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INTRODUCTION
 
“911 police and fire, what is your emergency?”
“Hello?” I gasp for air in between breathes.
“Ma’am? Hello? Ma’am, are you there?”
“Please. Send... someone. I swear I didn’t mean too I don’t know what happen, hurry.”
Click.
I sniffle, I try to stand to my feet, I cry, I sob, I don’t know what to think, or what to do. What did I do? I ask myself. I look around and see the mess I caused, the blood everywhere. I begin to panic at the trouble I have caused and the damage I did, that I cannot undo. I gather myself together and run down the stairs, grab my coat, my car keys, and scoop my knife off of the floor.  I leave the emerald stone necklace behind on the dinner table.

CHAPTER 1
“Skylar! Please come downstairs and hold the door open for me.”
Styling my hair I pull it up in a ponytail, squint my eyes into the mirror and see a pimple on my forehead. This is my second attempt in fixing my hair. Neh, I say to myself, wear it half up or half down, reciting this in my head hoping it looks better this time around.
As I’m trying to cover my pimple with my hair I hear my mom yelling at the top of her lungs, “Skylar! I know you hear me, come hold the door open!”
I drop my hairbrush and dart down the stairs.
“What took you so long?” my mom says with an irritated look on her face.
“Sorry I didn’t hear you.” I lie through my teeth. “Where’s dad?”
I yell across the steps down to the car, as she puts suitcases in the trunk. She ignores me. My next thought while I’m holding the door open, daydreaming, is what should I wear?
As my mom is walking back to the door, knocking me out of my daydreaming, she says, “Skylar, please hurry and finish getting dressed so that you can help me and your dad move all of your things, as she emphasizes your things. After holding the door I go back upstairs to my room and finish getting dressed and gather all of my last minute things. I hate packing; it takes so much energy and time when you just have to take it all back out again anyway. As I pack, I began to get extremely nervous. I don’t know if it’s me being anxious, excited, or scared all at once but whatever it is, I just hope this feeling goes away. As I was packing I forgot to pick out something to wear. I grumble under my breath while I unzip one of the many suitcases to grab something quick to throw on. I grab shorts and a tank top. It’s so hot outside but I love the heat. Summer is my favorite season of the year. I then remember to grab a light jacket because it gets cold on airplanes. I feel like I am always cold, no matter where I am or how warm it is, I am still cold somehow.  While I’m pulling up my shorts I turn and face the mirror. I still wasn’t very pleased with how my hair looked with that huge mountain pimple on my forehead. “Great, perfect timing,” I say, as I roll my eyes. I lean into the dresser mirror so I could see my face closer while putting on black eyeliner. Today my eyes were a cold green. My eye color changes randomly. One day my eyes will be light green and then the next they will be a dark hazel-green. As my almond shaped eyes stare back at the hideous pimple, I take a deep breath and continue to put on my eyeliner. I attempt to fix my long, straight hair one last time, this attempt actually worked. I comb my bangs to the side once more, while leaving the rest of my hair down. My bangs covered my pimple and all my hair stayed in place. “Third time’s a charm,” I say to myself while winking in the mirror. My hair was straight, long, silky black hair, down my back, right above the line of my behind. I take a step back from the mirror and view my petite dark brown skin figure that has been kissed by the sun, with visible tan lines from being at the beach all summer. As my shorts were hanging slightly off my invisible hips, I tighten the string on my black Nike shorts. After I was done putting on my clothes, I finally completed the packing I have been procrastinating with for the past couple of weeks. As I turn around and face the front of my room, I stare at the big, empty, square space. The only things left were my bed and dresser. The walls were naked. The bed was naked. Everything was naked and bare. You could still see the damage and holes in the walls of where I would put tacks from hanging up pictures and changing them constantly. On my dressers you could still see stickers that I tried to peel off but the stickers ripped and stuck onto the dresser. All of these memories popped into my thoughts from when I was a child to now. I laugh to myself as the thoughts drift away from my mind. “Hey sweetie” the sweet comfort of my dad’s voice startles me while being in a deep train of thought.
“Hey daddy” as I say with a huge smile on my face as I turn around and see his huge grin.
“You ready?” Without letting me answer he continues, “Because I am ready for you to get out of my house so I can walk around naked and in peace!” My face becomes distorted as I laugh loudly and shake my head.
“Ew, that’s gross. I didn’t need to know that. Dad, stop acting like you won’t miss me. I know you will,” I say as I bat my eyes and try to look innocent. He laughs, “Of course I will. Now the only one left is that brother of yours, the other two girls are grown and out, you’re leaving, so there you have it!”
“So technically you can’t walk around the house naked because Sam’s still here.” I say as I bust out in laughter.
“That is true. Don’t worry I’ll get my freedom soon enough.” Says my dad. I roll my eyes and just laugh.
“Skylar! Are you done yet?”  My mom yells as loud as she can. “Bring your things down stairs before we miss our flight.”  My eyes widen as I look at my dad and then laugh again. “She’s always raising her voice” my dad whispers as he laughs. “I’m sure you’ll miss that.” He says. I giggle as I gather my bags to take downstairs to the car. I reach the bottom step breathing loudly, surely out of breath.
“There you are, miss diva, it takes you forever to get dressed,” My mom says as she smiles. “Sorry, I have this hideous pimple on my forehead. I had to hide it.”
“Let me see it” says my mom as she moves toward me to move my bangs from my face.
“No!” I yelp. I slip out of her grip just in time. I try to move and stumble over my luggage trying to escape her grasp and I fall laughing.
“I just wanted to see it.” She says shrugging her shoulders. Whenever my mom sees a pimple, she tries touching it or popping it, examine it or whatever but it’s so painful. So I’ve learned over the years to not show her. I guess that’s her natural instinct to examine things with her being a pediatrician.  As I get back up from trying to escape her she giggles at my struggle.
“Who bought you all these clothes?” She asks as she laughs because she is the one to blame. Suitcases and suitcases, goodness Skylar, this is going to be a fortune to put all these on the plane. Can we ship some of them to you? Will you even wear half of this stuff?” she asks. My heart panics and a sight of distress falls over my face. “Mom, please, can I take all of them. I love my clothes.” I say as I stare at her trying to guilt trip her into saying yes. Just then Sam darts into me nearly knocking me over. “Skylar! I’ll miss you! Don’t go, don’t go!” he says as he fake cries and begins to laugh. “Aw! I’ll miss you more I say, as I playfully attempt to tickle him. Sam is the youngest but the biggest. My little big baby as I call him. Although he’s not much of a baby anymore, he’s finally fourteen. He is my little big brother I say. My 5’7, 115 pound frame makes me feel short when I am around Sam because his 6-foot frame for a fourteen-year-old boy makes me feel like a midget.  He makes my eighteen years on this planet feel long and old. Sam or Sammie as he likes to be called, is growing up to be a pretty handsome young man. Sam being my one and only brother makes me extremely protective over him. I know he’s going to be a ladies man with his light caramel color skin, baby face, with big brown eyes and his athletic tall build. Not to mention, he’s an athlete, which means only one thing, trouble. All athletes are trouble, especially with the ladies.  He plays basketball and has been playing basketball all his life. Sam is the baby and of course he is spoiled. Especially since he is the only boy out of three girls. I spoil him just as much as everyone else, I am just as guilty as they are.
“You’re going to make sure mom and dad are okay right? No funny business?” I say as I wink at Sam. “Don’t go!” as he whines in a baby voice, ignoring my question.
“Oh, stop the whining big baby”, as I say while taking my small frame and lightly nudging him with my hip. He forces a smile. I kiss him on the cheek and start loading my luggage into the car. My mom, dad, and Sam all watch me from the narrow door entrance, struggle, putting my luggage into the car. I was wondering why they were just staring and not helping. The thought of it irritated me. Finally my dad comes to the trunk and helps me put all three million of my bags in the trunk. “We were just admiring you and how we are very proud of you sweetie”, says my dad, assuming he could sense my irritation.
“I can’t wait to hear how much you’ll be enjoying yourself. Keep those boys in check. You’re a beautiful girl.” He gently grabs my chin, and softly kisses my forehead and walks off. I stand back and observe my childhood home. The big beautiful brown house, that sits quietly on a hill with the best view of the mountains in southern California.  I was one lucky kid growing up. That big, brown, beautiful house was every child’s dream home and I was lucky enough to live in it. A big backyard, a pool and plenty of room to run and just be a kid. Two stories, with everything brown, shiny wood, with light tan walls. The front door was tan, with these amazing stairs, however you would imagine the stairway to heaven, those were the steps. Magical steps, lead you straight through those double doors. The driveway leads down to a hill that seemed to never end. The stepping stones that lead the way to the back yard was like a secret trail that you didn’t know where it would lead you too. This big, brown, beautiful house was like a fairy tale. My favorite part of my parents’ home was the aroma, right when you cracked open the front door, the sent pushed vigorously through the front door, anxious to reach your nose. As cliché as it sounds, it was the smell of love. That’s what love smells like from all my mom’s cute little scent plugins, amazing food she always prepared and the scent from each one of us that lived in that house. All those scents and aromas for years make up the smell of love from that big, beautiful, brown house.
“Ready? We need to start to head to the airport, so I can get you girls on your flight.” Asked my dad.
“Ready as I’ll every be. Let’s go!” I say joyfully.
“I love you and I’ll call or text you when I land. I’m excited!” I say playfully to Sam. I give him a hug and kiss on the cheek. He wraps his long slim arms around me and says, “Love you too little big sis.” My dad, mom and I hop in the car and I wave vigorously out the window like a little child to Sam. My dad reverses his S-Class Mercedes Benz out of the driveway, and I take one last look at my favorite big, brown, beautiful house.

CHAPTER 2
I hear the marimba alarm clock on my iPhone go off. I squint my right eye open and lay there for another five seconds. I slowly reach and grab my phone to turn off the annoying alarm. I toss my phone across the bed and lay back down. Only five more minutes. I thought to myself. Those five minutes felt like eternity.
“Skylar?” in and out of sleep I hear a female voice.
“Skylar? Wake up. Did you not have class today or something?” ask Kim. I immediately hop up.
“Oh my goodness. Fuck. What time is it?” I yell and hop off my bed and grab my phone from the edge of the bed. Kim starts laughing hysterically at me. I over slept.
“What in the hell is so funny?” I ask obviously pissed that I woke up late and missed majority of my classes for the day. Standing in my bright yellow Victoria Secret underwear with my high school P.E. t-shirt on, I stare startled at Kim.
“I’m laughing because you’re so angry for no reason. It’s okay. You never miss class. Chill. Just take a day off. Let’s go get a mani pedi?” Kim says smiling. I just stare blankly at her still half asleep and pissed that I missed my first two classes of the day. It’s only the third week of school and I’ve already missed classes.
“Kim, school has only been in for a couple weeks. What do you mean I never miss class? Isn’t that the point of being in school, to go to class? Exactly.” I say with an attitude.
School is important to me and I’m very serious about going to class and getting good grades. Law school will eat me alive if I don’t start getting good habits early on. I look at Kim’s sly look on her face for ditching class already so early on in the semester, but of course I agreed to go. I mean who would pass up a mani pedi opportunity anyways.
“Fine. Only this time. You are such a bad influence on me.” I say as I flop back onto my bed.
Kim laughs, “Whatever. Throw on some clothes girl.” She says as she walks out of my room, I admire her perfect body frame. Kim is my roommate. We aren’t best friends but she is my roommate and we have become close. Kim was the first person close to normal I saw after landing in Georgia. So far since the semester started, I hated it here in Georgia. I mean the countries cool I guess, but California is way better. Period. I guess I have to give it sometime. I haven’t even been out in Georgia for a month yet, so I will give it a chance. I walk into the bathroom to wash my face and hop in the shower. Kim is using the other side of the sink, brushing her long, dirty blonde, curly hair, while she has her house music playing on Pandora. Kim has the perfect body, nice long legs and she actually has boobs, unlike myself and a huge ass with a tiny waist. Her skin tone is the color of olive oil and she has these strong, cold, blue eyes. Kim is quiet the sight to see. She is from a small town here in Georgia, about three hours or so away from the school. Kim is one of those girls who always like to have fun and just do things at the spur of the moment. Exactly how I am, but Kim takes it to the extreme, I have to say, that’s why every time we are together, we are bound to get into some trouble. I’m not sure how she passes school she never goes to class. After I get out the shower, I decided to keep it simple and just throw my hair up in a ponytail and besides, that ugly mountain pimple is gone, it took weeks. As I’m walking out the bathroom Kim looks at me and says from the couch “You are so slim and pretty, I would have all the guys eating out of the palm of my hands, if I looked like you.”
I give her a blank stare. “Yeah right. You’re the one with the ass.” I say.
“You should think about modeling.  Says Kim. You’re perfect for it. Those piercing green eyes and that long, straight, black hair. I support you.” Kim says in her sweet southern bell accent.
“Thanks, but no thanks. “ I say sounding not interested.
“You ready?” I ask Kim.
“Yeah, let’s go. You hungry? Never mind. You’re always hungry.” Kim says. I laugh.
“This better not take long Kimberly. I’m going to try to make it to my last class at least, just so I won’t feel guilty.” I say in a concerned voice.
“Oh, come on! Live a little.” Kim says as she rolls her eyes.
“I’m a Political Science major. I can’t miss very much class. Trying to follow in the footsteps on my daddy.” As I smile proudly. My father has been an attorney before I was born. He is pretty amazing. He represents some pretty well know clients and boy does he make great money. I can’t wait to go to law school so I can be just like him. Extremely successful, hard act to follow I must say.
“It won’t take long you nerd.” Kim says as she softly punches my arm. Kim is a year older than me and she is on her second year here at Bailey University. As soon as we step outside the door from our apartment, it is sticky, humid, and blazing hot outside. You can see the heat waves in the middle of the air. It’s the middle of September in Southern Georgia.
“Goodness, I don’t know how you southern people do this disgusting weather. I’m so glad I wore my hair up. I mean I love hot weather but my goodness, maybe I’m just not use to it yet.” I say as I pull my sunglasses out of my brand new Louis Vuitton bag my dad got me for my eighteenth birthday earlier this year.
“Yeah, you get used to it, trust me.” Says Kim as she unlocks the car door.
“Dude, Kim why does your car always have so much shit in it. Have you heard of cleaning? Or you don’t know what that is?” I ask laughing and making fun of her.
She ignores me while rolling down the windows and turning the knob on the music system so that the music blares. The nail salon is extremely close to our apartment. We arrive quickly and park, walk into the nail salon and what a surprise, Kim already had appointments set. Figures, typical Kim, always prepared.  I thought to myself. Shortly, after we get our nails and toes done, we go to a small café not too far from the nail shop. I love food; I don’t know how I am so petit with all the eating I do. “So how do you like it out here so far?” Ask Kim.
“So far, as in the few weeks I have been here?” I laugh. “It’s okay. Hot. Sticky. It’s nothing like California. But I’m going to be positive and give it some time before I say I don’t like it. I mean my classes are pretty good.
“It will grow on you. It isn’t like California I’m sure. I really want to go. Next time you go take me with you? Please?” she asks.
“Of course. I’ll totally take you. You would love it.” I said excited.
“But we need to head out Kimberly, I still have enough time to make it to my last class.” I said.
“Of course Princess Skylar. Anything you say goes.” Kim says in a sarcastic tone. “Sorry I actually go to class and want to pass.” I say as I stick out my tongue to Kim.
We arrive back to our place. I go into my room and gather my school bag. As I’m walking out the front door, I wave bye to Kim.
“Go do something productive while I’m in class.” I say laughing.
“I will, I will.” She says in a monotone voice as she gazes at the TV. I hop into my black Camaro, who was pretty dirty and needed a bath but I haven’t had time. I speed like hell in this thing. I was so lucky that my parents shipped my car because it is so hard to get around out here without a car. I don’t live too far from campus, which is nice for the mornings, I decide to hit the snooze button and Kim isn’t there to wake me up. Before I get out of my car I put my headphones in my ear. As I’m walking through campus quickly, to get out of the humidity as fast I could, I was stopped. There were these two girls who stood in front of me. I take out my headphones as they begin to speak.
“Your hair is so pretty. Where did you get it at? Are you from around here?” as she looks me up and down, says the girl with the short haircut. As soon as I was going to answer the million questions the girl was asking me, the other girl answers for me. “Nah, she ain’t from around here. You can tell she isn’t. She looks Ethiopian.” Says the girl with the braids in her hair. As if I wasn’t standing there.
“No, I’m not Ethiopian. I’m actually from California. I’m new here, I just started this semester.” I say as nicely as possible.
“Oh, so you ain’t from around here, California girl, eh?” she says as she scratches her braids.
“Yep, California.” I say with a half smile on my face.
“So were you get your hair at?” the girl with the short haircut asks me once more.
“My hair? Like as in buy it?” I laugh. “I didn’t buy it anywhere, it’s my hair.” I say still laughing.
“Really? You must be mixed. Or Ethiopian.” The girl with braids says loudly.
“I already told you I wasn’t Ethiopian, I’m black.” I said casually.
“Mm hmm. I don’t believe that’s your hair.” Says the girl with the short hair who was angry at the world for whatever reason. In my mind I am so confused. These two girls are standing here and questioning if my hair on my head is real or extensions. I mean I’ve got this type of situation before but just not so, “in my face” for the lack of wording. Just so I could hurry up and speed the whole process up before it made me late to class, I took out my ponytail.
“Here” I said as I undo my hair tie. “You’re more than welcome to touch it.” I say as I turn my back to them. Neither of them touched my hair. It was just silence behind me, I laughed and just rolled my eyes. I turned back facing them.
“I’ll put my hair back up now.” I said lightly.
“Oh. You think you are all cute now huh? With your light eyes and long hair, be careful where you’re at by yourself around here.” Says the girl with the braids, with her face scrunched up.
“Whatever.” says the one with the short hair. “Let’s go.”
As I’m walking off, I think to myself, did I really undo my hair just to prove a point? I grumble under my breath. I can’t believe that those females were so obnoxious and rude to me because of my hair and eyes. While walking to class I was upset with the fact that young females like me treated me like that. I know they were picking on me because I wasn’t black enough. I take a deep breath and I walk into the auditorium-seating classroom. The auditorium seating felt like it went up to the ceiling. The higher you would walk up the smaller the ground became. I walk up the first couple of stairs and look both to my left and to my right. I hate sitting too close to people that I don’t know. They have the weirdest habits, in class, they either talk too much, or cough everywhere, or they are just always in my space. As I scan the auditorium seating on my right side I see an empty seat on the third row right in the center. I quickly work my way to the seat. As I’m getting comfortable and taking my notebook out, of course, someone has to sit right next to me. It never fails I think to myself. I swear I have a magnet of some sort when it comes to people sitting next to me. There is a whole entire empty row but decides to take the seat right next to me. I will never understand. As I sit there and play with my phone, I look around and its 5 minutes into class and I still don’t see the professor. And I thought I was late I say to myself under my breath. I got back to playing on my phone.
“Sorry, there was traffic, excuse my tardiness” he says announcing to the class with a crooked smile. When I saw that crooked smile, for some odd reason it made my stomach jolt. “Weird.” I whisper to myself. The professor goes on with setting up his PowerPoint. I knew for a fact I was in the wrong classroom because last week the professor did not look like the current one standing in front of me. I ruffle through my bag to see if I could find my schedule. During the whole time he’s setting up he has not said one word to the class. As soon as I grab my schedule I check it and it say Garcia Hall Room 347, I look around the room and I’m in the correct room. I notice everyone in the class is looking around confused as well. Before I got the courage to raise my hand to ask if I was in the wrong room and look like an idiot for being in the wrong classroom, the professor says, “I am sorry to say that Professor Wilbert has become ill and his sickness has become a serious matter to his health, so I will be your professor for the remainder of the course in this semester.” I knew I wasn’t going crazy. As he introduces himself and speaks about the course, I tune out. I observe his every move. He moves so smoothly with such slow movement like he’s making sure you see every single curve and muscle on his body. As he turns around to write on the board, I admire the frame of his body, his height is incredible. I stare at his body and zone out. He has big, hill like shoulders, with a slim, but tall, athletic body frame, with an awesome plump butt. This all black suit he has on was phenomenal, every seam hugged and fit his figure so nicely, not one thing on his body was out of place. He looked like he was walking off a page out of GQ magazine. Everything about him was so clean cut, and smooth. He continues to smoothly glide around the classroom, making eye contact with each and every student. Hoping he doesn’t make eye contact with me, he does. I stare back like a deer caught in headlights. He slowly moves onto the next victim. Phew, any longer I would have passed out. As I watch him, his every move, every inch of his body, I notice his smile, that crooked smile of his. There isn’t one crooked tooth in that lovely mouth of his I thought; the beauty that is in front of me.
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