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Chapter 1. (Dark Del usions)

Si xt een-year-old Jenny MCal aster shivered and held her
sweater closed, as clammy tendrils of night air passed through
its thin white material. Her footsteps echoed softly on the
fog-covered wal kway and the snmell of fresh flowers surrounded
her, easing her fear for the nonment. Ahead, in a clearing, was
what | ooked like...a burial cerenony? In the m sty darkness,
she saw a smal| gathering of nourners. They were standing
around a sinister |ooking, netallic colored casket. Why was it
dark, and who is in the casket? She wonder ed.

Near the edge of the clearing, she could see her old
boyfriend, standing alone, dressed in black. He stood next to
an oak tree, smling at her, his hand extended, notioning for
her to cone to him Jenny was filled with a sense of relief
and she quickly nmoved toward him But suddenly, from behind
the tree, an attractive, blonde haired woman, materialized.
David saw her and draped his arm affectionately around the
woman’ s shoul ders. An om nous snmirk appeared on David's face,
and then he slowy | ooked back at Jenny, causing her to freeze

with fear.
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They began to | augh at her. Their |aughter had a bizarre
eeri ness, which sent chills down Jenny’ s spine. Then, as if a
switch had turned them off, they abruptly stopped. There was a
cold blankness in David' s eyes. He turned his head to the
left, and Jenny’'s eyes followed his, as if he had willed them
to. She saw a cluster of white plastic chairs, arranged in
efficient rows, and filled with her relatives. They were all
facing the shiny gol den casket, which she now realized, held
the remains of her father.

The scent of roses and gardenias lingered profoundly in the
chilly night air. The sounds of people weeping could be heard
fromall directions. Jenny stood frozen, nesnerized by the
scene before her. Guilty feelings engulfed her, as she
remenber ed how she had accused these very sane peopl e of being
heartl ess and uncaring. A wonman's screamrang out, startling
her out of her trance.

“There she is! She's the one that killed him” shouted the
woman, pointing an accusing finger at Jenny. The others fell
silent and centered their attention on Jenny.

“You...you killed him” they began to chant, over and over.

“No. It isn't true,” Jenny screaned, horrified with the vision
before her. She felt |like the accused at a public execution.
Was this repaynent for having asked her father to come hone

early the day he died?
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“I't was an accident!” she wail ed, feeling powerless to stop
t heir accusations. Several nourners were now on their feet and
starting to cone toward her. The feeling of panic canme back in
a rush. Her heart was pounding rapidly in her chest, reacting
to the sudden danger. She | ooked around trying to find an
escape route. She took a few steps backward, then turned, and
began to run. Her footsteps hamrering on the narrow, fog
covered wal kway. She coul d hear the roaring chant of the
crowd; “Get her! Get her!”

She | ooked back for a nmonent, then |ost her footing and fell
hard upon the ground. She quickly scranbled to her feet. Jenny
felt tears gathering behind her eyes. But she resisted the
urge to cry. Her only thought was to get away from the raging
crowd. Suddenly, a hard hand cl apped itself onto her shoul der.
Wth a shriek, she | eaped up, falling backwards, straight into
the arms of a stranger. A deep, famliar voice boonmed, “Jenny,
My dear child, why are you running away? Wiy are you
frightened?”

As she spun around, her sapphire eyes took in the blurred
image of a tall, prom nent |ooking man, standing in front of
her. Imedi ately she recognized himand flung her arnms around

himwi th a vast sense of relief.
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“Daddy? Oh Daddy, is it really you? I’ve m ssed you so nuch.
Daddy |’ m so scared, help ne!” she cried and | aid her head on
his chest, letting the tears flow.

After a nmonent basking in the confort of his arns, she felt
hi s hand gently caressing her |long dark hair.
“Everything will be alright, my pretty one,” cane the reply of
an i npious voice. There was sonething oddly fam liar about the
voice. In slow notion, she raised her head upward, letting her
eyes gaze up at his face. As her eyes adjusted, she becane
horrified. The man had transformed into the psychotic serial
killer, Roy Barker. She was certain that he had cone back for
her, for his final revenge. H's cold hand found her neck and
| ocked around her slender throat. His eyes glazed over as he
started to tighten his grip. Desperately, Jenny began
scream ng and gasping for air. “Noooo!” she choked out, her
smal | hands frantically trying to | oosen the death hold on her

throat. Jenny felt herself slipping away into darkness.

Waving her arnms wildly, she fought against the unseen force
that restrained her. She opened her eyes and saw the sheets
t hat had sonehow tangl ed thensel ves around her neck, and
realized, that it had all been dream Another incarnation of
the horrible reoccurring nightmare that had been haunting her

t hese past few nonths. Ever since her father had died, and she
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had al nost [ ost her owmn life, trying to find her natural
not her in New YorKk.

Jenny kicked off the covers and |lay breathless in the dimy
it bedroom She felt as if she’d been running, as if her very
l'ife had depended on it. A massive sheen of sweat had surfaced
on her forehead and around the back of her neck. She stared up
at the ceiling, trying to regain her senses. The cl ock on her
ni ghtstand read 7: 03 AM This day was not getting off to a
good start. She had overslept again. Wth a heavy groan, she
noved her legs and forced herself to sit up. The norning sun
streaned in through the bedroom wi ndow, warm ng her, relaxing
her. She caught herself drifting off, but forced herself
awake. “Get your lazy ass out of bed,” she told herself.
“Stacy will be here soon.”

Stacy was al nost a year older then Jenny, a tall wllowy
brunette, who was quite popular with the boys at school. They
had been best of friends since grade school. Stacy had
recently gotten her drivers |license. Which neant no nore
boring bus rides for Jenny. “Ugh...School,” she groaned at the
t hought. She hated getting up early.

“Why did school have to start so early in the day?” she

wonder ed.
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She gl anced around the room thinking of the many tinmes she
had spent here, talking on the phone with her friends. The
roomwas tiny. One entire wall had shelves, packed with books,
art supplies, and nagazi nes. She had a passion for reading and
drawi ng. When she was not into her artwork, her nose was in a
book. On the far end of the room stood a small desk, where she
had spent many ni ghts doi ng her school work. Next to her
cl oset, stood a white, antique dresser with mrror, that had
been in the famly for years. Posters of rock stars and teen
heartthrobs filled nost of the other walls; she still couldn’t

beli eve that she was back hone.

Jenny’s mnd drifted back to her time in New York. She thought
about Joe, her parents, and the dreans. “Why have | been
dream ng about that serial killer? Wiwy?” Her mnd tried to
sort through the conflicting enotions. Letting out a heavy
sigh, she got up and dragged her tired body down the hall way
and into the bathroom She brushed her teeth and quickly
shower ed.

The hall way was cold as she stepped out of the m sty
bat hroom She towel dried her hair, wal ked back to her
bedroom and dressed. There was a soft knock on her door, and
Joan, Jenny’s stepnother, poked her head in.

“Jenny, Stacy is here. Are you ready yet?”
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“Tell her to come up stairs. 1’'ll be ready in a few m nutes.”
“Okay, but hurry up. I don’t want you making Stacy |ate for
school .” She paused a m nute then added, “I don’t nean to

| ecture you Jenny, but ever since you returned from New York,
you’ ve been waking up late and falling behind on your school
wor k. | understand you went through a terrible ordeal, but you
need to put that all behind you and get on with your life.”
“Yes, | know nom” Jenny groaned. “You don’t have to keep

rem nding ne.”

“Okay, I'’msorry | brought it up,” Joan said. “I’Il tell Stacy

t hat you’'re al nost ready.”

Jenny was applying her makeup when Stacy cane through the
door. Stacy’'s eyes narrowed, and in a steely voice, she said,
“Jenny, aren’t you ready yet? We're going to be late again if
we don’t hurry.”

“I"m hurrying, alright?” Jenny snapped back, turning to face
her inpatience friend.

“You don’t have to bite ny head off. | can see you...didn’t you
get enough sleep last night.”

“Matter of fact, No. | didn't.” Jenny said, |ooking on the

fl oor now for her other shoe. For some reason, she could not
seemto get it together this norning. And snapping at her

friend was only maki ng things worse.
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“Here you go,” said Stacy, retrieving the | ost shoe from
under neath the bed.

“Thanks” Jenny replied, with a | ook of frustration. She took
anot her quick look in the mrror, grabbed her books and said,

“Okay, |'’mready. Let’s go.”

Ten mnutes later, they arrive at Central Hi gh School.
“Well we’'re here. Ready to face another day?” asked Stacy.
“Not particularly,” sighed Jenny. Stacy could sense sonething
was bot hering her friend. She had known Jenny too |ong. So,
when sonet hing wasn't right between them it really concerned
her.
“Jenny, what’'s wrong. Talk to ne.” Stacy said, |ooking at her
friend.

“It’s nothing really. Just another stupid nightmare.”

“Agai n?”

“Yeah, and the thing is, its always the same dream |’ m being
chased, and then | wake up breathless, as if |I’msuffocating.”
She paused a mnute, then said in a |low voice. “lI think he's

come back to haunt ne.
“Who? Roy Barker, the psychopath? Jenny it’s been over two
nont hs since you were abducted.”

“l know, its stupid, isn't it?”
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“1"I'l say, especially when the guy’'s dead. Really Jenny, get a
grip, you re getting obsessed with these dreans. Have you told
your nom about thenf?”

“Are you kidding, she’d send ne to a shrink for sure.”

“Yeah, know ng your nom she probably would,” |aughed Stacy.

“Come on, we better hurry, the second bell just rang.”
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Chapter 2: (Dreadful d ass)

Jenny sat in the school cafeteria calmy eating her |unch.
Her friend Stacy was ranbling on about sone guy she had net at
Josh Andrew s party over the weekend.

“I"mtelling you Jenny, this guy was like really, really hot.

| don’t think he goes to this school though. | heard sonmeone
say, that he was a coll ege student.”

“Stacy, howold is this guy?” Jenny asked, wondering why her
friend would be interested in an ol der boy.

“Twenty-four. Isn't that, |like so cool?” Stacy said, unable to
mai ntain the excitement in her voice.

“Twenty-four? Are you nuts? You can’t date a twenty-four year
ol d guy. What woul d your npother say?”

“Well for one thing, I'’meighteen, legally that makes nme an
adult in the State of Texas.”

“Yeah, but you turned eighteen |like three nonths ago. And, you
still live at home with your nother.” Jenny replied.

“Hey what’'s up Stacy?” asked Lisa Mdirgan as she sat down at
the table, nonentarily interrupting the conversati on.

“Hey girl!” replied Stacy.
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“Jenny where have you been? | haven’'t seen you in ages?"

“1”ve been busy,” Jenny replied, slightly annoyed with the
intrusion. Lisa wasn’'t one of Jenny’s favorite people.
She was the nost popular girl in school, her famly had noney,
and Lisa was always flaunting it. Jenny saw that Stacy was
getting along quite well, with this girl that they had
previously disliked. Ever since Jenny had cone back from New
York two nonths ago, she had noticed a change in Stacy. In her
short absence, Stacy had devel oped a friendship with the
dreadful Lisa Morgan.

“l heard you were, |ike abducted by sonme crazed mani ac when
you were in New York?” Lisa asked, interrupting Jenny’'s
t houghts. Jenny ignored the question. The |ast thing she
wanted was to discuss her personal life with this annoying
girl.
“So? Is it true?” Lisa asked again, determ ned to get an
answer. Ilrritated by Lisa’ s continuous questions, Jenny turned
toward her and asked, “ls what true?”
“That you were abducted by sone crazed mani ac while you were
in New York?”
“Yeah, what of it? Not that it’s any of your business.”
“1t was just a sinple question. You don’t have to be a snob

about it.”
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“VWho you calling a snob? Are you calling ne a snob?” Jenny
replied, standing up fromthe table in defiance.

“Take it easy Jenny. She didn’t mean to offend you,” Stacy
said, trying to cal m Jenny.

“Did you Lisa?” Stacy added, giving Lisa a stern | ook.

“Yeah, I’msorry Jenny. | was out of line. It was very rude of
me. You're right, it’s really none of ny business.”

“Okay,” Jenny said, sitting down. “I’msorry | snapped at you.

It’s just a very touchy subject for ne.”

A bell rang indicating that |lunch was over. They all picked
up their trays and placed themin neat stacks for the
cafeteria cleaning |lady. Then the girls went back to their
| ockers, to get ready for their next class. Jenny headed for
her | ocker, which was in a building called Handle Hall. The
school was made up of different buildings named after fanpus
peopl e, |ike Mchael Angel o, and Sarah Bernhardt. Her next
class was English Lit. A class she dreaded. She woul d have to
hurry, if she wanted to get there on tine.

Suddenly, Jenny wasn’t feeling too well. She hated rushing
after she had just finished lunch. Lately, it seened |like she
was getting sick every nmorning or after her neals. For the
life of her, she couldn’t understand why. She could only

assume it was due to the blistering hot weather, which was
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very common in West Texas. She made it to class and was now
listening to Ms. Wncer, a short, heavyset, gray haired | ady,
wi th glasses, who was di scussing business grammar. Jenny
couldn’t concentrate. She felt |ight headed. The nauseated
feeling was only getting worse. Suddenly, her stomach | urched
involuntarily. She only had time to hang her head was over the
side of the desk. As she held her stomached, a streamof vile
fluid cane out of her nouth, Iike some kind of sick denented

f ount ai n.

“Ewww... gross!” came the disgusted voice of the girl sitting
across from Jenny, when she saw the vomt splattered on her
shoes. “Ughhh... Emmw! M's. Wncer, she threw up all over ny
shoes!” the girl whined. Jenny felt conpletely enbarrassed.

W pi ng her nouth, she turned to the girl and tried to
apol ogize. “I’mso sorry, | didn't nmean to do it.”

“Jenny, are you alright?” asked Ms. Wncer, wal king over
and handi ng her a tissue. Jenny |ooked pale and sai d nothing
as she | ooked up at her teacher, and then took the tissue.

“l think perhaps you should go to the nurse’s office.”
Jenny nodded and started to gather her books.
“Hold on a mnute,” Ms. Wncer said, wal king back toward her

desk. “1’1l need to make you a hall pass.” Jenny waited as
Ms. Wncer quickly called the office to report the incident,

and then made out her pass.
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“Here you go.” said Ms. Wncer, handing her a small pink
pi ece of paper.
“Thank you,” Jenny said, and then quickly took her books and

|l eft of the classroom

On her way to the nurse’s office, Jenny decided to take her
books to her | ocker, since it happened to be in the sane
bui | ding. There was no sense in carrying themto the nurse’'s
of fice. She knew she would be sent home, which neant, making
anot her neaningless trip back to her | ocker.

She opened her | ocker and dunped her books inside with no
intention of doing any homework. She then continued on to the
nurse’s office.

“Excuse ne, |I'mhere to see the nurse,” Jenny said, as she
wal ked up to the counter. She handed her pass to the | ady
behi nd the desk, and then was told to take a seat. She watched
as the office |l ady wal ked over to the nurse’s station and
di sappeared behind a door. A nonent |ater, she canme back to
where Jenny was waiting and said, “You can go in now.”

Jenny got up and went into the nurse’'s office. She was
greeted with a friendly smle. Ms. Larson was a cheerful
m ddl e- aged | ady, who had a way of making you feel at ease.
“Well Hello Jenny, What seens to be the problemtoday?”

“1"”mnot sure,” Jenny said shruggi ng her shoul ders.
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“l got sick after lunch in Ms. Wncer’s class.”

“1 see. Well, have a seat.” She then took Jenny by the arm and
gui ded her into a nicely padded chair.

“1"11 take your tenperature and see if you re running a
fever.”

Jenny sat quietly while her tenperature was taken. She
really had no idea why she was feeling so | ousy |lately.

Normal |y, she rarely got sick. But, with all the stress she
had been under in the |ast few nonths, she could understand
why she was feeling so poorly. Maybe it was the nedication she
was taking for the leg injury she sustained in New York. Mybe
it was the nightmares and the |lack of sleep. It also didn't
hel p having her best friend now hanging out with soneone she
didn't care for.

“Well Jenny, you are running a slight fever. I"mgoing to
ask that you take a few aspirin when you get hone. Wth all of
the new | aws, we can’t give out any nedicine, unless we have
consent from one of your parents.” Ms. Larson told her, as
she filled out a formfor her files.

“1”ve been having trouble sleeping lately. Do you think that’s
t he probl en?” Jenny asked.

“Well, that could be a synptom of sonething nore serious. |

t hi nk you shoul d make an appoi ntnent to see your famly doctor

as soon as possible. 1'Il have the |ady at the front desk cal
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your nother and arrange for you to get a ride home,” Ms.
Larson said. Jenny thanked the nurse and then went out to the
front desk to wait for her nother.

The visit with the school nurse hadn’t hel ped the queasi ness
in her stomach. Suddenly, she realized that she had |l eft her
purse back at her | ocker. Another wal k across the campus m ght
hel p take her m nd off her nother, who would insist that she
follow the nurse’ s advice about seeing a doctor.

“Excuse ne,” Jenny said, trying to get the attention of the
| ady behind the reception desk.

“Yes, may | help you?” replied the cheerful | ady.

“l forgot nmy purse in ny |locker in Handle hall. May | go get
it real quick, before ny nother arrives?”’

“Sure, if your nother shows up before you get back, 1’'Il have
her wait here for you.”

“Ck, Thanks.” Jenny replied, and then left the office.

Arriving at her |ocker, she opened it and saw a small piece
of paper fall out. She picked it up and was stunned. The note,
whi ch had been badly scribbled, said: “Al whores nust die.”
And it was signed: “Roy.”

It was obviously Sonmeone’s idea of a cruel joke. Anger
swel l ed up inside her. She crunpled the paper into a tiny bal

and threw it on the floor. She retrieved her purse and sl amed
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the | ocker. Jenny didn’'t have tinme for these stupid ganes. It
wasn't the first time that she had found little notes of this
sort. It was no secret. Everyone knew about her abduction in
New York. It had been in the papers and on TV; how Roy Barker
the killer of hookers and whores, had been convince that she
was one as well. Jenny wanted to put it all behind her, but

was finding that hard to do.



