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Sarah walked down the empty corridor of her high school. It was after school hours and she had left her quantum physics book in her locker. Her straight blonde hair was swept back from her face in a half ponytail. Her light hazel eyes darted from either side of the hallway. Her platform shoes echoed and bounced off the linoleum floor down the hall and back. Her bleached, flared jeans were just a little too long for her and the dragged on the floor as she walked.  She had a red t-shirt with the logo of a local band on over a long-sleeved black shirt.


Even though she came here almost everyday, it still creeped her out when the school was completely empty. Just then, the janitor turned off the florescent overhead lights throughout the school. They had a sort of domino effect as each light went out just moments after the one before up the hall to where Sarah had stopped, startled. She gave a sight of relief as she realized what had happened. She started walking again, but a little bit faster this time. She didn’t want to spend one second in there longer than she had to.


She turned right where the hall came to a ‘T’. She strode past her history classroom and glanced in the window on the way by. Her teacher, Mr. Silverson was gone and all the lights were off. The projector probably still had the notes from Sarah’s last period class on it. Mr. Silverson had been in a hurry to leave. 


She turned left where the hall intersected with another. ‘Just a little further,’ she thought. Sarah suddenly, as most people with overactive imaginations do, had the feeling that someone was following her. She spun around quickly only to find an empty hallway.


Her eyes scanned the empty hallway that lay before her. She unconsciously started playing with the numerous rings on her fingers as she did when she was nervous. But she took one more look down the hall too reassure her self that the only thing there was her own paranoia.


She turned back around and began walking again, speeding up her pace again. ‘Don’t be such an idiot,’ she scolded herself. ‘I’m going to get to my locker, get my book, and be outta here in time to met up with Kelsey at the mall before I go home.’ 


Now her footsteps sounded louder and more hurried as she made her way through the dark school building. She finally stopped in front of locker E118. Her locker had a ‘Daria’ sticker under the metallic plate with the number on it. 


She quickly entered in her three number combination for her lock. 32… 12…25… She pulled up on the handle and nothing happened. “Dammit…” she muttered while pounding a fist against the locker. She composed herself and tried her combo again, only slower this time. 32….. 12….. 25….. Once again she pulled up on the handle. There was a moment of resistance, then the locker sung open. 


The force of the door opening caused her mirror to fall from its place on the inside of the locker. She held her breath for a second and jumped back as she watched her mirror shatter to slivers on the linoleum. “Great… just great…” she said to no one in particular.  


She kneeled down to pick up the shards that were big enough to grasp without cutting her hand. The janitors frequently left the trashcans precariously around the halls, but of course, since the necessity was there, the trashcans weren’t. She stood and looked around in confusion for a few seconds, then bent down and slid the pieces under the locker beneath her. Then used her foot to push the rest of the glass beneath the locker. 


She then rummaged through her various items, a dark blue hooded jacket, old test and notes that were crumpled and thrown in for they had no real place. After a thorough search, she became aware that her book was nowhere to be found. She decided to double-check her locker, then triple-check, but when all her efforts still failed to produce the book, she gave up.


‘This is so not happening…’ Sarah had not been doing well in her math class and her grade was suffering from her lack of completed homework. She stood defeated in front of her locker for a while trying to decide what she could do. She didn’t really know anyone that she could call to borrow a book from in her class. As she was replacing some of the papers that fell out of her locker while she was hunting for her textbook, she recalled having the book with her in her last class. If she were lucky, it’d be there.


She slammed her locker closed, which caused an explosion of sound to ring throughout the entire school. She practically ran all the way back to Mr. Silverson’s room. When she went around the corner that led to the hall on which the classroom was located, she got that weird feeling again. Like two eyes were locked on her. 


She slowed to a halt, and waited a minute. She could have sworn she heard a footstep behind her, so she turned around as fast as she could. Maybe it was just her imagination, or maybe in the dark hall, her eyes played a trick on her, but she thought she saw someone duck down the hall she had just come from. Once again she started fidgeting with the rings on her hands, only more obviously this time. She walked back down to the end of the hall where she’d seen the figure very slowly.


Her voice was shaky as she called out, “Is someone there?” She waited for a reply, shifting her weight from foot to foot nervously. When no one answered, she tried again, a little more in control of her voice, but it was obvious she was frightened. “Hello? Who’s there?”


When there was still no response, she turned slowly back towards the classroom, looking over her shoulder repeatedly. Now she was really creeped out.


She came in front of the door to Mr. Silverson’s room and reached out for the handle. The metal was cold against her warm hand and a chill went up her spine. She turned the handle and pushed against the door. Nothing.


“Damn, this is just the time for this…” she murmured sarcastically to herself. She turned the knob again and push harder against the door. Still nothing. She then turned the knob the other way and slammed into it with her shoulder. The door flew open, sending her tumbling to the floor of the room.


She sat on the hardly carpeted floor of the history room. Well, at least she didn’t consider the felt type material to count as real carpet. She brushed a few strands of hair behind her ears that had become loosened when she fell. She leaned on a nearby desk as she pulled herself back to her feet. She brushed off the back of her jeans and smoothed out her shirt before continuing her search for the lost textbook.


She crossed in front of three of the five rows of desks in the room. As she passed the overhead projector, she happened to notice that the history notes, had indeed been left on top of the machine. She proceeded to the fourth chair in her row and looked in the basket beneath the chair.


“Finally, I can’t believe it took so long just to find the damn thing.” She grabbed the book by it’s binding and pulled it out of the basket. She straightened back up and tucked the book under her left arm, and started to make her way through the rows of desks and out of the room. As she pulled the door shut behind her, she heard a deep voice.


“Sarah, what are you doing here?” It was Sarah’s ex, Tony. She had dumped him for another guy at their school. He found out that she had been cheating on him during half their relationship. 


“Tony!” Sarah was shocked to see him there. She knew he was probably mad at her. After all, she had gone behind his back with Jonas and to add insult to injury, she was dating him now. She came to school this late to avoid seeing him at his after school soccer practice, although that effort appeared to be in vain now. But then something occurred to her. “Were you, were you following me?”


“What would make you think that?” Tony pretended not to know what she was talking about. After soccer practice he had been putting his gear in the back of his dark blue Passat. He saw Sarah’s Jetta drive into the high school parking lot. He thought, now the timing was perfect.


Sarah knew that it had to have been him. After all, he just appeared out of this same hall the figure she’d see before had disappeared into. But why would he be following her, and why would he have hidden before? “Well, I thought I saw someone a few minutes ago. And since you’re the only other one here, I figured it was you… Was it?”


“No, why would I follow you?” Tony kept his face as honest as he possibly could. He needed to find the exact moment, the right question. She would ask it if he bided his time.


“I dunno, maybe to see me again. T-to…” He quickly interrupted her.


“Christ! How egotistic can you get?” He started to lose a little of his composure. “Do you think my sun rises and sets around you? I seem to recall you trashing me for someone else, if anything I would be pissed as hell at you, not following you like a pathetic dog!”


She was taken aback by his harsh tone. She flinched as his words cut her heart more than any knife could. She was being full of herself. If she was over him, why shouldn’t he be over her too? It’d been a month already… “I-I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that.” She racked her mind for the right words, and stuttered wile trying to find them. “I-I just di-didn’t… I w-wanted to know wh-why you were here s-so late...” She shifted her weight on her feet again. This was a really awkward situation, and it didn’t look like she was going to get out of it easily.


‘So close,’ Tony thought, ‘she’s almost there…’ The whole scene was working almost exactly to his plan. “Why am I here? What about you? Why are you here so late?”


Sarah had never heard him sound so bitter. He practically sneered at her while he talked. She was twirling the rings on her hand like crazy now. The sliver heart ring on her right index finger almost fell off, but she caught it in a crook of the joint. “I-I came to get…” she paused for a second. Her mind went blank. What was she doing here? She moved her left arm and felt the weight of her textbook there. “I l-left my book here, and I-I needed to do my ho-homework…” She moved her arm to transfer the book to her right hand to show him her evidence to back up her claim, but nearly dropped the history book in the process. She juggled with it for a second before it lost contact with her hands all together. Tony’s reflexes were better then she would’ve given him credit for. His hand shot out and grabbed the book before it touched the ground. He straightened up, confidently looking her in the eye for a moment, then turned his attention to the cover of the book in his hand.


“So I see…” Tony handed the book back to Sarah, who at this point nearly dropped another ring, so she focused her energy on fingering the corner of the book’s cover and pages instead.


Then came the cue Tony was waiting for. “S-So, um… w-why are you h-here?” Sarah was scared of him now. She didn’t know why. She had gone out with this guy for almost five months, but now his unbreaking stare and cold brown eyes she once found so comforting showed no sympathy whatsoever. She knew she shouldn’t have asked, the answer wouldn’t, it couldn’t be anything she wanted to hear.


“And that is the five million dollar question…” Tony reached into the pocket of his black jacket and pull out a .45 caliber pistol. Sarah’s jaw dropped and so did the book in her hands. The pages flutter like the wings of a dying bird as it clattered to the floor. Neither of them acknowledged the sound of the book’s binding breaking as it landed open, face down on the linoleum. She never imagined anything like this could happen. “You wanna know why I’m here? Huh?” Sarah could only stare back at him in absolute terror. She could scream, but it would only be a waste of breath, there wasn’t anyone in the building but the two of them.  “I’m here cuz payback’s a bitch…”


“T-Tony… y-you don’t hafta do this. I-I’m really sorry about w-what happened, but…” Tony quickly cut her short.


“Do you have any idea how it feels to have your heart torn out of your chest?!” he screamed at her. She regained enough control of her body to cringe under his rage filled eyes that were emptying all their anger on her. “No. Of course you don’t. You were too busy with Jonas to even notice what you put me through!” He was completely out of control now. The time was here and he was going to enjoy every moment of it. He could almost smell the fear radiating from Sarah, as she shook and coward before him.


“I-I’m really sorry. What else can I say to you?” Sarah could find no way to escape the nightmare that was unfolding itself in front of her eyes. There was no way she could run away, not as long as he had that gun in his hands. Her eyes darted around frantically for anything that could get her out of this building, out of this hall, anything that would get her back home.


“There isn’t anything you can say. You made your choice but now your gonna hafta live with the consequences… Well, not for very long, actually.” Tony kept his hand steady as he aimed the gun at Sarah’s chest. She wasn’t going to get away with what she did to him. Sarah opened her mouth to attempt to reason with him, but it was too late. 


Three ear-splitting shots rang through the deserted school. Each deafening shot seemed ten times louder then the previous one. Sarah was thrown to the ground by the force of the bullets. Tony could see a crimson red mist hang in the air for a moment before it faded away. He slowly walked over about five feet to where Sarah was sprawled on the floor, the dark red blood soaking through her bright red shirt in three quickly growing circles. A crystalline tear slid down her cheek and off the side of her face into the pool of blood on the floor, making a swirled pattern before mixing completely. The pages of Sarah’s history book began to absorb the blood and soon every page was stained a dark red.


Tony stood over her and watched as her blood spread out to where he was standing. It partially surrounded his Doc Martin boots before he took a step back, leaving bloody footprints as he backed away. His hand went limp and the gun crashed to the floor, causing the barrel to open and the three empty shells to clatter in different directions.


Then he ran. He ran past Sarah’s paled body, around corners, knocking over a trashcan. He ran passed Sarah’s locker, number E118, and almost fell when he slid on some broken glass. He ran out the double doors at the end of the hall, his jacket flowing out behind him as his legs pounded against the floor so hard he thought they would break off. He sprinted the last ten yards to his dark blue car in the dim twilight.


He ran through the school parking lot where his Passat waited to take him home. He leaned against his car to catch his breath. His chest was heaving in and out. He wiped the cold sweat from his forehead onto the sleeve of his jacket. As his breathing and heart rate returned to normal, he opened the driver’s door to his car and climbed in. He put the key in the ignition and turned the car on. He sat there for a moment, with his car in park and his window down. 


A smile touched the corners of his lips. The taste of revenge in his mouth was sweet.

*
*
*


“CUT!” screamed the director from his fold-up chair with his name written across the back. He held the mega-phone up to his mouth as he yelled at the stage crew. “Who didn’t clean up the rest of that glass!? Someone could’ve killed themselves! We’re gonna hafta do that part again! Take five for now!” He lowered the mega-phone and motioned to a stagehand to come over. “Chrissy!”


A girl with light brown hair, jeans, and a T-shirt that had “After School Hours” written across the front hurried to his side, “It’s Kasey, Sir.” Said corrected him meekly.


“Yeah, whatever, Catherine. It would be great if you would get me a cup of coffee…” the director motioned her to hurry along.


She sighed, “Yes, Sir…” then turned to depart. As she walked away, the director smacked her butt. To which she turned to yell at him only to hold her tongue when she realized it would affect her job.


No one seemed to notice that the actress playing the role of Sarah hadn’t moved since the director had told them to take a break. Tara was her real name, or at least that’s what she had legally changed it to when she moved to LA. Tara lay motionless on the floor of the set. 


Kasey was looking for the director’s coffee, when she realized Tara’s absence. She was walking by her trailer, so she decided to check inside. She walked up the wooden steps and knocked softly on the door with the back of her knuckles. The door was white with ‘Tara Satin’ written in gold paint across it. 


“Tara?” Kasey called gently. She knocked a little louder and called out again. “Tara?… It’s Kasey… Are you in there?” When there was no answer she turned the knob and open the door just enough to see in. The lights were off, and the trailer appeared completely empty. Kasey shut the door and walked down the wooden stairs. She looked around in confusion for a minute, then decided to go back to the set to make sure she wasn’t there.


It was amazing how quickly everyone cleared out of the set when they had a break. The stagehands, the makeup artists, actors… They were all gone. The lights of the set where all extremely bright and always made the set very warm. She looked around the director’s chair and saw that no one had cleaned up the fake blood that was on the set. She took a couple more steps around the chair and saw Tara still lying on the floor.


She walked over to Tara through the first hallway on the set. The lockers all worked on this set, and it was one of the rare sets that were big enough to have almost all the doors lead to a room, rather than have to stop and re-start filming in a different set. It looked very real, almost exactly like the high school she herself had attended. 


She approached the mess in the hall where the climax scene had just taken place. The footsteps from the fake blood still ran off in the opposite direction, and the history book prop, which had no actual writing on the pages. Occasionally, actors would write or draw stupid pictures on the pages in attempt to make the other actors laugh in the middle of a serious scene. The director hated it, because it wasted time when they had to re-shoot, but she thought the actors worked hard and deserved a good laugh every now and then. 


“Tara?” she stood over the actress just as Chris, the actor who was playing the role of Tony, did just minutes ago. Tara didn’t move. “This isn’t funny, Tara, get up…” When Tara still didn’t move, Kasey nudged her with the toe of her sneaker. When she pulled her foot back, there was red all over the front. “Tara, it’s really not funny now, I just stained my new shoes.” 


Kasey bent down on one knee to get as much of the stage blood off her shoe as possible. She licked her fingers and rubbed them on her sneaker to remove the stain. She noticed that the fake blood smelled odd. She let out a blood-chilling scream and jumped up to her feet. 


“Tara!!!” her voice was choked up and she could barely get the word out. She started sobbing loudly; tears were streaming down her face. “Tara!!!” she yelled again. “Say something! Dammit, say something!” she collapsed in a heap next to the cold body of her friend, crying so hard she could hardly breath. 


When everyone reassembled on the set, they found Kasey sobbing and gasping for breath. They all could tell that there was something wrong with the smell of the blood. As it dawned on them what had happened, they all backed up, nauseous from the aroma of fresh human blood.

*
*
*

Chris Hunter drove onto the highway with his window down and his radio blaring the Grateful Dead. He smiled and sang along to the music as he passed a sign that read “You are now entering Nevada.” He had gotten away with it. They hadn’t known a thing when he left, he’d be able to make it through the US and cross the broader to Mexico before they caught him.


He took one hand off the steering wheel to search through his CD’s on the passenger seat next to him. Another Grateful Dead CD, a Modern Rock CD he’d ordered off television for what they claimed was an “insanely low price,” his sunglasses, and the three blanks he’d removed from the gun back in LA. He flipped the sunglasses open and slid them on. He laughed as he threw the blanks out of his car window, and he said aloud to no one but himself and possibly Satan who must have been sitting on his shoulder the whole time, “Payback’s a bitch….”

~     ~     ~
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