Agent 1
By:  Dieu Trang – 7A1

    The sunlight crawls delicately through the window, waking me up in a pleasant way. I slid down my bed and headed to the bathroom. Another day at the agency, I thought to myself. As I look in the mirror, I saw a figure that resembles a monstrosity. “Disgusting” is the first word that popped up in my mind, until I realised the creature was actually me. Laughing silently in my head, I brushed my midnight black hair and put it into a high ponytail and brushed my teeth. As I do the rest of my morning routine, I remembered last night’s mission. It was tiring, let me tell you. Exterminating a drug lord that has security more complex than Fort Knox is not as easy as I assumed. Then I wore my usual outfit which consists of : black skinny jeans, white crop-top that showed my toned stomach, black combat boots and a black leather jacket. By this time I think you already know what my favourite colour is. I grabbed my daggers and put them into the holsters on my thigh and a knife hidden in my left wrist, then I shoved my black 9mm into the back of my jeans, carefully hiding it with my jacket. You never know what will happen, especially when you’re a spy. Trust me, I have scars that will last the rest of my life to prove it. 
      As I walk down the hall to the dining room, the people that passed by widened their eyes in horror and quickly scurry away out of my sight. I guess they’ve heard things about me, a girl whose as cold as ice, who kill her targets ruthlessly and doesn’t even bat an eye. They usually call me the Bloodhound, but sometimes there’s other names like Grim Reaper, Satan’s Spawn,etc. Nobody really knows my real name, its simply because I don’t have one. When I was born, my father just  called me “Femina Virum” which in Latin, means female warrior. He had this sick thought that he could turn his child in an unstoppable warrior. As soon as I could walk, he started training me to be the ultimate killing machine. My childhood was stripped away from me, I was hopeless. Luckily, my mother was there every second of the way, helping me survive. She was my light, my hope. I remembered every time I got beaten she would soothe me with kind words, making me feel better. You may be wondering why my father would be so cold hearted while my mother didn’t do anything about it. It was because she was terrified of him, but I understood why. She went with him because he threatened her family. She told me that no man could ever be as evil as him, and she was right. He was not a man, he was Satan himself. I know it’s ironic because of the nicknames people gave me, but I can’t care less. I was handling the situation quite well, until she disappeared. From then I was so lost, I let my anger overcome me and left Hell to become a spy. I chose the job because it’s a lot of work. I was hoping that doing this will make me forget about the painful loss of my beloved mother. Two years later my brother found me and decided to also join the agency. He said he cannot take father’s wrath anymore. Now six  years later, we’re here. I was still wondering why my father would only name my brother, not me. But it doesn’t matter anymore, the past is in the past.
     I walked into the dining hall and grabbed an apple with two granola bars, ate it then headed to the Training Building. After changing into sports clothes I started with two rounds of suicide workout then went to the punching bag. After two hours, I went to the shooting range. I took my favourite weapon, a bow then started shooting at the targets. When I finished training I looked at the clock , it said 12:30 am. Wow, I’ve been in here for 8 hours already, but I guess it’s normal for a supernatural creature like me. I went for a shower then changed back into my normal attire and went to eat lunch. I opened the large wooden door, walked in and sat next to my brother, Asher. He saw me and said “Hey, where were you this morning?” “Training”, I replied casually. His blue eyes suddenly widened “ On your break, where you can relax and not go on missions you go TRAINING?”. I simply nodded. He just gasped “ I can’t believe you!”. I just shrugged and continued eating. Suddenly two figures sat down in front of us, by the heavy footsteps I guess they’re boys. “ Hey Asher” “Sup bro”, they said. “ Hey Will, Ken”. As I looked up, I saw two tall, muscular guys that both have blond hair and brown eyes, they must be twins. The guy on the left, Will I think, diverted his eyes and saw me. He asked Ash” Dude, who’s the hot girl sitting next to you?”. My brother snorted “Like I would date my sister. God even imagining it now makes me want to puke”. The look on Will and Ken’s make was so hilarious I actually want to laugh out loud, but I kept my neutral face. “Wow, I didn’t know you had a sister. What’s your name?” he asked me. I just kept quiet and let Asher do the talking. “She doesn’t talk to anyone except me.” “Why?” they both asked. He shook his head “Once you know her nickname, I don’t think you’d even sit close to her”. I internally snickered. Ken snorted “Yeah I don’t think so bro, what can be that scary? It’s not like she the agency’s most prized possession.” “So you really want to know, I think you’d regret it”. They snickered and told him “It’s fine man, it’s just a name.” “She’s known as the Bloodhound.” They both visibly paled. “ The…the..the Blood…h…hound?”. Will gulped and Ken let out a tiny squeak. They were about to ask him more about me when the speaker blared out “ Agent 1 and Agent 13 please report to the Chief’s office. Asher and I stood up and walked to the destination. It must be something important if we have to meet the man who runs the agency. The Chief’s name is Colten, nobody was ever brave enough to call him by his name but me. He was known to be harsh, strict and very cold-hearted, for me he’s like a bunny compared to my father. We walked into the office where Colten is sitting on the coach near the door. “ Ah, agent 1 and 13, I was expecting you. I have a tough assignment for you guys. Agent 1 I know you usually work solo because other people, well, don’t have enough skills to match you, and for the fact that you preferred to work alone. But in this mission agent 13 will have to join you. But I think you will be fine since he’s the only person you talk to.” “Anyways, in this mission you guys will go undercover at Beverly High in LA, California. Your job is to find information about a terrorist that is known to be hiding in the school. Agent 1, I know you’re uncomfortable around crowds, that’s why agent 13 is with you. It’s the only reason why he was sent to go with you really. You guys should pack, the plane is going to take off at 2:00 pm. That means you have an hour left to prepare. You’re both dismissed.” We nodded at got out to go to  our dorms. I packed everything I needed, including my weapons into the secret compartment in my suitcase. Since we’re going undercover I only brought my undergarments, gym clothes and my jacket. I walked to the private plane with fifteen minutes to spare. I quickly put the suitcase away then sat down, plugged my headphones into my phone and went to sleep. 
    A sudden hand touched my shoulder, making me twist it and put them to the back of the person’s back. “Ow ow ow! Jesus sis, are you a ninja or something? I just came to tell you that we landed.” I let out a breath that I didn’t know I was holding, and just nodded at him. As I walk down the plane, the hot air hit me with full force. Oh how much I missed the hot weather. Since the agency is in Russia, we don’t really have warm climates. The only reason why I have tanned skin is because it’s my natural skin colour, but it’s faded due to the cold. We sat on the SUV and began driving to our temporary house. When we arrived, I looked at the two -  story beach house that has white and cream coloured walls. The inside has  modern styled furniture which is all in black and white. So neutral, just like I like it. I walked upstairs and turn to the first room on the right. It has light grey wallpapers surrounding the room, a walk-in closet, a bathroom which is also all black and white and a king size bed. I plopped down onto the black mattress, thinking about how I have to be at a place full of hormonal teenagers and Barbie wannabes for the next 11 months. The thought alone made me cringe, and I kill people without batting an eye. You must understand how much effort to make me – Satan’s daughter cringe. Before I could think about anything else, the exhaustion took me into the slumber sleep.
    The annoying alarm clock which I presume my brother set brought me out of my peaceful rest. I grunted and went to the bathroom, doing my morning routine. As I walked out, someone knocked on the door “ May I come in please, I am the makeup artist the Chief hired”. I told her to come in. A woman with strawberry blond hair came in. Her small petite body looked like a child compared to my 5ft 9’ figure. Her eyes widened as she took in my appearance. “Oh my, what a beautiful girl you are, but why are you dressing like a 1990’s biker hon?” . To say I was shocked was a total understatement. “ I just don’t like girly clothes” I replied, trying my best to sound normal after the initial shock. She shook her head at me “ I’m sorry for this sugar but your cover has to be girly.” Great, another thing to add to the nightmares I’m enduring. After what feels like hours of waxing, plucking, tweezing, and tons of make up later, I have finished my torture. The woman, who I learned was Rose, looked at me with excitement “ You’re going to be the prettiest girl in that school.” I doubt that Rose, I doubt that. When I looked into the mirror, I saw a completely different person. I was wearing a white crop top with blue ripped jeans, five inch light pink peep – toe heels, my waist length hair long gone, instead replaced with shoulder length wavy light purple hair. My sea blue eyes popped out even more under the mascara coated lashes. I was styling a black choker and a thick leather bracelet . She even added a pair of round pink rimmed glasses “You said you don’t like girly so I tried to make it as less as possible.” Rose said. “ Thank you” I told her. She just beamed and gave me a pink backpack “ Now go, or else you’re going to be late!”. I did what I was told and ran down stairs, only to see Asher munching on Fruit Loops. When he looked up, he choked and told me “ Wow sis, I can’t even recognize you  anymore”. “That is how it was supposed to be dummy.” “Yeah but it’s just, wow..” I just rolled my eyes and said “Come on, we’re going to be late!” He nodded and followed me. I quickly take an energy bar and ate it. We went to the garage and decided to take the silver Camaro since we wanted to blend in, well as much as possible since this is a private school. Oh great, now I just realised, not only there’s hormonal hooligans, but snobby rich kids, just my luck. After 5 minutes of driving we came up close to a gigantic building which looked like it came out of the magazine. To the left of it there’s a big football field, to the right there’s an indoor sports hall. The students were everywhere, from the field to the building, probably chatting about how their summer went. I took a deep breath, looked at my brother, nodded and went out of the car. Suddenly all of the students, looked at up and began whispering to each other. Due to my super hearing, I heard every single thing they said, like “ Omg she’s so pretty!” “Who’s the hot blond next to her, he looks like her brother” “Oh my gosh I can already tell she’s going to be a pain in the butt” “ She is such an attention seeker”. The last two was from a group of plastic girls who have hair that looks like it’s been bleach way too much, skin that is as orange as Oompa Loompas, bodies looking like twigs that can snap anytime and faces that has so much make up on it looks like they have to make effort trying to drag their face around. I felt sorry for them, but then again, they are all spoiled kids who never make effort for anything. I began walking into the school when I bumped into the leader of the plastics. “Watch where you’re going, wimp”. I clenched my jaw and try to hold back my anger, the Dark Matter inside me crawling its way out. It’s one of the gift I was born with, they like to feed on dark tainted souls like this girl here. I took in  a deep breath and said “Sorry” through my clenched teeth. She saw my struggle and smirked, then she leaned in and whisper “ This is your first and final warning, I don’t usually give people second chances, but you’re the new student, so I’ll let it pass. Oh and by the way, stay away from my Aiden, you hear me?” I just nodded “ Okay, now get out of my face”. When I looked up I saw fear flashed in her eyes. Must be because when I get mad, my eyes turn  the whole thing black as midnight just like my hair. But she collected herself and walked away, swaying her hips to the sides. By her scent, I know that she’s a werewolf from the pack that goes to this school, Midnight Moon. She must not have sensed the dark aura around me until I looked at her. I continued to walk to the office in the school. I saw a middle aged lady that has her brown hair pulled back into a neat bun, she wore cat eye glasses and red lipstick. I approached her slowly and said “ Hi my name is Amelia Kingston and I am a new student” I said calmly. She jumped at my sudden approach, after what seems like minutes just staring at me, she collected herself and cleared her throat “ This is your schedule and locker number, I wish that you have a great time at Beverly High!”. I just smiled at her and walked away. On my way out I heard her mumble “ Her mate is going to be so lucky to have a beauty like that”. Well that was… weird. I looked at my schedule, it said “ 1. Art with Ms Hilary; 2. PE with Mr Hugh; 3. English with Mrs Williams; 4. Math with Mr Hong; 5+6. Homeroom with Ms Peterson; 7. Free period” Not bad, I told myself. As I was walking to first period, so I picked up my speed and ran down the halls. I arrived just in time, I opened the door and walked in. “Ah, miss Kingston, we were expecting you. Do you mind telling us a bit about yourself?” Ms Hilary asked. “ Well my name is Amelia Kingston, I just moved to this town with my family.” “ Where did you lived before moving here?”. A boy who seemed like a jock asked me. “ Well I lived in Russia”. “ Then how come you don’t have an accent?” . Cake faced asked me. “ Because of my parents business we moved around a lot”. “ What does your parents do?” Ahhh the ultimate question that determines your ranks in the school’s society. “ They are business man and woman”. With that answer, I think I will stay in the middle class, not well known, perfect. They all seemed satisfied of my answers, so I turned to the teacher  “Where shall I sit?” “ Oh you can sit next to Damon” she points to a boy who wore nerdy clothes and dark brown hair and hazel eyes. I nodded and walked to the seat. He suddenly turned to me “ Hi I’m Damon Crawford, nice to meet you” “ Hi, I’m Amelia, but you can call me Amy” . He smiled at me “ Do you want to sit with me at lunch?”. Though I really would prefer discussing the mission with Asher, I don’t want to make it seem suspicious , so I told him “Sure”. He beamed and faced the board to continue listening to the teachers instruction “ Okay class, because today is the first day of school, I am going to let you draw anything you want”. The class cheered and began to work. I was thinking about how messed up my life is, so I drew a girl being wrapped around branches of darkness, engulfing her slowly. I wasn’t paying attention to the time until the bell rang. I stood up and continued to walk to the rest of my classes.
    Finally, school is over. Now I can get up and leave this hell hole, for now. On my way walking to the car, I saw my brother talking to Damon. His eyes told me that he’s trying to see if Damon’s a threat. I smiled inwardly, thinking about how Damon wouldn’t even hurt a fly. I greeted them both and told Asher that it was time to go. I said goodbye to Damon, before I looked away, I saw a glimpse of hatred in his eyes. Weird. When we arrived back home, I looked at Asher “I think it’s time we find some information about the target.” “Already?! But we just arrived here!” he exclaimed. “Yeah and it’s been the toughest mission I’ve faced yet.” I told him. He just sighed and said “Fine, Ms. Party Pooper, we’ll just get on with the mission and then return to our normal boring lives” I just grunt and went into the house. I was researching on the computer when suddenly someone barged in. I turned to a clearly upset Asher. He was breathing heavily when he said “The target has made a move, he killed someone and then sent a death threat to us.” “WHAT?! How in the world did he find us?” I asked. He just plopped down next to me and closed his eyes “ I don’t know, but we need to be cautious. He could be planning something ahead.” he whispered. Well, this was harder then I assumed. “ Hey Ash, I found something. The target has a… unique way of killing their victims. The victims always get stabbed in the heart with some kind of metal that can be lethal to any supernatural creature. After killing them, they’d mark a symbol on the dead body , a burn in the shape of a skull to be exact.” I turned to Ash “Do you have any ideas?” “Nada.” He replied. I just shrugged and continue digging, until my eyes can’t keep open and sleep welcomed me.
   The next morning, I found myself laying on the coach with Asher sprawled on the ground, slightly snoring. It was quite amusing really, watching him mumble things that even 5 year olds can’t understand. I shook my head and looked at the clock. Shoot, fifteen minutes until school starts. I tried to shake Asher awake, but he keeps swatting his hands around, thinking I’m an annoying fly. So instead, I slapped him hard on his cheek. He jumped up and stared at me, red fingerprints starting to form on his right cheek. “What the hell was that for?!” he yelled angrily. “School starts in fifteen minutes!” I yelled while dashing upstairs. I heard him yell “Shoot!” before he started running to his room. After having a quick shower and brushing my teeth, I ran to the closet, looking through the clothes with my inhuman speed. I ended up wearing a white button up shirt that was tucked in a black mini skirt, peep toe boots and a white choker. Deciding to just run in the forest so nobody would notice the fast blur that was me, I grabbed an apple and a water bottle before running out of the door. I ended up at school with two minutes to spare, I walked quickly to my first class – Math. I was about to make the turn to the classroom when someone slammed into me. I was about to yell when I remembered about the undercover, so I took a breath to look up at the person. When I turned up, I was met with a pair of sea green eyes, deep and menacing. My heart seemed to stop for a bit… Just kidding, I don’t even have a heart, literally. In front of me stood a 6ft 4’ guy with black raven hair, full lips and a crooked nose that looks like it’s been broken before, but it only makes him appeal more than necessary. He looked at me “Sorry, I wasn’t looking. Are you okay?” “Yeah, I’m fine.” I said still staring at him. “My name is Aiden, Aiden Stone, and your name beautiful?” he asked with a charming smile. He kind of reminds me of those typical cliché bad boy in the boring teen movies with the dark look and all. “The name’s Amelia.” “Last name?” he asked, seeming interested “Well I can’t tell that to a stranger could I?” My eyes held a glint of mischief. He was about to reply when the bell rang, telling me it was time for class. I said “I’ll see you around then.” “Yeah, see you around.” He mumbled. I just chuckled before heading to class. Wait… chuckle? I really just made an expression. But it was for the undercover, right? I had no time to think more about it when someone cleared their throat. I turned to the left to see Mr Hong standing in front of class with one brow raised. “Care to explain why you’re late” he asked impatiently. “I’m sorry, It’s the first year I’ve been here. I just got a little lost, I’m sorry.” I said, looking down to give more effect. His face softens “It’s alright, just make sure it doesn’t happen again.” I nodded in response and went to my seat. The teacher began with his lectures about things that I’ve already done since I was thirteen. “Early graduation” is what my father called it. I was about to tune out when Damon, who is sitting on the left of me, whispered “Are you going to the Halloween Ball?” I looked at him, totally clueless about what he was talking about. His eyes widened, understanding that I don’t know what he is talking about. “ It is like the second biggest event of the year after Prom, but is more important and popular. People who has high status really step up their game in this time because the Halloween King and Queen gets to choose two of their favourite sports for the rest of the year, because apparently, getting to choose yourself is much better than having military based exercises from an ex – soldier. Which is our sports coach by the way.” Wow, a little exercise that was barely equal to my warm – ups are exhausting to the students here. But to think about it, this event will get a lot of people’s attention, which means the terrorist will most – likely be there. This is honestly the best idea ever. Catching the terrorist and extracting information from him, I learned that the target was a male, will never be easier. “ Oh, sure. I’ll go, but when is it?” “On the 31st of October, duh.” “Right.” That means two more months to research and prepare. Perfect. After my conversation with Damon, time passed by with nothing special to talk about, until lunch….
   The bell rang signalling the last period of the morning. As I stride down the halls to the cafeteria, I saw those beautiful sea green eyes again, staring intently at me. I noticed that standing beside him was the leader of the Oompa Loompa’s, whose glaring daggers at me. Oh poor guy, must be painful getting followed around by a maniac like her. I continued my way to lunch. I took two slices of pizza, a coke and walked to Damon who is sitting alone at one of the tables. His face lit up when he saw me. “Hey, I was about to go find you.” “Yeah it’s just some guy named Aiden Stone, I think… Started staring at me. By the way, do you know the name of Leader of Oompa Loompas? The one who always creepily following Aide?” His face paled in realization. He began to stutter “You m..mean THE Aiden Stone?! H..he is Alpha of Midnight Moon. He’s well known f..for his quietness. Th…there’s rumors about h..how he ruthlessly kills other packs for their territory. A..and the other girl is Chelsey Kellen, s..she is the most popular girl in the school and rumoured to be Aiden’s mate, since she’s always with him.” This school is so messed up with the fact that Chelsey is the most popular person. Does everyone who wear clothes that is so short and tight they look like they came from a Barbie doll suddenly become popular? Gross. I try to move on to finish my meal when I heard the Oompa Loompas conversation with Chelsey “ Oh my god did you see how much she ate? No wonder why she is so fat. I feel bad for her, maybe that is why she tried to flirt with my Aidee boo.” I clenched my fist so tight blood started dripping from my palms. I try to control myself, wishing for this mission to end quickly.
   ( 2 months later )

   As I walked out of school after finishing my mid – term test, I felt free. Tomorrow is the Halloween Ball, the ending of this terrible mission. I’ve found more information about the terrorist. He is just a person who does the dirty work for his master. I also confirmed that he’s going to the Ball, probably taking out another victim. He was registered with the name “ Jack Daniels” which I’m pretty sure was fake. I reassured my mind that this was going to be over soon, calming the hungry demons inside the Dark Matter.
   Soon enough, it was Saturday morning. It’s time. I walked down stairs, to make pancakes with fresh cut berries and whipped cream. As I sat down onto the long island table that was connected to the kitchen. Loud thumping footsteps can be heard from upstairs. A minute later my brother came down, rubbing his sleepy eyes, hair strands from his hair lay messily on his forehead. “I smelled pancakes so I had to wake up.” He said. I rolled my eyes from his immature manner and told him to sit down. I slide the rest of the leftover pancakes on his plate, added some blue berries and drizzled honey on top. He thanked me and started diving in. I stood up, washed my plate and went to the training room. I’ve been working out intensely these couple of days, always bringing out all of my abilities. So far, I’ve destroyed 27 punch bags, 15 of them covered in wood or steel, 5 boxing gloves, 35 dummies and 11 katanas. Don’t blame me, blame the qualities of the equipment. I didn’t notice my brother standing there, watching me as I continued to punch and kick the new punch bag, after what seems like fifteen minutes of beating, I finished with a final round house kick, making the steel covered punch bag to completely fly off its hooks. I stood there breathing heavily, slowly turning to see my brother gaping like a fish above water. “What?” I snapped, probably tired from training. He just said “ I uh… I just came to tell you that there’s four more hours until it begins.” “Okay, sorry for snapping at you bro.” “It’s uh.. fine.” He answered. I went upstairs to take a nice long bath. Eventually, after two hours of sleeping in the bathtub, I got out and got prepared. I decided to turn into an angel, ironic I know, but it’s so no the target won’t be suspicious. I wore a white floor -length backless halter- neck dress with two slits that goes up to my thighs, from the middle of the back to my shoulders was a painting of white realistic feathery wings. It was drawn on by a professional body painter. Since there will me some actions tonight I wore my white combat boots. My hair was up in an intricate bun, a few strands falling on the sides of my face. My makeup was light and natural. Overall I think I looked quite nice, a little mix of the real me and undercover me. As I descend from the stairs, my date who is my brother, gaped at my appearance. He stuttered “ Yo…you look breath taking sis.”
He said, with eyes that looked like it’s going to fall out of its sockets. I smiled deviously “ It can be quite a distraction huh? Is it enough time for you to run the plan?” I asked with a brow raised “Yeah” he said, still staring, but quickly collected himself and followed me out to the car. He decided to be a fallen angel, the total opposite of me. He wore a black suit pants and a white button up shirt that was torn in the back to reveal his black wing painting, fake blood splattering here and there. When we arrived, the party was just getting started as people began to walk into the sports hall where it held the event. I took  a deep breath, looked at myself in the mirror of the car one last time before getting out. As I began striding in, a couple of boys started whistling at me. I just smiled and winked. We walked into the building, the party already began to take full swing. While Asher went to set up the cameras, I quickly patted myself to check if the weapons are still in its place. I felt the poisoned daggers strapped around the holsters on my upper thighs, the tranquilizer needles pinned delicately around my hair, making it seem like an accessory. Then I spotted Damon dressed as a book, I presume. I walked to him “ Hey, you enjoying yourself?” His eyes widened when he turned to look at me. “Y..ou ..look.. w…w..wow.” I tried to blush and thanked him. We seemed to be getting closer each passing day. He is a pretty great friend, I don’t get why nobody talks to him. Through these pass couple of months, the school hasn’t had any suspicious stuff. The only person that I don’t trust is that Aiden guy. He’s known to be a ruthless cold blooded killer, he might as well be the terrorist. He’s been trying to befriend me, and I found out some interesting facts about him when we played twenty questions. His favourite colour is blue, he likes to go swimming or play basketball, he usually reads when he has free time, and he wants to travel the world to try out different cultures. He seems like a pretty great guy, but I don’t know if it is true or is it just a big fat lie. I was interrupted by someone, when I looked up to find whoever was towering over me, I was greeted by those magnificent eyes again, feeling like I can get lost in the sea green oceans again. I noticed that he was taking in my looks, his eyes full of lust. “You look…beautiful.” He finished. The DJ turned on the song “To build a home” by the Cinematic Orchestra. Aiden turned to me and asked “Would you like to have this dance with me?” “I’d love to.” I smiled. I don’t know why, but I always had this calm feeling when I’m around him. He led me to the middle of the crowd. His eyes glossed over for a bit, indicating that he’s mind-linking someone in the pack. The people around us began to move away, making a big circle for us. Suddenly, a sharp, manicured hand dug into my shoulder, making me jump and turn around. There stood Chelsey wearing a skimpy dress that I think was  supposed to be a vampire. She fumed “What are you doing with MY boyfriend?!” “Aiden rolled his eyes and stood next to me “ I was never your boyfriend Chelsey, you were just a delusional chick who cannot stop stalking her crush.” he stated. “UGH!!! You people are despicable!” she screamed. Then she began walking away, before turning to give me one last glare “You will pay for this, THIEF! Aiden darling, don’t expect me to come back for you.” She spat. Aiden made a face looking like he’s relieved “OH thank god. I thought the stalking will never be OVER!” he exaggerated. The girl just screamed in anger and stomped away. Aiden looked at me “Now, how about the dance?” he held his hand for me to take. I was about to have the time of my life when suddenly an explosion started, blowing me and Aiden away. I hid the wall with full force, making it crumpling down. The fire was spreading faster due to the alcohol drinks. The place was chaotic, with people running around screaming, the smell of burned flesh and blood lingering in the air. Slowly sitting up, I felt a warm thick liquid run down from my ears. My head is ring like church bells and I’m coughing hysterically with the smoke that I just inhaled. I was in so much shock that  I didn’t see the gun pointing at me. The trigger went off, hitting two bullets into my left calf. I screamed in pain as the second fire went off, hitting my right shoulder and arm. I made a blood-curling scream as I lost my balance and fell down again. Crimson blood began pooling around me, I laid there and watched the whole building being engulfed in the raging fire. I was feeling dizzy and light, my body completely numb from all the blood loss. My vision is getting blurrier by the second, when two figures began walking towards my direction. One man and one woman. The woman was holding a Glock, she was probably the one who shot me. As she began walking closer I took in her features. Skin coloured lips, dull grey eyes, tall thin nose, a body that moves gracefully. Even though she looked different, I still recognized her. The woman that has been haunting me, the one giving me nightmares whenever I try to go to sleep. I weakly croaked out “..M…M….Mo…ther” before I succumbed to the peaceful darkness.
-----------------------The end------------------
