d explore them, let them out for the world to see and love. They were the embodiment of all the dreams and limitless imagination I had hoped to possess.  The fear that imprisoned my life after Ashley lifted when Lucy came. Hell of a first impression, right?

Walking through the hall on my way to seventh period, I began to feel a little overtaken by the situation. The plan was in full force, full speed ahead, and it was all set to go down in the space of ten days. There was no real reason for that time frame, just an estimate on how long it would take to get things the way I wanted them. I ran into Megan after I turned the corner of the south hall, and she turned violently, asking “Why do you want to see Tracey so suddenly?”

“Not all arguments can go on forever.”

“You’re not telling me what I asked for!”

“And why are you so damn curious?”

“It’s just a little weird.”

“Let’s just say this-I’ve developed a sudden interest in her.”

“You like her don’t you?!”

“That’s all I’m saying.”

She ran off to class as the bell rang, and I walked on. It’d only been a few hours and there were already so many questions from people, especially JoAnn and Megan. ‘I need to use Tracey for her mouth,’ I thought, ‘get her to tell Megan and JoAnn exactly what they want to hear so they’ll get off my back about it.’


After school that day I caught up with Stephanie as she was going to her car.
“Hey! There’s something important I need to tell you!” I proclaimed.

“Does it have to do with this morning?”

“That’s not important. This might sound a bit weird, but-well, what would you do if I died suddenly?”

“I don’t know….are you planning to die or what?”

“I…I just need it for a short story I’m writing for English. I can’t think of a good reaction from any of my friends.”

“And you chose me for this?”

“Yeah, I guess you could say that. So what would you do?”

“I don’t know, have a party?”

“Seriously?”

“No! I’d be…sad; really upset.”

“That’s all I needed.”

‘Sounded like she was saying that so I wouldn’t get upset,’ I thought. ‘So practiced or faked or something…’ I turned away sharply and continued home in the humid air under the sun, hoping to run into Megan when I walked back into the school-so I could play up the visit to Tracey’s house that night. But just as I walked inside, JoAnn walked past me with a devious glare on her face. ‘Next best thing, I guess…’
“Andre, get over here!” she demanded.

“I couldn’t wait for you to demand my presence, oh wise one,” I shot back. “Just the person I wanted to talk to.”

“Megan said you like Tracey,” she began. “Is it true?”
“When did you realize this?”

“That’s not important, but we’ll leave it at what I told Megan.”

“And that was?” JoAnn asked. “She didn’t tell me everything!”

“That I’ve developed a sudden interest in Tracey.”

“So you do like her?”

“That’s all I’m saying.”

They began giggling childishly between themselves.

“Then be there tonight at 7:30,” JoAnn began, “and we’ll all be there.”

“You and Megan too?”

“Both of us.”

They left, having said that. I had three hours until I had to be over there.


I composed a letter for Tracey after I got home, trying to explain things as best as I could so it wouldn’t seem so strange that I wanted to talk to her after shrugging her off so much. The humid atmosphere that evening as I left at 7:00 weighed down my already heavy feet, slowing my normally agile pace to a ponderous and taxing exercise. As every time before, my pulse quickened as I neared her street, knowing that both disaster and success started me dead in the face only tens of feet away. I couldn’t stop thinking about JoAnn screaming something- ‘…but when this other girl dumps you and you’re all alone, then you’ll see that you were meant to be with Tracey!’ I could only wonder if that would come true by default, if I was doomed to dance with that bitch temptress for the rest of my life. Naturally it was a little unnerving, but there was no time to ponder what could be; the plan had to go on. I almost sensed Lucy’s eyes looking on in muted protest to my actions, urging me on a deeper spiritual level to turn around and go home, to abandon what my plan for good. I stood silently on her front porch gathering myself to stand against the storm to come. Tracey had the radio blasting country music, accompanied by her shrill voice in wrong words. I knew that I couldn’t turn and run and I knocked on Tracey’s door. There was no way out. JoAnn was yelling in her usual barn child manor for Tracey to shut up and get the door. 
“Tracey, get ready!” JoAnn screamed.

‘Get ready? Get ready for what? I have to get out of here…’

Just then, the door swung open and I was greeted by Tracey’s face. The foul, rotten odor from inside the house inflamed the air outside and nearly overtook me as it passed. But I stood fast and forced a smile across my face.

“Come in, come in,” Tracey said eagerly. “You can come straight to my room.”

I entered what must have been the living room-only apparent by the presence of a television and couch-and sat down. Tracey left me there and Megan walked in from another part of the house, calmly saying, “I still can’t believe that you came…or that you like Tracey after all you said.”
“Get over it.”
“I’m ready now!” Tracey screamed from another part of the house.

JoAnn and Megan stood and led me to Tracey’s room, pushed me inside, and slammed the door behind me. The lights were off and there was no window for the streetlight to shine through, only a feeble glow from under the door. I felt alone there in the dark, but I could hear Tracey stand from her bed and I could hear her footsteps across the floor as they grew louder…and louder…I stood frozen in place.

“Why are we in the dark?” I asked.

I felt a cold, clammy hand against my chest. She ran her finger up the centerline of my body to my face and pressed it gently against my lips. 

“I’m right here,” she began softly, “and I’m glad you came.”

“Where’s the damn light switch?” I demanded.

“We don’t need one, not this time; just you and I alone.”

“You must not be able to count well because you forgot about Megan and JoAnn in the other room.”

“They won’t bother us.”

“Bother us doing what?”

“We need to talk about things.”

She grabbed my hand and slid it between her legs, pressing it hard against herself.
“Do you know what I really mean by talking?” she whispered seductively in my ear. I snatched my hand back and stuck it in my pocket. “No, I don’t. Now what do you want?” I demanded.

“Let me show you.” In the boundless darkness of that room her lips found mine. We were again lost in a swirl of passion, a deep ocean of turbulent emotion that blanketed us. She pressed harder against me, moving my hands to where she wanted them, molding me into position. I knew I had to tear away from her.
“That’s not what I’m here for,” I said, regaining my breath.

“I want to give you everything I have…”

“Don’t. You can’t.”

She kissed me again. As I tried to gently break away she pressed even harder. My thoughts were panicked and splintered as I rushed to find a solution to this madness. ‘I know I love Luce…that’s why this has to end!’ I freed one of my hands and groped the wall for the light switch. I flipped the light on and pushed Tracey back onto her bed violently. She was completely naked, wearing nothing but a crucifix necklace and a few bracelets. Over my shock and appeared calm, handing her clothes thrown on the soiled floor to her.

“Now put your clothes on.”

“I thought you wanted it this way.”

“I said I wanted to talk, not to sleep with you! Now get dressed and maybe we can talk like I wanted to.”

I left and slammed her inside her room. JoAnn and Megan both jumped to their feet as they saw me walking toward the door.
“Did you do it?” Megan asked excitedly.

“Hell, no, I didn’t! JoAnn, I told you I wanted to talk to her-what the fuck was that?”

“You don’t want to sleep with her?”

“No!”

“So what did you do for the last fifteen minutes?”

“None of your business.”

“Why are you out here, then?” Megan asked.

“She’s getting dressed.”

Megan ran back to Tracey’s room. “Why did you just leave her like that?” JoAnn asked. I glared at her as Tracey walked into the living room.

“You said you wanted to talk,” she began. “So let’s talk.”

“That’s all you came over for is to talk?” JoAnn questioned.

“Damnit, go away!” I yelled back at her as I turned to Tracey.
“When all the other boys have come to my house before, we’ve usually ended up sleeping together,” Tracey said. “Why don’t you want to?”

“Tracey you’re only 13, why are you sleeping with guys? I think it should tell you something that you sleep with every guy that comes here to see you.” I led Tracey back to her room and shut the door behind me. “Now we’ll talk.”

“About what?”

“Everything. Have you heard about me and Lucy?”

“That you broke up, yeah but that’s all. Is any of it true?”
“Yes it is we broke up. And have you heard Jerry?”

“No.”

“He’s the reason we broke up. I mean, he used me to get to her.”

“And you want to use me to get back at him, right? I knew you were just here to use me.”


“No, I’m not. It’s much different than that.”


“So what is it then?”

“I…ummm, I…”

‘Say it! You have to say it! Remember the plan!’


“I…want to be with you. Right here and right now.”

“I’ve waited to long for you to say that,” she responded in a very sedate voice.

She held me in her arms for what must have been half an hour. I felt almost guilty; I had auctioned off my soul to the highest bidder for something that was empty and hollow. But like all other things that day, I knew it had to happen.


I left Tracey’s house at around 10 that night. Day one was finally over, but there was still another nine days to finish the plan. Tracey was an important part of it all, but not the main phase. She was only the beginning. Through her I made my alliance with Satan, promising to dance with something terrible, something I could never fight. I only hoped that I could live up to my end of the bargain.
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